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Big Man on Campus

*****

Part One

Badminton Practice

Jane Burnett walked through the hallways of Allmont College on her way to the gymnasium. She was a red head in her thirties with an attractive poised face, and dressed suitably given her role as the college’s sports teacher. The skin-tight black lycra trousers, tight turquoise vest top, and white trainers she wore, emphasised her fit svelte figure. Approaching the gym, she peeked through the small glass windowpane in its door.

As she’d asked, laid out on the honey coloured wooden floorboards in two rows of three, were six badminton nets. Beyond them, by the far wall, were the twelve young men she'd demanded appear this very hour. They were larking about with a football, boys and their balls she tutted.

Their ringleader, conducting proceedings, was none other than Dan Foster, captain of the football team and a student who had developed a somewhat unsavoury reputation. During his time at the college he’d caused no end of trouble. From smart remarks, bad attendance to lewd behaviour, when the term ended in a fortnight few of the staff would be sad to see him leave.

Jane knew all about Dan Foster. There was always a Dan Foster. Yet generally, she’d had no trouble from her students, she was a woman who exuded a cool authority and knew how to keep them in check. Up until a week ago that was. 

As she entered the gym, she coughed alerting the boys to her presence. They turned and immediately stopped chucking the ball around. They'd nicknamed Miss Burnett the 'TILF.' It was a good insight into how their raging hormones dominated their thoughts, and every action.

“I’m not interrupting you am I?” she asked sarcastically. “Please get into line for me.” She clapped her hands, hurrying them along.

The boys slunk over and formed a line facing the wall, the badminton nets were behind them, Jane stood in front of them looking at their sluggish demeanour. At least they’d dressed correctly in shorts, t-shirts and trainers. Though it soon wouldn’t really matter, she reflected.

The boys braced themselves knowing this wasn’t going to be good. Jane had demanded they appear in the gym to atone for their actions a week ago, when they’d left the locker room completely trashed; benches broken, walls smeared with mud and showerheads bent, disfigured out of shape. The clean up had been expensive and time consuming and of course it was Jane and her colleagues who had done it. Jane ran through a list of names making sure all responsible were in attendance to face their punishment.

“Good,” she said upon finishing her checklist. “As I’m sure you can imagine myself, and my colleagues are extremely disappointed in you. Your behaviour a week ago was far from acceptable and I have taken it on myself to discipline you accordingly.“

As she looked along the line of sullen faces, she noticed most had their heads down at least presenting an air of guilt. Dan, however, was looking straight at her, smirking, seemingly feeling no shame whatsoever. She wasn’t wrong.

When he’d learned of their summoning to the gymnasium, he’d found it amusing, running laps or exercise drills that was the best they could come up with. Looking at Miss Burnett, wittering on to his ears, he wouldn't take anything back. After a bad loss trashing the locker room had come as a natural urge. Admittedly it had gotten a little out of control, but Dan had no regrets. That certainly wasn't how he intended to live his life. 

“All of you should consider yourselves extremely fortunate to have the opportunity to atone for what happened,” continued Miss Burnett. “If you want your record books to remain unblotted, you’re to follow my instructions to the letter. Is that clear?’

Her gaze was squarely directed at Dan for this last part. She knew his records were poor that he couldn’t afford any more slip-ups. She watched as he and the other eleven students let out a heavy, unenthusiastic 'yes,' burdened under the weight of disaffection.  

“I said is that clear. My name is Miss Burnett.” 

“Yes Miss Burnett,” the boys responded with a tad more enthusiasm.

“Listen closely then, I’ve thought long and hard about…”

She was interrupted by Leon, a tall boy with a crew cut, snickering, evidently amused at her choice of words, ‘long and hard.’

“Is there something that amuses you Leon?” 

Leon looked down and shook his head, hiding his smile.

“I think some of you young men need to mature fast!” she continued more than a little irritated. “As I was saying I’ve thought long and hard about your punishment and decided a bit of humility is in order. You boys need to learn that actions have consequences.”

She paused seeing Dan had turned his gaze, rather dismissively, to the blue sky that could be glimpsed through the glass windows that ran around the top edge of the gymnasium. It wouldn't be long before he was wishing he was outside under it, wishing he was anywhere but here. Miss Burnett waited until he snapped out of his little reverie. It was time to teach these boys a lesson they’d never forget.

“You're all here this evening to help out with a little sporting session I’ve planned.”

The boys looked at one another with smirks, thinking somewhat prematurely how lightly they’d gotten off.

“I know how seriously you all take your sport and I expect it to be no different for the next hour or so. First things first though, before we begin, I’d like each and everyone of you to remove the clothing you have on.”

Not one of the boys moved, seemingly nonplussed by what was being asked of them. Their smirks had change to anxious looks of incomprehension.

“I’ll say this again only once, you are each to remove every stitch of clothing you are now wearing. I want bare bums and willies’ on display in the next twenty seconds.”

She folded her arms waiting, “Well?’

Again stillness and deathly silence, nobody moved.

“I’ve not got all evening,” Jane said, consulting her watch.

Much to her surprise it was troublemaker Dan who acted first, breaking the deadlock. Having worked at Abercrombie & Fitch part time, he wasn't shy about showing off his body. He peeled off his top to reveal washboard abs, a strong muscular physique. Like the other boys he was amazed by Miss Burnett’s orders but unlike them, couldn’t afford any more blotches on his permanent records.

He’d been warned that any more bad behaviour could jeopardise his sporting scholarship application and, having considered Miss Burnett’s words, wasn’t prepared to risk it. With Dan leading the way the other boys slowly followed suit.

“I want socks and underwear all off,” she said looking at Dan, who’d kicked his shoes off and was hesitating over the removal of his grey boxer shorts.

He couldn’t believe he was doing this, but with a quick thrust he yanked them down, moving a hand at lightening speed to cover his privates. In less than a minute, Miss Burnett had twelve naked young men standing before her, all clasping their hands in front of them in an attempt to hide their most treasured possessions. Jane looked along the line of tanned, fit, young, healthy males. They were all in good shape, not surprising given they spent most of their time active, pursuing their dreams of making it professional.

“Hands by your sides boys, you’re all going to have to open up if you’re to learn from your indiscretions.”

Another look of dismay crossed their faces, but again it was Dan the first to act, perceiving Miss Burnett’s words as a gauntlet to be overcome. There was no way he was going to act timid and embarrassed, that would be just what she’d want. He confidently placed his hands by his side.

Jane’s eyes lingered on Dan for moment as he uncovered himself. His arrogance certainly wasn’t compensating for any inadequacies in the trouser department that was for sure. His circumcised penis was long and thick, and looked heavy as it dangled, his plump balls weighty. The other boys followed Dan’s lead again.

As Jane's gaze briefly drifted along the line up, she found it amusing seeing the different lengths, girths, and looks of the twelve exposed penises. She also noticed how trimmed and well kept they were, vanity evidently was not in short supply. When she began speaking again to the now twelve nude students, her voice was clipped with the upward intonation of someone clearly enjoying themselves. 

“I want you all to be on your best behaviour. In a moment you’ll be joined by, ah here we are.”

To the boys' utter horror, the gym doors swung open behind them, and twelve young women dressed in bright white polo shirts and short pleated white tennis skirts, began filtering into the gymnasium. They were female students at the college, just like the boys at the tender ages of eighteen and nineteen, very much beginning to blossom.

Most were smiling at the sight that greeted them, some covering their mouths in disbelief. The boys who had all turned their heads upon hearing footsteps and giggling behind them, had expressions of blank incredulity on their faces.

Lithe and sprightly, the girls were together a picture of youth, their skin a healthy tint from the summer sun. It was no coincidence they were all pretty and athletic. Every one of them was a member of one sports team or another, hockey, netball or gymnastics, the finest girls at the college. Jane had selected them purposefully; she intended to make this as hard as possible for the boys, quite literally.

Amongst them was beautiful Hayley. Her golden hair was drawn back into a ponytail, she was slim and flexible, gymnastics her forte. Her heart skipped a beat as she looked along the line of bare naked bums and up to see Dan’s clearly irked face amongst them.

“I don’t believe it,” she giggled open mouthed to her pretty dark haired friend Michelle.

“Line up facing one of the boys,” ordered Jane. “And boys, turn around.”

Sheepishly the boys did as they were told, a few of them shaking their heads in disbelief that this was happening as they did so. Soon all twelve were facing their fellow students, their hands had all shot back covering their genitals at first sight of the girls. Dan’s too, his earlier boldness disappearing entirely.

It was no coincidence that Hayley chose to stand in front of Dan. For Hayley, the two of them had unfinished business. Having dated up until a few months ago, their relationship had ended in acrimonious circumstances, to put it mildly. All a result of Dan being Dan, and choosing to share with buddy’s intimate pictures of Hayley, in just her underwear.

Needless to say, the images had been lapped up and, in no time, circulated throughout the college. She’d not forgiven him, and was glad he’d never got to see anymore of her, beyond what was in the pictures. The shoe was now firmly on the other foot.

“Hands by your sides again boys,” instructed Jane, standing at one end, looking along the line of students facing one another. 

The boys looked at her aghast, before turning to the somewhat jubilant girls facing them. You could cut the atmosphere with a knife, the air suddenly thick with the boys’ nervous apprehension, the girls’ gleeful expectancy. Dan’s temper was rising as he looked at smiling, Hayley, there was no way he was standing for this. 

“This is bullshit,” he shouted at Jane as his anger boiled over. 

Jane had expected as much and coolly responded: “If you aren’t willing to participate Daniel you’re free to leave, but remember what I said earlier, it will be noted in your records.”

Dan didn’t say another word and, this time, it was his teammates who led the way. Eleven of the college boys put their hands by their sides, revealing themselves to Jane and their twelve fellow female students. Girls they’d seen a thousand times, fantasised about, sought to hook up with. Never in their wildest imaginations believed they’d find themselves in such a comprising situation in front of. The girls erupted into fits of giggles seeing the naked young men in all their natural glory.

“Alright girls that’s enough, I expect you to show your maturity,” said Jane, allowing them to have their fun without getting to out of control.

As the laughter subsided Dan was the odd one out, still holding out against Jane’s orders, determinedly clasping two hands to cover his modesty. 

“Come on,” said smiling Hayley, puckering her lips. “What have you got to hide under there?”

All eyes were now fixed firmly on him. The girls regarded Dan as something of a stud, what with his pretty boyish looks, his hard buff body. They couldn't believe their luck.

“If you’re not prepared to follow my instructions Daniel, then I want you to leave right now,” Jane said strictly. 

He looked at Hayley’s smug face and feeling intense pressure, relinquished his pride, succumbed to the feelings of intense pressure and joined his fellow teammates, placing his arms at his sides.

“That’s better, not so bad is it Daniel,” said Jane mockingly.

Dan didn’t respond, instead was doing his best to avoid looking at smug Hayley who was unashamedly staring at his big penis, enjoying his discomfort and the fact he’d been firmly put in his place.

“As you might surmise by the nets, I’ve asked you boys to be here in order to help the girls out with their badminton practice,” said Jane, walking through the tunnel of students. “I know this is going to feel long and be very hard for you.”

She peeked down at Leon who was on the smaller side and wasn’t laughing this time. Instead the boys were doing their best to avoid seeing the gleeful faces of the lovely young women, who in contrast were soaking up the naked flesh of their male counterparts.

Dan was staring into the space behind Hayley, doing his best to ignore her, but couldn’t help but notice the nipples of her small, pert breasts were erect, and poking through her thin top. Her short skimpy skirt certainly wasn’t helping either. He felt a stirring in his loins and his heart rate quickened. The gym suddenly felt a whole lot hotter, a whole lot smaller. Trying his utmost to control himself, images of bugs, football players and family members, frantically ran through his mind. It was to no avail, his penis was beginning to lengthen, noticeably jerking upwards, undoubtedly stiffening.

Hayley, of course, quickly spotted what was happening and felt a surge of excitement. She was still revelling in having Dan naked before her, never mind such a whopper of a penis, and now this, this was just too good.

She was only too happy to speed up the process by running a tongue over her delicate lips and toying with a finger near her mouth. She looked angelic, the picture of innocence, but she knew all too well the effect it was having. 

Dan’s penis soon stood involuntarily at full mast, his body betraying his will. The more he had willed it to stay down, the harder it had got. He looked down at his stiff cock for confirmation. Mortified, his cheeks had blushed a bright crimson, he looked at Hayley who looked him in the eye and then slowly let her gaze drift down to his now stiff penis. She was grinning from ear to ear, delighted at his arousal. Dan closed his eyes wanting the ground to swallow him up. Jane had reached the end of the row of bodies and was continuing her speech.

“I think this session will be of great benefit to both male and female students alike,” she said turning, making her way back through the tunnel of students.

Immediately she spotted Dan and his erection. How unfortunate for him she thought fleetingly, this’ll teach him. She stopped when she reached him and casually glanced down, raising an eyebrow.

“Daniel, it looks like you’re a little stiff, make sure you loosen up before we begin.”

Her comment enticed a round of laughter from the girls and drew any eyes that had somehow failed to notice it. The girls all studied his nude figure, enjoying every moment. Dan had never felt as humiliated as he did this second, never felt such a feeling of inferiority to the opposite sex. For the first time in his young life they well and truly had the advantage.

“Okay, enough time wasting,” said Jane. “I want you to partner up with the person in front of you. You’ll be playing mixed doubles, moving around the courts on my whistle.” She blew into it signalling for them to get moving.

Dan strode past Hayley muttering curse words, heading to the far court, his big penis waggling from side to side as he walked. Hayley took another look at his firm ass as he walked away. This was going to be fun she said slyly to Michelle.

When Hayley joined Dan on the court, she handed him a racket. She noticed his penis had deflated a little and now projected outwards rather than upwards. Dan grabbed the racket, resentful at the sudden shift in power between them. She could tell he was clearly trying to control his anger and decided to wait a while before putting the boot in, resume her teasing of him.

On the other side of the net was a buxom brunette named, Katie, and tall Leon, and his little pecker. The girls initiated the game sending the shuttlecock back and forth a few times, keen to get the boys moving and see their willies move with them. They soon got them into the game and, despite being buck naked, it wasn’t long before the boys’ competitive instincts came out as they tried to outdo one another.

For them the game offered a slight distraction from the humiliating situation, though it was impossible not to notice each other’s willies slapping and swinging up and down, and side to side, as they moved around the court.

It was also impossible for the boys not to notice the girls as they exercised their lithe young bodies. Their golden smooth skin, bouncing breasts, and slim toned legs were glorious sights to behold for a young man.

Dan couldn’t help but look at Hayley as she’d bend down or jump up, and be flashed a glimpse of her tight white panties, her peachy behind. Predictably, and uncontrollably, Dan's cock began to harden once again, much to the girls delight. Distracted by his growing arousal Dan hit a few shots into the net. Not letting it pass Hayley turned and commented:

“Its not so hard to get it up, is it Dan?” Her cheeky grin and glance down left him in no doubt as to what she was referring to.

Dan looked away and letting out his frustration, hammered the shuttlecock way over the net and over the heads of Katie and Leon. When Jane blew her whistle for one pair to change courts, Dan's penis was pointing to the lights high above. The fact that he was the only one so visibly aroused, only made his embarrassment all the more excruciating.   

As they moved to the next court, Hayley couldn’t remove her smile as she eyed Dan’s continued stiffness. She was flattered not to say impressed, maybe she'd forgive him after all. Dan meanwhile was silent, doing all he could to avoid seeing her obvious glee. This was not the way he'd imagined the day going when he'd woken up this morning. 

Their second opponent’s were dark haired Michelle, Hayley’s good friend, and a stocky, black haired boy called Matthew. He’d always been extremely attracted to Michelle, had been making advances towards her for months. It made his nudity all the more galling. The fact that she was now getting to see exactly what he had to offer was not lost on either. 

The two girls cruelly teased the boys as they played, bending over causing their skirts to ride up, discussing their techniques and making comments about their ideal man. 'How he'd have to be tall, have to be handsome and have to have a big knob like Dan's.' The boys stayed silent throughout the ordeal, united by their mortification.

Jane’s whistle went a third, fourth and fifth time and Hayley and Dan moved onto various opponents, his penis remaining rigid throughout, each of the girls taking it in turn to study his horny, hard self. Jane wandered around the gym to the pitter-patter of the boys scampering feet, pleased to see that none of them were proving any trouble.

She stopped to look at Dan, amused to see his cock, rock hard, jiggling back and forth, slapping against his belly as he played. His face was a permanent shade of pink. Dan caught sight of her and his eyes flashed her daggers, this was all her fault he wanted her to know. Distracted by feelings of anger swelling up within him, he didn’t notice Hayley sneaking up from behind, with a quick hand she placed the shuttlecock over the head of his penis.

“Now I know why they call it a shuttlecock,” she giggled holding a hand to her mouth and laughing hysterically.

In a fit of fury and in a flash, Dan grabbed her arm.

“You little fucking…”

“That’s enough Daniel,” said Jane, striding over and intervening.

He let go of her and extracted the shuttlecock still resting like a hat on his delicate member. Jane was about to scold him when she was ushered over to an incident on another court. Buxom Katie had fallen over and twisted an ankle. She blew her whistle and cut the class short, before helping Katie out the gym.

The majority of the boys rushed to their clothes and out the gym as fast as they could, relieved the trauma was finally over. The beaming girls followed chattering and laughing amongst themselves, watching the bare bums of the boys disappear into the locker rooms.

Dan hadn’t rushed, his macho pride still intact, he’d sauntered over to his clothes trying to seem like what had happened hadn’t fazed him in the least. It meant as he was approaching the doors he was the last boy in the gymnasium.

“Oh Daniel,” came Hayley’s voice from behind him.

He turned to see she was holding out a sock.

“I think you forgot something,” she said, dangling it from her hand.

He walked over to her. Only he, Hayley, and her good friend Michelle remained in the gymnasium. Much to his consternation as he reached out and took it, Hayley pulled a phone from behind her back and snapped a picture of him frowning, nude and still hard.

“What the fuck,” he said in surprise.

“What goes around comes around,” Hayley smirked.

“You little shit.”

He attempted to reach out and grab the phone from her, but Hayley tossed it to Michelle.

“If you want the picture deleted your going to have do something for me,” she said mischievously.

“Oh yeah, what’s that?”

“Hmmm, how can I put this, lube the tube, massage the meat, salt the salami. I want you to jerk off, here, right now."

“Fuck off Hayley,” he said turning from her, walking back towards the door.

“Think about it,” shouted Hayley taking the phone from Michelle. “Every girl in college will soon see you bare and uncensored. I’m about to press send, Stiffy!”

Dan stopped in his tracks. That was over two hundred girls and who knew where the pictures would end up, how much humiliation they’d cause him. He walked back towards the two smirking girls, knowing Hayley wouldn’t hesitate after the pictures he’d shared of her.

“You’ll delete it if I do this?” 

“Huh uh,” Hayley nodded.

Dan dropped his clothes, looked Hayley dead in the eye and ran a hand over his penis, which had drooped somewhat. Hayley took her hand off the send button.

“There’s a good boy,” she said as if talking to her pet dog.

"It looks like he likes taking orders," grinned Michelle.

Given that Dan had been rebelling more or less his entire life the comment came with a huge dollop of irony. It was not lost on Dan. He shook his head, but his pace increased as he gave into his desire. 

It took only a few strokes for Dan to return to his earlier stiffness. Hayley and Michelle were clearly in their element. Michelle couldn’t believe what Hayley had got him to do, or more precisely show them. Dan looked over the pair of them. The sexy little bitches, he thought.

Despite his frustration, however, he was becoming incredibly aroused and as he ran his hand up and down his shaft, drops of pre cum appeared from the tip of his penis. Its head was soon shiny and wet, turning a deeper shade of pink. The two girls were also feeling the temperature rise, seeing a male acting out his most intimate moment was a first for both of them.

They stood hands on hips, watching transfixed. Dan ran his eyes over their legs and breasts, his breathing becoming heavier. It wasn’t long before he couldn’t hold on any longer. But, just as Dan’s performance was reaching a climax, to his extreme horror, the side door of the gym suddenly opened, Miss Burnett entered.

Dan stopped stroking, frozen in shock. It was all too late. His big cock convulsed helplessly and a thick stream of cum, steadily gushed out, splattering on the hard gym floor. The girls in complete and utter hysterics ran past him and out of the gymnasium. Jane looked him up and then down in disbelief, as he tried to hide his still throbbing manhood.

“Daniel get your clothes on and clean up your mess. I’ll see you in my office. This is not acceptable, not in the slightest,” she said bluntly, disbelieving of what she had just witnessed.

As she strode out the gym, she was not amused, but her lips curled upwards, well maybe a little. Dan was left standing with his head spinning, feeling mortified, humiliated and drained, wondering how on earth he was going to get away with this.


Part Two

Pencils at the Ready

Dan made his way to the colleges art department. After his humiliating incident in the gymnasium a week ago, he’d been firmly rebuked by Miss Burnett. If he wanted to graduate he was going to have to straighten himself out, she’d told him. Flaunting himself in such an obscene way was far from acceptable. 

That was rich he’d thought, she’d been the one who’d made them get naked in the first place, he’d have been quite happy to have kept his clothes on. 

"And what about Hayley," he'd implored.  

"Hayley's a good girl and I'll not hear a bad word said about her," Miss Burnett had told him in no uncertain terms.

She'd also told him that that if he was to successfully receive his sport’s scholarship, he’d have to answer for his actions and face further disciplinary action. As it happened she had just the job for him, seeing as he liked displaying himself so fondly.

