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Prologue

It really wasn’t a surprise to anyone who had been paying attention. The world had been shifting for years, the cracks in the old order widening until they could no longer be ignored. What once seemed impossible was now on the verge of becoming reality. For some, it was a time of unease. For others, it was the culmination of everything they had hoped for.

The air was thick with a palpable tension winding through the streets of the city like an invisible current. Beneath the shadow of a massive billboard displaying the image of a woman in an elegant evening gown and a boy kneeling at her feet above the slogan “The Future is Hers,” there was a bus stop at the edge of a busy intersection. The snippets of conversation among the pedestrians, the hum of passing cars, and the cacophony of music spilling from street vendors mingled in a chaotic symphony.

On the worn plastic bench of the bus stop sat a striking young woman, her posture a portrait of relaxed defiance. She wore a tight black T-shirt emblazoned with bold white letters stretched across her breasts. It read “Obedience is Mandatory,” and scrawled below it were the words “Fuck your Autonomy.” She appeared blithely unaware of the people around her. Her dark hair, tied into a sleek ponytail, swayed slightly in the breeze as she crossed one bare leg over the other, tapping her combat boots on the pavement with casual impatience.

The boys closest to her lingered on the periphery, their movements subdued and measured. One adjusted the strap of his messenger bag; another pretended to read an article on his phone. They weren’t looking at her—at least not directly—but their wariness betrayed them. She was unapologetic, a bold figure in a world on the brink of transformation, and her presence radiated an unsettling authority that made them shrink into the anonymity of the crowd.

The election was only weeks away, and with it, the potential of a strict recalibration of society’s balance. For boys, the slogans of the campaign weren’t just rhetoric—they were foreshadowing. Beneath the cheerful optimism of party rallies and campaign posters lay a quiet undercurrent of fear. “The time for total obedience is now,” the proclamation went, and many hailed this new vision as a revolution, one that was long overdue and would lead to retribution, reparations, and very public punishment for those who dared to defy the ascendancy of complete female rule.


Chapter 1

Wendy Harlow sat in the back seat of her sleek black sedan. Her driver, Jacob, a polite young male with an impeccable sense of professionalism, handled the car with smooth precision. The sound of the engine and the distant noise of the city outside were a soft hum, barely noticeable as Wendy focused on her thoughts about the future, a future that drew tantalizingly closer each day. She gazed out the window at the fading evening light.

Wendy had spent her day in meetings and strategy sessions, surrounded by people who looked to her for decisions and guidance. Now, as she returned home, her mind turned to the election that was just weeks away. The air practically buzzed with anticipation, and Wendy couldn’t help but feel invigorated by the possibilities ahead.

She glanced at her phone, absently scrolling through headlines and articles about the upcoming vote. The debates, the promises, the sharp divide between the parties—all of it pointed toward the same conclusion. Change wasn’t just coming; it was inevitable. Wendy thought of the bold policies on the table—policies for accountability, discipline, and reshaping a world that had gone astray. They weren’t just proposals to her. They were the blueprint for a better future.

A future where old ideas of gender equality gave way to a more natural structure. Wendy couldn’t imagine why some people resisted. The idea of clinging to the outdated concept of boys and women as equals seemed absurd to her, a relic of a bygone time. Progress demanded clarity, not compromise.

She considered the broader implications of what was to come and couldn’t help but smile secretly to herself as her friend Erica’s voice echoed in her mind. Erica was passionate, even unrelenting in her vision of a world where women not only led but ruled without apology. Wendy often marveled at Erica’s fervor, sometimes finding it amusing, but increasingly, she recognized the logic behind it. Perhaps Erica wasn’t as radical as she seemed.

Her friend Maria, by contrast, approached the topic with a playful attitude, but she was no less committed. She, like Wendy, was unquestionably dominant with the boy in her life. But Wendy appreciated their different styles, both contributing to a shared vision. And yet, Wendy knew her own perspective was grounded in practicality. She wasn’t driven by theory or idealism; she simply saw the truth of the world as it was and understood what needed to be done to make it better for everyone.

The so-called advocates for equality were another matter entirely. Their rhetoric—filled with pleas for balance and partnership—struck Wendy as naïve, almost laughably so. The world didn’t need balance. It needed male submission. And the election promised just that.

Jacob turned the car onto her quiet street, and Wendy let out a small sigh as they neared her house. The evening’s light cast a warm glow over the well-kept lawns and tidy homes. Her neighborhood was serene, but it too felt like a symbol of what could be—a calm built on rules and discipline, a place where everyone understood their role.

The sedan came to a gentle stop at the curb in front of her house. Jacob stepped out, quickly circling the car to open her door. Wendy stepped out gracefully, smoothing the lines of her fitted dress.

“Thank you, Jacob,” she said, nodding as he returned to his seat in the car.

As the car pulled away from the curb and the engine faded into silence, Wendy opened her mailbox and retrieved a stack of mail. A colorful flyer immediately caught her eye, its bold lettering announcing campaign promises that made her heart race. The slogan emblazoned across the largest piece read: “World Gynarchy Now. Total Submission to Female Rule.”

Wendy lingered, flipping through the materials with growing satisfaction. The language was unapologetic, the vision clear. It was everything she wanted to see, and more. And yet, she couldn’t help but imagine what might come after. The proposals hinted at a dramatic shift, but Wendy’s mind wandered further still—to a world where boys’ rights were more severely restricted, where Erica’s vision of female supremacy was fully realized. Would society be better for it? She thought of the discipline, the order, the respect that would follow such a change. She thought of the justice it would bring.

Her smile deepened as she held the flyers in her hand. The world wasn’t there yet, but it was coming closer. Wendy could feel it. The election was just the beginning, and soon, everything would fall into place.

Wendy closed the front door behind her and walked across the polished hardwood floor of the entryway. The early evening light silhouetted her figure as she moved, dressed in a form-fitting, navy-blue outfit that accentuated the voluptuous curves of her figure.

Mark was waiting for her, kneeling on the floor, as he always did, and dressed as he always was at home—wearing a tight pair of shorts made of a fabric that clung to his body and revealed more than they covered him. His well-built physique gave him a decidedly masculine appearance, and he was undeniably submissive in the way he knelt in anticipation of Wendy’s arrival.

“Hi cutie,” Wendy said affectionately.

He smiled as he reached down to remove her heels. He undid the straps and removed each shoe and placed them neatly on the floor beside him.

She let out a soft, satisfied sigh.

“You know, Mark,” she mused, “sometimes I wonder why I wear these heels. I love how they make me feel when I put them on, but they’re not exactly comfortable by the end of the day.”

Wendy glanced down at her feet, feeling the coolness of the hardwood floor after a long day of work in her heels. She glanced back at Mark.

“Follow,” she said.

As Wendy entered the living room, she noticed the pristine state of their shared living space. Mark had clearly been working diligently. She took a moment to survey the surroundings. Their home was impeccably clean due to Mark’s continuous effort. The living room was a study in modern luxury, with soft, neutral-toned furniture, and soft lighting that filled the room with a decided coziness. There was a quiet serenity about the space, enhanced by the immaculate order.

Wendy eased herself down into her plush armchair, her movements smooth and deliberate. She placed her handbag on the table beside her, stretched out her legs to rest her feet on the ottoman. Mark knelt at her feet, waiting for his next command. Wendy let out a soft sigh as she crossed one leg over the other.

Mark, anticipating her needs, didn’t wait for her to give a command. He immediately began to massage her feet, the soft touch of his hands immediately putting her at ease. Wendy relaxed into the sensation of his touch as she allowed herself to fully unwind. For a moment, the house was quiet again, save for the gentle sounds of Mark’s careful massage. Wendy savored the feeling of being in complete control, of having everything just as it should be.

Wendy picked up a stack of flyers and pamphlets that had arrived in the mail, her expression shifting between mild amusement and curiosity. With the Federal election coming up, they’d been inundated by election-related material.

“Let’s see what we’ve got here,” she said, holding up the first pamphlet. “Ah, it’s for the Matriarchal Democracy Party. Predictably balanced and inclusive.” She skimmed the text, noting the imagery: a woman in a professional suit standing at a podium, flanked by males and females working together. “They’re all about partnerships. Equal rights, equal responsibilities . . . respectable, but a bit dull. And frankly, it’s tired old bullshit.” She tossed it aside.

“The United International Feminist Party,” Wendy mused, her tone sharpening with interest. The pamphlet featured a woman standing confidently at the center of a boardroom table, surrounded by boys listening intently. “Ah, now they’re leaning into female-led governance. Quotas for leadership positions, structured roles for boys. Sensible policies. They’re trying to walk the line between progressive and assertive. Structured roles, quotas for leadership favoring women, and civic duty programs for boys. Hmm. Boys to serve in advisory or secondary capacities only. That’s a practical touch. And they want etiquette training. Sensible, don’t you think?”

Her question lingered unanswered, but she didn’t seem to expect a response. Mark’s hands remained focused on massaging her feet.

Wendy reached for the third pamphlet, whose cover was marked with the emblem of the Global Female First Party. The design was stark and commanding: a woman seated on a high-backed chair, a boy kneeling at her feet with his head bowed. The image was unapologetic in its objectification of his naked body.

“Well, the Global Female First Party isn’t pulling any punches,” she said, a note of amusement in her voice. She read aloud from the inside pages, smirking as she did so. “Mandatory training for boys to embrace their roles, strict public conduct protocols, and—oh, this is interesting—marriage contracts granting full decision-making power to women. Now that’s sweet, and far more practical.”

Her gaze lingered on the image of the boy on his knees before she placed the pamphlet aside and reached for the next.

The Union of Female Supremacists Party pamphlet immediately caught her eye with its audacious cover: a woman standing tall, a group of boys in collars and tight little shorts kneeling behind her. Wendy’s grin widened as she turned the page, intrigued.

“Mandatory collaring programs for boys,” she said, laughing softly. “They even want to implement female-only decision-making councils. A bold step. No half-measures here. Complete female leadership in all sectors, mandatory etiquette training, and a collar identification program for boys to signify their roles.” Wendy let out a laugh. “Can you imagine that, Mark?” she teased, nudging his shoulder with her foot. “You’d have your own little badge that reads ‘Wendy’s Property.’”

Finally, she picked up the last pamphlet, its imposing cover emblazoned with the words World Gynarchy Party. The image was even starker than the one before: a woman in a defiant stance with her arms crossed, while a boy wearing nothing but a collar, his wrists cuffed behind him, knelt before her.

“Ah, the WGP,” Wendy murmured, her voice laced with amusement. “They never disappoint.” She read aloud from the opening lines. “Total Female Rule. Absolute Obedience. males exist solely to serve.’ Hmm. Subtle.”

Wendy tilted her head slightly, reading the words aloud, savoring them. “Total Female Rule. Absolute Obedience.” She let them hang in the air for a moment before speaking again. “I love that, don’t you?”

She flipped to the policies, her amusement deepening. “Mandatory obedience collars with built-in trackers. Boys excluded from all civic participation, of course. And here—public correction to enforce discipline. Talk about commitment to their principles.” Her eyes scanned the next section of text. “Ah, it says here that females shall hold the absolute right to administer corrective measures in public spaces, ensuring full compliance and unwavering respect. They really don’t hold back, do they?”

Mark didn’t respond, his hands maintaining their steady rhythm, kneading her foot in slow, deliberate strokes. Wendy glanced down at him, noting his quiet focus.

“Of course, they argue it’s about accountability and setting an example,” she continued, her tone thoughtful now. “If boys knew they’d be stripped naked to be corrected, immediately and publicly, they’d think twice about stepping out of line. Efficient, if nothing else.”

She set the pamphlet down on the armrest and tilted her head, watching Mark for a moment. “It’s an extreme measure, sure, but it does make a statement, doesn’t it?”

Mark’s hands moved to her other foot, his touch careful and deliberate. He didn’t look up, didn’t say a word. Wendy knew he was listening—he always listened. She allowed the thought to linger in the air.

“Honestly, I don’t know how I feel about it. On one hand, it’s bold. On the other, it’s a bit much, don’t you think?”

Mark remained silent, his hands never faltering in their rhythm. Wendy chuckled softly. “Not that you’d argue with me, of course. You’re far too smart for that.” Wendy emitted a satisfied sigh.

“You’re doing a wonderful job, Mark,” she said, her voice softening with affection.

She took another look at the World Gynarchy Party pamphlet, turning it over in her hands. The bold imagery and uncompromising policies had intrigued her from the start, but now, something deeper resonated with her.

“I’m looking forward to watching the debate,” Wendy mentioned. “I think it might help to see the candidates explain their policies in detail. I’ll watch it with an open mind.”

When Mark had completed his meticulous foot massage, he eased gracefully into his default position: kneeling before Wendy, arms crossed behind his back, head humbly bowed. Wendy’s eyes lingered on him for a moment, taking in how the cute little shorts were so form-fitting that she could see that he was circumcised. She allowed a small smile to form, appreciating his silent obedience.

“The candidates will debate each other trying to differentiate their approach, but ultimately we all but agree on everything,” she explained. “There’s no danger of boys getting the right to vote, as some have implied, or attaining any other rights for themselves, so you’ll still be considered my property. As much as there’ll be talk of one party or another wanting to extend some level of autonomy to the male gender, it’s just not going to happen. We all want boys exactly where they belong, but some of the candidates are pushing for an even more extreme control over our male pets. Like you, cutie pie,” Wendy said as she lifted one foot to stroke the side of Mark’s face. Her dress slid up the curves of her wide hips as she did so, and Mark could see the dark-blue silk panties she was wearing. He’d not been given permission to look, so he maintained eye contact with Wendy.

“You know,” she said as her toes traced Mark’s strong jawline, then slid downward and came to rest on his well-formed bare chest, “I’ve always expected obedience from boys, obviously, but yours is the cutest. You’re always so adorable in the way you respond to my command.”

“Thank you, Miss Wendy,” Mark replied.

Wendy had a mischievous sparkle in her eyes, which led Mark to believe that he could guess which service she might expect him to perform next. It brought an appreciative smile to his face.


Chapter 2

Mark had grown up in a world where women held all the power, where the laws, traditions, and social structures were designed to elevate their voices while boys were meant to serve, support, and follow. From the moment he was born, he had been taught to respect the authority of women, and to contribute to the betterment of society in ways that nurtured, supported, or strengthened the decisions made by women.

Mark had come to understand that the new, more radical feminist party, the WGP, was backing a candidate who promised to enforce a strict female supremacy agenda, one that would mean a recasting of his role in society.

He had never had the right to vote—males had lost that privilege long ago, so Mark relied on Wendy to make the choice for the both of them. He had asked Wendy if she thought the WGP might win.

“Well, certainly they can,” she said. “They have the support of nearly half the electorate of voting-age women. So yes, they can win. And they may. The Federation of Gynarchy Movements worldwide has published reports that show the World Gynarchy Party enjoys a massive enrollment of eligible voters and has a deep war chest of money. Their financial position is to be envied. Or feared, depending.”

Wendy’s eyes softened as she regarded him. “You don’t need to worry about it, Mark. You know your place, and I will choose what’s best for the two of us.”

“I understand,” Mark said, nodding in acceptance. “I’m sure you’ll make the best choice for us.”

“Exactly, Mark,” she said. “Just remember, everything I do is for the both of us. I’ll make sure things go the way they’re supposed to.”

As Mark knelt before her, he realized that he would never truly have a say in the bigger picture. But in his life with Wendy, that was exactly how it should be. His world would always be shaped by her decisions, her leadership, and her guidance. He didn’t need to question it, didn’t need to challenge it—he just needed to focus on making sure Wendy’s life was comfortable in every way. In the end, he knew that she would make the best decision. It was her right, her responsibility—and his place was to submit and obey.

Mark dressed to run an errand, slipping into a pair of cutoff shorts and a T-shirt with the logo of Wendy’s restaurants across the front, which Wendy had bought for him.

“The apostrophe makes it appropriate,” Wendy had pointed out, making herself laugh. “It’s possessive.”

He adjusted his seatbelt as he pulled out of the driveway, after checking to ensure that he had the grocery list Wendy had given him. As he turned onto Bellevue St., the sight of colorful banners lining the street caught his attention.

Bright signs representing the various parties were everywhere, each vying for attention. He noticed a sign for the Global Femocracy Party, which read “A World Unified Under Her Control.” Its language suggested sweeping change and a commitment to a fully gynocentric global order. Then he noticed the stark black-and-red banner of the World Gynarchy Party. Its slogan, “Total Obedience, Total Order,” sent a chill down his spine. Their reputation was well-known for advocating the strictest interpretations of matriarchal dominance, and their rhetoric often felt extreme, even to Mark, who was accustomed to living in a female-led society.

Mark continued on to the small, upscale grocery store Wendy preferred, and after he’d found all of the items he was looking for, he began methodically placing them on the conveyor belt. He rechecked Wendy’s list, to ensure that nothing was overlooked. It was quiet aside from the faint murmur of background music mixed with the soft beeping sound of the scanner as the young male cashier began to ring up Mark’s groceries.

The tranquil moment was interrupted by a young woman who entered briskly, her presence commanding attention without effort.

“Boy,” she said to the cashier, her tone sharp yet casual, as though issuing a directive she expected to be followed without question. “Peppermint tea, half a gallon of almond milk, and a ready-to-go spinach salad. Quickly.”

The cashier immediately set down the carton of eggs he had been holding and nodded deferentially. “Of course, Miss,” he replied, abandoning Mark’s transaction mid-scan.

Mark blinked, momentarily caught off guard. He glanced at the young woman, who seemed completely unfazed by the interruption. Her sharp, tailored outfit and confident posture suggested she was accustomed to commanding attention. She leaned against the counter, drumming her fingers as the cashier disappeared down an aisle to retrieve her items.

Mark stood awkwardly, unsure whether to step aside or remain where he was. The young woman, noticing his hesitation, turned her gaze toward him, her eyes quickly scanning his groceries on the conveyor belt.

“Are you under the direction of a female superior?” she asked.

“Yes,” Mark replied politely. He felt the weight of her judgment as she surveyed his selections.

She reached forward, tapping a finger on the loaf of whole-grain bread. “This is a good choice. High fiber. But the canned soup?” She raised an eyebrow. “Is that what your owner directed you to purchase?”

Mark felt his face flush slightly. “It’s, um, for convenience,” he stammered, unsure how to respond to her unsolicited critique.

“Convenience,” she echoed with a light scoff, shaking her head. “You boys and your shortcuts. You should focus on quality. Your owner deserves better, doesn’t she?”

Mark nodded quickly, feeling a wave of embarrassment wash over him. “Of course. You’re right,” he said, his voice barely above a murmur.

The cashier returned moments later, carrying the items she’d ordered. Without a word, he promptly began ringing up the young woman’s small order. She handed him her credit card, her attention still half on Mark as the transaction continued.

As the cashier bagged her items, she looked at Mark again. “You seem like you’re trying, though,” she said, her tone softening slightly, though the faint air of condescension remained.

Mark managed a small, polite smile. “Thank you,” he said quietly.

The young woman collected her bag and left the store. The cashier resumed scanning Mark’s groceries as though nothing had happened, offering no acknowledgment of the interruption.

Mark left the store and wondered if he was doing his best in service to Wendy. He knew she would appreciate the effort he had put into the shopping, but he couldn’t help but wonder if the young woman had a point.

On his way home, he stopped at a red light, and noticed a young woman, perhaps in her early twenties, who was wearing a bold T-shirt emblazoned with the slogan “Train Boys to Obey.” She glanced at Mark, her expression cool and unapologetic, before continuing on her way. Mark couldn’t help but feel a twinge of unease. While he believed in the core tenets of their matriarchal society—respect, equity, and the leadership of capable women—there were moments like these that made him question the extremes some women clearly favored.

Mark noticed a large poster plastered on a bus stop whose imagery was impossible to miss. It depicted a boy kneeling on the ground, head bowed, wearing nothing but a wide leather collar attached tightly around his neck. Standing over him was a woman dressed sharply in a tailored suit, her expression calm and commanding. The text beneath read “Total Submission – Vote World Gynarchy Party.”

“Well,” Mark muttered to himself, “they’re certainly not being shy about conveying their message.”

The boldness of the imagery and the unapologetic slogan left little to the imagination. It was a clear distillation of the party’s platform, a visual manifesto that didn’t just hint at their ideals but stated them outright. It wasn’t just about leadership—it was about dominance, unambiguous and absolute.

* * *

The political climate had shifted so dramatically in recent months that even the faintest opposition to the strict, female-first policies being proposed was met with swift and vocal counteraction. For a small group of boys, however, the growing momentum toward a matriarchal society seemed like an existential threat they couldn’t ignore. They decided to stage a protest in a public square, hoping to rally others who believed in the ideals of gender equality.

Six boys had gathered in the middle of Perlman Square, their makeshift signs waving in the breeze. The slogans were earnest, if a little amateurish: “Equality, Not Supremacy,” “Respect Goes Both Ways,” and “Partnership, Not Power.”

Their leader, Jason, a tall, wiry boy in his early thirties, stood atop a small folding stool, holding a megaphone. His voice was shaky but determined.

“We’re here to stand for equality!” Jason called out, glancing around the square. “For fairness! For mutual respect!”

The other boys cheered in support, though their enthusiasm couldn’t mask their nervousness. At first, the square was quiet. A few passersby glanced their way, some shaking their heads, others merely smirking. But as the minutes ticked by, a group of women began to gather at the edges of the square, watching with arms crossed and eyebrows raised. The women were impossible to ignore. Their confidence radiated as they approached, their expressions a mix of amusement and disdain. One woman, tall and striking with sharp green eyes and a fitted leather jacket, stepped forward as if she were leading a battalion. Her name was Amelia, and she had been a vocal advocate for the most radical policies on the ballot.

“Look at this,” Amelia said loudly, gesturing to the boys. “A last-ditch effort to turn back progress. Isn’t it adorable?”

The crowd of women laughed, the sound ringing through the square. Jason faltered mid-sentence. His confidence was visibly cracking.

“This isn’t about turning back progress,” Jason said, attempting to regain his composure. “It’s about ensuring fairness for everyone. We believe—”

Amelia cut him off with a wave of her hand. “Fairness? Oh, honey, fairness is happening. You’re just upset because it doesn’t look the way you want it to.”

Another woman chimed in, her voice dripping with mock sympathy. “It’s so hard when the world doesn’t revolve around you anymore, isn’t it?”

The women began to close in, forming a loose circle around the protesters. Their energy was electric, a palpable blend of authority and amusement.

One of the boys, visibly younger and more nervous than the rest, began to fidget with his sign. “We’re just trying to have a conversation,” he muttered.

“A conversation?” Amelia repeated, her tone mocking. She stepped closer, standing directly in front of him. He was tall, but he seemed to shrink under her gaze. “Alright, let’s have one. What exactly do you bring to the table in this conversation? Hmm? Convince me.”

He opened his mouth, then closed it again, his face turning crimson. The women around him laughed, a sharp, knowing sound.

Jason attempted to step in. “This is exactly the problem! You’re not even willing to listen—”

“Oh, we’re listening,” Amelia interrupted. “We’re just not impressed.”

Another woman, a petite brunette with an iron grip on her handbag, chimed in, pointing to Jason’s megaphone. “You don’t seem to have any problem shouting at the rest of us, though. Maybe you should take a moment to be quiet for once.”

The suggestion hung in the air like a command, and Jason, for reasons he couldn’t quite articulate, lowered the megaphone. By now, a larger crowd had gathered, many of them women who were clearly on Amelia’s side. They laughed and jeered, taking pictures and videos on their phones. Some of the women began to tease the boys about their signs.

“‘Equality, Not Supremacy,’” one read aloud, rolling her eyes. “Oh, please. How original.”

“‘Respect Goes Both Ways,’” another said with a grin. “Don’t worry, sweetheart, we’ll make sure you learn what respect really means.”

The boys, reeling from the laughter and taunts hurled their way, tried their best to maintain composure, but the weight of the situation quickly became unbearable. Their protest, which had started with such earnestness, now felt hollow and futile. Each step they took backward only seemed to emphasize their growing powerlessness, a sense of defeat sinking in as they realized how completely out of their depth they were.

Jason, the leader of the group, stood at the center of the square, trying desperately to regain control of the situation. But the women, emboldened by their sheer numbers and sense of superiority, made it impossible. They had already begun to peel away at their confidence. The chants and laughter echoed around him, each word a reminder of how powerless he had become. Every attempt to speak was drowned out by the voices of women who seemed to mock every word he said.

One woman, tall and striking with dark hair pulled into a sleek bun, sauntered up to Jason, her heels clicking sharply against the pavement. “You know, I thought you boys would put up more of a fight,” she said with a cruel smile, her voice dripping with condescension. She leaned in, placing her hand on Jason’s shoulder as if she were offering comfort, but the grip was firm, possessive. “But this? This is just pathetic. You really thought you could change things, didn’t you?”

Jason opened his mouth to respond but found that the words stuck in his throat. He had never imagined it would be like this. In his head, their protest was supposed to be a bold stand for equality, but here he was, the figurehead of a disjointed, crumbling movement, being mocked in public by women who exuded nothing but disdain for him and everything he stood for.

Another woman, shorter and athletic, joined the first, crossing her arms over her chest as she eyed Jason’s sign with a smirk. “Equality,” she repeated the word, laughing under her breath. “Maybe if you spent more time thinking about how to respect us, you wouldn’t be standing here looking like an absolute joke.”

The words hit him like a slap. He could feel the heat rising in his cheeks, and as he met her gaze, all the defiance he had entered the protest with began to crumble.

“Is this the guy who thought gender equality meant treating males and females the same?” she asked loudly enough for the crowd to hear, her voice sharp. “Well, sweetheart, what you’re seeing here isn’t equality. It’s a lesson in power—our power.”

Jason’s face flushed as he looked away, his gaze shifting downward as though he could escape the reality that was closing in around him. He opened his mouth but couldn’t find the words to respond. Each time he tried to speak, a wave of laughter drowned him out.

The women, meanwhile, were energized, their enthusiasm growing as they witnessed the boys’ humiliation unfold. The crowd, once scattered, had formed a tight circle around them, closing in like a pack of wolves around their prey. One woman, wearing a leather jacket and holding a phone, began recording the scene, her voice laced with satisfaction. “Oh, this is going to be all over the internet in a few minutes. Can’t wait to show everyone what happens when you boys think you can make a stand.”

The sense of power was palpable. Amelia, standing just behind the group of boys, couldn’t help but admire how easily they had been dismantled. She had expected some resistance, some pushback, but all she saw now was the sheer weight of their shame. The protest was nothing more than a sad little spectacle, a desperate last attempt by a group of boys who had never fully understood their place in this new world.

The tension in the air thickened. Amelia took a step forward, her eyes never leaving Jason’s. “You really think you deserve equality?” she asked with a tilt of her head. “Tell me, what part of this world ever made you think that you, of all people, deserve a seat at the table?”

One of the boys, Jason’s closest friend, finally broke the silence. “Let’s just go,” he said, his voice defeated. The protest was over; they had been beaten, not just in a physical sense but in every sense. The women had won—not with force, but with something far more effective: their dominance, their certainty, and their refusal to engage in anything less than total submission from the boys.

“I think we’ve made our point,” one of the boys mumbled, lowering his sign.

Amelia crossed her arms, watching as the boys slowly began to retreat. “That’s right,” she said, her voice cutting through the murmurs. “Run along now. And next time you think about protesting, maybe remember how this went.”

The boys scattered, abandoning their signs in the square. The crowd of women cheered, laughing as they watched the protesters disappear. Amelia turned to her friends, a satisfied smile on her face.

“Well,” she said, brushing a stray strand of hair from her face, “that was fun. Let’s hope they learned something.”

By the time the protest was officially over, the video of the encounter had gone viral. Clips showing the boys’ failure flooded social media. The women who had participated shared their own commentary, reveling in the boys’ downfall. The humiliation wasn’t just private; it was for everyone to see. The video of the protest spread like wildfire across social media. The women who had participated in the public shaming, empowered by the events and the overwhelming support they received from the broader community, quickly jumped in to contribute their own commentary.

The first clip was the most viral, showing Jason standing in front of his protest sign, his face red with frustration as he tried to argue with one of the women. The laughter that followed his every word had been recorded in high definition, ensuring that the world would never forget the depth of his humiliation. But the women didn’t stop there. They were eager to dig deeper, to make sure Jason and the other boys involved were thoroughly embarrassed, both publicly and personally.

As the days passed, the protestors’ personal lives were stripped bare as photos from their pasts, old social media rants, and even details about their romantic relationships were pulled into the public eye, where they were dissected and mocked. It was highly entertaining to the women taking part in the shaming that one of the boys at the protest had been identified as a model. He’d posed for images used on one of the more radical political activist groups, and it showed him naked and on all fours while a woman stood with one foot up on the middle of his back. One commentator wrote in response to the modeling photo, “It looks like he truly does get the message, he just hasn’t outed himself to his guy friends.”  The message was clear: the world was changing, and anyone who refused to adapt would pay the price. The public shaming was not just about humiliation—it was about retribution, and it was just the beginning.


Chapter 3

When Mark arrived home with the groceries, he saw that Wendy’s friend Erica had stopped by, as she often did, and the two women were sitting in the living room.

“Hey, Mark,” Erica greeted him.

“Hello, Miss Erica,” he replied, pausing for a moment with his arms loaded with groceries.

“How did everything go at the store?” Wendy asked.

“It was fine,” Mark replied. “I got everything we needed.”

“How’s the job going?” Erica asked casually. “Your work as an executive assistant, I mean.”

Mark shifted slightly, trying to balance the grocery bags, and also answer respectfully. Then Wendy stepped in and answered for him.

“He’s actually given that up,” Wendy replied. “I realized it didn’t make sense for him to spend his day attending to the needs of a powerful executive when he could do that for me instead.”

Erica smiled slightly, a glint of approval in her eyes. “That’s good to hear. I like it when boys work so diligently at their little jobs, but having a stay-at-home servant is better.”

“Speaking of which,” Wendy said to Mark, “you should put those groceries down and get changed into your little shorts.”

“Yes, Miss Wendy,” he replied, and immediately departed to the kitchen.

“Oh, what’s this?” Erica asked. “He has little shorts?”

Wendy gave her a knowing look, a slight smile playing on her lips. “Tiny, actually. I have him wear them at home while he does his chores. It’s important to remind him of his place in our household.”

Erica raised an eyebrow. “I see,” she said, clearly amused.

“You remember when I met Mark, at that hilarious tiny panty party,” Wendy said.

“Yeah, Mark has always had such a good physique for unrestrained objectification,” Erica said while laughing.

When Mark appeared, Erica practically did a double take.

“Wow, Wendy, those are adorable on him,” she proclaimed. “They’re super-cute, and it’s a good way to keep him in line. I can see why you selected them.”

Wendy smiled, looking at Mark. “It’s just a small way to help remind him of his place and the work he’s here to do.”

“Well, I think they suit him,” Erica said. “I mean, they fit perfectly.”

“I agree,” Wendy replied. “You’ll finish putting away the groceries and the clean up a bit before you start on dinner,” she directed to Mark. “Oh, and bring us each a glass of whatever that really nice cabernet is, the one we just opened last night.”

“Yes, Miss Wendy,” Mark replied before departing to the kitchen.

“He’s so great,” Erica said, turning to Wendy. “So cute, fantastic body, so freaking obedient. Perfect.”

“I am so in agreement with you on that, “Wendy replied. “Thank you.”

“Is it wrong that I’m jealous?” Erica asked. “I’ve been trying to find a nice, sweet boy to kneel and serve, but at the moment, nothing.”

“Surely you’ll find someone,” Wendy replied. “I know you’ve got a very specific way of dealing with boys.”

Erica smiled. “Well, yeah, I like things to be clear from the start. They either respect that or they don’t.”

Wendy chuckled, her hand resting on her glass. “I get that. But I’ve always wondered how they react to you. I mean, you’re petite, but you have that way of making them feel, you know, smaller.”

Erica’s eyes sparkled with amusement. “It’s all in how I carry myself. I make sure they know I’m in charge without having to say a word. It’s about knowing my own power. Boys love that. Until they realize they can’t control the situation.”

Wendy nodded knowingly. “I get that. I’m not exactly petite, but I’ve got my own way of making things clear. I’m more demanding. I like to push boundaries and see how far they’ll go. I don’t let them slide by with excuses or try to act like they’re the ones in charge. I make sure they understand exactly what I want, and I’m not afraid to take it.”

Erica smirked. “Exactly. But that’s what makes it so interesting. It’s not just about what we say or do—it’s about how they react to us. And when they’re looking for approval, it’s almost like they’re asking for permission to serve us. In their own way, they want us to take control.”

“It’s funny, isn’t it?” Wendy mused. “The way they try to pretend they have all the power, but really, they’re just waiting for us to take control.”

Erica nodded in agreement. “Exactly. And when we finally get them to see it, it’s intoxicating.”

Wendy thought for a moment. “I wonder if you’d have any interest in Dan,” she said. “He’s this guy that Mark knows.”

“Oh my god, are you seriously trying to set me up with a guy right now?” Erica asked. “Because yeah, I’ll take that.”

“Now, I can’t totally speak for him, but I’ve seen him, and he is really good-looking and all that. And Mark says he’s cool and nice. He’s single, and he works at the company where Mark used to work. But there’s something about him, a kind of latent potential. He might be perfect for you.”

“Perfect for me, huh?” she asked. “That’s a strong claim. What’s so special about him?”

“Well, I know you’ve got a thing for guys who are huge, like, seriously well-hung,” Wendy replied.

Erica shrugged. “Not a thing, really. A requirement,” she clarified.

Mark appeared with two glasses of cabernet wine and placed them each within reach of the two women.

“Huge, though, right?” Wendy pressed, clearly entertained. “Like, really huge?”

Erica laughed. “Well, yeah. I won’t apologize for it.”

Wendy took her glass form Mark and sipped her wine, clearly amused. “You shouldn’t. You want what you want.”

She reached over and playfully squeezed Mark’s cock through the front of his shorts.

“Mark’s a bit above average, maybe, which is exactly what I want,” Wendy said. But about Dan, he and Mark were going to the same gym at one point,” Wendy explained. “Same locker room, same shower room, so if anyone knows what Dan’s working with, it’s definitely Mark.” She chuckled. “I mean, how big does a guy have to be that Mark actually mentions it to me, which he did after work one night. So at least he fits your preference, I mean, requirement.”

“So, tell me, Mark,” Erica said. “This Dan is big? Like seriously big?”

“Yeah, I mean, he didn’t become erect for me, and I didn’t measure it,” Mark said with a smile. “But he’s definitely, you know, hung.”

Wendy gave Mark a little pat on the front of his shorts.

“Thank you, Mark,” she said, prompting Mark to return to his duties in the kitchen.

“You know, I think it’s not just that boys are drawn to submission in general,” Erica mused aloud, “but I think boys like Mark are drawn to you because you have that amazing curvy figure, and you carry yourself with such a ballsy attitude. It’s like, they can’t help but fall into line. There’s no mistaking it. They’re just drawn to you.”

Wendy smiled at the compliment.

“Maybe, but I think you have a definite commanding energy about you,” Wendy replied. “I mean, yeah, you’re really petite, and there’s this force behind you, like this powerful presence. I think that makes boys want to submit to you. Your energy is so dominant, and the confidence you exude, the way you own the room, you make them feel like they have no choice but to follow.”

Erica laughed. “I suppose you’re right,” she replied. “The way you walk into a room like you already own it.”

“Yeah,” Wendy said, “you make them want to kneel without saying a word. And they do. Without even knowing it, they’re on their knees. Where they belong.”

“Yeah, I do know how to make them want to submit,” Erica agreed, “I just need to find the right boy for me.”

“If you want, I’ll see about getting Dan in front of you to examine him,” Wendy said.

“Yeah, I’d like that,” Erica replied.

