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Chapter 1

“Whatcha doing?” Mellissa asked her sister, who appeared to be in a reverie while gazing out the front window.

“I am watching the boys,” Ella replied, emerging from her trance-like state, though her attention remained on the snowy scene outside the large cabin. She took a sip from her oversized mug.

“Are you drinking your stupid pumpkin spice latte bullshit?” Mellissa asked, laughing.

Ella snorted.

“Yes,” she admitted, turning to face her sister. “It’s delicious, what?” she replied defensively.

“No it’s not! You just like it because it’s seasonal,” Mellissa said as she nestled into an overstuffed armchair.

“OK, one, you can’t tell another person that something isn’t delicious, that’s a fact, and two, yeah it’s seasonal, and the season is delicious,” Ella stated defiantly, turning her attention back to the scene outside the window.

Mellissa sighed deeply.

“What are the boys doing?” she asked.

“They’re shoveling the walk,” Ella replied. “I guess mom sent them to do that.

“So are they wearing clothes?” Mellissa asked in earnest.

“Yes,” Ella replied with a laugh. “After last night’s snowstorm, there is a lot of snow piled up and it’s fucking freezing out there. C’mon, she’s not that cruel.”

“What, have you never met her?” Mellissa asked facetiously. “Personally, I would have had them naked. Maybe snow boots.”

“Their dicks would look tiny in this temperature,” Ella mused.

“I know, hilarious, right?” Mellissa replied. “Ooh, I bet they’re going to want to get in the hot tub after this. That could be fun.”

“I walk into the room and I hear the word fun, which makes me suspicious of you two girls,” Veronica Archer said as she entered from the kitchen. “What are you two plotting, because I might want in on it.”

“I was just watching the boys,” Ella explained, “and Mellissa thought they might want to warm up in the hot tub when they’re done shoveling the walk.”

“Not a terrible idea,” Veronica replied. “Which is why it was so worth it to have a hot tub installed in each of our bathrooms. Maybe that will be a nice little diversion before dinner.”

“Mellissa was surprised you let them wear clothing,” Ella said, laughing.

“Don’t think I didn’t consider having them naked,” Ms. Archer replied. “But I think that kind of thing is best used as a threat.”

“We don’t need to use threats, mom,” Mellissa countered. “We are the threat.”

Veronica beamed, feeling a surge of pride in her daughters.

“I have been so looking forward to this vacation with the two of you girls, and I’ve been looking forward to enjoying our cozy little cabin,” Ms. Archer said, employing the adjective little, when in fact, the cabin was more than spacious and luxuriously appointed. Her wealth made her and her daughters extravagantly comfortable, which they extended by having the boys, as they called them, attending to their every whim.

“You know, this place always reminds me of when I started dating your father,” Veronica Archer said as she settled onto the sofa. “I had been taking some photographs of him for my photography course in college. This was back when photos were taken with film and printed on paper.”

“Was this by candlelight?” Ella asked. “Or had they not invented those yet?”

“Oh shush,” Ms. Archer said with a comic scowl. “So after that, David became quite responsive to my demands, which did get my attention. Now, some girls and I were renting a house, which was situated along the edge of the woods,” she recalled, wistfully.

Mellissa and Ella gave each other a look but decided to humor their mother by listening to a story they’d heard before.

“Anyway, David would appear in the backyard every day in the afternoon,” Veronica continued. “He stood at attention, with his arms up and his hands behind his head, as I had instructed him. My housemates were impressed,” Veronica recalled, smiling.

“He did not move,” she explained. “He understood that it was a privilege to offer himself to me in that way. He was, at my direction, completely, perhaps it would be fair to say extremely naked. This was during the winter that year, and a layer of snow created a stark white background from which his body was in sharp relief. I loved thinking about how cold it must feel on his skin. How vulnerable he was. I mean, the air must have felt like icicles. But he wasn’t going anywhere no matter the temperature. He was going to stay right where I wanted him. For as long as I wanted.”

Ms. Archer smiled warmly, as the memory faded from her mind. Then she shifted her attention to the present moment.

“Well, anyway,” Veronica said, “I should say, girls, that this has been a remarkable year.”

“Mom, are you actually getting misty eyed?” Mellissa asked, sounding incredulous. “Your icy exterior is melting,” she said in a teasing tone of voice.

“Do you want some pumpkin spice latte?” Ella asked. “Then maybe you could start knitting.”

“All right,” Veronica said. “You’ve had your fun. Seriously, though, last time we were here at the cabin was only a year ago, but so much has happened. And I am so proud of you two girls. That course I enrolled you in had an effect, I think. You certainly have developed an appreciation of all that comes with your natural female superiority.”

“Well, you’ve been really effective in educating us in that area, mom,” Ella replied. “Though to be fair, I think we also had an aptitude for it to begin with.”

“Now that’s something I am curious about,” Mellissa said. “When did mom realize she could dominate boys?”

“Why are you asking me?” Ella said, laughing. “Ask her, she’s sitting right there.”

Mellissa stuck her tongue out at Ella.

“All right,” Ms. Archer said. “I was,” she began, then paused, looking off into the distance. “Really young,” she continued, smiling wistfully. “I won’t say what age. I had two girlfriends, Kay, and Lori, and the three of us were what we called a gang. We terrorized the boys in the neighborhood. We’d choose a boy to target and chase him into the woods and get him alone. The three of us could overpower a single boy, and we’d make them do whatever we wanted them to. I think our first real victim, as we called them, was a boy named Mark Summers. He was cute,” Veronica said with a wink.

“We chased him, and we caught him. We wanted to see what we could make a boy do. So we told him to take off his clothes. We wanted to see what he looked like naked, for one, but we also wanted to see what he looked like if he was embarrassed. After hemming and hawing a bit, he realized he had no other options, so he took off his clothes, and we held onto them. Then we told him we were going to keep them and make him walk home naked if he didn’t do what we told him to do. He looked so scared, which was fun for us. And he was really embarrassed. He was blushing, which is so adorable on a naked boy,” Veronica said, envisioning the memory of that long-ago day.

“Once we’d gotten him where we wanted him, he had no other option than to do what we told him to, since he was terrified that we’d make good on our threat to make him walk home naked. I’ll never forget the look on his face.

“We told him that we wanted to hear him beg us for a spanking. He stood there, procrastinating, trying to avoid the inevitable. We didn’t mind, really, it was just as entertaining to us to watch him stand there naked, turning red with the humiliation of it. We thought it was pretty much the funniest thing that he thought he was somehow going to get out of doing exactly what we wanted hm to. So, we just waited until he figured it out. Eventually he tried to beg, but it wasn’t good enough for us, and we told him that. We made fun of him for being a predictably stupid boy, unable to even put a simple sentence together. Finally, he managed to get the words out, so we let him get in position for Lori. She spanked him across his cute little bare butt. It was with her bare hand, and she gave it to him nice and hard. Then he had to stand in front of Kay. She spanked him even harder, leaving a brilliant imprint of her hand on his butt,” Veronica recalled, gently laughing.

“Then I had him stand in front of me, and he looked like he was going to cry at this point, which was spectacular. I really loved that part of it. It’s fun to see a boy like that. I spanked him as hard as I could, and he actually had tears in his eyes after that. We laughed at him for that, teasing him about the fact that the three of us girls made him cry. At that point, he expected that we were going to give him his clothes back, which really made us laugh. Not gonna happen, Mark, we thought at the time.”

“So, did he ever get his clothes back?” Mellissa asked.

“You know? I don’t actually remember,” Ms. Archer replied.

“That means no,” Ella commented admiringly. “And I credit mom with the fact that I’ve certainly never thought of boys as anything above their station.”

“Their station? You mean that of a plaything?” Mellissa asked in a playful tone, “or do you mean servant?”

“You know I mean both,” Ella replied with a wink. “Always both. Why choose?”

“Exactly, girls,” Ms. Archer said approvingly, having gotten up to have a look out the living room window. She observed the progress that had been made in shoveling the snow from the front walk. “Boys are whatever you might want them to be, once they are properly trained. Speaking of which, it looks as though they might be finished with their chores. I do believe it might be time to play with them.”


Chapter 2

Earlier that year, in late spring, a large work truck pulled up to the gated entrance to the Archer residence. The morning sun had already burned off the overnight chill and the early morning dew. The day was forecast to be warm, and the man driving the truck was a contractor man named Brad who had been tasked with redesigning one of the bathrooms in the house.

The job he had been hired to do involved removing the adjoining wall to a small, spare bedroom and installing a larger shower area and a Jacuzzi bathtub. It was to be an in-home spa for Ms. Archer and her daughters. It was a sizable job, but Ms. Archer had specified that she would only allow Brad himself to enter the house, so he was doing all of the work alone. As he had each morning over the previous three days, he leaned out of the window of the truck and spoke into the intercom.

“Hi, it’s Brad,” he announced. “I’m here to . . .” he no longer needed to explain, and he trailed off when the gate started to open.

The house sat on a raised section of an expansive lawn, making it appear regal, even ostentatious, and to Brad, somewhat intimidating. He had experience in being assigned a number of jobs working in the homes of wealthy clients, but he had never seen anything quite like the Archer residence. He felt that it exhibited a natural superiority, even a certain haughtiness.

Brad was on edge and a bit wary because Veronica Archer had made it very clear to him his position while working in the house. She explained that she was going to be away at work during the day and that she had two daughters who were going to be in the house while he worked. It had been impressed upon him that he was in no way to get in the way of or inconvenience her daughters. She had implicitly expressed that he was to treat them as he would any client and respond to their demands as he would her own.

He pulled the truck up the driveway and parked off to one side of the garage. He began to unload tools and materials and transport them to the back of the house, where he used a key code to gain entrance up a back stairway to the bathroom he was to refinish.

He couldn’t help but wonder about the lives of the Archer family. The two daughters Ms. Archer had mentioned clearly lived lives of extraordinary privilege, and he assumed they would be spoiled brats, having gotten everything they wanted. It would be in short order that he would learn the degree to which the girls were accustomed to getting what they wanted. He had never met anyone like them.

* * *

Mellissa Archer and her younger sister, Ella, were rich, which is to say that their mother was rich. They were accustomed to having whatever they wanted. The girls were, even by their own estimation, brats.

“We get what we want,” Ella said one day in conversation with her sister. “Why not? Why would we act any different? The only difference between us and other people is that if it’s available, we can have it. And if it’s not available, then we can get it. We can have the impossible, so it is up to us to make it happen.”

“Well, that’s not the only difference between us and other people, El,” Mellissa replied. “We are totally cute, devastatingly beautiful, and freaking hotter than hell. It’s just a fact.”

While someone overhearing the girls’ conversation might think Mellissa was employing hyperbole in her estimation of her and her sister’s physical appearance, or perhaps exaggerating their desirability and looks, she was, if anything, understating the facts.

Mellissa, being older, was a bit taller. She had long brown hair that was naturally wavy, and time spent in the sun had given it golden highlights. Her dark brown eyes had a mischievous, perhaps even sinister glint to them, in spite of the fact that she could look entirely innocent when she wanted to. Her lips were a perfect bow shape, and they tended to pout even when she was smiling. Her smile could be described as either dazzling or devastating depending on the person viewing it. Generally those that fell under her spell were unable to even think straight while in her presence. Her lithe, slender body was inexplicably curvy due to her full, round breasts and hips along with what was often referred to as a heart-shaped ass. Her legs were long and beautifully formed, and when she wore short skirts or dresses with high-heeled shoes she appeared impossibly irresistible to anyone who was within her orbit.

Her sister, Ella, was similar in that her physical presence could not be ignored. She wasn’t quite as tall as her sister, and her hair was a lighter color and her frosty blue eyes gave her an almost mystical appearance. When she locked eyes with someone, they would often feel transfixed, like they were being hypnotized. Her skin was smooth and flawless, like her sister’s, but it was lighter in complexion. Her breasts were not as round, but had a teardrop, pouting shape with permanently erect nipples, and her butt was more pronounced and had a bubble shape to it.

The other girls at school thought it was unfair that any one of the Archer girls’ physical qualities would have made them irresistible, but they had all of them. Their physical appearance aside, the way that they comported themselves was unique. Their friends and the boys that pursued them noted that they were both fiercely dominant. The Archer girls did not give any indication that they cared what anyone thought of them, and they were unrelenting and unapologetic in expressing their opinions. They both laughed easily, but they gave the impression that they were not to be messed with. No one dared cross them, and it was noted that certain boys wound up entirely in their thrall.

It was a topic of general gossip when any particular boy ended up wrapped around their fingers. It seemed to their friends that some boys became entranced and would willingly make fools of themselves for the Archer girls’ benefit. Some would even call the girls cruel due to the way they seemed to take advantage of and willingly humiliate particular boys.

* * *

Mellissa Archer stood in front of the full-length mirror in her bedroom as she put on the bikini she had bought the weekend before while feeling particularly daring. She recognized how shapely her body had become and her confidence in her appearance had increased exponentially. Her decision to purchase the bikini was a result, as it had clearly been designed to reveal more than it covered. The fabric was a coral pink. Mellissa had chosen it due to her reasoning that what it was covering was the same color, a thought that made her laugh quietly to herself while she was in the changing room at the swimwear store.

“Everything OK in there?” the young woman who worked at the store had asked.

“Totally cool,” Mellissa had responded as she’d stepped out from behind the curtain. “What do you think?” she’d asked.

The store employee’s eyes had widened in surprise, a look that said everything and had been deeply satisfying to Mellissa.

“That’s perfect,” the young woman had replied.

Mellissa could tell that the comment was not about the bikini or the way that it fit, but rather it was about Mellissa’s body. She was pleased to see that the young woman was not only impressed but she was jealous. Mellissa turned around to allow the employee a good look at her almost naked body, reveling in both the attention and the avarice of the young woman. In general, she had no interest in the attention women gave her, but she liked making them jealous of her.

“I’ll take it,” Mellissa replied.

Now, Mellissa stood before the full-length mirror in her bedroom and examined the way that it fit and had to agree that it looked stunning on her. Or rather, she looked stunning. The bikini itself, by being so tiny, simply emphasized that fact. The bottoms were a thong, with thin straps that tied on either side. The strings, tied in a bow, seemed to tantalizingly caress her hips in a beguiling way when she moved. The width of the triangle of fabric in front was only slightly more than what was required to cover her, revealing that she was waxed smooth. And the upper edge of the bikini bottom revealed about half of the area she’d had waxed. The bikini top consisted of two small triangles held in place by thin straps that tied behind her neck and behind her back. She had to arrange them carefully, as each triangle was only slightly wider than what was required to cover the areola of each nipple.

“Fucking hell, Mellissa,” she said aloud to herself. “No man could resist this,” she assessed, looking at her body in the mirror.

She walked out of her bedroom with the intention of, eventually, making her way to the pool in the back yard, but she had a particular detour in mind.

For the past three days a young man named Brad had been refinishing the bathroom, an activity that bore nothing of interest for Mellissa, but she was rather interested in Brad himself. She saw him as someone she might amuse herself with. Her intention was to toy with him. Tease him. She was looking forward to the fun she suspected she might have in doing whatever she pleased with him.

Mellissa walked past the upstairs bathroom and stopped in the doorway to examine Brad’s progress. She found him on his hands and knees, beginning the process of pulling up the carpet in the spare bedroom, having removed the adjoining wall. She stood silently for a moment watching him work. She had always had a keen interest in the way that men looked when they were working, especially when they were on their hands and knees.

After a moment, Brad turned and raised his head, having noticed Mellissa standing in the doorway. She watched the attitudinal change in his posture when he realized she was standing there watching him. His eyes traveled up her body, taking in the sight of her wearing her tiny bikini.

“Hi, may I help you?” he asked, clearly trying to control his reaction to the sight of her.

Mellissa smiled, though she couldn’t say that she liked his attitude. He was on his knees, but there seemed to be an arrogance in the way that he addressed her.

“I don’t need any help, it’s my house,” she replied. “I can get anything I want. Your name is Brad, right?” she asked.

“Yes,” he replied, his response clearly indicating that he was nervous about the situation.

Mellissa stepped into the bathroom, which was in a state of construction that meant there might be loose nails or carpet tacks on the floor. Brad was alarmed, noticing Mellissa’s bare feet.

“You might not want to come in here,” he warned. “You might hurt yourself.”

Mellissa scowled at him.

“I can go wherever I want, Brad,” she issued dismissively.

Then Mellissa did inadvertently step on a small sliver of wood that embedded itself in her bare foot.

“Motherfucker!” Mellissa exclaimed.

She hobbled over and sat on the edge of the bathtub. Brad got up quickly and positioned himself on his knees before her.

“Let me see, I can help you,” Brad offered.

“Yeah, that fucking hurts,” she replied, lifting her foot to his face.

He took ahold of her foot in one hand and examined it closely. Then he took a pair of needle-nose pliers from his toolbelt and brought it up to the heel of her foot.

“Oh my God, what are you doing?” she cried out.

“It’s OK, I’m just going to remove the splinter,” he replied.

“With those?” she asked, incredulous.

Brad looked up at her, trying not to stare at her spectacular body.

“I will be careful,” he promised.

“You better be,” she warned him.

Brad gently took ahold of the end of the sliver of wood and pulled it from her foot.

“Fuck!” Mellissa cried out, “that hurts!”

“I am sorry,” Brad said, and restrained himself from reminding her that he had warned her against entering the bathroom with bare feet. “Here, hold on,” he said as he got up and opened the first aid kit attached to one side of his toolbox. He took out a tube of anti-bacterial cream and a large self-adhesive bandage. Kneeling in front of her, he lifted her foot, washed it with a washcloth, then applied the cream and the bandage.

“There you go,” Brad said, feeling somewhat relieved that it hadn’t been worse.

He was about to lower her foot when Mellissa said something that gave him pause.

“When my mother used to put a bandage on me, she would kiss the place that hurt to make it better,” she mused.

Brad looked up at her. He tried not to notice that the bikini was revealing the edge of her areola on the left side.

“You want me to kiss your foot?” he asked.

“Yes, Brad,” she replied. “Kiss my foot.”

Brad considered his options and decided that it was best to just do as she said. He recognized the compromising situation he was in and thought it best to humor her. He lifted her foot to his lips and kissed it softly.

“All better?” he asked.

His tone of voice was a little patronizing, Mellissa thought, and it annoyed her.

“Now the other one,” she said. “It got jealous.”

Brad felt his stomach drop. This situation was quickly spiraling out of his control. But he reasoned that it was still in his best interest to keep Mellissa happy with him. He had no idea what she might do, and how devastating it might be if she were to report back to her mother, his employer, that he had done anything to displease her. So he dutifully lifted her other foot to his lips and kissed it.

“Better,” she demanded. “Kiss it better.”

Brad looked at her and saw that she was serious. Her facial expression seemed to silently warn him, Or else. He brought her foot to his lips once more and kissed it reverently. He held it in place while he looked back to her to see if he had succeeded in satisfying her expectation of him. She wriggled her petite foot downward, positioning her toes in front of his mouth. Without saying anything further, she pushed her toes into his mouth. He began sucking on her toes as she slid each one into and out of his mouth. Then she switched feet.

“Again, this one is jealous now,” she said.

She pushed her toes into his mouth one at a time. His attitude toward her had changed dramatically, she’d noticed. It intrigued her and delighted her, and the fact that the front of his shorts now had an embarrassingly obscene bulge made her start to giggle.

“Well, Brad, it appears that you like groveling at my feet, sucking my toes like a little footservant,” she said, clearly gloating about the change in the dynamic between them. “I wonder what my mother would say if she knew that you got an erection looking at her daughter.”

Brad had a sudden look of terror on his face. He recognized the position he was in and the power this beautiful young girl had over him in the moment. He couldn’t help the look of desperation on his face he had as a result. This pleased Mellissa greatly. She loved the sight of a man twice her size kneeling before her, practically trembling in fear of her. Mellissa lowered her foot to prod the bulge in his shorts with her toe.

“You got hard just kissing my feet,” she observed. “And you look so desperate right now, I’d guess that you’re not getting any, huh?”

Brad’s girlfriend had broken up with him almost a month prior due to her decision to pursue an old boyfriend of hers, so Brad had not, in fact, “gotten any” lately. He winced at the comment, as Mellissa had so easily divined the truth of the matter.

Mellissa Archer stood up and walked to the door of the bathroom, then turned and looked Brad in the eyes. She saw him quickly adjust his focus, having been unable to turn down the opportunity of looking at her perfect, heart-shaped ass.

“Good luck with your blue balls, Brad,” she said, then laughed.

Brad managed a tight-lipped smile, already experiencing frustration and a dull aching feeling, and realizing that Mellissa’s laughter was entirely due to her acknowledging his state of discomfort. Mellissa disappeared down the hall and went out to lie beside the pool. It did not help Brad’s predicament that he could see her out the window, her gorgeously perfect body stretched out in the sun.


Chapter 3

Mellissa and Elle’s mother, Veronica Archer, was the owner and CEO of Archer Investments. Her work satisfied not only her interest in building wealth but also crushing the little men who got in her way. She was known to be merciless with her competitors. Her company was extraordinarily successful, and it was well-understood that it was Veronica’s unrelenting ambition that drove its success.

Her employees respected her acumen and her professionalism, and they knew that her guidance was what made them some of the highest paid people in their field, but they were also afraid of her. She was ruthless with anyone who did not perform their duties to her specifications. She had no qualms about going toe-to-toe with anyone, regardless of stature.

The fact that she was widely considered remarkably beautiful was entirely secondary in others’ estimation of her. It seemed like a quirk of nature, an unlikely phenomenon that she was as alluring and attractive as she was. When people saw her with her two daughters, it appeared as though it were an optical illusion. It seemed impossible that the three of them might exist in any one place, since each of them separately would have been considered the most beautiful woman in the room if not for the other two.

There were those who assumed she was not married, though there seemed to be some conflicting opinions on that matter. But no one ever saw her with a husband, and she did not wear a wedding ring. As a result, many men had attempted to gain her attention, but they encountered something like a brick wall where she was concerned. She generally rebuffed any advances, and potential suitors were sent away with their tails between their legs. There were stories of her having certain entanglements with various men, but it was always very secretive and it would not last long. Veronica tended to become bored with men, and what unknown arrangements she made with them were quickly abandoned. Any whispers about these dalliances were often considered too unbelievable to be true. She was known professionally as a ball-buster, but no one thought that this might be literally true.

What was very clear and well-known about Veronica Archer was that she was exceptionally dominant, and it was obvious that she had every intention of raising her two daughters to be as dominant as she was.

* * *

One evening in early summer, it was raining heavily as Veronica drove her daughters to a nighttime class in which she’d had them enrolled. It was a class in which they would learn about certain elements of female superiority as a lifestyle.

“Men, as it turns out, are easy to control,” Veronica Archer said as she drove through the rainy streets toward her destination. “They can be manipulated without much effort on your part. It is of paramount importance that you learn how to coerce them into doing what you would have them do for you and take advantage of them in every way.”

Mellissa and Ella both listened respectfully, but they had heard this lecture before, so they each stared out the window of the car at the rain pelting the glass.

“So how long are these classes?” Ella asked from the back seat of the car.

“About an hour, according to what I read,” Ms. Archer replied. “Seriously, I think you will enjoy this. At least I hope you do. It should be pretty informal, like a roundtable kind of thing.”

