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Chapter One

When I asked Elsie what her name was short for, she insisted it was short for nothing.  “I am Elsie, hear me roar,” she said, and that seemed pretty spot on.  She had transferred to our medical program from another school and had immediately emerged as the star pupil in our class.  She was smart, she was driven, she was fearsome.  And she was beautiful.  Dear God, was she beautiful.  Her hair was straight, worn just past her shoulders, and while at first glance it seemed such a dark brown it might even be black, under the right light you could see the reddish highlights, and its sheen gave it the luster of high end polished oak.  We were all of us young, but the twinkle in her brown eyes belied her studiousness and stole years from her, making her look even younger than her actual age of 22.  She was thin, with firm but small breasts, and her smile could melt away the exhaustion of endless study, or make you forget the upcoming exam your entire future rode on. 

I was smitten on first meeting her, and by the end of the first week in her presence, I thought I might actually be in love.  When she invited me over to her place to study, I agreed right away, despite the clear precedent of my inability to retain any information while she was around.

We hadn’t discussed a lot about our personal lives.  In med school there’s little time to form attachments, but honestly that wasn’t the sole reason.  Elsie intimidated me.  Competition was a real and ever-present thing in my program, all of us vying for recommendations from our professors, and while we still had a year to go before we had to start entertaining the notion of a specialty, all of us had an eye on our placement after fourth year.  Elsie was unmatched, so competition wasn’t even a thing when referencing her - not if you wanted to win, anyway.  But I wanted to impress her as badly or more than I wanted to impress those who could actually impact my placement.  She was probably a distraction I didn’t need.

As she pulled us to the curb in front of a residential house, I was surprised to see a second car in the driveway.  “You don’t live alone?” I asked her.  Myself and every other student I knew lived on or near campus in tiny, cramped apartments.  But the house we were arriving to was large and homey looking.  The holidays were still a ways off, but there were Christmas lights strung, unlit around the eves.  Maybe they were there all year.

“I do not,” she said with a smile.  “Though sometimes I envy those of you who do.”

“Why’s that?”

“Come inside and I’ll introduce you to why.”

The home’s interior reflected the outside.  There was a real fire going in a fireplace in the living room, just off the entry.  Attractive but well worn furniture throughout.  The smell of something baking that suffused the whole place.  And her parents.  I’d had no idea Elsie lived with family.

“How you doing?” her father, a portly man with graying hair asked, shaking my hand.  “Patrick, is it?”

“That’s right,” I told him.

“Well, it’s lovely to meet you,” her mother told me.  “We meet so few of Elsie’s classmates.”

“That’s because we’re busy, Mom,” Elsie told her, an edge of irritation in her voice.  She rolled her eyes at me, but I found it all charming.  My own parents were a four hour drive distant, and the idea of living rent free, while shouldering the full burdens of tuition seemed like an otherworldly dream.  She envied me?  I envied her!

There was another voice that spoke then, one that sounded a lot like Elsie’s, though higher pitched and less exhausted.  A girl, surely Elsie’s sister, poked her head around her mother’s side.  She was the spitting image of her sister, but even younger in appearance, shorter by about three inches, and with longer hair.  “Hey, I’m Xan,” she said.

“That’s Alex,” Elsie told me, gesturing to the girl and sighing.

“Xan,” the girl assured me again, and she held out her hand as her father had for me to shake.

“Her name’s Alexandra,” her mother explained, noting my look of confusion.

“Ah,” I said, and accepted her handshake.  “Pleased to meet you, Xan.”

She smiled and yep, she was the spitting image of her sister.  This girl was going to be an absolute heartbreaker.  Or already was, I supposed.  She was definitely at least in her late teens, and maybe only a couple years younger than Elsie.  It was hard to tell with either of them.

“Let’s go,” Elsie said, and she took me by the hand (my heart tripped over in my chest, just at her touch), and dragged me past her family.  Her mother called after us that if we needed anything all we had to do was ask, and her sister just watched us go, grinning and shaking her head.

When we were safely tucked away in her bedroom I said, “I had no idea you lived with your family.”

“That’s the main reason I transferred.  Cut down on costs.”

“Smart.  And they seem nice!”

“They are nice.  Which is nice when I want nice.  It’s not nice when I want to study or when I want other than nice.”

“What’s other than nice?”

“Not my family.  Let’s study.”