As he entered the classroom, he saw all the tables had been set aside and stools laid out in front of a slightly raised white, rectangular, platform. Before it stood Miss Burnett in her sports gear and the college’s art teacher, Mrs Lumley. She was a woman in her late fifties with white hair, and wore a cream cashmere jumper, long white sarong like skirt, and wedges on her feet.

The two women had been discussing Dan that very moment. Jane explaining that it was about time he grew up.

“Speak of the devil,” she said seeing him.

Dan’s sour expression told her he’d learnt nothing from her repeated rebukes. This experience should take him down a peg or two, she fully expected.

“I’ve been telling Mrs Lumley here that you’ll be on your best behaviour. Isn’t that right Daniel?”

“Yes,” he groaned.

“I won’t be far away, so make sure you are. You can use Mrs Lumley’s office next door to undress, there’s a robe on the door,” she said gesturing towards the open door, a white dressing gown was visible on the back of it.

Dan slunk through it and shut the door. The two teachers began talking again. Mrs Lumley had been pleased with what she’d seen so far of Daniel, not the attitude of course, but the fine physical specimen he was, tonight’s class was in for a treat.

“I’ll be in the gymnasium if there’s a problem, don’t hesitate to contact me,” said Jane leaving as the first few arrivals to the introductory class entered.

Dan began undressing in the office next door. He put his t-shirt on a chair and lent his hand on the back of it. He should be playing a footy game this very moment with his teammates he thought irritated, instead he had to let them down and do this, for that bitch Miss Burnett. But there was no way he was not graduating, stay around hear, no chance.

He heard voices next door as he took off his jeans and imagined the old timers arriving for their evening life drawing class, whatever got their rocks off he thought, shaking his head. Removing the rest of his clothes, he put the white dressing gown on, feeling a sense of freedom as his penis and scrotum dangled unrestrictedly. There was a knock on the door.

“Any time your ready Daniel, everyone’s here,” came Mrs Lumley’s voice.

Dan took a deep breath, gave his penis a little stretch and sauntered out into the class. Within seconds the world was crashing down on him. Sitting on the stools were not a group of old biddies as he’d expected, but ten of his young, attractive, fellow female students. Their floaty summer dresses, miniskirts and tight tops, showing off their splendid feminine forms. Their wide grins, sunny smiles, left him in little doubt that they knew what they were here to see.

A suddenly horrified Dan spotted several of the girls from badminton practice and, of course, sitting beaming with a knowing smile, Hayley. It was the first time he’d seen her since last week’s little incident. She was dressed in a thin white vest top, short denim skirt and sneakers. Her best friend dark haired Michelle sat next to her in a super short red dress. They both knew what they were here for, and the response they wanted to elicit.

Dan gulped as he stepped onto the platform. A golden silk cloth, had been laid out, on top of it were three plump velvet red cushions. For a brief second he considered turning around, putting his clothes on, and getting the hell out of there, but remembered Miss Burnett’s words and what it would mean for his future if he did so. For him it was the sports scholarship or a lifetime waiting tables.

“I’ll take that,” said Mrs Lumley looking at his white gown as he stood under the spotlight.

Dan put his hands on the cord and hesitated as he looked out at the expectant, smiling faces of the girls. They had their drawing pads and pencils at the ready. The room had fallen silent in readiness, only the tick, tick, of the clock could be heard. His heart beat with it, his hands felt clammy, his cheeks as if they were burning up. He unfastened the gown, let it fall from his shoulders, revealing his muscular physique, his big dangling penis, his plump balls.

A few giggles came from the girls. Mrs Lumley nodded approvingly as she took the gown from him.

“We’ll start with a simple standing pose, if you could place your hands behind you and turn slightly to the side,” Mrs Lumley directed him.

He did as he was told in a daze, unable to look any of the girls in the eye, but nonetheless feeling their gaze on him, running their eyes over his naked, exposed flesh. Feeling intense embarrassment at the uneven distribution of power as he saw it.

“Good,” said Mrs Lumley placing the gown on a nearby table, her eyes still on him.

Dan’s eyes were fixed on the back of the classroom. He could hear the scribbling of the girls as they started on their drawings. Mrs Lumley stood to one side giving them room to express themselves. She was enjoying this as much as they were, it wasn’t often she had such a fine young specimen for a model, especially someone so healthily endowed as this.

As Dan tried his best to forget his surroundings, his gaze was eclipsed by the back of Hayley’s head. She had stood up and was scrounging around for a pencil sharpener in the bottom of her bag. Instinctively Dan’s eyes drifted over her, he quickly realised it was a bad move.

She’d bent over causing her short denim skirt to ride up, the pink-laced panties she wore were all too evident, the thin crease between her ass cheeks and upper thighs all too tantalisingly close. She was rubbing the front of one foot over the back of her leg. Dan felt his penis twitch awakening from its slumber, his eyes shot back to the far wall.

“Found it,” said Hayley quietly, but within earshot of Dan.

“I always like a pointy pencil,” she said sitting down with a cheeky grin, looking to see whether her little show had, had, the desired effect.

She noted pleasingly that the glands of Dan’s penis had become a little fuller. The whole episode in the gym last week had been one of the funniest moments in her entire life, she was keen to see it repeated.

As Hayley teased him, Dan was doing all he could to regain his composure, running through his favourite footy players, their teams, positions and birthdates. The litany of stats gradually brought him under control, but the battle of wills between him and Hayley had only just begun.

“Very good,” said Mrs Lumley wandering amongst the girls, looking over their drawings.

Ten minutes had passed since they’d started, Dan’s eyes hadn’t moved from his spot by the wall. Mrs Lumley stopped at Michelle.

“I’m having trouble with his abs, they don’t seem to look right,” said Michelle, as the two of them directed their gaze at Dan.

“Yes they are very defined, a little more shading I think should bring them out.”

Mrs Lumley moved on to Hayley and looked down at her drawing, it was a good attempt she thought, although she had rather emphasised his male quality. Mrs Lumley smiled amused.

“I’m not sure I’ve got the proportions quite correct,” said Hayley immediately catching Dan’s attention. “I’m finding this quite hard, it’s a little bigger than I intended.”

Dan blinked, doing his utmost not to give her what she wanted. The two women looked up from the drawing and at Dan’s meaty member.

“No, I think you’ve captured his likeness well, it certainly demonstrates what a fine specimen he is.”

Dan felt like a rat in a laboratory.

“Okay Daniel, I think it’s time for another pose. If you’ll lie down for me, prop your head on the cushions,” said Mrs Lumley, moving towards him.

Dan followed her direction, lying on his back, his hands under his head, his knees facing the ceiling. For a second he thought his penis would remain hidden, and he’d have a chance to stare at the ceiling and try and forget he was the nude subject for his fellow female students. Such hopes were dashed when Mrs Lumley tapped his knee, indicating for him to open them and twist his body round, baring all to his audience. Her final act was to gently turn his head.

Once more he faced the girls, only this time directly in front of him, were several pairs of slender, bronzed legs. Hayley was casually flicking one foot of her crossed legs up and down, as if knowing the power they wielded. The repetitive movement became a source of torture for Dan as he tried to control himself. The battle between body and mind soon started going only one way as he began losing the fight, and his hormones started getting the better of him.

Hayley immediately noticed as his penis twitched a few times. Dan looked up to see her grinning at him. He felt himself perspiring, a gleam of sweat covered his brow. His penis twitched a third time and gradually began inching up his thigh. Mrs Lumley was looking down at a drawing, giving a girl advice, not aware of the movement occurring. Dan’s penis was now semi erect resting on his thigh, pointing almost accusingly straight at Hayley, crying out, saying look that’s the culprit.

Hayley decided to take things up a notch, she wanted him rock hard, to see his arousal at its maximum. Uncrossing her legs, she slowly parted her thighs a little, revealing her tight pink panties, the soft lips of her vagina outlined in the thin material. Dan’s eyes widened and quickly looked to the floor. His penis, however, was uncontrollably stiffening, the fact that Hayley wanted this and was toying with him, only serving to intensify his arousal.

Much to Dan’s embarrassment his penis was soon resting on his belly, rock hard and straining upwards, the bulbous head, shiny, reflecting the light overhead. He looked ready for sex, was cocked and loaded. Hayley smiled delighted, revelling at the sight of her former boyfriend, learning once again what it was like to be so undesirably on display.

A wolf whistle came from one of the girls clearly enjoying the show laid on for her. Mrs Lumley looked up and couldn’t help, but smile when she saw Daniel and his clearly excited penis.

“Its perfectly natural girls. Please carry on with your drawings,” she said, maintaining an order of sorts.

“Mrs Lumley, I may need some bigger paper,” said Hayley, causing a ripple of laughter around the room.

Dan felt a curious mix of irritation, anger and desire. He gave Hayley a hacked off look, leaving her in no doubt as to how he felt about her having fun at his expense. She just smiled a saintly smile back at him, and then ran her tongue over her top lip and let her gaze drift down to his big boner, leaving them in no doubt who’d won this battle of wills.

For the next ten minutes Dan held the pose, every second feeling like a minute, every minute like an hour. His cheeks were pink, his cock rigid, he was feeling the heat under the glare of the lights, the gaze of the girls. He was not the only one whose temperature had risen. Several of the girls were having hot flushes as they drew the naked stud. An undercurrent of suppressed sexual energy filled the room. Their lascivious looks were broken as there was a gentle knock at the door. Blonde haired Amy, one of the college’s secretaries poked her head around it.

“Mrs Lumley there’s a phone call for you,” she said, before coming in for a better look, having noticed the nude male model.

She couldn’t believe it when she saw it was Daniel, a friend of her younger brother. The normally surly confident boy she new was naked and hard, posing like a centrefold from playgirl. Dan wondered how this experience could be anymore humiliating. He’d always had a thing for Amy, but whenever he was around her, projected an air of casual tolerance, never wanting to give anything away. He’d been on family holidays with her, once during an exuberant water fight attempted to rip her bikini top off her. Yet, now here he was, showing her everything.

“Hello Daniel,” she said, her face lit up in a bright smile.

“Hey” he replied through gritted teeth, unable to look at her.

“Daniel here’s being a very good model for us,” said Mrs Lumley moving to the door.

“I’m sure he is,” replied Amy giving him the once over, impressed with what Daniel had been hiding all these years.

“I’ll only be a moment,” said Mrs Lumley holding the door open. ”Carry on with your drawings girls.”

Amy took a mental snapshot of Dan’s hard penis, wishing her art classes had been this much fun, before smiling and following Mrs Lumley out. Within moments of Mrs Lumley exit, Hayley decided it was time to have some fun.

“I do like your big Cock Dan,” she said, casually tilting her head, as she looked it over.

Dan remained silent, unwilling to grant her a response. This was all he needed.

“Especially when its stiff,” said Haley continuing her teasing. “You don’t seem to have any trouble getting it stiff, do you Dan?”

He shook his head and glared at her. Haley was warming to this.

“Maybe you should put on a show for us like last week, we girls would like that wouldn’t we?”

“I certainly would,” smiled Michelle.

The other girls remained quiet, enjoying the tete a tete between Haley and Dan, understanding that this was her chance to exact some revenge for the photos he’d taken of her.

“Piss off Haley,” said Dan, finally losing patience.

“Moi?” said Haley looking the picture of innocence. “Aren’t you enjoying this Dan?”

Dan felt his temper rising.

“Judging by your big boner it certainly looks like you are,” said Haley, causing yet more laughter amongst the girls.

“You know Haley, you can be a right little bitch,” said Dan trying to control his frustration.

Dan watched Haley get up, and turned his head away from her as if in disgust, seems like she can’t take a bit of her own medicine he thought to himself. A few seconds later however, he felt what could best be described as cold splodges landing on him.

“What the?” He looked down to see droplets of blue paint over his belly, a few on his still raging erection.

Then up to see Haley sat back in her chair, grinning with a paintbrush in one hand, the bristles being held back with the other.

“Who’s the little bitch now,” she said smiling.

Dan snapped, jumped up, his anger boiling over, his penis bouncing as he waded over to Haley and grabbed her by the arm, picking up the small pot of blue paint as he did so.

“Lets see how you like it,” he said about to tip the pot over Haley.

“Daniel what on earth do you think your doing!” It was Miss Burnett.

She’d come to check up on the class, had heard raised voices from the corridor and now this. She was far from impressed. Dan froze, as Miss Burnett strode over, grabbed him by the arm, and marched him to the sink, his erect penis waggling all the way, much to the amusement of the girls.

“If you’re going to behave like a little boy then you’ll be treated like one,” she said wiping away the paint from his chest with a wet cloth, as the tail of it rubbed against his sensitive penis.

"You really need to grow up Daniel,” said Miss Burnett, continuing her chastisement of him.

Dan looked up to see a grin on Haley’s face. She wasn’t the only one, the girl’s had all stopped drawing, watching instead the arrogant jock get cleaned up by Miss Burnett.

“What’s happened here?” asked Mrs Lumley returning to the classroom.

“It seems Daniel here has a problem following orders,” said Miss Burnett, vigorously scrubbing around his groin where a few drops of paint had dried, her arm unavoidably rubbing against his sensitive glands.

“Maybe you should let Daniel take care of that,” suggested Mrs Lumley seeing the glazed look in Daniels eyes.

All that teasing he’d endured meant his young body was primed. Dan felt a sudden pulsing and throbbing in his penis, ‘Oh no this can’t be happening.’ Miss Burnett sensed it too and immediately stopped with the cloth. It was too late, despite his desperate attempts to control himself, an all too familiar sensation rose within him. His penis convulsed and a thick stream of pearly white cum exploded from him, as if demonstrating to the girls what a particularly forceful volcanic eruption looks like. After the initial shock, laughter and giggles filled the room as Dan’s penis continued to pulse in spasms as his balls emptied themselves.

Jane and Mrs Lumley, regaining some composure as Dan’s involuntary performance came to an end, quickly ushered him into the adjoining office where he’d previously undressed. There, he quickly closed the door to block out the raucous laughter and chatter of the girls next door, and took some deep breaths, trying to recover his senses. What had just happened?

When Dan sheepishly emerged from the room five minutes later, clothed this time, nearly all the girls had gone. Only Haley stood saying her goodbyes to Mrs Lumley, before leaving she flashed Dan one last triumphant smile. It was the final straw as far as he was concerned, but before he had opportunity to storm out the room Miss Burnett stopped him. She wanted one final chat.

Mrs Lumley thanked Dan for his contribution to the class, told him not to be too embarrassed by what had happened. ‘Yeah right,’ thought Dan as he was left alone with Miss Burnett.

“Daniel, I realise that must have been incredibly embarrassing for you and I can only apologies for my unintended actions."

Dan remained silent looking down, still mortified.

“I know its difficult for you to understand right now, but excessive pride can sometimes be a hindrance in life, and that if you’re to be a success in any aspect of your life, not just on the sporting field, you’re going to have to accept a certain degree of authority.”

Dan nodded and, encouraged, Miss Burnett went on to tell him a few more home truths. As his anger waned, Dan opened up a little, even muttering one or two apologies of his own for his behaviour at the college. Finally someone was getting through to him. He left on good terms with Miss Burnett and despite it being the most excruciatingly, embarrassing experience of his young life, he’d look back on the past fortnight, in later, wiser years, with a certain fondness. He’d shake his head and chuckle at the memory of Miss Burnett and that minx, Haley, and indeed the young buck he once was.

That night, however, he was anything but wistful. At dinner he was quiet and morose. When his phone buzzed he expected it to be a teammate updating him on how the game had gone. He almost spat out his food when he saw his nude, hard, self, staring back at him. It was the picture from the gymnasium, tagged with the message:

‘Think this belongs to u stiffy. Oh by the way nice show Big Boy!!! lol Haley xxx.’

Dan quickly put his phone away, muttered some excuse for not finishing dinner and retreated to his room, slamming the door behind him. There he collapsed on the bed, put his face in his pillow and exhaled deeply.

Unsurprisingly that night Dan was unable to sleep. As he tossed and turned the day’s events were still running through his mind. Thoughts of his unfortunate accident, images of it, and the girls who’d seen it, replayed like a film in slow motion, time after time. That smug self-satisfied look Haley had given him wouldn’t shift. When Dan looked down he saw his sheets had ballooned tent like, his penis resuming its earlier, uncontrollable stiffness. He lay back in bed, held his hands to his face and shook his head. It was going to be a long night, in more ways than one.


Part Three

Home Visit

Dan made his way up the driveway of the modern semi in which Hayley lived. It had been two weeks since his impromptu performance in art class and he'd expected never to hear from her again. Yet he'd received a message from her just yesterday, 'We need to talk,' it said ambiguously.

And so, early afternoon, at the time specified, he rang the doorbell outside her home, despite all that had happened some part of him was still hopeful they could patch things up.

Hayley opened the door in sneakers, a tight pink vest top, and as if to taunt him the same short denim skirt she'd worn in art class. Seeing him she couldn't hide the faintest flicker of a smile that when it came to Dan, hadn't left her face since the gymnasium. Standing to one side, she made room for him to enter. Without having exchanged a word, he stepped inside.

He made his way into the living room come diner, and didn’t sit but stood awkwardly. Hayley following, perched herself on an arm on one of the sofas. In the silence, she made sure to look him in the eye and then run her gaze down his pale blue trousers, and to the bulge in his jeans. Hers gaze finally returned to his face with a bright smile that said she knew, she knew just what was in there.

"Alright," said Dan raising his arms outstretched. "Enough of the games, I'm here, what do you want?"

Hayley suddenly stood and moved towards him with that devilish grin of hers. She placed her hands on his shirt, made as if to kiss, but moved her head downward at the very last second.

"I want to give things another go," she said, looking up at him with those deceptively innocent eyes of hers, as she began unbuttoning his shirt. "But this time we do things my way."

"But," stammered Dan, grabbing her wrist, taken aback. "You're giving me another chance."

"Shh," soothed Hayley, pecking his neck, continuing with the rest of the buttons. "Just go with it."

His shirt fell to the floor and Hayley was soon onto his jeans, crouching as she pulled them clean over his firm legs. He stepped out of his trainers and then jeans compliantly. Hayley made sure his socks were quickly off and standing, glanced at his bulging briefs with a wicked smile. Caressing his toned abs, she finally kissed him, plunging a tongue searchingly.

When they broke, Dan felt as if he was coming up for air from the deep sea. Hayley meanwhile had spun around him and had her fingers on the waistband of his briefs. They were around his ankles before he knew it. Again he stepped out of them compliantly. Suddenly feeling Hayley's hands no more, he turned. Immediately he covered his hardness.

For Hayley stood holding his clothes, a fresh smile adorning her pretty face. As beside her best friend Michelle, and fellow hockey players, Lindsay, Emily and Steph, broke out into a fit of giggles.

Dan willed himself to move, but was frozen to the spot.

"What is this Hayley?" he asked flatly, as if condemned to his fate.

She passed Michelle his clothes.

"Like I said, I'm giving you a second chance," she said stepping towards him. "But we do things my way." She brushed his arms aside to reveal his still hard member to the group of girls.

"Put those somewhere safe," Hayley said to Michelle. "He's not going to be needing those anytime soon."

As his clothes left the room, Dan wondered how on earth he'd found himself in such a situation yet again.

For the rest of the afternoon, he remained on display. Lindsay, Emily and Steph had been disappointed missing the art lesson, so Hayley had him pose as their model. Just like then his body remained stubbornly resistant to his will, although the girls tight jeans, cut off tops and short skirts hardly helped. Whenever there were signs of drooping, Hayley made sure to aim a loaded comment in his direction.

"Do you like my pussy Dan," she asked, when her tabby cat appeared as the girls drew.

Dan could barely muster a response. He watched it jump onto the windowsill, thinking it was likely to be the only pussy he was seeing today. When the girls had finished their drawings they held them against Dan to show their likeness. Only one part of him was featured. After much laughter the girls settled back on the sofas, and for the rest of the afternoon sat and gossiped.

Dan was forced to stand and listen to their conversation, which was purposefully banal, as if to emphasise how blasé they were at having a male hunk butt naked before them. Hayley's eye often drifted over to him, as pausing midsentence she fixed her eyes on his cock, before turning back to face the girls.

Finally, with time getting on, the girls said goodbye to Hayley and the still naked Dan. By now he was grouchy and just wanted his clothes back so he could leave. Hayley however had different ideas. Her touch soon had him stiff and when they reached the stairs he was in an altogether different mood. Hayley had decided it was finally time to make good use of that big todger of his.


Four of a Kind

*****

Mike chalked the tip of the pool cue, “you got this,” his buddy Chris was telling him. He looked across at the two Austrian girls they were playing. Both of them were bubbly, blonde, young and sexy. He smiled at them. All he had to do was pocket the eight ball and the game was theirs. He bent down, coolly drew back the cue, and wham, down it went.

“Good game ladies,” he said, smugly picking up the cash from the table.

“Nice shot, you play very good,” replied busty Annika, in her cheerful native accent.

“Here.” Mike handed her the cash. “We really couldn’t take your money.”

“And a gentleman also,” said long limbed Joanna, her friend.

“Yep, that's us.”

Mike looked across at Chris with a knowing smile. The two men had been shamelessly and, not so gentlemanly, ogling their opponent’s assets throughout much of the game. There was a time when they’d have taken advantage of a situation like this. Instead they said their goodbyes to the girls and returned to their seats, glimpsing their reflections briefly in the mirror behind the bar as they did so.

They were both tall good looking guys in their mid thirties. Never had much trouble attracting the opposite sex that was for sure. Mike had a rugged, handsome face, short dark, curly hair. Chris on the other hand, had more angular pointy features. His fair hair was tousled and a smattering of stubble covered his strong jaw line.

It was evening, the third day of their holiday. They’d nipped out for some beers, while girlfriends Jennifer and Louise rested after a long day of skiing. The quartet had rented a cabin at the swish, alpine ski resort. They were the work hard, play hard types, who liked being active and in the outdoors. Although the women weren’t averse to a little pampering, something they’d experienced little on this holiday.