“So, you said that there are both boys and girls in this class?” Ella asked.

“Yes, that is what I understand,” Veronica replied.

“Why are boys taking this class?” Ella asked.

“They need to learn their place,” Veronica replied. “They might just benefit from the class more than the females.”

Veronica pulled into the parking lot of the local community theater, which had been made available for a nighttime course in what was titled Gender Politics and Social Awareness in the 21st Century. Veronica Archer had convinced her daughters that the course would be instructive and enlightening for them. For their part, they saw their mother’s enthusiasm for the subject and agreed to attend the class out of respect for her. They did not have high hopes for the class as far as it being enjoyable for them, but they thought they could endure it once a week for the next two months.

Mellissa and Ella shared an umbrella during the short walk up to the entrance of the building.

“This might be very boring,” Ella said to Mellissa.

“Yeah, but you never know,” Mellissa replied optimistically.

“Really? You never know?” Ella replied, laughing. “What does that even mean? Sometimes you actually do know, you know.”

“What? It means that you don’t know, you’re just guessing,” Mellissa said defensively. “Like now, you are guessing that it could be boring, but it might not be. I’m just being optimistic.”

“Yeah, well there better not be homework,” Ella replied.

They entered the building and followed the arrows printed on yellow paper taped to the walls and found the room that had been repurposed for the class. It had fluorescent lighting and there were approximately twenty chairs oriented facing a white board and a desk, which made it appear more like a classroom than the Archer girls preferred. There were a number of young men and women already seated. Ella and Mellissa found two empty seats toward the front of the room. The Archer girls looked around and saw that there were what appeared to be about six other girls and four boys. The boys looked nervous, Ella thought as she silently made her appraisal of each one. She was as-of-yet unaware that she was going to end up getting a fairly comprehensive look at each one of them.

After a few minutes, a heavy-set woman wearing a form-fitting charcoal-gray dress entered the room and made her way to the desk. She had a canvas bag that she placed on the desk, from which she pulled out a notebook. She opened the notebook to a page that listed all of the students enrolled in the class. Then she looked up to survey the classroom, offering a warm smile.

“Hello, I am Melanie Turner, and this is Gender Politics and Social Awareness in the 21st Century,” she announced. “If that name does not spark recognition in your mind, then you may be in the wrong room. If it does sound like something you recall having signed up for, then welcome and I hope that this course will be useful to you.

“The reason all of you are here is that someone, perhaps you, yourself, has identified that you may be in need of the information I am going to impart,” she explained. “This course will cover information that some of you may already know, but there is nothing like a hands-on tutorial and the classroom atmosphere to encourage exploration and deeper understanding. And some of you may be new to the things I am going to tell you. Any individual student should keep in mind that we are here to assist one another in learning.”

Melanie walked around to the front of the desk and leaned against the front edge.

“So, let’s jump straight in. We will begin with a discussion of a boy’s natural inferiority to the female. We will be getting into a deeper discussion of female supremacy, but first, if you are wondering how to acclimate a boy to his rightful place and introduce him to the fact of his own inferiority, then I will tell you that it is simpler than you might imagine.”

Melanie Turner turned to consult her notebook, then called out, “Martin,” causing one of the male students to sit more upright, his spine straightening as he came to attention. “Come to the front of the class so that we may use you for a demonstration.”

Martin had a look of wariness as he stood and walked to the front of the room. He appeared somewhat nervous, and there was a slight blush on his face.

“Now, Martin,” she said to the young man, “why are you in this class?”

“My mother signed me up for it,” he explained, blushing a bit more.

“And what will happen if you receive a negative assessment in this class?” Melanie asked.

Martin looked at the floor.

“I will be punished,” he replied.

“A light punishment? Like a rap across the knuckles? Or something more severe?” Melanie asked.

“Something more severe,” he replied, his voice thin.

“I see,” Melanie said. “Turn and face the class, Martin,” the teacher directed, then turned her attention to the rest of the students. “One of the things we will be doing in this class is normalizing the subjugation of the naked male. Boys are conditioned, in part, by becoming accustomed to being stripped naked regularly. This will help them acclimate to their position of inferiority. They should feel that they will be subject to being exposed and objectified as a matter of course.”

“Martin,” she said, turning her attention to the now fully blushing boy beside her, “take your pants and underwear down to your ankles and then stand straight with your shirt pulled up. Let us all have a look at your penis, which will be instrumental for this next demonstration.”

Martin’s hands trembled as he obeyed the teacher’s command. When he had followed all of her directions and was standing at attention, displaying himself to her specifications, the teacher took a moment to observe him.

“You will note that Martin, like all boys, has a small penis. And like all boys, Martin’s penis is desperate to be made to ejaculate. Isn’t that right, Martin?” she asked.

“Yes, Ms. Turner,” Martin replied, his voice just above a whisper.

“Yes, what?” the teacher snapped. “And speak up. The women in this class deserve to not only see you being put in your place but hear your acceptance of it as well.”

“Yes, I have a small penis,” Martin replied, his voice louder but still strained. “And yes, it is desperate for release.”

The teacher observed Martin coolly.

“Make it erect,” she said after a moment. “Show the class how badly you want to play with your little penis.”

Martin, having already gotten chastised by the teacher, dutifully began to play with himself.

“I have a question,” one of the young women in front said. “You said that all boys have a small penis, but I’ve seen that some of them are not small, so what were you meaning?”

“Good question,” Ms. Turner replied. “It is of value to always refer to the penis as being small. Boys can become arrogant and overly confident quite easily, and one of the ways to combat this is to consistently belittle them about their endowment.”

Another of the women in the class spoke up, asking, “He has what looks like extra skin. That is because he is uncircumcised, right?”

“Yes, Martin appears to have his foreskin intact,” the teacher replied. “That extra skin, as you call it, may be removed, of course. If you select a male who has not been circumcised, you may decide to have what is a very simple procedure performed to bring him into compliance with your preference. For that matter, even if he has been circumcised, you may find it is not as tight as you would like. This should be one of many things you may wish to have addressed in what will ultimately be a fairly comprehensive overhaul of the male mind and body as he conforms to your own personal desires.”

Melanie turned her attention to Martin.

“As you can see, Martin has made himself fully erect,” she said. “Now remove your hand from your penis, Martin. Ladies, you should all take note of the way his penis is throbbing right now, desperate for release. Martin is most assuredly desperate for us to allow him to ejaculate, to the point that it outweighs the embarrassment of doing so in front of the class. That is how insatiable the male sexual drive is, causing them to willingly humiliate themselves in exchange for their own release. Does anyone have sympathy for Martin?” she asked.

“No,” a number of the women said aloud.

“Right,” Ms. Turner replied. “Let’s talk about masturbation. Some might say that it is a perfectly healthy activity. I disagree. For women, we can just get a boy to put his tongue down there. It will feel better that way if he has any natural ability, and if he doesn’t, then train him. Or get another boy to do it. And remember that just because he used his tongue to make you come, that does not obligate you to do the same for him. As I will be discussing at length, denial is an important part of boys’ sexual identity. Which brings me to boys’ masturbation practices.”

Ms. Turner glanced at Martin, who remained at attention, and still embarrassingly erect.

“When the male experiences sexual pleasure,” she continued, “he will become desperate for release. It is in everyone’s interest if you do not allow this. It is not beneficial for the male body to ejaculate with any frequency. They become lazy and inattentive. You do not want this. They perform much better when they are on edge, hoping for an eventual release. As you train the male in this way, you will want to make it a longer duration between every orgasm until it becomes a non-issue. He will no longer expect it, and will not ask, since he doesn’t even dream of you allowing him to come.

“It is not attractive to see a man seeking pleasure for himself. It’s simply not something for which a man should have any interest. He should want only servitude, catering to his female superior, and punishment for disobedience. He should serve, obey, and when necessary, submit to punishment. Denying him self-satisfaction is an important part of this. Make him grow accustomed to not being allowed an orgasm.”

Ms. Turner gestured toward Martin.

“Martin’s erection is nothing more than a testament to the inferiority of the male. Their insistence that they must ejaculate after becoming erect is a notion they need to unlearn. Denial is one of the greatest gifts you can bestow upon a boy. And practically, a chastity cage for his penis is literally a perfect gift for a boy. All boys should have one, and it should be locked. My slave-husband has one that is unlocked only rarely, and he is assigned a formidable list of tasks that must be accomplished before he will earn the right to ask if it may be unlocked.

“Though it is entirely up to you,” Ms. Turner stated, “I recommend you investigate how tease and denial effects a boy. Personally, I’ve always preferred the look of a pair of balls when they have been denied for a length of time. It’s a subtle difference, but you may appreciate it. Just make sure that you keep him on edge for a week or more, and you will begin to see what I am talking about.

“So next week,” Ms. Turner said in summation, “we will talk about punishment, and the various techniques that may be employed. And something for you to look forward to is that we will be demonstrating these methods on one of the boys in the class,” Ms. Turner said with a sly smile.

There was some laughter in the room as everyone began collecting their things to leave.

“Well, that was kind of like what mom said it might be,” Mellissa mentioned to Ella once they had both collected their things and began to make their way out of the classroom. “I mean, it was interesting, I thought.”

“Yeah, I agree with that,” Ella replied.

The rain had stopped when they emerged from the building, leaving the pavement wet. The streetlights reflected off the wet surface of the streets.

“So, did you girls enjoy yourselves?” Veronica asked her daughters when they got back in the car.

“Yeah, it was interesting,” Ella replied. “It was mostly concerned with how boys should be conditioned with denial.”

Veronica laughed as she pulled the car out of the parking lot.

“It never fails to amaze me that there are women who want boys to receive pleasure,” she said, still laughing. “It seems perverse to my way of thinking. Pleasure is something that should be reserved strictly for the female. I am so glad that you girls have the opportunity to learn all of this very valuable information.”

“The teacher said that next week we will talk about punishment,” Mellissa said.

“Oh, that should be fun for you,” Ms. Archer replied.

Mellissa and Ella nodded silently, both now entertaining their own thoughts about what was to come.


Chapter 4

The first time Veronica Archer saw Daniel naked was a minute before he appeared at the door to her office, red-faced, blushing with embarrassment, and wild-eyed. He was flustered, and his hands were gesturing frantically. His mouth was open, but no words were coming out.

Veronica remained seated behind her desk and observed him with an amused smile on her face. She had realized that he must have sent her the nude photo of himself by accident. The photo showed him full frontal, with an obscene erection. He was leaning up against a wall, and he was peering off to one side. Sunlight played across his body and revealed every detail of his nakedness to her eyes.

His career at Veronica Archer’s company had been going well, and he had captured the attention of many of the women around the office. He was young, fit, and had a handsome face with a determined look owing to his strong jawline. He was gifted with a thick, full, head of hair that was a bit boyish in appearance, offsetting his otherwise thoroughly professional look.

“I am so sorry!” Daniel managed to say at last. He stepped forward into her office. “I don’t know how that happened. I didn’t mean to—”

Veronica laughed, interrupting his frantic apology. She assured him she understood that he had clearly intended to send a photo for work that he had taken on location but had mistakenly sent the naked photo instead.

“Mostly I am just surprised that you have such a photo of yourself,” she mused with a wink in his direction. “It’s very, um, artsy.”

She laughed, and Daniel suddenly realized that she had not only seen it, but in fact she had it displayed on her computer at that very moment. His throat went dry. He felt nervous and exposed as she casually allowed her attention to drift from him standing before her to the image of him naked and erect on her computer.

“I have to say that I am disappointed, however.”

He stared at her silently, uncertain of what she meant.

“I mean, the photo is nice. Really nice. What a slut you are, Daniel, I had no idea. However, you know that this is entirely out-of-bounds. I’ve fired people for so much less.” Veronica noticed that he looked nervous. He swallowed hard, looked down for a moment, then looked up at her.

“I am so sorry,” he said, sounding as earnest as he could muster. “Please, I’ll do anything . . .”

“That’s an excellent suggestion!” she exclaimed. “You’re cute, Daniel, and it appears that you have a very nice body. So there is something I want you to do for me.”

Veronica Archer quickly and coolly established that Daniel was to come to her office whenever she summoned him, with the expectation that he would serve her in a very specific manner. He was to appear promptly, close the door to her office, then kneel beside her chair behind her desk per her instruction. Then he would wait.

She would take no notice of him until she chose to do so. It could be any length of time that Veronica would have him waiting in position. When she decided to avail herself of his services, she would rotate her chair and lean back, and luxuriously spread her long, shapely legs. She had trained him to need no further instruction. He slid her panties off and began to lick her pussy, demonstrating a slavish devotion to pleasuring her to her specifications, which were demanding and thorough.

He had become accustomed to the extravagant length of time she would have him devote to this form of genuflection, worshipping her with his tongue while she held him by the back of his head and her legs draped over his shoulders.

Veronica was known for her lustful enjoyment of having her pussy worshipped. Any of the men who had been allowed to recognize her superiority in this manner had come to know intimately how unbounded she could be in reveling in this particular pleasure. Her thighs, while spread luxuriously to begin with, exposing a bush of soft, dark hair and sweetly pouting labia, would invariably end up clamped on either side his head, holding him in place.

Her hands would begin gently combing through his hair, stroking him, but would inevitably end up holding him tightly, her fists gripping handfuls of his hair as she held him firmly in place. And her feet, which began by stroking the sides of his body would end up on his lower back, using their position to gain traction in thrusting her hips against him.

Her hips tended to buck wildly when she was getting close to coming, so it was necessary for her to hold him in place. Daniel learned that it was important to breathe deeply whenever possible because it would not consistently be an option.

Once Veronica was at the point where she was close to orgasm, she tended to focus entirely on this sensation to the exclusion of anything else, including the need of the man serving her to breathe. Daniel also learned to get comfortable in whatever position she demanded, since Veronica was fairly insatiable. She felt that a third orgasm was a good start to what would be a lengthy afternoon.

“That was sufficient, Daniel,” she said one particular afternoon once she was finished with him. “You’re excused.”

Daniel got to his feet, his erection clearly pressing firmly against the front of his trousers.

“Oh, and I will also need you this coming weekend,” she added. “There is something I need you to do. My daughters will benefit from seeing what happens to boys like you.”

Daniel nodded, and a twinge of fear ran up his spine. Veronica employed a tone of voice that continually put him on edge, both of arousal and of nervousness.

“This Saturday, around 5. You will come over to my house. I will send you the address. Don’t be late.”

“But Ms. Archer—” Daniel began to say.

“Shut your fucking mouth, Daniel,” Ms. Archer snapped. “Consider yourself lucky. You aren’t going to like what is going to happen to you,” she said in a menacing tone of voice. “Or perhaps you will,” she countered, sounding amused. “Just do precisely as you are told.”

It occurred to Daniel to say thank you, but he thought it might be better to say nothing at all. He nodded, showing his gratitude as well as his acquiescence. He left her office but felt on edge wondering what might be required of him when he arrived at her house on Saturday. His throat went dry when he thought about it, so he tried, unsuccessfully, not to think about it.


Chapter 5

As she had the day before, Mellissa put on a bikini before her full-length mirror in her bedroom. This one was a silvery blue color, and it fit her body with precision. The fabric adhered to the curves of her body such that there was an undeniable cleft in the front, and the outlines of her erect nipples were clearly visible. The bottom piece wouldn’t have covered her pubic hair if she weren’t waxed smooth, and the lower edge of the top piece sat above the lower curve of her breasts.

Mellissa examined the look of the bikini in her full-length mirror and smiled. She assessed that she looked more naked than if she weren’t wearing anything at all. Somehow the bikini accentuated her physicality in such an intimate way that it heightened the appearance of her naked body. She made her way to the bathroom, where Brad was still working on refinishing the room. She found him on his hands and knees, laying in the ceramic tile.

“Hi Brad,” she said, an amused, yet slightly menacing tone in her voice.

Brad felt a chill go down his back when Mellissa appeared in the doorway wearing the tiny bikini. He was on his hands and knees, and he looked up, an expression of apprehension on his face. Mellissa was staring him down.

“Hello, Miss Archer,” he replied.

Mellissa was pleased to see that he was on edge, and clearly nervous seeing her standing before him.

“It’s going to be rather hot today, I think,” Mellissa observed. “You should take your shirt off. It will be cooler that way.”

“I suppose you’re right,” Brad said, taking off his shirt. “Thank you.”

He pulled off his T-shirt, and Mellissa was surprised to see how well-built he was. It occurred to her that he was a contractor and did physical work in his job, so he was muscled and well-defined.

“Did you sweep carefully to make sure that there aren’t any slivers or anything?” she asked.

“Yes,” he replied, his voice betraying his nervousness.

“Good. I wouldn’t want a repeat of yesterday,” Mellissa replied.

Brad couldn’t help but hear the phrase “a repeat of yesterday” and grimace. Mellissa walked carefully into the bathroom, which made Brad sit back on his heels and come to attention. She stood in the center of the room and crossed her arms, regarding him kneeling, shirtless, on the floor in front of her. Mellissa examined his sculpted chest and shoulders and arms. Then she sauntered closer to him and placed her hand on the top of his head, running her fingers through his hair. Her body was inches from his face.

“Tell me, Brad, when you got home last night, did you jerk off thinking about me in my cute bikini?” she asked. “Or did your perverted little mind go further and imagine me naked?”

Brad took a deep breath and felt a buzzing sensation in the back of his head. He had never been good at lying, and he thought it might be better to just confess the truth to her.

“Yes, I did, um, jerk off thinking about you. I, I couldn’t help it,” he stuttered.

“Really, now,” she said, sounding amused. “Here you went to all the trouble of jerking off to me and yet here you are, just as desperate and horny as you were yesterday. I mean, I can see the bulge in your shorts. Kind of impressive, really. I guess you’re just asking for another case of blue balls, huh? You kind of deserve it.”

“I did have a painful case of blue balls, like you’d intended.”

“Oh, don’t you dare blame it on me, Brad,” she scolded him. “If your dick got hard and your balls started aching then that’s on you. You’re the horny pervert that wanted to get your rocks off to me. But you didn’t answer my question. Did you fantasize about me in my bikini or did you undress me in your mind?”

“I thought about you with your clothes off,” Brad admitted.

Mellissa paused for a moment, thinking.

“Admit it, Brad,” she teased him. “You’ve had a girl give you blue balls before, right?”

“Yes,” Brad admitted.

“I’m guessing you are no stranger to having blue balls,” Mellissa said, laughing. “I actually did a paper in biology about the phenomenon,” she explained. “It was mostly to see the look on my teacher’s face after he read it. Also, I wanted to know more about it. It’s called epididymal hypertension, by the way. And the thing is, in spite of what boys think, it’s not dangerous. Not at all. It might be uncomfortable, it might be painful, but there’s no reason a guy can’t be given blue balls pretty much all the time. On the regular. That’s the reason for my fascination with it.

“You know,” Mellissa said after a moment’s thought, “Over the weekend, I think you should go out and buy a cute little pair of panties. You can wear them under your shorts. No one will even know. Of course, I’ll know, and I’ll want you to show them to me. I think you might look really cute like that, don’t you think, Brad?”

“Miss,” Brad began, shaking his head to signal his objection.”

“Shut the fuck up, Brad,” Mellissa interrupted, her voice authoritative and sounding annoyed. “Here’s the thing. I bet you’d do anything to touch my body, wouldn’t you Brad? Therefore, I’m going to guess that you will do literally anything I tell you to.”

Brad was unsure how he should respond. He was still reeling from how quickly the situation had escalated with this beautiful young girl seeming to have complete control over him. He had been preoccupied with thoughts of her since he had first laid eyes on her. And now she wanted him in a pair of panties.

“They should be tight, of course,” Mellissa continued. “And sweet and innocent. Tiny,” she added, picturing Brad’s masculine body in the garment she was imagining. She turned and walked toward the door. “I might let you touch me, Brad. So impress me. And then we’ll see,” she said as she exited the room, leaving Brad to his work.

“Fuck,” Brad said under his breath. His cock throbbed, aching and hard in his shorts.


Chapter 6

It was early afternoon on a Saturday when Veronica showed her daughters a photo of Daniel from the company website.

“Take a look at this photo,” she said, indicating the image on her laptop.

“Who is he?” Mellissa asked.

“This is a man that works at my company. His name is Daniel,” Veronica replied.

“That is one dorky smile,” Ella commented.

“Yeah, he’s a bit overenthusiastic at times, I guess,” Veronica replied. “Now, here is a photo that he sent me by accident.” She clicked on the file and the nude photo opened up.

“Woah!” Mellissa exclaimed.

Ella laughed, surprised by the unexpected image.

“What was he thinking?” Mellissa asked. “He sent it to you by accident?”

“Yes,” her mother replied. “But clearly there is something else going on. The fact that it was even possible for him to have made such a mistake points to a larger problem. So, this is what is known as a ‘teachable moment.’ Though ‘teaching moment’ is more grammatically correct,” she mused.

“Anyway, we are going to have Daniel come to the house early this evening and we are going to have some fun with him. Perhaps it will teach him a lesson about being more careful, but that is not my concern. What I see this as is an opportunity for you girls to learn something about boys. I want you to have a better understanding of your natural superiority where they are concerned.”

Mellissa and Ella were intrigued by this development. They looked forward to whatever it was their mother intended to do that evening, and what they were going to learn. They were happy to have a mother that was so fully supportive of them doing as they pleased to boys, something with which they were both fully onboard.

* * *

Ms. Archer smiled at the sight of Daniel when he showed up at the front door precisely at five o’clock.

“I see you’ve made an effort to make yourself presentable. Even wearing a suit, I see. You won’t be needing it, but it’s nice that you made the gesture.”

Daniel felt an icy sensation down his spine. He wondered what it meant when Ms. Archer said that he wouldn’t be needing his suit.

She led Daniel into the living room, where Mellissa and Ella were seated, waiting. She positioned Daniel in the middle of the room, facing her two daughters. Daniel’s facial expression was that of terror. He appeared to have no idea what was going to happen, but he knew it was going to be a trial for him.

“Girls, this will be an opportunity for you to learn some important lessons about life. As you will learn, boys have a tendency to make mistakes. Daniel, here, made such a mistake. And it will cost him. That is why he is here. But you will benefit from the example I will make of him. As you know, boys are naturally inferior. Why is that?” she asked.

Mellissa raised her hand.

“Because of their penises?” she volunteered.

“Yes, Mellissa, because of their penises. But that’s also only partly correct. It is their testicles as well, what you girls might call their balls. You see, it is their penis and their balls that will get a boy in trouble. They tend to make dumb decisions, and they tend to make errors of judgement, and therefore, they make mistakes. You may find that you are able to capitalize on those mistakes, as we are going to do right now. As you know, Daniel inadvertently sent me a nude photo, the one that I showed you. Now, I could have him fired for that. He would lose his job. You may not understand how important it is for him to not get fired, but he does. Which is why he is here today. Because of the mistake he made, he is having to present himself for whatever we want to do to him. So let me ask you girls. Should we go easy on him?”

“No,” the two said almost in unison.”

“No, we should not go easy on him?” Veronica asked. “Explain.”

“Well,” said Mellissa, “it was so inappropriate for him to have done what he did, and his punishment should be equivalent to begin with. But it would be irresponsible to leave it at that. He needs to be taught a lesson. That way he will not make the same mistake again.”

“Very good,” Veronica replied. “Do you think he will learn his lesson?”

