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Disclaimer

This is a book about femdom and BDSM so the themes are adult and being about a future 

society that is (or may not depending on your preferences) dystopian you should not 


read it if themes like whipping, sexual servitude or pegging are offensive. The domination is harsh and our captive from the past does suffer (badly), yet he also experiences sheer ecstasy that few can imagine.
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1  Prologue
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Major “Tom” has through cunning (in part one), and a great deal of good fortune made it to New York, the epicentre of the femdom empire, and more importantly the embassy district where the awkward squad, slash, ‘the holdouts’ in the British Isles sit as festering putrid reminders to the femdoms that the entire world is not yet theirs.

The ‘plan’ such as it is, is to carry on the tactic of attaching himself to a powerful sponsor as a stepping stone to the next sponsor until such time he can find a means to establish contact with the British embassy or have their intelligence network identify him. But he’s not in ‘Kansas anymore’, the Department of Social Harmoney (aka DSH) headquarters is much more manipulative and scheming than the provinces; they may think him bovine due to his sex, but they are suspicious and devious and have engineered his move to the capital for a sinister plan of their own. 

His triumph in tricking the local power brokers has backfired as the Director spots an opportunity to capitalise on his savagery, and although his primitive free mind gives him many advantages in this society, he is up against DSH strategists who have been bred to be the most charismatic women anyone of his era will have ever met, bred to be beautiful, bred to exude authority, and bred to know how to manipulate men, and that’s before we even mention all the technology for mind control at their disposal. And now he’s fallen into the centre of the spider’s web, and each step tightens their grip.

The DSH leadership set about converting the wild man using his own lizard brain urges and desires against him until he is their puppet living only for the next extreme burst of pleasure into his cortex. Our Major is destined to become a mere tool to be deployed against the powerful matriarchs of the great houses to trick them into falling for machinations of the DSH. Dr Monroe, the woman he loves and lives to serve can offer no resistance against their schemes herself and becomes their creature, lost in a haze of pleasure like a ‘tube’ addict from the farms too. His motivation for the fight, the love of his life becomes theirs.

Times appear dark for our Major as he is used by the women of the DSH, then ‘forced’ to perform for audiences as they seek to use him take over the great houses. He is violated by their fembot droids, then worse, he is violated by the robots at the command of Munroe who is dependent on the pleasure fed into her brain from the implants in his nervous system. He tries to fight the good fight but succumbs to the pleasure of the femdoms. The two of them now live a shadow existence like the opium addicts of the 19th century, existing like zombies until they are ‘coupled’ and pleasure surges into their lizard brains for a spell.

Coupling is the evil new leap that even the A.I never made, it is the tool that can zombify humans into mindless drones beholden to any command from the Director of the DSH. Conceptually simple if technologically a marvel, the connecting of the pleasure centres between humans has been achieved. The scientists of the DSH can now connect humans together so that any sexual pleasure or pain-induced euphoria felt by one can be fed directly into the brain of another. Women can lie back and experience the ecstasy broadcasting out of their slave as his prostate and sphincter is ravaged or his cock is edged whilst she herself is pleasured by a tentacle or male slave – now even the unchipped women can receive the injection of rocket fuel into their brain just as male slaves have been experiencing for centuries. 

Slaves like Major Tom can thanks to the tube be held edged and edged for hours so that their bodies can transmit the pleasure of almost orgasm out to their female superiors, the slave’s torment at being held on the precipice for hours feeding their pleasure synapses. The more he is edged or whipped, the more intensity feeds into the brains of the coupled dommes thus enslaving them into obedience to the Director.

And to make matters worse, the DSH now have a droid army and the military insight to crush the islanders thanks to their captive wild man, finally enabling them to enslave every man on earth.
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2  The Great Houses
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The Alliance is a strange society to the outsider. If an alien civilisation or even just the islanders were to visit, they’d find a civilisation in which technology is so advanced that human bodies can be reshaped by nanobots or anti-gravity ships can flit into space with ease, a society in which no human labour is required as machines and robots can do every task yet men and women work. They work despite toil being obsolete and unnecessary, they’ve returned to bygone centuries where every human is busy – and curiously they derive great satisfaction from their labours. Even the wild islanders have had to reinvent work although theirs has a very different emphasis to the femdom territories. The human mind needs purpose, it needs achievement, it needs rivalry, hierarchy and challenge.