In fact Jennifer and Louise were becoming more than a little miffed with the way the holiday was going. Their men always dashing off on the slopes, initiating snowball fights, leaving the place a mess and generally acting like teenagers. It really was like snow turned men into little boys again.

As the men drank up, unbeknownst to them, their girlfriends back at the cabin were hatching a plan to change a few things. Blissfully unaware, the men toasted to the holidays success and after several more beers, readied themselves to leave.

“Another beer guys,” asked Maria, the cute brunette who’d been waiting on them all night.

She was wearing tight jeans with a cut off vest top, the sort of outfit to entice guys to the bar on cold nights like this. Mike and Chris certainly weren’t complaining.

“No, that’s okay honey, we better be making a move,” said Chris, his gaze lingering on her cleavage longer than he probably realised.

She smiled and took away the empty bottles in front of them. Both the guys watched her as she turned and walked away.

“Mmm, that girls got one fine ass,” said Mike, slightly tipsy from the several beers they’d drunk.

“Come on big guy, lets get you back to the cabin, we’ve both got some pretty fine ass waiting for us.”

When the men got back, Jennifer and Louise were relaxing comfortably on the sofa, wine glasses in hand, a roaring fire before them. They’d known each other since their university days, in short become the closest of friends.

Chris gave Louise a peck on the cheek and sat down beside her. She was an elfin beauty, with straw blonde hair, was delicate and elegant in appearance. Mike took off his jacket and sat down on the single armchair sofa.

“Where’s my kiss,” teased Jennifer, an English rose type, with full, but soft features.

Mike got up and kissed her on the cheek, giving her a little tickle as he did so.

“Hey that’s for later,” said Jen, slapping his hand away. 

Mike sat back down grinning. He’d remind her of that.

“I hope you boys didn’t get up to any trouble while you were gone,” Louise said, looking at them somewhat accusingly, knowing full well what the two of them could be like in each others company.

“Who? Two fine upstanding citizens such as ourselves, of course not,” replied Chris.

“Hey, enough of the sarcasm mister,” said Louise, pinching his arm.

Chris feigned an expression of pain. Louise turned to Jen.

“See how mature he is.”

Jen just shook her head and laughed. Mike, seeing where this was going, quickly decided to speak up and move on from the subject of maturity, before he was brought into the conversation.

“So what we got planned for the rest of the night? How about we hit the hot tub or…” he said grinning. “You girls could just put on your cosies, give us a little show right here.”

The two women rolled their eyes.

“Actually, we thought we’d play a game of cards, girls versus boys,” said Jen.

“I thought you hated cards,” replied Mike, somewhat incredulously.

“As it happens Louise here has rekindled my interest. So what do you say boys or don’t you think you’re up to the challenge?”

“Well wonders never cease, get over here Chris and get your poker face on, it looks like we’re going to have to lay down the law to these ladies.”

The couples moved away from the roaring fire and over to the dining room table, the men on one side the women on the other. They substituted chips with round chocolates wrapped in green foil. It didn’t take long before the men had accumulated all of them.

“Tastes good,” said Chris biting into a chocolate, taunting Louise.

The women leant back and looked at the smug faces of their partners. Now was the time to implement the plan they’d decided beforehand. Little did the guys realise it, but secretly Louise was something of a whiz at the game. Jen was about to suggest they spice things up, when Mike inadvertently did it for her.

“How about we raise the stakes a little,” he said, confidently eying the two women with a mischievous smile.

“What do you have in mind?” asked Louise.

“Swap the chips for clothes, make this contest a bit more meaningful.”

“Nice idea, strip poker, I like it,” said Chris patting Mike on the back.

“Wouldn’t that be a bit unfair seeing as you have so much more of an advantage, I mean having played this so much more,” said Jen, seeing what she could eke out of the male hubris before her.

“What’s the matter Jen, don’t think you’re up to the challenge,” said Mike, intentionally repeating her earlier words back at her.

She put on her best look of reluctant apprehension.

“I’ll tell you what, we’ll give you girls a head start.” Chris took off his jumper, revealing a tight navy t-shirt.

The ladies demurely looked at Mike, who copying Chris took off his top. He had a crisp white t-shirt underneath.

“Okay,” said Jen noticeably perking up and dealing out the cards. “Lets get this game started.”

The game immediately spun around in the women’s favour, with the guys quickly on the back foot and discarding clothes at a rate of knots.

“Are you sure you’ve not played this much?” asked Mike, peeling off his t-shirt exposing his strong upper body.

The women shook their heads. They were the ones now doing the smirking.

“Yeah right.” Chris sensed a stitch up.

He’d fared no better than Mike, and now only had two pieces of clothing left on, his red boxers and the jeans that covered them. Both the guys had good bodies, they worked manual jobs, all that labour had kept them in shape. The women had no complaints as they surveyed the chiselled features of the two men.

“What’s the matter boys having cold feet,” said Jen, enjoying seeing the cockiness of the guys ebb away in front of her.

“They must be cold, with no socks on,” teased Louise, more than pleased with how the game was developing.

“Alright, alright its not over yet, don’t get too confidant,” warned Mike, trying in vain to offer some resistance.

Not prepared to go down with out a fight, the guys rallied and won the next two hands. Louise took off her ugg boots to compensate.

“Ahh, that’s more comfortable,” she said, still snug in a warm sweater, tight black leggings.

It was hardly the striptease the guys had been imagining as they’d got the game under way. Their girlfriends were both still fully clothed, no sign of naked flesh as yet, except from themselves that was. It wasn’t about to get any better.

The more clothes the guys lost, the easier Louise was finding it to read their hand, a twitch of a muscle, a bead of sweat, it was all she needed. Despite their best efforts at concealment, the arrogant fronts they’d put on weren’t enough. With their masks having well and truly slipped, the men lost the next two games in quick succession.

“Things are beginning to get interesting,” said Jen, watching Mike taking off his jeans, leaving him in just his blue and white checked boxer shorts.

He sat back down silently next to Chris, who was also now in just his boxers. Gone was the blokeish, jovial, banter of before.

“Shall we continue?” asked Louise.

“Maybe we should just call it a night, I mean you don’t really want us to, you know, strip completely?” said Chris, trying to back away from the seemingly inevitable.

“We certainly do,” said Louise, not letting the guys off that easy.

She was enjoying this way too much for that.

“I’ll tell you what guys, we’ll give you a possible reprieve,” Jen said, seemingly taking pity. “If you win the next hand, we’ll take everything off and give you boys the show you’ve been pining for.”

“And if you win,” asked Mike warily.

“Hmm,” said Jen, tapping her fingers on the table. “If we win…now lets see, if we win. I’ve got it, if we win you boys become our personal manservant’s tomorrow, doing whatever we tell you. Oh and you’ll start tonight by losing the boxers.”

“Come on, that’s hardly a fair deal,” said Chris, objecting, feeling somewhat ruffled by the last half hour or so.

Mike was looking at Jen weighing things up, he was a betting man and this was a fifty, fifty shot, good odds in his eyes. There was no way he was turning it down.

“Deal,” agreed Mike, his earlier insouciance returning.

Jen smiled.

“And you Chris?” asked Louise.

He looked at Mike and then the two women whose calm, composed, exteriors, gave him pause for thought.

“Count me in,” he said, however, buoyed by Mike’s confidence and of course not willing to puss out in front of the ladies.

Louise shuffled the deck of cards and was about to deal when Chris intervened.

“Hold on, lets make sure this is a fair game,” he said, taking them from her and giving them another shuffle, not fully trusting them after the about turned around in their fortunes. They watched him amused.

“All ready then?” asked Jen.

“We’re good,” said Chris satisfied, passing her the pack of cards.

“No please, you do the honours,” she responded coolly.

Chris dealt out the cards and placed the remaining pack at the centre of the table. 

Both couples eagerly looked at their hand. Jen ran a hand through her hair and looked at Louise, who in turn glanced at the two men. Chris rubbed a bicep, Mike’s pecs twitched. Louise watched them with an impervious smile. As the cards were revealed the men had a seven, eight, nine and ten, all clubs. They just needed a six or jack of the same suit to complete a straight flush, the women had three queens, and were chasing four of a kind. Everything hung on the last card.

The two couples eyed each other over the table. Chris certainly wouldn’t object to seeing Jen’s fulsome breasts hidden under that sweater. Mike turned over the last fateful card, when the guys saw it their hands went to their faces. It was the fourth queen the women had been seeking. Luck or skill, they’d completely outplayed their partners, the ladies hi fived each other in celebration, bursting into a triumphant laugh.

“How very apt,” said Jen, lining up the four queens. “Seeing as we ladies have come out on top, so to speak.”

Mike and Chris looked down at the four faces staring back at them, and then up at their smiling girlfriends.

“Time to lose the boxers guys,” said Jen.

The two men gulped as reality dawned and, what had up until this point been a light hearted game of fun, suddenly took on a more serious hue. They each looked their separate ways as if searching for a way out, but knew they were cornered. Chris was regretting not pussing out when he’d had the chance.

“We’ve not got all night,” said Louise.

“Come on boys, get those boxers off,” demanded Jen.

The men stood up defeated, hands on their waistbands. Although they’d been naked countless times in front of their girlfriends, they’d never been naked in front of their girlfriend’s best friend, or in such an objective one-sided situation.

“A bet’s a bet,” pushed Louise, egging them on.

“I think the boys want a countdown,” said Jen.

“That’s not necessary,” Mike countered, not wanting the moment to be built up anymore than it was.

The women brushed aside his comment, taking great delight in the whole situation.

“Ten, nine, eight…” they began counting with obvious glee.

Mike shook his head as he readied himself for zero. Chris looked at Louise and then Jen, thinking how they’d played them for a fool. Here he was about to expose himself to them both, and they’d barely removed a stitch of clothing. Louise glanced at Mike intrigued to see if he lived up to the billing Jen had given him.

“Seven, six, five…” they continued.

Mike looked at his girlfriend Jen, she was clearly loving having the upper hand. Well it was after all her now wearing the trousers. Jen glanced at Chris, well, well, well, lets see how you boys measure up.

“Four, three, two, one…”

And there it was, or rather there they were, with clenched jaws both men removed their boxers and looked away, averting their eyes from the women. There was an awkward silence as Jen and Louise fixed their gaze on the meaty sight that greeted them, before broad grins appeared. Chris’ was the slightly smaller of the two, but neither man had anything to be ashamed of. That didn’t stop them feeling like objects of derision as they stood in their birthday suits.

“I didn’t realise Mike had a polo neck,” said Louise, referring to his intact foreskin.

“Well it keeps him warm in the winter time,” joked Jen.

The two women burst into laughter, at Mike’s expense of course. Even Chris, who was biting his lip, couldn’t help but snicker.

“Very funny,” said Mike.

“Alright, turn around guys,” said Jen, fanning a hand towards her face, feeling a little flushed.

They turned around, displaying two sets of muscular buttocks to the two women.

“Hmmm, doesn’t Chris have a very firm bum,” said Jen, having a good look.

“He gets a lot of exercise, talking out of it all the time,” Louise quipped.

It was Chris’ turn to be literally, the butt of the joke this time and Mike couldn’t help but chuckle.

“Alright, alright, is it okay if we cover up now,” said Chris, grabbing his boxers from the floor, feeling like his girlfriends plaything.

‘Hmmm,’ hummed Louise, enjoying his discomfort, “What do you think Jen?’

“I think the boys can put their willies away we’ve had a good look,”

The men quickly began putting their clothes back on, which the women found amusing. It wasn’t like either of them had anything to hide now. As they did so Jen and Louise got up, ready to turn in for the night, fully satisfied with how the evening had gone.

“Where you going?” asked Chris.

“We girls need our beauty sleep, I suggest you join me, you’ve got a long day ahead of you tomorrow,” replied Louise, planning to make the most of what promised to be a fun day.

“I hope your listening Mike,” said Jen, playfully slapping his bum as she passed him. “Oh and one other thing,” she said stopping at the door to their room. “Don’t get used to those clothes boys, we’ll have you out of those again soon enough.”

The next day the guys played along, fulfilling the bet. Although last night had been a bit of fun, they each realised their partners seriously wanted a bit more ‘me time’ from them. From the moment the women awoke, they were treated like princess. From being served breakfast in bed, to being waited on hand and foot.

On the slopes it was no different. The guys picked them up whenever they fell, treated them to an expensive lunch, and generally chaperoned them around. Just as boyfriends were supposed to behave joked Jen.

When they’d finished on the slopes the ladies knew just the tonic to refresh themselves and their men, a trip to the nearby sauna. Upon arrival the ladies changed into they’re all in one swimming costumes, showcasing their sleek, slim figures, like a fine motor racing car, all the curves were in the right places. Before long they were relaxing sat on wooden benches, feeling the heat soak into their bodies, the sweat draining out of their pores.

“This beats working on roofs,” said Mike, closing his eyes feeling all tension drift away.

“You said it bud,” agreed Chris, raising his head back, as Louise massaged his scalp.

The two women were sat on the tier above, the backs of their partners resting between their parted legs. Jen flashed Louise a naughty smile, ready to raise the temperature a little more.

“Feeling hot boys?” asked Jen.

“Well duh, that’s the idea,” said Mike dismissively, before suddenly opening his eyes as it dawned on him where this was going.

“Well I certainly think it’s sufficiently warm for you two to get those trunks off,” concluded Jen.

“I hear men have to be very careful about getting too hot in the, ahem, nether regions, something about sperm production,” proffered Louise.

“In that case, if it’s a medical matter, I definitely think they should.”

The two men looked around at their partners, yesterdays episode had been enough for both of them.

“Come along you two, remember our little game,” said Jen.

“That you lost and we won,” reminded Louise, gleefully rubbing it in.

Mike and Chris looked at each other with raised eyebrows, before submitting to their girlfriends wishes and sliding their trunks off, handing them back to their partners, this time not turning around. The two women looked over their heads, with cheeky grins.

“I think you boys should sit opposite us, so we can enjoy the view,” said Jen, extracting every ounce of pleasure she could from the situation.

The two men pulled themselves up and settled on the opposing benches, their manly rears appraised once again by their girlfriends as they did so.

“How does it feel, being au natural?” asked Jen, looking at the two glistening bodies.

Judging by the state of their arousal they were feeling a little too relaxed. Mike shook his head, just thankful that nobody else was around.

“Why don’t you try it?” asked Chris, still trying to even the scores.

“Oh us girls are far too bashful for that,” said Louise, rubbing a hand down her crossed leg, nonchalantly brushing away a gleam of perspiration.

Just as she did so the sauna door swung open, and three familiar faces joined them, much to the men’s consternation. It was busty Annika, long limbed Johanna and sweet Maria, the three girls from the bar last night. Dressed in fluorescent pink, yellow and green skimpy bikinis, they sat themselves on the bench in between the swim-suited women, the naked men.

Speechless, but giggling, the smiles on their faces said it all. Although it was a local custom for people to go nude, it was usually fat bald guys, not the kind of hunks seated next to them.

Mike gave them a nod of acknowledgement, but his head dropped seeing their smirking faces. Chris was rubbing his eyes, thinking of all the people it had to be them. They’d been gawping at them the whole of last night and now it was their turn. God sure had a funny sense of justice. Oblivious Jen and Louise watched on, taking delight in their discomfort, feeling an incredible sense of empowerment showing off their nude partners for their amusement.

The women decided to stay a little longer, let the young girls have their fun. The sauna was soon full of the laughter and chatter of the gawping girls. Mike and Chris had by now accepted their position as pure eye candy and were just doing their best to chill out. By the time Jen and Louise led them out of the sauna, the men had been surveyed from head to toe by the young Austrian girls. Things had certainly heated up and the ladies wanted their men all to themselves.

When they got back to the cabin darkness had fallen. Mike and Chris got the fire going as the women headed to their rooms. It was time to give the guys something back for being such gentleman throughout the day. When they reappeared they were dressed in flimsy, silk nightwear, the sort that wouldn’t look out of place at a Victoria Secrets show. Jen’s was a deep, rich burgundy colour. Louise’s a metallic, light orange. The men’s mouths dropped open.

“Your turn boys,” said Louise settling herself on the sofa, in front of the now roaring fire.

“I think you can do a little better than last night,” suggested Jen, flicking on some music she’d selected specially.

She joined her friend on the sofa just as the slow, sexy, ever so slightly moody track; ‘If Lovin’ you is wrong’ began playing.

“We want a proper striptease.”

The men nodded and spurred on by their girlfriends sexy attire, gave them the show they wanted, swaying in time to the music, tossing their clothes to an appreciative audience as they did so. By the time the track had finished, the men stood nude in the firelight, the state of their arousal all too obvious.

“Have either of you thought about a career change,” joked Jen.

The men laughed, seemingly far more at ease about their nudity than the previous evening.

“They’ve certainly got the bodies for it,” said Louise appreciatively, as her eyes wandered over them.

“I suppose were lucky to have you all to ourselves. In fact my foot’s feeling a little sore,” said Jen, looking Mike in the eye, rotating her foot to draw his attention.

Catching her drift, he bent down on one knee and began a delicate massage.

“And my shoulders are a little tight,” said Louise, hunching them up, a pretend grimace on her face.

Chris smiled and got to work on her shoulders.

In no time at all the men’s hands were roaming freely. Chris having tenderly kissed the nape of Louise’s neck, sensuously moved on to her front, before scooping her up and carrying her off to their room, his firm erection pointing the way. Mike meanwhile was slowly working his way up Jens legs. All that teasing the men had endured was about to be repaid in full and, by the end of the night, the women would be more than satisfied, already plotting their next joint holiday.


Hang Tough

*****

The students at Lakeview community college were well into performing the play they’d worked hard on, in front of their fellow pupils. Standing in the wings waiting nervously, but excitedly, was Rachael. Dressed in a long flowing red silk dress, a green wreath around her long, straight, raven like hair. She was anxious for her part to begin, taking deep breaths to calm herself. The play was going well, had proceeded without a hitch.

Jack, a dark blond haired boy, had just finished his minor part. He didn’t have much enthusiasm for drama, would much rather be outside on the sport’s field. But knew it was a good way to meet chicks’, gain some much needed extra credit.

As he finished his couple of lines, he began walking to the side of the stage as on cue Rachael stepped from the shadows. As Jack passed her he saw her dress trailing behind her. Surely he wouldn’t, couldn’t, he most certainly did. Stamping his foot down on the trail of fabric, he smiled watching as Rachael stepped into the spotlight. There was an almighty tear, as to Rachael’s horror her dress split right in two, leaving her in just her panties and bra, on stage in front of the now laughing audience.

What should have been her moment to shine had become the most embarrassing moment of her young life. She turned her face crimson, fuming at Jack who was in fits of hysterics. One day I’m going to get you back for this Jack, one day you’re going to know exactly how humiliating this feels.

Ten Years Later….

In the years that had passed, Jack had glided through life without so much as a second glance, everything he did seemed to turn to gold. At twenty eight years of age he’d become the star quarter back of a major league football team, was making huge sums of money, he was an enormous success.

Rachael on the other hand had found life a grind, nothing seemed to go her way. She’d worked hard, got a degree and entered a career in television. Having worked her ass off as a runner, doing the most demeaning jobs possible, she’d reached the grand heights of assistant to the production editor at a low paying television company. She felt her job unfulfilling, was in short disappointed with her lot in life.

Little did they know it, but fate was about to intervene and Jack and Rachael’s paths were about to cross once more. And this time Rachael would be the one doing the laughing.

The television show Gladiators was being resurrected and the makers had decided on a celebrity special to mark its relaunch. Rachael had been given an important role in its revival, if the show did well she could look forward to a promising career at the network, if it tanked she was facing a bleak future.

When Jack was approached to take part, he was only too happy, he’d loved that show as a kid. Plus of course it was great for his image, with proceeds from the show going to various charities.

When Rachael heard Jack was on the show her blood ran cold, she’d never forgiven or forgotten what he’d done to her. The memory was compounded by the fact she constantly had to see his smug face advertised around town, staring down from billboards. This was her chance to get even and she wasn’t going to let it slip.

The day before the event, Rachael put her plan into action. In the large arena the final checks were being made to the rigging, lights and other electrical equipment. Rachael made her way backstage. Her position gave her full access behind the scenes and she was soon standing in the costume department.

Rifling through a rack containing the contestant’s costumes, she stopped at an all in one vest and shorts combo, just like the kind a wrestler wears. A sticker stuck to it spelt Jack. This was the one. She held it up to the light, the red lycra wouldn’t cover much even as it was, but smiling devilishly, Rachael began making one or two adjustments.

The next day the arena was packed to capacity with screaming fans, excited to get a glimpse of their heroes. Backstage Jack looked at himself in a full-length mirror. He liked what he saw, and wasn’t in the least bit apprehensive in the thin lycra that barely concealed him. His body was tanned and buff, and the outfit showed it off well. As he made his way into the arena surrounded by a host of bubbly lovelies and hangers on, he was calm and confident.

Stood in the tunnel that led out into the arena was Rachael, she’d lost her puppy fat over the years and as Jack passed her, he didn’t recognise her. She ran her eyes over his athletic tanned body, lingered on his firm ass, remembered that day all those years ago.

The arena erupted into applause on his entrance. Rachael walked out and inconspicuously stood on the sideline near the tunnel. She watched as Jack stretched and lunged, soaked up the acclaim of the crowd. By the end of today Jack will have some idea what it felt all those years ago, he won’t know what hit him, she thought vengefully.

The first event up was Powerball. This involved the contestants taking balls from a crate at opposing ends and placing them in various hoops arranged over the court. The gladiator’s job was to stop them. Jack looked at the gladiators, they were muscular yes, but also big and bulky, this was going to be a breeze.