“Probably not,” Ella said. “Boys are stupid. So his punishment should be one that he won’t forget. But either way, it doesn’t matter, right? If he doesn’t learn and he makes the same mistake twice, then we can just punish him again, only harder next time.”

A warm smile spread across their mother’s face. She felt proud of her daughters and their ability to take advantage of the situation.

“Very good, Ella,” she replied.

“So how do you girls think we should begin? Keep in mind that we may do as we please with Daniel. He will be grateful that he gets to keep his job, so he will be very, very compliant with whatever we decide to do to him.”

“Well, I think because he was so cavalier about showing his penis, he should be made to strip naked to begin with,” Mellissa replied. “I’m curious why he wanted to show it off like that.”

“Interesting,” Veronica mused, turning to glare at Daniel. “You heard her,” she said in a voice that made Daniel’s blood run cold. “Strip.”

Daniel’s hands were trembling as he began taking off his suitcoat.

“Faster,” Veronica barked. “We don’t have patience for little pigs like you. Take off your fucking clothes now.”

Mellissa and Ella couldn’t help but giggle hearing their mother use the F-word. They wondered why Daniel would risk making her angry by not just following orders.

“I think he is kind of dumb,” Mellissa said to her sister.

“All boys are dumb,” Ella replied. “This one is a dumb little pig.”

Melissa laughed.

By this point Daniel was down to his underwear, and it was apparent to the three women that he was terrified of the next step.

“Your hesitation makes me think we need to show you just what position you are in, Daniel,” Veronica said curtly. “Yank them down. Now.”

Daniel pulled off his underwear. He was almost white with fear. As a result, his penis looked relatively small. Veronica knew this would be the case, and she first smiled, then chuckled softly.

“You can see, girls,” she announced, “that it doesn’t seem to dissuade a boy from showing off his penis if he isn’t well-endowed. You would think that only the bigger boys would dare do so, but that’s not how the male brain works.”

“I don’t think they have brains,” Ella said to Mellissa.

Mellissa giggled.

“What now?” Veronica asked, turning to her daughters. “What do we think would teach Daniel a lesson?”

“Do you mean a punishment?” Mellissa asked. “Or should we do something else first?”

“A punishment goes without saying,” Veronica replied. “That will be unavoidable. But what do you mean ‘something else?’ Is there something you have in mind?”

“Maybe,” Mellissa replied. “I know that boys get really embarrassed about anything going in their butt, yet they seem to have no problem with putting their penis in a girl’s butt.”

“Gross,” Ella commented.

“Yes, they do have that little fixation,” Veronica replied. “So what do you suggest?”

“I just thought it would be funny to make him put something up his butt,” Mellissa replied.

Veronica laughed.

“You are right, that would be funny,” she replied. “So what do we put in Daniel’s butt?”

“I have an idea,” Ella suddenly announced. “Hold on!”

She got up and ran out of the room, returning a moment later with a feather duster.

“Oh my gosh, that’s perfect,” Mellissa said as she burst out laughing.

The feather duster had a smooth, lacquered, wooden handle, and a large, fluffy plume of black feathers. Ella handed it to her mother. Veronica was amused by the suggestion. She took the implement in hand.

“And what do we lubricate the handle with?” she asked.

“What, do we need to do that?” Ella asked. “If so, then he can use his spit. That should work, right?”

“Fair enough,” Veronica replied. “Daniel, open up,” she said before sticking the handle into his mouth. “Make it nice and wet with your saliva.”

Daniel realized that it was in his interest to make the wooden handle as slick and wet as possible, so he applied himself in sucking and licking it. Then Veronica had him make a quarter turn and bend over.

“Stick your butt out, Daniel,” she demanded.

Then she slid the handle of the feather duster into his asshole until just the large plume of feathers was sticking out like a bushy tail.

Ella and Mellissa started laughing at the sight of it, which inspired a thought in Mellissa’s head.

“Hold on, I’ve got something perfect,” she said.

She jumped up and ran to her room, and when she returned moments later, she had a long, black feather boa.

“I wore this last Halloween,” she commented. “It’s pretty beat up and I was going to throw it out, but it’s perfect for Daniel. It goes with the feather duster.”

She helped her mother put it around Daniel’s neck.

“Oh, girls, look how pretty he is!” Veronica exclaimed. “I think he just needs one more thing. Ella, run into my bedroom and find the lipstick your father bought me. You know, the really garish, slutty shade that no woman would ever wear unless she was a prostitute.”

“Oh, that one,” Ella replied. “I know just what you are talking about.”

Ella went and retrieved the lipstick.

“This so perfectly illustrates why men should not be put in charge of anything, even something as simple as selecting a lipstick,” Veronica said as she slid of the cap and twisted the base. “Look at this shade of pink. Can you believe that your father thought I might wear this? Fucking idiot. Now, pucker up, Daniel.”

She first applied the lipstick onto Daniel’s lips, not being particularly careful with it because she knew it didn’t matter, and it would be funnier if it was messy. Then she wrote the letter “I,” on Daniel’s bare chest, followed by a heart-shape, and underneath she wrote the word “COCK.”

“See?” she said in summation. “Daniel loves cock and he’s not afraid to declare it.”

Ella and Mellissa practically screamed with laughter.

“Make him dance around now!” Mellissa said. “Let’s see his ‘I love cock’ dance!”

“C’mon,” Veronica prompted him. “Show us how much you love being fucked in the ass by dancing around.”

Daniel was practically in tears as he began dancing in the most apathetic manner possible. Veronica had foreseen the possibility that she might need to motivate Daniel at some point, so her long, thin, rattan cane was close at hand. She took the cane in hand and smacked him across the butt, delivering a sharp sting and a single pink welt across his right butt cheek.

“Better!” she commanded. “Let’s see you really get into it.”

Daniel tried to dance more energetically, but it wasn’t until he’d received a few more across his butt that he got the message and began dancing in earnest.

“C’mon, make it nice and slutty for us,” Veronica goaded him. “Put on a show!”

She began to whip him across the backs of his thighs to keep him motivated and doing his best imitation of an exotic dancer.

Mellissa placed two fingers into her mouth and whistled.

“How do you do that?” Ella asked. “I’ve never been able to figure out how to make that work.”

Mellissa tried to demonstrate it, but Ella just wasn’t able to emulate the sound. She finally gave up and decided to yell out suggestions.

“Make him twerk!” she exclaimed.

Daniel attempted the move, but his attempts did little more than earn him derisive laughter and several more welts across his bare butt.

“Shake your butt feathers!” Ella suggested.

Daniel was decidedly more effective in this endeavor, seductively gyrating his hips and shaking his ass, but ultimately, he received the same laughter and number of welts. Partly, Mellissa was laughing at her sister’s use of the phrase “butt feathers.”

“Now do the helicopter!” Mellissa said.

Daniel was uncertain if he had understood her correctly.

“Do it,” Veronica commanded, her cane at the ready.

She was now holding the whip at the ready, prepared to whip him across the front of his body. Daniel began to rotate his hips, trying to make his penis swing in a circle. He had limited success, but the girls thought it was funny all the same.

When they had worn themselves out laughing, Ms. Archer asked her daughters what they might be interested in doing to him next. Ella spoke first, raising a question about which she was curious.

“So, you told us about how we should kick boys between the legs if they bother us because it hurts them in a way that will make them leave us alone,” said Ella. “My question is do men have the same thing? I mean, does it hurt them the same way?”

“Of course,” Veronica replied. “Don’t make the mistake of thinking that men are any different than boys. They’re just as immature. It’s a myth that boys grow up. And they’re all inferior to you. Treat them all the same. They’re pigs that need to be put in their place. But to your point, does it hurt men to be kicked between the legs, as you described it? The answer is absolutely yes. In fact, why don’t we find out? You should understand this better than you may at present, so since Daniel is going to do as he is told, he is now going to consent to providing each of you with a very important part of your education.”

Ms. Archer turned her attention to Daniel.

“Daniel, stand up straight and put your hands up behind your head. Spread your legs a bit wider than shoulder width. Ella, I am going to let your sister go first so that you can watch and see how she does it. Mellissa, please stand here and when you are ready, give Daniel a swift kick in the balls. Trust me, he will not move out of position or attempt to stop you in any way, will you, Daniel?”

Daniel looked like he might start crying. His stomach was churning. He shook his head no, and it was apparent to the three women that it was all he could do to remain in place, doing as he was told. Mellissa squared up on him and couldn’t help but laugh at the expression of terror on his face.

“Ooh, he’s scared, isn’t he?” she said, teasing him. “And he doesn’t even know I’m a forward on the soccer team,” she said, laughing.

It had been over a year since she’d last kicked a boy between the legs and she was looking forward to doing it again. She rocked back and forth, taking a quick step back and bringing her bare foot forward only to stop and laugh at Daniel flinching in anticipation.

“You get two for flinching, don’t you know that?” she teased.

“I think there’s a lot he doesn’t know,” Ella commented.

“Well, one thing he does know is that he’s about to get his balls pounded by a girl,” Mellissa replied. “And look, he’s so scared his penis has shriveled up,” she added.

“I think it was like that before,” Ella replied, laughing.

Mellissa took a step forward and swung her leg, landing her bare foot between Daniel’s legs. She stood back as Daniel cried out, crumpling to his knees in pain.

Mellissa laughed victoriously as Ella acknowledged her sister’s success.

“That was freaking awesome!” Ella exclaimed.

“Yeah, and he took it like a little bitch,” Mellissa replied, laughing.

The two girls exchanged a high-five, though it was also a way of demarking their tag team effort as Ella got into position.

“On your feet, Daniel,” Ms. Archer demanded.

Daniel slowly got up and tried not to look at Ella due to his overwhelming feeling of intimidation.

“In position,” Ms. Archer directed him.

He raised his arms and placed his hands behind his head. Ella had her arms crossed, and she was staring at him defiantly. When she was ready, she took a step back, then moved forward as she swung her knee up and whipped her lower leg, slamming her bare foot into Daniel’s balls. He cried out in pain as he dropped to his knees for a second time.

* * *

“That was kind of hilarious when we kicked him in the balls,” Ella commented. “I’ve never done that before.”

“Really? Never?” Mellissa asked.

“No, have you?” her sister asked.

“Yeah,” Mellissa laughed, then had a thought. “Have you noticed that boys are intimidated by us?”

“Yeah,” Ella said, laughing. “That’s what makes them so fun.”

“It’s that look on their faces when they see us and their eyes widen like they just got punched in the gut,” Mellissa said. “They try to play it cool, but you can tell that if you were to snap your fingers they’d be crawling on their hands and knees to kiss your feet.”

“That’s a funny thought,” Ella observed. “I want a boy who does that.”

“Trust me, you will,” Mellissa said.

“I like the idea of a boy being naked, but not because I particularly want to see his body or anything,” Ella admitted. “It’s more that I want to see him embarrassed. Especially the arrogant ones.”

“All boys are arrogant,” Mellissa replied.

“That’s what I mean,” Ella agreed. “I like the thought of a boy trying to act tough and being really confident but then he has to strip naked and he gets all nervous and self-conscious.” Ella paused for a moment. “I like thinking about doing mean things to them.”

Mellissa laughed.

“I’m not laughing at you,” she clarified. “I’m laughing because it’s funny. And I know exactly what you’re trying to say. Making a boy take his clothes off and then doing things to humiliate him. Like, just saying some insane thing and telling him he has to do it. And then watching him do it, his face all flushed because he’s embarrassed.”

“Yeah,” Ella agreed. “And then saying no, you did it wrong, do it again. Over and over. I don’t even know what it would be, I haven’t thought that far ahead. But I like it, I just need to figure out what it is I want him to do, and then I need to find a boy who will do as he’s told.”

“Sounds like a plan,” Mellissa said in summation. “But they need to be trained to do that. They aren’t naturally obedient.”

“That’s a design flaw, I think,” Ella replied. “You’d think they’d recognize their inferiority.”

“They need to be shown their place,” Mellissa said. “It’s just a matter of doing it.”

“I suppose so,” Ella replied wistfully.


Chapter 7

Mellissa and Ella made their way to the seats they had chosen for their Gender Politics and Social Awareness class and saw Ms. Turner standing at the head of the classroom. She gave the girls a friendly smile, and at the appointed time, began her lecture.

“Welcome back, everyone,” she began. “Today we will be talking about corporal punishment, which is just some fancy Latin for punishment of the body,” she related with a smile. “To begin with, it is ultimately whatever the female decides is appropriate that shall act as the guiding principle,” she began. “At which time she chooses the male she has begun training should appear before her and assume the position upon his knees. This may take place as far ahead of time as the female desires, as it never hurts to have the male as prepared as possible. Though maintaining the kneeling position may require some stamina on his part, it is worthwhile as long as the female is not inconvenienced in the male being properly presented before her.”

At this point, the door opened and one of the male students entered, a sheepish look on his face.

“Thomas,” Ms. Turner said, “you are late. I expect you to be on time for my class and I do not appreciate the lack of respect.”

“I apologize, Ms. Turner, I—” he began to explain.

“I was wondering who I might select for demonstration of corporal punishment,” Ms. Turner interrupted, “you have made the choice for me. Now, to continue, if the female is to have the male kneel in her presence, he may need to be trained in the proper manner of kneeling. This, as all else, is entirely up to her. Once he has assumed the position, he may be blindfolded. If he is not, he should cast his gaze downward, out of respect, unless she desires eye contact for the purpose of ensuring that he is paying the utmost attention. In any case, his face should be held aloft. It is important for the pleasure of the female that she is able to view the expression on his face during punishment. In addition, his head should be held in an expression of personal pride. He should display in his manner his gratitude and satisfaction that she has selected him for training.”

Melanie Turner walked around to stand in front of her desk, then she sat on the front edge, a position that she favored when delving into the subject of each class.

“His hands may be tied behind his back,” she continued, “but they should be tied up out of the way so as to have access to his back side. He may remain untied, should she wish to gauge his obedience in maintaining his position. His posture should be straight, with a slight arch in his back, and his knees set far apart. The male should make himself as attractive as possible, not only in the way he maintains his physicality, but in his posture and his attitude as well.

“Now, the male will be simultaneously aroused by, and afraid of being punished. Therefore, the anticipation of it should be given time to grow. The female should observe that his penis is fully hard unless she prefers to watch him get hard during his whipping. Once his whipping has begun, the male should be in no position to stop her from doing anything she wants to do to him. Should he attempt to effect a change in her behavior, then he has not been fully trained, and needs to be taught a lesson.

“Once she has, at her leisure, begun whipping the naked male body, the female should take her time. She should not feel pressured, or rushed, but should give herself plenty of time to slowly explore, and truly enjoy this process. She should feel free to experiment upon him, using her whip in new and creative ways.

“A game that may be quite fun for the dominant female is to constantly surprise him with where her whip lands. She should carefully observe the expression on his face, and learn what he expects to happen next, and then defy that expectation. Conversely, a virtually endless game of teasing can be fun for her, in which she lightly caresses and gives him little taps of the whip in one particular area, building up the anticipation, then delivering a single hard stroke of the whip. Then repeat.

“His whipping need not be over quickly, and may, in fact, be stretched out over several hours. She may move about him, as he remains in position, or she may have him continually adjust his position so as to present each area of his body so that it is convenient to her whip. She should not hesitate to give him further instruction on even the smallest detail. He should be aware that his only purpose is to please her and should willingly and graciously accept his punishment while simultaneously doing precisely as he is told to do. Anything less would deserve a rather severe punishment.

“The dominant female does not need to provide a reason for whipping the male body. She needs no justification for her actions, and she never needs to apologize to him for anything. He, on the other hand, may be given the opportunity to apologize to her for his behavior, should it be in any way less than perfect. She should be impressed by his apology. If not, then she should whip him, then allow him to try again.

“Certainly, if he has questioned her authority, or her judgement, or contradicted her in any way, then he will need to be punished quite hard. Even a moment's hesitation on his part in following her orders is an offense worthy of her whip. Hopefully, none of this is the case, and she is able to enjoy the act of whipping him for her own pleasure.”

Ms. Turner’s expression suddenly became quite stern.

“Thomas, come to the front of the class and present yourself here,” she said, indicating the side of her desk.

Thomas appeared pale as he stood and walked to the front of the class.

“Pants and underwear down to your ankles, Thomas,” she directed.

Thomas knew to do precisely as she had instructed.

“Now, have any of the women here never whipped a boy?” Ms. Turner asked the class.

Ella was among several of the women who raised her hand. Ella noted that Melanie did not raise her hand, which surprised her.

“Ella, if you would like, you may take this opportunity to punish Thomas,” Ms. Turner said. “He is clearly in need of correction, and this would be a learning experience for the both of you.”

“Um, OK, sure,” Ella replied, and made her way to the front of the class.

“Thomas, turn and place your hands on the top of the desk, presenting your rear end outward for Ella,” Ms. Turner directed.

Thomas did as he was told, trembling as he awaited his punishment.

“Boys crave guidance from their female superiors,” Ms. Turner continued. “They desperately need direction and punishment by a female authority to learn their place. You will find that once you begin training a boy, he will come to adore you and he will become devoted to serving you. He will respect you if you are consistent and unrelenting in your punishment and demanding of his obedience.”

Ms. Turner handed Ella a short, leather paddle.

“Go ahead and begin to paddle Thomas across the highest point in the curve of his butt cheeks,” Ms. Turner directed.

Ella lined up the paddle and began to deliver what would ultimately be twenty strokes of the paddle, which she found to be far more satisfying than she might have imagined. She felt that she would have liked to continue Thomas’s punishment, but she was content with her first experience.

“Now, it will be very painful, and deeply humiliating for the male as he begins the process of his training,” Ms. Turner explained. “Therefore, the female should take pleasure in his punishment. He will be grateful for the opportunity to show the depth of his understanding of his inferiority to her. This may be an excellent time for her to allow him to apologize for his bad behavior, or simply promise to be ever-more obedient in his submission to her. Or she may order him to be silent, in which case she may take pleasure in the sounds he makes as he is punished. She may even take the opportunity to lecture him on the rightfully unequal nature of their relationship, where he is stripped of all rights save for the right to kneel and obey. And finally, she will make clear to him that she has authority over him to do as she pleases.”

“Let me leave you with a thought, which is that you have fun with boys’ inferiority. Once properly trained, they can be fun to play with given they can follow directions and you have been clear about the rules. Be consistent, punish them when necessary, and enjoy yourself.”

On their way out of the classroom, Mellissa and Ella passed by Thomas, who bowed his head respectfully while blushing red in the face.

“Well that was interesting,” Ella said to Mellissa. “It was way more fun than I would have thought. And I noticed that your hand didn’t go up when Ms. Turner asked if we had never punished a boy. Does that mean that you really have done that before?”

“Yeah, what, did you think I was lying to be cool?” Mellissa replied, laughing. “When I was dating Ryan, I used his belt to whip his ass a few times.”

“Oh, yeah, I hated that guy,” Ella confessed.

“I kind of ended up hating him too,” Mellissa admitted. “It makes it all the more satisfying to think about whipping his dumb ass."

“How was class today?” Veronica asked when her daughters got into the car.

“El got to use a paddle on a boy,” Mellissa replied, laughing.

“Oh? And how did you enjoy that?” asked Veronica.

“It was fun,” Ella replied. “I’ve never done that before. I didn’t know they can get an erection while they’re being punished.”

Veronica’s brow furrowed.

“I feel I’ve failed you that you say you’ve never punished a boy,” she said, sounding discouraged. “You should have that experience more often going forward. Perhaps something can be done to avail you of the opportunity,” she mused.


Chapter 8

Veronica Archer sat down to dinner the following evening with her two daughters and waited a moment before announcing the news. She looked lovingly at the two girls, looking forward to their reaction to what she had planned to tell them. She wondered how they might react, thinking that it might not be positive at first, but in her wisdom, knowing that they would come to appreciate what she had decided.

“So,” she began, observing the two girls closely, “I have something to tell you. This decision may not be popular at first, but you will have to trust me. I have put quite a lot of thought into it.”

Mellissa and Ella turned their attention to their mother, curious about what she might be on about. Her preamble seemed a bit odd to them, as though she were building to something. They knew that their mother had a unique sense of humor, so it could be something good, or something that would take a bit of adjustment. This, they would soon learn, would be the latter.

“I have arranged for a young man to come and live with us over the coming year,” she explained.

Mellissa and Ella were speechless as they let this information sink in.

“His name is Evan, and he is going to be living downstairs, and he will in no way interfere with your daily lives. He will be tasked with all household chores, and he will be made to understand that he is to treat you both with the utmost respect at all times. So you may look forward to having a well-mannered boy in the house who will act as a servant to you. Any lapse in his behavior or attitude toward you will result in discipline.”

“Mom!” Ella exclaimed once she had processed just what her mother was saying. “We don’t want a stupid boy living in the house! What if he, you know . . .” she said, trailing off.

“If he what?” Veronica asked.

“I think she’s talking about him doing what boys do,” Mellissa volunteered. “You know, playing with himself. And staring at us.”

“Well, should he exhibit any unwanted behaviors, he will be disciplined severely, especially if they are of the variety you have mentioned,” Veronica explained.

“But they smell,” Ella added.

“He will be required to shower daily,” Veronica said. “And he will be restricted to the downstairs bathroom, so he won’t be in your way.”

“But what if we want to use the downstairs bathroom?” Ella asked. “That’s gross. He’ll probably use it as his masturbatorium.”

Mellissa laughed at the word, “masturbatorium,” and Veronica couldn’t suppress a smile herself.

“Well, again,” Veronica clarified, “If either of you wish to use the downstairs bathroom, then you may do so. It is your house. And as far as it’s cleanliness, that will be one of many chores assigned to Evan. So it will be spotless.”

Both girls still looked concerned.

“What does he look like?” Mellissa asked. “And how old is he?”

“He is older than Ella and younger than you,” Veronica replied. “And as far as what he looks like, he is a nice-looking young man. I think you will be pleased. He will come by tomorrow and you may have a look at him. And if you both decide that you truly do not want him here,” Veronica conceded, “then I will consider your objections. But I do think you would be wise to trust me on this.”

Mellissa looked at her sister, and they exchanged wary but hopeful expressions. Their mother had so often made sensible decisions, it seemed they should at least give her the benefit of the doubt.


Chapter 9

The next day the doorbell rang, and Ella, being the quickest, got to the door first. She opened it to see a tall, handsome boy with a mess of blond hair and pale blue eyes.

“Hi, I’m Evan?” he phrased as though it were a question.

“I don’t know, are you?” Ella challenged him.

Mellissa appeared at the top of the stairs leading down to the front door. Evan glanced up at her, then looked back at Ella.

“I mean, yes, I am. Ms. Archer told me to arrive a two o’clock,” Evan replied.

Ella looked at the clock on the wall to her left.

“You’re early,” she said, and almost appeared as though she were going to shut the door on him. “Come in,” she said at last.

The two girls noticed that he had one sad-looking suitcase and a single cardboard box. He brought them in while Ella stood to one side, holding the door open. Evan stood in the entryway, uncertain of what to do next. He was trying not to stare at the extraordinarily spacious and luxurious home into which he’d just been admitted, or the two girls, who by his estimation where the prettiest he’d ever seen. He felt overwhelmed, and he didn’t’ know what he should say or do.