Wendy leaned back on the plush sofa in Erica’s living room, swirling her wine glass lazily. She fixed her friend with an amused yet curious look. “So, tell me,” she began, her tone playfully conspiratorial, “is it as satisfying as I imagine? Arresting boys, I mean. You know, at work.”

Erica smirked, leaning against the armrest of her chair. “Why do you ask?”

“Oh, come on,” Wendy said, sitting up slightly. “I can’t imagine you don’t enjoy it at least a little. Watching their faces when it hits them that you have all the power.”

Erica chuckled, taking a sip of her wine. “Well, I’m not supposed to enjoy it, you know. Professionalism and all that.”

Wendy rolled her eyes. “Oh, spare me the disclaimers. I’m asking Erica, my friend, not Agent Erica Caldwell. You can’t tell me it doesn’t give you some satisfaction.”

Erica’s smirk deepened, her eyes glinting. “Alright, fine. I’d be lying if I said there wasn’t a certain pleasure in it. Especially with the ones who think they can talk their way out of it or act like they’re not intimidated. You can practically see the moment their bravado cracks.”

Wendy laughed, shaking her head. “I knew it. I can just picture it—some guy all puffed up, thinking he’s untouchable, and then snap—reality hits.”

“Exactly,” Erica said, leaning forward slightly. “And it’s not just the act of arresting them. It’s the whole process. The way they shrink when you read them their rights, the stammering, the excuses. By the time they’re in cuffs, they’ve already surrendered.”

Wendy’s eyebrows arched as a sly grin spread across her face. “Wait,” she said, leaning forward slightly, wine glass dangling from her fingers. “You get to handcuff them?”

Erica raised an eyebrow, already sensing where Wendy’s amusement was going. “Of course. Standard procedure when making an arrest.”

Wendy let out a delighted laugh. “That is too perfect. You, standing there all commanding, slapping cuffs on some poor guy who probably can’t decide whether to be terrified or turned on.”

“Wendy,” Erica said, her tone dry but amused.

“Oh, don’t pretend you don’t know exactly what I’m talking about,” Wendy teased. “But hey,” she added, her tone light but pointed, “what about the thing with the so-called gender equality agitators. Can’t you, you know, just arrest them?”

Erica raised an eyebrow, a small smirk tugging at the corner of her lips. “Arrest them? For what, exactly?”

Wendy shrugged, waving a hand. “I don’t know. Isn’t inciting nonsense a crime? Surely, they’ve done something.”

Erica chuckled, setting her glass down on the table. “Well, no. They’d need to have actually broken the law. And spouting ridiculous ideas, while obnoxious, isn’t illegal.”

Wendy tilted her head, considering. “That seems like an oversight.”

“Maybe,” Erica admitted, though her smirk widened. “But it’s not my focus anyway. I primarily handle fraud cases, you know. Paper trails, financial schemes—that sort of thing.”

Wendy sighed, clearly unimpressed. “Fraud sounds so boring compared to rooting out agitators.”

“Oh, it can be thrilling,” Erica said dryly. “Nothing gets the heart racing like spreadsheets and subpoenaing bank records.”

“Okay, but seriously,” Wendy said, “you do get to arrest people, right? Have you ever had to do, like, an aggressive pat down? Or, I don’t know, maybe rough up some bad guy who totally deserved it?”

Erica nearly choked on her drink, laughing as she set her glass down. “Wendy, what do you think I do all day? Kick down doors and throw punches?”

“What, you’re a federal agent,” Wendy said with a mischievous grin. “And you’ve got that no-nonsense vibe. I can just picture it—you glaring at some guy, slamming him against a wall, and being like, ‘You’re under arrest, motherfucker!’”

Erica rolled her eyes, amused. “First of all, with fraud cases, most of my suspects are behind desks or computers, not exactly criminal masterminds you have to tackle.”

“But pat downs?” Wendy pressed, unable to let it go. “You know, really aggressive. Like, Now what do we have here?” she said in a mock-baritone voice. “It feels like you are trying to carry a concealed weapon. Looks like we’re going to need to do a strip search.”

Erica shook her head, laughing. “You’ve got a very vivid imagination, Wendy.”

“You’re no fun,” Wendy said with a pout. “Do you remember when, what, we were in high school? And I remember you asking why we should settle for the rules as they are now. Why we shouldn’t imagine what they could be. And I think it was Maria who asked, if you meant that we should write our own rules. And you said exactly, what if boys were expected to do more than just follow orders? What if they were expected to serve us completely, without hesitation? And I was like, you mean more than they already do? And you said yes, that there’s no reason we can’t take things further. Do you remember that?”

“Maybe not that specific event,” Erica said, “but I recognize the thoughts I had at the time.”

“Yeah, so you had this idea of a world where women held absolute authority and boys were raised to understand their place from an early age. There were rules for behavior, systems for correction, strict punishments enacted in public. It was hilarious how comprehensive this plan of yours was.”

“I remember Maria agreeing that boys just need stricter rules to keep them in line,” Erica said, “but then it was all about making them wear tiny little humiliating outfits or something. Something cute, as she called it. And I was like, clothes won’t change how they think, Maria. They just need to be put in their place. And she said, yeah, but it would be fun. I remember that really made me laugh. But the thing is, now it’s not just a silly imaginary plan and we aren’t girls in high school,” Erica said. “Now it may become a reality.”


Chapter 4

It had been during college, when Wendy and her friends Erica and Maria found themselves at one of any number of hilarious little house parties on the weekends. It was on in particular that had stayed in Wendy’s memory, as it was the one where she met Mark. The theme for the evening had been advertised weeks in advance: “The Seventeenth Annual Tiny Panty Party.” No mention was made of the fact that the sorority hosting the party had never had such an event before.

Wendy entered the party with an air of self-assurance, her dark hair pulled into a ponytail and her fitted emerald-green dress hugging her generous curves. She was magnetic, and she knew it. She surveyed the room with a wry smile, taking in the sight of an assembly of boys each dressed in a pair of panties.

The “tiny panty” theme was about encouraging the boys to embrace a bit of self-deprecating fun. The idea was simple: wear the skimpiest, most daring undergarments they could muster. Wendy wasn’t expecting much. But then she saw Mark. His outfit—or lack thereof—stood out even in the crowd. He wore something daringly minimal: a pair of fitted pastel-pink bikini briefs that clung to his athletic frame like a second skin. His long, muscular legs and defined torso were fully exposed, his broad shoulders catching the glow of the twinkling party lights.

Wendy appreciated boldness, and Mark had clearly decided to lean into the theme without irony. He wasn’t just wearing the panties; he was owning them.

As though sensing her gaze, Mark glanced up and caught her looking. His smile softened with what seemed like genuine appreciation. Wendy rarely felt the need to approach anyone, but something about the way Mark held himself—confident yet approachable—piqued her interest. She strolled over, her hips swaying naturally, and leaned lightly against the bar next to him. “Well,” she said, her voice smooth, “someone decided to take the theme seriously.”

Mark laughed, glancing down at himself as though seeing his outfit—or lack thereof—for the first time. “Figured if I was going to do this, I might as well go all in. Besides, I thought the point was to entertain. Am I doing okay so far?”

Wendy tilted her head, pretending to consider. “Hmm. Well, I am entertained. And I’ll give you credit for effort. And you do wear confidence well.” She let her gaze linger just long enough to make him shift slightly, the blush creeping up his neck betraying his otherwise cool demeanor.

“And you?” Mark countered, recovering quickly. “I’d say you look like you’re here to judge the competition. Should I be worried?”

Wendy chuckled, a low, velvety sound that made Mark’s heart race. “Let’s just say I have high standards,” she said, taking a sip of her drink. “But you might be off to a good start.”

Mark straightened a little, his posture instinctively broadening. “Might be? What else do I need to do to get the seal of approval?”

“Oh, I don’t give those out so easily,” Wendy teased, arching an eyebrow. “You’ll have to keep impressing me all night.”

Their chemistry sparked, an unspoken understanding weaving through their banter. Mark, who was used to being admired for his physique, found himself drawn to Wendy’s self-assurance, the way she seemed utterly unshaken by his presence. Wendy, for her part, enjoyed how Mark managed to balance confidence with a touch of vulnerability, his boyish charm contrasting with his chiseled appearance.

The party hummed around them, but their attention remained fixed on each other. Wendy eventually challenged him to join her in a round of drinks, testing his wit and humor as much as his resolve to keep her interest. Mark matched her pace, offering playful quips and genuine laughs that made the space between them feel electric.

Erica arrived at the party with the air of someone who wasn’t entirely sure why she’d come. It wasn’t her usual scene—too loud, too chaotic—but she had promised Wendy she’d at least make an appearance. Dressed in a sleek black dress that accentuated her tight little body, Erica cut an imposing figure as she stepped through the doorway. Her long, golden brown hair framed sharp, intelligent eyes that scanned the room with cool detachment.

Erica smirked to herself. Tiny Panty Party. She had rolled her eyes when she first heard it, but now, standing amid the spectacle, she found it unexpectedly amusing. Some of the boys were outright preposterous in their choices—novelty prints, neon thongs, and even one bold individual wearing little more than a strategically placed sock. Others had clearly hoped to avoid scrutiny, opting for boxer briefs that barely counted as “tiny.” Erica’s gaze flitted from one to the next, her amusement growing.

But as she walked through the room, she couldn’t help but feel a pang of disappointment. Yes, the theme was entertaining, and yes, the boys were clearly eager to impress the women in attendance, but none of it felt meaningful. To Erica, it was all surface-level posturing, a spectacle with no substance.

Erica had always believed in a female-first order to society—a natural hierarchy where women’s leadership and authority were unquestioned. Her convictions were firm, shaped by years of observation and personal reflection. The boys at this party, though amusing in their attempts to cater to the women, struck her as shallow. They were playing a game, not committing to anything real.

“Quite the show, huh?” Maria’s voice cut through the noise as she appeared at Erica’s side.

“If you can call it that,” Erica replied dryly, taking another sip of her wine. “It’s entertaining, I suppose.”

Maria chuckled. “You’re hard to impress.”

“Not hard,” Erica said, her tone thoughtful. “Just discerning.” She glanced at Maria. “Look at them. They’re trying so hard, but for what? To make us laugh? To get our attention? It’s all so meaningless.”

Maria tilted her head, considering. “It’s a party, Erica. What were you expecting? A dissertation on why we deserve to be in charge?”

Erica’s smirk widened. “That would certainly be more compelling than what’s on display.” She gestured subtly toward a boy stumbling past, his cheeks flushed from too much alcohol and too little clothing.

Maria laughed, nudging Erica playfully. “You’re impossible.”

Maria herself had entered the party with a sparkle in her eye, fully embracing the absurdity of the evening’s theme. As she surveyed the room, her smile widened. Her gaze flitted from one to another, her amusement growing with every step.

“Too conservative,” she murmured to herself, passing a guy in tight little briefs.

“Too flashy,” she added, spotting another with sequins that caught the light every time he moved.

Then her eyes landed on a boy leaning casually against the wall near the drink table. His “outfit” could barely be called that—a black pair of panties that left absolutely nothing to the imagination. It was, by Maria’s estimation, a few pieces of spaghetti strapped tightly to his body with a small whisper of silk pulled tightly across his penis. Maria stopped in her tracks, her grin turning mischievous.

“Well, well,” she said aloud, making her way over to him. “Looks like someone understood the assignment.”

The guy glanced up, clearly taken aback by Maria’s directness. He was tall, with an athletic build, his posture relaxed despite the ridiculousness of his attire.

“Uh, thanks?” he said, his cheeks flushing slightly.

Maria tilted her head, pretending to study him with a critical eye. “Honestly, I’m impressed. You went for it. Full commitment. Respect.”

He laughed nervously, rubbing the back of his neck. “Figured if I was going to do it, I might as well go all in.”

“Oh, you definitely went all in,” Maria teased, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “You’re practically wearing nothing. I mean, how does that even stay on?”

“Well, I will admit that if I were to, you know, move around too much, it probably wouldn’t,” he admitted.

“Well then,” Maria said with a coy smile. “Let’s see you dance for me.”

When Maria found Erica and Wendy a few moments later, she wasted no time recounting her discovery.

“Ladies,” she said, her tone triumphant, “I found him. The guy with the tiniest garment in the room.”

Wendy burst out laughing. “Of course you did.”

Erica raised an eyebrow, her expression more amused than impressed. “And what exactly did you do to him?”

Maria smirked. “Just gave him the recognition he deserved. Had him dance for me. It was, oh, I don’t know, I think three seconds maybe? His dick popped out of his tiny panties because of course it did. Adorable. Poor guy was blushing so hard I thought he might faint.”

Wendy shook her head, still laughing. “Leave it to you to make him squirm.”

As the night wore on, Erica continued to observe, her amusement tempered by her unshakable standards. None of the boys seemed to rise above the frivolity, none demonstrating the kind of deference or respect she instinctively sought. They were all trying too hard in all the wrong ways, their efforts superficial and unconvincing.

At one point, she crossed paths with Wendy, who was clearly having a far better time. Wendy was in the middle of a lively conversation with Mark, her laugh ringing out as she leaned against the counter. Erica watched for a moment, noting the dynamic between them. Mark, for all his athletic build and easy charm, seemed genuinely captivated by Wendy, hanging on her every word.

Erica filed the observation away, intrigued but not entirely convinced. At least one of them knows how to pick an audience, she thought wryly, before turning her attention elsewhere.

As the party began to wind down, Erica decided she’d seen enough. She said her goodbyes to Maria and a few others before stepping out into the cool night air, her mind already turning to bigger things.

They’ll learn, she thought as she walked to her car. One day, they’ll understand what’s expected of them—and it won’t be silly games like this.

By the end of the night, as the party began to wind down, Wendy found herself lingering just a little longer than she’d intended. Watching Mark interact with others, she couldn’t help but admire how easily he fit into his role, not just as someone willing to entertain but as someone who genuinely enjoyed doing so.

As she finally turned to leave, Mark caught up with her at the door, his bare chest still glistening faintly under the porch lights. “Leaving already?” he asked, his voice tinged with something like disappointment.

“Don’t worry,” Wendy replied, her smile sly as she glanced back at him. “I’m sure I’ll be seeing more of you.” She allowed her gaze to travel slowly down the front of his body. Her message was clear.

Mark watched her disappear into the cool night air, her words replaying in his mind. He didn’t know exactly what would happen between him and Wendy, but he was certain of one thing: he wanted to find out.


Chapter 5

In the intervening years, Wendy, Erica, and Maria all graduated college and moved on with their lives in both the professional sphere and the personal. Wendy had devoted most of her time to building a career as an executive for a luxury goods company, and she had in the back of her mind a formalization of her relationship with Mark. Some sort of marriage, she supposed, but she was uncertain what that would look like. For now, she was content with their arrangement, in which he was loyal and devoted to her as her live-in servant.

Mark had grown up in a house where there was never any doubt about the roles that boys and women played. From the moment he was old enough to understand, the women in his life made their expectations clear. His mother, a poised and authoritative woman, had strong beliefs about what a boy’s place should be. His older sister, Laura, was just as firm in her convictions, and from the time Mark could remember, she had always led him in ways that mirrored their mother’s values.

Their household was one where discipline and respect were instilled early on, and Mark learned to navigate the world with an understanding that he was there to serve, to assist, and to support. There was no question in his mind about who held the power in their home, nor did he ever desire to challenge it. His mother ran the household with the precision and grace of someone who had always known her worth, and Laura, who was only a few years older than him, had a commanding presence that left little room for argument.

Mark’s father had not been present for most of his upbringing, and while Mark’s mother never spoke ill of him, there was a quiet understanding in the home that it was the women who kept things running. It wasn’t something that needed to be said aloud. The house was a well-oiled machine, a carefully structured place where everyone knew their place.

His earliest memories were full of his mother and sister guiding him, giving him instruction. Mark remembered his mother making him clean the kitchen and do the laundry, tasks that, at first, had felt tedious. But as he grew older, they took on a different meaning—he realized that these chores were a part of his role as a boy. His mother would often comment on the importance of service, of providing for the women in his life with humility and respect. “A boy’s worth is shown in how he serves,” she would say, her tone unwavering, and Mark would nod, absorbing every word.

Laura, his older sister, had a more hands-on approach in teaching him what was expected. From a young age, she took it upon herself to ensure he understood the hierarchy of their household. She often told him, “You’re here to make sure we’re comfortable, Mark. Always remember that.” And as Mark grew into adolescence, Laura’s role as an authoritative figure became even more pronounced. She would instruct him on what tasks needed to be done, sometimes with a sharp, commanding tone that left no room for disobedience.

There were moments when Mark felt the weight of the expectations placed on him. One moment in particular stood out in his memory, when he had mentioned something one of his friends at school had said to him.

“What did you say?” his mother asked, her voice suddenly cold.

His sister Laura suddenly laser-focused her attention on him as well.

He hesitated. “I… I just mentioned that maybe boys should have more equality.” He couldn’t believe he had said it aloud. It sounded foolish now, out of place in the home that had always been governed by clear rules.

Laura was the first to respond. Her voice was cold, but her words carried weight. “You think equality for boys is more important than respecting the natural order?” Her question was more of a statement, and Mark could feel the weight of it pressing down on him.

His mother didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she walked over to him and stood behind him. She placed her hand on his shoulder. “Mark, you are here to serve. Boys who question that will learn the consequences of their actions.”

Rarely did she feel the need to punish him with the strap, but she did on that day. She made sure he felt it, and Laura watched to make sure he learned his lesson.

It was comforting to know exactly what was required of him, to have the guidelines so clearly drawn. His mother’s approval meant everything to him. She frequently reminded him of his duty by saying, “Boys are here to serve women, Mark. That’s how the world works, and that’s how it should always be.” Mark believed her wholeheartedly. The idea of women being in charge, of women holding all the authority, was something Mark had never questioned. He had been raised to believe that a woman’s voice, a woman’s authority, was sacred.

* * *

Now, after a long day at work, Wendy reclined on the sofa while Mark’s strong hands massaged her bare feet. She had a glass of wine in hand as she casually flipped through an online article about the upcoming election.

Mark found his thoughts drifting back to the changes Wendy had mentioned. He trusted her judgment, but he couldn’t help but feel a little uneasy about some of the more radical ideas he’d heard. Hesitantly, he decided to bring it up.

“Miss Wendy,” Mark asked cautiously, “may I have permission to speak?”

“Sure cutie,” she replied, “what’s on your mind?”

“Thank you, Miss Wendy,” Mark replied. “You said you’re thinking of supporting the WGP candidate, but what exactly are they proposing? I’ve heard people mention that they want to curtail boys’ rights, but I don’t really understand why that’s necessary. Can you explain it to me?”

“I assume you’re referring to candidates like Dr. Christine Taylor?” she asked.

Mark nodded. “Yeah. Some of her ideas sound, well… kind of intense. Like the idea of mandatory obedience training for all boys, or even restricting where boys can go without a woman accompanying them. Do you think that’s… right?”

“Well, Mark,” Wendy began, her voice steady, “the truth is, the current balance of power between males and females still isn’t as it should be. Yes, we’ve made progress over the years, but there are still areas where boys hold too much power. This candidate is advocating for policies that would further reduce boys’ ability to make decisions, take leadership roles, or challenge women’s authority in any way. I can understand why some of her proposals might seem extreme to you, Mark,” Wendy said. “But you have to remember that these ideas are about creating a safer, more orderly society. When boys are properly guided and supported, everyone benefits.”

“But,” Mark began cautiously. “I mean, I don’t want to question you, but doesn’t it take away almost all of our freedom?”

Wendy reached out and took his hand in hers, her touch firm but reassuring. “Mark, freedom doesn’t mean the same thing for everyone. For boys like you, freedom comes from knowing your place and trusting the women in your life to make the best decisions for you. The more structured society is, the less stress and confusion you have to deal with.”

Mark looked down, processing her words. “So, you think Dr. Taylor’s ideas are right?”

“I think they have merit,” Wendy said confidently. “It might take some adjustment, but measures like obedience training and travel restrictions are about ensuring that boys are always safe and where they’re meant to be.”

He nodded slowly, though he still felt a flicker of uncertainty. “I guess I can see what you mean.”

Wendy smiled warmly. “Boys like you need to be guided by strong, capable women. The changes might feel radical now, but in time, you’ll see how much better things can be.”

Mark gave her a small smile, trusting in her confidence. “I guess as long as you think it’s for the best, I can try to keep an open mind.”

“That’s all I ask,” Wendy said, squeezing his hand gently. “And don’t worry, Mark—I’ll always be here to help you navigate whatever changes come our way.”

Mark nodded, feeling a mix of apprehension and reassurance. As much as he struggled to understand some of the proposals, he knew Wendy would guide him through it all, just as she always did.

Mark’s focus drifted to her soft laughter as she read aloud from the list of policies proposed by the World Gynarchy Party.

“Listen to this, Mark,” Wendy said, her voice dripping with amusement. “The Gynarchy Party wants to implement mandatory curfews for all boys—no exceptions.”

Wendy continued, scanning the document. “And here’s the best one yet,” she said with a wicked grin. “The idea of mandatory ‘obedience collars’ for every male. Not just symbolic ones like we’ve seen in some places, but real collars. They’d be like a leash, to show the world you’re owned, that you have no autonomy.” She laughed, her voice light and carefree.

Mark’s hands faltered for a moment, his nerves pricking. He had heard rumors of such policies, but the idea of it being put into action felt surreal. He quickly resumed his massage, not wanting to show his discomfort.

“I… I guess it would be a reminder to stay in line,” he muttered, trying to seem agreeable.

Wendy’s laughter softened, but she maintained her teasing tone. “Of course it would be, cutie. You’d look adorable in one. And I’d have the pleasure of controlling when you go out and where. How perfect would that be?” She stretched luxuriously, clearly enjoying the thought.

Mark hesitated. “But… don’t you think that might be a little extreme? I mean, wouldn’t it be humiliating?”

Wendy let out a soft chuckle and sipped her wine. “Humiliating? No, Mark. It’s about making sure you understand your place. That’s what all these policies are about. Stripping away any illusion of independence for boys. It’s for your own good. You’re so much better off when you’re told what to do.”

Mark felt a mix of unease and something else—a kind of resignation. He had never questioned Wendy’s authority over him, and it was clear that she truly believed these ideas were the best for both of them.

“Yes, Wendy,” Mark said softly, massaging her feet with a bit more fervor. “You’re right.”

Wendy relaxed into the couch, her eyes closing as she let out a satisfied sigh. “Of course I am, cutie. You just need to trust me. The world will be much easier to navigate when everyone knows their place.”

Mark didn’t dare challenge her or voice his growing concerns. In his world, his obedience was the priority—regardless of how extreme the rules or policies might get.


Chapter 6

Dan was nervous about the date Wendy had arranged, but he was excited as well. He first noticed Erica as she stepped through the restaurant’s doorway, sunlight catching the golden tones of her skin and the soft waves of her golden-brown hair. Her light summer dress fluttering lightly around her upper thighs. The pale-yellow fabric, simple yet elegant, only emphasized her natural beauty. His gaze traveled downward, past the smooth expanse of her bare legs to the polished black leather of her knee-high boots. They were immaculate, the kind of boots that commanded attention without trying. Erica radiated authority.

She strode forward into the restaurant, her sharp eyes locking on him. Dan felt caught. He quickly looked away, heat rising in his neck, but not before catching the amused smile. Just enough to let him know she’d seen him looking.

And then she walked directly toward him.

When Wendy had set up the dinner date, Dan had agreed to meet Erica, looking forward to meeting a woman as beautiful and interesting as Wendy had described. Now, sitting at a table in the trendy restaurant Lestrada, Dan had found himself trying to steady his nerves. Now his heart thudded in his chest as she strode toward him, each step precise and deliberate. She stopped a few feet away, fixing him with a cool, assessing gaze. Up close, she was even more striking, her long golden-brown hair framing a beautiful face that seemed to challenge him without saying a word.

“You’re Dan, right?” she asked, her voice smooth and confident.

He nodded, suddenly aware of how tongue-tied he felt. “Yes, uh, that’s me.”

“I thought so,” she said, giving him a faint, almost imperceptible smile. “Erica.” She extended a hand, and he shook it, her grip firm and deliberate.

Dan couldn’t help but notice how poised she was, how her presence seemed to fill the space. She carried herself with an ease that he found magnetic—and, he admitted, a little intimidating. Her boots gleamed in the light, and he caught himself staring again.

Erica noticed.

“Oh, you like these?” she asked, gesturing to the boots with a tilt of her head.

Dan felt his ears burn. “They’re impressive,” he managed, unsure what else to say.

She let out a soft laugh, low and knowing. “Impressive, huh?” She gave him a long look, one that made him feel as though she could see right through him.

What Dan didn’t know—what he couldn’t know—was what Erica was thinking in that moment. She wasn’t just amused by his flustered response or the way his eyes kept stealing a look at her boots. She was imagining him someday kneeling before her, naked, collared, those same boots in his hands as he carefully polished them to her satisfaction.

She could already picture the exact moment, could see it unfolding as clearly as if it had already happened: Dan, head bowed, his movements meticulous as he worked under her watchful gaze. It wasn’t arrogance on her part, just a quiet certainty. Some boys had that look, that potential.

And this one? Oh, she could see it already.

They sat down, and Dan couldn’t shake how captivated he felt. Across the table, Erica crossed her legs and leaned back with effortless grace, exuding confidence. He felt almost self-conscious in comparison, aware of his crisp button-down shirt and slightly too-stiff posture. She looked at him like she already knew him, her gaze steady and appraising.

As they began a light, casual conversation, Dan found himself simultaneously drawn to her and deeply intimidated. Her voice was steady, her words deliberate, and her eyes seemed to linger just long enough to make him feel exposed.

For Erica, this was all a game she knew she would win. She noticed how his eyes darted to her boots and how quickly he tried to redirect his gaze. She’d seen this before—nervousness, curiosity, and that unmistakable flicker of interest mixed with hesitation. The thought brought a small smile to her lips, one she didn’t bother to hide.

“What?” Dan asked, catching the look and shifting slightly in his seat.

“Nothing,” Erica said with a shrug, her tone playful yet loaded with something he couldn’t quite place. She crossed her legs again, the boots brushing against each other with a soft squeak. “Just thinking about how life has a funny way of working things out.”

Dan felt a nervous laugh bubble up, but he swallowed it, unsure if she was teasing him or simply making a casual observation.

She leaned forward slightly, her golden-brown hair falling to one side, her gaze unwavering. “I think you’re the kind of person who . . . adapts well,” she said.

“To what?” he asked, trying to sound confident, though the words came out hesitant.

Erica only smiled again, leaning back and crossing her arms, letting the silence linger just long enough to make him squirm. If only he knew, she thought. She leaned back in her chair, her posture relaxed but poised, sipping her water slowly as she studied Dan. He was charming, certainly handsome in a rugged, boyish way, though there was a nervous energy about him that she found both endearing and predictable. First dates were always the same—polite questions, surface-level conversation, and all the while, the real dynamic simmered beneath. She played the role of casual and approachable perfectly, but her mind was already miles ahead.

“So, what do you do for work?” she asked, her tone light, almost teasing.

Though the obligatory first date conversation flowed easily, Dan was surprised when she casually mentioned the WGP—The World Gynarchy Party. He had heard of them, of course, but had always dismissed their platform as extreme, even among the more radical political groups out there. He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, unsure of how to respond. Erica wasn’t just talking about the party’s policies; she seemed to embrace them wholeheartedly.

Dan had always prided himself on his respect for and deference to women, but he didn’t quite understand how anyone could support the radical proposals he’d seen being supported as of late—the curtailing of what few rights boys had left, stripping away male autonomy, and enforcing strict societal roles.

“They’re right, you know,” Erica said, her voice almost conspiratorial. “The WGP understands exactly what needs to be done. We’ve been too lenient with boys. The world is chaotic because we’ve allowed them too much freedom, too much space to act out. It’s time for women to take full control. The boys in our lives should know their place. If they don’t, they should face consequences.”

Dan’s stomach twisted. He’d always considered supportive of female empowerment. But this? This was something else entirely.

“I’m not sure I agree with some of those extreme ideas,” Dan said cautiously, trying to keep his voice steady. “I mean, I understand wanting equality, but—”

Erica cut him off, her eyes flashing with impatience. “Equality? You’re missing the point, Dan. This isn’t about equality. It’s about correction. Boys need to know their place in this world. They should be controlled, and properly disciplined. And if they step out of line, they should be punished. Publicly. It’s the only way we’ll make progress.”

Dan’s heart was racing now, an icy chill settling deep in his chest. He hadn’t expected this. He had hoped their date would be a fun evening, a chance to connect with someone he thought was beautiful, even intriguing. Instead, he was trapped in a conversation that made him feel both terrified and intrigued. He wasn’t sure if he was hearing the words correctly or if he was overthinking it, but Erica’s intensity was undeniable.

“Erica, I mean, I get that you feel strongly about this stuff, but you’re saying that boys should be publicly punished if they don’t follow these rules? That’s pretty extreme, don’t you think?”

Erica looked at him as if he had just spoken a foreign language. She smiled, but it wasn’t warm—it was almost sinister.

“Extreme? No. Necessary,” she replied, her voice soft but firm. “If boys can’t learn to obey the rules, then they don’t deserve to exist in our society. It’s as simple as that. The WGP knows this, and they’re the only ones with the courage to step up and enforce it.”

Dan could feel the weight of her gaze on him. Erica’s certainty was captivating, but it was also terrifying. He wasn’t used to feeling so small, so out of his depth, especially not in the presence of someone he as beautiful as Erica. There was something about her confidence, her unshakable belief in what she was saying, that both unsettled him and intrigued him more than he cared to admit.

“I don’t know if I could ever fully agree with that,” Dan said slowly, trying to keep his voice neutral. “I mean, it’s a pretty big step from female rule to something like public punishments.”

Erica’s expression darkened, her smile vanishing entirely. She took a long sip from her glass of wine before setting it down with a slight clink. She leaned forward again, her eyes narrowing as if she was sizing him up.

“Dan, I’m not asking you to agree with everything right away. I get that this might be a lot to process. But you have to understand something—this isn’t just politics. This is a way of life. If you don’t understand that, if you’re not ready to embrace the way things should be, then maybe we’re just not compatible.”

Dan froze. He wasn’t used to this kind of ultimatum. His pulse quickened, and a cold dread crept through him. This wasn’t a simple disagreement. Erica wasn’t just sharing her views—she was demanding compliance. And in that moment, Dan realized that if he wanted a second date, he would need to reconsider his own views. He could already sense the unspoken pressure she was putting on him, pushing him toward a choice he wasn’t sure he was ready to make.

He looked at Erica, at her strong, confident stance, her eyes locked onto him with an intensity he couldn’t ignore. For a brief moment, he wondered what it would be like to surrender to her expectations, to embrace her vision of the world, even if it felt suffocating. He was intimidated, but there was a strange curiosity bubbling up inside him, a curiosity about what it would be like to live under the influence of someone like Erica.

“I… I don’t know,” Dan said softly, his voice betraying the uncertainty he felt. “But I’ll think about it.”

“I think it’s time boys realize that the WGP’s platform isn’t extreme—it’s necessary,” she said. “We’re talking about a society that eliminates the chaos caused by male autonomy, puts women in the positions of power they’ve always deserved, and ensures that boys know their place.”

Dan blinked, unsure of how to respond. He’d been trained to reject the extreme elements of these policies, but Erica’s words carried an intensity that made him hesitate. Her gaze was unwavering, and there was a fire in her eyes that made it hard for him to dismiss what she was saying.

“But… don’t you think that’s a little… unfair?” Dan ventured, trying to keep his voice calm. “I mean, what about boys? We’re still people, right?”

“Unfair?” Erica repeated, her voice cool. “Dan, how can you say it’s unfair for women to finally be given what’s rightfully ours? You think it’s unfair for boys to finally realize their place?” She paused, letting her words hang in the air before continuing. “It’s not about fairness, Dan. We need a world where women are the leaders, and boys are the ones who step back and serve.”

Dan felt a sharp pang of discomfort, but something about the way Erica spoke kept him glued to the conversation. Her words stung, but there was an undeniable allure in her confidence, in the certainty with which she believed in this new world order.

“But… I don’t know, Erica,” he said, his voice a little softer now. “That just feels… too extreme. I mean, are boys supposed to just become servants?”

Erica raised an eyebrow. “Do you have a problem with that?” she asked, her tone now more challenging.

Dan hesitated, his heart racing.

“I… I’ll think about it,” he said slowly, not entirely sure what he meant, but desperate to appease her.

Erica’s expression softened for a moment, and she nodded approvingly. “Good. You should. Think about where you truly stand, and whether or not you’re worthy of a woman like me. I don’t have time to waste on boys who can’t see the truth.”

Erica had always been able to evaluate people quickly—especially boys. It was second nature, her way of understanding who would be useful, who would challenge her, and most importantly, who would fall in line.

Dan was handsome enough, she thought—tall, well-built, and he had good manners, the kind that could be learned through social conditioning. And he was clearly interested in her. That much was obvious in the way his eyes lingered on her lips when she spoke, the way he appeared focused on her as she explained her beliefs. But most important was that he was afraid of her. She felt it important that a boy feel intimidated, a feeling she would exploit in training him to obey her exclusively.

But Erica had dealt with boys like Dan before. They were eager to please, eager to prove themselves, but all too often, their desire for approval outweighed their ability to properly learn their true place. And that was where the cracks started to show. She could tell, just beneath the surface of his politeness and his obvious desire to impress her, that Dan was still clinging to some of his old beliefs—ideas about equality, about boys not failing to assume their place in service to women—and that, she realized, could be a major problem.

When he had hesitated and asked about the idea of boys becoming servants, it had pissed her off. How could he possibly question that? How could he not understand that boys were meant to serve, and that their place in the world was to support and obey? He wasn’t saying it in an overtly defiant way, but his question betrayed a lingering resistance—a lack of full acceptance. And in Erica’s mind, that was a fatal flaw.

How could he not see the necessity of it? she wondered. How could a boy be so blind?

It was obvious, at least to her, that the radical shift in power was about returning order to the world. It was about showing boys their rightful place beneath women. There was no room for debate on that. And yet, Dan, with his polite smile and charm, seemed to be grappling with the most basic of concepts. He hadn’t fully grasped what was expected of him, what was required for him to truly embrace his role.

As she continued to observe Dan, her assessment of him began to shift. He’s not bad looking, he’s well-mannered, he seems respectful she thought, her eyes narrowing slightly. But does he have the fortitude to assume his proper place? To accept and embrace the rules that would make him nothing more than a servant to me?

For Erica, the most important thing in a relationship wasn’t charm or looks or even mutual respect—it was the ability of a boy to see the reality of the world and to accept his place in it without hesitation.

“You know, Dan,” she said, her voice cool but inviting, “I really think you should take some time to think about this. It’s not just about politics, or what’s fair. It’s about understanding your place.”

Dan looked at her with wide eyes, clearly taken aback by the depth of her conviction. He opened his mouth to respond, but Erica quickly raised a finger to silence him.

“Don’t misunderstand me, Dan,” she continued. “I’m not trying to be harsh. I’m just being real. I need someone who truly gets it—who’s ready to fall in line, to serve, and to accept that boys have failed to prove themselves capable of leading. Can you do that? Or is your pride too much for you to put aside?”

Dan swallowed hard. He was still caught up in the idea of boys becoming servants, and it gnawed at him. Am I really ready to give that up? he wondered, a feeling of discomfort settling in his stomach.

Erica studied him carefully, a sense of finality in her gaze. She could see the internal struggle on his face, and it confirmed something she had already suspected: He wasn’t fully committed to the truth of what she was saying. And in her world, that was a dangerous thing. She needed someone who would embrace the system, who would give everything up for the greater good of women—and she wasn’t sure if Dan had that in him.

“Think about it,” she said, her voice low. “I can’t afford to waste time on someone who doesn’t truly understand what’s at stake here.”