Rachael watched Jack pick up one of the sponge balls. She had a microphone attached to her head so she could direct the camera operators. She made sure they caught Jack’s cocky smirk. It was played on the big screen in one corner that ensured no one missed a second of the action. Maybe a few more balls would be on show before long, Rachael hoped.

The event played out like Jack had expected, he was too quick, fit and nimble for the gladiators, whose bulk slowed them down. Despite the straining muscles, all of the contestant’s costumes stayed on. By the end, Jack had scored a healthy points tally and was gloating in his success. Lizzy, the leggy blonde presenter in a short leather skirt was quickly on the scene to interview.

“Jack, you made mincemeat of them guys,” she said glancing down at the slight bulge in his small outfit. “It seems your day job stood you in good stead.”

“Thanks Lizzy, yeah those guys don’t have anything I ain’t seen before. They’re just big pussycats,” he said, enjoying winding them up.

All three gladiators were pulling angry faces to the camera, acting out their personas.

“Oooh, be careful now they don’t always play nice, but tell me Jack you’ve got speed, strength and stamina, just what is your weakness?”

He looked her up and down, his trademark grin appearing as he did so.

“Hot blondes Lizzy, hot blondes.”

“Aren’t you the charmer,” she said, succumbing to his charm. “Well done, good luck with the next event.”

Lizzy gave him a peck on the cheek after the camera had cut, taking advantage of the perks of the job as she saw it. Like Rachael she checked out his ass through the thin material as he walked away.

Next up was the wall and Jack proved just as successful as he had in the first event. He flew up it, the gladiator in hot pursuit stood no chance. Jack stood at the top saluting the crowd, much to Rachael’s irritation. Little did anyone know, but a small and imperceptible tear had developed on the shoulder of Jack’s outfit, a result of some loose stitches courtesy of Rachael.

As he gloated he was joined again by Lizzy and preceded to revel in his prowess, flexing his biceps and grinning for the camera. When they stopped rolling he gratuitously flirted with the presenter, telling her how he’d love to see more of her, one hand firmly planted on her behind. It was almost prescient, except that in a few moments it would be her, rather than him, doing all the seeing.

The third event was called Hang tough. This was it. As Jack limbered up he looked at the gladiator on the platform across from him. He looked angry, was a beast of a man, all bulging muscles. His gladiator name Rhino suited him. The object of the event was to swing across the rings that hung from the ceiling and reach the opposing platform. The catch was that Rhino would be doing his utmost to stop him.

The crowd by now were fully immersed in the action, the Amazonian female gladiators watched from the sidelines interested to see if Jack could make it three out of three. Lizzy stood having her make up brushed up, ready for the events end. Rachael had a good vantage point below, was desperate for something to happen, give the crowd and television viewers something they’d never seen before. Her prayers were about to be answered.

“On my whistle,” said the adjudicator. “Ready…Set…Go!”

A roar rippled around the arena as the two men swung out onto the rings. Jack headed to the right flank, gliding effortlessly, his strong upper body strength from all the years playing football standing him in good stead. Rhino pure power, tracked his movements, his face etched in a frown, this guy’s going down. The crowd in a frenzy cheered as the two men swiftly headed towards each other. Perceiving the outcome, Jack changed course and swung inwards, quickly from ring to ring. Rhino stayed with him, this suckers mine.

The men collided with an almighty thud in the centre of the rings. It wasn’t enough to bring either one of them down. Both men hung on, and as the momentum carried them back into one another, Rhino stretched out an arm to bring him down. Jack smashed it aside. The crowd rose to fever pitch.

Yet, as Jack tried reaching, straining, for a different ring in a desperate effort to take him away from Rhino’s grasp, he couldn’t make it. As their momentum carried them into one another for a second time, Rhino got his man. Jack held on for dear life as Rhino, limpet like, clamped onto him, pressing his entire weight trying to bring him down. In his attempt, Rhino gripped the thin straps that went over Jacks shoulders. At this point it appeared there was only one inevitable outcome.

But then it happened. In the blink of an eye Jack’s outfit tore completely in two, Rhino plummeted to the pool of soft balls below, cushioning his fall. There was an audible gasp from the crowd as Jack hung stark naked from the rings, a piece of red material dangling from one foot, all that remained of his costume. There was a split second pause before laughter filled the arena as Jack’s small, stubby penis, and tiny balls, dangled exposed to their gaze. The area was starkly highlighted by pale white skin, tan lines delineating where his shorts would normally be.

“I want a camera on that cock,” yelled Rachael into her headset, above the din of the cheering and jeering of the crowd.

Jack had two options, fall and protect his modesty or continue on and take the points. The competitor in him kicked in. He swung on, him and his little todger, much to the amusement of the thousands of people watching in the arena and the thousands more back home on television. And of course Rachael who was revelling in her revenge.

When Jack got to the platform he was greeted by smiling, leggy Lizzy, who was slightly flummoxed by having star quarterback Jack Luscombe naked before her.

“That was very um, er, revealing,” she said, searching for the right words, as she looked him up and down.

Jack was covering his crown Jules with his hands, but the big screen was repeatedly replaying the moment of his exposure and the shot of his small penis, much to the delighted crowd.

“But you got there in the end,” finished Lizzy recovering some composure.

“Yeah,” replied Jack sheepishly, still breathing heavily and blushing from head to toe. “It obviously didn’t quite go to plan,” he muttered for once lost for words.

“I’ll say, but you gave us a great show,” said beaming Lizzy seeing Jack edge away, clearly desperate to end the interview.

Lizzy was enjoying this way too much to end it just yet.

“And what about your opponent, was he a big pussycat, he certainly shredded your clothing,” she said lifting her hand claw like and laughing.

“Oh yeah yeah, he um, put up a good fight,” said Jack monosyllabically.

“You might want to even up that tan,” she said pointing a finger at his groin.

Jack raised his eyebrows unimpressed.

“Well I’ll let you put some clothes on and cover up, much to the displeasure of all the ladies out there. Like I said great show out there.”

“Thanks,” said Jack deflated, quickly moving to the ladder and getting down off the platform and away from the thousands of prying eyes still on him.

Lizzy got to see Jack’s ass, naked and bare this time. ‘Who would have thought it,’ she thought smiling, looking over to the monitor for a second viewing. After Jack had descended the ladder he stormed off down the tunnel. Someone from the show passed him a towel as he did so, which he took ungratefully, muttering curse words, irate at what had just happened.

Little did he realise it, but that person was his fellow college alumni Rachael. She watched as he covered himself and disappeared off to the changing area, a broad smile spread across her face. Now they were finally even.

That night Rachael learned that viewing figures had gone through the roof, due to Jack’s little costume malfunction. The show was a huge success, and for Rachael the catalyst for a long and successful career in the television industry. Jack would continue his success in major league football, but for the rest of his life would be dogged by comments related to the size of his manhood. The clip from the show never tired and became something of a classic on blooper shows.


The Slave Auction

*****

“Knees up, push harder, harder, harder,” shouted Marco.

Rosie dug deep, feeling the burn in her legs. Having already lunged, squatted, pushed and pulled herself through a vigorous workout routine, she was on her final exercise, the running machine.

“Keep pushing, another thirty seconds,” said Marco, her personal trainer overseeing things, admittedly enjoying putting Rosie through her paces.

He’d worked at the gym for a little over two years and in that time worked with clients of all ages, sizes and shapes. But nothing compared to having an attractive, nubile young thing like Rosie before him. He admired her slim, toned body for a moment. It was encased in only small black shorts and a tiny tight vest top, baring her flat smooth midriff. She was a natural beauty. Days like today made his job all worth it.

“Twenty more seconds, twenty more seconds,” he yelled, pushing the speed button on the running machine up a notch.

Marco liked testing the limits of young things like Rosie, taking them places they didn’t think they could go. And Rosie certainly felt like she was going somewhere she didn’t want. Her lungs were screaming for oxygen, perspiration glistened on her silky skin.

“Just ten seconds, ten more seconds,” he insisted, upping the intensity of the machine yet again and counting down from a stopwatch that hung from his neck.

She gave it everything, her last ounce of energy as her legs tightened up and the machined mercifully slowed to a stop.

“Good job,” said Marco, patting her bum as he helped her from the machine.

Immediately she bent double, still breathing heavily, feeling exhausted as she caught her breath. Marco came up behind her, ready to stretch out those taut, tight muscles. He put his hands first on her hips, before moving them firmly onto her tight, curvy behind. Rosie swung round and swatted them away feeling hot, sweaty and bad tempered.

“Jesus Marco, I get that your touchy feely and all, but there is a line you know,” she said fuming.

It wasn’t the first time his hands had strayed inappropriately. It was becoming something of a habit of his. Yes, he was a young, good-looking guy, but he had no right to virtually touch her up under the guise of his job. She certainly wasn’t going to stand for it, however attractive he was.

“What’s wrong?” he said, with an innocent expression of dumb befuddlement. “I was just helping you warm down.”

“Really, is that all you were doing?”

“Yeah really!” he countered.

She grabbed her towel and headed off to the changing area, not looking back.

“Come on Rosie,” he called after her to no avail. “Damn it.”

Cursing he slammed his fist into a punch bag. For obvious reasons Rosie was exactly the type of girl he wanted at the gym. She was a pleasure to train and deep down in Marco’s eyes, potentially more than just a paying customer.

In the changing room, Rosie pulled on a sweater, grabbed her things and headed out the gym still annoyed. It took her good few minutes to calm herself as she sat inside her car taking slow, deep breaths. For a split second it had crossed her mind that maybe her outburst had been too much, but she’d quickly rebuked herself for thinking such thoughts. If it weren’t for his good looks Marco would be explaining himself to the manager right now. Just let it go, let it go she told herself.

Feeling calmer she started the engine, keen to get home and get ready for what promised to be an exciting night. It was her twenty fifth birthday tomorrow, and she and her girlfriends had agreed tonight would be the night they’d celebrate it. What exactly they had planned was shrouded in secrecy. The only instruction they’d given was to prepare for a night of Glitz and Glam. As she pulled out the parking lot, she pushed what had happened in the gym to the back of her mind, already thinking what fun might be in store.

Marco watched from the window as her car accelerated away.

“Damn it,” he said, cursing again, hoping that wouldn’t be the last he’d see of her.

Later that day, having gone through the timely, but enjoyable ritual of getting ready for a big night out, Rosie pulled on the figure hugging, gold strapless dress, she’d picked out specially. With her make up done, her glossy hair swept down, she was ready for the evening ahead.

“How do I look?” she asked, pulling down the short hem of her dress.

“Scandalicious,” replied curly haired, Christina, her flat mate and best friend, who dressed in a sparkly, sequined silver number, didn’t look so bad herself.

Rosie finished putting on her sparkly heels, just in time as a car tooted outside.

“That’s us,” said Christina, grabbing her purse.

When Rosie stepped outside her mouth dropped open. Parked waiting was a classy black stretch limo. Leaning out the open window, was none other than a blonde bombshell named Bianca, another of her good friends.

“Party time!” she shouted to them excitedly.

“I don’t believe you girls,” mouthed Rosie, looking at the glistening limo.

Inside the plush limo the two girls joined Bianca and two more of Rosie’s friends. Perfect petite, Penelope, and delectable, dark, Denise. The five girls all looked the part, red carpet ready in their tight, shimmering dresses. As the vehicle got moving the girls cracked open the bubbly and toasted to Rosie. It didn’t take long before conversation turned to the night ahead.

“What’s this big surprise then, where we off to?” asked Rosie.

“Ah, ah, ah, not quite yet,” said Christina.

She was enjoying holding Rosie in suspense. Her flat mate was well known amongst the group as a stickler for tardiness and planning ahead. Tonight was about relaxing, de-cluttering her mind of any worries and spontaneity.

“Come on girls, I’m on tenterhooks here, at least give me a clue.”

The four girls looked at her having expected as much. They’d prepared a few tit bits to let her feed on without giving much away.

“Okay, three clues,” said Christina.

Rosie tossed her hair back and settled herself on the plush leather ready to begin guessing.

“Clue number one, delicious food,” said Penelope, licking her lips coyly.

Rosie nodded running through a list of restaurants.

“Clue number two, gorgeous men,” added Denise, raising an eyebrow.

Okay, a restaurant with a bar or club thought Rosie, narrowing down her search.

“Any ideas?” asked Christina.

“The Lounge?.... Ruby’s?....The Loop?” guessed Rosie.

The four girls shook their heads, giggling at every wrong answer.

“Okay, clue number three?”

“Naked men!” enthused Bianca, grinning naughtily.

Rosie looked at the four of them as they broke into laughter seeing her look of perplexed mystification.

“Please don’t tell me you’ve got some trashy, male stripper planned.”

“Oh no, much better, much much better,” said Christina as the four women burst into a conspiratorial laugh.

As the limo sped on Rosie was surprised to see they were heading away from the city, out into the lush green countryside, gradually along narrow country lanes. When they reached their destination darkness had all but fallen. The limo crept past thick stonewalls, between an open tall black iron gate and along a never-ending driveway.

Through the tinted windows she could see manicured lawns and slowly, honing into view ahead of them, a grand stately home. Every single room in the Georgian pile was on, making the fine house shine a rich golden yellow. To Rosie it looked like something out of a fairytale.

“Where are you taking me?”

“This should explain a few things,” said Christina, passing her a crisp laminated card. “Your invitation.”

The card was black except for the cat like gaze of a woman’s eyes, beneath the image in swirling purple lettering were the words, ‘Glitz and Glam.’ A small gold inscription in the bottom right corner spelt Club Divine, with its logo of red lips curled into a smile.

All Rosie knew about Club Divine was that it was an extremely exclusive members club. The themed parties they hosted were notorious for their secrecy as well as their feminist bent. It was an organisation run for, and by females. Any man that did attend was there only for one purpose, the pleasure of the female guests.

“Turn it over,” said Christina.

On the other side was a small excerpt. Rosie read it aloud as the limo pulled up in front of the grand entrance.

'Club Divine welcomes you to celebrate its tenth anniversary at the stunning Mansion House, for a night of pure, unadulterated luxury. Of exquisite cuisine, first class service and wickedly fun entertainment. To mark the special occasion we are holding our very first slave auction. That’s right ladies the finest, buffest studs, will be available for purchase and yours to do with as you please, at least until sunrise. Prepare for an evening that promises to be a feast for the eyes and the senses.'

When Rosie finished she looked at them open mouthed.

“Sound good?” asked Christina.

“Its definitely a few notches up on strippers,” she replied, now understanding the girls’ barely concealed excitement.

“Maybe we’ll get you a hunk,” said Bianca.

“Or two,” added Penelope.

“But how did you get these invitations?” Rosie asked, still taken aback that they were about to attend one of Club Divine’s infamous parties.

“Oh we have our connections,” said Christina tapping her nose mysteriously.

The ladies stepped out the limousine, into a balmy, starlit night. Other women were arriving looking ravishing dressed in their finery. Rosie’s group followed the stream of women through the grand entrance and into a lobby of mansion-esque proportions. The floor was covered in black and white tiles, which led to a wide central stairwell carpeted in red, sweeping upwards to the floors above. Tonight’s main proceedings however, were to be held in the dining hall to their left, this was where they now headed.

At its entrance a lady in a backless gown took their invitations and welcomed them through with a glint in her eye. “Oh my,” said Rosie taking in the halls splendour. It was decadence defined, with golden fixtures and fittings, and an enormous crystal chandelier hanging from the staccato ceiling. Across one wall was draped a velvet red curtain, like in a theatre, just visible jutting under its edge was the front of a mahogany stage.

A young female waitress in a little black dress showed the women to their table, ten of which were arranged around the spacious hall. Each of the round tables were covered in spotless, white tablecloths, glinting silvery cutlery, and had as their centrepiece a delicate crystal vase containing the pinkish flower of a lotus.

Representing sexual female power the lotus was a more than appropriate symbol for tonight’s gathering.

Also on the table, was an array of delicate little canapés intended to whet the appetite. As the ladies took their seats the young waitress poured their drinks, before subtly stepping back to a space by the wall. Rosie noticed several other young women in the same simple black dresses, stood around the perimeter of the room, available with a simple flick of the wrist.

As the dining hall gradually filled up, the girls tucked into the small parcels of food, giggly and high-spirited, buoyed by the fine wine, sumptuous surrounds. It didn’t take long before the room was full with the gentle murmur of laughing and chattering female voices. Glancing around, Rosie noticed that their table was by far the youngest. Many of the women were not only mature, but had the good posture, flawless grace and general ease that came with wealth and privilege.

Just as she was making such observations she spotted a sultry woman in an off the shoulder, slinky cherry red dress, taking to the stage. It was tonight’s hostess, Amanda, a woman simply oozing class in every pore of her being. She gently tapped her wine glass with a spoon, hushing the hall and commanding the attention of the assembled women.

“Ladies it is an honour and a privilege to welcome you on this most special of nights. You all do the setting and the occasion proud, each looking as fabulous as you do. When I was asked to host tonight’s event I cast my mind back over the last ten years and considered what the club has meant to me. Not only has it been responsible for some of my most memorably outrageous moments,” at this point she paused briefly for a moment with her red lips spread into a wicked grin, as if recalling past exploits.

But most importantly it has provided a fun, safe, luxurious environment in which to have them. In short it has rewritten the rules for a good night out. Unshackling us from the repressive bonds that constrain our fantasies, and unapologetically plunged into some of the deepest, darkest, desires of the feminine mind. So I propose a toast, to Club Divine and another ten years of unashamedly good fun.”

The sound of clinking glasses rang around the hall as the women toasted to the clubs past, present and future success. And so with the appetisers and formalities concluded, Amanda wasted no time announcing the first course. She swept an arm elegantly directing their attention to a set of wide, wooden, French doors.

“Ladies in this growing age of female empowerment I think it only appropriate we even the scores a little with regards to the genders. With great pleasure, I present to you, the bunny boys.”

At her command the doors swung open and in came twelve, slim, fresh-faced young men, each pushing decorative silver trolley’s in front of them, each wearing nothing but a black bow tie, black silky boxer shorts. On the back of them white, round, fluffy balls, were a playful twist on the bunny girls associated with the Hefner Empire. A few high-pitched giggles and, more guttural laughs, went around the hall as the waiters unloaded their trolleys, attending to each table.

Rosie was biting her lip, trying not to laugh as Christina more or less said with a nod of the head, a purse of the lips, ‘Oooh he’s a bit tasty.’ The other girls’ expressions said all that needed to be said. Each of them was unmistakably enjoying the view of their sexy young waiter as he moved around the table, placing a selection of artfully constructed dishes onto its surface.

As he did so Bianca couldn’t resist giving his bum a surreptitious squeeze, which the young waiter hid, apart from a slight gasp. Only when he’d finished laying out the artful looking dishes did he step back, replacing the female waitress by the wall. She gave him a smirk as they passed and took the now empty trolley away.

The women wasted no time picking at the colourful plates before them. The nouvelle inspired food, truly was divine, Michelin starred quality. Rosie and the girls savoured every mouthful as they satiated their appetites and quenched their thirst. Calling on their semi naked waiter several times to top up their glasses. It was a reoccurring theme in the hall as each table made the most of the ‘fine’ service. Jokes about rampant rabbits did the rounds as the male waiters moved back and forth with bunny like energy.

Before long every woman had, had her fill, and dutifully the bunny boys took away the used plates and cutlery. The young female waitresses returned to their spots next to the wall, no doubt keen not to miss what was about to come next. For it was time for the evening’s main event to commence and Rosie sensed a definite buzz of anticipation in the hall.

Once more Amanda their hostess took to the stage, only this time as she did so, the velvet curtain opened, the lights dimmed, and some overhead spotlights focused on the wide stage that was now revealed before them.

“Hmmm very tasty,” said Amanda, now positioned behind a silver lectern on one side of the stage. “I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did, especially those cute bunny boys.”

Another of those wide grins creased her face.

“I’m sure you’ll find the next course equally as scrumptious, for it’s time to begin tonight’s main proceedings. Ladies prepare yourselves, you’re about to be introduced to some of the sexiest studs on gods green earth. And remember, all money will be going to good causes, so feel free to loosen those purse strings. But without delay I declare Club Divines very first slave auction officially open.”

The hostess and now auctioneer slammed down a wooden gavel to a smattering of applause and a few whoops, two of the loudest coming from Christina and Bianca. Rosie smiled at their exuberance. Above the din, Amanda welcomed to the stage her pretty assistant, Tiffany, and slave numero uno, Hunky Hugo.

Slender and graceful Tiffany appeared first, in a spangly lilac dress that sparkled in the overhead spotlights. As she strutted confidently onto the stage with a naughty smile, she pulled at a leather lead slung over one shoulder. It was soon apparent just why she looked so happy.

The lead was connected leash like to the collar of Hugo, who followed shuffling onto the stage looking like a slave from ancient Rome. His hands were cuffed behind his back by black leather bonds, his legs shackled by chains and his modesty barely concealed by a simple pair of tight white briefs.

He was muscular and handsome, with a mop of dark hair and his adorable smile told the ladies he was more than happy to play the slave. The women broke into a smattering of applause, signalling their approval. He certainly lived up to his name thought Rosie.

“As you can see Mr Hunky here has a number of distinctive qualities,” said Amanda, surveying the young hunk.

Tiffany proceeded to parade him across the stage for the perusal of the all female audience, all of whom seemed noticeably pleased with the quality of the night’s first serving. She guided him to the centre of the stage and stepped back slightly, leaving Hugo stood in the spotlight as Amanda read out his vital statistics. Not that they were necessary, his outfit left little to the imagination.