“I guess you can’t just stand there like a dope,” Ella said as she shut the door behind him. “Shoes off in the house. And then carry your stuff downstairs, where your room will be. Here. I’ll show you.”

Evan stepped out of his shoes, then Ella led him over to a door off to one side of the entryway and opened it to reveal a staircase going down.

“Down there,” she said, pointing.

“Thank you,” Even replied, and began walking down the steps, awkwardly turned sideways to carry his few belongings.

Ella gave Mellissa questioning look, and then they both followed him downstairs.

“You’ll be in here,” Ella said as they reached the basement level, where there was a finished room that was open on either end.

It appeared as though it would have been a rec room or such to Evan. There was a bed, a sofa with a coffee table in front of it, a closet, and a bathroom at the far end. Then there was an open doorway that led deeper into the basement level. There were small windows high on the wall that emitted a soft, pale light.

“Thank you, this is perfect,” Evan replied. “I can’t tell you how much I appreciate this. I hope the two of you don’t mind my being here.”

Mellissa and Ella looked at the young man standing before them, still holding his suitcase and his cardboard box. They were struck by how well-mannered he was and also by how cute they thought he was.

“I’m Mellissa, and this is Ella,” the older sister announced. “Why don’t you put your stuff down, maybe?” she asked.

“Oh, right,” Evan replied.

“So what’s your deal?” Ella asked. “You have nowhere to go?”

Evan stood up and gave a look of resignation.

“It’s complicated,” he said with a sigh. “But your mother was so kind as to let me stay with you. I really appreciate it.”

“Do you,” Mellissa replied, looking him over. “We’ll see. For now, let’s go over some rules. This is your room as far as you are allowed to sleep here, but we do have occasion to use all of the rooms in the lower level. You will be expected to keep the area neat and clean. We may come and go as we please.”

Evan noticed that the area that was to serve as a bedroom was an open area. He realized that it was not intended for privacy.

“Follow me,” Mellissa said.

Evan followed with Ella close behind. She took the opportunity to look at Evan’s body in his T-shirt and cutoff shorts.

“This is your bathroom,” Mellissa explained. “There is a toilet and a sink, but not a shower, since this wasn’t actually intended to be a bathroom.”

“OK, cool, thank you,” Evan replied, looking onto what he thought was a fairly spacious bathroom. He was aware that although this area was not intended to be luxurious or impressive, it was better than any place he had lived in before.

“Should I use the sink to wash up?” he asked.

Ella and Mellissa were too taken aback to laugh.

“For fuck’s sake, no,” Mellissa replied, giving him a curious look. “Follow me.”

She led him out the open entryway at the far side of the room which opened into a tiled area with a hot tub in the middle. To the left there were a pair of glass doors that partitioned off a shower area.

“We’re having a Jacuzzi put in upstairs, but we still use this hot tub on occasion. You may use this shower,” she said, pointing toward the glass doors off to the side.

“OK, cool, thank you,” he replied.

“The door over on that side is to a sauna,” Mellissa explained, pointing to the right. And if you follow me, I’ll show you the weight room.”

She led him down a hallway to the left, past the shower. Evan looked and noticed that the glass doors, being entirely see-through, would leave him completely exposed. But he figured he would have the downstairs area to himself, so he didn’t foresee a problem.

“This is the weight room,” Mellissa announced, showing a large and fully equipped gym off to the left. “And if we keep going, we will come to an empty room that, well, maybe you’ll learn about later on.”

Evan looked into the room and was unsure of how to react to Mellissa’s comment. He noticed that this area was unfinished and had two support beams in the center of the room about six feet apart. There was a single window which allowed a shaft of pale-blue light to illuminate the center of the room. Otherwise it had a decidedly gloomy appearance.

“And then we have the back stairway that goes up to the kitchen. Any questions?” she asked.

“No, I think I’m up to speed on the layout down here,” Evan replied. “Thank you.”

“Is there anything you think you will need?” she asked.

“No, not that I can think of,” Evan replied.

That evening after dinner, Ella and Mellissa sat in Mellissa’s room.

“So, tell me what you think,” said Mellissa.

Ella feigned ignorance.

“About what?” she said, with a manufactured innocence.

“Yeah, uh-huh,” Mellissa replied, “like you have no idea what I am on about. I mean the cute new pet that mom acquired for the household.”

“Cute new pet?” Ella asked, sounding amused. “Well, we will see. You know, there’s something about it that doesn’t seem like a challenge. Maybe it’s that he’s here, and it seems too easy to just have him do whatever we want. He is in a compromising position already. Maybe I like the hunt, you know? Does that make sense?”

“I think I get what you mean,” Mellissa replied. “Like when I decided that my ex-boyfriend Ryan was going to whipped across the ass with a belt, I still had no idea if he would submit to that. It was so satisfying to see him assume the position. I could see this fear in his eyes that was like a drug for me.”

Mellissa absent-mindedly pressed the knuckle of her index finger against her lower lip.

“But the thing is, like with Brad,” Mellissa continued, “where he is kind of in this position, you know, where he has to do whatever I tell him to, it really works for me because I can push it so much further. It’s always fun to break in a boy and put him in his place, but it can be a lot of work. Sometimes I just want a boy who already has it figured out and just does exactly what I tell him to without me having to explain anything. Seriously, the fact that I can literally do whatever I want to Brad is amazing, and I wouldn’t trade it. So maybe the same could be for you and Evan.”

“Me and Evan?” Ella asked. “So, you’ve already paired us up like that?”

“Well, I kind of feel like that’s what mom intended,” Mellissa replied. “It seems like she got him for you to play with. I don’t know, if it were me, I would take advantage.”

“But you don’t want to?” Ella asked.

“I’m good,” Mellissa replied. “I do want to see him naked. Just curious, you know? But otherwise, he’s yours as far as I’m concerned.”

Ella was lost in thought for a moment.

“Yeah, that’s cool, I guess,” she said at last. “I do want to ask you something, totally off-topic.”

“Sure, what’s that?” Mellissa asked.

“This is going to come off as, well, I don’t know. Maybe this will weird you out,” Ella said, hesitantly.

“Weird me out, sis, I’m ready,” Mellissa replied good-naturedly.

“Are your labia normal?” she asked. “I know that’s an impossible question, because what is normal, but I would assume that, you know, were sisters, so I would think we would be similar.”

Mellissa smiled and nodded her head.

“Yeah, I know what you are talking about,” she replied. “The labia are, um, long? Like they spread out, all pink and pouty? And no, it’s not weird or abnormal. When Ryan would lick my pussy, it was like he was possessed. So if a guy doesn’t want to bury his face in it then fuck that guy. Or, I mean, don’t fuck him.”

Ella smiled, feeling more self-assured.

“Well good. It’s not that I have any insecurity about it. It actually makes me want to shove a boy’s face in it more. I like the thought of a boy being intimidated by it. I like straddling a boy and watching him get nervous about the fact that I’m going to be sitting on his face.”

“Agreed,” Mellissa replied.

“One other thing,” Ella said, “sorry if this is also weird. Do you squirt when you come?”

Mellissa laughed.

“I am aware of it, but I have never had that happen. I don’t know if I would if a boy knew how to make that happen. I take it you do? Is that why you’re asking?”

“Yeah, I discovered that recently and it was something of a surprise,” Ella replied.

“It actually sounds really awesome,” Mellissa said. “I like the idea of coming on a boy’s face.”

“That’s what I’ve been thinking about,” Ella said, “and I’m not sure how a boy will handle that.”

“Well, he’ll just have to deal with it, right?” Mellissa asked.

“Yeah, I mean, I’m not worried about it really, I just wonder if I should tell him first or let it be a surprise,” Ella said with a devilish grin.

Mellissa laughed.

“I like your options, El,” Mellissa replied. “I’m jealous.”

* * *

As Ella was lying in bed, wearing a pair of panties and a thin cotton T-shirt, her hands began sliding down her body, feeling the feminine curve to her hips, then slipping beneath the waistband of her underwear. Her fingertips began slowly teasing her clit as she returned to a familiar fantasy, envisioning the facial expression of a boy with an aching, desperately erect cock. She smiled, lying in bed in the dark, thinking about that look. Then the face of the imaginary boy morphed into Evan’s face. She thought about him pleading with her for release. Aw, that’s so cute, she thought, almost saying it aloud while teasing him in her mind to make him even harder. It’s so hard it looks like it’s going to burst, she imagined. Does it hurt? she asked silently. Yes, the imaginary Evan replied, his erection throbbing, pulsing, and seemingly begging for her touch. Ella held the thought in her mind, seeing the frustration of denial on his face as he realizes he is in for a painful, aching case of blue balls. That’s right, she whispered to herself as she brought herself to orgasm. She imagined holding him in place while she squirted, coming on his face and into his open mouth. Lick it up and swallow, Evan, she thought as her orgasm subsided.


Chapter 10

“Hi, Brad,” Mellissa said, standing in the doorway to the bathroom.

Brad looked up and saw Mellissa wearing a bikini top and a pair of cutoff shorts.

“So?” Mellissa asked, and she folded her arms and leaned against the door jamb.

Brad was silent for a moment, unsure of what she expected of him.

“Are you wearing the panties I told you to buy?” she added impatiently.

“Oh,” Brad said, nervously. “Yes.”

“So?” she repeated. “Show me.”

“Um—” Brad began.

“Um, what?” Mellissa interrupted, sounding annoyed.

Brad hesitantly unbuttoned his shorts and drew the zipper down, then slid them downward to show her the pair of panties he was wearing. They were a silvery white silk, with delicate little bows on either hip. They were tight, and the impression that the rim of his cock head made on the fabric was prominent. His balls bulged out on either side of the front panel, only half covered by the thin, soft fabric.

Brad looked up at Mellissa, wondering if she would approve. She smiled, a beautiful expression that made Brad feel simultaneously humiliatingly exposed and somehow proud of himself for having earned her approval.

“I was right, you do look cute in your little panties,” she said warmly. She paused for a moment, observing him. “Hmm, let me see. You clearly want me, it’s obvious. I mean, your dick is about to burst out of those cute little panties. So why don’t you pull them down and show it to me?”

Brad hesitated.

“Brad, I am going to say it once more, but after that I will not repeat myself,” Mellissa said sternly. “Pull down your panties. Now.”

He swallowed hard, weighing his options. Then he realized that he had none. Mellissa was staring him down as he gave in and slid the silk garment downward. His cock sprung upward, fully erect, and only stiffened more as he watched her eyes scan downward. Mellissa smiled at the sight of his intense arousal.

Her gaze travelled upward until they locked eyes. Brad remained on his knees with his panties pulled down, uncertain as to what he should do next. He waited for Mellissa to say something. Then he realized that she was enjoying this moment. She had what he would have called a wicked little smile on her face. She was staring him down, and she didn’t appear that she was in any hurry to do anything in particular. It seemed that she was enjoying his forced compliance, allowing her to examine him at will.

“Stand up,” she said at last. “Bring it to me,” she added, making a gesture with her hand.

Brad stood up and stepped forward. He kept his hands at his sides. He longed to touch her but knew that that was the last thing he should ever do. Mellissa raised her hand and placed a fingertip on the rounded, bulbous tip of his cock. It jerked with the sensation, which made Mellissa laugh.

Mellissa began exploring Brad’s cock with her fingers and her hands, in a way that was clearly not for the purpose of giving him pleasure. She was examining him and gauging his response. She squeezed the shaft in her hand, assessing its firmness.

“It’s nice and hard,” she observed. “I’d say it’s like a cucumber.”

She pulled it downward, then upward, then to the left and to the right, looking at it from all angles. Brad felt a kind of humiliation he’d never experienced before as Mellissa made her assessment in a detached and clinical manner. She pinched the head of his cock, testing it. Pulling backward with two fingers, she spread open his urethra. Then she dragged her long fingernails down his shaft, causing him to emit a gasp. Her fingers wrapped around his balls and gathered them into the palm of her hand. She held them in place as she used her other hand to examine them.

“These are nice and big,” she said as she noticed the way they bulged out to either side of her hand. “A guy like you,” she said as she drew her finger back with her thumb and flicked him on the left testicle, “you could experience blue balls every day and it wouldn’t be anything more than an intense aching feeling.”

She left one hand on his balls and placed the other around his cock.

“You will feel a dull ache, though it could even be a sharp pain in not only your balls, but your cock as well. Your balls will feel a heaviness, like they’re just desperate to come. The pain is unique and, I think, fascinating. It will affect different areas of your cock and balls differently,” she said as her fingers continued to explore.

“Some men report that the rim of the cockhead becomes really sensitive and painful,” she said, using her fingertip to slide around the rim. “Others report a sharp sensation down the length of the dick,” she said as she again dragged her long fingernails down the throbbing shaft of his cock.

“There are a number of remedies, each with varying levels of effectiveness,” she explained. “But the remedy I recommend is to do nothing. Just be a fucking man and deal with it. So your dick and balls hurt, so what? It’s good for you.”

Mellissa laughed again and gave Brad’s balls a firm squeeze, making her hand into a fist. She held him for a moment, then she released him. She pressed his cock flat against his abdomen, then pulled his panties up. She giggled at the sight of the head of his cock poking up above the waistband. She couldn’t resist giving it a little pinch. Then her brow furrowed.

“Now I think you need to be shaved smooth. Your entire body, I think. And maybe something really sweet and cute like tie a little ribbon around your cock and balls. What so you think, Brad? You think you can do that for me? I tell you what, I’ll do you a favor and let you stare at my tits. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?” she asked.

“Yes,” Brad admitted.

He looked down at the deep crevice between her breasts, each tantalizingly brushing against the other. He looked at her seemingly permanently erect nipples pressing against the thin fabric of her bikini top, her areolas lifting it slightly and her nipples stretching it forward. He looked at the tension in the strings that held the fabric in place, as though her tits were going to burst out of her top at any moment.

“I can see you like looking at my tits,” she teased him. “I bet you want to put your hands on them and suck on them, don’t you?” she asked, giving the head of his cock a mean little pinch.

“Yes, Brad admitted, wincing from the pain.

Mellissa laughed at his confession.

“Well, tough luck, asshole, you can only dream about that.”

On her way out of the bathroom Mellissa said over her shoulder, “A cute little ribbon, Brad. Like a gift.”


Chapter 11

Evan proved to be amenable to whatever was asked of him by the women in the Archer residence, and his general behavior and attitude were deemed appropriate to his position. He was assigned various tasks by everyone in the house, which Ms. Archer made simple to understand in her explanation.

“Evan, you will do anything that is asked of you regardless of what that might be. I’ve made it as easy for you to comprehend as possible by simply indicating the totality of it. Should I or my daughters notice that you have failed to accomplish any part of your assigned tasks to our satisfaction, you will be disciplined. Do you understand so far?”

“Yes,” Evan replied, though he was unsure if he did. Ms. Archer seemed to have very high expectations of him and he was not certain exactly what level of satisfaction she was indicating. He thought perhaps she just meant that he was to do his best. And though she had used the word, “discipline,” he was unaware of what that might be. So he answered in the affirmative, hoping that they would be satisfied with his efforts.

“You may be assigned a simple task such as being told to fetch,” Ms. Archer explained. “Perhaps it will be more difficult. My staff takes care of everything, but sometimes we will need something additional.”

“Yes, Ms. Archer,” Evan replied.

He responded in the only way he knew to respond, but he was a bit taken aback by how direct and forceful Ms. Archer was in speaking to him. It made him uneasy, and he almost immediately developed a fear of her. She instilled it in him through her naturally dominant personality, but also because she openly employed a tone that carried a certain menace.

He got the idea that she was not to be crossed. It seemed as though she might suddenly turn on him at a moment’s notice if he was anything less than obedient to her demands. He did not want to know what might happen if he made her upset with him for any reason. But in spite of his efforts, it was unavoidable. She had assigned him so many tasks and her expectations were so high that his failure in some regard was imminent.

Mellissa and Ella were lounging about on the sofa in the area Evan had been assigned as a bedroom when Evan walked in from cleaning the garage.

“Hi, Ella, hi, Mellissa,” he greeted them. “Um, I’ve been doing a lot of moving stuff today and it would be nice to take a shower,” he added.

“Of course. Go ahead,” Mellissa said, pointing to the shower.

“Oh, thank you,” Evan replied, feeling confused, noticing that Ella had taken a seat on one of the stools off to the side of the shower area, watching him, while Mellissa had seated herself on a wooden bench that lined the wall.

“Go ahead,” Mellissa prompted him again. “Don’t mind us, we will generally just be wherever we want to be in the house. That’s just a rule you’ll have to follow. It’s our house, so we do whatever we want. If you have a problem with that, then you will need to answer to our mother. She will not be pleased if she thinks you have trouble following the rules.”

“It’s just that,” Evan, began to say, then noticed the way that the two girls were looking at him. He had quickly been introduced to a dynamic he had not expected. The two girls made the rules in the house, apparently. He didn’t have any other options available to him.

“OK, cool,” he said, surrendering to the situation.

He began to take off his clothes, feeling their eyes on him the entire time. When he’d removed his clothing, Mellissa and Ella were reminded of Melanie Turner’s insistence that they never refer to a boy’s penis as anything but small, a lesson they’d need to remember in Evan’s case, since they both noticed that he was remarkably well-hung. He stepped into the shower, so distracted that he forgot to get himself a towel.

When he was done with his shower and realized he didn’t have a towel. He saw that the two girls were still watching him, which made him nervous. Not only did he find them unbelievably attractive, but he also found them to be unrelentingly voyeuristic, both of which unnerved him. He stepped out of the shower and looked in the cabinet. It was empty, so he looked in the second, and then the last.

“I’m not finding any towels,” he said to Mellissa and Ella. “Just some washcloths.”

“Oh, that’s right, they were relocated at some point,” Mellissa replied, “so use a washcloth.”

Evan turned and saw that she was serious. He took down a washcloth and dutifully began to use it to towel dry. He noticed that the two girls continued to watch him. Then he heard something that made him stop and look at Mellissa and Ella. It was footsteps on the stairs.

“Are you girls down here?” their mother asked.

“Yeah,” Mellissa replied. “Evan wanted to take a shower, so we were watching him.”

Evan held the washcloth in front of his penis, and Ella noticed that it barely covered him.

“Oh, I see,” Veronica said as she came around the corner and noticed Evan standing dripping wet and naked, holding a washcloth in front of himself. “Has he given you any trouble?” she asked, eyeing Evan.

“No, he’s been very polite so far,” Mellissa replied. “He’s been a little slow in understanding his place here, but no more than might be expected.”

“He does look a bit shy,” Veronica said with an amused smile, noting the washcloth he was holding in front of himself. “Well I will leave you to it, I have some calls to make for work.”

She turned and went back upstairs. Mellissa and Ella watched her leave, then turned back to Evan.

“I hope that put into perspective your position here in the house,” Mellissa said to Evan. “Now continue drying off. We’re not done looking.”


Chapter 12

During the next Gender Politics and Social Awareness in the 21st Century class, Ms. Turner opened up the discussion, asking a series of thought-provoking questions about the experiences of the women in the class.

“All right,” Ms. Turner began. “First, when you were little, did you have an interest in dominating boys?”

To this question, the answers were yes; absolutely yes; I never really thought about it then; yes, at least I did; and fuck yes.

“OK,” Ms. Turner continued, “Sonia,” she said, calling out one of the young women in the class, “tell me about how you discovered your superiority where boys are concerned.”

“I can’t even tell you why or how it came to be that I became laser-focused on the idea of dominating boys,” Sonia began. “It just happened, and I never really thought about it or questioned it. Boys were kind of annoying to me, really, and I came to believe that they all needed to be taught a lesson. As in, every single one of them. I would have been in favor of having the boys at school all line up and I’d just go down the row, putting each one of them on their knees.”

This comment got a laugh of recognition from the women in the classroom.

“I mean, I wouldn’t have been greedy, I think that all of the girls could have joined in,” Sonia added. “Just so long as we got every last one of them. Sadly, my school was not on board with this idea,” Sonia said, and made herself laugh at the thought. “But growing up, I was absolutely a terror in my neighborhood. There were two boys who I tortured with some regularity. That would have been Sean Tribbey and Jason Spencer, each of whom ended up cornered by me on a number of occasions. Sean just had bad luck, I guess, but Jason I think kind of liked it.”

This got a reaction.

“What do you mean, kind of liked it?” a woman named Wendy asked.

“I mean he’d get an erection,” Sonia explained. “He was the first boy I got to pull down his pants. I’d gotten him alone once before, and I took him down, making him submit. After that he’d look at me with this kind of dopey, dreamy look on his face. So, when I got him by himself in my backyard one night, I told him to pull down his pants because I was going to give him a punishment. I have no idea what I actually said back then, but that was what I was going to do. I was kind of amazed when he complied, to tell the truth. He pulled down his pants, and of course he has these tighty-whiteys, which I thought looked so stupid, so I told him he had to pull those down too. He did, and I noticed that he had this little erection. I’d never seen one before, and I actually thought it was really cute. His dick pointed pretty much straight up.

“So, I made Jason get on his knees, and it was just so cool to be able to see him obey, you know? I had bare feet, because it was summertime, and I went everywhere barefoot. Anyway, I made him crawl over to me and kiss my foot. I told him that the longer I had to wait, the harder he was going to get it, which was super-effective. He didn’t even know what ‘get it’ meant, but then again, neither did I. It just sounded like a good threat. He got this panicked look on his face, which was really rewarding. I had to laugh at him at this point, because he was crawling on his hands and knees, terrified that if he didn’t do it fast enough, he was going to regret it. When he eventually got into position to kiss my feet, he was so respectful. Anyway, like I said, both him and Sean got taken down pretty regularly back then. Probably not often enough, but I think they both learned their lessons.”

“And what lesson was that?” Wendy asked.

“That boys are inferior to us,” Sonia explained, “and so they should just accept it. The more they tried to pretend  otherwise, the harder it was going to go for them, so it’s best to give in and take what you’ve got coming.”

“That’s a beautiful way of putting it,” Ella replied. “I’ve never really thought of it that way, but I guess that’s where I’m coming from as well, that boys should just grow up and deal with the fact that they’re going to get their ass handed to them, so to speak, so better than some futile attempt at avoiding it, just take it like a fucking man.”

The women in the room all laughed, agreeing with Ella’s comment.

“My next question is about arrogance,” Ms. Turner said, which got a reaction, with the majority of the women in the room making kind of a groaning sound.

“Oh my God, don’t even get me started on the topic of boys’ arrogance,” Mellissa volunteered. “We’ll be here all day. The thing is, that’s one of the reasons why they need to get taken down a peg. Put in their place. And we all know that one of the most effective ways of doing that is to give them what they deserve, that being a humiliating lesson in obedience.”

“I’m going to second what Mellissa said,” a woman named Ravi chimed in. “I think that humiliation is a big part of it. Boys have this tendency to develop an attitude where they come off as being really arrogant, and the funny thing is that the more arrogant they appear, the more satisfying it is to see them get taken down. I experienced this in college when I met this guy named Dan Reynolds. This motherfucker was just arrogant as hell, really kind of a jerk, if you’ll excuse my language,” Ravi said.

This got a few laughs.

“Which language are you referring to?” Mellissa asked. “The word motherfucker, or the word jerk?”

“Yeah, well this guy might have been wearing a sign across his chest that said Please dominate me.”

“I’ve often thought that there should be such a sign for men to wear,” Wendy mused aloud.