Straight down to business.  That’s how it always was with me and Elsie.  She had evidenced little to no interest in me as a romantic partner, though in fairness, I hadn’t mustered the courage to be anything more than oblique in my advances.  I wasn’t always this shy with women, but like I said, she intimidated me.  Pervading everything else, all of her good qualities, she gave off a sense of isolation, a sense of otherness.  A sense of secrecy, at least to me and the rest of the students in our program.  She hadn’t dated anyone in our circle, seldom joined us for drinks after class, disappeared quickly afterward if she did.  I had no idea what she wanted or what she enjoyed besides medicine, and maybe that was part of her allure for me.  She wasn’t just playing hard to get, she wasn’t just unattainable.  She was inscrutable.

I tried to gain some insight into who she was and what she was into by the décor of her bedroom, but it didn’t help much.  She kept it clean and spartan.  There were a few old trophies from various high school competitions, and a neat row of her high school year books.  Most everything else was dedicated to her studies - medical journals, medical books, even a DVD series showcasing various surgical techniques.  When she excused herself to the washroom at one point, I’m embarrassed to admit I quickly looked through her desk drawers.  At the bottom of one, buried under more medical magazines and books, I found an old and dog-eared copy of Playgirl.  So, at least I could surmise she was into guys.  But other than that, I really learned nothing.

After our study session, I was standing on her porch in my light Autumn jacket, waiting for her to say goodbye to her parents when Xan came to the door, smiling.  I smiled back and said nothing but she surprised me then by asking, “Are you her boyfriend?”

“Ah, no,” I laughed.

“You’re cuter than her last boyfriend,” she asserted.

“Am I?  Who was her last boyfriend?”

She shrugged.  “A dude named Luke.  That was a while back, though.”

“What happened to him?”

But she just gave me a pitying look, shook her head as she had before, chuckled and went back inside.  I stared after her, trying to guess or reason at the meaning of her response until Elsie came out to drive me home.

We were halfway back to my apartment, when Elsie asked, “Do you have an extra twenty minutes?”

It was unexpected and not at all unwelcome.  I had an extra twenty years, if she wanted them.  I nodded, shrugged, then, when she didn’t see me because her were eyes on the road, answered, “Sure.  What’s up?”

“I’m supposed to meet someone on the main campus,” she said.  “It’s on the way to your place, so saves me having to double back later.”

“Okay.  Is this a school thing, or a friend...?”

She chuckled and answered, “A little of both, I guess.”  Then she cast me a sidelong glance and said, “It’s just something for fun.  It won’t take long, I promise.”

I said okay, and before long we were trudging across the quad toward a section of the university I’d never had cause to approach.  Our medical adjunct was mostly isolated from the rest of the campus, with a few of the more specialized buildings actually scattered throughout the city, or, in one case, directly attached to a hospital.  But she had us trekking toward some place called Astor Auditorium.  I’d heard of it before, or seen it, more to the point, on fliers tacked to cork boards in various school buildings.  I’m sure it served other functions, but I knew it as the location where the theatre students put on their plays and musicals.  I’d never been.

“Who are we meeting?” I asked.

“Her name’s Misty.  Old friend from high school.”

“Misty,” I chuckled.  “Sounds like a porn name.”

She gave a low laugh of her own, then counselled, “Don’t ever say that to her.  She’s going into acting, wants a legit film career, and I don’t think she’s forgiven her parents for the name.  Sometimes she talks about changing it.  It suits her, though.”

Misty was waiting for us just inside the broad, glass entry doors.  She was a petite thing with curled blonde hair that flowed down to her shoulders, a beaming smile and wide blue eyes.  She had the right look for film and television.  She hugged Elsie, then looked curiously at me till Elsie got the introductions out of the way.  She kept glancing at me with what almost seemed trepidation as she guided us down a hall, past the heavy double doors that led into the auditorium proper.  We went through a side door instead, up a long set of stairs that came out on a balcony overlooking the main stage and the orchestra level.  It almost looked like an old school movie theatre, with plush, red, fold down seats and a heavy red curtain draping at the proscenium.  The only difference was the thrust stage. 