Six foot two, hundred and seventy pound, Hugo, went on to fetch a princely sum. Although the bidding was fun, rather than fiercely competitive, the price was more than reasonable given what was to be expected of the slaves. Not much was off limits.

With the first sale of the evening completed, Tiffany led him to the side of the stage and handed him over to a freckled young waitress. Grinning like the cat that got the cream, she placed a silver chain with key around his neck, before taking hold of his leash and leading him through the tables.

The successful bidder was a raven-haired lady with porcelain skin, and a stylish black dress with a sweeping cut down one side. She took the key from his neck, unshackled his legs and swiftly had him kneel at her side. Like a loyal puppy dog, he did just that, much too the amusement of her table and of course to the on looking women.

Their focus on him didn’t last long, however, as the next of the slaves was brought out, once again chained and shackled. It was a clean-shaven, blonde-haired, blue-eyed young man who looked like a model from one of those preppy clothes commercials, albeit admittedly without the clothes.

“Say hello to Luke everybody and ladies, make sure to have a good Look,” said Amanda with a playful smile.

They didn’t need any encouragement. His firm biceps, strong legs and tight pants were receiving plenty of attention. And just like Hugo before him, Luke fetched a worthy price. Sold to an elegant blonde with a bob cut at table one. As he was led from the stage Amanda gave him the once over clearly liking what she saw.

And so with the champagne flowing, two slaves off the market and two very happy tables, the evening was getting into the flow of things. Rosie and the girls were more than happy to bide their time for the right guy. As it was they were loving the show. If the bunny boys had been cute, with the slim smooth features of young adults, then the slaves, though still young, had the strong muscular physiques of men.

“These slaves certainly are dreamy,” said Amanda, looking down from the stage at Hugo and Luke with a glint her in eye. “Shall we have another?”

The hall erupted into a cheerful chorus of ‘yes’, making it clear that was exactly what they wanted.

"I think that’s a yes," joked Amanda with a smirk. “Please put your hands together for our next slave of the evening, our very own Italian stallion, muscular meaty, Marco.”

It couldn’t be thought Rosie. It was. As her very own Marco appeared chained and shackled, his lean buff body fully on display in the standard small white briefs, Rosie’s eyes widened.

“Oh my god, I know that guy,” she quietly muttered, watching transfixed as the vivacious Tiffany led Marco across the stage.

Her four friends turned towards her in surprise. It was they now in the dark wanting answers.

“What, how?” asked an intrigued Christina.

Rosie looked at them with giddy disbelief in her eyes.

“He’s my gym instructor.”

When Rosie had explained to the girls all about Marco, including his ‘touchy, feely’ approach, they knew they had to have him. To whistles and the odd catcall Marco took up his position at the centre of the stage. Under the glare of the lights he was unable to make out any of the female faces.

“My, my, my, you ladies are being spoilt rotten tonight, just look at those muscles.”

Marco flexed his pecs a few times and flashed Amanda a cheeky grin that said he was more than up for the night ahead. Little did he now what lay in store.

“Show us his bum,” came a cheeky request from the audience.

Amanda looked at them visibly pleased. She nodded to Tiffany, who much to the delight of the woman strode forward, turned Marco around and pulled the back of his briefs down, revealing his firm, toned backside.

“Jeez you could cut glass on that ass,” said Penelope impressed.

"I’d like to try,” Denise added to a background of girly giggles.

Back up on the stage, Tiffany proceeded to give his ass a gentle slap, then wince and shake her hand, playfully pretending it was hurt. Laughter filled the hall. Mercifully from Marco’s perspective she pulled up his pants allowing him to turn around without exposing anymore of himself. Despite being something of an exhibitionist, more than comfortable in his own skin, being half naked like this in front of a crowd of women was intimidating even for him.

When he’d applied to the ad looking for men in their twenties, with good bodies, outgoing personalities, he’d not really known what to expect. He’d quickly got some idea, however, upon seeing his small outfit and then hearing the cheering, jeering crowd, as he’d waited off stage.

What he did know was that this was a great way to make use of the sculpted body he’d carved out, make some extra cash aside from his relatively low paid gym work. He’d of course past any auditions with flying colours and immediately been pencilled in as a lot for the auction. The organisers had wanted confidant guys, verging on cocky. Knowing very well it would make it all the more fun for their guests having them following orders.

“Well ladies I think you can see this one’s rather special,” said Amanda pausing to let them take in the third hunk of the night. “I think its time to begin the bidding.”

The women evidently liked what they saw and bids came thick and fast from around the hall. Rosie and the girls however, determined to get him, stayed with it. A few of the other tables seeing that the young group of girls wanted him so badly, kindly dropped out of the running, for the night was young and there was plenty more thoroughbreds yet to come.

And so, successfully pitching in together, the girls managed to secure him for a reasonable price, given what was ahead of him.

“Going once, going twice, sold to table six,” said Amanda slamming the gavel down. “At something of a bargain price I‘d say.”

Marco was led from the stage and like Hugo and Luke before him, handed over to the beaming young waitress who by her book had drawn the lucky straw. She placed the silver chain and key around his neck, letting her hand trail against his firm chest as she did so. Rosie meanwhile was waiting excitedly, eager to see the look on Marco’s face. Her birthday treat had suddenly taken on a whole new meaning.

Despite being led by a leash, cuffed and chained like a dangerous convict, Marco retained his cocky smirk. As he approached table six however, his face dropped.

“Hello stranger,” said Rosie, standing as he was led over to her.

“Rosie,” Marco stammered, the pitch of his voice indicating his shock.

“Looks like you’ve just become our new slave boy,” she said, flashing him a sexy smile and taking the lead from the young waitress.

Marco didn’t know what to say, it was one thing stripping off like this in front of a bunch of strangers, completely another for someone such as Rosie. The strong, alpha image, he’d been rather clumsily attempting to cultivate, was shattered. The two eyed each other for a moment, both thinking back to the gym earlier in the day.

“Well aren’t you going to introduce us?” asked Bianca, breaking the silent standoff.

“With pleasure,” Rosie said circling the table.

By the time the next slave appeared Marco was stood between Rosie and Christina having been introduced to everyone at the table. He’d managed a polite ‘hello’ and peck on the cheek, but was still taken aback by what had happened in the last five minutes. The girls of course hadn’t been shy in letting their hands wander, having heard all about Marco’s roaming ways. Their giggles and satisfied smiles said they were more than pleased with their purchase.

An excited clamour was again rippling through the audience as Tristan, a tall and athletic man with a rower’s physique was led across the stage.

“Look, I’m sorry about the misunderstanding before,” Marco whispered down to Rosie.

“Oh you will be,” she replied, with a twinkle in her eye as bright as that of her sparkling golden dress.

Marco let out a suffused sigh and looked up to see Tristan being positioned by Tiffany at the centre of the stage. He looked back down at Rosie, who like the other women was clearly enjoying the show. She looked sensational. It was the first time he’d seen her all done up, with her glossy hair swept down, her fabulous figure elevated by heels. He felt a dangerous thickening and immediately turned his attention back to the stage.

“Remember all moneys going to good causes, but I know you don’t need that as an incentive,” said Amanda turning towards Tristan, eager to keep the bids ticking over.

In the brief pause a cry rang out from an audience emboldened by alcohol, eager for more flesh.

“Show us his cock,” shouted the female voice.

Amanda looked at them with a sly grin. The auction was about to go up a gear.

“What do you think ladies, would you like to see Tristan’s big cock?”

The claps and excited cries of yes, once again left little doubt that was exactly what they wanted.

“Well I for one think it’s only appropriate the buyer get’s to see all the merchandise,” said Amanda nodding to Tiffany, giving her the go ahead.

Tiffany, without hesitation, stepped forward grinning, placing two hands firmly on the waistband of Tristan’s Speedo like white pants. She pulled each side of his briefs outwards, teasingly, before pulling them down to his manacled ankles with one quick thrust. The audience not disappointed by the ‘big’ build up, erupted into an appreciative clamour.

“Hellooo,” Denise whispered under her breath, as Rosie and the girls looked on mesmerized by the sheer naughtiness of the evening.

“Looks like you got off lightly,” said Rosie, turning to Marco and glancing down at the white briefs covering his bulging manhood.

Marco couldn’t look. As the sort of red blooded male used to the man always being the dominant one, the one in control, Tristan’s exposure came as something of a shock. Of course he’d understood that the night was all about female rules and empowerment and what not, but hadn’t grasped quite how far things were going to go. As the bidding started Marco looked around him at the smiles, snickers and lusty gazes of the women and felt a lump in his throat. To him it was like the social order had been turned on its head and having his fellow male up there, butt naked, was a rewriting of the rules.

Yet, as he looked around at the beautiful women, the toned body of Rosie to his left, the side boob spilling out of Christina’s dress to his right, his cock started to thicken as it hardened. They say a man thinks of sex every fifteen seconds and as a young, fit, healthy and now horny male, Marco’s raging libido didn’t need much encouragement.

As his arousal grew, so did his penis, poking at the thin material of his pants, searching for an exit. It duly found one as the bulbous head pulled back his foreskin, retracting like the petals of the lotus that lay before them, pushing past the waistband, and rising ever higher, as his big pink helmet kept on growing. Marco felt a sense of panic, none of the girls had noticed yet, but there was nothing he could do, his hands were cuffed, Rosie had him by the leash.

Just as the gavel was slammed down and Tristan was sold to table four, Bianca turned and spotted Marco and his now bulbous glands. A smile spread across her face. Peering at him she directed the rest of the girls to his stricken state.

“It looks like Marco’s got a friend that wants to join the party.”

Rosie was astonished to see his cock peeping out, telescopically, above his briefs. As she looked up to his face Marco tried to hold her gaze, but couldn’t and turned only to see the smirking faces of a fellow table of women watching on.

“What are you doing?” asked Rosie seeing Christina taking an ice cube from the champagne bucket.

“Watch.”

Christina proceeded to run the ice cube over his pinky red helmet that was soon wet and glistening like a cherry Popsicle. Marco flinched, gasping as his most intimate of nerve endings fired and his body grappled to endure the merest of touches. The cold quickly had the desired effect, and Marco’s cock shrunk back into his pants like a tortoise receding into its shell. Rosie tried to stifle a giggle, but couldn’t and had to let it out, setting off a more than amused Penelope, Denise and Bianca. Marco wasn’t laughing.

After Marco’s impromptu showing there was a brief interlude in proceedings and everyone was able to catch their breath, cool down a little. The bunny boys reappeared and each woman was served a rich, dark, chocolate mousse that melted on the mouth, further titillated the taste buds.

“Chocolate and hunky men, two of my favourite things,” said Rosie, eyeing the dessert and then Marco stood next to her. “Talk about a perfect evening.”

As the girls happily ate their desserts they couldn’t help but look across at table four. Tristan had been sold to a rather plump woman who had no qualms about keeping him naked.

“Poor Tristan,” said Rosie, watching his manhood being manhandled or rather womanhandled by his new owner.

“He doesn’t seem to mind,” replied Christina.

Tristan’s cock was stiff, his head thrown back in contentment. However, he was about to learn that the evening wasn’t about his pleasure. Just as he seemed to be enjoying things a little too much, the plump lady gave his penis a little spank causing it to bob up and down. The table broke into a laugh at his expression of panting astonishment as he faced them. With him hard and at attention, she had him spoon-feed her dessert. The evening was becoming quite the eye opener. Nonetheless, the events at table four got the girls thinking.

Talk amongst them turned to how handy and useful it would be to have a full time male slave to carry out chores and odd jobs. Marco stayed silent as the girls compiled a list of increasingly racy tasks.

“Maybe we can call Marco. After tonight I’m sure he won’t mind being our slave boy again,” said Bianca.

Marco was speechless, after tonight he didn’t know how he was going to look at Rosie ever again, never mind speak to her.

Shortly after the ladies desserts had been cleared away, the auction restarted and it seemed Tristan had set a new trend. Each of the slaves that followed were stripped and assessed by the increasingly raucous crowd. Amongst them was a spiky tattooed American named Ethan, British beefcake Henry, and a blond Aussie called Brett. It was a truly international selection.

Amanda had a field day with a number of playful puns relating to the well-endowed studs. Whoever said the fairer, gentler sex, wasn’t as visually stimulated as the male, had clearly never been to a Club Divine party.

As the cheers got louder, the comments more forthright, Rosie tightened her grip around Marco’s leather lead. He did his best to avoid all eye contact. The last, but certainly not least slave to appear, was Tyson, whose cock was so long and thick that it almost looked like a third leg.

“I hope he’s got a license for that thing,” muttered Christina as he was led from the stage.

By the time the auction was over, the ladies had been thoroughly entertained and every table had purchased at least one slave to see them through the rest of the night.

“That was quite something,” said Amanda having enjoyed every second of it. “I can assure you all our dishes tonight have been one hundred percent organic, although after that I wouldn’t blame you for suspecting some genetically modified enhancement.”

Raucous laughter again filled the room, as the women glanced at the naked or semi naked slaves dotted around the hall. Amanda signed off by wishing them a wonderful night and offering them one last extra treat.

“I know you’ll be wanting to make the most of those slaves ladies so feel free to use any of the rooms in this wonderful house. A few strategically placed goody bags are contained in each, with a few suggestions courtesy of Club Divine of course.”

With her role completed she blew a kiss to the audience and left the stage to appreciative applause. Back at her table Rosie noticed preppy Luke stood waiting. Without so much as batting an eyelid, Amanda pulled down Luke’s briefs, before casually retaking her seat. Astonished at her sheer brazenness a look of shock etched Luke’s face, as it was his turn to bare all.

Marco bit his lip wondering how long it would be, before he was in the buff. Rosie turned towards him as if sensing such thoughts.

“I think a little more privacy would be good,” she said grinning. “Up for a little exploring girls?”

The four of them nodded looking towards Marco. Things were about to get interesting.

Having undone the cuffs around Marco’s wrists and ankles, the five girls headed out the hall, into the grand foyer, then up the sweeping red staircase. Rosie pulling the leash taut, guiding Marco who was carrying a tray with glasses and a fresh bottle of bubbly, all the way.

On the first floor landing they passed through a wide, tall hallway, passing room upon room, before turning into a small elegant suite of polished wooden floors, old ornate furniture. Decorated in the same shades of cream, red and gold that pervaded the mansion. The room was cast in a soft light by a lampshade in one corner, in the other an old grandfather clock ticked by serenely.

Marco carefully placed the silver tray on a mahogany coffee table that was placed in front of a chaise lounge. It was enamelled a rich gold, but in the main rather appropriately coloured a Rosie red. Denise, Penelope and Christina, perched their pert bottoms onto it as Bianca seated herself in a matching armchair, playfully pretending to play the Queen as she did so.

“Lets get this thing off you,” said Rosie, unbuckling the straps around Marco’s collar.

As she did so there was a definite moment between the two. As their eyes met and their lips came close to touching, Marco leant in ravenous to taste her. Just as their mouths were about to meet, Rosie turned from him leaving Marco puckering up to thin air.

“Here,” said Christina, passing him the bottle of bubbly, bringing him back down to earth. “Be a gentleman."

Rosie nestled herself on the chaise lounge as Marco took the bottle in his strong hands. All that wine had gone down a treat, and dangerously for Marco, she was in a flirtatious and forthright, not to say teasing mood.

“Careful not to shoot your load,” said Bianca, as she and Denise let out a snicker, obviously knowing something he didn’t.

Placing one hand firmly on the main body, the other ripped off the gold foil, removed the wire cage and with his hand on the rim, slowly caressed out the cork. As his arms twisted, his lean muscles bulged and his pecs twitched, Rosie watched on admiringly. Despite everything that had gone on this evening, for her this was by far the sexiest moment of the night.

Taking Marco by surprise, however, the cork shot out over the heads of the girls, followed closely by a thin spray of champagne. In his attempt to avoid drenching everything and anyone in its path, Marco righted the bottle, leaving his six-pack glistening; his pants sodden and see through. He looked at the girls with an adorable roguish grin, dripping from the waist down. Rosie’s hottest moment has just been topped. The five girls erupted into titters.

“I told you not to shake it that hard,” said Denise, looking towards Bianca who cocked her head back laughing having achieved exactly what she intended.

“Well,” said Rosie getting up and placing two hands on his hips before shimmying around to his rear. “You won’t be needing these.”

With obvious glee she yanked his pants down to his ankles and tapped his bum telling him to step out of them. Seeing that they concealed so little now anyhow, Marco didn’t have much to hide, but that didn’t mean he wasn’t concealing what little modesty he had left. Two hands were clasped firmly over his manhood.

As Rosie retook her seat, she tossed his pants over her head as Marco stood like a waxwork frozen in front of them.

“You can’t stay like that forever,” teased Christina.

“I could watch him try though,” said Bianca, letting her eyes wander up and down his ripped body.

It took Rosie to give him the nudge he needed.

“That champagne’s not going to pour itself,” she said somewhat strategically nodding towards the bottle.

Marco bit the bullet, slowly raising both arms either side of him, allowing the delighted girls an unimpeded view of his fully naked body for the first time. The smiles, whistles and claps that greeted this unveiling indicated they more than liked what they saw. As he picked up the champagne again, five sets of eyes were scanning his nude flesh.

“Oooh, I’ve always wanted a nude hunk as a waiter,” said Bianca as her glass was topped up. “I suppose that’s another thing ticked off my bucket list.”

“Pleased to be of service,” said Marco moving onto Denise.

“So tell me how many days a week do you have to pump iron to keep that sexy body of yours in tip top condition?”

“More or less everyday, it helps working at a gym.”

“I’d say,” said Christina, eying him from the other end of the chaise lounge.

“I wouldn’t mind seeing you all hot and sweaty,” said Penelope, fixing him with a naughty grin.

Marco somehow managed to maintain his composure and didn’t spill so much as a drop of the champagne. Yet, as he moved on to Rosie and their eyes met for the briefest of instances, before her gaze drifted down, he felt his cock harden a little. When she looked back up a wide smile creased her face.

“I think the five of us can get Marco all hot and sweaty.”

He visibly gulped, but suddenly felt a tremendous buzz the likes of which he’d never felt before. As he finished pouring the champagne, Rosie peeked at the contents of the goody bag. The items as Amanda had said were not only suggestive, but as it turned out also highly appropriate for Marco. Rosie laid the four simple items out on the table for everyone to see. They included: a small bottle of lube, three small fluorescent rings, a stopwatch and a blindfold.

“Hmmm” said Rosie, her hand hovering above each of them. “What shall we start with? I think its time Marco showed us what that body of his can do.”

She picked up the stopwatch whilst simultaneously returning her gaze to a more anxious Marco.

Ten minutes had passed and Marco had lunged, squatted, pushed and pulled his way through a more than vigorous workout routine, whilst the five girls had sipped their champagne enjoying every second. It looked like Marco was too, in one long obvious respect. His penis, which had twirled, jiggled and spun like the rotator blades of a helicopter as he’d exercised, was now noticeably stiff. Rosie looked him over, nodding, pleased with what she saw. She had one last exercise for him to perform.

“I want you to sprint on the spot, just like the treadmill in the gym,” said Rosie, enjoying this newfound power.

Marco shook his head knowing he should have expected as much.

“On your marks, go.”

Rosie clicked the stopwatch. Marco began a reluctant sprint, feeling ridiculous.

“Come on you can do better than that,” cooed Christina.

Marco sped up and his legs whirred, his balls bounced, his hard penis slapped ever more forcefully against his six-pack.

“Get those knees up,” shouted Rosie good-naturedly, but taking her revenge with unapologetic relish.

It was well passed the minute mark when Rosie finally called time. Marco was panting, his legs were burning, his blood was definitely pumping and a light sweat covered his body.

“So Penelope, you said hot and sweaty, that good enough for you?” asked Rosie.

“I’ll say” came the quick reply.

“It looks like Marco likes being our slave,” said Bianca, referring to his stiff penis with a direct glance.

“Or maybe its having Rosie as his personal trainer,” Christina surmised.

“So which is it Marco?” asked Denise.

Marco looked at them still panting for a second, before that roguish grin of his reappeared.

“It’s having five sexy women in front of me."

“Awww, isn’t that sweet,” said Bianca.

Rosie looked at him twirling one of the fluorescent rings on one finger.

“I think its time we had some fun with these,” she said smiling.

The five girls had Marco stand still as they each took aim at him and his big target. Whenever they were successful the girls whooped in delight and made sure upon retrieving the ring, to give Marco a little tickle, or a subtle stroke, ensuring his hardened state for them. They were all having so much fun that when Bianca spotted on the old grandfather clock that it was nearly midnight, they were all taken by surprise. That meant just five minutes until it was officially Rosie’s birthday.

“I think Rosie should remember this night forever,” said Christina, picking up the lube and moving to Marco with a naughty grin. She placed a hand on his firm shoulder. “I get the feeling you will too.”

She whispered something in his ear that was all but inaudible to the others. Marco raised an eyebrow, but seemed to give his consent, muttering, “What the hell.” All that coaxing and teasing had taken him beyond desire, by now he had little left to be bashful about. Christina proceeded to flip open the lid of the lube and drizzle a healthy dose of the liquid onto his stiff member. She smiled as he exhaled pleasurably and the transparent lube coated him.

And so with girls all seated and the minutes and then seconds ticking down to midnight, the women whooped and cheered as Marco put on a performance of pure, primitive, pleasure seeking passion. On the hour mark just as the great-grandfather clock chimed, the explosive show climaxed with a bang.

The five women hugged and kissed, still laughing at what had just occurred as they jubilantly congratulated Rosie a happy birthday. It was certainly not one to forget. Marco meanwhile was bent double from his excursions. It was only as Rosie approached that he pulled himself up straight, his semi hard penis still deflating.

“Congratulations,” Marco dredged from somewhere.

Rosie turned and picked up the now cum splattered silver tray and empty bottle of bubbly.