“Are you kidding me?” Sonia asked. “I mean, they practically do. Come on, have you ever seen a guy that knew he needed to kneel before female authority and you couldn’t tell?”

“What, really? Am I just clueless?” Wendy asked.

“No,” Ms. Turner answered. “It’s just that some girls have an intuition, like a kind of radar. We can tell when we meet a guy that needs correction. It’s pretty much the most obvious thing about him.”

“Oh, man, I didn’t know this. I feel like I’ve been missing out,” Wendy said, sounding dejected.

“It’s OK,” Ms. Turner tried to reassure her. “We can tell you all about it, it might come with practice.”

“Well, the point of my story,” Ravi continued, “is that Dan Reynolds was this guy who really badly needed to be put in his place. I practically felt that I owed it to society to deliver what this dick had coming to him. Suffice it to say, I introduced him to a new reality,” Ravi said with a laugh.

“I like the use of the word introduced in this context,” Ella laughed. “I’m guessing that’s an understatement.”

Ravi laughed.

“You’re correct,” she replied. “I demolished this guy, and I’ve never seen a transformation like this one. Like I said, he was such an arrogant prick, but when I was finished putting him in his place, he had an attitude adjustment that was really spectacular. Suddenly he was speaking to me with this tone of voice that showed respect, even admiration, and he became that way with other women as well. I think he’d just never had the benefit of a woman showing him what’s what. He got an education that day, and he really learned his lesson. It was one of the more satisfying domination experiences I’ve had.”

“That brings up another question I had, thank you, Ravi,” Ms. Turner said. “I wanted to ask about the level of satisfaction you’ve had in your various experiences. Mellissa?” Ms. Turner prompted.

“I’ve spent some time thinking about it,” Mellissa replied, “but I can’t tell you exactly what makes it so entertaining to dominate boys. Sometimes I think that it just is, and that’s the end of it. Just accept it.”

“Well certainly,” Ms. Turner replied, “I think that ultimately has to be the mindset of anyone who has a pair of balls: just accept it.”

Ms. Turner’s novel way of referring to boys drew an amused response from the women in the class.

“They will likely get put in their place at some point,” Ms. Turner continued. “A woman may do you the favor of delivering a comeuppance, so to speak, and she is going to replay the image of you in that moment for years to come. It will make her laugh, thinking about how humiliating it was for you.”

Ms. Turner glanced at Jordan.

“I don’t think we’re doing boys any favors to let them think that it’s not going to happen at some point in their life,” she stated. “Ideally it should be introduced early, the fact that they’re our inferiors, and that really, it’s just a matter of time. At least if a boy is made to understand this fact, then he has a chance at exhibiting some self-control in the moment. He may even be in a position where he can truly respect the woman who delivers this wake-up call and feel gratitude for having received the gift that it is. He may be in the proper mindset where he can appreciate submission for what it is. His humiliation and pain will be felt more acutely, and he will express these as a tribute to the woman who allowed him to experience this reality.”

“I agree,” Ella spoke up. “Maybe if he has already had the opportunity to conceptualize it as an inevitability, then he may just be able to be present and self-aware when it happens. He may even enjoy it, in a sense.”

Mellissa gave her sister an approving look.

“As I’ve mentioned,” Sonia said, “I’ve seen a number of boys on their knees, naked and humiliated, and there really is a hierarchy to the way they’ve reacted in that moment. By far the finest are the ones who had the presence of mind to show me how grateful they were, and how deeply they respect what I have done for them in taking them down. It’s inspiring, really, to see a boy brought to his knees, who is able to look up at you standing over him with an absolute respect and admiration. Boys look so naked in that moment, and it’s so much more rewarding for me to know that they really appreciate being put in their place.”

“OK,” Ms. Turner said, “next question. Erection, or no?”

This caused a general stir in the room, as everyone tried to answer at once. The room actually got loud on this point as there were differing opinions and everyone seemed to feel somewhat passionate about their own preference.

“Hold up!” Ms. Turner exclaimed, cutting through the noise. “One at a time. I’m hearing a lot of yes’s, so let me hear from the no’s.”

“Yeah, that would be me,” Sonia piped up. “I mean, don’t get me wrong, I like seeing a guy with a hard-on for obvious reasons. But when I want to just straight up dominate a boy, it’s different. One, I want him scared, and scared little boys can’t get it up, if you know what I mean. Plus, it’s funny. I can go off on a rant about how tiny his dick looks if he’s good and terrified, and it makes it so much more satisfying for me. If I can start out by humiliating him, it’s way better.

“I don’t know if this has been anyone else’s experience, but guys are so easy to humiliate when their dicks aren’t hard. They get so ashamed and like, they try to make excuses about how really, they’re just so big when they’re hard, but when it’s right in front of them, this tiny little prick, then they don’t have a lot to say. Also, I want him focused on what’s going to happen. I don’t want him thinking he’s going to get to use his dick for anything. Not at that point, and not with me. I’m there for one reason, and that’s to put him on his knees and laugh my ass off about it. Teasing a guy about how his pee-pee is tiny is probably one of the funniest things in the world. It’s so embarrassing for them, which makes for this huge pay-off for me.”

“I want to say that I appreciate everything that Sonia said,” a woman named Lara spoke up, “and I actually agree with a lot of it, but I would say the opposite for almost the same reasons. I want a guy really focused on me and what I am about to do, but I want him to get hard thinking about it. That’s the pretty much the best part of it for me. Seeing a guy standing in front of me, knowing that I am about to own him, and he has this big, fat hard-on because he is so turned on by me that he can’t help himself. And just like Sonia, I want to tease him about his dick, but in my case, I want to torment him with the fact that because his dick is hard, that means that I am going to beat his ass harder.”

The women in the room laughed at Lara’s forwardness.

“I tell him that his erection means that he must really want it,” Lara continued, “so I’m going to have to give it to him nice and hard. It can be really devastating to a guy, because for a lot of them, it’s his secret. He thinks no one knows that he fantasizes about a woman like me wanting to make him submit, and he’d be really embarrassed if anyone knew.”

On this point, there were murmurs of agreement in the room.

“So, I think the guy getting an erection just makes it really apparent,” Wendy offered, “and now this little secret of his is out in the open. He can’t deny it, and he has to admit to me that he wants it. That’s really satisfying for me, making a guy admit to wanting it, and wanting me, just before I take him down.”

“Oh, that’s the best,” Ravi chimed in. “Sorry if this is off topic, but I absolutely make the guy tell me he wants another after I’ve delivered a punishment. He’ll be on his knees, grimacing from the pain, and I taunt him, telling him he has to beg for it.”

“Full confession, I like boys tied up, on the floor, legs spread wide,” Ravi admitted. “Like I said, tied up, where his wrists and ankles are bound, his whole body secured tightly in place for me. I stand over him, looking down, seeing how defenseless he is. Boys look cute like that. They get this deer-in-the-headlights look.”

“I love that look!” Sonia chimed in.

“Yeah, it’s ridiculously attractive when they’re fucking scared, just waiting to find out how hard they’re going to get it,” Ravi continued. “Also, this position puts them where I want them, not just physically, but mentally too. The guy is placed so conveniently for me to have him lick my feet. And by lick, I mean worship. Foot worship is kind of perfect. It shows me that he really appreciates the position he is in. I mean, mentally, he has accepted his place, and he is grateful to me for allowing him to show his adulation of me and my power over him to do whatever I please.”

“All right, OK, that was a good discussion, I think,” said Ms. Turner as she looked at her watch. “Thank you all for you contributions, and I look forward to next week, where we will have another interesting demonstration.”

Everyone in the class began to gather their things, curious about what Ms. Turner had in store for them, since she had a particular interpretation of the phrase interesting demonstration.


Chapter 13

The following week, Evan made an error in judgement. He had mowed the lawn, cleaned the lawnmower, then had forgotten to remove his shoes before entering the house. He realized his mistake too late, looking down to see that he had left a dirty grass stain on the vanilla-colored carpet. He quickly retraced his steps, removed his shoes, then went to locate something with which to clean the carpet. By the time he had returned, he saw Ms. Archer standing in the entryway, looking down at the carpet.

“Is this your doing, Evan?” she asked, her voice icy and severe.

“Yes,” he confessed. “I’m sorry, I was about to clean it up,” he said, gesturing to the cleaning solution and rag he had in hand.

“Do you think that cleaning this area of the carpet will fix your mistake? Or just hide it from me?” she asked.

“No, Ms. Archer, I just thought I should correct the mistake,” Evan said, his voice betraying his fear.

Ms. Archer glared at him.

“Correct the mistake,” she repeated. “That is a suitable choice of words. However, simply cleaning up after yourself will not suffice in correcting your error in judgement. You obviously were not showing the proper respect for your place in this house. You are what needs correction. Unfortunately for you, it is now necessary for me to show you how we treat a lack of respect in this household. The worst thing you could do for yourself in this situation is to show an even greater disrespect by being disobedient. So I expect that you will do precisely as you are told in preparation of your punishment.”

Evan’s eyes registered his surprise at her use of the word punishment.

“Does that alarm you, Evan? That you should be corrected through corporal punishment?” Ms. Archer asked. “It should not. Perhaps that is the problem, that you have not been given the appropriate punishment for your mistakes and so you have not been given motivation to correct them. Now, you will do exactly as I say, because if you fail to do what you are told, your punishment will increase exponentially.”

It was at this point that Mellissa and Ella appeared, having heard the tone of their mother’s voice, and having become curious about what had occurred to compel her to speak in such a forceful manner. They were intrigued by the sight of Evan, who stood at attention and looked terrified of their mother.

“Girls,” Ms. Archer said, “it appears that Evan has had a lapse in judgement and displayed a lack of respect. He is in need of guidance on this point. You should observe, so that you become familiar with my method of correction.”

Veronica turned her attention to Evan.

“To begin with, you will be receiving a whipping across your backside. I will use a rattan cane, and you will receive ten strokes up the backs of your thighs and across your butt. This will be across your bare skin, so that you feel the pain and humiliation of the punishment more acutely. For that reason, you will now lower your shorts in preparation.”

Evan had a stunned look on his face. His mind was in a whirl contemplating all of what Ms. Archer was saying. The presence of Mellissa and Ella only magnified his reaction to this information.

“Your hesitation has just doubled your punishment, Evan,” Ms. Archer said with a snarl. “Would you like to continue to make it worse for yourself, or would you like to simply follow orders?”

Evan saw that she meant it. She was very serious, and though he had no idea what enduring his punishment was going to entail, he thought it obvious that he did not want it to be any worse. He tried to calm himself as he took ahold of the waistband of his shorts, his hands trembling with fear. He pulled his shorts down. Ms. Archer was not amused.

“To your ankles, Evan,” she hissed. “And your underwear too.”

Evan pulled his shorts down, and with a feeling like his stomach dropped to the floor, he slid his underwear down to his ankles as well. He stood up, his face bright red with embarrassment.

“Good,” Ms. Archer assessed. “At least you know how to follow orders eventually. In the future it will be immediately. If you have any trouble learning what is expected of you, more punishment will be in store for your bare butt.”

Ms. Archer turned to her daughters.

“You will see to it that he remains at attention until I return. I just need to retrieve the cane,” she said.

“I could run and get it,” Ella volunteered.

“No,” Ms. Archer replied, though she was appreciative of her daughter’s initiative. “I think it will be instructive for you to observe the change in countenance that takes place once a boy has been properly punished. He will become so much more docile. So stay and examine his transition. By the time I come back, he will most likely have undergone an adjustment to his attitude.”

Ms. Archer left the room to retrieve her cane.

“She didn’t even tell us what he did,” Ella pointed out.

* * *

That evening, Ella was lying in bed with the image of Evan getting whipped with his pants down in her mind. She was stroking her clit slowly, thinking about what she enjoyed most about watching him being punished. She had a view of him from the front that also availed her of an examination of the curve of his butt. She allowed her gaze to roam about the scene before her, examining his face to watch the expression he’d make as the whip landed across his bare butt, then the smooth, muscular curve of his ass, then his dick, which bounced with every impact of the cane across his naked rear end. She made herself come thinking about the fact that, though he was embarrassed and trying to avoid eye contact, at several points during his punishment he stole a glance in her direction. It turned her on no end to think about him looking at her, seeing her watching him being punished. She imagined whipping him herself, over and over again.


Chapter 14

Brad had come to expect the disruption of his workday that came in the form of Mellissa Archer showing up in the doorway of the bathroom where he was working and making demands of him. He had noticed that her demands were escalating, and he felt helpless in his inability to refuse anything she asked of him. His entire body was shaved, as she had demanded, the thong panties pulled tightly between his legs, and there was a white silk ribbon tied tightly around his cock and balls. He tried not to think about all of this as he attended to the job at hand. Still, he was unsuccessful in keeping his thumb out of the path of his hammer while he nailed the trim into place along the newly tiled floor.

“Dammit,” he said quietly to himself. He tried to focus, but kept thinking about Mellissa, anticipating her arrival.

Mellissa appeared at the doorway to the bathroom later that morning, and Brad was disappointed to see that she was now wearing a T-shirt paired with a tight pair of cutoff shorts. His disappointment faded as he realized that she was every bit as sexy and irresistible when she was fully dressed. The outline of her nipples against the cotton fabric of her shirt let him know that she was not wearing a bra.

“Well?” she said. “Lets’ see. All of it, I’m thinking. So lose all of the clothing,” she said, making a non-specific gesture in his direction. Except the panties, of course.”

Brad looked down at the floor for a moment, thinking. Then he reluctantly stood up and began to undress. He took off his work boots, socks, shirt, and shorts, and stood facing her. Mellissa’s eyes slowly travelled over his body, taking in the sight of him shaved smooth and wearing nothing but the tiny pair of panties.

Mellissa made a low whistling sound, then told him to slowly turn so she could see the entirety of him. Brad did as he was directed, rotating until he returned to his original position.

“You have a cute butt, Brad,” Mellissa commented. “I just love the way your body looks shaved and wearing that little outfit. Now come here,” she said, leaning back against the edge of the sink.

Brad stepped forward and remained still as Mellissa pulled at the waistband of his panties. She lowered them in front until his cock sprung from its entrapment, tied tightly with the white ribbon.

“Oh, how sweet you are to tie it up like a present for me,” Mellissa said. She wrapped her fingers around the shaft of his cock. She held it there, without moving, and looked him in the eyes. “Decision time, Brad,” she said. “Icy-Hot or nothing.”

Brad felt his stomach drop.

“Nothing, he replied.

“Good choice,” Mellissa replied. “Or is it?” she teased.

She began slowly stroking his cock without lubrication, keeping her hand wrapped tightly around his cock. He winced from the painful sensation, especially when she slid her hand up and around the head of his cock.

“Ow, please,” he whimpered.

“Please?” she asked, amused by his reaction. “Are you begging for more? Because I haven’t given you permission to beg yet,” she advised.

She did not adjust the speed or intensity of her movement and was clearly enjoying his reaction. She reached up with her free hand and pinched a nipple between her thumb and forefinger. She held it tightly and began twisting it back and forth, pulling it upward and downward in turn.

“It’s so cute to see a big strong man suffer for me,” she observed. “You’re so sensitive. I bet I could make you cry like a little bitch, huh?” Mellissa laughed, a joyous laugh that revealed how much she enjoyed torturing him. She giggled at the sight of the little bow he’d tied with the white ribbon. “That’s right, your suffering is a gift to me along with the present you’ve made of your cock. I accept your offering, but I want to see you suffer so much more for me.”

Brad was breathing heavily as Mellissa slid her hand slowly up and down the length of his shaft.

“You know, you look so good in your panties with your body shaved, that now I want to see you in a garter belt and stockings,” Mellissa continued. “We’ll have your upper body topless for now. And lose the shirt and shorts, I want to see you wearing your little outfit while you work. You’ll do that for me, right? And if you do a good job and look really adorable, I’ll let you kiss my ass. You’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

Brad swallowed hard, his cock throbbing in Mellissa’s hand.

“Yes,” he replied.

“Hmmm,” she replied. “We’ll see.”

Brad made a deep groan followed by a moan, and Mellissa felt his cock begin to jerk. She instantly dropped her hands and took a step back. She laughed at the look of desperation on his face.

“Now this is what I am going to call a case of blue balls,” she said, giggling as Brad’s cock involuntarily jerked in frustration. “You fucking enjoy that. Maybe I’ll let you tell me all about it tomorrow.”

Mellissa turned and walked out of the bathroom, leaving Brad to suffer the consequences.


Chapter 15

Evan had learned what was expected of him within the Archer residence. Attending to his assigned housework, he endeavored to be quick about it lest he greatly increase the intensity and duration of any given punishment. Once he had been given the directive to fetch the cane for punishment, he knew that he was well past the point of bargaining, let alone arguing, and had best retrieve the cane and be in position in the shortest amount of time possible. He also knew that he should exhibit the correct attitude. Remorse was expected, and courtesy and thoughtfulness were demanded.

Evan was to place the cane on the table beside the whipping post, which was in fact two parallel posts set four feet apart. His clothes were to be removed in their entirety and he was to place his hands as high as they would reach on either post and place his feet pressed against the inner side of each post, presenting his body in an “X” formation. And while he was expected to be situated thusly in as short a time as he was able, Veronica was often in no particular hurry to commence his punishment. Depending on how angry she was in any given moment, it could begin immediately, or after whatever duration of time she chose.

Frequently it was one of the Archer girls who would take the loops of rope that were attached to the two posts and place them around his wrists and ankles. His compliance in this bondage was required. He would come to learn that his compliance in being bound in position was in his own self-interest. He was in no position to argue with what might happen to him.

On occasion, he might stand in position awaiting his punishment for upward of an hour. It was during these more prolonged punishments that Ella and Mellissa had the most fun in teasing him. After slipping the loops of rope around his wrists and ankles and then drawing them tight, they would take their time in tormenting him.

“What do you think our mom is going to do to you?” Mellissa asked Evan. “You think it’s just going to be a standard whipping where she makes you cry like a little bitch? Or do you think it might be something a little more substantial, like where you can’t sit down for a few days? Or could it be that she’s actually going to finally give you the whipping you really deserve? You know, where it finally registers in your head that you are an inferior male who deserves to be beaten.”

“Please,” Evan pleaded, his voice small and quiet.

“Oh, did you hear that, El?” It wants to beg,” Mellissa said, mocking him.

“I know, I can’t believe it’s so stupid,” Ella replied. “Like, duh, we’re way past the time when it’s going to be allowed to beg. Maybe if it had been as subservient as is required, it wouldn’t be in this situation.”

“I just can’t think of what would motivate me more to tell mom to whip its ass harder than hearing it try to plead with us now,” Mellissa stated. “What a little bitch you are, Evan.”

She walked up to him and slapped him across the dick. Ella laughed.

“Do it again,” Ella encouraged. “It looked like it hurt when you slapped his penis, but maybe it wasn’t hard enough. Really whack it good. He deserves it.”

“You heard my sister,” Mellissa said. “She thinks you need a harder slap across your penis. She’s right, isn’t she?”

Evan appeared desperate, and he had a look of fear on his face. He knew there was only one correct response.

“Yes,” Evan replied. “Your sister is right.”

“Did you hear that, El?” Mellissa cried out. She turned back to Evan. “My sister is always right, dickhead.”

She slapped Evan hard across the penis. He winced and made what the two girls thought was a remarkably pathetic sound, which made them laugh.

“Ooh, did that hurt your little penis?” Mellissa asked in a mocking tone of voice, then laughed.

She pulled her middle finger back with her thumb and flicked him hard on the head of his dick. He whimpered, which annoyed Mellissa.

“What’s with you whimpering like a little bitch, Evan?” she asked. “Here, I’m going to do that again, and instead of sounding like a little crybaby, you’re going to man up and say, ‘thank you.’ And I want to hear gratitude in your voice. Just think of how much worse it could be.”

Mellissa thought for a moment.

“In fact,” she continued, “that should be your general state of mind. Whenever you are getting the punishment you so totally deserve, no matter how hard it is, or how painful, or how humiliating, you should be grateful because it could have been worse. It should have been worse. You will have gotten off easy compared with what we very well could have done to you. So I want to hear you express your appreciation.”

Mellissa gave him another flick of her fingers on the very tip of his dick.

“Thank you,” Evan managed to say, though the sting Mellissa had delivered had made his body jerk.

“Oh, wow,” Ella exclaimed. “It looks like you got him right on the tip of his dick. That seems to be effective.”

“I noticed that,” Mellissa replied. “You want to try?”

“Absolutely,” Ella said as she came over to take her sister’s place. “The way his body jerked was like the start of a little dance. Why don’t you dance for us, bitch-boy?”

Ella flicked the head of his penis, trying to emulate her sister’s success in targeting the very tip of it.

Evan’s body jerked involuntarily.

“Thank you,” he dutifully replied, gritting his teeth.

“Nice,” Mellissa commented. “I think you got him.”

“Well thank you, Em, but I think I can do better.”

She flicked him again.

His body responded, going up on the balls of his feet while his jaw clenched from the pain.

“Thank you,” Evan managed to say.

Ella and Mellissa laughed at his response. Then they heard the sound of their mother’s footsteps on the stairs.

“I trust you girls have properly humiliated Evan in preparation for his punishment?” Ms. Archer asked as she entered the room.

Mellissa and Ella both laughed.

“I think we could have done a lot worse,” Mellissa said. “We probably let him off easy.”

Veronica had a perturbed look on her face.

“Well, you shouldn’t have, girls,” she said, chastising them. “You should never make it easy for a boy, they don’t deserve it, and worse, it doesn’t do them any favors. The harder you make it for them, the more they will respect your authority.”

Ms. Archer turned her attention to Evan.

“Do you understand the authority my daughters have over you, Evan?” she asked him.

“Yes,” Evan replied in a paper-thin voice.

Veronica picked up the rattan cane and placed it horizontally across Evan’s rear end. She paused for a moment, allowing the anticipation to build. All three women had a similar observation, which was that they generally overlooked how well-developed Evan’s body was until he had the cane against his bare skin. His butt was nicely rounded and his musculature made it tight and firm. It was a unique and undeniable pleasure for them to watch his ass take a branding from the long, thin rod, so they were silent and focused on his naked body awaiting Veronica’s first stroke of the cane.

“Girls,” Ms. Archer began, “you must learn something important about the inferiority of the male, which is that while you yourself might think that it would be very unpleasant for a boy to have to come to grips with it and recognize the superiority of the female, it is not. It is actually the kindest thing you can do for a boy. He will be eternally grateful to you for helping him recognize this reality. Boys are expected to carry on this fallacy of being confidently in command and in control. They are expected to be strong and dominant.”

Ms. Archer allowed herself to show a slight, wistful smile.

“As you know, they are anything but that. And the boys who speak freely about equality of the genders, they need to be disabused of such a notion in short order. No, they are not our equals. They are, at best, our servants, and as I am attempting to make clear to you, it is a tremendous relief to them when they are put in their place.”

Ms. Archer turned her attention to Evan.

“Are you prepared to do your best in attempting to impress us, Evan?” Veronica asked.

“Yes, Ms. Archer,” Evan replied, his voice barely above a whisper.

Ms. Archer delivered a stroke of the cane across his bare butt with a snap of her wrist.

“Louder,” she admonished him.

“Yes, Ms. Archer,” Evan replied, a tone of desperation in his voice.

“That’s better,” she replied.