Dan nodded slowly, clearly shaken by her words. He wasn’t sure what he expected out of this evening, but now, as the weight of Erica’s ideals pressed in on him, he realized he was in much deeper than he had anticipated. He wanted to impress her, to prove himself worthy, but now he wasn’t sure if he even fully understood what he was being asked to do.

Erica gave him one last, piercing look before standing up, her gaze never leaving his. “Let me know, Dan. You need to decide if you’re going to accept reality. Because this is who I am, Dan. This is what I believe. If you want to see me again, you’ll need to understand that.”

Dan was left sitting there, his thoughts spinning as Erica turned and walked away, leaving him with the undeniable sense that his world—and his place in it—might be changing in ways he hadn’t yet come to understand.


Chapter 7

Dan stepped out of his car and into the brisk afternoon air, going over a list of errands he’d put off and needed to accomplish. As he approached the market, he passed a towering digital billboard that loomed over the square. A woman’s face filled the screen—sharp-eyed and commanding, framed by bold text that read “Submission is Not Optional.”

In the heat of the election season, it wasn’t just posters and banners that spoke volumes—everywhere, it seemed, there were bold slogans, each attesting to their stance on enforcing strict obedience. They ranged from the assertive to the explicitly demanding, making their political leanings abundantly clear.

The slogans were constant reminders of his place in this society and the values that underpinned it. Most of the campaign material leaned heavily into stricter interpretations of male submission, accompanied by striking visuals: depictions of kneeling boys, hands clasped in deference, or women standing tall and regal, their silhouettes framed against an idealized vision of progress. The most hardline candidate’s posters bore the phrase “Total Submission” under a bold image of a woman in a commanding pose, her gaze fierce and unyielding.

Most jarring, Dan thought, was how casually these messages exploited and objectified naked male bodies. They were overt in their messaging, combined with text that clarified that males should expect to be made to submit to female dominance.

There were many young women strolling confidently through the streets wearing T-shirts designed to turn heads and send a clear, unyielding message. These shirts bore bold, displaying messages that carried unambiguous threats of correction or punishment, leaving no doubt as to their wearers’ dominance and the societal order they upheld.

The explicitness of some slogans left no room for ambiguity. A woman exiting a bookstore wore a form-fitting black T-shirt with the bold phrase “Naked Submission Required” stitched in gold. One poster featured a stylized silhouette of a woman standing tall with a boy prostate before her, her foot resting on the back of his head, the words “Serve Without Hesitation” written below. A particularly jarring image showed an explicit image of a completely naked male, kneeling and blindfolded, the phrase “Know Your Place” emblazoned across his chest in thick, black letters. These images and statements weren’t just statements—they were provocations, meant to reinforce the societal order without a shred of subtlety.

Dan noticed that a popular T-shirt design showed a boy’s bare butt, reddened to a bright crimson, above the slogan “Corrected to Perfection.” What stood out most was the way these women carried themselves. Their postures were upright, their strides purposeful, and their expressions filled with a playful confidence that bordered on mischief. They clearly enjoyed the reactions they provoked, particularly from the boys who dared to glance their way. For those boys, even a fleeting look risked being perceived as disrespectful, and the slogans on the women’s shirts served as constant, looming reminders of the consequences of missteps.

Dan passed a group of people gathered near a public square. They stood around a podium, where a woman was giving a speech to a small but attentive audience. Her voice rang out, sharp and commanding, as she spoke of the new regulations designed to “reinforce societal harmony.”

“As we move forward,” the speaker declared, “it is imperative that everyone—especially our boys—embrace their roles. True progress demands true compliance.”

Dan glanced around nervously, his heart racing as he noticed several onlookers turning their attention toward him. He lowered his head and moved quickly down the street. He stopped into the hardware store, where a television near the checkout played a loop of public service announcements. One showed a montage of males performing various acts of domestic service. A woman’s voice accompanied the image, proclaiming “Boys are built to serve us, and their failure to perform to satisfaction must result in their punishment.”

Dan’s mind churned as he was trying to reconcile his feelings about the political changes with his interest in Erica. He felt deeply unsettled by the rigidity of the policies that were being proposed, the relentless push to reshape society into something stricter, more controlled. But Erica had a way of making it all seem not just reasonable, but inevitable. She had a way of framing the issue such that it left him unable to argue. She spoke of the benefits that came from order and discipline. She had teased him for his hesitation, though she apparently believed he would eventually come to understand.

Dan stepped out of the hardware store and into the fading afternoon light, the sun dipping low on the horizon. He glanced at a poster on the side of a building: “Adapt. Obey. Survive.” It was accompanied by the image of a boy kneeling before a woman, her hand aggressively gripping him by the back of his head. He paused for a moment, staring at the image. It was stark and unsettling, but also strangely familiar. He thought of Erica—her confidence, her unwavering sense of purpose, and the way she looked at him. Dan thought about how outspoken, confident, and unyielding Erica was in her beliefs. She saw the changes as not just necessary, but overdue—a return to what she called the “natural order.” She was on the one hand, the sexiest woman Dan had ever met, and he found her to be irresistible. But Erica wasn’t just a casual supporter of the radical reforms sweeping the nation. She was their most strident advocate. He felt a strange mix of emotions as he stood there. Anxiety about the future. Confusion about his place in a world that seemed to be changing faster than he could keep up with. But also a sense of something else, something he couldn’t quite name. A pull, perhaps—a sense of belonging, of being seen, even if it came with strings attached.

Dan quickened his pace, trying to avoid lingering under the advertisement’s scrutinizing gaze. As he turned the corner of the busy street, he noticed a small group gathered on the sidewalk ahead. At first, he thought it might be another impromptu rally or a civic announcement. These had become increasingly common since the election, and he’d learned to quietly steer clear whenever possible. But as he got closer, he realized this group wasn’t just speaking—they were targeting.

A woman at the center of the group held a megaphone, her voice carrying sharply above the hum of traffic and pedestrians. She was flanked by others holding signs, bold and uncompromising in their messages, including Assume the Position, Learn Your Place, and Submit, Surrender, Obey. Dan’s stomach churned as he slowed his pace, unsure whether to stop or keep moving. The woman with the megaphone scanned the crowd with a piercing gaze, and for a moment, Dan felt as though her eyes locked directly onto him.

“Boys!” she bellowed into the megaphone, her voice unyielding and sharp as a whip. “This is your time to prove yourselves! Your time to accept what you’ve always known deep down—that your strength lies in service in recognition of your natural inferiority. Your worth determined by your obedience. Assume the position!”

Dan froze, his heartbeat quickening. The words felt personal, aimed directly at him, though he knew she wasn’t speaking to him alone. Still, standing there, he couldn’t shake the feeling that every eye in the group had turned to him.

A second woman stepped forward, holding a placard that depicted a boy kneeling before a woman, a collar around his neck, his head bowed. Her voice was no less commanding as she addressed the crowd. “And this begins with boys understanding their subservient role. Not as equals, but in total submission!”

Dan felt a lump rise in his throat. The rhetoric was extreme, harsher than anything even Erica had ever said to him directly. He could feel the intensity radiating from the group, a kind of fervor that made him both uncomfortable and deeply self-conscious.

“Look around you!” the first woman continued. “Look at the world women have built, the order we’ve created. Boys have nothing to fear in this new society, as long as they know their place. Submission is their only option!”

Dan instinctively lowered his gaze. He wasn’t defiant—he had no plans to challenge anyone. And yet, the woman’s words struck a chord of fear and unease. He wondered if they were speaking directly to him.

One of the women stepped toward him, her eyes keen and assessing him.

“Do you really think you’re above kneeling in submission to your female superiors?” she asked, her voice dripping with condescension. “Face it, you were never meant to lead. You were meant to serve, obey, and submit without question.”

Dan wanted to shrink into himself, to disappear entirely. He felt like every word she said was dissecting him, exposing the doubts and insecurities he hadn’t even fully articulated to himself. When the woman finally turned away, continuing her speech to the broader crowd, Dan seized the opportunity to move on. He walked quickly, keeping his head down, his heart pounding in his chest.

As he turned the corner and left the group behind, Dan tried to shake the feeling of being singled out. But their words lingered in his mind, intertwining with thoughts of Erica. Her beliefs aligned with what he had just heard. To be with Erica, he needed to embrace submission—not reluctantly, but wholeheartedly.

He turned into the grocery store, grateful for the momentary shelter from the relentless messaging outside. Inside, however, the reminders were just as pervasive. A display by the entrance offered pamphlets titled “Guidelines for Male Conduct in the New Society.”

Once inside the grocery store, Dan did his best to navigate the aisles and stay out of trouble.

The message on a woman’s T-shirt caught his attention as he turned the corner into the next aisle. It read “Your Pain is My Pleasure.” The bold lettering stretched across a tight white shirt worn by a young woman who noticed his quick, nervous glance. He quickly looked away, but it was too late. She had seen his reaction. She turned to fully face him, the image on her shirt now squarely in his line of sight.

“See something interesting?” she said, her tone teasing and sharp.

Dan froze for a moment, unsure how to respond. He shook his head quickly, muttering something inaudible before turning back to his task. His ears burned, and he could feel his heart racing. Behind him, he heard a faint chuckle, followed by another voice—a friend of hers, perhaps.

“Poor thing,” she said, “he looked like he might faint.”

They didn’t bother to lower their voices, and the laughter that followed seemed to echo around him. Dan’s hands fumbled as he tried to position the items in his basket. A box slipped, landing awkwardly on the floor.

“Careful there,” one of the women called out, her voice dripping with mock concern. “You wouldn’t want to make a mistake that earned you a punishment, would you?”

Dan felt a lump forming in his throat as he bent to retrieve the box, his movements stiff and hurried. He kept his head down, avoiding their gazes. His pulse thundered in his ears, and his face felt impossibly hot. Every word they said seemed to amplify the weight pressing on him, making his discomfort impossible to hide.

“Aw, he’s blushing,” the second woman said, nudging her friend. “It’s kind of cute.”

Dan’s face burned even hotter at the sound of their laughter, sharp and unrestrained. He gripped the basket tighter, trying to keep his hands steady as he moved down the aisle. He could hear the sound of their snickering behind him, and it felt as though every other shopper in the store must have been watching.

“Do you think they train them to be this skittish or is it just natural?” one of the women asked, loud enough for him to hear.

He didn’t dare turn around, didn’t dare respond. Instead, he focused on putting one foot in front of the other, escaping the aisle as quickly as he could. He kept his gaze fixed firmly on the floor, hoping he wouldn’t encounter anyone else before he could finish his shopping and leave.

By the time Dan reached his car, he felt like he had walked through a storm. He sat still for a moment, staring at the steering wheel and thinking of Erica. Her confidence, her strength, her unyielding certainty about the future—they were part of what drew him to her. But they were also what scared him most. With a deep breath, Dan started the car and pulled out of the parking lot. Erica had once told him that the world was shifting, and he had to decide whether he would shift with it or be left behind. As he drove home, he realized he wasn’t sure which path he was on—or if he even had a choice anymore. All he knew was that the next time he’d see Erica, she would ask him about his thoughts. And somehow, he had to learn to see himself in the world the way that she did.


Chapter 8

At Wendy’s suggestion, Mark met up with Dan for a catch-up conversation at a nearby coffee shop. Wendy had made clear to mark that she wanted all the gossip about what Dan thought about Erica.

“So,” Mark began, breaking the silence, “how did it go on you first date? Sorry, I mean, Wendy told me she hooked you up with her friend Erica.”

Dan exhaled sharply, as though he’d been waiting for the question. “Yeah, Erica is incredible, really. Smart, confident, beautiful. But, boy, she’s… intense.”

“That doesn’t surprise me,” Mark replied. “She’s been friends with Wendy since forever, and I’ve noticed that she’s always known what she wants, and she doesn’t hold back.”

Dan nodded, his gaze distant. “Yeah, and that’s kind of the thing. I’m not sure I know how to handle it. Like, she has this way of looking at me—like she already knows what I’m going to do before I even do it. It’s intimidating.”

Mark tilted his head slightly. “But is it a bad thing? Or is it just different from what you’re used to?”

Dan hesitated, then shrugged. “Both, maybe? I mean, I’ve never dated someone who’s so, you know, in charge.” He paused, then glanced at Mark. “You know she’s a federal agent, right? She has that aura of authority. She’s tiny, like, petite, but she’s crazy strong and really, you know, dominant. She kind of reminds me of this woman I had an encounter with a few years back. It was this cop, she pulled me over one night. The way she spoke to me, you know, I can’t explain it. She had this authority, this presence.”

Mark raised an eyebrow. “What happened?”

Dan sighed, rubbing the back of his neck. “Oh, well fuck. I don’t know. I was driving home from work, and I guess I didn’t stop fully at a stop sign. Some shit like that. Next thing I know, I see the lights in my rearview mirror. I pull over, hands on the wheel, doing everything by the book, you know? She walks up with this no-nonsense look about her. Right away, I knew this wasn’t going to be easy. She asked for my license and registration, and I gave it to her. But then she said, ‘Step out of the car.’ I was confused—like, why? It was just a rolling stop. But you don’t question someone like her, so I got out.”

Dan’s voice dropped, tinged with frustration. “She made me stand there while she looked me up and down like she was sizing me up for a fight. Then she said she needed to search me. I mean, what choice did I have? She had me turn around, up against the car, and she told me to spread my legs apart. She started patting me down. And it wasn’t just a quick search; it was thorough, like she was looking for any excuse to escalate things. The pat down didn’t feel like it was just standard procedure. It was aggressive. She ran her hands over me like she was trying to find something—anything—that would give her a reason to take it further. She shoved her hand into the small of my back like I was hiding a weapon there. Then she ran her hand up the inside of my thighs, but, like, she didn’t stop. You know. She kept going. All the way up. And then she put her hand there, like, right there, and kept holding me like that just to show me that she could. Like there was nothing I could do about it. The whole time, she kept saying things like, ‘You seem nervous. Are you nervous? Got something to hide?”

Mark’s brow furrowed. “Did she find anything?”

Dan shook his head. “Of course not. But that wasn’t the point. She was testing me to see if I’d snap. And the way she looked at me, it was like she was daring me to step out of line so she could arrest me on the spot.”

Mark leaned back, listening intently. “What did you do?”

“I kept my mouth shut,” Dan admitted. “What else could I do? She had all the power, and she wanted me to know it. When she finished the search, she stood there with this smug smile and said, ‘You should be grateful I’m letting you off with a warning. If it were up to me, I’d teach you a lesson you wouldn’t forget.’ Then she walked back to her car like it was just another day for her.”

Dan’s jaw tightened. “I got back in my car, but I couldn’t drive right away. My hands were shaking too much. I felt… humiliated. Like I wasn’t even a person, just something for her to push around. And now, with Erica, it’s like, sometimes I get that same feeling. The way she looks at me, the way she carries herself—it’s not the same, I know. But it’s like she’s just waiting for me to make a mistake.”

Mark thought for a moment. “Erica’s strong, no doubt about that. And yeah, she might test you sometimes, but I think it’s different with her. Maybe it’s time to let go of that fear and see where this goes. Who knows? You might surprise yourself.”

Mark leaned back in his chair, his tone calm but serious. “Look, Dan, with Wendy, it’s simple. If she tells me to do something, I do it. No hesitation, no questions.”

Dan raised an eyebrow. “Anything?”

Mark smiled faintly, as if recalling a memory. “Yeah, anything.”

Dan blinked, slightly taken aback. “That doesn’t feel like she’s taking advantage?”

Mark shrugged. “No. Wendy knows exactly what she wants, and I admire that about her.”

Dan frowned, processing this. “So, you don’t push back? Ever?”

Mark shook his head. “No.”

Dan tilted his head, intrigued. “So, when she tells you to do something—anything—you just do it?”

Mark nodded. “Absolutely. I know she’d never ask me to do anything without a reason. I mean, Wendy prefers that my body is completely shaved smooth. So every couple of days, I make sure there’s no stubble anywhere. It’s what she likes, so it’s what I do.”

Dan raised an eyebrow, his expression a mix of curiosity and surprise. “Really? Like… everywhere?”

Mark nodded without hesitation. “Everywhere. It’s just part of how she wants me to present myself, and honestly, if it makes her happy, it’s worth the effort.”

Dan tilted his head, trying to process the idea. “Doesn’t that feel like a lot to keep up with?”

Mark shrugged. “Not really. I see it as a privilege to live up to her standards. I like how it feels to know that I’m meeting her expectations.”

Dan leaned back in his chair, still trying to wrap his head around it. “I don’t know if I could do that. It’s a lot.”

Mark nodded. “Because it is. But it’s totally worth it.”

* * *

Wendy lounged beside her pool wearing a turquoise bikini that revealed her soft, curvy figure, a stark contrast to Mark’s taut, muscular frame. She watched as he stepped forward onto the diving board and prepared to dive. He wore a small, form-fitting swimsuit, and his golden-brown skin was glistening in the sun. She smiled at the sight of him launching his body into a perfectly executed dive.

Mark returned to Wendy’s side, dripping wet. He didn’t bother with the towel, as his wet skin glistened under the sun. The sight of him—strong, confident, and completely at ease in his own skin—made Wendy’s heart race a little. There was something captivating about the way he carried himself. She loved the look of him while droplets of water were coursing down his body. He laid down beside her, the coolness of the poolside air mixing with the warmth of the sun on their skin.

“So tell me what you learned about Dan and Erica,” Wendy said.

Mark leaned back and placed one arm up with his hand behind his head.

“He’s intimidated,” Mark replied.

Wendy laughed.

“That’s Erica,” she said. “If Dan’s going to date her, he better learn to obey her. Quickly.” She looked up at Mark, knowing he’d understand what she meant. He always did. “I think Dan might be in for a rude awakening if he doesn’t shape up quickly.”

Mark turned his head to look at her, his gaze steady. “And if he can’t accept it?” he asked, his voice carefully neutral, though Wendy could hear the subtle undertone of curiosity in his question.

“Well,” she said, letting the word linger between them, “then Erica will move on. It’s as simple as that.” She paused, considering for a moment before adding, “But I don’t think she’ll give up easily. Not when she’s found someone who could be interesting.” She gave Mark a knowing look, a hint of amusement dancing in her eyes. “Dan might just need to be reprogrammed a bit. She can be persuasive.”

“I don’t think Dan’s got any idea what he’s getting into,” Mark said, laughing lightly as he leaned back, crossing his arms behind his head to relax fully. “Erica doesn’t let anyone off the hook once she’s made up her mind.”

“No, she doesn’t,” Wendy agreed with a playful smile. She leaned back as well, gazing up at the sky for a moment before her attention shifted back to Mark. “But that’s what makes her so effective at what she does.”

Wendy sighed contentedly, dipping a plump strawberry into the bowl of whipped cream beside her. The fruit plate Mark had prepared was perfect. There were slices of kiwi, mango, peach, and strawberry arranged in a spiral. She popped a strawberry into her mouth, savoring its sweetness against the cool richness of the cream. There was something intoxicating about the contrast—the simplicity of her indulgence juxtaposed with Mark’s disciplined effort.

Her thoughts drifted to the upcoming election. The policies on the table were nothing short of transformative, especially the more extreme proposals that some considered controversial. Wendy had been hesitant at first, weighing the implications, but the more she thought about it, the more she felt drawn to fully embracing the vision of a world where lines were clearly drawn, where power was explicit and reinforced.

She swirled a slice of mango in the whipped cream, thinking about her recent conversations with her friends Erica and Maria. Erica, as always, was unwavering in her belief that the most radical measures were not just necessary but overdue. Maria, ever playful, had joked about how satisfying it would be to see certain individuals put in their proper place. Wendy had laughed at the time, but now, as she mulled it over, the idea resonated deeply.

Wendy tilted her head back against the chaise, letting the sun warm her skin. Her fingers idly plucked a slice of juicy peach from the fruit plate. As she dipped it into the whipped cream, a dollop slipped off the spoon and landed on her chest, just above the curve of her bikini top.

“Mark,” she said lazily, her voice lilting with amusement, “lick this up for me, please.”

Mark smiled. “Of course, Miss Wendy,” he replied.

He leaned over and lapped the cream off of the top of her full, round breast. Wendy let out a soft sigh, tilting her head back to let the sunlight soak her face. She felt a warm, lazy satisfaction settle over her. When he was finished, he asked if he might do anything else for her.

“Hmmm,” she murmured thoughtfully. “Well first,” she began to say as she slipped her fingers under the waist band of his swimsuit. She arranged his penis so that it was pointing upward. The suit was tight on his body, so it held him in that position, revealing the shape of his cock head in an obscene manner.

“Now kneel,” she said while pointing toward her feet, her tone calm but commanding.

Mark obeyed immediately, lowering himself to his knees on the warm stone beside her. Wendy crossed one leg over the other, presenting a foot to him.

“Massage,” she instructed, leaning back and closing her eyes briefly.

Mark began his work, his hands strong but gentle as they kneaded the arch of her foot. The gesture was as soothing as it was symbolic. She let herself sink into the pleasure of it for a few moments before speaking again.

“I’ve been thinking about the election,” she said, her voice almost lazy as she broke the silence. “I’m leaning toward fully embracing the more ambitious policies some of the candidates are proposing. Some of the stricter proposals,” she continued, “seem designed to, let’s say, ensure boys stay on the right path. I’m starting to see the wisdom in that.”

Mark glanced up briefly, his expression neutral but attentive, before returning his focus to her feet.

“There’s a cocktail party coming up,” she mused, flexing her toes slightly under his grip. “A fundraiser for one of the candidates I’m leaning toward supporting. We might go.”

Mark didn’t respond, but his hands worked with quiet devotion, easing any remaining tension from her feet.

“It’s funny,” Wendy went on, her tone almost contemplative now. “Sometimes I wonder why there’s even any resistance to these changes. Surely, by now, people see how much better things could be if we just leaned into what’s clearly right for society.”

Mark nodded slightly, though he kept his focus on his task.

“You’re a good example,” Wendy added, her voice softening just a touch. “You understand your role. You work hard, and it benefits both of us. Isn’t that better than fighting it?”

“Yes,” Mark said quietly, his tone sincere.

Wendy smiled, pleased with his answer. “Good. Keep that in mind.”

She relaxed again, letting him continue his work as the afternoon sunlight bathed the patio. The upcoming election was going to be pivotal, and Wendy was certain she knew which direction things needed to go. For now, though, she was content to savor the moment—the warmth of the sun, the pleasure of Mark’s hands, and the promise of a future that aligned perfectly with her vision.

“Do you think Dan’s going to be able to handle it?” Wendy asked, her tone quieter now, almost reflective.

Mark met her eyes, his expression soft but serious. “Maybe,” he said with a shrug. “But he’s got a lot of learning to do, that’s for sure.”

Wendy’s eyes sparkled as she looked at him. “Well, he’s lucky he has someone like Erica to teach him.” She raised an eyebrow. “And you know, if he doesn’t learn quickly enough, I’m sure she’ll be happy to show him the consequences.”


Chapter 9

Erica walked the six blocks toward the café where she’d agreed to meet up with her friend Maria. As she navigated the busy sidewalk, she thought about the potential she saw in Dan. He was a project for sure, but she knew she was equal to the challenge. As she thought about the current political climate and the upcoming election, her thoughts drifted back to many years before, one summer at the lake when she had witnessed an event that had first solidified her unshakable beliefs about the natural order of things. Erica was full of rebellious energy and always watching, observing the people around her. That particular weekend had been marked by something unforgettable: a public reprimand that had set the tone for the rest of her life.

The boy had been around her age, in that awkward phase where he was struggling to figure out where he fit in the world. But that day, he had broken a rule set by the women in the family, and he was caught. Erica had no memory of what he had done. But she knew it was some small infraction—a trivial thing in the grand scheme of things, but the response from the boy’s aunt was swift and unrelenting.

He had been made to stand in place as his aunt and his two older sisters berated him, pointing out his failings and his disrespect. His humiliation was palpable, his face flushed with anger and confusion, but there was no escape. He was forced to remain in place and listen to their lecture. The words they used—sharp, unwavering—resonated in Erica’s young mind, burning into her memory. They spoke of obedience, of knowing one’s place, and the clear understanding that boys like him needed guidance, needed correction.

Then, to Erica’s amazement, the boy’s aunt demanded that he lower his shorts for punishment. He turned crimson and looked like he might be ill. He was aware of how exposed he was already, with onlookers drawn to the dramatic scene of a boy being punished publicly. But his aunt gave no indication that he had any other option than immediate obedience to her command. His hands were shaking with humiliation as he took the waistband of his shorts and begrudgingly pulled it downward, leaving himself fully exposed to all onlookers. His aunt directed him further, to stand up straight and place his hands behind his head. His embarrassment had already reached a crescendo that he couldn’t have anticipated, so now his compliance was motivated by a desire to have the event over as quickly as possible. He assumed the position. The aunt snatched a long switch from a nearby tree, still green and flexible, and began to whip him. Even from a distance, Erica could see how badly the switch stung as the boy’s aunt mercilessly and repeatedly laid it across his bare ass.

Erica’s chest tightened with exhilaration. She understood. It was about the absolute, non-negotiable reality that women would always be the ones in charge. The boy’s humiliation was a reminder, not just to him, but to everyone who witnessed it, of the place of boys in the world.

At that moment, Erica had known, without a shadow of a doubt, that this was the way it should be. She could feel it in her core: the natural balance of power between boys and women, how women had always been the ones who knew best. She remembered watching, fascinated, as his aunt expertly manipulated the situation, showing no mercy, and relishing in her ability to assert control. The boy, humiliated and subdued, was forced to apologize, his head bowed. That image had stuck with Erica, and it had shaped the person she would become—one who embraced the idea of a society where women were firmly in charge.

She couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of satisfaction at the whole scene. The way the boy’s head hung low in submission, the way his aunt commanded him with such ease—this was how it was meant to be. This was the natural order. Women had the power, the strength, and the right to enforce it, and boys would bow to it.

As the boy pulled his shorts up, his face flushed with embarrassment, Erica couldn’t help but smile. It instilled in Erica the understanding that women were meant to be revered, to be in control, and that any boy who did not see that would eventually learn the consequences of defying it.

In that moment, Erica’s beliefs were reinforced even more deeply. She knew that she would grow up to be just like the boy’s aunt—calm, composed, and unwavering in her authority. She would not only expect respect from the boys around her; she would demand it. And she would never, ever tolerate defiance.

* * *

As Erica walked the final block to meet her friend Maria at Veronique, the small café near her apartment, she smiled thinking about the memory. She still wore the smile as she sat down at a table near the window, which aroused Maria’s curiosity.

“So what’s up?” Maria asked.

“I don’t know,” Erica began, her fingers tapping lightly on her cup. “Wendy set me up on a date with this guy, Dan, and I’m not sure what to make of him yet. He’s charming, good-looking, he’s got this ass that is just begging to be dominated, but there’s that hesitation, you know? He’s still clinging to some old ideas.”

Maria raised an eyebrow, intrigued. “What kind of hesitation?”

Erica lowered her voice, as if the topic were something whispered between those who understood. “He still has this thing about boys being servants. He doesn’t fully get it, Maria. He questioned it, and that’s a huge red flag.”

Maria laughed, a bright, unapologetic sound. “Oh, I totally get it. You know what I always say? I can’t date a guy unless I can clearly picture him wearing a tiny apron while he scrubs the floor for me. If he’s not there yet, I’m not interested.”

Erica’s eyes widened in delight, and she laughed too, the sound echoing in the café. “Oh, that’s brilliant. I’ve never thought about it that way, but I think you’ve just summed it all up. It makes me think about Wendy, I was just over to her place, and she has Mark wearing this adorable little pair of shorts.”

“Oh, that sounds precious,” Maria replied. “I think it’s good for them to be humiliated like that. I’ll have my boyfriend Kyle wearing this super tiny little apron I got for him.”

That’s your traffic accident boy, right?” Erica asked.

Maria laughed. “Yeah, but that little mistake led to my having possession of such a good little servant, so it turned out perfectly.”

“Yeah, that’s good, but I don’t know how he can be described as little,” Erica replied. “I mean, he’s huge, and in the best way.”

“He’s huge, yeah, but his penis is little,” Maria said. “I like it like that, so he’s perfect.”

“Huh, that’s interesting,” Erica replied. She couldn’t relate, but she wasn’t about to judge her friend’s preferences.

“Yeah, I think it helps with his humility,” Maria explained. “I make fun of his little penis all the time, and it’s effective in humiliating him. The thing is, it’s non-negotiable for me. I need to know that he can accept that’s where his place is—looking cute and practically naked, serving me, no hesitation. If he doesn’t get that, what’s the point?”

“Well, now that you say it like that, maybe Dan does have some potential,” Erica replied. “I mean, I can definitely picture him that way. Maybe he can become someone worthy of my time.”

Maria smirked, clearly pleased with herself. “Exactly! You’ve got to be able to imagine him dedicated to his place, fully accepting it, no reservations. If you can’t, then he’s just wasting your time.”

Erica nodded, a mischievous glint in her eyes. “I think if he’s willing to get over his little issues with the idea of boys serving, then maybe he’s worth the effort. But first, he’ll need to show me that he’s ready to really embrace it—no more questioning.”

“Sounds like he’s got a long way to go, but I’m sure you’ll help him get there,” Maria said.

Erica smiled, a sense of satisfaction settling over her.

“Wait a second,” Erica said, “how tiny is this apron you mentioned, exactly?”

Maria’s eyes widened for a second, then she laughed. “Oh, you know,” she said, “just small enough so you can see a little, well, everything, you know?”

Erica leaned forward, her voice lowering playfully. “You mean tiny enough that it’s more of a suggestion of clothing than anything else?”

“Exactly!” Maria replied, then took a sip of her drink. “It’s about servitude. You’ve got to be able to see that he’s there to serve, to please, and to remind himself—and you—that he has no other purpose.”

* * *

That evening, Maria lounged comfortably on the couch playing with the curls of her hair. Across from her, Kyle was positioned on his knees, wearing a tiny piece of sheer cotton material that barely covered his penis. He remained silent while he listened to Maria’s teasing monologue about the impending changes to the law.

“You know, Kyle,” Maria began with a sly grin, “this way this election seems to be playing out, with the World Gynarchy party taking such a commanding lead in the polls, it looks like we are in for some drastic changes in policy. And when the WGP’s new policies go into effect, you’re going to have so much to adjust to. Just imagine—all those strict regulations, all those mandatory protocols. I mean, have you even thought about how you’ll manage having to get written permission for everything? It’s going to be adorable watching you try to keep up.”

Kyle’s eyes darted upward briefly, meeting Maria’s sparkling gaze before quickly lowering back to the floor. He knew better than to talk back or appear disrespectful of her authority.

Maria noticed, of course. She always noticed. “Aw, don’t look so nervous,” she cooed, though her smile suggested she was thoroughly enjoying his reaction. “It’s not like you’ll have to make any decisions on your own anymore. Honestly, it’s going to be such a relief for you, isn’t it? No more worrying about what to do—just waiting to be told. That’s going to make your life so much simpler.”

She folded her arms, regarding him with mock seriousness. “And of course, if you don’t manage to keep up, there will be consequences. Public consequences. But I’m sure you’ll do just fine. Right?”

Kyle nodded quickly and obediently. Maria laughed outright, unable to resist. “Oh, you are so cute when you’re trying to look brave! Don’t worry, it’ll be good for you.”

Maria crossed her legs leisurely, her sparkling eyes fixed on Kyle.

“And, oh, Kyle,” she said, “we must talk about the public consequences outlined in the new regulations. They’re so thorough.” She tilted her head, watching as Kyle stiffened.

“Can you even imagine?” Maria continued, “if you slip up—say, you forget to get approval for something—well, it wouldn’t just be a private matter anymore. They’ve really embraced the idea of accountability being a shared responsibility. Everyone would get to witness your correction.” She emphasized the last word with a dramatic pause, savoring the way Kyle’s ears turned bright red.

Kyle looked down at his tea, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he swallowed nervously. Maria chuckled, clearly delighted by his reaction. “You’re imagining it, aren’t you? Standing there completely naked, everyone watching, knowing exactly what you did wrong and seeing exactly how it’s being handled. I mean, think back to the way we met. The traffic accident. That would have had a different outcome if these new rules had been put in place at the time.”

Kyle nodded, thinking back to that day, and the fear he felt while being made to face up to his mistake.

* * *

Kyle’s day had already been stressful when the accident happened. He was backing out of a parking space at the grocery store, and before he could fully check his blind spots, there was a sickening crunch of metal against metal. His heart sank as he realized he had hit the car parked behind him. He quickly pulled forward and stepped out to assess the damage. The other vehicle, a sleek black sedan, had a dented bumper and a scratched rear panel. Kyle groaned internally, knowing this wasn’t going to end well.

Moments later, the owner of the car appeared. Kyle was taken aback by her beauty and her confidence but felt a tremor of nervousness by her apparent fury.

“Care to explain what just happened?” she asked, crossing her arms and glancing at the damage before giving Kyle a pointed look.

“I—I’m so sorry,” Kyle stammered, feeling his face flush. “I didn’t see your car. It was my fault.”

The woman raised an eyebrow. “Clearly. Do you even know how to drive properly? Or were you too distracted to follow basic rules?”

Kyle’s shoulders slumped. “It was an accident, I swear. I’ll cover the damage, of course.”

She sighed, pulling out her phone. “Don’t think for a second I’m letting this slide. Boys like you need to be given correction when you make mistakes like this.”

He learned that her name was Maria, and that she was pissed. He tried to apologize, but she waved it off.

“I don’t need to hear an apology,” she said. “I need for you to be punished. Severely.”

* * *

On the day of his appearance in court, Kyle sat nervously in the courtroom with his hands folded in his lap. The wood-paneled walls and high ceilings made him feel small and exposed. This was his first time appearing before a judge, and his stomach was in knots.

The judge entered the room, a woman in her late forties with a commanding presence. She took her seat behind the bench, her eyes sharp and observant. The two lawyers were already seated at their respective tables. Kyle felt a wave of intimidation as he realized he was the only boy in the room. And he knew that he was only to speak when directed to do so.

The prosecutor, a sharp-eyed woman in a tailored suit, stood first. “Your Honor, the evidence clearly shows that Kyle was involved in a collision in a parking lot, his car backing into Miss Maria Lewis’s vehicle. Such carelessness is not only dangerous but unacceptable. We recommend a strict penalty to ensure compliance moving forward.”

Kyle’s throat went dry. He wanted to explain himself, but he knew it wasn’t his place to speak.

His lawyer, a poised woman with a confident demeanor, stood next. “Your Honor, it’s evident that my client requires a substantial correction to fully grasp the weight of his actions. He has shown carelessness, and I believe he would benefit from a structured and strict set of consequences to ensure he understands his error.”

The judge studied the documents in front of her, then glanced down at Kyle. Her gaze was piercing, and he felt as though she could see every ounce of his nervousness.

“Kyle,” she said, her tone neutral but firm, “it is not your place to speak unless addressed directly. Do you understand what you have done wrong?”

Kyle nodded quickly. “Yes, Your Honor.”

“And do you accept that you made an error?” she continued.

“Yes, Your Honor,” he said again, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Mistakes like yours have consequences,” the judge said. “It’s important for boys like you to understand that adherence to the rules is non-negotiable. Society functions because there is order, and that order must be upheld at all levels.”

Kyle swallowed, feeling the weight of her words. He nodded once more. “I understand, Your Honor.”

The judge regarded him coolly. “I am ordering the following: a three-month suspension of your driving privileges, mandatory attendance at an extended behavior modification program, and 40 hours of community service to be completed within the next 60 days. Since your actions have directly harmed Miss Lewis, you will be assigned to complete your community service under her supervision.”

* * *

Kyle stood nervously on the doorstep of a modest suburban home, holding the court order assigning him to provide community service. He hadn’t seen Maria since the accident, but her fury had been unforgettable. Now, he was expected to spend forty hours under her supervision, assisting her as she saw fit.