“Here,” she said passing them to him. “Looks like we’re out of champagne.”

She glanced at the door, then back at Marco. He took the tray and bottle, catching her drift. But just as he passed her, Rosie gave his ass a gentle slap and as he turned their eyes met again for the briefest of seconds. In that look they new there and then that their relationship was going to be a little different. The evening had been one of empowerment and liberation, and Rosie’s trips to the gym from now on were going to be interesting to say the least. As Marco disappeared on his errand, Rosie rejoined the girls.

“That’s another thing ticked off your bucket list,” Christina was saying.

“That’s something ticked off all our bucket lists,” giggled Bianca.

And the girls weren’t finished with Marco, not by a long shot, they had plenty more uses for him. By dawn they’d have tested his endurance to the limit.

“Now,” said Rosie looking around her. “Where’s that leash?”


Political Power Play

*****

The career of Charles Johnson was on a sharp, upward, trajectory. As a senior politician in his early forties, he had reached the top echelons of political life, the inner circle as the media liked to coin it. He was man who kept to the shadows, yet his decisions had the power to influence millions, and didn’t he know it. Those beneath him in the food chain definitely did as they tip toed around him, cowering to his demands.

To them he was a man who exuded a strong, powerful authority, and was not to be crossed. In short many considered him someone destined for even greater things, whether they liked it or not.

Appearances can be deceptive, however, and when the layers were peeled back Mr Johnson had a very surprising delectation, very surprising indeed given the pillar of power he portrayed himself to be. You see once a fortnight, every Thursday evening without fail, he would visit a lady by the name of Amber Steel.

Miss steel a flame haired women, in her twenties wasn’t your old fashioned mistress. No, not at all, she was a woman firmly of the twenty first century, quite unlike the meek, servile mistresses, of generations past, whose bodies were used purely for the sexual gratification of paying customers.

You see Miss Steel would spank, whip or beat Mr Johnson, depending on whatever mood took her. Whether it was the loss of control that got him off, who knows. What was certain was that he got an almighty kick out of it. Certainly enough of one to put his ruthless ambitions in jeopardy, for if anyone was to get wind of these secret meetings, he would not only be utterly humiliated, but his career would lie in tatters.

Unfortunately for Mr Johnson, he’d developed some very serious enemies who regarded him as a spineless, corrupt, heartless individual. They weren’t far wrong. The most feisty and garrulous of them was none other than an opposing politician by the name of Carla La Verne. Ms La Verne had become irritated in the extreme not only at the policies Mr Johnson had overseen, but also at his snooty and disdainful character.

When he introduced a new set of tax hikes that promised to have a severe and detrimental impact on the hard working people she represented, she decided enough was enough. There was no way she was standing for this, from a man born into privilege, who’d had doors literally and metaphorically opened for him his entire life.        As one of the few people who had the guts and determination to take him on, resourceful Carla, decided to do a little digging. It wasn’t long before she learned of Mr Johnson secret hobby, if you can call it that.

She was ready to even a few scores.

The following Thursday Mr Johnson left the jaded palace of powers from which he worked, leaving any unfinished tasks to his hard pressed underlings. In his chauffer driven Mercedes, he headed for his usual appointment with Miss Steel. Through the blacked out windows he could see people scurrying about their business, ‘damn fools,’ he muttered to himself, viewing them as blind rats, intent on satiating whatever ambition or sinful desire that popped up into their little heads. He shook his head, if only they knew how worthless, how futile their existence was, just small cogs in a ceaseless, overarching machine.

He quickly put such thoughts to the back of his mind, however, their problems aren’t mine after all. As the car crept along he felt a tingle of excitement, wondering what punishments she had in store for him today. Rounding a corner onto a suburban tree lined street he told the driver to pull over. He’d approach on foot, as usual always conscious not to draw attention to himself, always wary of prying eyes.

The house itself was a respectable detached Victorian semi, in a desirable part of town no less. From the outside there was no indication of the somewhat sordid goings on that occurred. Mr Johnson descended the steps to the basement apartment from which Miss Steel worked. Having buzzed and identified himself the door unlocked, enabling him to enter.

Following his usual routine, he undressed in the small closet sized room by the door, folded his clothes nice and tidily, before making his way along the narrow corridor and into the padded red room, from which Miss Steel conducted her sessions. Here, in just his white boxers, he knelt on the light wooden floorboards and awaited his mistress’s arrival.

Just as his knees were beginning to feel sore, he heard the clicking of heels. Miss Steel. She entered looking every inch the femme fatale, dressed in a tight black leather corset, and a matching short skirt and spiky heeled boots. Fishnet tights covered her slender legs, and a green bow was tied between her pert, porcelain breasts. She couldn’t help but smile when she saw Mr Johnson. Today he was in for a big surprise. 

“Up,” she said, commanding him to stand in her unmistakably Russian accent.

Mr Johnson did as he was told.

“Scoot back to the wall.”

Again he did as ordered, anyone who knew him by his public persona would have been astonished by his subservience. Connected to the wall was a metal frame in the shape of an ‘X.’

“Spread your legs and raise your arms for mistress.”

Miss Steel proceeded to pull leather straps around his waist and thighs and lock his wrists and ankles into cuffs attached to the metal frame. When she’d finished, she stood back to admire her handiwork. Mr Johnson stood spread eagled, in the same X position as the structure to which he was attached. He was going nowhere, no matter how much he struggled or protested. The finishing touch was a blind-fold.

“No peeking for you,” she said, coquettishly covering his eyes.

Having followed the directions she’d been given, Miss Steel left the room. Mr Johnson assumed it was all part of the game, all part of the teasing, showing him who was boss, making him wait. He pushed lightly against his restraints testing them. They didn’t budge an inch. He didn’t feel any distress, however, quite the opposite. Despite the bonds he felt extreme relaxation, a meditative tranquillity overcame him as he accepted his complete and utter loss of control.

The room was warm, comfortable and noiseless. His senses felt heightened in the darkness of the blind-fold. Feeling an itch on his noise, he tried to rub it unsuccessfully against his shoulder, but stopped as the silence was broken by the sound of approaching footsteps.

They entered the room and stopped in front of him for a moment, before coming closer. He felt warm breath, the smell of perfume, which he inhaled enjoying the soft scent of lavender. He imagined Miss Steel’s ample breasts and what wicked punishments she had planned. He felt a hand on his chest and then a painful tug as a single hair was plucked from his chest.

The hand moved up to his face, a finger tapped his nose, before moving towards the blindfold. As it was removed and his eyes blinked adjusting to the light, they widened in shock. Standing before him, holding the blind-fold was none other than Ms Carla La Verne, his political opponent, arch enemy and soon to be bête noire.

She looked professional, dressed immaculately in a crisp white shirt, smart black skirt, sheer black tights and polished shiny black heels. Her outfit contrasted sharply with that of the normally powerful Mr Johnson, who looked ridiculous chained in just his white underpants.

“What’s the meaning of this, what are you doing here, this is outrageous,” his words stumbled out, over one another as he looked at her gobsmacked.

She held a finger to his lips.

“Shhh, that’s enough talking for now.”

Her voice was smooth, silky, with a husky intonation.

She stepped back slightly and withdrew a pair of silver scissors from behind her back, raising an eyebrow as she ran a finger along its sharp edge.

“What am I to do with you Charles, what am I to do?”

Mr Johnson looked at her in shocked bewilderment, before violently rattling the metal structure he was cuffed to. Just as before his bonds didn’t budge an inch.

“Get me off this infernal thing,” he shouted enraged, demanding to be let lose.

He looked at her seething, his breathing had become heavy, his face a furious red.

“All in good time, all in good time,” she said unfazed, ignoring his complaints. “First I have a few demands.”

She stepped forward, scissors in hand.

“Keep still,” she said, running the sharp blade gently against his chest. “I wouldn’t want there to be any accidents."

He winced feeling the cold steel against his soft, bare, skin. Much to his horror she went lower, running the metal gently over his cotton boxers.

“Nice pants,” she said, snapping the waistband. “Lets see what’s underneath shall we.”

She looked him in the eye as he squirmed before her, panting, trying in earnest to move his body away from her. A bead of sweat trickled down his temple, he was gasping in stunned panic like a stranded fish out of water. He almost felt like he was losing consciousness.

Carla proceeded to crisply cut both sides of his boxers, removing them fully with one gentle tug. She exposed his dangling little penis, his disproportionally large, low hanging balls.

“Looks like you’ll be going commando,” she said, tossing his pants aside dismissively.

He looked at her speechless, mouth still agape.

She stood before him, one knee bent, arms folded, with an amused grin as her gaze drifted downwards.

“What do you want?” he asked glumly, regaining some composure.

“Now that is the question.” She tapped her lips, in no hurry. “Hmmm, what do I want, maybe just some fun or maybe for you and your cronies in government to stop making people’s lives miserable. I’ve had enough of your smug, arrogant, self-satisfied style of doing things. I expect you to follow my orders from now on.”

“Hah,” he said, shaking his head. “Not in your lifetime.”

“I don’t think you understand me Charles,” she said, moving forward holding his head still by his chin. “This is non negotiable, and in any case I don’t think you’re in much of a position to negotiate. Do you?”

He scornfully looked away. She let go and turned to her left, surveying a row of hooks and a metal shelf. They contained whips, clamps and various bondage regalia that looked like medieval instruments of torture.

“First things first though, time for that fun.”

He could only watch as she extracted a riding crop from a hook and turned towards him with a wicked smile.

Ms La Verne held the crop behind her back, poised ready to strike. As she swung Charles flinched, wincing in anticipation, his eyes tightly knitted shut. She stopped at the last moment, a whisker away from striking his cheek.

“I’ve had enough of you sauntering about like you’re the King of England,” she said, running its leather tip over his face, ‘From now on you’ll be doing as I say. Understand?”

He was silent, glaring at her with narrowed eyes as he weighed up his limited options.

“What’s the matter, cat got your tongue?” she continued, running the leather tip over his lips, down his neck, chest and stomach.

She stopped in surprise noticing his stiff little penis. It was a clear and undeniable signal of his arousal.

“My Charles you really do enjoy this, how very interesting, how very interesting indeed. If I’d known you liked being so submissive, I’d of had you under my control far sooner.”

He dropped his head in shame, unable to look her in the eye. For once he couldn’t bluff or lie his way out of a situation.

“You know a man like you should be very careful. For if these little visits of yours were to come out, so to say, you’d be in quite a pickle.”

“You wouldn’t,” he said looking at her nervously.

“Wouldn’t I?”

She paused enjoying his discomfort.

“I mean what would your colleagues make of this,” she said, giving his sensitive bellend a short, sharp, smack.

“Or that lovely devoted wife of yours,” she continued, smacking it a second time.

“And those kids of yours, think of their horror when they grow up and learn daddy lost everything because he liked to be humiliated.”

She finished with three further, well placed smacks of the crop. Each went through him like a painful jolt of electricity.

“Please!” he begged, cracking as any composure he’d managed to maintain deserted him entirely. “I’ll do anything, just don’t tell anyone,” he pleaded.

“As if I’d be so mean,” she said returning the crop to its hook, before delivering her fatal blow, her coup de grace.

“Aren’t phones wonderful things, they perform so many functions nowadays,” she said, retrieving hers from a pocket and holding it up.

“A little insurance to ensure you follow my orders. Smile.”

She took several snaps of the hard, helpless politician. From every conceivable angle it felt to the stricken Mr Johnson.

“Very nice,” she said laughing, as she looked them over.

“Satisfied?” he asked tetchily. “Just get me off this thing.”

“I don’t think so. I believe you’ve got an appointment with a certain Miss Steel.”

He bit his lip, preventing himself from letting out a series of expletives that he might later regret. Carla returned his blind-fold, and felt a burst of satisfaction as she looked at the practically neutered politician.

“I’ll be contacting you soon,” she said, stroking the underside of his chin, whispering in his ear: “You’ll very much be my puppet for the foreseeable future.”

She cupped his balls firmly in the palm of her hand, as one final token of her newly acquired power.

“Remember I own you,” she said, squeezing, just enough to make him gasp.

Those were her final words. She left him as she’d found him, tied up and unsighted, the only difference being his shredded pants, his still hard prick. On her way out in the narrow corridor, she pulled out a thick wad of cash and handed it to Miss Steel.

“Don’t hold back now, treat him as mean as you can. I want the full works.”

“With pleasure,” replied the young domme with a devilish grin.

The two ladies went their separate ways with a bounce in both their steps, it had been a productive day. As for Mr Johnson, well, lets just say it would be more than a few weeks before he’d be able to sit down in any comfort. Of course by then he was well and truly under the command of a rising star in the political game, a certain woman by the name of Ms Carla La Verne.


Adam’s Office Adventures

*****

Part One

A New Product

Adam sat at the centre of the large rectangular table, located on the third floor of the tall, shiny, modern office block, in which he worked. He looked around the room. It was generally used for meetings and the odd brainstorming workshop. Was modest, with minimalist décor and windowless except for one wall to his right, which was covered from floor to ceiling in glass panels. He ran a hand through his dark hair as he peered at his reflection in the black façade.

At six foot three, square-jawed, muscular, twenty-eight year old Adam wasn’t short on confidence. He gave himself a little wink and smile liking what he saw, not at all surprised by the lack of activity. It was a Saturday afternoon, like most of the building it was empty, the staff would be off enjoying the warm weather outside.

It was Laura, his work colleague who had urged him to come in. Said there was a new product in the offing, a major deal that could be tied up if they moved quickly. Sounded good by him, meant he just had to give the go ahead. Would allow him to wrap things up in half an hour or so, and take any plaudits that came his way. 

Silly Laura, always doing the hard work, like all women she was so easy to exploit, he thought contentedly. This was going to be a breeze. He leant back, rested his feet on table and relaxed to the gentle hum of the air conditioning.

Life was sweet, he’d been at the company less than two years, yet leapfrogged many of his female colleagues who’d put in far more effort, worked far more hours. He regarded them as dumb and dim-witted, rather nice eye candy to have around. Just as he fell into a light torpor he heard the clicking of heels.

There was a knock at the door and Laura entered dressed smartly in office attire, navy skirt, silk blouse, and sheer black tights. She was in her early thirties, with wavy chestnut brown hair, a pretty but slightly upturned nose. Adam thought it suited her haughty manner. To him, she was the sort of girl who must have always got straight A’s, never done anything risqué or dangerous in her entire life. If only he knew.

Laura looked at Adam, even the way he sat looked cocky. She considered him obnoxious and arrogant. Yes he was handsome, but he was also rude and disrespectful. Worst of all was his deceitful habit of taking credit for projects she’d worked hard on, his contribution being close to zero. It was time for her to reassert some control, teach Adam, here, who was in charge.

Following Laura was Susanna, whom Adam had never met. She was a medical professional with muddy blond hair tied back in a ponytail, wore glasses and a tight pink shirt, above a short grey skirt. The two women were not just slender and attractive they were also intelligent. They knew how to get men to do what they wanted, as Adam was about to find out.

They sat down either side of him. Their aroma was soft and warm with a hint of summer fruits. Adam glanced left, then right, noticing their short skirts, their crossed legs. Finding something incredibly sexy about the contours created.

“So what’s the new product you brought me in here for?” he asked impatiently.

“A new gel, which improves a males stamina, boosts their virility,” replied Laura matter-of-factly.

She’d decided short brisk answers were the way to go. It wouldn’t allow him to consider things too deeply, not let him back out.

“Oh yeah, how, in what way?”

“I’d hope you’d asked that.”

Laura nodded to Susanna, who took a clear jar from her bag and placed it on the table. The gel inside was almost transparent.

“When rubbed directly on the penis this gel can increase blood flow by twenty percent, increase sensitivity, prolong male orgasm and prevent premature ejaculation. The tests we have undertaken so far have been encouraging to say the least,” Susanna explained.

“Blimey,” Adam said smirking. “If it’s that successful then why do you need me? Sign us up, we’ll take the stuff.”

Laura leaned over towards him. He had a quick peek down her blouse as she did so, his mind filing away an image of a white satin bra, covering perky, exquisite, breasts.

“Its not that simple, we need someone from the company to act as a test subject, approve the gel, the claims it makes. You know how things work.”

“Fine, give me a batch of the stuff. I’ll try it over the weekend, feedback on Monday.”

Laura shook her head.

“You’re not understanding Adam, we need to test the substance today, and it is essential the test is invigilated by the two of us.”

She could see she was finally getting through to him. His eyes narrowed as he looked at her.

“You want me to test it here, with both you present, you’ve got to be kidding.”

This was asking a lot. Yes it was important he had a say on any new products, but he didn’t expect to act as a guinea pig testing them out. He looked at Laura sceptically.

“You’re serious?”

“Deadly,” she said, putting the ball back in his court. “I would do it, but of course I’m not….”

“Not a man,” he said cutting her off, still disbelieving of what they where asking of him. “And I suppose you couldn’t find someone else other than me?”

Laura shook her head again.

“We’ve got plenty of interest in the product. If you don’t make an offer by this afternoon, I think you may have missed the boat,” Susanna chimed in.

Adam was silent, weighing things up.

“You know whoever completes the deal will be rewarded lucratively. The people at the very top are monitoring this closely,” said Laura, knowing Adam would climb over dead bodies if it meant a chance to progress his career, inflate his already enormous ego.

“And we’re all fully grown adults here. You’ve got nothing we’ve not seen before,” said Susanna encouragingly tapping the jar with her pink fingernails.

Adam nodded slowly, unaware, contemplatively. Laura knew they had him.

“Alright let’s get this over,” he suddenly said, decisively.

After considering things, he’d wondered how bad it could be. Like they said he had nothing they’d not seen before and the whole thing was strictly professional. In fact he was rather proud of his body, maybe it would be good for his reputation, he knew how women gossiped. Okay he’d give the ladies some entertainment, get them a little excited, show Laura what she’s missing out on, then button things up, not let things go too far. The stuff most likely wouldn’t even work.

“Good, if you’d sign this please,” said Susanna thrusting a piece of paper at Adam. “Just medical procedure.”

Once he’d signed the paper, he stood up, the two women either side of him looked up expectantly. Adam unbuckled his belt, unbuttoned his trousers and very slowly unzipped them. They fell around his ankles, revealing strong thighs, toned calves and a distinct bulge in his dark blue briefs. Laura did her best to maintain a straight face, act professional. She really hadn’t expected it to be this easy.

“You might want to remove your shirt, just in case any gel were to get on it.” Susanna suggested.

She was slowly twirling one foot around, drawing his attention to her smooth, sexy legs. He removed his shirt revealing broad shoulders, a toned, tanned physique. A light patch of dark hair covered his firm chest. He worked out as much as he could, considered it important to look the part.

Laura took his shirt from him, liking what she saw. She placed the shirt on the chair behind him, as Adam moved down to his briefs. With his hands on the waistband he hesitated.

“You’re certain I can’t do this in private?” he asked, understandably having second thoughts.

“Yes,’ said Laura staring up at him, a slight smirk on one side of her mouth. “We need to see everything, that’s if you want the cachet of sealing the deal?”

Adam nodded and, feeling unable to turn back, pulled down his briefs. He felt dizzy, like all the air had gone out the room. The proximity of the women to his penis seemed surreal. They both took in the sizeable proportions of his large circumcised cock. Laura looked at his big smooth balls hanging heavily like ripe fruit. Her smirk widened to a smile.

Susanna began putting on some latex gloves and smearing the gel on two fingers. All the guys that had tested it so far were average at best. Adam was not only handsome, but had a big knob to boot. When Laura had suggested they try the gel on one of her colleagues who needed to learn a few lessons, she hadn’t expected it to be such a hunk of a man. This was going to be fun.

“Hold on a second,” said Laura taking a ruler from her purse, laying it flat against Adam’s penis.

“What’s that for?”

“We need to find out your length before the gel takes effect silly.”

Laura raised her eyebrows and nodded impressed as she scribbled a big five on her notepad. Susanna, gloves on, delicately took hold of Adam’s penis in the palm of her left hand, and with the other began gently rubbing the gel into his delicate flesh.

“Oooh can I have a go,” purred Laura, unable to resist.

Susanna nodded.

“Yeah, go ahead why don’t you,” said Adam, ironically, having not been consulted.

Laura took a big wad of the stuff and with enjoyment slowly massaged it into his penis, the two of them covering it from the base to the tip, being sure not to miss a spot.

“Does that feel good?” asked Laura grinning mischievously.

“A bit tingly,” he replied, attempting to sound casual.

Adam’s healthy piece of meat told a different story. It had slunk off his balls and was enlarging rapidly. The two women finished rubbing in the gel, took off the gloves and sat back to enjoy the fruits of their labour. Within seconds Adam’s penis was as hard as a rock, pointing to the ceiling as if standing at attention for the two smartly clothed ladies. Laura knew he was an asshole, but admired his big prick.

Never in his life had Adam felt his cock go from flaccid to hard at such a rate of knots. Never had he felt so exposed. Laura and Susanna looked at each other with a knowing smile. Their prey had just become entwined in their trap.

“The gel works quickly as you can see,” said Susanna chuckling at the sight of Adam’s straining cock.

Laura took the ruler re-measuring his now fully erect penis.

‘Seven and a half!’ she announced, somewhat elated at the proven potency of the gel.

Adam didn’t know what to make of things. His head was spinning. Part of him wanted to pull up his trousers, get out of there, but an even greater urge was to stroke his engorged phallus. The latter irresistibly won out. At first he just held it, but slowly, gradually, the desire was too much and with long steady strokes he began stroking up and down his thick shaft.

He was almost unconscious of what he was doing the sensation was so strong, so pleasurable. The two women just sat back enjoying seeing a man immersed in his most private act, jacking his meat so shamelessly before them. He’d worked himself into a rhythm, jerking for a good ten minutes before Laura decided to interrupt him. She clicked her fingers, snapping him out of his fug like trance.