For example, nano fabricators and robot workers can and do make every material so no human manufactures leather or produces steel. Yet across the Alliance men work in artisan companies crafting the materials shipped to them by robots into manacles that will imprison their peers or work leather into beautiful whips that will punish, the boots and heels that will attract, or the finest corsets to impress their femdom peers, plus of course the artisans of the jewellery and adornment businesses. 

The robots could paint the nails or polish the boots or coiffure the hair of the dommes far better than any man, the bots could carry their luggage or clean the homes of women without tiring or requiring rest yet men fulfil such personal service roles and their happiness abounds from having a sense of purpose, firm direction, and the devotion that service brings. Men work out in gyms even though nanobots can sculpt their bodies just as they preserve their ageless female owners whilst sperm is extracted on an industrial scale in farms despite each women owning a slave of her own, indeed sometimes a stable of slaves. Into this steampunk miasma comes the great houses.

The Alliance being a femdom society is based on hierarchy and deferring to authority, with both the demonstrable display of both power and submission to each other. All women are mistresses of course, but all women must themselves fit into a place inside a pecking order. The ‘walker’ who leads men in public or the overseer at a body shop (aka gym) that happily lashes men is acting on behalf of a higher mistress who in turn answers to someone in authority. And in a society that has brought back work, has an external enemy (thus having potential for warfare), requires research to be directed and a thousand other tasks then all sorts of competing centres of power operate. Humanity has every material desire met, but it’s innate drive to dominate each other can never be satisfied through automation and this society is designed by the old dystopian AI to manipulate this trait.

The DSH is the priesthood and the inquisition, a power centre to be feared as it is the one that dictates the direction of the femdom society as it controls the implants going into the men and the indoctrination of humanity, it spies and logs secrets and foibles until such time as they are needed, it disciplines the men and the women, yet other hierarchies exist who can check the DSH from total control. Powerful matriarchs control the military, trade, manufacturing, law, and in a society where status is king then the rarity of hand-crafted treasures are coveted as they provide status symbols in a world of plenty. These matriarchs operate like the aristocrats of many centuries earlier in that they are lords of their domain and command thousands of loyal subjects in a hierarchy below them, sometimes based on territory and sometimes due to their role in the society. 

Men are property to own whilst women are chess pieces to play and manoeuvre in these dominions, yet many have designs and ambitions of their own. These powerful chieftains at the top jostle for power with each other whilst seeking to secure the support of regional chieftains below them. In a society designed around injecting human brains with the extreme highs and lows of the whip, fetish and extreme sex then you can imagine how the politics is played.
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3  The Day Job
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The Director was firmly stroking my cock as several leather clad subordinates flitted around asking questions or logging notes into their personal comps. She’d lashed me in a private session before work causing me to have that weird heady discombobulated bonding feeling where I felt devoted to her having suffered for her, the sensation imbuing me with compliance when it came to answering the researchers as the residue haze of obedience boiled and mixed with the hormones of a recovering body. 

Munroe’s research into pre-history (before human brain scanning) was now for some reason of great interest to DSH HQ inspiring them to throw serious effort at it resulting in Dr Munroe heading up a department to scrape together old bits of the pre-AI archives on my civilisation, and I was a resource to be questioned. Maybe Mistress knew my scans and knew that if she dominated me, I served their research better or perhaps she liked me. I couldn’t tell which when under her as I seemed to be the centre of her universe like a laser beam illuminating through the darkest blackest coalmine onto me, yet if my rational brain could speak, it would mutter that projecting this was her superpower. It was interesting work and over time I became thankful for the DSH mistake in giving me employment in their research division as old social history kept re-calibrating me back (somewhat) to my ‘savage’ male mindset just at each point where this civilisation was about to succeed in converting me.

My arrival in New York, the femdom journey I witnessed and the street scenes outside the DSH building is a report in of itself, but honestly the brain melt began before we departed. I was used to seeing men being walked on leashes in the leisure areas of Edwards and a couple of years dungeon time doing things that would have once shamed me imbued the delusion that I was acclimatised to this dementedness of an era. 

One thing that swamped my processing straight away was the crocodile of men chained from one neck to the other waiting for the cargo bay to open in the hover train. The befuddlement wasn’t from seeing a slave column, it was because it didn’t fit my fuzzy historical expectations as I heard happy chatter rather than despondency – they were being shipped to the slave auctions in New York and yet seemed excited, a fair few gave me the nod of solidarity when they saw my prison sheath to boot. Probability suggested they’d get to spunk within days whereas I had no chance, and in their experience (like mine) the sheath means old-school denial with no sating by the implant. I was to be pitied.  