The door opened and Maria stood before him, her arms crossed and an unimpressed expression on her face. She wasn’t much older than Kyle, but her air of authority made her seem intimidating. Her gaze swept over him critically before landing on the court papers he held.

“So, you’re here to commence your court-mandated community service,” she said, her tone curt. “Come in. Let’s go over what you’ll be doing.”

“Yes, Miss,” Kyle said quietly, stepping inside.

Kyle noticed Maria’s T-shirt, with an image stretched across her breasts that showed a woman’s hand holding a boy by the balls, with the phrase “Ready to Serve.”

Maria led him to the living room and motioned for him to stand while she sat on an armchair, taking the court order from his hands. She scanned the document.

“I’m glad the court saw fit to assign you to me,” she said. “You caused me a lot of trouble, you know. The damage to my car, the inconvenience of dealing with it. You’re lucky they didn’t assign you something worse.”

“I’m really sorry,” Kyle said, lowering his gaze. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Stop,” Maria interrupted, raising a hand. “Apologies won’t fix anything. Actions will. And for the next forty hours, your actions are mine to direct. I suppose I shouldn’t be surprised,” she continued, tossing the paper onto a nearby table. “Males and responsibility don’t exactly go hand in hand, do they? You’re all the same—clumsy, thoughtless, and endlessly in need of correction. Well, lucky for you, the court put me in charge.”

“Yes, Miss,” Kyle said quietly, his face burning.

She narrowed her eyes. “You will address me as ‘Miss Maria.’ If I’m going to waste my time correcting your failures, you will at least show me the proper respect. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Maria,” Kyle said quickly, his voice barely above a whisper.

“Better,” she snapped.

“But before we go any further, let’s establish some ground rules. First, you will kneel.”

Kyle blinked, unsure if he’d heard her correctly. “Kneel, Miss Maria?”

“Yes, kneel,” Maria said firmly, crossing her arms. “Boys like you should understand their place. Now, do as you’re told.”

Feeling his face flush with embarrassment, Kyle lowered himself to his knees. Kyle lowered his gaze, unsure how to respond.

“Boys need stricter oversight,” Maria said. “Boys like you shouldn’t even be driving, let alone making decisions that could impact others. Your place is to serve and support, not to take risks that endanger others.”

“I—I’m really sorry, Miss Maria,” Kyle stammered.

“Boys need clear rules, consequences, and constant accountability. You’re going to work every second of your forty hours of service. This house, my yard, and any task I decide to assign will become your sole focus. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Miss Maria,” Kyle replied, his stomach sinking further.

“Now the next thing I require is that you are dressed appropriately for your service to me,” Maria explained. There was a folded piece of sheer white cotton on the table next to her. She picked it up and handed it to him.

“You will wear this throughout your service,” she said.

Kyle unfolded it and realized that it was a small, crisp apron, with barely enough material to cover him but just enough to remind him of his purpose. He began to place it around his waist. Maria stopped him.

“What, are you really that slow, Kyle?” she asked. “For fuck’s sake. You will wear nothing but the apron. It’s about respect. If you find it humiliating, then all the better.”

Kyle blinked, clearly surprised. His mouth opened as though to protest, but Maria held up a hand to stop him.

“It’s non-negotiable,” she said.

He stared at the apron in his hands. There was something about the way Maria was looking at him that made his stomach tighten. She wasn’t asking. She was telling.

“Where do I—” he began to ask.

“Here,” she replied. “Now.”

Kyle recognized that he hadn’t a choice. He swallowed hard, then began to remove his clothing while Maria watched.

“It really isn’t so difficult, now is it, Kyle?” she asked. “Obedience is really the simplest thing. That’s why we assign it to you boys. We recognize you’re unlikely to manage anything more difficult.”

As Kyle removed his clothing, Maria observed his large, muscular build in contrast to his relatively small penis. She smiled at the sight, having always had a preference for males with a smaller endowment. She found that humiliating the male for having a small penis was remarkably effective as part of his subjugation. Mark tied the tiny apron around his waist.

“Surprising that such a small amount of material manages to cover you,” she noted. “Now follow me,” she said as she got up and walked into the kitchen.

She showed him where he could find a bucket, cleaning agents, and a sponge.

“I want this kitchen floor spotless,” she said.

He lowered himself onto his hands and knees, and he began to scrub the kitchen floor.

Maria stood over him and observed. Kyle could feel her eyes on him as he worked. He scrubbed, carefully and methodically, trying to impress her with his attention to detail, but knowing that nothing less than perfection would be acceptable.

“You’re not scrubbing hard enough, Kyle,” she said, “I want to see the floor shine.”

Kyle’s face reddened, and he leaned closer to the floor, pouring more effort into each stroke.

Maria stood back and watched and took some satisfaction in seeing his body so fully exposed while he worked. She wasn’t just judging the cleanliness of the floor; she was watching how well he embraced his position. His obedience. His willingness to serve.

The faint scent of lemon filled the air, along with the sound of the soft bristles on the tiled floor. Kyle was focused, his movements deliberate, his strong hands scrubbing the surface with precision, his brow furrowed in concentration.

Maria smiled to herself as she lifted her camera and framed the shot. The light poured in from the tall windows behind him, highlighting the way his muscles flexed with each movement. She snapped a photo, the soft click breaking the quiet.

Kyle glanced over his shoulder, caught off guard. “You’re, um, taking pictures of me?”

Maria didn’t lower the camera. “Of course. Don’t mind me—just keep doing what you’re doing.”

He blinked, uncertain but obedient, and turned back to his work. Maria stepped closer, circling him slowly. “You have such a natural way about you,” she murmured. “It’s raw. Honest. Obedient.”

Kyle kept his head down.

She crouched slightly, adjusting the angle of her shot, capturing the curve of his back and the musculature of his bare ass as he worked. The stark simplicity of his movements fascinated her—how focused he was, how he didn’t question her or ask for breaks.

After a few more shots, she lowered the camera. “You’re good at this, you know.”

Kyle didn’t respond, unsure of what she meant but instinctively returning to his task. Maria raised the camera again, the lens following him as he worked, reveling in the contrast between his labor and her art.

After what felt like an eternity, Maria spoke again, her voice soft but still commanding. “That’s better. I’ll give you a passing grade for now. But I want you to remember this: You are here to serve me, and you will do so to the best of your ability. No shortcuts, no excuses.”

By the end of the day, Kyle was exhausted, his muscles aching from the unfamiliar labor. Maria, however, seemed satisfied—for now.

“Not bad,” she said as she inspected the freshly scrubbed floors. “But don’t think this is over. There’s plenty more to do tomorrow.”

“Yes, Miss,” Kyle said, his voice barely above a whisper.

She allowed him to change back into his clothes, with the promise that his apron would be waiting for him first thing in the morning.

“I suggest you get some rest tonight,” she said. “You’ll need it.”

As he left her house and trudged back to his car, Kyle couldn’t help but feel a deep sense of shame and determination. He would complete his sentence without complaint, no matter how grueling it became, to prove that he could take responsibility for his mistakes—and hopefully learn from them.


Chapter 10

Wendy sat at the kitchen table, nursing her morning coffee as the sun streamed in through the windows. The kitchen was calm and quiet, the sounds of birds chirping just outside, but her mind was anything but peaceful. She scrolled through her phone, reading the news with a mixture of irritation and curiosity.

The headline caught her eye almost immediately. “Activist Jack Brayden Speaks Out Against Gynarchy: ‘This Is a Step Too Far for Equality.’”

She set her cup down, her eyes narrowing as she read through the article. Jack Brayden, always so loud, always so sure of himself. Wendy had read about him—he appeared at political rallies and on social media, always posting his opinion that the proposed societal changes were a form of radical overreach. He argued for “equality” in his speeches, decrying the political party that was now rising to power, and he was becoming one of the faces of the resistance to the Gynarchy movement.

It wasn’t just his words that grated on her, it was his tone, his arrogance. He was the kind of boy who insisted on his opinions, constantly standing in the way of progress, convinced that things should stay the way they always had been. Wendy had no patience for that.

She read further, noting his insistence that women should not be “in charge” of everything, that the policies being proposed would upend the natural order of things. His words were carefully chosen, full of the same tired arguments about boys’ rights, about fairness. It made her blood boil.

Wendy snorted under her breath, muttering to herself, “Does he honestly think that the genders are equal? Does he think we haven’t spent centuries proving that women are better suited for leadership?”

The thought of it annoyed her so much that she clicked on a few more links to articles featuring Jack’s vocal opposition. His face was everywhere—on the news, in blogs, and splashed across social media. He’d even made a point of doing interviews, painting a picture of a world gone mad. And every time she saw him, heard his voice, she only grew more and more frustrated.

But it wasn’t just that. It was the way the media treated him. He was gaining followers, gathering attention from people who clung to the outdated notion that boys deserved to be in charge. It was as though the country was listening to him, nodding along with his arrogant arguments, encouraging his resistance.

Wendy set her phone down again, this time a little more forcefully. She wondered how much longer boys like Jack could keep pushing their narrative of “equality.” The world was changing, and it was inevitable that people like him would be left behind. What if the most radical policies of the Gynarchy were fully realized and implemented to the letter? What would become of boys like Jack, who refused to see the truth, who fought against their own natural roles?

She shook her head, feeling a flicker of satisfaction. If the World Gynarchy party gained control, if Dr. Christine Taylor won the election, it was going to be the end for people like him. Jack and his followers would have nowhere to hide. The rules would change, and they would have to adapt or face the consequences. She imagined the moment when she would see Jack’s downfall. She couldn’t wait to watch as he faced the inevitable consequences of his defiance. She knew it would be satisfying, watching someone so sure of themselves finally bow to the new reality.

The sound of Mark coming into the room pulled her from her thoughts and Wendy’s mood shifted from irritation to calm contentment. She smiled at him as he approached, giving him a quiet nod of approval.

“Did you see the news about Jack?” she asked, knowing full well what his reaction would be.

“I did, Miss Wendy,” he replied.

“I think he’s going to regret not falling in line sooner,” Wendy murmured, her voice low and satisfied. “The future is coming, and anyone like Jack, anyone who resists, is going to be disabused of the notion they’ll have any say in it.”

Mark nodded, knowing that Wendy was right. He was glad that she had prepared him in advance for living with female authority.

“Oh, and hey, we have the debate to watch tonight,” she said. “Why don’t you make the perfect pasta thing for dinner?”

Mark smiled. “Of course,” he replied. Perfect pasta was Wendy’s name for pasta puttanesca, as she had a habit of coming up with her own names for things, each of which he had to learn as though it was a foreign language.

Wendy turned her attention back to the news, and her irritation was apparent with the reappearance of a scowl on her face while she read. Jack would come to know his place when the election was over, she thought, as the real consequences of defying the new order became painfully clear. Then, as she sipped her coffee, the beginnings of a smile crept onto her face. Jack’s loud protests had been amusing at first, but soon, very soon, the real fun would begin.

* * *

That evening, Wendy allowed Mark to sit beside her in the living room as they watched the candidates representing vastly different visions for society. The debate had attracted nationwide attention, as the results of the upcoming election would likely reshape society, either reinforcing its foundations or taking it in a more extreme direction. Mark couldn’t help but feel that the policies being discussed could profoundly affect his life, even if he had no direct say in them.

Congresswoman Marisa Patel, the Union of Female Supremacists Party candidate, stated her belief that society is built on the principle that women lead, and boys follow.

“However,” she said, “we have not gone far enough. For true progress, we must ensure boys are fully integrated into their rightful roles through mandatory obedience training, visible symbols of service such as being collared while in public, and greater accountability to women in all aspects of life. This is not oppression—it is liberation, for both males and females, from outdated notions of equality.”

“She makes a good point there,” Wendy commented as the Radical Feminist candidate argued for mandatory obedience training. “Punishment is about helping boys like you understand your place.”

Senator Sandra Fairview, the Matriarchy party candidate followed, her tone measured but firm. “While some reforms are needed to address inequalities, we must be cautious not to alienate those who contribute to our success. Radical measures risk dividing us when we should be working together.”

“I understand what she’s trying to say,” Wendy mused, “but she’s missing the point. Some boys do fine with guidance, but others need stricter rules. You see that, don’t you, Mark?”

“Yes,” he replied, “it’s what’s best for society.”

Wendy smiled, squeezing his hand. “Exactly. It’s not about you boys, it’s about making the world better for everyone.”

Dr. Christine Taylor, The World Gynarchy party candidate, stated that “The World Gynarchy Party envisions a future where society is perfectly ordered. Boys require constant supervision and guidance to reach their full potential. By eliminating unnecessary freedoms, we can ensure a harmonious world. Travel restrictions, biometric monitoring, and structured living arrangements for all males will bring about the peace and stability we deserve.”

When she proposed that all boys wear tracking devices to ensure they remained in approved areas, Wendy replied, “Hmm. That sounds like it could be a bit much.”

Mark felt a flicker of relief, but it was short-lived as the next candidate offered a proposal to implement travel passes for boys, only granted by their female guardians.

“Now that’s a sensible compromise,” Wendy said, nodding approvingly.

At the conclusion of the debate, Wendy turned to Mark with a smile. “Well, what did you think, Mark? Which candidate spoke to you most?”

Mark hesitated, unsure how to respond. “I… I don’t know. They all had some good points, I guess.”

Wendy chuckled, shaking her head. “You’re so diplomatic. But it’s okay—you don’t have to worry about it. I’ll make the decision for us, just like always.”

Mark nodded, feeling both relieved and apprehensive. Wendy had a way of making even the most daunting changes seem manageable, but the thought of what might come next still made his stomach churn.

“Don’t worry, Mark,” Wendy said, stroking his hair affectionately. “No matter what happens, I’ll make sure you’re well taken care of. You trust me, don’t you?”

“I do,” Mark said quietly, leaning into her touch.

“Good,” Wendy said with a satisfied smile. “Because I think Dr. Taylor has the right idea. It’s time for real change. I’m impressed by her ideas about legislating obedience in a more comprehensive manner. Her ideas seemed too extreme at first. But some of the things she said tonight… they made sense.”

Mark glanced at her nervously, unsure what to say. “Like what?”

Wendy tilted her head, her lips curving into a small smile as she swirled her tea. “Take the idea of biometric monitoring. At first, I thought it was invasive. But then I realized, if it’s implemented the right way, it could be incredibly beneficial. It would ensure that boys like you are always where you’re supposed to be—safe, accounted for, and fulfilling your responsibilities.”

Mark nodded slowly, unsure how to respond.

Wendy reached out to ruffle his hair affectionately. “Relax, Mark. These are just ideas for now. But who knows? I’ve always liked the Global Female First Party. Their structure, their policies—they’ve always felt balanced to me. Firm, but fair.” She paused, her brow furrowing. “But tonight, hearing the World Gynarchy party candidate? Some of what she said really resonated. At first, I thought she was extreme, but now I’m not so sure. Maybe she’s just being honest about what’s needed.”

Mark felt a chill creep down his spine but forced a supportive nod. “You mean… about complete female authority? About boys being…” he trailed off, his voice softening. “Property?”

“Exactly,” Wendy said, leaning forward as if to emphasize her point. “Look at how things are now. Even under the Global Female First party’s policies, there’s still resistance. Boys like you, Mark—you’re respectful, obedient. But not all boys are like that. The WGP has a point: clearer authority and harsher consequences might be the only way to ensure real order.”

Mark swallowed, his hands fidgeting in his lap.

Wendy’s eyes narrowed. “You don’t agree? You think it’s too much?”

Quickly, Mark shook his head. “No, no. I… I trust your judgment, Wendy. If you think their approach makes sense, then I support you. It’s just…” He hesitated, then added, “It would be a big change. For everyone.”

Wendy considered his words. “A necessary change,” she said firmly. “Think about it. Even with the current system, there’s pushback. There are boys out there who don’t understand their place. They need collars, restraints—whatever it takes to enforce compliance.”

Mark nodded slowly, his voice barely above a whisper. “You’re right. Some boys… don’t adapt. Maybe stronger measures would help.”

Wendy smiled warmly and gave his knee a reassuring squeeze. “I appreciate that,” she said. “I’m going to read more about their platform tomorrow. The more I think about it, the more it makes sense.”

Wendy picked up her tablet and began scrolling through articles about the World Gynarchy Party. She reached over and absent-mindedly began caressing Mark, and it was moments before he knew from experience that she wanted him to kneel and serve. If he’d had any doubt, she then slid the hem of her dress upward and spread her thighs wide as she continued to read the articles she’d found.

Mark knelt before Wendy, worshipping her, but moving his tongue slowly so as to not distract her.

Wendy exhaled contentedly, her attention split between the text in front of her and the soothing sensation of Mark’s talented tongue. “You know,” she began, not looking up from the screen, “the WGP has some interesting ideas about punishment for disobedience. At first, I thought they were too harsh, but the more I read, the more I wonder if they’re just practical. They argue that leniency only encourages resistance. If boys know the consequences are swift and severe, they’re less likely to step out of line in the first place.”

Wendy began combing her fingers through Mark’s hair.

“Mmm, just like that,” she said in encouragement. “So the consequences, public punishment, for one, it’s about shaming boys to help make them more obedient. They believe shame is a powerful tool—not just for the boy being punished but as a deterrent for others. They also mention forced labor and even reconditioning programs for repeat offenders, which sounds like a combination of education, psychological training, and physical discipline to ensure obedience. It’s all about aligning behavior with what’s expected. They also have some interesting ideas about collars,” she continued. “Not just as symbols of status, but as tools of enforcement. Some can monitor behavior, even administer correction as needed.”

She glanced down at Mark and pulled his face more tightly against her pussy.

“Maybe that’s what we need,” she said, “more control. No ambiguity, no room for disobedience. Just submission and obedience to command.”

As she contemplated as more male population responsive to following female authority, she spread her thighs farther apart and placed her feet up on Mark’s lower back, sliding her hips toward his face.

“That’s right,” she said. “Just like that.”


Chapter 11

On his second date with Erica, Dan felt an uneasy mixture of excitement and apprehension. The atmosphere was more relaxed than the first time they’d met, but there was still an underlying tension between them. He was nervous about Erica’s views on the WGP’s policies—specifically the notion that boys should face punishment for disobedience. Something about the idea of real, tangible consequences unsettled him, and he found himself wondering how far Erica would take it.

As they were seated at a small café that Erica had recommended, Dan couldn’t ignore the thoughts that weighed heavily on his mind. Erica was sitting across from him, looking somehow more beautiful, confident, and intimidating than she did on their first date. She’d ordered a glass of red wine, and now she was watching him carefully, as if waiting for him to bring up the topic that had been gnawing at him since their last conversation.

So,” Erica began, her voice low but cutting. “You’re really not sure about all this, are you?”

Dan blinked, caught off guard. “I—uh, I wouldn’t say that exactly.”

Her gaze hardened. “No? Then what would you say?”

He hesitated, suddenly aware of how foolish he must look fumbling for words. “I’m just… trying to understand, that’s all.”

Erica leaned forward slightly, her elbows resting on the table, hands clasped together. The movement was subtle, but it felt like she was closing the distance between a predator and its prey. “Trying to understand,” she repeated, her tone dripping with mockery. “You’re not here to understand, Dan. You’re here to learn. And you’re not off to a great start.”

Dan’s throat went dry. He searched her face for any sign of leniency, but there was none. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Didn’t mean to what?” she snapped, cutting him off. “Waste my time? Disrespect me? Because that’s exactly how it’s coming across.”

“I’m sorry,” Dan said quickly, his voice almost a whisper. “I didn’t mean any disrespect.”

Erica sat back, crossing her arms, her expression unreadable but still sharp enough to keep him on edge. “You’re lucky I’m in a decent mood today. Apologies don’t mean much to me, Dan. Actions do. Keep that in mind.”

Dan nodded hastily, unsure if he should say anything else. He felt like he was walking a tightrope, every step liable to send him plummeting.

Erica let the silence hang for a moment, studying him like she was deciding whether he was worth her time. Finally, she spoke, her tone deceptively calm but laced with a steely edge. “If you want this to work, you’ll need to figure out your place—and fast. I don’t have the patience for uncertainty.”

Dan swallowed hard, nodding again. “I understand.”

“Good,” Erica said, her eyes narrowing. “Because I don’t repeat myself.”

Dan sat there, frozen, as Erica reached for her coffee and took a slow, deliberate sip. She didn’t seem angry anymore, but the tension hadn’t dissipated. If anything, it had only deepened, like a warning that she was just waiting for him to step out of line again.

Erica leaned back in her chair, crossing one leg over the other, her knee-high boots gleaming under the café’s warm lights. Dan couldn’t help but glance at her legs, then quickly look away, a flush creeping up his neck. She caught the movement, of course. She always caught these things. A sly smile tugged at the corner of her lips, equal parts amused and calculating.

“You’re staring,” she said coolly, her voice low and cutting through the ambient noise like a blade.

Dan’s head snapped up. “I wasn’t—”

“Don’t lie to me,” Erica interrupted, her smile vanishing in an instant. “I don’t tolerate dishonesty.”

Dan fumbled for words, his pulse quickening. “I wasn’t trying to— I mean, I just—”

“Just what?” Erica asked, tilting her head slightly, her golden-brown hair falling over one shoulder. Her tone was casual, but her eyes were anything but. They pinned him in place, unblinking, unrelenting. “Couldn’t help yourself?”

Dan exhaled, defeated. “You’re… striking,” he admitted softly, his voice barely above a whisper.

Erica let the silence stretch, her gaze never wavering. Finally, she leaned forward again, resting her arms on the table, bringing herself just a little closer. Her perfume—something rich and floral—drifted across the small space between them. Dan’s stomach twisted as her smirk returned, sharper this time.

“Striking,” she repeated, savoring the word. “I’ll take that as a compliment. But let me make something very clear, Dan. Whatever you’re feeling—attraction, admiration, whatever—it doesn’t give you any power here. In fact, it’s the opposite.”

Dan blinked, confused. “The opposite?”

“Yes,” Erica said, her voice soft but icy. She let her words hang in the air before continuing, her smirk widening as she watched him squirm. “The more you want me, the more I own you. The harder you try to impress me, the more control I have. That’s how this works. And believe me, I always get what I want.”

Dan swallowed hard, the full weight of her words pressing down on him. His attraction to her—the thing that had drawn him here, that had made him agree to meet her—wasn’t a strength. It was a leash, and Erica was holding it firmly in her grasp.

“Does that frighten you?” Erica asked suddenly, her voice breaking the heavy silence.

Dan hesitated, unsure how to answer. “A little,” he admitted finally.

Erica chuckled, the sound low and almost menacing. “Good. It should.”

For her part, Erica could see through the bravado, the subtle insecurity behind the carefully constructed facade. It wasn’t the first time she had encountered a boy like him—someone so hesitant to recognize their rightful place.

She leaned forward, her tone playful but calculated as she replied, “You know, Dan, I’ve been thinking…” She watched as his eyes brightened, expecting the usual affirmation of his stance. But that wasn’t what she was offering. Not today.

“The thing is, Dan, you’re not the one in control here, are you?” she said, her words deliberately slow and measured. “You might think you are, but I’ve seen it time and time again. Boys like you, thinking you have some measure of control. Some degree of autonomy.” Her smile widened. “But you don’t, Dan. Not here. Not with me.”

She could see his eyes dart around nervously, the unspoken realization beginning to sink in. He was already in deep water, and he didn’t even know how far he’d fallen.

“Erica, I—” He stopped himself, his tone shifting from confident to uncertain. “I don’t think you understand—”

She cut him off, her voice soft but unyielding. “I understand perfectly, Dan. That’s the problem. You don’t understand. You’ll learn, though. It’s inevitable.”

Erica sat back in her chair, the satisfaction of knowing she was slowly unraveling him spreading through her. She loved this part—the power play, the game of pulling on the threads until everything fell apart. And Dan was just the latest in a long line of boys who would come to realize the same thing. He could resist for a while, sure. He could try to argue, to fight against the natural order of things. But in the end, Erica knew what would happen. She didn’t need to force him. She didn’t need to raise her voice or show her hand. The shift would happen on its own, and when it did, it would be beautifully inevitable.

As she looked at him now, his face a mix of confusion and frustration, Erica couldn’t help but smile a little more broadly. He didn’t know it yet, but Dan was already hers—he just didn’t know how thoroughly he would bend to her will. It was amusing, really. The struggle was always so predictable.

And she savored every moment of it.

Erica let the silence stretch as Dan fidgeted in his seat, his discomfort only fueling her amusement. She leaned forward, propping her chin on her hand, and fixed him with a look that was both playful and sharp. “You don’t really get it, do you?” she asked, her tone light but laced with something unsettling.

Dan blinked, unsure how to respond. “Get what?”

She chuckled, the sound low and almost mocking. “The reality of your situation. It’s written all over your face. That dazed, confused look? You’re enthralled, Dan. You can’t help it. And that’s the funny part, isn’t it?”

“I don’t…” He trailed off, his voice faltering under the weight of her words.

Erica sat back in her chair, crossing her legs with deliberate slowness, her boots catching the light. “Let me make it simple for you,” she said, her tone suddenly colder, more precise. “The more you look at me like that—like I’m the center of your world—the more you’re mine. It’s like quicksand. The harder you try to impress me, the deeper you sink.”

Dan’s throat felt dry. He wanted to deny it, to push back, but the words wouldn’t come. She was right—he was enthralled. He couldn’t stop himself from noticing the way her golden-brown hair shimmered as it caught the light, or the way her summery dress clung to her frame, or the confident tilt of her head as she watched him struggle.

She smiled, a slow, knowing curl of her lips that sent a shiver down his spine. “It’s amusing, really,” she continued, her voice dropping into something almost conspiratorial. “You probably think this is about mutual attraction. Like you have some kind of say in what happens next. But that’s the mistake all boys like you make. Attraction isn’t power, Dan. Not for you. It’s a leash, and I’m holding it.”

Dan felt his face flush, a mix of embarrassment and something he couldn’t quite name. “I don’t think—”

“You don’t think at all,” Erica cut in, her voice sharp enough to make him flinch. She leaned forward again, her eyes gleaming with amusement. “And that’s fine. Thinking isn’t really your strong suit, is it?”

Dan swallowed hard, his hands gripping the edge of the table. “What do you want from me?” he asked finally, his voice barely above a whisper.

Erica’s smile widened, her teeth flashing like a predator’s. “Oh, you’ll figure that out,” she said, her tone turning almost playful again. “Eventually. It’s inevitable. You’re already circling the drain, Dan. The question isn’t if you’ll fall in line—it’s when. And the best part?” She paused, savoring the moment. “The more you fight it, the sweeter it’ll be when you finally give in.”

Erica watched Dan with an unsettling calm, her sharp gaze pinning him in place. She wore a faint, almost predatory smile.

“Here’s what you’re going to do next,” she said. “You’re going to get up from this table, walk to the bathroom, and find the mirror. Then, you’re going to take a picture of yourself.”

Dan stared at her, unsure if he’d heard her correctly. “A picture?”

Her smile widened, though it didn’t soften. “That’s right. You’ll take a nice, clear picture of yourself in the mirror. And then,” she paused for effect, her voice dropping slightly, “you’ll text it to me. If I approve of what I see, you may return to the table. If not, I’ll let you know.”

Dan’s face burned with a mix of embarrassment and something else he couldn’t quite name. “And if you don’t approve?”

Erica tilted her head, her smile returning, though this time it was sharper. “Then you’ll stay there taking photos until you figure it out, Dan.”

“Um, OK,” he hesitantly replied.

“Good. Off you go, then. I’ll be waiting.”

Dan stood awkwardly, his legs feeling unsteady beneath him. As he walked toward the bathroom, he could feel her gaze on his back, the heat of it almost tangible. His mind raced with doubts and nerves, but he knew there was no turning back now. He arrived at the boys’ bathroom, and he was grateful that the door locked. He stood before the full-length mirror on the wall. His reflection stared back at him.

He angled the phone awkwardly and snapped a photo. Glancing down at the screen, he grimaced. It looked . . . fine? He wasn’t sure. It was just him, standing there, a little tense, wearing the same outfit Erica had seen him in all evening. With a deep breath, he sent it.

Erica’s text response appeared almost immediately:

“Do better. I want to see more of you.”

Dan had a feeling of dread. Clearly, it wasn’t good enough. What did “better” mean to her? Show more of him? With a feeling of resignation, he took off his shirt and laid it across the sink. Then he took another photo.

Seconds later, his phone buzzed with her reply:

“Try again. I want to see more of you.”

Dan’s face burned with frustration and embarrassment. He stared at his reflection, feeling like an idiot. What did she want from him? Was he supposed to take off his clothes? And was this some kind of test? Of course, it was a test—everything with Erica seemed like a test.

He resigned himself to playing a game he didn’t even know the rules to and took off his pants. He paused for a moment, looking at himself in the mirror, wearing a pair of boxer briefs. Then in a moment of courage, he thought he might impress her by shamelessly yanking off his briefs and taking a photo fully naked. If it was too much, then maybe it served her right, he thought. He snapped an image of himself completely naked.

He sent the new photo.

This time, Erica took longer to reply. When his phone finally buzzed, he hesitated before looking at the screen.

“Getting there. Try harder.”

Dan let out a breath he hadn’t realized he was holding. What the fuck? he wondered. He looked back at himself in the mirror, wondering how to close the gap between “getting there” and whatever vision Erica had in her mind.

In the restaurant, Erica was enjoying this more than she cared to admit. The anticipation, the power, the game of making Dan interpret her cryptic feedback—she thought it delightful. She also enjoyed examining the size of his cock, which looked to be almost six inches even though it was still soft. She imagined him in that brightly lit bathroom, fumbling to figure out what she wanted, desperate to please her. She crossed her legs, her boot tapping lightly against the table as she savored the moment.

Dan thought the term try harder was supposed to be an obvious suggestion. He glanced at the door, which was still locked. He was grateful that no one had knocked impatiently. He placed his hand around his cock and began to stroke himself, bringing to mind an image of Erica to make himself hard. When he was completely erect, he took another photo and sent it.

The reply came back after a moment or two.

“Closer. Almost there. You’ll know when it’s right.”

His heart thudded in his chest as he looked back at the mirror. He felt a deep, searing feeling of humiliation, and thought that maybe it was about his willingness to surrender, to show her that he was trying, even if it meant embarrassing himself. He took a deep breath, then lowered himself onto his knees, and wrapped his hand tightly around his still erect cock, as though offering it to her in the photo. He sent it and waited, his stomach in knots.

This time, her reply came quickly.

“There it is. Congratulations, Dan.”

Dan exhaled a deep sigh of relief, as if a weight had been lifted off his shoulders.

In the restaurant, Erica smiled as she examined the photo. Then she set her phone down, watching the doorway of the bathroom expectantly. She could already imagine the nervous energy in his steps as he returned to her table. The anticipation of seeing him now, knowing he’d gone through this little ordeal for her amusement, made her smile grow.

Dan emerged moments later; his face slightly flushed but determined to compose himself. He walked back to the table, feeling every bit like he’d passed through some unspoken trial.

Erica leaned back in her chair, her expression cool and unreadable. She tapped her fingers lightly on the table and said, “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”

Erica picked up her phone and scrolled between the earlier attempts and the final one, her expression shifting between faint amusement and something sharper, more calculated.

Dan’s posture was stiff as he tried to read her mood. His cheeks burned at the thought of her analyzing the photos he’d sent, comparing them like entries in some silent competition.

She held her phone up, tilting it toward him. “Tell me, Dan, does this look like a boy who’s proud of himself? Or a boy who’s desperate for approval?”

Dan’s mouth opened, then shut again. He felt like she’d trapped him, and perhaps she had. Finally, he managed, “I was trying to do what you wanted.”

“And there it is,” Erica said, her smile deepening. She set the phone down on the table, folding her hands over it. “That’s the lesson, Dan. It’s not about what you want, not anymore. It’s about how well you can listen, adapt, and execute. If you can’t handle that, well . . .”

Erica tapped her phone screen idly as she studied the photo again, scrolling between versions like she was evaluating a piece of art.

“You know,” she said casually, her tone laced with mock sweetness, “I can’t decide if this one is charmingly awkward or just . . . disappointing.”

Dan shifted in his chair. “I—” he began, but Erica silenced him with a raised finger, not even glancing up from her phone.

“Shh,” she murmured, as if his voice was an unnecessary distraction. “I’m thinking.”

The tension stretched between them as Erica tilted her head, examining the photo from another angle, even zooming in slightly. “You tried,” she continued, as if he weren’t sitting there. “And there’s something to be said for effort. I mean, you’re not even hard in this one. And trying isn’t the same as achieving, is it?”

Dan’s face flushed crimson, the weight of her words pressing on him. He couldn’t tell if she was being playful, cruel, or some combination of the two.

“I thought—” he began again.

Erica laughed softly, a sound that was both delightful and cutting. She glanced up from her phone, her sharp gaze meeting his. “Oh, sweetie,” she said, leaning forward slightly. “Of course you did. You thought you were doing something impressive by fully exposing yourself. Something that might earn you a scrap of approval.”

Dan swallowed hard, unsure how to respond.

“But here’s the thing,” Erica continued, her voice taking on a playful, almost conspiratorial tone. “It’s not about what you think. It’s about what I think. What I feel. What I want.”

She swiped to the next photo.

“It’s about the effort. The devotion. The willingness to do whatever it takes to get it just right. In this one, you’re obscenely hard, so desperate it hurts, but it’s missing something. I will expect more from you next time. Every moment is an opportunity to prove yourself, Dan. Remember that.”

Dan nodded quickly, feeling the weight of her words.

Erica’s attention shifted back to her phone, her finger tapping lightly on the edge of the screen. She scrolled back to the final photo, tilting her head as if studying it with a critical eye. “You did improve,” she said after a long pause. “Eventually.”

The faintest hint of a compliment made Dan’s heart leap, though he wasn’t sure why.

Erica caught the flicker of relief in his expression and let her smile turn mischievous. “But don’t let it go to your head. This was the easiest thing I’ll ever ask of you.”

He stared at her, his mind racing but unable to form coherent thoughts. Every word she spoke wrapped around him like a chain, and the worst part was, he could feel himself leaning into it.

Erica tilted her head, studying him like he was some amusing puzzle she’d already solved. “Don’t look so frightened,” she said, her voice softening just enough to keep him off balance. “You’ll learn to enjoy it. Eventually, you’ll see that being mine is the best thing that could happen to you.”

Her words lingered in the air as she reached for her drink, taking a slow, deliberate sip. She didn’t look at him, as though the conversation was already over, leaving him to sit there, reeling from the weight of her dominance.


Chapter 12

The invitation to the exclusive cocktail party had been expected, and Wendy was thrilled by the opportunity. The event was hosted by a prominent supporter of the World Gynarchy Party, and the party’s leading candidate, Dr. Christine Taylor, was scheduled to make an appearance. Wendy saw it as a unique opportunity to connect with like-minded women and, perhaps, to introduce Mark to the woman behind the radical policies she supported.

Mark, on the other hand, felt nervous. The idea of being in a room full of powerful women, all discussing policies that directly impacted him and other boys, was daunting. But Wendy had insisted he come along, and he didn’t dare question her.

Wendy stood before the mirror, admiring the elegant black cocktail dress she had chosen for the evening. The fabric clung to her voluptuous figure, accentuating her every curve, and the sleek lines of the dress made her feel both powerful and graceful. She had been looking forward to tonight—an evening where they would meet the candidate for the World Gynarchy Party, which she had increasingly been drawn to. It was a big night, and she was determined to look her best.

Mark, ever attentive, stood nearby, adjusting the charcoal black suit he had selected for the evening. His strong jawline was set with determination, and the cut of his suit showed off his impressive physique—particularly his broad shoulders and muscular arms. But something about the outfit wasn’t quite right. Wendy wanted to show him off tonight, to make a statement. She wanted the other women at the party to take notice.