“Having a good time?” she asked smiling.

Adam’s cheeks turned crimson as he became aware of his surroundings once more, and his complete and utter lack of control.

“That’s enough of that for now,” she said pulling his hands away.

He fought to keep them off his throbbing manhood, and clasped one arm with the other behind his back, not wanting to humiliate himself further. The pecs on his chest were tense, his cock pulsing as Laura ran a single finger along the top of his shaft and then back along its underside, circling the sweet spot under the frenulum, all the while licking her lips.

“Very nice,” she said looking at the juicy tip.

“As you can observe the gel is far more potent than Viagra and his arousal will only continue to increase until release,” said Susana peeking over the top of her glasses.

Adam could barely hear what she was saying, the sensation in his penis obscuring any coherent thought. The two women, clothed, comfortable and relaxed, were enjoying his distress, his intense mix of extreme desire and discomfort.

“In the tests we have conducted so far it has prolonged the period before orgasm, with the average male ejaculating after thirty minutes,” said Susanna looking down at her watch.

“The full state of arousal should occur in the next ten minutes, although every cock is different of course.”

She grabbed hold of his shaft, inspecting it forensically like something under her microscope. As she did so there was a knock at the door.

“Perfect timing,” said Laura, smiling that sunny smile of hers, tossing her hair back. “A few friends of yours I believe.”

Adam wasn’t listening, was instead completely immersed once more stroking. Three women entered. First through the door was Keeley, a twenty five year old brunette who worked as a secretary at the company. Dressed in a black mini skirt, silk blouse and the obligatory high heels, she looked stunning.

Keeley knew Adam as a cocksure cad who had groped and slapped her ass on more than one occasion. As she entered her mouth dropped open at the sight of him slavishly and unabashedly, masturbating, with an amused medical practitioner sat beside him.

Next through the door was, Hannah, a twenty eight year old, strawberry blonde, in an armless, simple, but stylish grey dress. She looked Adam up and down slowly. She was one of the people he’d exploited to reach the position he’d achieved at the company, taking credit for a job he’d had little input. Judging by the wicked look she gave him, she’d yet to forgive him.

Last, but no means least, was Sally, a plump jolly looking lady in an orange trouser suit. She worked in human resources and also unsurprisingly held a grudge against Adam. Specifically the comments he frequently made whenever he wrongly thought she was out of earshot. ‘Fat Sally’ and ‘Who ate all the cupcakes,’ being just two cruel examples.

The three of them took seats opposite Adam with wide grins, taking delight in his humiliation and for them comeuppance. Adam couldn’t compute what was happening, although his eyes were drawn to Keeley whom he found incredibly attractive. For him she still retained that girl next door vibe. He never missed a beat to try and feel her peachy ass, ogle her soft firm mounds.

Yet, here she was, seeing him completely naked at his most primordial, most basic and vulnerable. The roles were well and truly reversed. He looked down at her sun kissed legs, god he wanted her. Laura returned to his side once more and authoritatively told him to stop. It took all his willpower to pull his arms behind him as his entire body shook.

“Look what Adam’s been hiding from us,” she teased, slapping his stiff cock so it waved back and forth like a pendulum.

The women looked on hypnotically.

“What’s he testing again?” Keeley asked, partly intrigued, partly flabbergasted.

“A gel for the male penis that increases arousal, prolonging the stages of sexual activity,” Susanna succinctly informed them.

“It seems to be working,” said Hannah, causing fits of laughter amongst the women.

“Enjoy the show ladies. It looks like the climax is cumming,” Laura joked. “But before then, seeing as Adam’s been such a good volunteer, I think its only fair we allow him a little more pleasure.”

Laura reached into her bag and, without warning, pulled out a gold metal cock-ring. She eagerly fitted it to Adam’s super stiff member. It pushed his penis forward saluting the ladies, his large ripe balls, upwards.

“All for the viewing pleasure of his audience,” said Laura exulting in the power she had over him, the cock-ring almost acting like a symbol of ownership.

Overwhelmed by horniness he couldn’t offer any objections or resistance, his feet were planted firmly on the floor, he was going nowhere. Laura had complete and utter control over him, she knew it, he knew it, his audience knew it.

He held off for as long as he could, but soon started masturbating furiously. His cock was now dripping pre-cum, making it slick, shiny and tantalisingly close to the edge. His breathing had become heavy, his face and body shiny with sweat. Despite all she thought of him, Keeley still thought ‘wow’, the guy looked ‘hot.’ When he was close to the very limit, Laura nodded to Susana and they both pulled his arms away. His cock seemed to vibrate, crying out for one last stroke.

“There’s one more thing I’d like you to do for me,” said Laura, in her condescending tone. “And that’s apologise to each of these ladies for the deplorable way you’ve behaved towards them.”

Adam inwardly groaned, but with his intense desire and muddled thinking, he was way too far gone to fight her. Much to his chagrin he apologised in turn to both Keeley and Sally, both of whom accepted his apology. When it came to Hannah, however, she looked at him seriously and unblinkingly told him:

“No I don’t and I never will accept your apology Adam, but I allow you to continue.”

Adam had never felt more ashamed or humiliated in his entire life.

“In that case Keeley, would you get a champagne flute from next door, we don’t want Adam spilling his seed all over the carpet.”

While Keeley went on her errand, the waiting for Adam was agonizing, the embarrassment excruciating, his dick felt like it was burning up. The women just chatted casually, unfussed by his groaning. When Keeley returned she leaned across the table with the glass.

“Ready when you are,” she said grinning at the sight of Adam’s gigantic prick and utter submission.

Here was a man who normally wouldn’t lift a finger, unless it was to impress his superiors. Laura gave Adam permission and he began frantically stroking himself as if having been denied his most precious possession. He looked at the clothed women around him, unable to stop himself from sharing with them his most intimate act. His whole body trembled. Sally had furtively pulled out a camera and was documenting events. Adam shut his eyes as the sensation peaked. Laura grabbed one of his ass cheeks and whispered in his ear:

“How does it feel to be my bitch?”

As she gripped his ass tighter, his moaning reached a crescendo, his legs buckled and wave after wave of pleasure rippled through his body. A huge explosion of cum shot rather obscenely, beyond the table, all the way to the carpet on the far wall. Keeley repositioned the glass around his engorged head and watched as spurt after spurt of thick, white, cum, filled it to the rim. Adam gripped the table his body completely spent. After the last of his juices had dribbled to a stop, Keeley raise the glass like a trophy.

“Looks like Adam’s a glass half full person,” she announced to yet more hysterics.

With the gel having worked, just like Susanna said it would, Laura was more than satisfied with how their ploy to humble Adam had played out.

“Come on ladies let’s go next door and sort out the contracts. I’ve a suspicion this gel’s going to prove extremely lucrative for the company,” she said giving Adam a cheeky smile.

As the women filed out, Adam leaned against the table, his cock still rigid. The realisation of what just happened was slowly dawning.

“Oh Adam,” Laura said as she was leaving. “Make sure your mess is cleaned up before we come back.”

She pointed to the wall, before giving him a wink and walking out, laughing uproariously all the while.


Adam's Office Adventures

*****

Part Two

Lessons Not Learnt

It had been two weeks since Adam’s explosive show, and they’d been tough, very tough. Whenever he bumped into any of the women who had been at his private, or not so private show, they would titter with a discrete knowing smile. He tried his best to avoid them, but Laura was unavoidable.

She’d sometimes wear the cock-ring he’d worn like a bracelet, a secret between them, a constant reminder of the power she’d exerted over him. Whenever she felt he was getting above his station she would say, “Adam do you need any of your lotion rubbing in.” And of course she had the photographs, it wouldn’t be difficult for her to take advantage of him in some way.

However, despite such concerns and all that had happened, Adam was curious about the gel. It was responsible for the most pleasurable orgasm he’d ever experienced. He knew the purchase of the gel had gone through and that it was being kept on site. That meant in storage, in the basement…security. Old Bill the security guard wouldn’t be too difficult to get round mind. He went out everyone morning at nine for a smoke, Adam saw him there every day on his way in.

The following Monday morning Adam decided to put his plan into action. As old Bill stood outside drawing on a cigarette, Adam took the stairs down to the basement, walked through a gloomy passageway, and pushed open the unlocked door of the cavernous storage compound. He knew where the boxes and the gel would be, knowing it was the newest product to have arrived.

Crouching he opened one of the boxes as quietly as possible. Bingo, he held a jar in his hand smiling. This stuff was like Viagra times thirty, he couldn’t wait to try it out, in private this time. Just as he was closing up the box he heard footsteps and the clicking of heels.

“This product is incredibly important to us, at no time are you to leave your post, is that understood?” asked the posh well-spoken voice of a woman.

“Yes Ms Davenport,” A man replied.

‘Bloody hell’, Adam mouthed. Ms Davenport was the head of the company and known to be ruthless in the way she conducted her business. Adam crouched low knowing he would be in serious trouble if they found him. As the footsteps dissipated, a still crouching Adam edged towards the end of the row. He peeked around it, the coast was clear. Quickly and quietly he made his way to the door.

After several steps however, he was stood frozen in his tracks like a deer in headlights. Ms Davenport and Old Bill had unexpectedly rounded the row in the corner straight ahead. They’d immediately spotted him. As Ms Davenport paced towards him, the jar he was carrying dropped to the floor, rolling until it settled next to Ms Davenport’s feet.

“What the hell do you think your doing?” she demanded to know.

She was a woman in her late Fifties, tall and slim, with greying brown hair. The elegant business suit she wore was cream, its pencil skirt reached to her knees. She was adorned with the expensive accessories that came with wealth: a pearl necklace, designer watch, a dark green emerald broach and diamond earrings. Despite her age she was a woman in demand, pursued by a flock of younger suitors.

“I was um…getting a jar of this for Laura, head of sales,” Adam stammered, trying to be clever and worm his way out of his predicament.

“Yes I know who Laura is,” she said turning to Bill who was watching mystified.

“Bill would you run along and get Laura down here so we can clear this matter up.”

As Bill walked off, Adam stopped him, “Wait.” He knew he was well and truly rumbled, why make this more humiliating and get Laura involved in this.

“Ms Davenport the truth is I’d heard some rumours about this stuff and wanted to try it out.”

It was a fairly pathetic explanation and he knew it. Ms Davenport’s green eyes stared at him sternly for a few seconds as she stood ruminating over what to do with him.

“We’ll deal with this matter internally, get up to my office now,” she said coldly.

As he left she picked up the jar by her feet. “So he wants to find out how it works does he, well that’s exactly what he’ll get.” A thin smile had spread across her lips.

Adam made his way out the lift and onto the top floor, straight into a large rich polished lobby. He didn’t visit this floor often. He sat down on the plush couch.

Opposite was a table behind which golden haired Lisa sat. At only twenty-three she felt lucky to hold the position of Ms Davenport’s personal assistant. She had seen Adam around the building and thought he was handsome, but was wary. Rumours abounded about him being a ladies man, who would cheat and lie to get a girl into bed. Seeing him, she walked over to see why he was here.

Adam also knew Lisa, saw her something of a future conquest. As she came towards him she looked good. Her peach blouse was clingy, her short white skirt and nude heels heightened her petite frame.

“Excuse me Adam, do you have an appointment with Ms Davenport?”

“No,” said Adam rather sulkily. “But she asked me to come up here.”

“Oh, well, I’ll leave you to it then.”

Adam ran his eyes over her sexy legs, and watched her cute little ass as she sashayed back to her desk. When Ms Davenport arrived she had a quick word with Lisa and completely ignoring Adam strode into her office. As he waited, he felt like he was being summoned to the headmistress office back at school. After another five minutes of waiting, the intercom on Lisa’s desk beeped, and he was asked to go in.

The office was well maintained and continued the rich, opulent, feel of the upper floor. Ms Davenport was seated behind a polished oak desk, the wall behind her was covered in glass panels, letting in plenty of light. There was no seat so Adam stood in front of the desk, preparing himself for a scolding.

Ms Davenport pulled out a draw, extracting the jar he’d previously held. Her heals clicked on the polished white marble flooring as she walked around the large desk. Settling on its surface, she crossed her slim legs, which were covered in almost transparent, tanned, tights.

“So Adam here we are,” she said calmly, but authoritatively, fixing him with her gaze. “I’d like you to tell me one more time exactly why you were in the storage compound.”

Adam cleared his throat, which suddenly felt very dry.

“Like I said, I just wanted to try the gel, I’d heard rumours about how fantastic it was supposed to work.”

“Is that so,” she said momentarily looking down at the jar she held. “The thing is Adam, you had no permission to be there and least of all stealing one of my products. Did you?”

“No,” Adam had to admit.

“That’s right and unfortunately it leaves me with little room for manoeuvre. I can give you two options, the first you can leave right now terminating your employment at this company or,” she said, pausing for a second, making Adam suffer wondering what the seconds option was.

“Or you can get your wish, and try out the product, here, this instant.”

There was utter silence as Adam’s mind went into overdrive. He certainly couldn’t afford to lose this job, times were tough, finding another wasn’t a certainty. He couldn’t believe what he ‘d gotten himself into, again. He nodded slowly, consentingly.

“Is that a yes Adam?”

“Yes,” he said officially feeling like he was handing his dignity over to his boss.

“Good,” she said, straightening her back, getting comfortable on the desk. “Then Strip.”

She slowly rolled the R, emphasising the word and the power she exerted. Adam looked at her as if trying to comprehend that this was really happening, but slowly succumbing to his fate, began to undress.

He took off the jacket of his suit first, laying it on the floor, seeing nowhere else to put it. His tie and shirt followed, then his shoes, belt, trousers and socks. He was now stood only in his white boxers, the boss of the company sat on her desk, only metres from him, scrutinizing his every detail.

“And those,” she said, casually gesturing at his last item of clothing.

A gulping Adam slid them off, his large penis flopping out as he did so. He placed them on the pile of clothes that had formed, the last remaining shreds of dignity he’d ever had. Ms Davenport was impressed. He had a nice muscular body, broad shoulders, and a very nice large, thick, cock. She held out the jar, making Adam come to her. He took it from her, noticing her gaze drifting downwards.

“Go ahead, just as you so wished,” she said, interested to see the effects of the gel on such a virile, well-hung young man.

Adam unscrewed the jar and began lathering his penis with the gel.

“I don’t want to see so much as a speck not covered. Nice and shiny please,” Ms Davenport demanded.

Despite wilful resistance, as it had before, Adam’s penis took only seconds to reach full stiffness.

“The jar please Adam,” she said smiling at the sight of his big cock, standing erect, like a soldier at attention for her.

He walked over to her, with his stiff penis swaying from side to side. After passing her the jar, he returned to where he’d stood. Ms Davenport placed the jar back in the draw and walked towards him. She was almost his height in her heels. She looked him up, and down, and then very slowly walked around him, as if inspecting all of his body.

Adam stood frozen, his heart was palpitating, his manhood already aching. He looked through the glass window. He could see offices in the tower block across the road and prayed no body could make him out. Nice firm ass, thought Ms Davenport, stopping with her head angled, looking him up and then down, taking every inch of him in. She moved once more to his front.

“I’ve got a busy day ahead of me and I don’t want you wasting any more of my time. Is that understood?”

“Yes,” he replied, eager to end this as quickly as possible.

“Yes WHAT?” she barked.

He instinctively edged back a little, from the shock of her raised voice. She strode towards him and gripped his slick, hard, shaft.

“Where do you think you’re going,” she said, pulling him back into position by his manhood.

“Let’s try that again shall we. Is that understood?”

“Yes Ms Davenport,” he said chastened.

“Good, then stand by the desk until I say otherwise.”

He moved awkwardly to one side of the desk as Ms Davenport rounded the other and pressed the intercom.

“Lisa, could you come in here and clear these clothes off the floor please,” she said into the speaker.

“Yes Ms Davenport,” Lisa replied.

Oh no, thought Adam, suddenly gripped by panic. As the door was pushed open, and Lisa entered, her mouth dropped open. Standing buck naked, and erect, was the handsome stud. He had his arms clutched behind him and his circumcised, hard cock, was jutting upwards, big and impressive. It wouldn’t have looked out of place on a porn shoot. She stood before the desk in shock, her eyes lingering on Adam. Adam’s cheeks were burning up, turning from rosy red, to beetroot. Ms Davenport looked up from her laptop and smiled at Lisa’s look of astonishment.

“Adam here, has taken it on himself to demonstrate how effective our new product is, a guinea pig if you will,” she said breaking the spell. “Thank you Lisa, that’ll be all for now.”

Lisa picked up the clothes and as she closed the door, had one last cheeky look at Adam’s big boner and smiled, the day had just perked up considerably.

Ms Davenport sat typing at her desk. She had the onerous daily tasks typical of a woman in a senior position such as herself; business transactions, listening to pitches for new products and reviewing feedback from human resources. Her morning had been full, was to be full, of meetings with crusty old businessman. She’d decided to cancel them however, part of being so successful was to be flexible after all, and days like this didn’t come along often.

She proceeded instead to invite a few of her business friends and associates, sure they’d be more than entertained by her new piece of furniture. Today was going to be a lot more fun than usual that was for sure.

As she typed away, all Adam could think was, ‘how did I get myself into this, how long will she keep me here, like this?’ Turning around a few times he could see the street a fair distance below, full with traffic, people scampering about like ants, the general hubbub of the city. He hoped that it was too far for people to see his bared backside.

After half an hour, Lisa buzzed, alerting Ms Davenport to the arrival of her first appointment. Adam could tell it was half an hour by the slow, steady, tick, of the clock above the door. Lisa of course escorted them in, keen to take every opportunity to see Adam, so unrestrictedly displaying himself. Her pearly whites permanently on display, were an indication of the enjoyment she was taking from seeing him in all his natural glory.

The two women she escorted were mother and daughter, Mediterranean in appearance. Both of them all smiles too, as they laid their eyes on Adam. Having sat down in chairs fronting the desk, Ms Davenport and the two ladies got down to discussing business related matters.

Adam quickly zoned out of the conversation, the intensity of the sensation in his cock too much of a distraction. He was beginning to wonder why it was called a boner and not a cementer. It certainly felt as hard as cement. Out of the corner of his eye he felt the women taking sneaky glances, but whenever he turned towards them they were facing Ms Davenport. Adam was doing his best to look straight ahead, trying to avoid looking at the daughter.

She was wearing an incredibly short red skirt, which had rode up, and was revealing the underside of some upper thigh, tantalisingly close to one ass cheek. She must have been in her early twenties and in the flush of womanhood. It somehow made Adam’s predicament all the more uncomfortable, baring all to a young women, who’d maybe only seen two or three penises in her short life.

Adam had little choice, however, except to grin and bear it and present himself to the clothed ladies. As the meeting came to a close the two women took one, long, obvious gaze in Adam’s direction before leaving.

Ms Davenport stood in front of Adam inspecting the strength of his cock. It hadn’t wilted at all she noted pleasingly. Judging by it, the gel was sure to be a success.

“Thirsty?” she asked. Adam nodded his throat was feeling perched.

Having filled a glass of water from the cooler, Ms Davenport poured the liquid into Adam’s mouth like she was watering an expensive office plant. His arms were still clenched behind him, he was doing his utmost to avoid touching himself. A few drops dripped onto Adam’s chest, a few onto his swollen erection. There light touch made his cock throb.

“Oops, how clumsy of me,” said Ms Davenport, dabbing one finger onto his chest to mop up the water, and then another without warning onto the tip of Adam’s excited cock. The touch felt heavenly, yet excruciating because of its briefness. Ms Davenport smiled her thin smile.

“Don’t get too excited, I wouldn’t want there to be any accidents, the floors just been cleaned you know,” she said returning to the desk.

Three more meetings took place in the next two hours, each with mature friends of Ms Davenport. All of the women took great delight in the spectacle that greeted them. They seemed to Adam to generally talk about business, but every now and then he would hear a turn of phrase like; ‘The Dow-Jones certainly is up today’ or ‘isn’t there a stiff breeze blowing outside.’ 

In the second meeting, Ms Davenport showed the lady some pictures of her grandchildren on her phone, upon which she said ‘Ahh look how large little dick has got.’ The women were clearly having fun at his expense. After the meetings had concluded Ms Davenport told him she was going out for lunch.

“Lisa will watch over you while I’m gone, and I want you to treat her every order as if it was my own.” She tapped his cock ensuring his attention. “Is that understood?”

“Yes Ms Davenport,” he said submissively.

“Good.”

He watched her stride out the room, wondering when this torment would end.

Ms Davenport’s pretty golden haired assistant, Lisa, sat slightly to Adam’s right, directly facing him. Her nipples were hard under the thin peach material covering her soft, firm breasts. She was crunching on an apple.

“I still don’t understand,” she was saying, referring to Adam’s actions this morning. He’d told her about trying to take the gel, why he was being disciplined.

“I wouldn’t dare risk crossing Ms Davenport,” she said mentally stroking his willy.

“I’m beginning to see why,” Adam replied. There was a gentle tap on the door. They both looked towards it.

“Come in,” said Lisa expectantly.

In walked Keeley, the bubbly and sexy secretary who had witnessed Adam’s explosive performance last week. Lisa and her were good friends and when she’d learnt of the uncompromising situation Adam had found himself in, there was no way she’d was going to miss it.

She looked sensational in a charcoal grey pinstriped dress. Below the midriff the short dress was pleated like a tennis skirt, she wore sexy black boots. Adam found her incredibly attractive and couldn’t believe it, he’d tried his best all last week to avoid her, and yet here she was seeing him stark bollock naked once more, his pecker pointing obscenely to the ceiling.