Munroe looked at me like I was an idiot when I queried her about this juxtaposition once I’d returned from humping her luggage over to the cargo zone, then deferred and deferred to jazz age femdoms boarding our carriage until I could get in, now understanding why she’d had the tailor run up a dress from a bygone era, forced me into a smart dinner jacket and dress shoes, and had bright red lips, waves in her new shorter hair, eye shadow and blusher on her cheeks. To her it was obvious that they’d struck gold as they might well end up in service to the highest status women in the Alliance, every fool knew that. Being sold in New York was a top honour for a man and judging by her sigh I was considered a moron for not knowing this obvious fact. Plus, rumours were those women had a lot of appetites albeit a harsh price might have to be paid, it was a gamble. 

Other mad little details are men in cages being loaded on board and the scenes of dommes stroking their faces with tenderness, ‘rentals’ Munroe called them, then we had my seat auto adjusting to hover lower than Munroe’s. I was lucky as other men sat on the floor, some muzzled liked dogs and that’s before we get into me being taken to the ‘amusement’ car by a domme who asked to ‘borrow’ me before we’d even left the lev-port. 

That amusement carriage was like some kind of lunatic asylum as women enjoyed a cocktail in the speakeasy whilst watching men getting arse fucked or punished; the journey seemed from what I could comprehend a means to experience other slaves and to network rather than being for any transport reason, hell let’s say it like it is; the lev train was a luxury comparable to the ocean liners of ancient times for the idle rich as a hover ship could blast us over to New York in a fraction of the time. To add to the ostentation, today’s theme was 1920s glamour, a kink version of the Great Gatsby era just so everyone could spend eons on having outfits made. 

I presupposed I’d been marvellously clever by talking my way into the DSH signing off the lev-train supposing that I would experience the outside world of old America and when that proved troublesome in reality, I came to fancy that Munroe signed it off as an academic field trip. Dommes wasted time on this ‘train’ because leisure was what they did, and here I am, grist to their mill poising on a deeper drop into wonderland.

Whatever; I was new meat and Munroe blending in with social convention threw me to the wolves even before the sissy maid had returned to the car with her Bee’s Knees, even the glass looked historically accurate (to me). I looked back over my shoulder to Munroe as this overly aggressive ‘flapper’ pulled at my scrotum chain and chivvied me along with all sorts of talk about the ‘treats’ I would receive thinking she’d call a halt and laugh at her joke, but she’d begun talking to another woman. 

Anticipation is perhaps what hurts more in this era as a man and the pneumatic breasts straining out of this woman’s dress and her plump blowjob lips and come to bed doe eyes did nothing for me because I didn’t know my fate. The entertainment lounge was a topper as it was busy causing me to ‘need’ caging as mistress bided her time chattering to fill the time before space to freed up - my nerves grew like bindweed as I saw other men getting done over by women who’d borrowed them, and this was no DSH controlled lab where you knew the quirks and likes of your superiors. You know when you rent something you might abuse the hell out of it; well I was that rental. 

First off was being bent over a long bench to get reamed out by this horny bitch. She was from some material morphing conglomerate, I knew because she initially made calls bragging about some scheduling as I got tied down by a house domme. The blowjob lips got close to my ear as she put the caller on hold and told me that she was going to make me spunk, and sure enough my cock was banging on the sheath, she was hot and excreting pheromones from her bio-glands. She resumed the call and I was left to grunt and huff as she penetrated me whilst banging on about some work issue, finally that call ended and she turned to the house domme fucking some other poor sap next to us to big herself up. The dong stimulating her nervous system got her to fall silent eventually thus ending the calls and one-upmanship because she needed to pound hard to trigger the right jolts of pleasure into her pussy from the nerve interface. Another passenger willing to mess up her flapper attire was waiting, albeit without complaint so that possibly inspired her to focus on the job too. The next in line also dressed as a flapper, I suppose the skimpy dresses enabled fucking or oral versus the gowns of those women content to watch.

It wasn’t enjoyable despite her secreting pheromones designed to intoxicate me and outstanding pumping technique because I made the mistake of looking down the row and locking eyes with some giant of a muscle man getting a train run on him by the house dommes then snapping my face the other way to some skinny dude who was clearly struggling as a keen passenger encouraged an aggressive house bitch to ‘stretch him good’ (or so the translator implant told me) plus past those two were a couple of male adonis’ who made me feel old, their beauty causing me to look at my scars and mileage damage in the iris feeds. 