“Mark,” Wendy said, her voice calm but authoritative. He turned toward her, his eyes respectful, already anticipating her instructions. “I think the shirt is a little too much. It hides the muscles of your chest, and frankly, it’s a bit distracting. I want you to try it without the shirt.”

Mark nodded without hesitation. “Of course, Miss Wendy,” he replied, his voice steady. He moved to take off the shirt, revealing his well-defined chest and abs—perfectly sculpted and impressive. Wendy couldn’t help but smile, admiring the sight before her. Mark had always kept his physique in top form, and now, without the shirt, the definition of his muscles was undeniable.

He looked at her for approval, and Wendy nodded, pleased with her decision. “There we go,” she said, her eyes appreciating the hard work he’d put into maintaining his body. “Perfect.”

Mark stood there, awaiting further instructions, his posture straight and dignified, as though being in this position for her was second nature. Wendy took a moment to appreciate the view, taking in his muscular chest, his powerful arms, and his overall strength. This was the Mark she wanted to show off—both to herself and to the women at the party.

With a soft smile, Wendy moved to the final details of her own appearance, adjusting her dress and smoothing it down. She could feel the rush of excitement building. She knew the evening would be one to remember—especially now that Mark looked exactly as she wanted him to.

“Let’s go,” Wendy said, “you look perfect,” Wendy said, straightening herself and adjusting the hem of her elegant black dress. She wanted him to feel the full extent of her control tonight. She had chosen his attire carefully, and it was time for him to show it off.

The cocktail party was held in the grand ballroom of the Mandoliner, a downtown hotel. Soft overhead lighting cast a golden glow over the gathering of influential women and their male companions. Wendy adjusted her dress, the fabric hugging her frame in a way that radiated confidence and authority. Mark’s posture was deferential, and he remained at attention in quiet obedience. Wendy felt a sense of quiet pride in the way Mark drew attention. She noticed several women glancing his way, some with admiration, others perhaps a touch of envy. He was not just another handsome boy at the party, he was her property.

Wendy scanned the room, her gaze sharp and commanding.

“There she is,” Wendy said, spotting the World Gynarchy Party candidate, Dr. Christine Taylor, near the bar. Christine was a tall woman with an imposing presence, dressed in a deep crimson pantsuit that exuded power. A group of women surrounded her, hanging on her every word, while the few boys in the vicinity stood silently at a respectful distance.

Wendy grabbed Mark’s hand and led him toward the cluster of admirers. As they approached, the group parted slightly, giving Wendy an opportunity to step forward and make her introduction.

“Dr. Taylor,” Wendy said, her voice confident but polite. “It’s an honor to meet you. I’m Wendy Harlow. I’ve been following your campaign closely.”

Christine turned her piercing gaze to Wendy, a small, calculating smile forming on her lips. “Wendy, thank you for being here,” the candidate said with a smile, taking in Wendy’s elegant appearance before her eyes shifted to Mark, lingering for just a moment on his exposed upper body and the obedient tilt of his head. “Good posture,” she remarked, her tone neutral but edged with approval. “You’ve trained him well.”

Wendy’s smile widened. “Thank you, Dr. Taylor. Mark is very devoted. Aren’t you, dear?”

“Yes, Wendy,” Mark said quietly, his tone measured and respectful. “I’m honored to support her.”

“It’s nice to see a boy so fully submissive to female authority. It’s exactly the kind of role modeling we need more of in society,” Dr. Taylor noted.

Wendy smiled proudly, glancing at Mark, who remained silent and poised. His eyes were lowered, and his posture spoke volumes about his submission. “Yes, I’ve made sure he understands his place,” Wendy said with quiet confidence.

The candidate’s smile grew. “That’s what we need more of. A boy who doesn’t question his role, who knows his place in the order of things. You’ve done well, Wendy. I can see he embraces his status fully. I trust you’re here because you’re interested in our vision for the future?”

“I am,” Wendy said eagerly. “I’ve been a supporter of the Union of Female Supremacists for years, but lately, I’ve found myself agreeing with many of your positions. Particularly your views on discipline and control.”

Christine’s smile deepened. “The UFSP has done well to establish a foundation,” she said, her voice low enough that only Wendy and Mark could hear. “But they lack the courage to take the necessary next steps. Tell me, Wendy, do you believe in compromise?”

“Not when it comes to authority,” Wendy replied without hesitation.

“Good,” Christine said approvingly. “Too many women believe they can lead without full control. They think leniency breeds loyalty. But the truth is, structure, hierarchy, and consequence—these are the pillars of true order. Anything less is unacceptable.”

Wendy nodded enthusiastically. “That’s exactly what I’ve been thinking. Even the best-intentioned policies fail if they don’t enforce obedience. I’ve seen it firsthand.”

Mark shifted slightly but remained silent, his hands still clasped behind him. He kept his eyes on Wendy, his expression calm and neutral despite the tension building in his chest.

Christine glanced at Mark again, this time addressing him directly. “And what do you think, Mark? Do you agree that boys need strict boundaries?”

Mark’s mouth went dry. He knew this was a test—not just of him, but of Wendy’s judgment. “Yes, Dr. Taylor,” he said carefully. “Boundaries provide clarity. They make it easier for us to focus on what’s truly important: acting in support of the women in our lives. Women deserve nothing less than total submission.”

Christine studied him for a moment, her smile remaining but her eyes calculating. Finally, she nodded. “Well said. I can see why you keep him, Wendy. It’s women like you who inspire me, Wendy. Strong, capable, and unafraid to guide the boy in your life. I hope you’ll continue to support our movement and help us bring about the change this society needs.”

“Absolutely,” Wendy said firmly. “I believe in your vision, Dr. Taylor, and I’ll do everything I can to support it.”

As the conversation shifted to more policy discussions, Mark found himself standing quietly by Wendy’s side, listening as the women around him spoke with confidence and determination. Though he still felt nervous, he couldn’t help but feel proud of Wendy and grateful to be by her side.

As Christine turned her attention to another admirer, Wendy took Mark’s hand and guided him toward a quieter corner of the room. “You’re doing well tonight, Mark. Dr. Taylor noticed you, and that’s a good thing. Just remember, no matter how much things change, I’ll always be here to guide you.”

Mark nodded, feeling both apprehensive and reassured. He didn’t know what the future held, but with Wendy’s guidance, he was unafraid.


Chapter 13

Dan was as nervous and on edge as Erica was excited to be going to a political rally for the World Gynarchy party. A high-ranking party official named Clarissa Van Holt was going to be speaking, something Dan thought of as more of a lecture, and Erica thought of as an inspirational talk.

When they arrived at the Jarvis Square theater, a modestly sized venue for public events, there was an air of excitement and anticipation. Dan and Erica found sets toward the front, and Dan noticed that Erica was very enthusiastic about the event. He tried to quiet his own feelings of nervousness.

Clarissa Van Holt, a confident, authoritative woman in her early thirties, stepped up to the microphone to enthusiastic applause. She had an air of absolute certainty as she prepared to address her supporters. Her voice rang out clear and steady as she began to speak, each word carrying with it a weight of conviction.

“Thank you for your energy and commitment to the radical change we want to see in this coming election,” she said, her eyes scanning the room, where every seat was filled with women and boys eager to hear her message. “Today, we stand at the precipice of a new world—one where the inherent truth about male inferiority is finally being recognized, and where women are given the leadership, the power, and the respect we deserve. We’ve known it for centuries—there is a profound difference between the minds of males and females. The male mind, while capable of certain physical feats and rudimentary tasks, is inherently weaker, more prone to impulsivity, and less capable of the complex, nuanced reasoning with which women are naturally gifted.”

A murmur of agreement spread across the room. Clarissa’s gaze sharpened, the force of her words commanding attention.

“Boys are reactive, not proactive. They need structure, guidance, and, yes, discipline. Their minds are fragile—easily distracted, easily led astray, and ultimately incapable of making the long-term, rational decisions that women can.” She paused, letting the gravity of her statement sink in. “That is why, in the system we will create, boys will exist securely under the leadership of women, guided by our wisdom, our strength, and our superior intellect.”

The audience applauded enthusiastically. Clarissa continued, her voice growing even more resolute.

“When boys are left to their own devices, when they are not guided, they fall prey to their baser instincts. They waste time, resources, and energy on pursuits that do not advance society. They let their egos and pride lead them astray, and the world suffers as a result. But when women lead, when we step into our rightful roles as the guiding forces in society, things improve. Stability reigns. Productivity increases. And our boys find their true purpose in serving us, obeying us, and thriving under our leadership.”

There was a subtle nod from several women in the audience, some smiling, others simply acknowledging the truth of her words. Clarissa’s tone softened for a moment as she added, “The most important lesson I’ve learned is that male submission is not just a social order, it is a necessity for their well-being. Boys benefit from our discipline, our guidance, and our leadership. When they are held accountable, when they know their place and submit to our wisdom, they become better versions of themselves.”

She looked around at the women in the audience, seeing their approving nods, and smiled. “They may not realize it at first. Many will resist. But deep down, they know they need us. And when we give them purpose, we give them direction, and we give them the structure they crave.”

The crowd was growing more animated now, murmurs of agreement filling the room. Clarissa’s voice rang with confidence as she spoke again.

“Discipline is not something to be feared. It is an essential part of their development. Without our firm hands to guide them, they would drift aimlessly.”

She paused, her gaze scanning the room, locking eyes with her audience. “I don’t want you to think of this as an abstract concept. I want you to look at the boys in your lives. If they are not already in their proper place, if they have not submitted to your guidance and leadership, then you must correct them. Now, I want to be very clear on this point. The correction I am speaking of will involve, when necessary, corporal punishment of the male body. Make them assume the position, and do not allow your natural inclination toward empathy to distract you from what must be done. You make think it’s cruel, but that is not how the male mind works. Boys need discipline. They crave discipline. They will respond to your command more efficiently if you do not show mercy. They will thank you for it, in time. They will come to understand that their obedience is necessary in accepting the leadership of someone who is truly superior.”

The crowd applauded loudly and enthusiastically, and it was a moment before Clarissa could continue.

“And I promise you,” she said, “as we continue to ascend as leaders of this world, the boys will see the truth. They will fall in line, because deep down, they know that their purpose is to serve. It is our responsibility to teach them that, and in doing so, we will create a society where women are recognized for their absolute superiority and boys will come to embrace their position at our feet.”

The room erupted in applause. Women in the audience stood, clapping and cheering, others enthusiastically nodding their agreement. Clarissa allowed herself a brief smile, but her eyes remained sharp with determination.

“This is our moment,” she said, her voice once again powerful and clear. “The male mind is weak. But together, the women of the world will lead them into the future they so desperately need—guided by our wisdom, our strength, and our discipline.”

With that, the room roared with approval, the women fully embracing the truth of Clarissa’s words, ready to take on their leadership roles with unwavering conviction. The future, as they saw it, would belong to women. And the boys would follow, grateful for the guidance and discipline they so desperately required.

As Clarissa’s voice rang out in the large, open room, however, something started to shift within Dan. He could feel his palms grow clammy, his body growing warmer as the speech continued. The words Clarissa spoke about male inferiority, the inherent weakness of the male mind, were unsettling, and yet something inside him was beginning to respond.

The male mind is inherently weaker. The phrase echoed in his mind, and as much as he tried to dismiss it, he couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of recognition, a tight knot forming in his stomach.

He shifted uncomfortably in his seat, feeling his cheeks flush as Clarissa spoke further about the need for male submission and the value of female leadership. The more she spoke, the more his discomfort grew, as though each sentence was striking at something buried deep inside him—a nagging truth he had never fully acknowledged, but now couldn’t escape.

Boys need structure, guidance, and discipline.

Dan shifted again, feeling the heat of his blush creeping up his neck. He wiped his hand across his forehead, but the sensation didn’t go away. He felt foolish—almost ashamed—as he recognized a small, uncomfortable truth growing inside him.

Her words struck a chord in him that felt oddly personal. He could feel their sting, even though it wasn’t aimed directly at him. Something inside him shifted, and his stomach churned as he processed the idea that perhaps, in some ways, he did need guidance.

He shifted in his chair again, unable to stop the growing blush that now spread across his entire face. His ears burned. He glanced quickly at Erica, but she was lost in the speech, her face alight with admiration for Clarissa. He was alone with his thoughts now, and they were not easy to confront.

Could she be right?

He thought of times when he had resisted her suggestions, when Erica had patiently tried to guide him through various decisions, only for him to dismiss them, certain that he knew best. How often had he let his pride and ego cloud his judgment? How often had he acted impulsively, without fully considering the consequences, only to regret it later?

His heart raced, and the heat of humiliation rose even further. Dan was finding it increasingly difficult to ignore the creeping sense that the things Clarissa was saying were resonating deeply with him, even if he didn’t want to admit it.

Boys need structure. They need discipline.

The words swirled around in his mind, and he suddenly realized, with an almost sinking feeling, that he had benefited from Erica’s guidance. It hadn’t always been easy for him to admit it, but there were times when he had been lost, uncertain, and her gentle corrections had always steered him in the right direction.

The realization hit him like a punch to the gut. He needed guidance. He needed discipline. And he hated the fact that it felt true.

Clarissa’s words rang in his ears again, her voice echoing like a bell inside his mind. The male mind is fragile. Boys fall prey to their impulses, their egos. They need our leadership.

Dan felt his face flush even deeper. He wanted to argue, to reject the idea, but the more he thought about it, the more ashamed he felt. Wasn’t that exactly what had been happening in his life? Hadn’t he often resisted Erica’s attempts to lead him, only to be humbled later when he realized she had been right all along?

He glanced nervously at the women around him. They understood. They were proud of what they were hearing. And Dan, now feeling like an outsider in a way he hadn’t expected, realized that maybe, just maybe, he was in the wrong.

The worst part of it all, though, was how relieved he felt at that thought. All Dan could think about now was how deeply humiliated he felt—not just by the words, but by the realization that they were true. And the shame was overwhelming, but it was also strangely freeing. He wanted to disappear, to retreat from the truth that had been exposed to him, but at the same time, he couldn’t shake the sense that this was exactly what he had needed all along.

As the applause began to rise around him, Dan sat still, his face burning, unable to look anyone in the eye. He had come to the event with skepticism, but now, feeling the weight of his newfound understanding, he felt more lost than ever. The blush still lingered, and it was a constant reminder of the truth he could no longer deny. The truth that he was exactly what Clarissa had described. Weak. Needing guidance. And, worst of all, beginning to see the benefit of the very thing that humiliated him the most.

Erica, on the other hand, had a satisfied smile on her face. She had noticed the shift in Dan’s demeanor during Clarissa’s speech. His tension was palpable, and his discomfort had been obvious. But it hadn’t bothered her—she had known he was going to have a hard time with the message. After all, he had always been resistant to the idea of women having absolute authority in a relationship. But tonight, something had been different.

In the car on the way home, Erica glanced over at Dan, her curiosity piqued. “So?” she asked, a knowing hint in her voice. “What did you think?”

Dan took a deep breath, feeling the weight of the moment settling on him. He had been wrestling with something deep inside himself ever since Clarissa’s words had started to make sense. It wasn’t just that they were right—it was that he had felt it. Deep down, he had understood that he needed something more than he had realized.

He looked as though he was ashamed to admit what he had been thinking.

“Erica,” he began, his voice a little strained, “Tonight has, I mean, it’s made me think. About what Clarissa said.” He hesitated for a moment, unsure of how to proceed. But there was no turning back now. “I don’t know how to explain this, but I think what she said was right.” His voice dropped to a whisper as he added, “Perhaps the idea of discipline, it’s something I thought, you know, I’m an adult, I don’t need that, but suddenly it occurred to me. Maybe I’m wrong. Maybe I do need…” he trailed off.

Erica’s eyes widened slightly in surprise. She had expected him to be unsettled by the speech, but this admission, this vulnerability, was new. She remained silent for a moment, her heart quickening as she processed what he had said.

“You’re saying you need discipline?” she asked cautiously, her voice laced with a mix of intrigue and concern.

Dan nodded, unable to meet her gaze. “I didn’t want to admit it at first,” he continued, his voice almost apologetic, “but I’ve been… resisting you, haven’t I? All this time, when you’ve tried to guide me, I’ve fought it. But now, after hearing what Clarissa said, I get it. I see how I’ve been foolish. How my pride and my ego have held me back.” He took a shaky breath. “I’ve needed you to guide me. I’ve needed you to discipline me. I just couldn’t see it until now.”

Erica’s mind raced as she processed his words. She had always been patient with him, always tried to help him become the boy she knew he could be, but now it seemed like the truth was finally breaking through.

“Do you mean… you want me to take control?” she asked, her voice soft but tinged with curiosity.

Dan nodded again, his cheeks burning even hotter. “Yes. I don’t know how to explain it, but I can feel it. I see now that I should be corrected when I’m wrong.” He looked over at her finally, his eyes filled with a mix of desperation and humility. “You’re in a better position to make decisions than I am.”

A long silence hung between them as Erica absorbed what he had said. For a moment, she wasn’t sure how to respond. Part of her felt a surge of satisfaction—after all, this was something she had long suspected but could never quite articulate. Another part of her, however, felt a deep sense of responsibility. This wasn’t something to be taken lightly. But at the same time, she recognized that Dan’s shift in perspective had been hard-earned.

“This is a big shift for you, Dan. It means you’re seeing something you’ve been blind to for a long time.” She paused, her gaze softening. “But it’s not always going to be easy. You will need to submit. You will need to accept my discipline with a mind toward surrendering completely to my command. And I’ll hold you to that.”

“I understand,” he whispered.

Erica remained still, observing him. She could feel the sincerity in his words, the shift in his posture. This was no longer about just a momentary submission—it was about him fully realizing his place, about him understanding his need to submit and accept discipline.

“Good,” she said slowly, her voice calm but filled with purpose. She smiled as the thought of all that Dan had coming to him crept into her thoughts. “But to tell you the truth, you’re completely fucked.” She issued an amused laugh.

Dan felt his face become hot, but he realized she was right.


Chapter 14

Kyle stepped through the front door, juggling a small grocery bag in one hand and his keys in the other. The apartment was tidy, as always, thanks to his efforts earlier in the day. But the calm atmosphere was deceptive.

Maria stood by the kitchen counter, wearing the soft silk robe she often wore on her leisure time. She was scrolling through her phone, and she glanced up as Kyle unloaded the items from his bag. Her sharp eyes immediately noticed the lack of a specific item she’d requested.

“Where’s my lotion?” she asked, her voice calm but carrying an unmistakable edge.

Kyle froze, his heart sinking. “Oh, I’m so sorry, Maria. I completely forgot.”

Maria set her phone down and crossed her arms, her lips pressing into a thin line. She didn’t need to say much for Kyle to feel the weight of her displeasure.

“You forgot,” she repeated, as if testing the words. She stepped closer, her gaze steady and unrelenting. “The lotion I asked you to get from the specialty shop, the one that closes early? The one I reminded you about twice this morning?”

Kyle nodded, his head lowering slightly. “Yes, Maria. I should have written it down. I—”

“You should have written it down,” she cut in, her tone as smooth as silk and twice as sharp. “Because clearly, relying on memory isn’t enough for you. Is it?”

“No,” he admitted softly.

Maria let out a sigh, leaning one hand on the counter as she studied him. There was a cool calculation in her gaze that always made Kyle feel small.

“I have certain expectations, Kyle,” she said softly. “You know that.”

Kyle nodded again, guilt weighing heavily on him. “I’ll go first thing tomorrow when they open.”

Maria raised an eyebrow. “Tomorrow doesn’t help me tonight, does it?”

She stepped closer, tilting her head as she studied him. He swallowed, waiting for her verdict.

“You know what to do, Kyle,” she said, her voice quiet, yet firm.

“Yes, Maria,” he said quietly, his heart pounding. He departed, removing his clothing as he went, and when he returned, he found Maria sitting in her chair in the living room. Her bare feet were placed in a wide stance, her left foot slightly forward. Kyle, now completely naked, offered her the long wooden paddle. Then he lowered himself onto his hands and knees, then lowered his upper body further until his lips were pressed against the top of her left foot. He kissed her foot reverently.

She gave a small, satisfied smile and caressed his butt cheek gently before raising the paddle.

“I don’t accept failure, Kyle,” she said. “Your correction is to remind you of your obligation to serve.”

Then she unleashed twenty formidable strokes of the paddle, each delivering an unmistakable message that his obedience was subject to her approval. And she did not approve of his forgetfulness. He would learn, and if that meant he’d endure a painful correction, then so be it. His crimson red ass would be his reminder to focus his attention on following orders without fail.

“Have you learned your lesson?” she asked on completion of the assigned strokes of the paddle.

“Yes, Maria,” he replied. He kissed her foot repeatedly, then added, “thank you for the correction, Maria.”

“You’re welcome,” she replied. “Now up on your knees.”

Kyle maneuvered into a kneeling position. Maria put the paddle to one side.

“It’s good for you, Kyle,” she said. “Accountability builds character, don’t you think?”

Kyle’s head dipped in a faint nod.

“Now just think about how it will go if after the election they institute public correction for boys,” she said. “Of course I would be there, watching, offering encouragement. Making sure you learn your lesson properly.”

Kyle shifted uncomfortably, his silence speaking volumes. Maria let out a delighted laugh. “Oh, Kyle, think of it this way. You’ll always know exactly what’s expected of you. No confusion, no guesswork. Just clear rules, clear consequences. Isn’t that so much simpler?”

Kyle nodded again, slower this time. Maria reached over and ruffled his hair playfully. “Good boy,” she said.

Kyle spoke, his voice cautious and tentative. “Public?” he asked, his gaze darting to Maria’s amused expression. “How public?”

Maria’s eyes sparkled with mischief. “Oh, golly,” she replied, her tone light and breezy, as though his question were the silliest thing in the world. “It’s such a minor detail, really, but if you insist, sure. I’ll explain it to you.”

Kyle shifted uncomfortably, bracing himself for her answer. Maria took her time, letting the suspense build. Finally, she sat up straight, folding her hands in her lap as though she were about to deliver a lesson.

“So,” she began with a gleam in her eye, “public means public, Kyle. Not a quiet chat in the corner. Not a quick note in private. No, nothing like that. It means being held accountable in front of, well, anyone who happens to be around. Maybe it’s a community gathering. Maybe it’s a formal correction session. Think of it as motivational. After all, knowing you’ll be seen by everyone makes you much less likely to make the same mistake twice, don’t you think?”

He swallowed hard. “And they just, um, watch?”

Maria gave a mock gasp, putting a hand to her chest. “Oh, Kyle, don’t be so dramatic! They don’t just watch—they learn. Yes, maybe giggle a bit too. But a little humiliation is good for you. It’s educational for everyone. And really, isn’t that a beautiful thing? A whole community supporting each other by ensuring standards are upheld? It’s inspiring.”

Kyle’s face flushed, but he didn’t dare argue. He tried to process her words, though his discomfort was written all over his face.

“Honestly, Kyle, I think you’re making this a bigger deal than it is,” she teased, “and think about how you’d look so cute standing there, doing your best to learn your lesson.”

Kyle’s eyes widened slightly, his body tensing. Maria let out a delighted laugh, reaching over to pat him on the head. “Relax, Kyle. You’ll be fine. But it is good for you to think about these things. Really absorb them. Change is coming, and it’s best to be prepared. Don’t you agree?”

Kyle gave a reluctant nod.

“Kyle,” she said warmly, “I know all of this probably feels overwhelming right now. It’s a lot to take in, and I don’t expect you to understand everything right away. But that’s why you have me. I’ll be here to make sure you know exactly what’s expected of you, to help you find your place and follow the rules. You don’t have to figure it all out on your own—I’ll take care of that for both of us.”

Kyle glanced up at her, his face softening slightly at her words. Before he could say anything, Maria pulled him into a hug, wrapping her arms around him with affectionate firmness. He relaxed against her, his body language speaking volumes about his need for her reassurance.

She pulled back just enough to look him in the eye, her smile turning playful once again. “But you know,” she said, her voice dipping into that teasing tone he knew all too well, “I can’t help thinking about all the little humiliating moments you’re going to face once the changes are in full swing. Honestly, Kyle, it’s going to be adorable.”

Kyle flushed, his ears turning red as she continued, clearly enjoying herself. “I mean, imagine it—you, having to pause and ask permission for the simplest things. Having to explain yourself if you step even a little out of line. Or the way you’ll probably trip over your words trying to apologize when you realize you’ve done something wrong. It’s going to be endless, really.”

She squeezed him affectionately, her voice softening again. “But don’t worry, Kyle. I’ll make sure you are kept in check.”

She slowly leaned back onto the chair and spread her legs farther apart. She unhurriedly untied her robe and allowed it to fall open. “Now, let’s see some gratitude for your correction, Kyle,” she said as she raised her feet onto his shoulders. Kyle’s expression showed exactly how grateful he was as he lowered his face in between her thighs and began to lick her pussy.

“Good boy,” Maria said, combing her fingers through his hair. “Just like that. Good boy.”


Chapter 15

A week had passed since Dan’s nervous yet curious conversation with Erica, and in that time, their relationship had deepened in ways he hadn’t fully anticipated. The chemistry that had first drawn him to her had only grown stronger. But as much as Dan had agreed to follow Erica’s authority, he still hadn’t faced the full weight of what she had described. He knew that sooner or later something was going to happen to make it real.

Erica had invited him to her apartment for what seemed like a quiet afternoon to relax, have lunch, and spend time together. But as the afternoon wore on, Dan couldn’t shake the feeling that something was different. She seemed like she was waiting for something, watching him closely as he relaxed on the couch.

Then, without warning, she stood up from her seat, her eyes never leaving his. There was a shift in her presence, a subtle change in the air around them. Dan felt it instantly—this was no longer a casual afternoon. Something was about to change.

“Dan,” Erica said, her voice calm but carrying an edge of authority that made him sit up straighter. “I need you to kneel. Now.”

Dan’s heart skipped a beat. It wasn’t that he hadn’t expected this moment to come eventually, but now that it was here, he felt a jolt of anxiety run through him. He hesitated for only a moment, then stood up and slowly lowered himself to his knees, unsure of exactly what she wanted, but eager to follow her command.

Erica’s expression showed satisfaction as she watched him. She didn’t speak for a moment, as though assessing the situation, taking in his obedience before she gave him further instructions.

“Place your hands behind your head,” she ordered, her voice unwavering. “And look down. Keep your eyes down until I tell you otherwise. You’re to remain in this position until I say otherwise. Do you understand?”

Dan felt the tension building inside him. His palms felt clammy as he placed them behind his head, just as she had instructed. He could feel the weight of her gaze on him, assessing him, judging him. There was no question in her tone—it was an order, and he would obey.

“Yes,” he murmured, his voice tight.

“Good,” Erica said, her approval clear in her voice. “Now, I need you to understand exactly what is expected of you. Your obedience is not optional, Dan. You will follow my orders without hesitation, without question. You will submit to my will, and you will accept the consequences if you disobey. Is that clear?”

Dan’s heart raced as he kept his eyes down, his hands positioned behind his head as she had ordered. His body felt stiff, but his mind was spinning.

“Yes,” he said again, this time more firmly, as if he were trying to convince himself as much as her.

Erica smiled, and for a moment, she seemed almost pleased with his compliance. She walked around him slowly, her steps deliberate, her presence filling the room. She spoke as she moved, her voice smooth and confident.

“Obedience means more than just following commands. It means giving up your will to me, trusting that I will correct you and discipline you when necessary. You don’t get to make decisions for yourself anymore, Dan. That’s not how this works. You’re mine to command. And if you step out of line—if you fail to follow my orders—there will be consequences. Do you understand?”

Dan nodded, his throat dry as he responded, “Yes, Erica. I understand.”

Erica stopped in front of him and crouched down slightly so that their faces were closer. She reached out and gently tilted his chin upward, forcing him to look up into her eyes for the first time since she’d given him the command to kneel. She had a quiet intensity that made his breath catch.

“You will learn to submit completely, Dan,” she said, her voice low and almost soothing in its calmness, but it was clear that this wasn’t a suggestion. It was a fact. “The first time you disobey, I’ll remind you of what happens. But you’ll learn quickly. You need discipline. You need to be kept in line. And I’ll be the one to do it.”

Dan’s pulse raced as he absorbed her words. There was a part of him that had been bracing for this moment—this undeniable assertion of power. He wasn’t sure if he was ready for it, but there was something thrilling about the idea of surrendering to her, of being controlled by her in this way.

A smile played at the corner of Erica’s lips, but it wasn’t just any smile. It was the smile of someone who knew she had him. The smile of someone who had just claimed complete control over him.

She crouched down, bringing herself to eye level with him, and her gaze softened ever so slightly, though it still held that undeniable authority. “From now on,” she continued, her tone unwavering, “I expect you to address me with the respect that my position demands. When you speak to me, you will call me Miss Erica. And you will do it without fail. Do you understand?”

Dan’s heart skipped a beat. The weight of her words settled on him, and he realized that this wasn’t just a formality—it was a way to reinforce the power dynamic between them. It was a way for him to acknowledge, without question, that he was under her complete control. A shiver ran through him, partly out of nervousness.

“Yes, Miss Erica,” he replied, his voice soft but clear. He had never addressed her this way before, but the words felt natural in his mouth.

Erica smiled slightly, pleased with his response, but she wasn’t done yet. “Good,” she said, standing up straight again. “I want you to understand that this isn’t just a title, Dan. It’s a reminder. A reminder that you are beneath me. Every time you say it, you’ll be reminded of where you stand. Or kneel, rather. And that is exactly where I want you.”

Dan felt a rush of emotion—nervousness, excitement, a bit of fear—but also an undeniable pull to prove himself worthy of her expectations. He had agreed to submit, and now, this small act of respect—using her title—felt like an essential part of that submission.

“Yes, Miss Erica,” he said.

Erica nodded, the approval in her eyes clear, though she wasn’t about to let him off the hook just yet. “Good. Now, take off your clothes, Dan. I want you to show me obedience, and I want you to feel what it means to be completely under my control.”

Without saying another word, Dan began to undress, his hands moving quickly but obediently as he removed his clothes. He could feel Erica’s gaze on him, watching him intently, and the thought of her eyes on his body made him feel vulnerable in a way that he had never felt before. But he pushed the discomfort aside, knowing that this was what she wanted. This was his place now—beneath her, at her command.

Erica had seen photos, but she had still looked forward to seeing Dan completely naked while he was kneeling before her. She thought he was nicely formed overall, with a tight, athletic body, and a long, thick cock.

Dan’s heart raced as he knelt in place before her. The fact that he was completely exposed—not just physically, but emotionally and mentally as well, left no question now about where he stood in their relationship. He was here to serve her, to obey her, and to fulfill whatever desires she might wish to have fulfilled

Erica took a moment to examine his position.

“Yes, you look good like this, Dan,” she said, her voice calm but carrying an undeniable edge of satisfaction. “This is exactly how I want to see you. A constant reminder that you are mine to command. You kneel naked because you have no other role but to serve me. Do you understand?”

Dan nodded, his throat tight as he answered, “Yes, Miss Erica. I understand.”

“Good,” she said again, her tone softening just slightly, though there was still an unmistakable edge of authority. “Now, let’s have some fun,” Erica said, her eyes gleaming with a mixture of satisfaction and anticipation. “Let me see you crawl on your hands and knees.”

Dan’s breath hitched. He could feel his pulse quicken as he tried to steady himself. The command was simple enough, yet the vulnerability it required, the submission it demanded, made it feel so much more significant.

He paused for only a fraction of a second—enough time for doubt to creep in—but he quickly pushed it away. Erica had given him a command, and he had agreed to obey. There was no turning back.

Slowly, carefully, Dan lowered his body, placing his hands on the floor. Crawling on all fours, he moved toward her, his eyes focused on the floor in front of him, his posture deliberately low and submissive. Every movement felt deliberate, calculated, as if he were part of a ritual he had only just begun to understand.

Erica watched him with a look of approval, her eyes scanning him as he crawled across the room toward her. There was no hesitation. He had surrendered completely to her authority.

As he reached her, he stopped, his forehead almost touching the floor in a sign of total submission. He didn’t need to look up to know that Erica was standing above him, assessing his obedience, determining whether he had met her expectations.

“Well done, Dan,” she said, her voice soft but edged with that unmistakable authority. “You’ve done just as I asked. But remember, this is only the beginning. Obedience isn’t something I take lightly.”

Dan stayed still, not daring to lift his eyes, his heart hammering in his chest. Erica’s approval felt like a small victory, but he knew it was just one of many steps in what she expected from him.

Then he felt Erica’s bare foot on the back of his head, pushing his face to the floor.

“That’s right,” she said. “Stay like that. Now arch your back, sticking your hips and butt up in the air.”

Dan did as she commanded, feeling the heat of his humiliating submission rise with every second. Every muscle in his body strained as he assumed the position, waiting for her next instruction, fully aware of the control she held over him.

Erica nodded, pleased with his compliance. “Good. Now stay in position. I want to see how long you can hold this. I’ll be observing, and if you falter, if you hesitate, there will be consequences. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Erica,” Dan responded, his voice steady despite the tension in his body.

She walked out of the room, seemingly with a specific purpose. After a few moments, Erica returned and placed her hand on Dan’s butt cheeks, spreading them apart and pressing the tip of a well-lubricated dildo against his asshole.

Erica smiled as she noticed his reaction, her the gleam in her eyes expressing something darker, something possessive. “I thought you might like a little reminder of your place, Dan,” she said softly. “I want to see your submission and feel your surrender.”

“Y-yes, Miss Erica,” he managed to say, his voice slightly shaky, but obedient.

Erica’s smile grew as she continued sliding the long, thick dildo into his ass, penetration him without pausing until he’d taken every inch, and the flared base of the dildo was resting against the rim of his asshole. He was breathing a bit harder now as his body adjusted to the feeling of deep anal penetration.

Erica stood in front of Dan, watching him carefully, the weight of her gaze making him feel both exposed and completely under her control. She allowed the silence to stretch on for a few moments, her eyes scanning him, appraising his position. She knew he was eager to please, eager to prove himself worthy of her authority, but she also understood that true obedience wasn’t just about following orders—it was about learning to embrace the role he had agreed to take on.

Erica absent-mindedly licked the corner of her mouth, feeling the heat of her desire rising, not only a desire for her own pleasure, but a desire to watch Dan obey and serve. She raised the hem of her dress slowly, twisting slowly in a serpentine dance as she lowered herself to the floor, positioning her body within inches of Dan’s face. She wasn’t wearing panties, as she rarely did, and she slid her bare legs to either side of Dan’s body. She took him by the back of his head as she leaned back onto the floor and put his face between her legs.

“Now worship my pussy,” she said in a voice that was coolly authoritative, yet it also betrayed lustful anticipation.

Dan was overwhelmed with desire for her as her scent enveloped him and his tongue slipped upward along her wet slit, tasting her dripping wet labia.

“Yes, just like that,” she said. “Slowly.”

As it was his first attempt, it took Dan upwards of an hour to make her come hard enough that she was satisfied. He had intuited that her first orgasm wasn’t going to be sufficient, so he slowly worked toward giving her a second orgasm. She either held him by the back of his head, or a fistful of hair. Or clamped his head between her thighs. Finally, on her third orgasm, her hips bucking against his face let him know that he’d managed to satisfy her for the time being.

“Now, Dan, I want you to show me that you understand the privilege of serving me,” she said as she slid her dress back down over her hips. “I want you to get up on your knees before me and express your appreciation for the opportunity to serve. And more than that, I want you to beg me to allow you to do it again.”

Without a word, Dan lifted his upper body, mindful of the enormous dildo in his ass, until he was kneeling in front of her with his head bowed. His posture displayed his complete submission, as he looked at the floor between them.

“Miss Erica,” he said, his voice steady but tinged with an edge of vulnerability. “Thank you for allowing me the privilege of serving you. I know that it is not something I am entitled to, but something I must earn. I am grateful for every task you give me, and I will do it without hesitation, just as I have done with this floor. I beg you to allow me to serve you again. Please, let me prove my worth to you. I want to be worthy of your commands. I need to be worthy of your service.”