She drew the cane back and gave Evan a swift, merciless stroke across his bare butt.

“Allow a boy to kneel before you and confess what he has long suspected, which is that he is no better than the floor you are standing on,” she continued. She gave Evan another stroke of the cane. “Allow him to lower himself to the floor and worship, genuflecting at your feet. It bears repeating, he will be grateful to you. It is a tremendous relief to the male mind to be free of such inaccurate and harmful ideas that he is anything but a servant to the female gender.”

Then she began slowly and methodically landing each stroke of the cane with confidence and precision, causing Evan’s body to react by stiffening and emitting a gasp through clenched teeth, but otherwise remaining silent and at attention.

“Allow him to offer himself for correction,” she continued, “and he will adore you for tending to his discipline. Don’t think you are doing him a favor by ‘showing mercy.’ You will be doing the opposite. Instead, punish him beyond what you think he might be able to endure. He can withstand more than you think, and he will appreciate you having shown him his proper place. He will respect your authority and begin to crave your guidance in training him to adapt to this new reality. So again, you will need to take a boy in hand and show him the correct order of things. And when you do so, though it might look to you as though he would be deeply embarrassed or humiliated to confess to you his natural inferiority, ultimately, he will be grateful for having been allowed to do so.”

Mellissa and Elle sat in the two armchairs that were situated before the two posts to which Evan was bound and observed him closely, watching his reaction. They noted that the impact of the whipping slowly increased throughout the ordeal, and Evan’s body reacted to every stripe across his butt in a way that made clear his feelings of humiliation at being punished in this manner along with the expected reaction to the torturous pain of each stroke.

They admired the technique employed by their mother, who would apply each welt across his naked ass just as he was beginning to recover from the previous one. She modified her rhythm almost imperceptibly so as to keep him on edge, so he was never certain when the next punishment would come. And she altered the intensity too, so that he was always surprised by the impact on his body. The girls couldn’t help but giggle at the sight of Evan reacting to a stroke of the cane that was less intense than he had anticipated. And they had to laugh when it was far more painful than he was expecting. They were amused by the way his penis would bounce as his body absorbed the impact of the cane. And finally, they were deeply impressed that their mother was thorough to the point that she brought tears to Evan’s eyes.

“Now,” Ms. Archer announced, “you may find yourself in such a position, where a boy will begin crying. Evan here did his best to withstand his punishment, but ultimately, he was defeated in his attempt to appear strong in the face of it. He gave in to his feelings of inadequacy and began to cry as a result. Should you bring a boy to this point, and he gives in and admits through his tears that you have bested him, take note of his utter humiliation in this moment. This is a moment that is so important in a boy’s adaptation to your authority. He may try to act tough, and indifferent to pain, but his body betrays him.

“He has always suspected that the female was his superior, and his tears are a signal that he has had to come to the point where he admits it to himself. If you make a boy cry, it will be easier for him to admit that you have mastered him in an important and essential way. He will look upon you with a new respect. Essentially, he will cry with a certain relief that he is now freer to admit your superiority. It is a precious moment, and it should be enjoyed, even celebrated. The next time he will be brought to tears so much more easily. He will learn to surrender, to submit, and he will cry for you out of gratitude.”

Satisfied with both the punishment and the lesson it afforded her daughters, Ms. Archer placed the cane on the side table and departed. Mellissa stood up and approached Evan.

“It was fun watching you cry,” she said as she pinched his left nipple. “I’m going to leave you to my sister. If you’re nice to her, she might even untie you.”

Mellissa left the room. Elle remained seated, allowing the realization to sink in that he was now entirely in her hands. At last, she stood and approached Evan. She looked him in the eyes and saw that he was afraid of what she might do to him. She smiled, enjoying his fear. She placed her hand on his bare chest and began to feel his naked body. Her fingertips slid along the surface of his skin. Eventually her hand was on his butt cheek, and she watched as he winced when she squeezed it in her hand. Elle moved around behind him to examine the welts across his ass. She traced the crimson lines with her fingers. She took both cheeks of his butt in her hands and squeezed it firmly, listening to him gasp in response. Then she slid one hand between his legs and wrapped it tightly around his balls. She held him that way as she sunk her teeth into his shoulder.

The way that his body was positioned and bound, with his legs spread wide, not only made him completely vulnerable, but it also decreased his height such that Elle was almost as tall as he was. She bit him on the back of the neck while she squeezed his balls possessively. Her other hand slid over his hip and wrapped around the shaft of his dick. She smiled at the realization that he had been getting hard. He then became fully erect in her hand. She played with his erect cock in a way that communicated to Evan not that she wanted to give him pleasure, but rather that she wanted to express her authority to do with him as she pleased, no matter what that may be.

She massaged his cock and his balls aggressively while she bit him on the neck and shoulders. The sound of his submission to her was beautiful, she thought, as was the inadvertent movement of his body as his back arched and surrendered.

“That’s right, Evan,” she said softly into his ear. “Submit. Recognize your inferiority and surrender to me, your superior. Let me hear you say it.”

Evan took a deep breath.

“I . . . I submit to you,” he said at last.

“Very good, Evan,” Ella replied. “I will untie you now. Just be sure to remember this lesson.”

Evan felt a sensation he’d never felt before. Though he’d just endured pain and humiliation like he had never felt before, the way that he felt once he’d confessed to Ella his submission to her, he felt lighter, somehow. He felt relieved. And though Ella’s touch felt possessive of his body, and even his mind, he somehow felt free.


Chapter 16

Mellissa walked down the hall and turned the corner to stand in the doorway of the bathroom. She was struck by the sight before her, which was that of an almost entirely transformed bathroom, since Brad had come close to finishing the job. But she was distracted by what she had come to see, which was the sight of Brad scrubbing the newly tiled floor wearing a new pair of thong panties with a garter belt and sheer stockings.

“Holy fuck, Brad,” she said, her voice clearly expressing her approval. “You look so adorable, and so does the bathroom. I think we might need to keep you here as an attendant. Also, how are you not just destroying those stockings?”

Brad sat up on his knees.

“I’m being very careful, Miss Archer,” he replied.

“I see,” Mellissa replied. “Stand up so I can get a good look at you.”

Brad stood, and Mellissa slowly walked around him in a circle, looking him up and down.

“Well, I think you’ve earned your reward, Brad,” Mellissa said. “Come here.”

She stood in front of the lavatory as Brad stepped forward to stand before her. Mellissa turned around and placed her hands on the edge of the sink.

“Get on your knees again,” she said.

Brad knelt as Mellissa unbuttoned her shorts and let them fall to the floor. She arched her back to present her ass, placing it directly in front of his face. She was also wearing a pair of thong panties, which she invited him to tease to one side with his tongue and lick her asshole.

“Impress me, Brad,” she challenged him. “Show me how much you love licking my ass, and how grateful you are for the opportunity.”

Mellissa was surprised and pleased with not only the effort Brad put into kissing and licking her ass, but also the length of his tongue. She decided that he had earned himself the right to worship her ass again in the future, though she felt he should still have to earn it, if for no other reason than to show his appreciation.

* * *

“So what’s up with the guy who’s refinishing the bathroom?” Ella asked later in the week at the dinner table. “I walked past the bathroom today for like, the first time since he started working in there and one, it looks like it’s going to be really nice when he’s done, but two, and more bizarrely, he was wearing, um, lingerie. Like, he had a bra and panties and a garter belt with stockings and I said what the hell, and he apologized and said you made him dress like that.”

“Oh, yeah,” Mellissa replied, laughing. “That’s Brad. I’m just playing with him.”

“So you have an interest in dressing him in lingerie?” Ms. Archer asked, sounding intrigued.

“Yeah, it just seemed to fit, you know?” Mellissa replied. “By which I mean, does not fit. At all. Big strong man dressed in a cute little girly outfit? It just makes me laugh, seeing him that way. And actually, he looks good like that, I think. It’s kind of hot, the way his muscles look wrapped in tight, silky, lacy things, and on top of that, it’s a little humiliating for him.”

“A little?” Ella asked. “If I hadn’t been so surprised, I would have laughed my ass off seeing him dressed like that. Funniest thing was seeing his little penis, since he was wearing the smallest pair of panties ever.”

Mellissa laughed.

“You know what would be nice, is if we could have the winter cabin re-done the way we had the bathroom done,” Mellissa said to her mother.

Veronica tried to suppress a mischievous smile.

“That’s not a terrible idea,” Veronica replied. “It would be nice to relax in a hot tub when it’s freezing cold outside. I assume you would like Brad to do the work?”

“Yeah, I think he would be right for the job,” Mellissa replied. “He knows how to follow orders.”

“OK, I’ll let him know what we want him to do,” Ms. Archer replied.

* * *

“So you don’t do anything else? I mean, you never make him come?” Ella asked later that evening in Mellissa’s bedroom.

“No, of course I never make him come,” Mellissa replied. “It’s just too much fun seeing the look on his face. He always has this little hope that I’ll let him come. But then he realizes that I’ve just blue-balled him again, and he’s standing there with his penis sticking out, all desperate, and I’m laughing just to humiliate him. I mean, I’d laugh because it’s genuinely funny, it isn’t like I’m faking it just to embarrass him.”

“Yeah, I’m fascinated by that dynamic,” Ella said, “where you’d think that a guy would know better, but his dick just gets him into the same situation, and a girl’s just there laughing that he fell for it again. Boys are so stupid. I can’t think of anything funnier than a guy’s pants around his ankles and his dick is hard and he suddenly realizes he just got tricked, again, and now he’s just humiliated. Meanwhile I’m laughing my ass off at him. I freaking love that.”

Mellissa looked at her little sister with admiration.

“That’s because you’re smart and you were raised right,” she commented.

Ella smiled, feeling proud of herself, and pleased with her sister’s compliment.

“I should say,” Mellissa added, “that I did do some things to help him out in his predicament. Once, early on, I took a tray of ice cubes and dumped them into the front of his underwear. He was a little bitch about it at first, of course, but I think he appreciated that it cooled him down and made him lose his erection. His pants were wet for the rest of the day, but at least he didn’t have a painful boner stuffed in there.”

“Boner is the funniest word,” Ella commented. “I kind of can’t believe you just used it seriously.”

“I’m not sure that I was really being serious,” Mellissa replied. “I can never really be too serious when it comes to boys. Most often they make me laugh with their desperate hard-ons bobbing up and down and their blue balls bouncing along, trying to get a girl to put her hand on them. They keep trying, even when they know I’m just going to frustrate them.”

“They fall for it every time,” Ella said with a laugh.

“So how about you?” Mellissa asked. “I get the idea that you’ve taken Evan in hand, so to speak?”

Ella laughed.

“Yeah, and I have plans,” she said with a sinister tone of voice. “That boy has no idea what he has coming to him.”


Chapter 17

Ella picked up a small box that she had sitting on her dresser, which had arrived by mail the day before. She smiled as she thought about the contents of the box, carrying it with her as she made her way downstairs to Evan’s room. She made a brief detour into the kitchen and filled a large plastic cup with cubes of ice.

“Hey, Evan,” Ella said once she’d reached the bottom of the stairs and saw him making his bed.

“Hello, Ella,” he replied, and more or less came to attention, wary of what she might want from him.

He noticed that she placed a small box and a plastic cup on the table beside the bed without commenting on it. He couldn’t help but be curious.

“Hmm, I like the way you come to attention, Evan,” Ella observed. “You look like you are aware that I can do anything I want to you. Perhaps you are smarter than you look,” she added, with a wink. “I see that you’ve just made your bed, which you’re just going to have to do over again when I’m done with you,” she added, casually. She sat down on the edge of the bed and propped herself up on one elbow.

“So tell me, Evan” you said, “what do you think I should do with you now?”

Evan initially thought that this was a rhetorical question. He shrugged his shoulders. Ella looked at him expectantly.

“Um, whatever you want, I guess,” he finally admitted.

“Whatever I want?” Ella asked. “I like the sound of that.”

She didn’t say anything further for a moment. She took her time in examining him, enjoying the power she had, but unsure at first what to do with it. But felt she would be remiss if she didn’t take advantage of the moment and enjoy it for what it was worth.

“Look, I have the power to keep you from being punished,” she said. “I mean, by my mother. Unless you like that. Do you?”

“I’m sorry?” Evan replied, confused. He was standing a few feet away from Ella, feeling awkward and uncertain. She made him nervous. “Do I like it?”

“Yeah,” Ella replied. “I get it, boys think my mom is hot. And some boys like being punished. So . . . do you?”

“No,” he said, “I don’t. It hurts, a lot.”

“Hmm, well, it should,” Ella mused. “But anyway, if you agree to do what I want, then I will tell her that I am responsible for punishing you when you need it. But you will have to do as I tell you to. Can you do that, Evan?”

Evan stared at her, processing what she was saying.

“Yes,” he replied.

“Yes, what?” she asked.

“Yes . . . Ella?” he said.

“Hmm. Good,” she replied.

She examined him for a moment.

“Strip naked and kneel on the floor,” Ella said at last.

Evan hesitated, which angered Ella. She flashed him a look and pointed toward the floor. He looked down, then reluctantly began to undress. When he had taken off his clothes, he knelt before her while she remained reclining on the edge of his bed.

Then Ella sat up and had him lower his face to the floor. She lifted her bare foot, placed it on the back of his head, and pressed his face into the soft, thick carpet. She reached between his legs and wrapped one hand around his balls.

“When I give you an order, you do exactly as I tell you to do,” she commanded. “Do you understand me?”

“Yes,” Evan replied.

Ella’s brow furrowed. She found his tone of voice annoying. Her hand gripped his balls tightly.

“Yes, what?” she demanded.

“Yes, Ella,” Evan replied.

“Good,” she replied. She continued to hold him in position for a moment longer to get her point across.

“Now get up on the bed and pull the covers down,” she demanded. “Get on your hands and knees,” she said once he had done as she’d asked.

Ella reclined on the bed beside him and reached between his legs and took ahold of his cock. She was amused that he had started to get hard.

“Now, I am going to hold you like this, and I want you to start fucking my hand,” she commanded.

“It’s, uh,” Evan stammered, “I usually use lubricant,” he explained.

“Yeah, I don’t care what you ‘usually’ do, Evan,” Ella replied. “Are you worried that it’s going to feel uncomfortable? Because that’s kind of the point of this exercise.”

Exercise? Evan thought. He dutifully began to thrust his hips, essentially fucking Ella’s hand. He began to breathe heavily with the overwhelming sensation of dry-humping Ella’s hand.

“That’s right, just like that,” Ella said approvingly, watching his hips thrust at her command. She watched him for a while, and as he continued to fuck her hand, Ella took the opportunity to explain some things to Evan.

“I have an interest in better understanding blue balls,” she explained. “You understand, right? I just feel I need to know more about how the male body works. And I want to explore your desire and what denial does for your aptitude in obedience. As you should know, obedience is the single most attractive attribute boys possess,” Ella stated firmly.

“I want to get a good look at yours. You’ve shown me you have a bit of talent in being obedient, but it only makes me want more. I want to push you deeper into submission to me to see where it goes. Take it as a compliment. I think about you in ways that make me want to dominate you so completely.”

Evan was still taken aback by having a girl talk to him this way. He had never seen a girl be so openly demanding and dominant.

Ella noticed that Evan was fully erect, so she directed him to stop and sit up on his knees.

“It is so important to me to see your cock hard and denied,” Ella explained.

She glanced down between his legs. He was hard, obscenely so, his cock thick and erect, jutting upward toward her. His balls looked heavy and swollen, like they were full and desperate to come. His erection was larger than any she had ever seen before, and she took the opportunity to explore it slowly, teasing it with her fingertips.

“Tell me, does it ache? Does it hurt? The longing you feel?” Ella asked, now gently stroking the length of his shaft.

“Yes,” he admitted.

“Hmmm. Where? Tell me where does it ache? Where does it hurt?”

He thought for a moment. She could tell that he was nervous in confessing to her.

“The base of my cock,” he replied. “And the tip of my cock feels this ache,” he added. “This desperation. My balls ache as well. They are desperate for you to touch them.”

“Touch them?” she asked, sounding amused. “You know that I am not going to just touch them. Grab them? Yes. Squeeze them tightly in my hand? Definitely. Maybe your shaft will get a nice series of gentle, teasing strokes. And the tip of your cock might feel my fingertips making little circular motions. But your balls are going to get owned.”

She reached between his legs and squeezed his balls firmly in her hand, holding him like that for a moment while she examined the expression on his face.

“Your balls are so full and round and heavy,” she added, appreciatively. “It just means so much to me that you are desperate for release while you endure me teasing you harder and harder. That’s how it’s going to be, Evan. That’s what I want for you.”

She glanced down again and saw a clear drop of fluid dripping down the curved surface of the head of his cock. She bit her lip. He was on edge, the place that she wanted him.

“How about the tip of your tongue?” she asked. “Does that ache? Because the reality is that to begin with, it will only be your tongue that gets to go deep inside me. But when I say that I want your tongue deep inside of me, you might think I mean as deep as it will go, whereas I want it even deeper. That isn’t easy, it requires some effort on your part. But I’m worth it. And I will appreciate your effort. I may even apply some pressure against the back of your head to help you slide your tongue as deeply as possible. I will expect that you will be extending it as far as you are able.”

She smiled at the thought.

“Do you gag when you swallow?” she asked him. 

“That depends on what, and how much I have to swallow,” he replied. 

His response made her laugh as she realized that he would have no idea until he made her come. She was looking forward to him making her squirt the first time as she came on his face and in his mouth.

“Now I want you to lie down, face up,” she said.

Ella raised the hem of her skirt and slid her panties off. She straddled Evan’s face, reverse cowgirl. She knew by the frequency with which she saw Evan trying not to look at her ass how much he liked her butt. She lowered herself onto his face and watched his cock throb with desire as a result. She rotated her hips until her pussy was against his lips and his tongue and he had begun licking her clit and kissing her labia.

Ella began to ride his face and his tongue, and she was surprised to find he had some talent in pleasuring her. She placed her hands on his hips, and watched his cock throbbing, desperate for her to touch it. She had a decidedly sinister look on her face as she watched a single rivulet of clear fluid course down the shaft of his cock.

When she was close to coming, she placed a hand on the back of his head and held him in place. Evan could not mistake the impending orgasm due to the volume with which Ella panted and moaned, her body spasming and quivering until her hips locked, thrusting, pressing down into his mouth, finally squirting hard into his mouth, and spilling over onto his lips and cheeks.

She remained in place, holding Evan by the back of the head for several minutes as her orgasm subsided. Finally she dismounted, swinging her leg back over and sliding down beside him on the bed. She slid one hand into his hair and made a fist, pulling his hair and making his head fall back in submission to her.

“Wow,” she said, approvingly. “That was, well, remarkable, Evan.”

Ella smiled at the sight of Evan’s face, which was thoroughly wet after licking her pussy. She leaned in and bit him on the neck.

“Good boy,” she whispered into his ear.

Then Ella sat up and reached over to the bedside table, retrieving the small, curious box she’d had when she entered the room. She began opening the box.

“Here’s the thing, Evan,” she said. “Previously, I am sure, you were in the habit of playing with your penis whenever you wanted. That will end,” she said as she took a locking chastity device out of the box and held it up for Evan to see.

“This will keep your penis nice and locked up, so you won’t be tempted. The padlock will keep it secure, which is good for you. You don’t even want to know what will happen to you if you even think of trying to escape. “But first,” she said, picking up the large, plastic cup and scooping out a cube of ice, “we will need to cool you down. The cage is too tight to fit you when you’re so hard.”

“Thank you, Ella,” Evan replied, not knowing what else to say.


Chapter 18

“Jordan,” Melanie Turner called out from the front of the classroom. “Please come to the front of the room to assist with today’s demonstration.”

A young man in the back row stood up and made his way to the front of the class. By the time he was standing where Ms. Turner had indicated, his face was a bright red from embarrassment.

“I see this one embarrasses easily,” Ms. Turner commented. “We haven’t even done anything to him yet.”

Several of the women in the class chuckled at the comment.

“First question,” Ms. Turner asked the class, “do we want him with his clothes off or on?”

It quickly becomes apparent that clothes off is the consensus.

“It appears to be unanimous, Jordan,” Ms. Turner said. “Go ahead and remove your clothes.”

Everyone in the classroom watched as Jordan began to remove his clothing. They noticed that his body was shaved smooth and hairless and his cock was already semi-erect.

“Today we are going to talk about spanking a boy across the penis,” Ms. Turner said as she withdrew a flogger from the bag she had on her desk. She held it by the leather-wrapped handle and drew the many thin strands of the tail through her other hand.

“Jordan,” Ms. Turner said, “I want you to stand with your legs in a wider than normal stance and your arms up and your hands behind your head. Face forward and keep your eyes down out of respect. Then remain at attention.”

When Jordan was positioned correctly, Ms. Turner turned to address the class.

“An absolutely delicious, and wickedly decadent pleasure can be had by the dominant female by whipping her naked male directly across his fully erect penis,” Ms. Turner explained. “It should be apparent to her the deep respect he has for her, and he should be a willing participant in voluntarily pushing his hips forward, and keeping his legs spread wide, so as to give her unrestricted access to this overly sensitive part of his body.

“She may wish to have him harnessed tightly at this point. Again, his penis should be extremely hard for her, and he should display an eagerness to please her, and demonstrate his obedience to her. And again, she should feel free to take her time, experiment, and take great pleasure in punishing him. It will be painful, even humiliating for him to be punished in this manner, but she should remain focused on her own enjoyment of his punishment.”

“Now I think we should talk about the approach,” Ms. Turner said, “by which I mean how we want to approach our victim,” she said with a bit of a chuckle.

Some of the women in the class actually laughed at this point. It was clear that they were taking great pleasure in this demonstration.

“As far as I’m concerned,” Sonia volunteered, “I like to get straight to the point. I’m looking at Jordan’s penis, and his balls, and they look ripe enough to me.”

Her use of the word ripe gets a laugh.

“You mean ripe like low-hanging fruit?” Mellissa joked. “Ready to be plucked and bitten into?”

Mellissa’s comment got a laugh from the women in the classroom.

“Well now I’m curious,” Ella commented. “I mean, we were talking about humiliating a guy as part of training, I guess, and I would think you would want to make him wait for it while you took him down a peg, and even make him beg for it.”

Sonia nodded her head in agreement.

“Absolutely, it’s just that first things first, he gets a punishment of some kind. I think that if I’m going to spank him across the penis, then I would get right to it. That way he knows I’m serious, and he is in big trouble. If I make him fall to his knees, then that’s a good start. Then we begin with the process of humiliation. I break him down a bit, then he gets another punishment. Then repeat. But it just sets things up nicely if he gets spanked right off the bat.”

“I would wait a bit,” Wendy countered, “but it’s more because I want to see how much he really wants it, or how much he really doesn’t want it. I like to take the temperature, so to speak.”

“That erection seems to indicate that he wants it,” Sonia mentioned.

Jordan had become fully erect, which had not escaped notice.

“So,” Ms. Turner said as she positioned herself perpendicular to Jordan and readied her flogger, “let’s begin by giving Jordan a nice little attitude adjustment, shall we?”

She gave the flogger a flick of her wrist, which caused the tails of the flogger to whip around the shaft of Jordan’s penis. He gasped at the sensation but remained obediently in position. The teacher delivered several more strokes of the flogger, and it was apparent when the tails of the whip inadvertently teased his balls in the process.