I was like a scarred lion just over his prime years out on the Serengeti watching out for young rivals. In this world I was somewhat craggy having had no age adjustments and whilst it got me increased domme attention it sometimes gave me doubts as 24/7 envelopment in an AI engineered world of attractive men distorts your own perspective. You must realise, that the AI had not only changed human brains, but it had also made bodies physically beautiful. My cachet was perhaps from being an imperfect man in a world of excellence, but difference eats away at your mind as the beauty is all pervasive and I don’t fit.

That anal experience was rotten because I was humiliated and that meant my mind supressed any physical enjoyment because I’d never been done in a public setting like this. I’d seen men getting fucked many times whether that be by dommes or each other to amuse the dommes at parties or in the dungeon and gym, but honestly, I viewed them as losers. Grunting like a truffle hunting pig as a dong strained your anus then begging for more was undignified when it wasn’t private to my mind, you were a bitch, a sad weakling. I was a catch, a rockstar in this era, a special DSH project, therefore I was above the weak losers of this era who existed as toys to amuse women is honestly what I thought, I was a snob. I saw the men as not men, just background characters rather than people maybe, but whatever it was I had a disregard for this feeble underclass like the femdoms did. I perhaps saw myself above the entire Alliance insanity, an aloof Victorian anthropologist observing the primates whilst passing through to civilisation in Britain. Bloody hell that hits hard when you say it out loud, what a prig I was, and no coping mechanism excuse covers this stinking attitude. 

Nonetheless the Alliance knew otherwise, they knew my place in their society and today that meant me on show getting rammed and squealing like a piggy for a crowd, no better than the other livestock. My face was just as red any slave, the beads of sweat flowed down my forehead occasionally into my mouth just as it did them, I grunted with strain just as they did, I gasped loud and hard when the dong sized up just as they did, I saw a man looking like me in the ocular feeds with a gaping meat hole just as they did. I begged when ordered to, and worse, I beseeched her for more when pleasure made me lose composure just as they did.

I spotted Munroe, the beautiful 1920’s glamour model in a long flowing dress watching from the bar when the feed inside my eyes panned out. I witnessed a little smirk and re-tensed up brutally at my debasement before her, but the captain of industry fucked my hole apart without pity and told me to the admiration of the onlookers ‘don’t you resist’ yet my humiliation kept me involuntary tight until the power of the shape shifting dong forced my relaxation through fatigue or maybe the pheromone chemicals took me. The blessed relief of resignation to my fate kicked in finally enabling me to receive as I should and let what was happening wash over me. It was a ‘me problem’ after all as no-one else in this society was bothered by a man getting fucked up the arse in a bar, and sure enough I began to hear my own piggy sighing and grunting of enjoyment ring out until she told me to shut up. 

The ‘borrower’ orgasmed and withdrew, pausing only for a maid to unstrap her and I lay there waiting for orders, too well conditioned to move as she started another call, thus enabling Munroe to step in and cane me for not spunking as instructed. The audience enjoying their cocktails liked that one as I wriggled hard and begged like a bitch for mercy, all of which was clearly genuine as I was ashamed about this public scene and thrashed around against the beam restraints yelling out apologies and claims about pre-cum or some such whining until I was told to shut up and take it. The vindictive domme who had cheered on the skinny dude getting his arse stretched to breaking point was now demanding (loudly) that Munroe “stripe that bitch, really make him cry” and other vindictive outbursts. Munroe whispered in my ear in her husky sexy voice that if I didn’t shut up, she’d hand the cane over, and not once has she ever not executed a threat. The crowd didn’t hear it of course, but the dramatic change in my volume informed them that all she had to do was whisper and I complied thus demonstrating her total dominance over me. The mob watched quietly as she fucked me up with that borrowed train cane, yet never deviating from exactly what she wanted to deliver, the demands of the crowds never altering her pace or intensity, she built up the crescendo and thank god I met expectations and shot my load.

The power of Alliance technology was awe-inspiring even in this ‘train’ as it floated above the ground and shot across the old America at speeds that were impossible in my time. They were advanced like some alien race in what they could do with materials, brain and gland implants and a million other things compared to my era yet in the juxtaposition of living in some kind of throwback to medieval feudalism or steampunk holo drama. Edwards (sorry, Lavine) seemed insane at the time, but that was positively chaste compared to the perversions of this lev-train, which in turn was puritan compared to Sodom and Gomorrah (alright, I’ll behave, New York). I was like a Neanderthal who had fallen through a time rip in the universe into a rocket ship or space station in just how vast the quantum leap was between his comprehension and this future. 
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