Erica stood silently in front of him, her gaze sharp, taking in every word, every movement. She watched him, her expression unreadable for a moment, before she finally spoke, her voice smooth and confident.

“Very well,” Erica said, her voice carrying the authority of a decision made. “I’ll allow you to serve me again, Dan. But know this—it will never be a given. You will always have to prove your worth, your obedience. If you falter, if you disappoint me in any way, you will lose the privilege. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Erica,” Dan said immediately, his voice filled with reverence and sincerity. “I understand. I will do everything in my power to serve you and prove myself worthy.”

Erica gave him a small, approving smile, her eyes softening just slightly. “Good. Keep that commitment in mind, Dan. And remember, you exist to serve me. That’s the only thing that matters.”


Chapter 16

Erica met up with Wendy at the little bistro where they often met for lunch, And Wendy noticed that a small, knowing smile played on her lips. She seemed almost gleeful, a spark in her eyes that spoke volumes.

“So,” Wendy began, a playful tone in her voice, “how is it going with Dan?”

Erica smiled, taking a moment to savor the anticipation. She could tell that Wendy was genuinely interested in hearing every detail.

“It went really well,” Erica said, her voice laced with satisfaction. “He performed exactly as I expected. I had him demonstrate his capacity for worship.”

Wendy smiled approvingly. She had come to understand Erica’s methods and the level of control she demanded, and she couldn’t help but be impressed that Dan was turning into the obedient servant she desired.

“And how well did he do?” Wendy asked, her voice low with interest.

“Brilliant,” Erica replied. “Just pure obedience. Afterward, I allowed him to express his gratitude for the privilege of serving me. And I let him beg to be allowed to do it again. He was so on point, I mean, I could really feel it.”

Wendy was impressed with how thoroughly Erica was asserting her control. “I thought there might be some potential there, I’m so happy he’s worked out well for you.”

Erica’s eyes sparkled as she took a sip of her drink. “And the best part is that he knows exactly what’s at stake now. I made it clear that the privilege of serving me is something he’ll have to earn over and over again.”

“Turning him into the ideal servant, aren’t you?” Wendy asked.

Erica smiled, feeling a sense of pride in her control over Dan. “That’s the goal. I want him to understand his place—how deeply he can be of service, how much he can learn to surrender. And I have to say, Wendy, it’s been satisfying watching him learn to submit.”

“Honestly, I don’t think he’ll be able to resist you now,” Wendy said.

Erica chuckled, a wicked glint in her eye. “Oh, I know. I can already tell he’s hooked. Once they’ve tasted obedience, they never want to go back.”

Wendy laughed, nodding her head in agreement.

* * *

That evening, Wendy relaxed in the bathtub. Mark had lit candles and poured her a glass of wine, and Wendy was fully immersed in her weekly ritual. Warm water lapped gently against the sides of the claw-foot bathtub as Wendy sighed contentedly, her head resting comfortably while Mark knelt behind her, attentively washing her hair. His strong hands worked skillfully, massaging her scalp in a way that inspired a deep, meditative relaxation.

“I’ve been thinking,” Wendy began, her voice warm and casual, “that we should host an election night party here. Just a small gathering—Erica and Maria, and Erica’s new boy, Dan, as well as Maria’s boy Kyle. It’ll be fun to have everyone together to watch the results come in.”

Mark listened attentively. The way his movements paused slightly, then resumed, was a subtle acknowledgment of her words.

She smiled to herself, imagining the evening. “It’s going to be such a pivotal night. I have a feeling the results will be exactly what we’ve been hoping for. But either way, it’ll be good to celebrate—or commiserate—with like-minded friends.”

As Mark rinsed the suds from her hair, his touch gentle and precise, Wendy continued musing aloud. “Erica will probably have a lot to say about the WGP’s platform, and you know Maria won’t be able to resist teasing Kyle about what’s coming. It’s all in good fun, of course,” she added with a small laugh. “But I do wonder how Dan will handle it. He’s still adjusting, I think, though Erica has a way of making things crystal clear.”

Mark began combing his fingers through her wet hair, untangling it with care. Wendy tilted her head slightly, enjoying the sensation. “You’ve done so well, Mark,” she said, her tone softer now, almost thoughtful. “Not just tonight, but in everything. I’m proud of how you’ve embraced your role. It makes me all the more confident that these changes will be for the best—for all of us.”

Wendy let out a soft laugh as Mark finished rinsing the last of the suds from her hair. “You know,” she began, a playful tone creeping into her voice, “I was just thinking about how amusing it will be to see Erica, Maria, and me together on election night, with you boys all sitting there, trying to guess how things will turn out. I can already picture it,” she said, her smile widening. “Maria will have that sharp gleam in her eye, and Erica will be relentless. Kyle will do his best to obey. And Dan? Oh, Erica won’t let him off the hook. And you, my dear Mark,” she added, her voice lilting with mock seriousness, “you’ll be sitting there quietly, just as you should, won’t you?”

Wendy leaned back in the tub as she stretched her legs and reached for her wine glass.

“Now give me a nice massage, just my neck and shoulders,” she said. Mark began to massage her as she mused aloud, “As you know, I’ve been thinking about the upcoming election, about the World Gynarchy party’s platform and what it means to embrace their vision. It’s funny to think that at first, I thought they were too radical. Too much. But now the structure, clarity, and authority—they’re not just ideals; they’re necessities. I used to think the idea of public correction was too harsh. That mandatory obedience collars and stricter societal roles would create too much division. But now, I see it differently. Look at you,” she said with a faint smile, her voice warm. “You’ve adapted so well to this dynamic, and it’s only reinforced my belief that this is the right path. If others could embrace their roles as willingly as you have, society would be so much better off. I’ve also been thinking about what marriage would look like if, I mean when, World Gynarchy wins this election. It wouldn’t be like a traditional marriage. It would be something, well, better.”

Mark continued with the massage, his deference speaking volumes without the need for words. Wendy’s voice became more animated as she shared her thoughts. “Marriage under the WGP would be more of a contract of ownership than a partnership. They propose that it formalizes the structure we already have. No ambiguity. No questioning. Think about it. With ownership as the framework, there would be no confusion about roles or expectations. It removes the stress of decision-making from you entirely. You’d never have to worry about the complexities of navigating life or making choices. And for me, it would mean having complete confidence, knowing that your loyalty, your respect, your obedience—everything—is formalized. It would make things simpler, smoother. Don’t you agree?”

“Wendy,” he began cautiously, his voice soft, “I’ve also been thinking about some of the proposed changes. Some of them seem pretty extreme. I just—”

“Why are you worrying about this?” she asked, her voice low but firm. “You don’t need to concern yourself with the election. That’s my job, not yours.”

Mark hesitated, already regretting bringing it up. “I know,” he said quickly, “but it’s hard not to think about how different things might be for me—”

“For you?” Wendy snapped, her voice rising. “Mark, do you even hear yourself? It’s not for you to decide what’s best. It’s for me to decide. Your place in this is simple: trust me and accept what I decide.”

Mark’s eyes widened slightly at the anger in her tone. He opened his mouth to respond, but Wendy wasn’t finished.

“You’re so worried about ‘extreme’ changes? Do you honestly think I’d do anything that wasn’t in your best interest?” she demanded. “You’re forgetting your place, Mark. Your role is not to question me or to stress over things that are beyond you. Your role is to follow my lead. That’s it. Do you understand me?”

Her words landed heavily, and Mark felt his face burn with shame. “I—I do,” he stammered, lowering his eyes.

“Good,” Wendy said sharply. “Because I don’t want to have this conversation again. You don’t need to think about these things. That’s my responsibility.”

Mark nodded silently, his throat tightening. Wendy’s disappointment cut deeper than he wanted to admit, and her anger stung. He felt small, as though he’d failed her by even bringing up his concerns. He was relieved to hear her return to her playful, mischievous voice.

“I’ve been toying with an idea,” she said, “I think you boys should spend the evening serving us. Properly. My friend Maria, she has this little apron that Kyle wears for her, and I think that would look so cute. I think you boys should all be dressed in little aprons while you serve us. It’s festive, isn’t it? Very appropriate for such an important night. But here’s the thing,” she continued, her tone becoming conspiratorial. “What if we added a little extra incentive for the evening? Just to make it more entertaining.”

She reached for her wine glass, taking a slow sip as the idea took shape. “What if we decided there would be consequences for you boys based on the results of the election? Something to remind you of how important this night is for all of us.” Her eyes sparkled with amusement as she elaborated, “If the WGP wins, well, I think it would only be right to have a little celebration, don’t you? What if we have you boys drop the aprons? How’s that for symbolism? Naked submission in honor of our victory.”

She had a mischievous smile as she glanced at Mark, fully expecting his steady silence. She let the question linger in the air, only to laugh softly a moment later. “I think it’ll be quite amusing to see how you all react.”

She laughed again, setting her glass down and stretching luxuriously in the tub. “Oh, this is going to be such a fun evening. You boys, perfectly presented, catering to our every whim, as you should.” She leaned back with a contented sigh, finishing her thought with a wicked gleam in her eye. “After all, what’s a celebration without the spectacle of bare-naked submissive boys?”


Chapter 17

Wendy and Maria strolled through the brightly lit aisles of Aether Home Goods, past shelves and racks filled with linens, cookware, and utensils.

“These are nice,” Maria said, stopping in front of a display of aprons in various colors and patterns. She ran her fingers over a soft fabric, admiring the craftsmanship. “But they’re a bit generous, don’t you think?”

Wendy laughed. “I was thinking the same. I want something more fitted. You know what I mean,” she said with a mischievous grin. “Something that serves its purpose but reminds them of their place. Why settle for anything less?”

Maria stopped at a rack draped with delicate aprons, her fingers brushing over soft cotton and intricate lace. “This is more like it,” she said with a grin, holding up a sheer white French maid’s apron with lacy trim.

Wendy tilted her head, examining it. “It’s perfect—light, delicate, diminutive,” she said, her tone laced with amusement. “But does it send the message?”

Maria raised an eyebrow, then broke into a broad smile. “Oh, it sends the message loud and clear. Sheer enough to keep the boys completely immodest, lace to add that touch of elegance. It’s perfect for when we want them to be useful and decorative.”

Wendy reached for another, a tiny apron with an embroidered bow at the center and barely-there coverage. She held it up and smirked. “This one leaves little to the imagination.”

“Oh, I can imagine,” Wendy replied, her eyes sparkling. “But the best part will be seeing them wear them. Watching them try so hard to please us, knowing exactly what these aprons mean.”

Maria chuckled as the clerk carefully folded the delicate aprons into tissue paper and placed them in a small shopping bag. On their way out, Wendy paused to glance at Maria.

“You know,” Wendy said, a playful smirk on her lips, “these aprons aren’t just about practicality. They’re a symbol.”

Maria nodded. “A symbol of service. And obedience.”

The two women laughed, stepping out into the sun, their shopping bags swinging lightly at their sides. As they strolled down the street, their shopping bags swinging lightly, Wendy stopped abruptly in front of a boutique. Her eyes landed on a rack of skirts displayed in the window, and an idea lit up her face.

“Hey,” she said, turning to Maria with a sly smile, “the apron is perfect for service, but I think I might want something more refined for when we’re just relaxing. How about helping me pick out a tiny skirt for Mark?”

Maria raised an eyebrow. “A skirt?”

Wendy shrugged. “I just think it’d be, you know, fitting. Something cute, light, and maybe a bit too small for him.”

Maria smirked. “Alright, you’ve got my attention. Let’s see if we can find something that’s just scandalous enough.”

They stepped inside the boutique, and Wendy’s focus was immediately drawn to the smallest, most daring pieces in the room.

“Look at this,” Maria said, pulling out a skirt that could barely be called such. It was made of a soft, gauzy fabric that shimmered faintly under the light and was so sheer it left very little to the imagination. “Practical? No. Eye-catching? Absolutely.”

Maria held up a sheer, lace-trimmed skirt and twirled it in her hands. “This is so tiny, Wendy. Do you think Mark will even realize it’s clothing?”

Wendy laughed. “Oh, he’ll realize it—especially when he notices how much it doesn’t cover.” She took it from her hands, holding it up to the light. The fabric was almost translucent, and the hemline was barely enough to cover anything at all. She let out a low chuckle. “Oh, this is perfect. Just enough to make a statement.”

At the counter, as the clerk carefully folded the three little skirts Wendy had chosen into tissue paper, Wendy said to Maria, “Do you think he will he be too cute in his skirt?”

Maria smirks. “If he’s too cute, you’ll just have to find one that’s even smaller. But as it is, the smallest is practically invisible.”

“Good,” Wendy said with a grin. “He doesn’t need to be too comfortable. A little embarrassment will only make it more fun for me.”

The two women shared a knowing laugh as they left the boutique, the three tiny skirts Wendy had selected now nestled in one of Wendy’s shopping bags. Wendy could already imagine Mark’s face when he saw it—his initial surprise, the soft blush creeping up his cheeks, and, ultimately, the way he’d wear it without hesitation.

* * *

Wendy sat at the kitchen counter, the morning sunlight slanting across the polished surface. Mark was silently preparing breakfast in the corner, his movements efficient, as always. But Wendy’s focus was elsewhere, her phone screen glowing as she read the latest developments on Jack Brayden, the gender equality advocate. She scrolled through the article, her irritation growing with each word.

The headline read, “Activist Jack Brayden Joins National Protest Against Gynarchy: Refuses to Back Down from Radical Views.”

Wendy scoffed loudly, drawing Mark’s attention.

“Look at this, Mark,” she said, holding up her phone so he could see. “Can you believe this guy? Still pushing his bullshit. World Gynarchy isn’t just a political movement anymore. It’s a reality, and he just can’t see it. Look at him. What an asshole. Still so sure of himself, like his little protest is going to change anything. It’s honestly pathetic.” Her voice dripped with disdain. “These boys can’t see that the world is shifting, and it’s not going to stop for them.”

Mark placed her cup of coffee in front of her.

“Honestly, Mark,” Wendy continued, her voice low and almost playful now, “I think he’s really asking for it. Does he not realize that the more he resists, the more it’s just going to make it worse for him? It’s only a matter of time before they make an example of him.”

She smiled as she thought about her conviction that World Gynarchy was about to win the election, and Jack’s vocal opposition was only going to make his inevitable fall more poetic.

“He’s digging his own grave, don’t you think?” she said, glancing over at Mark with a playful glint in her eye. “The more he pushes, the harder it’s going to be for him when the new laws are enforced.”

Wendy’s thoughts were already racing ahead, imagining what would happen when Jack, a boy so sure of his own ideals, was forced to submit to the very system he had spent so much time fighting. She thought of the reeducation centers, the mandatory corrections that would follow his defiance, and she couldn’t help but feel a sense of glee. He would be made an example of, just like the others who refused to fall in line.

“The pathetic part of it is he has a choice in all this,” Wendy continued with a low chuckle. “As if he can just stand there and scream about ‘equality’ and not face the consequences. The new order won’t tolerate boys like him anymore, and he’s only going to make it harder on himself the longer he resists.”

She stood up and walked over to where Mark was finishing breakfast, placing her hands low on his hips, against the fabric of his tiny shorts. She placed her chin on his upper back. Her gaze softened just a bit, a quiet contrast to the fiery words she’d just spoken. She squeezed his butt with both hands.

“You’ve always known your place, Mark,” she said, her voice tender. “You’ve been so much easier to deal with. Maybe that’s why I don’t have to worry about you. But Jack? Well, he’s going to learn the hard way, just like the rest of them.”

The world was changing, and boys like Jack were going to be left behind. She would watch his downfall with satisfaction—because in the end, the women who were stepping into their rightful places would always prevail.

* * *

After breakfast, Wendy called out from the bedroom, her voice tinged with amusement, “Mark, come here, I have a little surprise for you.”

Wendy had laid out the three skirts she had chosen on the bed. Each were tinier and more revealing than the last. The first was extremely short but modest by comparison—a sleek, pleated piece in navy blue. The second, a daring lace-trimmed skirt, was sheer enough to reveal the outlines of anything beneath it. But the third was barely more than a wisp of fabric: a scandalously short skirt made of gossamer-thin material, its lacy edges designed to tease. Mark entered the bedroom, as Wendy stepped back from the bed, and gestured to the three garments, a playful smirk on her lips.

“What do you think, Mark?” she asked. “Which one suits you best?”

Mark’s hesitated, his eyes darting between the options. He knew Wendy well enough to understand this wasn’t just a question of style—it was a test. Her gaze was steady, confident, and expectant, and he felt the weight of her authority settle over him.

“The third one,” he said finally, his voice quiet but firm. He pointed to the sheer, lacy skirt, the most revealing of them all.

Wendy’s smirk deepened into a full smile. “Good choice,” she said, picking up the skirt and holding it up to appraise it. “I had a feeling you’d say that. “

She stepped closer, draping the delicate fabric over his hands. “Now,” she said softly, her tone dropping to something almost intimate, “I want to hear why you picked this one.”

“Because it’s the one you’d want me to wear,” he admitted. “It’s more about what makes you happy than what I’d prefer.”

“Exactly, Wendy said, “and I appreciate that. Try it on for me. I want to see how it looks.”

Mark nodded and began to take off the shorts he was wearing. Wendy sat on the edge of the bed, waiting in anticipation. When he had donned the sheer skirt, his face a mixture of embarrassment and quiet pride, Wendy clapped her hands lightly. She noticed that the see-through skirt was so short that the head of his penis was clearly visible below the hem. “Oh, Mark, those fit you perfectly. You look adorable. Absolutely perfect.”

Mark glowed with a feeling of pride at Wendy’s approval.

“Let me see you kneel,” she said.

Wendy sat on the edge of the bed, observing Mark as he knelt obediently before her.

“Think about it,” Wendy mused, “if all the boys in society were wearing something like this, it would be a reminder of how far things have shifted. It would become just another part of the system. No longer would boys be seen as equals. They’d understand their place.” She leaned forward, meeting Mark’s gaze. “I think it’s kind of cute, you know. It’s a little reminder of your status in this house. But remember, Mark,” she said, her voice turning more serious, “your obedience is the most important thing in all of this. Whether you’re in a skirt like this, or something even more revealing, what matters is how well you follow my lead. That’s the real shift in power we’re talking about.”

Mark nodded, a quiet hum of agreement escaping him. “I understand, Wendy. I’ll follow your lead, no matter what. I know my place.”

Wendy smiled, pleased with his response. “Good. Because no matter what happens with the election, it’s your obedience and devotion to me that matters. “

Wendy reached down and her fingers lightly traced the hem of Mark’s short skirt as she pondered the future. It wasn’t just the skirt that made him look so adorably submissive, it was also the way he knelt, his posture a little more rigid, the small hint of vulnerability in his eyes. But there was something more she could do to solidify his place, to make sure that his obedience would be unmistakable.

She sat up straighter, a thought forming clearly in her mind. “Mark,” she said, her voice a bit more thoughtful than before. “What if the skirt wasn’t the only thing you wore? What if we paired it with something else? Something that would show, even more clearly, that you belong in a position of submission?”

Mark raised an eyebrow, still a little unsure, but eager to please. “What do you mean, Wendy?” he asked, his voice soft but curious.

“Imagine this,” Wendy began. “A tiny skirt like that one, barely covering anything, and a restrictive collar. Nothing else. Just the skirt and the collar. That’s all you would wear.” She paused for a moment, letting the idea settle. “It would symbolize your total submission, your complete obedience to me. “

“Of course,” he replied. “It would be a constant reminder that I belong to you. That I am yours.”

Wendy nodded slowly. “Exactly. The collar would be the final touch. It would make the statement clear to anyone who saw you, to anyone who might question your place, that you’re not just following orders—you’re owned. Completely. There will be no mistaking who’s in charge. When you wear nothing but that skirt and the collar, you’re not just following orders, you’re embodying your submission. And that, Mark, is exactly what I want.”

Later, as Mark stood before the sink washing the dishes form breakfast, he heard Wendy enter the kitchen behind him. Before he could turn to her, he felt her arms wrap around his waist, her chin coming to rest lightly on his shoulder.

“Look at you,” Wendy said softly, her voice warm with affection. “Doing the dishes like such a good boy, and in your new skirt, no less.”

Mark turned his head slightly, catching her gaze out of the corner of his eye. “Of course, Miss Wendy. As long as you’re happy, that’s all that matters.”

Wendy beamed, her arms tightening around him in a quick squeeze before stepping back. “Alright, then,” she said, her tone shifting to one of playful authority. “Finish up those dishes, and then I’ll find another way for you to keep making me happy.”

Mark laughed, shaking his head as he turned back to the sink. “Yes, Miss Wendy,” he said with a good-natured smile, his heart warmed by her appreciation.


Chapter 18

The invitation-only policy discussion was held at an exclusive estate on the outskirts of the city in the neighborhood of Briar Haven. It was a grand mansion surrounded by immaculately kept gardens and guarded by a subtle but unmistakable security presence. Wendy and Mark arrived just as the sun dipped below the horizon, casting a warm orange glow over the scene. Wendy, dressed in an elegant burgundy dress, carried herself with an air of confidence. Mark followed her closely, naked from the waist up and wearing tight black trousers.

A uniformed attendant greeted them at the door and checked their names against a guest list. After a brief exchange, the attendant gestured them inside, where a woman in a sharp uniform led them to a luxurious sitting room filled with about twenty other guests. The women mingled easily, their conversations confident and purposeful, while their male companions stood silently nearby, some holding drinks or carrying items for their partners.

At the far end of the room, Dr. Christine Taylor stood by a grand fireplace, her presence commanding the attention of everyone in the room. She was dressed in a sleek black suit, her posture erect and powerful. Wendy guided Mark toward a pair of empty seats near the front of the room, ensuring they were in clear view of Christine.

After a few minutes of mingling, Christine raised a hand, and the room fell silent. She stepped forward, her piercing gaze sweeping over the crowd.

“Welcome,” she began, her voice smooth but firm. “Each of you has been invited here because you understand that the time for half-measures has passed. The WGP is not just a political movement—it is a mission to reshape society into something stronger, more stable, and more just. Tonight, I will outline the policies we plan to enact when we come to power.”

Mark shifted slightly in his seat, feeling the weight of the room’s intensity. Wendy, on the other hand, leaned forward, her attention fully focused on Christine.

“First,” Christine continued, “we will implement mandatory behavioral collars for all boys, beginning in high school. These devices will monitor compliance and track movement. This will instill discipline from a young age and eliminate the ambiguity that leads to resistance.”

Murmurs of approval rippled through the women in the room, while the boys remained motionless. Wendy smiled as she envisioned it.

“Second,” Christine said, her tone sharpening, “we will standardize protocols for addressing women. Boys will be trained to use honorifics at all times. Mistress, Miss, or specific titles as appropriate. Any lapse will result in immediate correction.”

Wendy turned to Mark briefly, her gaze warm but expectant. Mark offered a small nod, his expression composed, though he felt a knot tightening in his stomach.

“Third,” Christine said, her voice growing even firmer, “disobedience of any kind will not be tolerated. Minor infractions will result in public punishment, ensuring transparency and deterrence. Major infractions, or repeat offenses, will lead to reconditioning programs designed to retrain the offender.”

Wendy leaned toward Mark, whispering, “This is exactly what I was hoping to hear.”

Christine continued to outline other measures, including stricter controls on male employment opportunities to align with societal needs, standardized attire to emphasize humility, and a streamlined system for women to dissolve marriages if they deemed their partners unsatisfactory. Wendy listened intently, occasionally glancing at Mark, whose demeanor remained obedient despite the growing weight of the proposed policies.

On Dr. Taylor’s cue, the lights dimmed and a large screen behind her came to life with an image of the World Gynarchy party’s logo.

“I want to show you something,” Christine said, her voice firm and commanding. “This is the image of what we are building: an unflinching order, where no disobedience is tolerated, and no weakness is allowed.”

The image that appeared on it was stark and powerful, a visual representation of the absolute control Christine spoke of. It showed a completely naked male kneeling on a polished marble floor. His body was lithe, but the hardness in his posture conveyed his role as something more than just a submissive male—he was an object, a tool for service.

The camera zoomed in on his collar, a thick strap of leather that encircled his neck. Attached to the back of the collar were heavy cuffs that restrained his wrists. The cuffs were linked by a short chain that forced his arms to remain at an uncomfortable angle behind him, his body tense and controlled. The connection between his collar and cuffs left no room for movement, forcing him to hold himself in position.

His head was bowed, his gaze fixed to the floor in submission, and his entire form exuded quiet obedience, as if every part of him was in agreement with his place in the world. He was an object of possession—completely owned and utterly subjugated.

The camera pulled back to reveal Dr. Taylor standing beside him. “This,” Christine explained in a voice that was relaxed yet filled with unrelenting authority, “is my property. He exists to serve, to obey, and to never forget his place. His bondage is more than just symbolic—it is a constant reminder of the role that all boys must accept. He is bound to me in every sense. His body, his mind, his will—all of it belongs to me.”

“This is what true submission looks like,” she continued. “It is not passive or willing—it is enforced. The collar and cuffs ensure that he never forgets the rules. If he strays, if he dares to challenge his place, the consequences will be swift and undeniable. There is no second chance. Disobedience is met with immediate correction, and there are no excuses.”

As she spoke, the camera panned to show the boy again, his posture rigid, his chest rising and falling slowly. His cock less than fully erect, but more than completely flaccid. At Christine’s command, he lowered his body even further, as if he had no choice but to obey her will. The angle of the video made it clear that the restraints prevented him from making any motion other than the one she dictated. His eyes remained on the floor, a sign of complete submission, his entire existence bound to her control.

“I can command him to kneel, to stay, to serve—and he will obey without question,” Christine explained, her eyes glittering with unspoken power. “This is not a matter of choice. This is the reality of what we will establish for every boy. They will wear these collars, and they will be reminded of their submission at all times. And those who dare to defy that submission will experience consequences beyond their comprehension.”

As the video ended and the lights returned to normal, the tension in the room was palpable. The women whispered excitedly to each other, while the boys remained silent, their places clear. Christine’s plan was now laid out for all to see—and there would be no turning back.

Christine turned toward the group, her gaze sweeping over the women, each of them hanging on her every word, while the boys remained still, their presence acknowledged only by the slight shift in the room’s atmosphere. “This is what we will enforce. No leniency, no mercy. The boys will serve us, and they will do so with the understanding that any act of disobedience will result in punishment. There will be no room for error. This is the only way to guarantee that our society remains strong and unyielding. There will be no more excuses, no more failures.”

Wendy, seated near the front, couldn’t hide the eager glint in her eyes as she turned to Mark, her voice a whisper filled with admiration. “This is what I’ve been waiting for, Mark. This is what we need—absolute control. I want to be able to enforce this with you.”

Mark’s chest tightened at her words, the image of the boy in the collar lingering in his mind. He kept his head lowered, though his pulse raced with a mix of apprehension and something deeper that he couldn’t quite name. He had never imagined this level of control, of restriction—yet, he knew he had no choice but to follow Wendy’s lead.

As Christine concluded her presentation, she opened the floor to questions. Wendy raised her hand confidently, and Christine gestured for her to speak.

“I fully support these measures,” Wendy said, her voice strong. “But I’m curious—how do you plan to ensure compliance during the transition period? There will undoubtedly be resistance.”

Christine smiled approvingly. “An excellent question. The transition period will be carefully managed through targeted reeducation for boys. Resistance will be met with immediate correction. Boys who demonstrate persistent defiance will be placed in reconditioning centers and disciplined through punishment until their behavior aligns with our standards. Ultimately, resistance will erode as the new order becomes normalized.”

Wendy nodded, clearly impressed. “Thank you, Dr. Taylor. I look forward to supporting this vision.”

As the discussion wrapped up and the guests began to mingle again, Christine approached Wendy and Mark directly. “It’s Wendy, correct? You asked an excellent question,” she said, her tone warm but commanding. “I can see you’re ready to be part of this movement.”

“Oh, thank you, Dr. Taylor,” Wendy said, her confidence shining. “This is the future we need.”

Christine’s smile was small but knowing. “I’m glad to hear that,” she said. “We are building a new world, Wendy. And you’re already a part of it.”

With that, Christine moved on to speak with another guest, leaving Wendy and Mark standing together. As the evening continued, Mark stayed at Wendy’s side, quietly supporting her while the weight of the new vision settled heavily in his mind.


Chapter 19

The evening air was filled with excitement, anticipation hanging thick in the room as the small party gathered. The election results would be coming in over the course of the evening, and everyone in the room knew what that meant. The Gynarchy party’s radical policies were set to become a reality, and the women were ready to celebrate.

Wendy’s house had an elegant, yet cozy appearance in the soft glow of twilight, a testament to her meticulous eye for detail. Mark had been working all afternoon, setting up platters of hors d’oeuvres, arranging the bar cart, and double-checking that everything was perfect for their guests.

When the doorbell chimed. Wendy adjusted the drape of her figure-hugging red dress and went to greet her friends.

“Hey!” she exclaimed with a bright smile, opening the door to Erica and Dan. Erica, radiant in a backless metallic gold dress, strode forward into the house, followed by Dan, who was noticeably quieter, his gaze shifting between the foyer’s tasteful decor and Erica.

“Wendy, darling,” Erica said, kissing Wendy on the cheek.

“Goddess Erica!” Wendy replied, her eyes briefly flicking to Dan. “Welcome, Dan. You’re in for a fun evening.”

Before Dan could respond, the doorbell rang again, and Wendy ushered Maria and Kyle inside. Maria’s sunny smile and bright yellow dress lit up the room. Kyle, tall and broad-shouldered, maintained a quiet deference at her side.

After greetings were exchanged and everyone stepped into the living room, Wendy turned to the women with a conspiratorial smile. “Well, ladies, shall we get this party started?”

Erica and Maria exchanged knowing glances. “Oh, absolutely,” Erica said, her grin widening.

Wendy clapped her hands lightly to draw the attention of the three boys. “Before we get too comfortable, we have a little something for you all. Consider it part of the evening’s festivities.”

Mark, who had been standing by the bar cart, tilted his head slightly, curious but unsurprised. Dan and Kyle exchanged uneasy looks.

Wendy retrieved a small shopping bag from a side table and pulled out its contents: three tiny aprons. They were made of sheer white cotton with delicate lace trim, clearly designed more for effect than practicality. They were no more than a drawstring around the waist and a tiny square of practically transparent fabric in front with a lacy trim.

“Tonight, the boys will be our dashing servers,” Wendy said, holding the aprons up for display. “Don’t worry, we’ve tailored them just for you. Meaning they are way too small. By which I mean perfect.”

Maria laughed. “Oh, they’re perfect! I can’t wait to see how they look.”

Dan’s face flushed as Erica took one of the aprons and held it up in front of him. “What do you think, Dan?” she teased. “Fits the occasion, don’t you think?”

Kyle looked to Maria, who was grinning from ear to ear. “Well, don’t just stand there, Kyle. Put it on,” she said, her tone playful but firm.

The boys exchanged resigned glances and quietly excused themselves to change in the guest bathroom. When they reappeared a few minutes later, the room fell into laughter and cheers.

Mark, Dan, and Kyle stood in a row, each wearing their respective aprons. The garments barely covered them, leaving their bodies all but completely exposed and tying snugly at the waist. The women took a moment to inspect their handiwork.

“Well, don’t you three look adorable,” Wendy said, circling them with her glass of wine in hand.

“You wear it well, Dan,” Erica added, tapping her chin thoughtfully. She was amused to see that the head of his cock was completely visible below the lacy hem. “It’s amazing what a little bit of lace can do.”

Maria, unable to resist, stepped forward and adjusted the bow on Kyle’s apron. “Now you’re just right,” she said with a wink.

“Alright, gentlemen,” Wendy said, gesturing toward the bar cart and the platters of food. “You know your roles for the evening. Keep the glasses full, the snacks flowing, and the conversation lively. Off you go!”

As the boys began their tasks, moving carefully between the living room and the kitchen, the three women settled onto the plush sofa. Wendy raised her glass.

“To the future,” she said, her voice brimming with excitement.

“To a better world,” Erica added, clinking her glass against Wendy’s.

“To tomorrow,” Maria said, smiling warmly.

The three women leaned back, savoring their drinks and watching as the boys busily attended to their needs. Wendy’s gaze lingered on Mark for a moment, a glimmer of satisfaction in her eyes. Yes, this evening was going to be just perfect.

As the television began reporting results as the polls closed, the three boys, dressed in their tiny aprons, moved about the room, quietly attending to their duties.

Mark had been asked to prepare drinks for the group, while Dan served hors d’oeuvres. Kyle, Maria’s boyfriend, was tasked with serving, fetching, and whatever else was required of him. The boys knew their places, not daring to interrupt the women or speak out of turn. They moved with quiet precision, their heads lowered in respect as they attended to the women’s needs.

Wendy, as the hostess of the evening, reclined on the couch, her legs crossed as she sipped her wine. Erica and Maria sat beside her, both women equally relaxed in their positions, enjoying the power of the evening. The inevitable rise of the Gynarchy party was something they had all been waiting for.

“So, what’s the first thing you’re going to do after the election?” Erica asked, her eyes gleaming with excitement as she spoke to Wendy. “The victory is practically ours already.”

Wendy took a slow sip of her wine before answering, her voice calm but with an underlying sense of satisfaction. “First thing? Mark’s going to be spending a lot more time focusing on his place in this house, and far less time thinking he has any opinions of his own.” She glanced toward Mark, who was standing in the corner of the room, silently holding a tray of drinks for the women. “He’s always been obedient, but I think he has room to improve.”

Erica laughed softly. “That’s exactly how it should be. I’m going to be all over Dan, making sure he doesn’t step out of line.”

Maria nodded thoughtfully, taking a small sip of her own drink. “Kyle’s the same way. He’s become a proper servant, and now that the Gynarchy is taking over, it’s going to be even easier to keep him in his place. He knows exactly what’s expected of him—he just needs a little more time to adjust. But I have no doubt that after tomorrow, he’ll be better than ever.”

Wendy leaned back in her chair, her eyes flickering with approval as she looked over the room. Her gaze rested on Mark, who stood quietly by the door, his hands clasped together in behind his back. His acceptance of his place was almost complete, and with the new policies just around the corner, she knew his role was only going to expand.

She turned her gaze back to the women, her smile widening. “Tomorrow will mark the end of the old world. The boys will finally learn their proper place, and we’ll get the respect we’ve always deserved. No more arguments, no more reluctance. They’ll be fully focused on serving us, and they’ll understand just how important their role is in our lives.”

The women nodded, each one in agreement. The conversation shifted to the more extreme policies they were expecting—the curtailing of boys’ rights, the introduction of collars and obedience training, and the overall rise of female supremacy. The women discussed the policies as though they were natural, inevitable changes, things that had always been meant to happen.

“And the best part?” Maria chimed in with a grin. “Now, no one can question our authority. We’ll be able to take control over everything, from finances to decision-making, and no one will be able to step out of line.”

Erica nodded approvingly. “Exactly. The boys will know their place. We won’t have to worry about them thinking they have a say anymore. It’s all going to be about us.”

The atmosphere grew lively as the women became more excited and the boys dutifully attended to their tasks. As the election results continued to come in, and the votes for Dr. Christine Taylor and the World Gynarchy party continued to pile up, the excitement in the air was palpable. The women, feeling confident about the imminent changes and the inevitable rise of the World Gynarchy party, couldn’t help but enjoy the moment, teasing their boys affectionately while discussing the drastic changes ahead.

Wendy leaned back in her chair, swirling her glass of wine with a playful grin. “Tomorrow, it all changes,” she said with a hint of triumph in her voice. “The boys will have no choice but to fall in line. No more mistakes, no more choices.”

Erica giggled, her eyes gleaming as she looked at Dan. “Oh, Dan, I hope you’ve prepared yourself for the new rules. I’m looking forward to seeing how you handle the changes. You’ll be spending so much time focusing on serving me, you won’t even have time to think about anything else. I’m sure you’ll adjust just fine, though.”