“Hi Adam,” she said smiling, her eyes taking all of him in. “What is it with you and your willy.”

“Is there something I’m missing?” asked Lisa as she threw her finished apple in the bin.

Keeley moved a chair next to Lisa and recounted the events of last week in graphic detail. She’d brought Adam a sandwich telling him a ‘big boy like you needs to keep his stamina up.’ He took it gratefully and scoffed it as Keeley talked. The distraction did little to prevent his blushing. The two young women were displaying a lot of flesh, making the most of their light tanned skin and the hot summer. They were the kind of women who could put the heat on any man, never mind one with virility enhancing gel slathered over his cock.

“How much fun do you want to have?” Keeley asked.

“As much as we can get away with,” Lisa replied, looking up at Adam naughtily.

Keeley extracted a white feather from her purse. The young women smiled and giggled excitedly.

“Erm Adam, could you come a little closer please,” asked Keeley.

Adam did as was told and stood between them. He knew they had all the power. All Lisa had to do was tell Ms Davenport he’d been disobedient and he’d be in for it. Keeley, grinning, slowly ran the feather up and down the underside of Adam’s shaft, slowly over the sensitive dark pink glands on the end of his knob.

His cock twitched at the light, light, touch of the feather, it was an intoxicating mix of pleasure and unbearable desire. He was gasping for more when Keeley stopped and handed the feather over to Lisa, as the two women continued their relentless teasing.

“What do you think we should nickname Adam’s big schlong?” asked Keeley.

“How about the Loch Ness monster,” said Lisa, gently tickling Adam’s engorged helmet. Both of them burst into spontaneous fits of laughter.

“No,” said Keeley. “Adam’s cock is far too hard for that. How about….Big Bertha….or Stallion....he’s certainly hung like a horse.”

The ladies were in hysterics. Adam was trembling at their touch, he didn’t how much more of this he could take. Lisa handed the feather back to Keeley.

“I’ve got it Big Ben…ding dong,” said Lisa.

“After the cock tower,” cried Keeley almost crying in hysterics.

Adam felt a deep rise and fall within him, his jaw clenched, his eyes rolled back. Noticing his overly excited prick, Lisa told Keeley to stop. It was too late, yet just in time. A small, but definite drop of white cum dribbled from the opening of Adam’s urethra. Keeley had stopped just in time, preventing a full blown orgasm.

“That was close,” said Keeley, carefully wiping the mess from the end of Adam’s penis.

“A little too close, I don’t think Ms Davenport would take to kindly if Adam shot his load without her permission,” said Lisa, highlighting Adam’s utter subordination. Keeley put the feather away. Adam didn’t know whether if it was because of what happened, but he suddenly had the strongest urge to pee and was hopping on one foot. The two women giggled as his cock bounced around.

“Lisa, this is no joke, I really need to pee,” he said in discomfort.

“Can’t you bend it forward or something?” asked Keeley.

He took hold of his cock and tried to push it forward, but it was just too stiff and sprang back slapping against his belly. The two young women were trying their best not to burst into more hysterics.

“Ah, Ah, Ah, Ms Davenport said no touching,” warned Lisa.

“I’ve got an idea,” Keeley said smiling naughtily.

Adam held himself up by his strong arms, and leaned his legs, ass and back against the wall for support, his entire body was upside down. Keeley took hold of his cock, which now pointed downwards, placing the glass from the water cooler under it.

“Go ahead,” she instructed.

Adam thought of monsoon rains, cascading waterfalls and felt a sensation of relief wash over him as a steady stream of urine filled the glass. The release felt good. Lisa watching on shook her head, laughing at the bizarre sight. It was like something out of a sordid carnival show. Adam couldn’t believe he’d now not only shot his load into a glass for Keeley, but also peed into one. Keeley dabbed at his cock, cleaning any excess fluid before Adam righted himself.

“As good as new,” said Keeley looking down at his still bone rigid dick.

“I’ll take those,” Lisa said taking the glass and tissue away to be discarded, leaving Keeley and Adam alone for a second. Adam sensed an opportunity to end this agonising feeling.

“Please finish me off Keeley,” Adam implored. “I’m desperate,” he begged, thrusting his stiff cock towards her.

He no longer cared about his dignity or any semblance of respect, but knew if he were to do it himself, without permission, there’d be severe consequences.

Keeley was enjoying feeling such power over this buck-naked hunk. She held a finger up to her mouth as if thinking about it. She knew Adam had his flaws, but when the layers were stripped back, he wasn’t all bad. He just had a huge ego that made him act inconsiderately, with a lack of empathy. This discipline was definitely doing him good she thought.

“I’m sorry Adam,” she said finally. “But I just can’t get Lisa into any trouble."

Adam’s shoulders slumped forward in despair the agony was to continue. 

Keeley soon left, and on the hour, Adam was stood back at his spot by the desk when Ms Davenport returned. She was accompanied by a red-headed women in her forties, in a black trouser suit, who didn’t seem fazed in the slightest seeing a stark naked man, with a thick, stiff, seven inch cock standing in the office. He’d clearly been discussed over lunch.

“Any trouble Lisa?”

“No, good as gold.”

Lisa gave Adam a wink.

“Good,” Ms Davenport said nodding. “That’ll be all for now."

After Lisa had departed the two women began discussing legal matters. Adam soon gathered from the conversation that the red headed woman was a high-powered lawyer of some sort.

“So what would the usual course of action be, for an insubordinate employee caught red handed in the act of stealing?” asked Ms Davenport.

Adam was clearly intended to hear this.

“There’d certainly be strong grounds for outright dismissal, with no compensation for the employee. Of course, they’d have to re-compensate the company for the cost of any items stolen,” she replied, clearly enjoying the exchange, knowing exactly whom it was intended for.

Adam was becoming increasingly angry at being paraded naked in front of whomever Ms Davenport chose. He was growing tired of her games and in a pique of frustration, spoke out:

“Yeah and what’s the punishment for sexual harassment?”

He regretted the words as soon as they’d left his lips. Ms Davenport was on him in a flash.

“How dare you!” she roared, standing in his face, his stiff cock only millimetres from touching her cream skirt. “The door is there,” she said gesturing towards it. “You have my permission to leave at any time.”

She’d called his bluff, his feet remained firmly where they were.

“No, in that case keep your mouth firmly shut unless spoken to,” she said coolly looking him over, as if unbelieving of his temerity. “In fact get on your knees, you don’t deserve to look at me at eye level.”

Adam kneeled and felt the cool polished marble floor against his knees. With his arms clenched behind him he looked like a prisoner of war, obeying an enemies command. Ms Davenport returned to her seat.

“Can you believe the cheek of it,” she said to the smirking redhead, who’d enjoyed seeing the clearly frustrated and, tetchy male stud, put back in his place.

She’d been impressed by Ms Davenport’s strong decisive authority. The way she’d speedily got the strapping man completely under her control again.

Ms Davenport’s action ensured the remainder of the meeting passed without incident. Adam’s new kneeling position felt even more embarrassing, if that was possible. It also meant his hard cock was always in his eye line, wherever he’d look, he couldn’t but be reminded of his intense arousal. As soon as the redhead left, Ms Davenport loomed over him.

“If you ever disrespect me like that again, you’ll lose far more than just your job!”

Into the afternoon Ms Davenport worked away, writing and responding to emails, researching new business opportunities. On the floor Adam’s body was aching all over and when Ms Davenport pressed the intercom, he wondered who’d be next to see him desperate and frustrated, at the mercy of his boss.

“Lisa, could you please send Claire up from I.T. I’m having a spot of bother uploading some new software, thank you.”

“With pleasure Ms Davenport.”

When Lisa escorted Claire into the office she found Adam’s position amusing. She thought his legs must have been tired, and Ms Davenport had allowed him to rest them. Little did she know of the scolding he’d received.

Claire following was astounded to see hunky Adam naked, hard, and with Ms Davenport sitting calmly behind her desk, as if it was the most natural thing in the world. She’d seen handsome Adam around the building, always wondered if he had a buff body. Now she new, not only was that true, but he also had a supersized prick.

Adam didn’t recognise her, she was plain with mousey hair and glasses, not the sort of woman he’d pay much attention to.

“Hello Claire. I’m having some trouble with some software, could you please take a look.”

“Of course, no problem Ms Davenport.”

Claire rounded the desk, trying to keep from staring at Adam.

“I’ve got to pop out for few moments Claire, I’ll leave that with you.”

As Claire got to work on the laptop, Ms Davenport left the office. Adam’s brain was swirling, panicked, wondering when she’d return, end his punishment. He turned to his left and saw Claire bending over the desk, busily working on the laptop. She had a nice ass, peachy and firm, it pushed at the thin nylon of her grey trousers. He imagined himself grinding his cock on it, climaxing up and over her entire back.

“What the hell do you think your doing!” came the unexpected voice of Ms Davenport.

She’d returned without Adam noticing, snapping him out of his reverie. She marched over to him and pulled him up by his extraordinarily sensitive cock, and led him to a spot in front of the desk. Claire puzzled couldn’t believe her eyes.

“Do you think it’s acceptable ogling a colleague in the working environment?”

Adam sheepishly shook his head.

“I thought not,” said a stern looking Ms Davenport. She was enjoying this. “Let’s see how you like it. I want you to spin, slowly for me.”

Ms Davenport twirled a finger in a loop, showing what she wanted from him.

“You’re going to find out how it feels, Claire take a good look.”

As Adam slowly spun on the spot like the needle on an old record player, he couldn’t believe the double standard. He’d been ogled by nearly a dozen women today at Ms Davenport’s behest. As he spun around for a second, third and then fourth time, he bit his tongue, preventing himself from speaking out.

Claire certainly wasn’t complaining. She feasted her eyes on him, having never seen such a juicy, meaty cock, and firm muscular body in the flesh.

“That’s enough,” said Ms Davenport finally.

Adam, humiliated, walked back to his spot by the desk and kneeled down.

“Its good to see you’re finally learning,” Ms Davenport said, watching him with her arms crossed.

When Claire had left, Ms Davenport got back to her work, unperturbed. The same couldn’t be said of Adam. The sensation in his cock was becoming indescribable, every tick of the clock seemed like an age. Ms Davenport pressed her intercom, what now thought Adam.

“Lisa could you please bring in a tissue, Adam seems to be dribbling.”

“Huh.” I’m not dribbling he thought mystified.

Lisa thought the same when she walked towards him, her heels clicking on the marble floor, but the realisation dawned as she looked down at throbbing Big Ben. Adam followed her gaze and saw a length of pre-cum dangling from it, swinging crudely. A puddle of it had also formed on the floor.

Amused, Lisa crouched down in that sexy feminine way with both legs together, and delicately dabbed a tissue on his penis, removing the long length of pre-cum. She cleaned the floor and then flashed Adam a cheeky smile.

“All taken care of Ms Davenport,” said Lisa, still grinning at him.

“Thank you,” she replied busy typing.

Lisa exited, leaving Adam wondering how much more of this he’d have to take, it was nearing five, surely he’d be allowed to leave soon. The intercom buzzed.

“Ms Davenport your five o’clock is here.”

The gold handle of the door went down and in walked Lisa escorting, Laura, Adam’s colleague and chief tormentor of a week ago. She’d spent all day at a conference, but upon learning of Adam’s predicament from Keeley, had quickly booked an appointment with Ms Davenport. For Adam this was a new low.

Up until last week he’d viewed her as a goody two shoes never doing wrong. Someone he’d soon have senior command over, to order and carry out any tasks he disliked. After her humiliation of him, however, he realised her butter wouldn’t melt image was just a projection, she was as manipulative as they come.

This just couldn’t be any better thought Laura, as she spotted Adam kneeling beside the desk. He looked like a tamed animal, like a Great Dane, a fully trained pet under the whims and fancies of its owner. A rival until last week, Laura had well and truly stamped her authority over him.

She looked flawless as usual in her above the knee, pink sleeveless dress, her luxurious dark brown hair falling behind her. She was shapely and athletic, a boys wet dream. Adam had well and truly more than met his match. As Lisa left, Laura took a seat, she’d brought a box of goodies with her.

“Hello Laura, I hear you have some new products to show me.”

Ms Davenport liked Laura, she was reliable and efficient, the sort of woman who had high standards and met any goals she set herself.

“I have one or two things that might interest you,” she said, pulling from a leather purse, a thin, pink, cylindrical piece of rubber that looked like a children’s toy.

Adam didn’t trust her and was staring at her out of the corner of his eye, warily.

“Hmm…if only we had a volunteer,” she said fixing her gaze on Adam.

Ms Davenport caught her drift.

“Adam get up here,” she ordered.

He got to his feet and stood next to Laura, who wasting no time, nonchalantly grabbed his big cock and began to wind the flexible pink rubber around it. Ms Davenport had a feeling these products were going to be a little trite, but she was only too happy to indulge a good employee like Laura.

“This is the Fleximo and has several uses, but this is my favourite.”

Laura fully wrapped the device around Adam’s cock, like a vine encircling a tree, before pressing a button on the end. The whole thing started to vibrate slowly, for Adam, agonisingly slowly.

“Something of a party piece,” said Laura smiling, revelling in Adam’s discomfort.

“How does it feel Adam?” asked Ms Davenport.

Adam managed only a long, deep, pleasurable groan.

“Looks like he likes it,” Ms Davenport concluded.

“Oh and if he misbehaves,” Laura said almost forgetting.

She held up a small remote, looked at Adam with a devilish grin, and pressed another button. Adam grimaced as the device let out an unexpected short, sharp, shock.

“Hah, how very funny,” said Ms Davenport.

As Adam’s cock pulsed to the slow steady beat of the Fleximo, Laura pulled out her second item. It was a black rubber gag that looked like a horses muzzle. They had to try this out, of course.

“The rubber is coated in a special chemical that makes it self-cleaning,” said Laura, attaching it around Adam’s head.

“Interesting,” said Miss Davenport, raising an eyebrow.

“Open up.”

Adam was still coping with the sensation of the Fleximo and was putty in Laura’s hands. He bit down on the rubber tube.

“Very good. I wish I’d only had this earlier,” said Ms Davenport, breaking into a chuckle.

Even then, Laura wasn’t finished with him. The next two objects she extracted from her box of tricks were some pink handcuffs, and a metal hook connected to a plastic sucker. Adam’s eyes widened when he saw them.

“I think a wall would be best for this,” mused Laura.

The two women walked over to a space by the wall, Laura leading Adam by his cock, keeping up her pretence of seriousness, explaining how the hook with the sucker could be stuck to a variety of surfaces.

“Very handy,” said Laura, reaching up on her tippy toes, suckering the hook high on the wall.

She told Adam to place his hands in front of him, he could tell she was loving this, but submissively followed her orders, being way, way, beyond resisting. She cuffed his hands and asked him to lift his arms. As he did so she hooked the chain of the handcuffs around the hook.

It left Adam stood, hard, helpless and with no voice to object. The clothed ladies surveyed the site of him, like a captive warrior at the mercy of two female tribe leaders. His big dick was leaking pre-cum again, the Fleximo still remorselessly stimulating him. It was then that the buzzer on Ms Davenport’s desk went off.

“There’s a Mr Scott for you,” came the voice of Lisa.

“I’ll take this one outside,” said Ms Davenport, elegantly walking out.

Elegant was not a word to describe Adam. Naked and trussed up in the objects Laura had brought, he looked ridiculous. It was just, him, and her in the office now. The second time in under two weeks, she’d had complete control over him. She looked at him and smiling began untangling the Fleximo from his penis.

“You know, Adam, I’m beginning to think you enjoy being a naughty boy just to get punished.”

She flicked her hair in his face as she finally freed the last of the pink Fleximo from him. She ran a hand over his light chest hair, feeling his firm chest, gently tweaking a nipple.

“I’ve had a talk with Ms Davenport and there’ll be some changes over the coming weeks. You’ll be doing be a lot more work and monitored a lot more closely. If your performance is substandard you’ll be disciplined accordingly.”

She slapped his ass making his penis jut forward and bob up and down obscenely, dancing for her amusement. Crouching down directly in front of his stricken cock, he thought she was going to take him in her mouth, but she puckered her rosy lips and blew warm air onto his helpless manhood. Adam raised his head to the heavens. The feeling was phenomenal, but equally torturous.

When she stopped she returned to her box of tricks, retrieving something. Adam wondered what she was up to.

“You know, Adam, you really don’t know when you’re beat.”

He soon learnt what the object was she’d retrieved. It was the jar of gel she’d used on him a week ago. Adam’s head dropped, she raised it with a single finger on his chin.

“I want you to see all of this,” she said dipping two fingers in the jar, smiling at his predicament.

She slowly began massaging the gel into his now purple glands.

“You really need to learn to be a good boy from now on Adam,” she said, watching his twitching and pulsating cock, amused that the gel would not only further intensify his sensitivity, but also delay his release.

For the next gruelling ten minutes, Adam, had to endure Laura’s teasing, as she very lightly ran the tip of one finger around Adam’s bulbous head. The feeling was excruciating. 

When Ms Davenport returned the two women unhooked him from the wall and removed the gag. Adam was too immersed in his private battle between pleasure and pain to speak. Laura proceeded to stick the sucker to the desk, front and centre. As the two women chatted by the door he looked over at Laura, at her smooth toned legs and imagined her soft pink pussy, imagined how good it would feel to stick his cock into it. Laura glanced over at Adam, his cock looked like it was about to explode of its own accord. She had one last gift before leaving. 

She took from her wrist the cock-ring from last week and placed it again over Adam’s hard cock, under his aching balls. On leaving she told him not to stay up to late and was off. Adam could only respond by mouthing the word bye. His cock felt like it was on fire, had been drenched in oil and left out in the sun all day, before being flogged mercilessly. Ms Davenport tutted at him and went back to her work.

“You’re going to find out what its like to work a full day, not all of us get to rush home at five."

As the tapping of Ms Davenport’s typing continued, Adam s mind was in another dimension. The cock-ring and extra gel, Laura had applied, had taken things to another realm of torture. He was so out of it, he did a double take when he looked up to the clock and saw another hour had passed. Ms Davenport’s typing stopped and she towered over him.

“When I shortly release you from these handcuffs, you will be allowed to leave, but take this as your final warning. I’ve told Laura to keep a close eye on you.”

Adam nodded, thrusting his cock at Ms Davenport, trying with all his will not to rub it against her silky legs. His senses had been reduced from five to one all he craved was touch.

“Lisa,” Ms Davenport said into her speaker. “Would you bring Adam’s clothes in here please.”

When Lisa entered she was shocked to see Adam handcuffed to the front of Ms Davenport’s desk and amused to find the cock-ring pushing Adam’s cock forward, displaying his plump balls proudly. Where had that come from she wondered. She put Adam’s neatly folded clothes on a chair.

“Lisa,” said Ms Davenport, stopping her before she left. “Don’t ever be intimidated by a man.”

She glanced at Adam, who was thrusting his hips forward humping the air, trying to reach Ms Davenport’s silky pantyhose.

“Look at what they can be reduced to.”

Lisa walked out amazed at Adam’s level of arousal, astonished at the day’s events.

Ms Davenport finally unlocked Adam from the desk and handcuffs. He immediately rushed to his clothes and put them on untidily, barely buttoning his shirt, stuffing his tie into his pockets and not bothering with his socks. Ms Davenport at her desk didn’t even look at him as he ran out the office. The lobby was empty, Lisa not at her post. Adam was too agitated to wait for the lift, and ran to the stairwell, descended down it at speed, all the while furiously rubbing his crotch.

He rushed for the floor he worked on and rattled the washroom door. It was locked. “God damn it,” he swore. He ran to the nearest room, it was the very same room Laura had introduced Adam to the gel a week previously. It was modest with a rectangular table at its centre, dark glass panels along one wall. Slamming the door, Adam grabbed a chair propping it under the door, he wasn’t going to be seen by anyone this time.

Within seconds Adam had his trousers and boxers around his ankles, had ripped his shirt open, pinging the few button’s he’d done up on the floor. He lay against the table moving his hand rapidly over his pulsating cock. It was wet and shiny, dripping pre-cum. Adam moved from the table to the glass panelled wall, placing one hand on the dark glass, the other was pumping his manhood with such speed his hand was almost a blur.

For a brief second he caught sight of himself reflected in the glass, he looked like a wild animal, beads of sweat ran from his forehead, his body glistened. Images of the women he’d seen throughout the day flashed through his mind, before lingering on Ms Davenport. The moment she’d sat perched on her desk, handing him the jar of gel. That look of utter, self possessed smugness she’d given him.

Adam felt a huge surge of pressure within him, he closed his eyes and his stroking slowed slightly, the entire the length of him shook. Pure ecstasy over came him, wave after wave of pleasure flowed through him, as stream after stream of milky white cum exploded, gushing like a geyser from him, splattering and then running down the glass panelled wall where it landed.

Opening his eyes he took a deep breath, what an orgasm, finally he’d felt the release that had built up all day, relief, joyous, unhindered relief. But then….what the. A light came on in the adjoining room. “Oh My God” was all Adam could mouth. The room was full of his female colleagues. Sexy Keeley and Lisa were laughing in hysterics, plain Claire from I.T. was still staring lustily at his cock, Hannah, and fat Sally, were giggling at the thought that this was the second time he’d put on such a show for them in under two weeks. Laura stood in the centre, clapping, smiling broadly.

To Adam’s utter horror, there was another figure in the room. Smiling by the light switch her thin smile was Ms Davenport. She’d premeditated Adam’s actions, known where he would go. She’d taken the elevator, ordered for the washroom door to be locked and asked the women to convene here. Looking at mortified Adam trying to cover his still dribbling cock, she thought how predictable men were when it came to their desires. As she left the women to their fun, she was pleased, this gel was going to be a money-spinner.
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