“What do you think, Jordan?” she asked once she had finished. “Would you say that was more painful, or more humiliating?”

“I guess I would say it was equally both,” Jordan managed to say in response.

“That is a fairly ideal ratio,” Ms. Turner said, addressing the class. “Now, there are boys who are under the impression that they have a say in when they’ve been appropriately punished. They needed to be disabused of this notion. They needed a correction. You will likely find it very satisfying to introduce them to their new reality. I have done so personally and found that boys all learn this lesson in a unique way. One of them cried about it. That was entertaining. I have found that making a boy cry can be very effective in his training, especially when he is naked and kneeling, looking up at me with tears running down his face.

“There is one boy in particular that I recall having punished, and I could tell that he thought that was going to be it. He thought it was over. This brought a smile to my face. I let him know that I’d just gotten started, and then I watched the realization sink in. He started crying.

Now, one might think this would be a pathetic sight. It kind of was, but it was touching as well. Because the reason he was crying was that he had come to understand that what I was saying was correct. I was in charge, not him. I would make the decision about when I was done with him. His only course of action was to submit to my authority.

“I had him on his knees,” Ms. Turner continued, “then I had him spread them farther apart. Then I had him push his hips forward, presenting himself to me. It took him a while to get this pose just right. First, he had to deal with my insistence on perfection. I don’t just want a boy in the correct position physically, I want to see that he is mentally prepared as well. And I don’t mean mentally prepared like he is ready for it, I mean he is, excuse my language, fucking terrified,” she said with a mischievous smile.

“Like he knows that there is no way that he is ready for it. He cannot comprehend all of what I am going to do to him. But I want to see that sacrifice. I want to see him overcome his impulse to protect himself and sacrifice himself to me in spite of the fact that he feels terrified by what’s about to happen. I want him to hold himself in position, which is kind of difficult just from a physical standpoint. His muscles are engaged and straining to hold himself correctly. He will begin to ache from the fatigue. More importantly, he will be hyper aware of his vulnerability. He will be so exposed and unprotected. Just the way I like them to be,” Ms. Turner added, with a devious smile.

“When I eventually decided to resume his punishment, I wanted him to have fully processed just how vulnerable he was to me. I wanted him to expect it, even though it was going to come when he didn’t expect it. A boy can never anticipate how hard he is going to get what he’s got coming to him. Even more, he won’t understand how merciless I am going to be. But he’ll learn. This is one of the more pleasurable parts of it for me. Watching him learn. Seeing him come to understand his place. I like to push him over the edge and observe while he comes to appreciate my power over him. My complete ownership of his physical body. I mean, the mental aspect is even greater, but that takes a bit longer for him to appreciate.”

“So,” Ms. Turner concluded, “my natural inclination would be to give Jordan here another punishment right about now, but in the spirit of opening up the class for a hands-on experience, would any of you like to give him a spanking across his penis?”

Several of the women’s hands shot up to volunteer.

“Oh, I see you’ve garnered some interest, Jordan,” Ms. Turner said with a smile. “Now this will be interesting. Jordan, I am generally not on favor of giving a boy the choice in any given situation, but I would be interested to know who you would like to give you your next punishment.”

Jordan swallowed hard and began blushing again, his face becoming almost crimson.

“Um, Mellissa, I hope I have her name right?” Jordan asked cautiously.

“OK, Mellissa,” Ms. Turner repeated, offering the leather flogger. “It appears that Jordan here may just have a little crush on you. I think you should reward him with an appropriate punishment.”

Mellissa regarded Jordan coolly, with a smirk on her face. She readied the flogger while she examined his erect penis. Ella gave a low whistle as she watched her sister deliver the first of five strokes of the flogger across Jordan’s penis. Impressive, she thought as she felt a certain pride in her big sister.

“All right,” Ms. Turner said as she glanced at her wristwatch. “Excellent work, Mellissa. And thank you each for your contribution to our discussion. We are rapidly approaching the end of our time together, so I want you thinking about the assignment for the final class, which is to make a video essay about female superiority, and by extension, male inferiority. The manner in which you address the topic will be entirely up to you. This is a creative opportunity for you to think about the subject and respond in a visual manner. I want you to think about this and come up with something that you feel expresses your feelings about the subject. If you need any technical assistance, then you may speak to me after class about what resources may be placed at your disposal. Have a good week, and good luck with your video project,” Ms. Turner said in summation.

As the class was collecting their things to leave, Jordan began to gather his clothing to get dressed.

“Stop,” Ms. Turner said sternly. “Jordan, remain as you are. I want to speak with you after class.”

“Yes, Ms. Turner,” Jordan replied, a twinge of fear in his voice.


Chapter 19

“Hey, Evan,” Elle said, interrupting him while he was scrubbing the tile in the downstairs shower.

“Yes, Ella?” he replied, sitting up on his knees in the tub.

Evan was naked while cleaning the tub, which he found to be easier than trying to preform the task without getting his clothing wet. Ella was pleased to see that he seemed to have adapted to wearing the chastity cage. She smiled mischievously.

“I need your help with my video project. It’s the final assignment for my Gender Politics class. I want it to be really good, and I think you have come to appreciate your place where I am concerned.”

“Thank you,” Evan replied. He paused a moment, waiting for her to speak, but saw that she was silently observing him kneeling naked in the tub. “What will you want me to do? In the video?” he asked, sounding uncertain.

Ella’s face broke into a smile that Evan found a bit unnerving.

“Just follow directions, Evan,” she replied.

* * *

“Hey, Ella,” one of her classmates had called out one day as she approached Ella in the hallway between classes. It was toward the end of the school year, and Ella was surprised because she knew this particular girl but she had had never spoken to her directly.

“Oh, hey, Naomi,” Ella replied. “What’s up?”

“I was kind of wondering about a thing,” Naomi replied, holding a notebook against her chest in an unselfconsciously protective manner.

“And what thing might that be?” Ella asked, not entirely interested in what the answer might be. She felt that Naomi was one of the type of girl who should be so much more confident in herself. She had a beautiful face framed by long, gently curly hair and a voluptuous figure, along with what Ella knew to be a keen intellect and a friendly disposition. But she always seemed to be a bit too shy for her own good, an attribute that made Ella want to grab her by the shoulders and shake her out of it.

“You seem to have some, I don’t know what to call it, hold, I guess, on Steven Long,” she replied.

“A hold?” Ella said, her curiosity piqued.

“Yeah, I mean, stop me if I am out-of-bounds on this, but I don’t get the idea that you are dating him or anything, but yesterday I happened to see you pull a pencil out of your bag and casually drop it on the ground. He was standing nearby and he immediately picked it up and handed it to you,” Naomi explained.

“Oh, yeah,” Ella said with a little laugh. “And no, I am definitely not dating him. Are you interested in Steven?”

“Yes,” Naomi admitted. “Something about the way he stood there, having picked up your pencil which you so clearly dropped intentionally, and when he handed it to you, you ignored him for a moment or two before taking it back. You’ve have always impressed me in that way, but I was really enamored of Steven and how well he responded to the whole situation. I guess I’m really embarrassing myself right now,” Naomi said as she pulled her notebook tighter against herself.

“OK, don’t do that,” Ella said. “The thing with your notebook. I’m just gonna be real right now, your boobs are amazing. You should stick them out and let the boys get their little erections. Seriously, you could have anyone, anything you want. Boys are easy. But it sounds like you want Steven.”

Naomi took a deep breath.

“Yes,” she replied, and couldn’t help but blush. “I was kind of wondering—”

“Yeah, you don’t kind of wonder, you just wonder,” Ella interrupted. “So here’s the deal. Steven will be yours. I’ll make that happen, and you can have him and do anything you want with him, or to him, or whatever. Just be sure to take full advantage of the situation.”

Then Ella turned and walked away down the hall, leaving Naomi with her mouth hanging open and a million questions on her mind.

It was on the last day of school that Ella saw Naomi in the hall.

“Hey, Naomi,” Ella called out.

“Hey, Ella,” Naomi replied, smiling broadly toward Ella.

“So, it looks like you’ve managed to get your hooks into Steven Long,” Ella said, her admiration evident in her tone of voice.

“My hooks?” Naomi asked. “If you mean that he has adapted well to my plans for him, then yes,” she claimed.

“It’s just that he seems to follow you around like a puppy dog,” Ella said. “I am glad to see that you appear a lot more confident, and you’ve asserted yourself where Steven is concerned.”

“Speak of the devil,” Naomi said as Steven walked up to stand beside her. “And yes, Steven here has shown what I think is an impressive capacity to respond obediently. He’s my little butt-boy,” she said with a laugh, tousling Steven’s hair.

“Butt-boy?” Ella echoed, laughing. “How did he get a nickname like that?”

“Well first,” said Naomi, turning to Steven, “greet Ella with the respect she deserves.”

“Hello, Ella,” Steven said, bowing his head.

“Good boy,” Naomi said while giving him a gentle pat on the head. “Anyway, Steven here had to learn a few lessons. One was that very early on he expressed an interest in anal sex, which wasn’t going to happen, at least not the way he imagined it. So I had him go out and buy a dildo. You know, one of those really big ones they sculpt from porn stars that have balls? Then, since he was so interested in anal, I had him start riding it for me. He exhibited such a talent for it that now, it’s the only way he gets to come.”

“You let him come?” Ella asked, cocking her head slightly.

“I do let him, but he’s not allowed to touch himself. Anal only,” Naomi explained, giving Steven a stern, sideways glance.

Ella thought for a moment.

“Well, I am impressed, I should mention first of all,” Ella replied. “You had always seemed so, you know, submissive. And second, I am intrigued. Do you think there’s any way that Steven could be given the task of acquiring something similar for me? I have an idea for what to do with a nice big dildo.”

“Consider it done,” Naomi said, placing her hand on Steven’s hip. “How, um, big do you want it?”

Ella smiled.

“How big do they come?” she asked.

* * *

“Come over here,” Ella directed, and indicated the coffee table that was positioned in front of the sofa.

Evan complied, and he noticed that Ella had set up a video camera on a tripod, apparently focused on the coffee table. And then his eyes grew wide in surprise when he noticed that an enormous, life-like dildo had been positioned pointing upward in the middle of the coffee table. It had a suction cup base, which held it in place. The dildo had already been lubricated, and its shiny appearance made it somehow look even more menacing to Evan.

“It’s so convenient that you are already naked, Evan,” Ella commented, sounding pleased. “Now, I want you to straddle the dildo and take it up your ass. I realize that it will take you some time to adapt to its massive girth, so I will be patient. However, I will not be endlessly patient. So while it may take you some time to submit to being reamed by this monster cock, you should not take too long. Do you understand?” she asked.

“Yes, Ella,” he replied warily.

“I am going to make a video of you riding the dildo for my class, so please continue to show the utmost respect for me and be as obedient as possible. If I need to punish you for your attitude, we will have to start over. The video should show you being really respectful of my authority. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ella,” he replied nervously.

He knelt on the coffee table, straddling the dildo as Ella took a seat on the sofa facing him. As Ella had predicted, it did take Evan several minutes and several attempts at recommitting himself to the challenge of taking the dildo up his ass. But once he had finally managed to take the entirety of its length and had begun to ride it up and down, Ella instructed him to speak, telling her, and by extension, the class, via the video, his experience in adjusting to a recognition of female authority.

“Take your time to put your thoughts together,” Ella guided him. “Use your own words. Mostly, I just want you to be truthful. And continue riding the dildo, I am very impressed at how deep you are taking it up your ass.”

“Thank you,” Evan replied. Then he was silent for a few moments, thinking about how to respond.

“I think that something I had thought in the past,” Evan began, “was that when my . . .” he paused, clearly still somewhat embarrassed by the word, “when my penis becomes erect, then its needs must be addressed. In the past I would be motivated to bring about some resolution. Maybe even masturbating,” he admitted, “to make it go back down. What I have learned, and Ella has been so kind in helping me toward that end, is that this is not the case. When I have an erection, it can be nothing more than an indicator of my arousal. It is a testament to female superiority, and it not only does not need to be attended to, it should, in fact, remain as a signifier of my acceptance of a position of inferiority. The male body makes a visual demonstration of its status beneath that of the female and should present a willing subjugation to her. It in no way presents an obligation to satisfy a desire, but rather it represents an opportunity to experience the pain of denial as a tribute to the superior female. So what I once thought of as a feeling of sexual desire that needed to be extinguished, I now realize is a feeling I should enjoy, since it is the result of my devotion and submission to a female authority.”

Evan concluded his remarks and was pleased to see Ella beaming back at him, proud of him for having reached such a realization.

“Very good, Evan,” Ella said after a moment’s pause. “It appears that you have had a breakthrough in understanding, and that is what your training is all about. Getting to the point where a boy can more fully comprehend and not only accept but enjoy his position of servitude to his female superiors is very satisfying. I am proud of how well I have trained you and brought you to this realization.”

Ella took off the bracelet she was wearing, which Evan realized held the small key to his chastity device. She unlocked it and set the cage to one side.

“As a reward, I am going to edge you for a period of time,” she informed him, her voice warm and soothing. “Keep riding the dildo, and don’t you dare come. I am only teasing you. Do you understand?” she asked.

“Yes, Ella,” he replied.


Chapter 20

Melanie Turner stood beside her desk at the front of the room, waiting patiently for the last few students to take a seat for what would be the final class in the course.

“Each of you have uploaded your video assignment,” she said once everyone in the class had settled. “I have had an opportunity to peruse your work, and I am very pleased with the effort each of you have put into your work. It appears that many of you were inspired to reach a deeper level of understanding of female superiority and your work shows it. So, enough of me talking. I am now going to turn this final session over to all of you as represented by your videos. If you will please direct your attention to the screen,” she said as she picked up a remote and pressed a button.

A digital projector in the back of the room began displaying the first video on a screen in the front of the room.

Ella was most interested in seeing how Mellissa’s project had turned out.

* * *

“I’m intrigued you got mom and dad to help you with your video,” she’d told Mellissa once she understood what her sister’s plan was. “Their story is kind of fascinating, and definitely inspiring, I’m just surprised that mom agreed to be on camera.”

“I had to talk her into it,” Mellissa explained. “At first, she was like, oh, I don’t know that it will be all that interesting. You know. So I told her that it would help other women to see the life she made for herself, in spite of what she might think. So ultimately, she agreed to make some time for it, and I hope everyone likes it.”

“I’m sure they will,” Ella assured her.

* * *

When Mellissa’s video began playing, it was a still photo of Veronica and David Archer at their wedding, with Mellissa providing voiceover narration.

“My mother is my hero,” she began. “She married my father in a small ceremony with friends and family present. Did she have my father speak the word obey in his vows? Of course she did. She introduced him to a new reality of female supremacy in which he would forever submit to female authority. When my sister and I were young, she moved my father into an apartment.”

At this point in the video, the image changed to one of Veronica Archer seated in an armchair with a man who was kneeling, fully clothed, and wearing a ball gag.

“Now my mother visits my father whenever she chooses,” Mellissa continued, still off-camera. “I asked her to interview the two of them, and she consented, though she decided that she would speak for my father, who would remain wearing a ball gag throughout the interview.”

“So our relationship is rather perfect,” Ms. Archer said to camera. “There was one little mishap, and it happened many years ago when I caught David playing with his penis,” she said as she reached over and good-naturedly tousled his hair. “He was punished, appropriately I think, and I, of course, promptly locked him in chastity after that. Since then we have enjoyed a wonderful relationship where we are able to enjoy ourselves the way we like.

“I felt it was better to separate the raising of our daughters from the way that I wanted my husband to serve me. I had a very specific plan in mind as far as how my daughters were going to see the world, and David did not need to have a part in that. In fact, I felt it best if my girls saw men for what they are, which is that they are playthings at best.

“When I am here with David, I am able to enjoy that aspect of his service to me as his superior. And the apartment also provides me with a place to bring other men, who I generally don’t want around my daughters or in my home. When I have other men entertain me here, David continues to be useful in so many ways. So this arrangement really has turned out to be perfect for us.”

At this point in the video, the camera panned to reveal that there was another man in the room, kneeling in the corner. He was completely naked, though he was also wearing a ball gag.

“And who is this?” Mellissa asked off-camera, in spite of the fact that she knew exactly who it was.

Veronica Archer laughed.

“This is Daniel,” she explained, “and in spite of the way it may appear, he is not being punished, but rather he is waiting until I decide to make use of him.”

The video image cut to close-up of Mellissa, speaking directly to camera.

“And that is the model of female superiority and male obedience that my mother provided for me and my sister, and as I said, she is my hero. I have learned from her how to take control of my future and make my own destiny. I am grateful for having had such an education.” Mellissa smiled warmly as the image faded out.

There was applause from everyone in the classroom, though it was short-lived as the next video started promptly after. What followed was a variety of responses to the assignment, from video essays and interviews to more abstract and performative pieces. One of the women in the class chose to respond to the assignment by simply making a video in which she used a riding crop to repeatedly whip a naked male until he was practically in tears. One of the boys in the class made a diary in which he wore a chastity cage and documented his experience. Ella’s video of Evan riding a massive dildo while he revealed what she had taught him was well-received.

“I think you should all be proud of yourselves and all that you have learned here,” Ms. Turner said after the final video had finished. I wish you all the best of luck in your future endeavors. I hope that the women in the class will benefit from having examined the inequality of the genders, and as for the boys, stay focused on listening, learning, and obeying.”

The class gave Ms. Turner a warm round of applause before collecting their things and filing out of the room.


Chapter 21

Veronica Archer stood looking out the window at the thick layer of snow carpeting the hills and pine trees, which was reflecting the pale pink and somber blues of the fading sunlight. She took a sip of her drink from a large ceramic mug and reveled in the coziness of the cabin and its surrounding tree-lined hills.

“Pumpkin spice latte bullshit,” she said to herself, laughing at Mellissa’s name for it. But Ella is right, it is delicious, she thought.

The scene outside the window always brought back the memory of meeting her would-be husband David all those years ago. She smiled at the thought.

* * *

“What’s wrong?” David had asked one afternoon, noticing that Veronica seemed to be preoccupied with something. 

They were sitting at a picnic table, where they had met for lunch. There weren’t a lot of people in the park since it was late autumn and the air had a chill that dissuaded most of those who might choose to recreate there. David and Veronica were among the few who found it bearable for a lunchtime spot off-campus.

“Oh nothing. It’s dumb. I have to find a nude model,” Veronica Halford replied. 

“A nude model?”

“Yeah, for my photography class. My professor is this woman who does work that includes nudity, like professionally, and she thinks it’s important for us to learn how to not be shy about that kind of subject matter. So I have to find a nude model to photograph.”

“Male or female?”

“It doesn’t matter. Just, you know, fully naked. The whole thing makes me nervous, to tell you the truth. Maybe that’s the point of the assignment, I don’t know.”

David thought for a moment. 

“You could do self-portraits, right?” he asked. 

She almost snorted. 

“No, there’s no way I would be comfortable doing that,” she replied. 

David was silent for a moment. 

“Maybe I could help you,” he offered. 

Veronica turned to examine him, wondering if he was being serious. 

“Really?” she asked. 

“Yeah. Why not? If it helps you out,” he replied. 

“It would help me out tremendously. You have no idea. But wouldn’t it be kind of terrifying for you?”

“Yes.”

“But you’d do it anyway?”

“Like I said, if it helps you out,” he replied. 

Veronica wondered what he looked like naked. She wondered if he thought about the fact that she would be putting the photos up in class as part of the assignment.

“Well, it’s definitely kind of you to offer,” she said. “If you really do want to help me, then I can’t turn it down. I’ll need to take some photos soon, however.”

“I’m free the rest of the day,” he replied. 

Veronica pondered the thought. She sifted through a number of ideas in her mind. She restrained herself from chuckling maniacally, picturing in her mind what she might do. She kept the expression on her face neutral. 

“OK,” she replied. She had her camera with her. “How about right now?”

“Sure,” he said. “Where do you want to go?”

Veronica looked down and tried to remain calm. 

“Right here,” she said. 

David swallowed hard. He looked around him nervously. 

“Right here?” he asked.

Veronica took her camera out of its bag. Since she’d been enrolled in her photography class, she’d learned to always have it handy. 

“Yeah,” Veronica replied. She looked at David. “Right here.”

“But we are in a public place,” he said, “and it’s cold out too.”

“Sure, I understand,” she replied. “I get it if you’re too scared to do it.”

“I didn’t say that I was too scared,” he protested. 

“I don’t know, you look like you are. Again, I get it. If you need to chicken out that’s OK. Like I said, it’s difficult to find someone willing to be a model for me.”

“I’m not ‘chickening out,’” he replied. He looked around again. “It’s just that I’d be a little more exposed than I’d imagined.”

You have no idea, she thought. 

“So is that a problem for you?” she asked. “Are you self-conscious about someone seeing you naked? I mean, I will be seeing you for sure, so that’s one person. What’s a few more?”

“Well, then there’s the fact that it’s pretty cold for having your clothes off,” he pointed out. 

But I won’t have my clothes off, she thought. You will. 

“Oh, are you scared that you’ll look small? You know,” she said, gesturing between his legs. 

“No, it’s not that,” he said, laughing nervously. 

Oh really? she thought. Is that not a problem for you?

“Then what is it?” she asked. 

He noticed that she was still prepping her camera for the shoot. It occurred to him that she felt it was just a matter of time before he got over his hesitation.

“Well, nothing, I guess,” he replied.

Veronica observed him and thought he might be giving in. Surrendering. She smiled at the thought.

“OK,” he said at last, and started taking off his shirt.

Veronica raised her camera to her eye and snapped a photo. He paused for a moment. 

“Keep going,” she said. “It has to be, you know, all the way.”

David took off his shoes and socks and then began unbuckling his belt. 

That’s right, she thought. All the way. All the way naked. And then . . . Veronica focused on taking the next photo to keep herself from laughing. 

When David had his pants off, he took ahold of his underwear. He looked nervously around. 

“You can’t back out now,” Veronica said. “Just a little bit more. Does it make you scared? Maybe even terrified?”

“Maybe,” he replied. 

She could see that there was a bit of a blush to his face. 

“Are you embarrassed?” she asked. “Pull down your underwear. I want to see how embarrassed you are.”

David hesitated, then pulled his underwear down.

She snapped a photo. 

“Very good,” she congratulated him. “Now all the way off.”

David slid his underwear down and took them off.

“Now come with me,” she said.

“Where are we going?” he asked nervously, leaving his clothes on the picnic bench. 

“Just over here,” she explained. She glanced at the table. “Don’t worry, we can leave our stuff here. No one will take anything.”

David followed Veronica until she encouraged him to go ahead. Then she took photos of him while she followed behind. 

“Keep going,” she said to encourage him. 

They walked into the wooded area that abutted the grass lawn where the picnic tables were. 

“Keep going in a ways,” she said when he turned toward her, appearing uncertain. “On second thought, stay just like that.”

She photographed him full frontal. 

“I guess the cold isn’t effecting you too much,” she said with a smile. 

He blushed, clearly embarrassed by the compliment. She thought it funny that a comment about the size of his dick would embarrass him. She laughed. 

“Now turn and go a bit farther,” she said. 