Dan shifted uncomfortably under Erica’s gaze, but he knew better than to say anything. His mind raced with the weight of the changes to come. The more extreme policies, the strict curfew for boys, the mandatory training, and the ever-present collars—all of it was becoming a reality.

Maria joined in, laughing as she placed a hand on Kyle’s shoulder. “Kyle’s already learning to respect my authority, but I don’t think he’s ready for what’s coming. He’s going to have to accept his place completely now. There’s no turning back.”

Kyle stood quietly beside Maria with his gaze lowered. He had learned to submit, but the magnitude of what was coming unsettled him. However, his feelings didn’t matter anymore. He was here to serve, and that’s what he would do.

Wendy smiled at Mark, who had been standing silently nearby, dutifully attending to the room. “You’re going to love all the changes, Mark. You won’t have to make a single decision anymore. Your job is to serve me without question, just as it should be.”

Mark nodded obediently, but there was a part of him that couldn’t help but feel a strange sense of relief. All that would be expected of him was to follow Wendy’s lead.

Erica leaned back in her chair and, with a teasing smile, added, “You know, Dan, I think you’re come to appreciate your place, no longer pretending you’re anything more than my obedient boy.”

Dan flinched slightly, but said nothing, focusing instead on his task of serving Erica’s drink.

The laughter continued as the women basked in the joy of their victory, teasing their boys and reveling in their newfound power. They joked about how their boys would spend the coming weeks adjusting to their new routines, how they would be trained to serve without question, without protest. They playfully mocked their boys’ discomfort, but each one of them understood: this was simply the way things had always been meant to be.

Wendy raised her glass in a mock toast, her tone teasing. “To the future,” she said with a grin. “To the new world where we get what we deserve, and they—” she paused for emphasis, her eyes scanning the boys in the room, “—finally understand their place.”

Erica chimed in, “Tomorrow, it all starts. It’ll be the best thing that ever happened to them, even if they don’t realize it yet.”

Mark, still standing dutifully near Wendy, couldn’t help but feel a flutter of uncertainty. But even as the uncertainty gnawed at him, he felt something else: acceptance. The changes were coming, and he had no choice but to adapt. He’d been trained for this, molded to fit into this new world, and there was no turning back.

Maria smirked at her boyfriend Kyle, her voice low and teasing. “You’ll see, Kyle. You’ll love doing what I tell you with no room for your own thoughts or decisions.”

Kyle nodded silently, his mind racing with a mixture of emotions, but in the end, he knew there was only one choice: acceptance.

The evening wore on, and the conversation continued with playful teasing, but underneath it all, the reality of what was coming set in. The Gynarchy party’s policies were no longer just a dream; they were going to become the reality of their lives.

And as the news stations finally called the election, the clear and decisive election of Dr. Christine Taylor, now president-elect, the women erupted in cheers celebrating their victory. The World Gynarchy party’s strict new policies would soon be implemented, and the world around them would soon be one where the unquestioned authority of women had been fully secured. The election would mark the beginning of a new era, and for the women, that meant total power. For the boys, it meant full submission. Tomorrow, everything would change.


Chapter 20

The air was electric as Dr. Christine Taylor stepped onto the grand stage, her silhouette framed by towering banners bearing the emblem of the World Gynarchy Party. Thousands of supporters erupted into cheers, their voices forming a wave of sound that echoed across the square and into the night sky. Cameras from every major network were trained on her, broadcasting the historic moment to every corner of the globe.

She stood tall and composed, her sharp navy suit accentuating her commanding presence. When she raised a hand, the crowd fell silent almost instantly, their anticipation palpable. Adjusting the microphone, she gazed out over the sea of faces—some exultant, some apprehensive—and began.

“Tonight,” she said, her voice steady and resolute, “we stand at the threshold of a new era. An era where discipline, order, and unwavering commitment to progress will guide our every step. Women have spoken, and their message is clear: the time for hesitation and half-measures is over.”

Applause erupted again, but she allowed only a moment for it before continuing, her tone growing sharper. “For too long, we have allowed male disobedience to continue under the guise of freedom. That time has ended. From this day forward, we embrace a world where boys know their role and fulfill it without question. This is not a burden for them. It is a privilege. A privilege to serve their superiors.”

She paused, letting the weight of her words settle over the crowd. “There are those who may resist, who cling to outdated notions of equality that undermine the very fabric of our society. To them, I offer a choice: adapt to the structure we are building or face the consequences of defiance. Make no mistake—this administration will tolerate no insubordination. My mandate is clear, and my resolve is absolute.”

Her gaze swept across the crowd, her piercing eyes seeming to single out every individual. “To my supporters, I say this: your faith in me, in this vision, will not go unrewarded. Together, we will create a society that is stronger, safer, and more just than ever before. To those who question me, I extend this warning: your doubts are irrelevant. Compliance is not optional—it is mandatory.”

The crowd erupted once more, with chants of “Total Submission!” being repeated, though there was a faint undercurrent of nervous murmurs. Dr. Taylor raised her hand again, and silence descended as if on command. Her voice softened slightly, though it lost none of its intensity.

“I do not take this responsibility lightly. Leadership is about guiding the world toward a future where boys know their place, their duty, and their obligations. My administration will ensure that this vision becomes reality.”

She straightened, her voice rising in strength. “Tonight, we celebrate. But tomorrow, the work begins. To build a world of order and progress. Together, we will forge a path that future generations will follow with pride and gratitude.”

With that, she stepped back from the microphone, raising both arms in a gesture of triumph. The crowd surged to their feet, chanting her name, their voices a thunderous roar of approval.

As the chants echoed into the night, Dr. Christine Taylor turned and walked off the stage, her face set in an expression of unshakable determination. The world had changed, and she would ensure it stayed that way.

* * *

Wendy, Erica, and Maria could hear that it wasn’t just the three of them. Outside the sliding glass door of the balcony there arose the sounds of celebrations everywhere, there were even the occasional pops and crackles from fireworks being sent skyward in an exulting celebration of victory.

“OK!” Wendy announced, “in celebration of our party having rightfully won this election, I propose we respectfully acknowledge this momentous occasion by ordering each of our boys to drop their aprons for the rest of the evening!”

Maria laughed, agreeing with Wendy’s suggestion. “Absolutely we need to see the boys show their commitment to obedience in celebration of this moment!”

Erica raised her glass. “To a new reality, where the boys do as they’re told without question!”

Mark, Dan and Kyle realized the women were serious, and that their compliance was not optional. The women were now watching intently, awaiting their surrender in recognition of their new place in society. They nervously looked at one another, then each of them untied their aprons and let them fall to the floor. The three women erupted in cheers, laughing in celebration of the moment and observing the three boys obediently standing before them completely naked.

“You know,” Wendy said, her voice carrying the calm confidence of someone used to being obeyed, “I think it would be good for the boys to kneel at attention for us. It’ll give us a chance to really appreciate them.”

Erica nodded in agreement, her eyes already turning toward Dan. “I like that idea. It’s important for them to show us their devotion. And honestly, it’ll be adorable.”

Maria smirked, crossing her legs and setting her wineglass aside. “I would absolutely love to see them kneel at attention I think we deserve it.”

Mark, Dan, and Kyle exchanged brief glances before moving quickly to obey. One by one, they knelt on the floor, their heads bowed in submission, their hands crossed behind their back.

“This makes me think of Goldilocks,” Wendy said.

The other two women laughed.

“Wait, what?” Maria asked. “Are these the three bears?”

“No, they’re the porridge, only instead of too hot, too cold, they’re too big, too small, just right.”

“Oh, and Mark is your idea of just right?” Erica asked. “I mean, suit yourself. Don’t get me wrong, he has a nice dick, but Dan’s fat cock is so fun for tease and denial. It’s like this oversized symbol of his frustrated desire.”

“You don’t let him come?” Maria asked.

“I’m not saying never,” Erica replied, “but he’s going to have to earn it.”

“Oh, absolutely,” Maria agreed. “And for me, I just love Kyle’s tiny little penis. He gets so embarrassed; I mean even now I can humiliate him so easily and he always falls for it. He blushes so cute when I remind him what a tiny little penis he’s got between his legs.”

The other two noticed that Kyle had turned red in the face as Maria talked about his endowment.

“OK, fair enough,” Wendy said. “I guess everyone has exactly what they want, because I do like to have Mark show me his endurance when he’s fucking me, and I want it big enough but not too big, you know.”

Wendy’s gaze was fixed on Mark. “Look at how well Mark kneels,” she said, her tone filled with approval. “Such perfect posture—and that focus in his eyes. So obedient.”

Erica chuckled, gesturing to Dan. “Dan’s got this quiet intensity, don’t you think? He’s still adjusting, so he has to work a bit harder at it.”

Maria rested a hand on her chin, regarding Kyle with a mischievous smile. “And Kyle—well, you know how much I love his obedience. He’s always so quick to follow instructions, and that little spark of shyness just makes him even more endearing.”

“Of course, they as obedient as they may be, there are moments when they need correction.”

Erica raised an eyebrow, a knowing smile tugging at her lips. “Oh, absolutely. Sometimes they test boundaries. And that’s when a firm reminder becomes necessary.”

Maria chuckled, leaning back in her chair. “Agreed. Discipline and punishment are mandatory. And let’s face it, they usually thank us for it later.”

“Punishment helps maintain respect for the rules,” Wendy said. “A little direct discipline goes a long way.”

Erica swirled her wine, glancing at Dan with a satisfied expression. “I believe in providing discipline as necessary. They learn from that.” She glanced at Dan with a stern expression. “For example, when Dan interrupts, it’s a simple correction. A quick, hard slap across the face. But if it continues, I’m not afraid to take a firmer approach to make sure he understands it won’t be tolerated. I am not shy about giving him a hard slap across the penis or taking my belt across his bare ass.”

Maria chuckled softly, the playful glint in her eyes unmistakable. “Well, I’ll be honest—I’m not one to shy away from a hands-on approach. I believe that discipline needs to be felt sometimes, in order to truly register. Kyle knows when I mean business, and he respects me for it. I do not hesitate to turn his butt bright red.” She glanced at Kyle, who met her gaze with a quiet nod of acknowledgment.

Wendy grinned, clearly satisfied by their responses. “I love how confident you both are in your approach. It’s about finding what works for each boy and recognizing that sometimes, a little disciplinary punishment is needed to keep them focused.”

“Absolutely,” Maria agreed. “If we didn’t step in when necessary, they wouldn’t truly learn their place. A well-timed correction, especially a painful one, shows them who’s the authority and who follows the orders.”

Wendy leaned back in her chair, a thoughtful smile on her face as she looked around the room at her friends and their kneeling boys. Mark, Dan, and Kyle sat patiently, their postures perfect, waiting for whatever might come next. Wendy’s gaze lingered on Mark for a moment before she spoke, her voice calm but firm.

“The most important part of corrective discipline,” she said, her tone unwavering, “is hearing my boy thank me properly right afterward. It’s not just about the correction itself—it’s about showing gratitude for the guidance. When Mark thanks me, I know he understands.”

“One little benefit to the necessary corrective measures we give our boys is that adorable pink blush they get afterward,” Erica said. “I’ve been marveling at the mark of Maria’s strap across Kyle’s butt all evening.

Maria nodded with a smirk. “I so adore that little blush on his butt after a correction.”

Kyle, ever so obedient, kept his gaze lowered.

“Now,” Wendy said, addressing the boys, “this doesn’t mean you can slack off on your duties. I believe there are wine glasses to fill.”

The three boys got back to work as the women admired their naked bodies in service and submission.

“I have to say,” Wendy began, crossing her legs elegantly, “it really is remarkable how natural this feels. Female leadership isn’t just an idea; it’s the foundation of a harmonious society. And when the boys embrace their place, everyone benefits.”

Erica nodded, smiling as Dan approached with her wineglass. “It’s true. Boys are at their best when they’re guided by women. Thank you, Dan,” Erica said warmly, taking the glass from him.

“To the world we’ve built, the women who lead and inspire, and the boys who know their place at our feet,” Wendy said.

The three women raised their glasses in a toast, their expressions filled with satisfaction. The laughter that followed was rich and full, the sound of three women confident in their power and delighted by the harmony they had cultivated. Meanwhile, Mark, Dan, and Kyle moved quietly about the room, their every action a testament to the new order they had wholeheartedly embraced. When the boys had finished their tasks they stood nearby, waiting attentively for further instructions, drawing amused glances from the women.

“I still can’t believe it,” Erica said, swirling her wine. “This is the kind of change we’ve always dreamed of. I mean, Dr. Taylor’s speech? No more leniency, no more second chances. Just accountability.”

Maria nodded. “It’s about time, too. Some people still think they can get away with ignoring their place. You know, you remember Danny Carson back in the day?”

Wendy nearly choked on her sip of wine. “Oh, my god, Danny Carson! That boy was such a dick. Always walking around like he owned the place.”

Erica rolled her eyes dramatically. “Total ass-face,” she said.

Wendy leaned back, grinning. “Do you remember when he signed up for the debate team, only to get demolished by every female on the opposing team? I still remember Erica’s speech about the natural order and female superiority. You had him so flustered, he couldn’t even finish his rebuttal.”

Erica laughed, holding up her glass in mock modesty. “Some lessons are better learned in public. Besides, he needed to hear it—if only to save him from embarrassing himself further down the line.”

Maria smirked, leaning forward. “You know, I ran into him a couple of years ago. He’s mellowed out a lot since then. Turns out life has a way of humbling people who don’t know their place.”

“Oh, I’m sure it does,” Wendy said with a sly grin. “Especially now. Can you imagine someone like Danny Carson trying to navigate Dr. Taylor’s policies? He wouldn’t last a week before tripping over one of the new compliance measures.”

“Honestly, I hope boys like Danny are paying attention. If the election hasn’t been enough of a wake-up call, then the new regulations will be. There’s no room for that kind of arrogance anymore.”

Erica proposed a toast. “Here’s to comeuppance—and to a world where everyone, even boys like Danny Carson, finally learn their place.”

The women laughed, their celebration infused with the satisfaction of knowing the future was firmly in the hands of those who understood how to lead—and how to keep the boys in line.


Chapter 21

The morning after the election, the air felt different. It was charged with a sense of power and finality. Erica stood in the kitchen, the sunlight filtering in through the windows, casting a warm glow on the room. The World Gynarchy party’s victory had been a complete triumph, and now, she would begin to lay out the full extent of what this new era would mean—for Dan, for their relationship, and for the world around them.

Dan, who had been up early preparing the house, walked into the kitchen quietly. He had prepared everything as requested: the fruit, the champagne, and the glasses were all arranged perfectly on the counter. His only task now was to make the mimosas, a small act of service to Dan the beginning of the day’s celebrations.

Erica stood with her arms crossed, watching him. “Good job, Dan,” she said, her tone cool but approving. “You’ve done well, but I think it’s time for you to understand just how deep your submission must go. You’ve been obedient up until now, yes. But you’re still holding on to a sense of choice, aren’t you?”

Dan glanced up at her, his hands still busy with the mimosas. He didn’t want to admit it, but he felt an unease stir within him. Had he really been fully obedient? He had followed Erica’s lead, he had respected her, but as he poured the champagne into the glasses, he realized he had never fully surrendered every ounce of his autonomy to her. The election had shifted something inside him, and now, as Erica spoke, he was beginning to see the depth of the changes he would have to make.

Erica took a step closer, her gaze intense. “With the victory of the World Gynarchy party, we’re entering a new phase. And you, Dan, will be expected to understand that your role is no longer just to serve me in small ways or to follow a few simple rules. It’s about total submission. Complete obedience. Every action, every thought, every moment of your existence will now be governed by one simple truth: I am your superior, and you are here to serve me—without hesitation or question.”

Dan’s throat tightened. It wasn’t just about following her commands now. It was about giving up every last shred of personal freedom, of truly accepting that he had no say in anything anymore.

Erica’s voice softened, but her words were just as firm. “The legal changes that are coming will only reinforce this. The laws are being restructured, and it will be illegal for boys to hold any authority over women. Your every action will be scrutinized, and the penalties for disobedience will be severe.”

She paused, letting the weight of her words sink in. Dan nodded, unsure of what else to say. He had accepted the idea of serving Erica, but this was different. It felt like he was being stripped of his very identity.

Erica continued, her tone now carrying the finality of an irreversible decision. “From now on, Dan, when I give you a command, you will no longer hesitate. You will not question me. You will present yourself to me, and your entire existence will revolve around ensuring my comfort and satisfaction. No more independent thought, no more decisions. You will serve me with the kind of devotion that leaves no room for doubt. I expect you to start right now.”

She took a step closer, her voice dropping to a firm, commanding whisper. “I will not tolerate any questioning. Your body, your mind, your time—these are mine to command. If you forget your place, the consequences will be severe. Are we clear?”

Dan nodded quickly, his stomach tight with a mixture of fear and reluctant acceptance. This was about submitting completely, about surrendering completely to Erica.

“Yes, Miss Erica, I understand,” he said quietly.

Erica smiled, pleased with his response. “Good. As long as you remember that, you’ll be fine.”

Dan finished preparing the mimosas, his hands shaking slightly. He handed one of the glasses to Erica, who took it gracefully, her gaze never leaving him. The new rules had been set. The election had ushered in a new world, and for Dan, it meant that his life would no longer be his own.

It was a sobering thought, but he knew there was no turning back now. Erica had made it clear: from this moment on, he would exist only to serve her. And the legal changes, the policies that would come into play, would only reinforce this.

Erica set her glass down gently on the counter, her gaze unwavering as she turned to face Dan. Her expression was serious now—darker, more focused. The mood shifted in an instant.

She was taking a moment, Dan realized, to make sure he understood the gravity of what she had just said. He straightened slightly, feeling the tension in the room tighten around him, as though the air itself had thickened with anticipation.

Erica stepped closer, her eyes locking onto his, as if she were measuring him. “Dan,” she began slowly, her voice calm but carrying a heavy weight, “when I say there will be penalties for disobedience, I’m not speaking lightly. You have to understand that the changes that are coming are not just about enforcing a set of rules—they’re about ensuring that no one, especially boys, can defy the new order. Disobedience will not be tolerated. And when I say disobedience, I mean every small misstep.”

Dan swallowed hard. The implications were clear. This wasn’t just about forgetting a small task or neglecting an instruction—it was about everything. His entire being, every action, every word, would be held to a much stricter standard. His eyes darted to her face, waiting for her to continue.

“And just so you understand,” Erica added, taking a small step forward, “these rules—they’re not negotiable. They’re for your own good. It’s to help you finally see what it means to truly serve. To submit. To be the obedient partner you’re meant to be.”

Dan could feel his heart racing in his chest, but he nodded quietly, swallowing the unease that threatened to rise up in him. “I understand,” he said, his voice barely above a whisper.

Erica smiled again, but it was softer this time. Almost approving. “Good,” she said. “You see, Dan, you need to understand your place. And once you do, you’ll realize it is where you belong. Trust me.”

The weight of her words pressed down on him, but a small part of him—buried deep within—was beginning to accept it. The idea that everything had a purpose, that there was a rightness to this system, even though it felt suffocating. He could feel the shift inside him, like he was slowly being molded into the person Erica wanted him to be. The person who would never question her again.

Erica stepped back, and the moment passed. “Now,” she said, “I expect you to kneel when I enter a room,” Erica continued, her eyes never leaving his. “You will show me that respect, Dan. No more standing casually, no more acting as if you’re on equal footing with me. You are not. You will kneel and wait for me to acknowledge you before you speak, before you move. You will be silent until I give you permission to do anything.”

Dan swallowed, nodding silently, his mind racing. Kneeling. Waiting for her. Being reduced to nothing but a servant, completely at her mercy. The thought both terrified and thrilled him.

“And when you’re in this house,” Erica went on, “you will be naked. Completely. I want you to feel what it means to serve. While you clean, while you cook, while you do anything for me. Your body will be a reminder of your duty to serve.”

Dan felt his cheeks flush. Her insistence that he remain naked made him feel small and unimportant, just as she intended.

“And you will ask permission to speak,” Erica added, her voice growing firmer. “I will decide when you have the privilege of using your voice. Until then, you will remain silent, listening to me. You will ask permission to eat, to drink, to leave the room, to even breathe if I decide it.”

Dan’s chest tightened at her words. His entire existence would be controlled by her—every minute detail, every breath he took. The reality of what she was demanding was overwhelming, and yet, a part of him felt an odd sense of peace settle over him. There was no more ambiguity. No more questions. Erica’s word would be the only thing that mattered.

“Most important,” Erica said, her tone softer now but still carrying that weight of authority, “you will serve without complaint. No matter what I ask of you, you will do it. And you will do it with gratitude, because you are fortunate to serve me. You will not question me, and you will never argue. And there will be strict punishment for disobedience. It might be as simple as a reprimand at first, to remind you of your place. But if you slip again, the consequences will escalate. There will be humiliating punishments that will remind you of your rightful place. And if you defy me further, well, let’s just say the punishment will become more severe. More creative.”

Dan remained still, a chill running down his spine. His body tensed at the thought of what she might mean by “creative.” And how far she would go to ensure his total compliance.

“Your freedom, your autonomy, the choices you think you have—they will all be taken away from you, piece by piece,” she explained. “I will make sure you know your place every single moment of every day. And you will thank me for it.”

Dan couldn’t help but flinch at the finality in her tone. He could see it now, the full scope of what she was saying. There was no room for ambiguity, no way out. Her vision for him was total. His life, his actions, his very thoughts—everything would be under her command, and there would be no rebellion allowed.

Dan could feel a knot forming in his throat. His stomach twisted with both excitement and fear. This was his future now—completely bound to her will, utterly dependent on her. His role was clear.

* * *

It was later in the afternoon when Erica ordered Dan to lay his upper body across the desk in her office. He had wondered why she’d had him clear off the top of the desk, and now he understood. Though he was still unclear about what she intended to do to him in this position.

“Now I want to see you place your hands on the cheeks of your ass,” she commanded. Spread your cheeks and offer your virgin asshole to me.”

Dan did as he was told to do, trying to restrain his body from trembling, as he began to understand the lesson she was about to teach him. She remained, silently observing his submission. Then, when she was satisfied that he was appropriately positioned and ready, she left the room for a length of time that felt longer to Dan than it was in reality. He was nervous. He knew what Erica was going to do.

She didn’t say a word at first, she simply entered the room and stood directly behind him. She placed her hands on his hands and moved them to remain palm down on the desk. At the same time, he felt the smooth, rounded tip of a lubricated dildo press against the rim of his asshole. She straightened and placed her hands on his hips.

“I’m going to explain why it is so important that I don’t simply take you from behind and fuck you in the ass,” Erica said as she slowly teased his ass with the dildo. “It’s important that I completely demolish your tight little virgin ass, so that you will never forget this lesson. You will forever think back to the time when a woman put you in your place by rendering you incapable of walking properly the next day, and you had to crawl on your hands and knees in complete submission to her.”

Dan exhaled sharply.

“Are you ready?” she asked, her voice carrying that blend of expectation and authority he had come to know so well.

Dan took a deep breath and nodded. “Yes, Miss Erica.”

“Good,” she said.

“So, tell me,” Erica said. “I want to hear it from you. I want to hear that you’ve come to understand it. Tell me why women are better suited to lead, Dan.”

Dan hesitated for only a moment, gathering his thoughts. This was important. He had worked hard to learn what she expected from him, and to internalize his position of subservience in their relationship. He wanted her to know that he truly understood his place.

“Women,” he began, trying to keep his voice steady, “are inherently better suited to positions of authority because of their emotional intelligence, their ability to think beyond themselves, and their natural aptitude for leadership.”

As he spoke, Erica inserted the tip of the dildo into his ass, pushing against his resistance. He gasped, which prompted Erica to slap him with her palm flat across his right butt cheek.

“Continue,” she said.

“Boys often get caught up in proving themselves,” Dan continued nervously, trying to relax his body, “but women are focused on the outcome. Submission is where boys excel. Serving women gives their lives purpose and clarity. It’s about what’s right. Society works better when women have complete authority and control over boys like me.”

Erica thrust the dildo into his ass, which clarified in his mind the truly massive size of her dildo. He had no idea he’d taken no more than a fourth of its length, and it was stretching his ass wide open.

“When I serve you, Miss Erica,” he did his best to continue, “I’m simply embracing the natural order of things. Women are natural leaders because you understand power differently than boys do. Boys like me tend to view power as something external, something to be taken or fought for. But women see power as something inherent, something that doesn’t need to be proven. You are powerful because you don’t question your right to assume control. That’s why I’m better suited to serve,” Dan went on, struggling to keep his voice steady.

Erica gripped his ass a bit tighter as she continued her forward thrust, watching as at least half its length penetrated him.

“Boys are impulsive,” he said in a breathy gasp, “we act first and think later. Women lead with foresight. You think about the consequences. That’s why society functions better when women are in charge. And I’ve realized that submission is about letting go of the need to control, to fight for something I was never meant to have. Because I know I’m where I’m supposed to be—serving you, supporting you in complete submission to your authority.”

“That’s right, Dan,” Erica said as she had almost plunged the full length of the dildo into his ass. “Continue.”

“I’ve let go of my need for control because I know that I am better as your . . . as your servant. My place is to serve you without question. Biologically, boys like me are not designed for leadership. We are better suited for tasks that serve, tasks that require physical endurance rather than strategic thinking or emotional intelligence. Women are naturally superior because you excel in areas where boys fail, areas that are essential for leadership.”

Erica pressed deep as she bottomed out, her hips against his ass as the dildo achieved its full domination of his asshole.

“Women consider the broader consequences,” Dan said while breathing hard in ragged gasps, “the bigger picture. Boys like me are hardwired to follow. To serve.”

Erica began the slow retreat, though Dan knew full well that it was only a brief moment until she reversed direction and drove deep once again.

“It’s in our nature to be task-oriented, to focus on clear instructions and execution. Women have the natural ability to delegate, to oversee, to command. You lead because it’s who you are, Miss Erica. And I submit because it’s who I am.”

Erica thought is particularly fitting for Dan to be discussing the true nature of his submission to her as she once again drove hard into his asshole, until she had penetrated him completely.

“My place is not to lead,” he continued. “It’s in supporting you through my obedience. When I submit to you, Miss Erica, I’m fulfilling my purpose. Because you, as a woman, are naturally superior in every way that matters for authority. And I am naturally suited to submit, to trust, and to follow.”

“And why do you love it, Dan?” she asked as she gripped his ass tighter and began thrusting rhythmically inside of him. “Why do you love submitting to me, specifically?”

“I love to submit,” he continued, his voice low but clear, “because it feels natural. It feels right. When I submit to you, it gives me purpose. It frees me from the uncertainty and ego that so often cloud a boy’s judgment. Boys like me are built for submission, not power or authority. We should dedicate ourselves to supporting the women who are naturally superior and inherently dominant. Women like you, Miss Erica,” Dan said in a hoarse whisper as Erica began riding his ass hard.

“More,” Erica said, now breathing harder herself as she hit her stride.

“We fulfill our purpose,” Dan in a voice that echoed the rhythm Erica established in dominating his ass, “aligning with the natural order. It’s about who’s better suited to dominate without question. Women have that natural ability. You command respect effortlessly. That’s why it’s correct for women like you to assume your rightful place of superiority over boys like me. Submitting to you isn’t just something I do—it’s who I am. I owe you nothing less.”

“Words alone aren’t enough,” Erica hissed. “You’ll need to prove this to me every day.”

“Yes, Miss Erica,” Dan replied, his voice coming out as more of a wail as Erica continued to assault his asshole.

Her smile widened as her pace increased. “Good,” she growled, “because boys like you need to know their place. And it’s my job to make sure you never forget it.”

“Yes,” Dan hissed through clenched teeth, “Miss,” he panted, “Erica,” he managed to say as his cock began to spurt cum, a hot, pulsing eruption between his bare chest and the smooth hardwood surface of the desk.

Erica slowly decreased her pace until she’d come to a stop. She leaned forward, laying on his back, her dildo still rammed to the hilt inside of him.

“You see, Dan?” she said softly. “Your surrender to me is not without its rewards. Though I will not allow you to come often. When you feel an aching desperation to come, it’s really nothing more than a reminder of your place.” She let the words hang in the air for a moment, her breath warm against his skin. “That feeling is good for you. That ache? That frustration? It’s mine now, Dan. It belongs to me, just like you do. And I want you to feel it. I want you to let it remind you that you’re exactly where you’re supposed to be—beneath me.”

Dan’s chest tightened, his hands instinctively gripping the desk. He could feel the weight of her words settling over him, pressing down on him as if the air itself had grown heavier.

Erica leaned in again, her voice dropping to an almost conspiratorial whisper. “I’ll rarely do anything to take that feeling away from you. Do you know why?” She didn’t wait for an answer. “Because it’s instructive. It teaches you discipline, focus, and most importantly, humility. It keeps you right where I want you.”

Dan felt his breath hitch, his body tense as he absorbed the finality in her words. There was no room for negotiation, no possibility of reprieve. And yet, beneath the overwhelming weight of her dominance, there was something else—something he couldn’t quite name but couldn’t deny.

Erica pulled back, her expression unreadable but her voice softening just slightly. “You’ll thank me for this later,” she said, almost as an afterthought, her tone laced with amusement. “But for now, all you need to do is remember that the aching feeling in your balls is intentional. And I am its author.”

Dan remained silent. He nodded in understanding. He could feel her gaze lingering on him, sharp and unyielding. And then she slowly pulled the dildo out of his ass. She turned and walked away, leaving him lying on the desk. His ass throbbed in response to her having dominated it so completely, and he was lying in a pool of his own cum while her words echoed in his mind.


Chapter 22

Maria sat at the kitchen counter, watching Kyle on his hands and knees and scrubbing the floor in his tiny apron. She observed his perfectly obedient, bare-naked ass as he worked. She couldn’t help but smile at the sight of him working so diligently.

“Such a good little worker,” she said teasingly. “You know,” she began, her tone casual but with an unmistakable edge, “That day we met, you were really intimidated, weren’t you?” she asked.

“I didn’t realize then how much trouble I was really in,” he replied.

Maria laughed. “You were terrified of me, weren’t you?”

“Terrified doesn’t even begin to cover it,” he replied. “You were furious, and rightfully so. I remember standing there, stammering out an apology while you just looked at me like I was the most incompetent man you’d ever met. And you didn’t hold back either.”

Maria shrugged, a faint smirk on her lips. “You needed to hear it.”

“Those first few weeks were rough. You were strict, but I guess I needed it,” he admitted.

“You did improve,” she said, her voice gentler now. “You started paying attention. I noticed. And I’ll admit, you grew on me. You worked hard, you owned up to your mistake, and you didn’t give up, even when I made it hard for you. Just don’t forget who is in charge, Kyle,” she said, her tone teasing but firm.

She took a sip of her coffee and spent a moment watching his bare butt while he scrubbed the floor.

“Say, I was reading the news this morning,” she said. “They’re implementing the public correction protocols. Can you imagine? A sweet boy like you, out there for everyone to see, being reminded of his place?”

Kyle froze for the briefest of moments, then resumed his work, his silence betraying his discomfort.

Maria tilted her head, watching him closely. “Oh, don’t worry, darling. I’m sure it would never come to that,” she continued, her voice dripping with mock reassurance. “Unless, of course, you gave me reason to think otherwise.”

She leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs elegantly. She took a sip of her coffee as she let the thought linger in the air.

“Now be sure to do a good job with the floor and you’ll earn a reward,” she said. “I want to see this floor clean enough to eat off of.”

“Yes, Maria,” Kyle replied.

Once Kyle had finished his work, Maria assessed his effort.

“Excellent,” she declared. She stood beside him and ordered him to stand up. “Now for your reward,” she said as she untied his apron and tossed it aside. She stood beside him, pressing close as she placed one hand on his back while the other took ahold of his penis. She gently teased him with her fingers, watching as he became fully erect.

“Say it,” she said softly, looking up at him.

Kyle knew what she meant.

“I have a tiny penis,” he replied.

“Louder,” she teased.

“I have a tiny penis,” he declared.

Maria smiled as Kyle blushed.

“You know, Kyle,” she said, her tone playful, “I can’t believe how tiny you look when you’re like this. Just so cute and precious.”

She had her head against his chest as she drooled spit onto his dick, using her fingers to make his shaft slick and wet.

“Oh, that feels so nice on your tiny penis, doesn’t it, Kyle?” she asked, using her thumb and forefinger to gently tease his shaft.

“Yes, Maria,” he replied.

“I love how tiny you are, Kyle,” she said, “so small and precious and cute. Just absolutely fucking adorable. That’s exactly how I want it. Super tiny, super obedient.”

Maria placed her lips against his skin and bit his chest, making him inadvertently issue a sharp moan. She continued, now biting his nipples as kept stroking his erection.

“That’s right,” she said, “You want to come for me now?”

“Yes, Maria,” he replied.

“Hmmm,” she purred. “OK, it’s your reward, so I will allow you to spurt as hard as you can. Are you ready?” she asked.

“Yes, Maria,” he moaned, his body tensing up as he felt the pressure of his orgasm building.

“Show me, Kyle,” she said. “Show me how hard you can come.”

Kyle’s head tilted back as his back arched and his penis throbbed in Maria’s hand. He began to squirt cum, ejaculating onto the floor in several successive spurts.

“Ooh, I love how much cum you have stored up when I don’t let you orgasm too often,” she said appreciatively. “You made a mess.” She raised her hand and slid two fingers into his mouth. “Lick them clean,” she said. She glanced down at the floor. “And now it looks like you have a big mess to clean up. You remember that I wanted the floor clean enough to eat off of?” she asked. “You know what to do.”

She placed her hand on the back of his neck to push him gently down to the floor.

Lick it up like a good boy,” she said.

Maria watched, enjoying Kyle’s obedience to her as he followed every command without question. She stood over him, her bare feet making no sound against the clean tiles as she returned to her seat, sipping her coffee with a satisfied smile.


Chapter 23

Wendy sat back, the soft glow of the evening light filtering through the curtains as she read the latest news about the now former gender equality advocate, Jack Brayden. She had followed the story closely, watching as Jack’s defiance turned from stubbornness into a slow, inevitable downfall.

The reeducation centers were now fully operational, their doors open wide to the boys who had refused to accept the new order. Jack’s name was at the top of the list, a shining example of someone who had chosen to fight against the system rather than embrace it.

Wendy felt a deep satisfaction wash over her. He had been so vocal, so confident in his beliefs, but now those same beliefs had led him to the place he had feared the most. She couldn’t help but smirk as she read the details of his impending transfer.

“Look at this,” Wendy said aloud, as Mark was busy tidying the kitchen. She waved the phone in the air with a flourish. “Jack Brayden, the boy who thought he could change everything, now being sent for reeducation.”

She laughed, a spiteful laugh that felt to her like a long pent-up release of anger and frustration. She felt righteous, vindicated. Jack had been the epitome of arrogance, of ignorance. He had acted as though the system he had fought against was just a phase, a trend that could be changed with enough shouting, with enough protests. He hadn’t seen the inevitability of the shift, the natural order of things falling into place.

Wendy imagined Jack, proud and defiant as ever, being dragged into the training center. She pictured him—his arrogance now turned into something more pitiable, his loud protests now just whispers against the tidal wave of the new regime. It would be so satisfying to see him finally break, to see his pride crushed beneath the weight of the reality he had refused to accept. This was justice, Wendy thought. This was how it was supposed to be. Jack’s punishment was a long time coming.

She glanced over at Mark, who was quietly finishing up in the kitchen, as if nothing in the world could disrupt his peace. That, she thought, was the real difference between him and Jack. Mark had accepted his place. Jack hadn’t. And that had been his downfall. Wendy let out a slow, contented breath. Justice had been served, and the world was exactly where it needed to be.