He turned and walked farther into the woods. The uncertainty he felt while being so exposed and vulnerable meant that he relied upon her more to tell him what to do. It was a relief to him, in a way, that she was giving clear directions. He tried not to think about how far they had travelled away from where he had left the entirety of his clothing. 

“OK, stop,” she said. “Against that big tree. Stand against it and place your arms up overhead. Lean back.”

He did each step until he felt that he had achieved the pose she was looking for. 

“Nice, that’s good,” she said. “Stay in that pose.”

She began taking photos. She took her time, really trying to focus on the assignment while also taking advantage of the fact that he was so available for her to examine. 

He tried to relax, but the cold air and the snap of Veronica’s camera kept him on edge. It occurred to him just how exposed he was. It seemed as though it had been Veronica’s purpose to have him in such a predicament. He couldn’t think that he had ever felt so naked. Veronica was not only making him feel this way, but she was capturing every moment of it with her camera as well. He was so preoccupied with his thoughts that it didn’t come to his attention immediately that his cock was beginning to get hard. Not instantly, but rather slowly. 

“I’m, um, I’m sorry,” he said. 

She lowered her camera and looked at him. He wasn’t just naked for her, but he was nervous, a bit terrified, embarrassed that his dick was getting hard, and now he was even blushing. She examined his dick. 

“Sorry for what?” she asked, sounding innocent. 

“Ha, um, I’m a,” he stuttered, “I’m sorry that I’m getting hard.”

“Hmmm,” she murmured. “It’s really not a problem for me,” she said. 

She took another photo. 

“I mean, it’s natural for a boy to get an erection, right? I can still take photos of you with an erect dick.”

It suddenly dawned on David, and he wasn’t sure how he hadn’t thought it through, that since Veronica was taking these photos as an assignment for class, she would be turning them in for a grade. She wouldn’t be the only one looking at them.

Then he wondered if she would be displaying them. He felt a jolt of electricity at the thought. He suddenly realized just how cold the air around his body was and how it felt on his bare skin. He realized how exposed he was and how Veronica was capturing and documenting it. She took another photo. He was now fully, even painfully erect. His dick was so hard it pulled tightly against his body. It pulled his hips forward. He felt lust and desire. Veronica took a photo. 

“Does being that hard make you want to touch yourself?” she asked. 

“Yes,” he admitted. 

“Well then?” she said. 

“Do you want me to touch myself?” he asked. 

“I thought you’d never ask,” she replied with a little smile. 

David wrapped his hand around his cock and began slowly stroking its length. Veronica took a photo. His head fell back and his lips parted as he moaned with pleasure. Veronica took a photo. His hips thrust forward and his body became taut. Veronica took a photo. 

“That feels so good, doesn’t it?” Veronica asked. “It looks like you might make yourself come.”

“I will if I continue,” David admitted. 

“Won’t you be ashamed of yourself if you come first?” she asked. “A gentleman should never come before a lady.”

It took David a moment to realize what she was saying. 

“Do you want me to make you come?” he replied. 

“I thought you’d never ask,” she said with a broad smile.

There was a fallen tree worn smooth over time that Veronica thought would be ideal for her purpose. She sat on the smooth wooden log and had David kneel before her. She allowed him to raise the hem of her dress and slip her panties off. He began to lick her pussy. Her first impression was that his tongue was a nice length. Her second was that he had some talent. And the third was that he showed a remarkable enthusiasm. She came in his mouth and while he slowed his pace to allow her to recover, he then began to lick her in earnest toward her second orgasm. It seemed as though he had forgotten entirely about how exposed he was and how the cold air felt on his skin.

Clearly, she realized, his desire to taste and lick and kiss her pussy was of greater significance to the point that he disregarded everything else, including his own compromising situation. It apparently didn’t matter to him if anyone saw him naked and serving her pleasure so long as he was allowed to continue doing so. And so she came a third time. When she pulled him away from her, she noticed two things. The first was that he appeared as though he would have happily continued to lick her pussy, and the second was that he was as absolutely hard as he had been to begin with. Maybe harder. 

The next day Veronica was in the darkroom printing the negatives she shot. She had always enjoyed slipping the white paper into the developer solution and watching the image slowly appear. This was a bit different since the image that appeared was so arrestingly naked. She kept giggling at the utility of the word “exposure” within the field of photography. When she had finished with all of the prints, she put them up to dry. 

“Veronica,” Ms. Strickland, her photography teacher, said as she perused the prints of the photos Veronica had taken, “this work is intriguing. You have demonstrated proficiency, and your eye is good, but I don’t feel as though you have really explored your subject. I see hesitation, as though you want to capture the image of this model but you are holding back. It seems as though you are employing restraint when you shouldn’t.”

Veronica felt encouraged and dismayed at the same time. Ms. Strickland thought for a moment. 

“Here is what I want you to do,” she said at last. “Since you are familiar with this model, I want you to take another set of photos. But this time, I want you to really focus on how exposed and vulnerable he is in the moment. Allow him to respond naturally. If he is embarrassed about being so exposed, then I want you to make sure you take advantage of that. Stop by my house this weekend. I am going to be away, but you may have full use of the outdoors. My property is against the tree line of the woods behind my house. You will have some nice opportunities for great photos there.”

“It’s supposed to snow this weekend,” Veronica pondered aloud. 

“That’s perfect,” Ms. Strickland replied. “The snow acts as a bounce for the light. It will make for great photos.”

Veronica agreed, but not entirely for photographic reasons. She thought about having David naked in the snow. It made her shiver, but not because of the cold. She wondered how his body would react. She also wondered how he would react to her suggestion that he pose in such an environment. Her teacher had essentially assigned her to take the photos, so she would simply have to talk him into it, she decided. 

“I have to, it’s an assignment,” she explained. 

“But it will be freezing outside,” David replied. 

“I’ll dress warmly,” she countered. “Don’t worry.”

“But I won’t be dressed at all,” he said. 

“I know. You won’t,” she said with a defiant tone. 

She could tell he was nervous, but more importantly, she could tell he was going to do it. She tried not to laugh, seeing the look on his face. 

“Oh, you’ll be fine,” she said. “And I’ll allow you to lick my pussy,” she offered. 

David smiled. She knew, apparently, that he couldn’t resist. He’d do anything she wanted if she let him lick her. 

That weekend it had snowed as promised. It was sunny out, but the air was like ice. It took David some minutes of giving himself a pep talk to take off his clothes. Added to that was the location, out in the woods behind Ms. Strickland’s home, which was entirely unknown to them both.

“It seems to be just as exposed as the park,” David observed. 

“Oh, it’s way more exposed, I think,” Veronica replied. “I would have put your odds of being seen there at maybe twenty-five percent. Here it’s more like fifty.”

She gave him a devilish smile as he thought about what she’d said. It served to make him more vulnerable, which was what she wanted. She took a photo. He took off the last of his clothes and stood at the edge of the clearing.

“What do you want me to do this time?” he asked. 

“Whatever I want you to,” she replied. 

“That’s not really helpful,” he said. 

“No?” she asked. “Doing whatever I tell you to? With that slight edge of fear, not knowing what I might make you do next? I mean, just think about it. There you are, looking so naked, and so exposed. Completely under my control,” she sighed, then took a photo. 

She laughed, seeing the look of apprehension on his face. 

“OK, I will tell you what to do. First, rub some handfuls of snow on your body,” she said, cheerily. “Then, do the same on your cock.”

David picked up a handful of snow as directed. He placed it on his chest. As he moved his hands down his chest, little bits of fluffy snow remained behind. They would melt, eventually, from the heat of his naked body. Veronica took a photo. Then he stroked his cock with a handful of snow and she could see by his reaction that he was more sensitive to the cold on that part of his body. He gasped, partly from surprise and partly from the erotically charged pain of the frozen snow. 

“How does that feel?” Veronica asked, genuinely curious. “Does the snow feel really cold on your dick?”

“Yes,” David replied. 

“Yes what?” she asked, sounding perturbed. 

“Yes, the snow feels incredibly cold on my dick,” he answered. 

She scooped up a handful of snow and sprinkled on his naked dick. He inhaled sharply, the cold clearly having an effect.

He laughed when she rolled a handful of snow into a snowball then took a few steps back and threw it at his naked body. It hit him in the chest and the ball of snow splintered and what snow didn’t stay on his chest slid down his bare skin. She made another snowball and threw it at him. Her aim was imprecise, but this one hit him in the face, which made them both laugh. The third one glanced off his hip. The fourth struck him below his stomach but above his dick. The fifth nailed him directly on the dick, which was now fully erect. He couldn’t help but cry out as the tightly packed snow hit him on the shaft, but also on his balls. The next snowball landed on his upper thigh, the one after that on the left side of his hip, and the one after that hit him entirely on his balls. He yelped, which made her laugh. 

“My aim is getting better,” she commented, laughing. 

She took a few steps forward and brought a handful of snow up between his legs. She pressed it against his cock and his balls while she kissed him.

“Follow me,” she said as she took his hand and led him toward the house.

Veronica led David inside, where there was a hot tub, and she gestured for David to get in. He was shivering at that point, so he wasted no time. Veronica undressed and joined him, allowing him a view of what David thought was the most spectacular body he had ever seen.

“Here’s the thing, David,” Veronica said as she slowly lowered herself into the steaming hot water. “I am uncompromising in my dominance. It is a natural extension of my superiority. You will not only serve and respect that, but you will also understand that our children will be raised to understand that as well.

“Children?” he asked, curious. “We’re having children?”

“Yes,” she replied, looking very serious. “I’ve already decided that you will be my husband, and we will have children. I am thinking two.”

David Archer looked at this remarkable young woman with curiosity, but also with respect. She was unlike anyone he’d ever met before.

“As a fiercely dominant woman,” Veronica explained as she drew close to him, “I’ve been in many situations where I’m interacting with a man and I realize that he would be on his knees in a second if I said the word. It makes certain situations so much more entertaining, just thinking about dominating a man while the conversation is entirely casual. But I mainly enjoy being in the company of men who have come to know their place. I think it’s entertaining to watch them. Basically, anyone who has a pair of balls and knows that they will ultimately hand ownership of them to a female superior. Like you, David,” she said affectionately, making her point by taking his balls in her hand. She began to slowly increase the pressure of her grip as she continued to explain.

“Look, David, it’s just a matter of time. You will find yourself hypnotized, unable to retract yourself, like the prey that you are. Because that’s what men in your situation are. Prey. I am a predator, and what I hunt is men. I do enjoy toying with them, letting doubt enter their minds. But it’s only going to go one way. There’s no way out. There is no escape. Up against the wall or on your hands and knees, these are the only types of options. You wouldn’t have a choice, really. It isn’t up to you. Sorry, not sorry. It’s going to be hard, and fast, and there’s nothing you can do to stop it.”

At this point she had David’s balls locked in her vice-like grip.

“Please, Veronica,” he began to plead.

“Shush, shush,” she said softly. “Just give in. Once I release you and the pain has subsided, you will realize that you are going to submit to me all over again. No matter how I punish you, you will ultimately come back to me and kneel at my feet. And at that point, you will know just what I’m going to do to you. Only harder this time.”

Veronica released her grip on his balls, only to begin squeezing them again, slowly increasing the firmness of her grip.

“Boys like you are so entertaining when they are enduring pain. The sound of a man whimpering and crying while being tortured is such a pleasure to hear. There is something so irresistible about the way that a man will crumple to my feet, begging for mercy. It’s even better if he truly understands that he won’t be receiving any such mercy. He won’t with me at any rate. I’m simply not interested in that. If anything, his pain will exponentially increase. I prefer to continue torturing him while he begs for leniency.”

“Do you want to beg now, David?” she asked.

“Please,” he managed to say in a strained voice.

“Please, what?” she replied.

“Please, I’ll do what you say,” he confessed.

“I know you will,” she said sweetly. “I have heard women who are of the opinion that a boy can be trained, and punishment is a way to go about this. I strongly disagree. I don’t think that boys can be trained. Their punishment, as far as I am concerned, is not for their benefit. They won’t learn a lesson. The punishment is just another avenue by which a woman can pursue pleasure. He feels pain and nothing more. Well, not nothing more, there is something beyond pain. So I do not torture and abuse boys to train them, I do it because it brings me great pleasure to see them brought to their knees. I enjoy making a man plead with me for something he will never receive. Increasing his punishment endlessly, for the sheer fun of it. This is deeply satisfying for me. So, do you want to beg some more, David?” she asked.

“Please, I will . . . I’ll follow orders,” he said in earnest. “I will learn to obey you.”

“Why of course you will,” she replied. “But I do not care if a man wants to follow orders or obey. I expect those things. He does not have a choice once I get my hands on him. It does not have to be consensual for me to enjoy it. I rather enjoy it more if it is not. Knowing that he is truly suffering in humiliating agony is what I enjoy most.”

Again, Veronica released her grip on David’s balls, drawing a gasp of relief from him, only to begin squeezing again.

“Your fear of me will be greater than anything else,” she continued, “and it will be the reason you will do as you are told. I love making men be afraid of me. I like to strip them naked so that I can truly see all of that delicious terror they are experiencing. Naked and afraid. That’s how a man should be as far as I am concerned. It's a fascinating thing to watch, seeing a man crawl to his fate, trembling, not knowing all of what is going to happen to him. Making him face his greatest fears while naked and humiliated. It is all so satisfying.”

Finally, Veronica released her grip on David’s balls and affectionately stroked his face.

“You have such a fascinating journey before you,” she said as she slowly raised herself out of the hot tub to sit on the wooden deck beside the edge of the water. She spread her thighs and guided David between her legs.

“I am going to introduce you to a new reality, where you will learn to recognize and embrace your inferiority,” she said as she held him by the back of his head and pressed his lips against her pussy. “You will learn to worship me as your superior, and you will obey. This will be your life. A higher, more noble existence than any other you might have envisioned for yourself. As my slave, as my servant, you will attain a higher level, and assume a more perfect form, whose purpose is to genuflect and serve.”

David felt as though he was having an out-of-body experience as Veronica revealed his future while he served her pleasure, his tongue dexterously worshipping her with a devotion he had never felt himself capable of before.

“And you will also come to understand that your loyalty to me will extend infinitely to exclude all others, and will not only allow for, but will celebrate the fact that I will dominate other men at will. It is my nature, and as your superior, you will come to respect that about me.”

David’s mind was set ablaze with the revelation that Veronica intended to cuckold him and the ease with which she casually presented this information was disconcerting. He might have continued with these thoughts concerning this new information but at this point Veronica was close to coming. She squeezed her thighs together, clamping his head between her legs as she had her first orgasm. David recognized it as “her first,” since he had already learned that it would be first of many before she was done with him. He had never met anyone like her, and the fact that she was insatiable when it came to oral sex was just one of many aspects where she was entirely unique. He was beginning to get an idea how demanding Veronica was going to be, and how his life was about to change, though at this point, he still had no idea how significant those changes were going to be.


Chapter 22

“May I ask you something?” Evan asked Ella as he was toweling off after a hot shower.

Ella was reclining on the bed in the Archer winter cabin, wearing a champagne-colored silk robe. She was propped on one elbow, watching him.

“Sure,” she replied. “What do you want to know?”

Evan put the towel aside, having taken care to make sure that the area around his chastity cage was thoroughly dry. He got on the bed next to Ella.

“Well, it was interesting,” Evan began. “You know, everything with you is interesting,” he admitted, smiling affectionately at Ella. “But when we were outside shoveling snow, I had to wonder just what the arrangement is with David. I mean, your father. Because it seems like Daniel is, well, I’m not sure of the relationship these two have with your mother.”

“Oh, that,” Ella replied, her hand slowly exploring Evan’s naked body. “My mom is, as you have learned, uncompromisingly dominant. She made it clear, really early in their marriage, I guess, that she was going to have other men, and that was just part of the relationship. So Daniel is just one of a number of men she has to amuse herself. She just plays with him, really. She loves my dad, she just has a set of rules for him, one of which is that she does as she likes and he accepts that. He has come to embrace male inferiority, and its counterpart, female superiority. Like what you have been learning with me.”

Ella leaned forward and kissed him.

“And I am very proud of the way you’ve been able to make the transition and adapt to responding to my authority,” she said as she continued to stroke his bare chest with her fingertips.

“Thank you,” Evan replied in earnest. “So another question, which is about Brad. He seems totally straight, and he’s what I would call masculine, I guess, but when he was taking off his coat when we came back inside, his shirt was pulled upward a bit and it looked like he was wearing panties. I could see a thin strip of pink fabric riding up on his hip.”

Ella laughed.

“Yeah, that’s something Mellissa thinks is funny, or hot, I’m not sure,” Ella explained. “You know, whatever. She has him wear really girly lingerie for her own reasons. And though you’re right, he’s totally straight, I kind of got the idea that she might borrow Daniel at some point.”

“Borrow him?” Evan asked.

“Yeah, I didn’t inquire further,” Ella replied, “but it sounded like she wanted to make the Daniel and Brad play with each other. I’m going to have to find out all about it later on, because I really am curious, but I figure whatever she does is up to her. As long as you boys do what we want, everything will go smoothly,” she said in a teasing tone of voice.

“And if we don’t?” Evan ventured.

Ella suddenly became very serious. She slid her hand between Evan’s legs and took ahold of his balls.

“Don’t even ask that question,” she warned him. “This house is under female rule, as you know, and the punishment for disobedience is severe.”

“I apologize,” Evan said. “I was just kidding.”

Ella smiled and released her grip on Evan’s balls. Her gaze travelled down his body.

“Tell me more about the pain that you feel, and the ache you feel,” Ella said softly. “I like hearing about how being locked up affects you.”

Evan thought for a moment.

“Well, it’s kind of like I said before, but I guess if I am trying to be more precise, then I’d say at the base of my penis I feel a deep, throbbing ache. Farther up it becomes less of a dull ache, as it becomes more pronounced and a bit sharper around the middle of the shaft. Then around the rim of the head of my penis it has a kind of tingling sensation. The tip has something like pins and needles, but again, it is an aching feeling that only becomes more intense. Perhaps this is the reason I fantasize about you playing with me using your fingertips, distracting me from the pain of desire. Maybe that just makes it worse, I don’t know. But the pain and ache that I feel is unavoidable when I begin obsessing over thoughts of sliding my tongue deep into your pussy and licking you endlessly. When I fantasize about making you come. When I imagine making you squirt into my mouth and savoring you before swallowing.”

Ella smiled sweetly, pleased to hear him say as much.

“The much more prominent pain, however, is in my balls,” Evan continued. “They feel heavy, and they have a dull throbbing ache that is more acute and painful. Taking them in my hand and squeezing them is all that will alleviate the sensation in the slightest.”

“The pain that you have described is something that is unavoidable, that’s true,” Ella explained, “but more importantly, it should not be avoided. It is something that should be felt. Experienced. Every single delicious ache. It is a tribute to me, and everything I do or don’t do will only cause it to increase in intensity. That is as it should be. I deserve nothing less. Don’t you agree?”

“Yes,” Evan admitted.

Ella placed her hand alongside his face, then slid two fingers into his mouth. She teased his tongue out between his lips and began to play with the tip of his tongue between her fingertips.

“You do have a remarkably long tongue,” Ella said appreciatively.

“I assume that when you mention the length of my tongue, Evan replied, smiling, “you mean its length when it is deep inside of you.”

“That’s exactly what I mean,” Ella replied, stroking his face with her fingers. “Tell me more.”

“I love kneeling before you, between your thighs,” Evan admitted, “with my lips pressed against yours and my tongue inside your pussy. The taste of you dripping into my mouth. Anticipating you coming in my mouth. Swallowing you. Drinking you. Then inserting my tongue deeper inside of you, the tip of my tongue tasting you, my cock throbbing, impossibly harder in response. The taste of you and the scent of you making my cock so hard it aches.”

“Yeah?” Ella encouraged him.

“I want to kiss and lick the entirety of your naked body, but when I focus entirely on your naked pussy, worshipping it with every inch of my tongue and swirling around your clit endlessly, I do mean endlessly. I never want it to end. I bring you to orgasm and make you come in my mouth. I swallow you and I want more. Every taste of you makes me want more. I don’t care how long it takes to make you come again. Every time you come, I just want to start over from the beginning and do it again.”

“Hmmm,” Ella purred. “I love hearing that. Now I want you up on your knees.”

Evan got up on his knees on the bed, positioned before Ella. She remained propped up on her elbow, reclining on the bed as her silk robe fell open in front, exposing her left breast and its erect nipple, as well as the silver chain around her neck that held the key to his chastity cage.

She had him lean back and spread his knees wide. Then she had him push his hips forward, offering himself to her. Everything she did was focused on increasing his vulnerability and making him look and feel as naked as possible. She observed his obedience to her command.

“I love your chastity cage so much,” she said as she stroked his balls. I love seeing you so securely locked up for me.”

Evan’s cock was as hard as it could be within its constraint.

“But I think that you have been so lovely and obedient that I am going to allow you to have it unlocked.”

She lifted the key on its silver chain and slipped it into the keyhole on the cage, unlocking it with a soft click. The cage opened, and she slid it off of him, amused to see his immediate and unrestrained erection directly following his uncaging. Ella licked her lips in anticipation. Evan could feel whatever sensations she provided, and nothing else. She might decide to remain reclining before him to tease him, endlessly. Or she might decide to do nothing at all and luxuriate in her natural position of authority. She reached out her hand out and slowly caressed his thigh, and then his hip then she dragged her nails across his naked skin, just to see his reaction.

She took a moment to observe his chastity cage lying to one side. She took a moment to admire its simplicity. Its security. How beautiful Evan’s body looks when he wore it. That, and nothing else. Like a dress code. Gentlemen will not be admitted if not appropriately attired. She chuckled at the thought. Her fingertips stroked the tip of his cock. She listened as he gasped at the sensation. So very simple. She placed your thumb and forefinger on either side of the smooth surface. It felt hard and silky soft at the same time. She slid her thumb and forefinger down the length of his shaft. She heard a soft moan escape his lips. She wrapped her hand around the base of his cock and slowly increased her grip. She squeezed it tightly, possessively in her hand. She heard another low moan, more intense.

Holding him tightly, she observed the intensity of his erection. She examined it, considering what she might do next. Certainly she was in no hurry. Her hand slid down and gently squeezed his balls between your fingers and the heel of her hand. Gently. Then, not so gently.

She closed her hand and squeezed them tightly. Possessively.

“I own your cock and I own your balls,” she said in a matter-of-fact tone of voice. “Do you think I’ll make you come?” she asked.

“I don’t know,” he replied.

“That’s right,” she said sweetly. “You don’t know. I mean, probably not, right? But you can always hope,” she teased him. “I want you lying down now, so I can keep playing with you while you lick my pussy.”

Evan repositioned while Ella straddled his face. She lowered herself until his tongue was in reach of her clit, and he began a long, luxurious journey toward what would be the first of many body-wrenching, face drenching orgasms.

“Oh, Evan,” Ella said, panting, “you have so much talent, for sure, but the training you have before you will be so rewarding. You have the most amazing transformation ahead of you. Before long you will have elevated yourself to be nothing less than my servant, and my plaything. It will be so satisfying for you to pleasure me while you feel the sweet pain of denial.”

Evan could not respond as at that moment Ella began to orgasm and a deluge filled his open mouth.

“Oh my God, Evan,” she panted, her voice breathy and ragged. She remained still for a moment as she caught her breath, her heart pounding in her chest. “Do it again.”
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