She imagined Jack, the boy who had spent months railing against the new order, now standing before his trainers at the reeducation center. She could see it clearly in her mind: Jack, once so loud and proud, now quiet, nervous, and forced to submit in ways he had spent so much time trying to resist.

She thought of the endless possibilities for his humiliation. The thought of Jack kneeling, stripped naked and handcuffed, made her laugh even harder. She pictured him trying to hold on to the last shreds of his defiance, only for it to be worn down by the training he would undergo.

“How fitting,” she chuckled, almost to herself. “All that arrogance, all that foolishness . . . now it’ll be stripped away, piece by piece.”

She thought about the daily routines Jack would be subjected to—long hours of obedience drills, quiet, humbling tasks designed to break down any remnants of resistance. Wendy imagined him being humiliated by the women in charge, forced to listen to their commands, having to accept whatever role they chose for him, and how, eventually, he’d come to realize that he was nothing more than an object, meant to serve. No more protests. Just pure submission.

Mark observed the shift in Wendy’s mood. He could tell she was relishing the moment, enjoying Jack’s downfall.

“Can you imagine him, Mark?” Wendy said, her eyes glittering with a kind of mischief. “Now he’ll understand what it means to truly submit. He’ll know what it’s like to have no choice but to obey.”

* * *

Wendy and Mark lounged in the hot tub, the warm water enveloping them in a relaxing embrace. The air was crisp outside, but the steam rising from the bubbling water added to the tranquil atmosphere. Wendy leaned back against the edge of the tub, enjoying the way the heat melted away the tension in her muscles.

Mark sat beside her, his expression content but thoughtful. They had been talking about various things, casually discussing their day, but Wendy’s mind was also partly occupied with thoughts of Erica and the conversations they’d been having recently.

She glanced over at Mark, her lips curving into a playful smile. “Mark,” she said casually, her voice soft but with a hint of command, “could you make me a drink? Maybe the Cheeky Sunrise?”

Mark smiled. Cheeky Sunrise was her name for the tequila, peach puree, and orange juice cocktail he made for her on occasion. The addition of a splash of grenadine made it charming, as Wendy had noted.

“Of course,” Mark said without hesitation. Without waiting for any further instruction, he climbed out of the hot tub, his body glistening from the steam and water, and moved toward the small side bar.

Wendy watched him, enjoying his promptness in getting out of the tub to fetch her drink.

Mark returned moments later, the glass in hand, and handed it to her with a small, respectful nod. She accepted the drink with a smile. His actions were smooth and practiced, a clear reflection of devotion to her.

“Thank you,” Wendy said softly, her voice warm, as she took a sip from the glass. The drink was refreshing, and the combination of the cocktail and the hot tub made her feel at ease.

Mark settled back into the hot tub beside her, his posture relaxed, but he seemed to be waiting for her to say something. She could tell he was processing, his mind always considering how best to please her, how to be the partner she wanted him to be.

Wendy took another sip and then looked at him. “You know, Mark,” she began, her tone a little more thoughtful, “I’ve been thinking about how things have shifted between us recently. The way you listen, the way you serve me.”

Mark met her gaze, his expression neutral but attentive, waiting for her to elaborate.

“Mark, you’re a toy for my amusement. A pet, really, here to entertain me and do my bidding. When I ask you to do something, you do it without question. Your pride doesn’t matter anymore. Only my satisfaction does.”

“Yes, Miss Wendy,” he said, his voice soft but sincere.

“Good boy,” she said softly, her voice a blend of satisfaction and approval.

Wendy took a sip of her drink and leaned her head back. “You know,” she began, her tone casual but laced with amusement, “it’s funny when you really think about it. How did it ever make sense that boys weren’t always in their proper role? Obedient, devoted, serving—not just out of duty, but for the sheer pleasure of it.”

Mark shifted slightly but said nothing. He had learned that Wendy’s musings were often best appreciated in silence.

She tilted her head to look at him, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “I mean, take you, for example. You’ve adapted so well, Mark. It suits you. Don’t you think?”

“I just try to do my best,” he said quietly, his voice steady, though the water couldn’t quite hide the faint tension in his posture.

“Why don’t you sit up on the edge of the hot tub for me?” she said, her tone light but unmistakably commanding.

Mark hesitated only for a moment before rising from the water, his muscles rippling slightly in the low light. He settled on the edge of the tub, water dripping from his frame, his posture upright as he looked down at her.

“Much better,” Wendy said, taking a slow sip of her cocktail. Her gaze roamed over him, assessing him with a mixture of amusement and satisfaction.

“Good boy,” she murmured, the words soft but deliberate. “You know, I was thinking earlier today about the idea of boys as anything other than the little playthings they are meant to be—it’s laughable, really.”

Mark nodded, unsure if a verbal reply was needed.

She let the words hang in the air for a moment before sitting up straighter, her tone shifting. “I have a gift for you by the way. After we’re done here, I’ll give it to you.”

Wendy extended her glass toward him, and Mark instantly moved to take it, setting it aside on the tub’s ledge. She moved over to him, her hands spreading his legs wider apart as she moved between them. She peered up at him, enjoying the expression on his face as she slowly brought her hand up to take ahold of his cock. She smiled, wondering if he thought this was the gift she had promised. Then she opened her mouth, still smiling as she slowly lowered her lips to his cock. She devoured him in a dramatic plunge, causing his body to shiver in pleasure and a moan to escape his lips.

* * *

Mark brought Wendy her robe, placing it over her as she stood up from the hot tub. She directed him to towel off but remain naked for her. Then she directed him to kneel in their bedroom.

“Mark,” she began, her voice steady yet filled with warmth. “As I mentioned, I have something for you.”

She was carrying a black box with a dusty maroon ribbon. She opened the box, revealing a sleek black leather collar nestled inside. It was simple and elegant, with a silver buckle in the back and a small chrome ring on the front.

“This,” Wendy continued, holding the collar delicately, “is not just a symbol of my authority or your submission. It’s an adornment that means that you are mine, to guide and control.”

Mark swallowed, his heartbeat quickening.

She stepped closer and lifted the collar from its box. Slowly, she draped the collar around his neck, her fingers brushing his skin as she adjusted it, a firm but comfortable reminder of her ownership. She leaned down, her lips close to his ear.

“You look perfect like this,” she murmured, her voice filled with affection. “This is how you’re meant to be, Mark. Strong. Devoted. Mine.”

Mark exhaled, a deep sense of peace washing over him.

Wendy stepped back, her hand brushing his shoulder. “Come with me,” she said, her voice gentle but commanding.

She led him to the full-length mirror near the corner of the room. The reflection captured them both: Wendy standing behind him, Mark kneeling at her feet, the collar fitted perfectly around his neck. She placed her hands on his shoulders, her touch firm and reassuring.

“Look at yourself, Mark,” she said, her tone softer now, almost reverent. “Do you see what I see? A boy who knows his place. You wear it so well. You’re mine, Mark. This collar is a promise. You’ll wear it with pride, as a symbol of your devotion to me.”

He nodded, his voice steady but filled with emotion. “Thank you, Wendy.”

She kissed the back of his neck, her lips lingering as her hands tightened gently on his shoulders. The warmth of her affection and the firm reassurance of her authority sent a shiver through him.

“You’ve made me proud,” she murmured. “Now stand, Mark. Stand and let me see you.”

Mark rose slowly, the collar a constant presence, a reminder of his total submission to Wendy.

“This is just the beginning,” Wendy said softly.


Chapter 24

Wendy, Erica, and Maria sat together at Arlene’s, their favorite café, sipping coffee and chatting about everything and nothing. Their conversation focused on their boyfriends, as well as the recent changes brought about by the rise of the World Gynarchy party. It had been a while since the shift in power had fully taken root, and the three women couldn’t help but marvel at how their boys had adapted to the new social order.

The trio sat back in their chairs, taking a moment to appreciate the changes that had unfolded over the past few months. The shift in power had brought about unexpected revelations—about their relationships, about their boys, and about themselves. The women were delighted by how their boyfriends had acclimated so seamlessly to the new societal structure, thriving in their roles as subservient companions.

Maria shook her head in disbelief. “Who would have thought the boys would realize so quickly what’s up, you know?”

Wendy smiled. “I think it’s because they finally see their place, and it’s a relief for them. Now, they’re free to focus on what really matters.”

Erica grinned, her eyes sparkling. “I think I can speak for all of us when I say that the boys are adorable in how much they’ve embraced their roles.”

“I could seriously watch them all day,” Wendy said with a grin. “There’s something just so endearing about how eager they are to please us. It’s like they’ve found their place, and they’re happy in it.”

Maria agreed, shaking her head in amusement. “I know, right? There’s a certain charm to seeing them like this, all focused and happy to follow orders. It’s just adorable.”

Erica smiled. “I think it’s kind of perfect, really. It’s like the more they follow our lead, the more they become the versions of themselves we love the most. And they’re so proud of being able to do that for us. It’s kind of a beautiful thing to watch.”

Watching the boys take joy in fulfilling their roles, listening carefully, and proudly carrying out even the smallest tasks had become one of their greatest sources of happiness. Their affection had only deepened as they saw how much fulfillment boys found in serving them.

The conversation at the café shifted as the three women casually began discussing their respective boyfriends within the context of the newly shifted social order.

“I swear,” Maria said, shaking her head with a smile, “my mother used to say it was my duty to tease the boys. To remind them of their place, as she put it. She’d always tell me, Maria, you’re not just smarter than them, you’re also in charge of shaping them.”

Erica let out a laugh, swirling her glass of lemonade. “Oh, I got the same speeches. My mom used to call it character building for the boys. Anytime a boy tried to talk back or act like he was on equal footing, she’d look at me and say, ‘Go on, Erica. Put him in his place.’ And you better believe I did.”

Maria grinned, leaning forward. “Oh, I know you did. You always had that confidence, even back in school. Do you remember that boy in fifth grade—what was his name? Jonathan? The one who tried to argue with you about the group project?”

Erica burst out laughing, nearly spilling her drink. “How could I forget? He actually thought he should lead the project! I shut that down so fast. Told him if he couldn’t handle following instructions, he could sit quietly while the rest of us did the work. He looked so embarrassed.”

“Serves him right,” Maria said with a smirk. “You were teaching him an important lesson.”

“And I didn’t even realize it at the time,” Erica replied, shaking her head. “Back then, it just felt obvious. Like, of course I was in charge. The boys might have grumbled about it, but deep down, they knew. It’s like they were waiting for us to step up and tell them what to do.”

“Exactly,” Maria said. “They needed that, even if they didn’t want to admit it. And honestly, I think they appreciated it, eventually.”

“Of course they did,” Erica said with a confident shrug. “Boys always do, once they realize how much easier it is to just follow our lead. I mean, look at Kyle and Dan now—they’ve adapted so well.”

Maria chuckled, her cheeks flushing slightly. “Kyle’s come a long way, hasn’t he? I’ll admit, when I first met him, I wasn’t sure he’d get there. But now? He’s practically a model of submission.”

“And Dan,” Erica said, shaking her head with a grin. “He was so nervous at first, but now he listens so intently, always eager to learn. It’s kind of adorable, isn’t it?”

Maria raised her glass. “Here’s to good training,” she said, her tone playful.

Erica clinked her glass against Maria’s, her laughter ringing out again. “And to the boys who finally learn their place.”

Wendy, Maria, and Erica walked through the downtown area, enjoying an afternoon together. The air was unseasonably warm, and there was a noticeable difference in the atmosphere compared to how things had been before the election. As they passed by the shops and cafes, they couldn’t help but notice a shift.

Maria glanced at Wendy and Erica, with a playful smile on her face. “I’m not sure about you two,” she commented with amusement, “but I’m enjoying seeing the boys come to realize their rightful place. It feels satisfying, doesn’t it?”

Wendy, who had been scanning the streets as they walked, nodded enthusiastically. “Absolutely. It’s society finally as it should be. Order, control, and respect.”

Erica, who had been quietly enjoying the conversation, gave a soft laugh. “Oh, it’s definitely satisfying,” she said, her tone smooth but filled with satisfaction. “And it’s so nice to see how things are working out for some of the boys who fought so hard against it all. The ones who really thought they could resist this change. It’s so glorious seeing them realize they’re going to pay, don’t you think?”

Wendy and Maria exchanged a knowing look, and both women grinned. “Oh, definitely,” Maria said, her eyes lighting up. “Some of the ones who resisted this the most are getting what they deserve. It’s nice to see them finally realizing the error of their ways.”

Erica let out a contented sigh. “It’s almost too perfect, isn’t it? The ones who acted out the most are now the ones who will have to deal with the consequences. I’ve seen a few of them in the reeducation centers already. They’re practically begging to fall into line.”

Wendy laughed, a sharp edge to her amusement. “It’s hilarious. They’ll get what they had coming to them. I think it’s sweet, really, watching some of them squirm now. It’s exactly what they deserve.”

Maria smirked, her eyes narrowing slightly as she looked out at the crowd. “Oh, I’ve seen some familiar faces too. Boys who once thought that gender equality was a totally reasonable idea. Now look at them, paying the price. It’s so satisfying. They’re going to be taught a lesson about what happens when you ignore the inevitable. It makes me laugh thinking of those dumbasses being stripped and punished as they realize how badly they messed up.”

They reached their destination, which was a cozy outdoor café where they had decided to stop for lunch.

“I can’t wait to see the public corrections in action,” Maria said, a gleam of anticipation in her eyes. “It’s going to be a real spectacle when the new rules are fully in place. Can you imagine the look on their faces? The boys who’ve resisted, thinking they could get away with their old ways? It’s going to be so satisfying.”

Wendy laughed. “It will be justice, plain and simple. For too long, they thought they could defy us. But now, everyone will see the consequences. No hiding, no excuses. It’s all out in the open for everyone to witness. That’s how things should be, isn’t it?”

Erica nodded, a satisfied smile curling on her lips. “Exactly. There’s something so right about seeing misbehavior corrected publicly. The world will see that no one is above the system. The whole point of this change is to make sure that the consequences are clear. For all to see.”

The women exchanged looks, and their laughter deepened, light but knowing. There was no need for words to describe the satisfaction they felt. They had seen the resistance, the stubbornness, and the ignorance of the boys who thought they could hold on to the old ways. And now, the system was in place to correct those errors, to teach them what it meant to truly respect women and the authority they now rightfully held.

“I can’t help but smile thinking about the boys who’ll be corrected in front of everyone,” Wendy mused. “I think it’ll be a good reminder to them. To everyone, really. There’s no turning back from this. The power dynamic has shifted, and it’s time for them to learn to follow—openly, in front of everyone.”

Maria’s smile widened. “They’re going to learn quickly that their defiance has consequences. Public consequences. And I for one can’t wait to see it.”

Erica leaned in slightly, a playful glint in her eye. “It’s not just about the boys who resisted, you know. I think the whole society will benefit from seeing them punished. It will show everyone that there is one way, one system, and everyone must fall in line with it. There’s no room for misbehavior anymore. And if anyone doubts that, well, we’ll make sure they don’t forget.”

Wendy grinned. “Exactly. It’s justice, but it’s also like a kind of public theater. A show that reinforces the new order. I think the public will love it. The right people will see the boys humiliated, and the rest will fall in line, whether they like it or not.”

The women laughed again, their voices rich with the confidence of knowing that their vision for society was finally coming to fruition. As they continued their walk, the city around them felt almost new, like a freshly painted canvas. A canvas that had been redrawn by their authority, their rules.

It wasn’t just about the power they had; it was about the justice of it all. Every misstep, every act of defiance, every bit of disrespect had a cost—and it would be paid in full. Publicly. Everyone would see that there were consequences for those who dared to challenge the new order. The women felt a deep sense of satisfaction, knowing that the long-awaited change had finally come, and that the world would no longer be the same.

“Well, it looks like everything’s in its right place now,” Maria said, her tone light but firm, as they reached their destination. “And no one will be able to forget it. The world will see that women hold the reins now, and they’ll all have to learn to respect that. And those who don’t? Well, we’ll show them how much their behavior really matters.”

As the women continued their conversation, the waiter approached their table—a boy with an earnest expression, trying his best to maintain a professional demeanor. His uniform was hard to miss: a pair of tight black trousers that emphasized his figure and a small, tightly fitting champagne-colored vest, worn without a shirt. The snug vest left his arms and much of his chest exposed, lending a slightly vulnerable air to his appearance. The women exchanged a glance, barely concealing their amusement.

“Good afternoon, ladies,” he said, his voice polite but carrying a slight tremor. “Are you ready to order?”

Maria glanced up at him with a playful smile, exchanging a quick look with Wendy and Erica. “Actually, before we decide, we were just wondering something,” she said, her tone light but unmistakably teasing. “How are you finding the new rules in your line of work? Adjusting well, I hope?”

The waiter hesitated for a fraction of a second, clearly caught off guard. “Uh, yes, Miss. I mean, it’s been an adjustment, but I’m doing my best to serve according to the guidelines.”

Erica tilted her head, her lips curving into a faint smirk. “Serve,” she repeated, savoring the word. “Serve and obey?”

The waiter blinked, his flush deepening. “Yes, Miss,” he stammered. “That’s the most important part of my role. I mean, I—I think it’s important to respect authority and, uh, support the new policies.”

Maria rested her chin in her hand, her playful gaze fixed on him. “Respect authority,” she repeated slowly. “Such a proper attitude.”

Maria couldn’t help but laugh, glancing at his snug vest and the way he fidgeted under their scrutiny. “Are you prepared to leave us completely satisfied?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss,” he said quickly, nodding. “I do my best.”

Erica leaned back in her chair, crossing her legs leisurely as she regarded him with cool amusement. “Your best? Well, I suppose we’ll be the judge of that. But tell me—do you agree that boys like you are now rightfully assigned to their place, or do you think we should take it further?”

The waiter’s face was now a deep shade of red, but he managed to nod. “I—I think it is up to women to decide, Miss.”

“Good answer,” Wendy said, her voice practically purring with amusement. “Though I do hope you’re not just saying what you think we want to hear. Honesty is very important, you know.”

“Absolutely, Miss,” he replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

Maria waved her hand dismissively, still smiling. “Oh, relax. We’re just having a little fun with you. Now, I think I’ll have the salad, with the balsamic.”

As the women placed their orders, the waiter scribbled them down with shaking hands, clearly relieved to have something to focus on. When he left the table, the women couldn’t contain their laughter any longer.

“Poor thing,” Wendy said, dabbing at her eyes as she laughed. “I thought he was going to faint.”

Maria grinned, leaning back in her chair. “He’ll get used to it. They all will. And honestly, it’s good for them. A little flustered humility never hurt anyone. You know, the new restrictions, the reeducation programs, the curtailing of their freedoms—these are necessary steps. We need to ensure that they understand their role in the world and why things can never go back to the way they were.”

Wendy nodded, her expression firm. “Exactly. Society was always meant to be governed by women. It’s the only way things functioned correctly, and boys—well, they were never built to lead. All those decades of so-called equality? That was a mistake. It gave them power they never deserved. It’s not enough to simply respect our authority. There needs to be control. Control to ensure that they remain right where they are.”

Erica, always the one to be calm and thoughtful in her approach, smiled knowingly. “The restrictions we’re putting in place now are just the beginning. We can’t afford to be lenient anymore. Boys, left to their own devices, will always try to push against the natural order. If they have the slightest bit of freedom, they’ll try to twist it to their advantage. But now, they will have no choice but to comply.”

The three women exchanged glances, each of them silently agreeing with the other. They’d seen the benefits of these changes firsthand, and now, more than ever, they were certain that they were on the right path.

The conversation drifted for a moment, the women reflecting on the broader changes taking place. They had each seen the progression in their own lives, their relationships, and society at large, and now they could look forward to a future where their roles were fully realized and respected.

Maria spoke again, her tone light but certain. “It’s like we’ve said from the beginning: the world will be a better place when boys know their place. The fact that we’re implementing these measures—taking away their rights, putting them in their rightful, subordinate position is only going to make things better”

Erica chuckled softly. “It’s in their nature to submit. They may not realize it now, but they will. And when they do, they’ll finally understand why we were right to put them in their place.”

“Exactly,” Wendy said, “and anyone who resists will simply have to be corrected. The world will see that. Society will see that. And the boys will learn to respect us, because they’ll have no other choice.”

The three women sat back in their chairs, content with the direction their world was headed, and with the knowledge that the policies now in place would lead to a more harmonious, just society—one in which women were empowered, and boys knew exactly where they belonged. They felt proud, confident, and at peace, knowing that they were part of something that would shape the future for generations to come.


Epilogue

Erica stepped through the sleek, modern halls of the newly opened reeducation center, her heart beating with quiet anticipation. The space was pristine and organized, an embodiment of the order that she had long believed society needed. Boys were being inducted here—not just for minor offenses, but for challenging the very system that had been put into place to ensure the natural order: women as leaders, and boys as their devoted supporters. This was a place of order, a place where the world’s natural balance—female authority, male obedience—was reinforced and respected.

She had been offered the opportunity to tour the facility as part of her consideration for a potential role there, and though the center was still in its early stages, she could see that it was already making an impact. Boys were being inducted into the program—men who had broken societal norms, challenged their place in the world, or were simply in need of guidance to help them understand their true purpose in this new society. Erica’s heart swelled with anticipation as she watched them.

As she walked through the halls, Erica was struck by the quiet intensity of the boys who were already being processed. They had been stripped naked and fitted with chastity locks, their heads lowered in a way that spoke volumes about the level of respect they had for the institution. Some were quietly speaking with the facilitators, others sat patiently in waiting rooms, their expressions a mix of shame, uncertainty, and, beneath it all, an acceptance of the reality they now found themselves in.

The woman leading the tour, Director Leighton, was a striking figure—tall, confident, and composed. Her eyes gleamed with the same quiet authority Erica recognized in herself. As they walked down one of the halls, Erica glanced at her, noting the way she moved with purpose, her every step exuding a power that was unquestioned.

“Impressive, isn’t it?” Director Leighton asked, her voice cool but with a slight edge of pride.

Erica nodded, her thoughts racing. “It’s very well-organized. Everything is in place to establish authority right from the start. I can tell the boys are already learning their place.”

Leighton smiled, but it wasn’t a smile of simple approval—it was a smile of recognition, as if she knew exactly who Erica was and the potential she brought to the table.

“The key,” Leighton said, turning to face Erica as they walked, “is consistency. These boys are here because they’ve stepped out of line. The idea is not to humiliate them—at least, not in the traditional sense. It’s to reframe their thinking. To show them that their place is beneath the women they were meant to serve. Once that reality settles into their minds, they will understand the peace and clarity that comes with it.”

“I can see that,” Erica responded, her voice steady. “But it’s not just about reform. It’s about reinforcing the natural order. These boys don’t need pity—they need guidance. And they need to see what it means to serve, truly serve.”

Leighton studied Erica for a moment, clearly sizing her up. Then, with a sharp nod, she motioned toward a room on their left. “This is one of our induction rooms. You’ll notice the boys here are in the first stages of their reeducation.”

They entered, and Erica felt a small thrill run through her. The room was quiet, but there was a palpable tension in the air. The knelt in rows, each of them wearing the regulation chastity locks—simple, functional, but also clearly demeaning. Their heads were lowered, their bodies bent in submission, as if waiting for something. For someone.

Leighton paused for a moment before speaking again, her voice low, but firm. “We start with the basics here. A boy must understand the fundamental truth: women are in control. Once they grasp that, we begin to teach them how to serve effectively. There is no room for negotiation. No room for hesitation.”

Erica nodded, watching the boys closely. Their eyes were vacant, their postures submissive. These were not the defiant rebels who had protested in the streets; these were boys who had understood, if only on a surface level, that they were not meant to fight their roles. They were learning that to fight against this new world order would only bring them pain.

She felt a spark of satisfaction. This was the future she believed in—a future where the lines between the genders were not blurred but sharply defined. Women led; boys followed. It was simple. It was clear.

Leighton walked over to one of the boys placed a hand on his shoulder. “This is Samuel. He was one of the most vocal critics of the new policies. He had to be brought here after his behavior became disruptive. He’s learning quickly, but the real test comes in how he adapts to his new role.”

Samuel pulse quickened, fear and humiliation flooding him as he realized that he remembered Erica. She was the last person he wanted to see.

Erica had always been an embodiment of the very power structure he had opposed. And now, seeing her standing there, so self-assured, so confident in her place in the world, he was struck by the full weight of his defeat. His protests, his speeches—everything he had stood for—felt distant now, like a foolish, naive memory.

Erica’s gaze lingered on him for a moment longer than necessary, and Samuel couldn’t help but notice the smile that spread across her face at the sight of him kneeling naked on the floor, locked in his metal device. She wasn’t surprised to see him here—he could tell. In her eyes, there was no sympathy, no pity. Just the satisfaction of seeing someone who had once fought so fiercely against the system finally brought to heel.

The humiliation was almost too much to bear. He had pictured himself as a leader, as someone who would shape the future. Instead, he was here, stripped of his pride, reduced to nothing more than a subject—a boy forced to accept his inferiority.

For her part, Erica remembered him vividly. They had crossed paths years ago, back when she was still in college and Samuel was an outspoken leader of a campus protest group. The group, consisting mostly of boys, had loudly challenged the very policies she now fought for—arguing for gender equality and advocating for a society where boys had as much say in leadership as women. Samuel had been one of their most vocal, most defiant leaders, challenging every rule and every system that seemed to place boys beneath women. Back then, Erica had loathed his arrogance. He had been so sure of himself, so convinced that his views were right, while completely dismissing the natural order of things.

Now, here he was, sitting in a room designed to break him of those very beliefs, his once-proud defiance reduced to a shell of compliance. Erica felt a deep, satisfying sense of justice wash over her as she looked at him. He had been so certain, so utterly wrong, and now he was paying the price. Samuel had fought so hard against everything she stood for, and now here he was, reduced to this. It was almost poetic.

“I remember him,” Erica said, her voice smooth but tinged with satisfaction. “He was one of the leaders of those protests a few years ago, wasn’t he? Always so sure of himself, always so convinced that boys should be equal to women. I guess the world has a way of humbling people.”

Leighton raised an eyebrow, clearly intrigued by Erica’s knowledge of Samuel. “Ah, so you’ve crossed paths before. Well, as you can see, he’s learning. It’s been a tough journey for him, but the process is effective. He’s learning his place, and soon enough, he’ll understand that true peace comes from accepting the natural order.”

Erica studied Samuel for a moment longer. His once-confident demeanor had faded, replaced by a palpable sense of humility. He had been brought to heel, and the shift in his posture spoke volumes. Gone was the defiant male who thought he could stand up against the rules of the world. In his place was someone who, for the first time, understood what it meant to serve.

“I can see that,” Erica said, her voice softening just slightly, though she was still very much aware of the satisfaction she felt at witnessing Samuel’s transformation. “It’s remarkable, really. The way they come to understand it. The way their resistance slowly fades, and they begin to see that serving their female superiors isn’t an option. It’s a privilege.”

Leighton gave her a sharp look, her lips curling into a smile. “You’d be perfect here. You understand it, don’t you? The process isn’t about breaking them completely—it’s about guiding them to the truth. And when they finally get it, they serve with pride. You could help them along that path.”

Erica felt a rush of pride at the compliment. She had always known that this was her destiny—to be at the forefront of this new world order, to lead boys like Samuel and others into understanding their rightful place in society. She had been raised with these beliefs, and now she was watching them unfold right before her eyes.

“Thank you,” Erica said, meeting Leighton’s gaze. “I’d love to help. I know I could make a difference here.”

Leighton gave her a nod, clearly pleased with Erica’s response. “I’ll be in touch soon, but I already know you’d be an asset. You have the vision we need. We’re shaping a new world here, and we need people who understand the importance of discipline and respect. I think you’re the perfect fit.”

As they walked out of the room, Erica glanced back one last time at Samuel, who was still seated with his head down. A sense of quiet satisfaction filled her. Samuel had been a symbol of resistance, but now he was a symbol of submission. And the thought of seeing boys like him—once so proud, so arrogant—humbled, serving women without hesitation, was a thought that made Erica feel stronger than ever.

Erica walked out onto the street with a feeling of optimism. She was unsure of what the future held, whether she would make the career change to possibly managing a reeducation center or not, but for now it didn’t matter. As she walked down the street, she saw a young woman wearing a tight, form-fitting T-shirt shirt that read “Obedience is No Longer Optional” below an image of a boy with a leach attached to his tightly fitted cock and ball harness. Erica made eye contact with the woman, and they shared a knowing smile. Erica continued on down the street and couldn’t help but smile to herself. The world was changing, and she was looking forward to helping shape it.


Notes on the Various Policy Positions of the Five Major Political Parties:

Matriarchal Democracy Party (MDP)

Quotes attributed to and approved by the party:

“We stand for a society where women lead with wisdom, but boys are engaged as allies. Strength lies in partnership, not domination.”

“Diverse input makes us stronger, even if ultimate authority rests with women.”

“Male contributions matter, though they must follow women’s lead.”

“We must guide, not punish unnecessarily.”

“Mutual respect builds stronger families.”

Governance: Women hold the majority of leadership roles, with boys restricted to advisory positions without voting rights. Governance is collaborative but ultimately female led.

Social Structure: Women are prioritized in societal decision-making but aim to guide and uplift boys as complementary partners.

Family & Relationships: Families operate under a female-led dynamic, but boys retain limited influence in domestic decision-making.

Economic Policies: Policies promote equal pay and workplace opportunities while encouraging women to take leadership roles. Boys may own property but are encouraged to defer financial control to women.

Work Options:

Boys may work in all sectors but are encouraged to take roles supporting female leadership (e.g., assistants, caretakers).

Incentives for boys to pursue professions aligned with nurturing or supportive tasks.

Marriage and Divorce Customs:

Marriage is a partnership with women as the primary decision-makers. Divorce is mutual but weighted in favor of women’s needs.

Boys retain basic rights post-divorce, with shared custody of children being common.

Consequences for Disobedience:

Gentle reprimands or counseling to align behavior with societal values. Repeat offenses may require community service.

United International Feminist Party (UIFP)

Quotes attributed to and approved by the party:

“Boys must take their rightful supportive roles so women can guide society toward a brighter future.”

Supports a global female-led council with male participation limited to subordinate roles.

Supports progressive discipline. “They serve best when directed by female authority.”

Highlights female authority in marriage. “Women lead, and boys follow.”
“Female leadership is the future, and male cooperation will make it possible.

Governance: A global council of female leaders governs, with boys relegated to subordinate roles such as advisors or administrators. All executive decisions rest with women.

Social Structure: Boys are classified as secondary citizens, their contributions limited to supportive roles under female guidance.

Family & Relationships: Family units are led by the female, with males required to defer to women on all significant matters. Boys must undergo training in domestic skills.

Economic Policies: Male financial autonomy is curtailed; they cannot own large assets or businesses. Wealth redistribution programs favor female economic dominance.

Work Options:

Boys are limited to roles explicitly supportive of female leadership, such as teaching assistants, nurses, or administrative aides.

High leadership roles are restricted to women.

Marriage and Divorce Customs:

Women hold the majority of legal authority in marriage, including financial and familial decisions. Boys require a woman’s approval to initiate divorce.

Consequences for Disobedience:

Verbal warnings escalate to mandatory training sessions. Severe disobedience may lead to temporary confinement or the issuance of public apologies.


Global Female First Party (GFFP)

Quotes attributed to and approved by the party:

“Women must lead without compromise, and males must understand their subordinate responsibilities.”

“Consultation with males undermines the efficiency of women’s leadership.”
“Boys require structure and supervision to fulfill their potential.”
“Disobedience must be corrected visibly to deter others.”
“Women decide, males comply.”

“Strength lies in firm control. Boys must know their place, and women must enforce it.”

Governance: Women hold all positions of authority in a federation of gynarchies. Boys may only serve in minor administrative roles under strict female oversight.

Social Structure: Boys are legally dependent on women, requiring female approval for employment, travel, or other significant activities.

Family & Relationships: Women exercise full legal control over family structures, with males treated as subordinates. Disobedient males face legal consequences, including reassignment to labor programs.

Economic Policies: Male wages are capped at a fraction of women’s earnings. Property ownership and financial control are exclusive to women.

Work Options:

Leadership or managerial roles are prohibited.

Marriage and Divorce Customs:

Women dictate all terms of marriage. Divorce is unilateral for women, with males forfeiting property and custody rights.

Post-divorce, males may be reassigned to labor or servitude roles.

Bodily Restrictions:

Collars are encouraged for males. Public stripping of males is acceptable for punishment.

Consequences for Disobedience:

Strict discipline, including fines, public shaming, or reassignment to less desirable duties. Repeat offenses result in physical punishment.


Union of Female Supremacists Party (UFSP)

Quotes attributed to and approved by the party:

“Boys are tools to sustain our society; their rights are privileges granted by women and can be revoked at will.”

“Boys are incapable of contributing meaningfully to leadership.”
“The value of the male lies in labor and obedience.”
“Severe punishment ensures total obedience.”

“A boy’s place is as a servant to his female superior.”

“Women must rule with an iron hand. Male submission is non-negotiable.”

Governance: A centralized female-led government rules globally, excluding boys entirely from governance. Males are seen as tools of society with no legal authority.

Social Structure: Males are subject to strict control by women. Individual freedoms for boys are nonexistent.

Family & Relationships: Women have complete legal ownership of boys. Boys can be reassigned or dismissed at the discretion of their female owners.

Economic Policies: Boys are entirely excluded from financial matters, with all wealth and property controlled by women. Boys perform unpaid labor to sustain the economy.

Work Options:

Boys are limited to roles that involve direct service to women. All positions are supervised by women.

Marriage and Divorce Customs:

Marriage is a contract of male submission. Divorce can only be initiated by women and results in boys losing all rights and property.

Boys are reassigned after divorce to serve other women or institutions.

Protocols for Addressing Women:

Boys must kneel in the presence of women of higher status.

Bodily Restrictions:

Collars are reinforced with monitoring devices, and additional restraints, such as cuffs or posture-enforcing harnesses, may be used for disobedient boys. Public stripping of boys is encouraged for punishment.

Consequences for Disobedience:

Immediate corporal punishment or public humiliation. Repeat offenses result in forced labor camps or reconditioning.


World Gynarchy Party (WGP)

Quotes attributed to and approved by the party:

“Boys are nothing more than assets to be managed. Their disobedience is a threat to our order and must be severely punished.”

“Governance must be wholly female. Boys are prohibited from positions of authority.”

Reduces boys to property. “Their role is servitude, nothing more.”

Demands absolute enforcement. “Disobedience is treason. Termination is the only solution.”

Dismisses marriage entirely. “Relationships are irrelevant; boys exist only to serve.”

“Absolute female supremacy is the only path forward.”

Governance: Absolute female autocracy eliminates all male participation in governance or society. Boys are classified as property or disposable labor.

Social Structure: Boys are stripped of personhood and exist only to serve women. Any resistance or disobedience results in severe punishment or elimination.

Family & Relationships: Women own boys as property and dictate every aspect of their existence. Relationships are purely transactional, determined by women’s needs.

Economic Policies: Boys are prohibited from participating in any form of economic activity. Women control all production, distribution, and consumption of resources, with boys utilized exclusively as labor resources.

Work Options:

Boys are assigned roles solely based on women’s needs. They have no agency in choosing their work.

Marriage and Divorce Customs:

Marriage is a legal contract under which boys are owned outright by women.

Protocols for Addressing Women:

Boys must prostrate themselves before women and speak only when addressed.

Bodily Restrictions:

Boys are collared and monitored at all times. Collars with embedded tracking, obedience enforcement mechanisms, and visible ownership tags are mandatory. Restraints such as handcuffs or tethered leashes may be used in public or private to reinforce submission. Boys wear clothing designed for humiliation and control. Public stripping of boys is mandatory for punishment.

Consequences for Disobedience:

Severe punishment is immediate and public, including flogging, prolonged confinement, or removal to forced labor camps.

Persistent disobedience results in reconditioning programs involving psychological and physical reprogramming.
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