Up here on the mezzanine Misty paused and cast such a look of caution at me that Elsie asked if I would mind giving them a moment.  She suggested I grab a seat on the balcony, so I made my way along to the front row, sitting a good forty feet away from them, so they could be sure I wouldn’t overhear whatever they were discussing.  I did glance back occasionally, saw them both giggling and nodding, saw Misty hand Elsie something and nod toward another metal staircase.  A moment later, the two of them ascended that set of stairs, leaving me alone on the balcony for about five minutes.  Then they returned, still smiling and laughing.  Misty reminded Elsie, “Tomorrow.  7:30.  Use the same set of stairs.”  Then she said her goodbyes, walking off across the balcony to disappear down the stairs on the opposite side.

On the way back to the car I asked Elsie what that had all been about.

“Like I said, Patrick, just something for fun,” she answered.

“What’s tomorrow at 7:30?” I asked.

“Fun,” she re-iterated, and she threw me a devilish smile.

I only lived about a ten minute drive further and the whole way I tried to work up the courage to ask Elsie out.  This had been the longest we had ever spent together, just the two of us, and I feared that if I didn’t make a move soon she would come to see me as nothing more than a friend.  Actually, I feared she already saw me that way, but waiting any longer would cement it.  So, as she pulled us over in front of my crappy apartment complex, I just blurted it: “Do you want to go out with me?”

She smiled as if she had been expecting the question, stared at me for a long time.  She finally said, “You don’t want to go out with me, Patrick.”

“Um...  pretty sure I do.  Hence the whole asking you out thing.”

“You’re cute,” she answered.  “And you’re a soon-to-be doctor, so you’re a catch.  But I’m not your type.”  She held up a hand when she saw me gearing up to argue the counter-point, and added, “I’m not most guys’ type.”

“Well, I’m not most guys,” I came back straight away. 

She sighed, cocked her head to the side, looked at me askance.  I wasn’t sure what she was trying to convey, so I just pressed on, saying, “Tomorrow night.  This thing you’re doing for fun.  I like fun.  I could come with you to that.”

“You wouldn’t find it fun,” she insisted.

“How do you know?”

“Because if you did, you wouldn’t be asking me out.”

I had no idea what that meant.  No idea how to respond.  But it was clear she was rebuffing me, so I finally just said, “Look, if you’re not interested...  if you don’t find me attractive, or whatever-”

“I do,” she came back straight away, and I straightened a little in my seat, confused smile finding its way to my lips.  “It’s just...  I don’t date, per se.”

“Because of the school workload?”

“That would be reason enough,” she agreed.  “But no.  I tend to...  tend to my own needs.  If you follow me...”  She sighed.

“Here’s the thing,” I told her.  “You keep to yourself.  That’s no secret.  And I know you’re newer to the program, so some cliques and stuff were sort of established before you arrived, and maybe that’s why...?  I...  I just really like you.  I think you’re pretty much the most amazing person I ever met.  And if you are lonely, as sometimes you seem, I’m offering...  I’d like to...”  I sighed, too, finally just tacked on again, “I like you.”

She stared at me for a long hard moment, but a smile finally climbed her face again, one warm and somehow melancholy at the same time.  What she finally said was, “That will more than likely change.  But okay.  If you want to spend time together...  tomorrow night might be ideal.  To break you into things.”

“Really?” I said.  “Okay.  So, what is it, like a party or something?  Do I need to dress any way special?”

“Not a party,” she said.  “It’ll just be you and me.  Alone.”

“Excellent!  This is...  I’m in.”

“But there are some rules.  The first is secrecy.  You don’t utter a word of what goes on tomorrow night to anyone.  Ever.  You understand?  Anyone, ever.”

“Okay...”  I said.  I could hear how serious she was and I can’t deny it made me nervous.

“The second thing,” she said, “is that if you do come along, once things get rolling, you’re stuck there with me for the duration.  You won’t be able to leave till it’s done.”

“Unless you’re planning to beat me with a stick or something, I can’t see wanting to leave,” I joked.

She assured me, “Nothing’s going to happen to you, at all.  Don’t be nervous about that.  But I need to emphasize, you won’t be able to leave.  Like, not even to go to the bathroom.  So pee beforehand.”

“Pee first,” I agreed.  “Check.” 

“And finally,” she said, “you can judge me.  That’s expected.  I take it as a given.  You want to know me, this’ll help you know me, but it also leaves me completely open to your judgement.  But you keep it to yourself if you disapprove.  You’re the one asking me to tag along, not the other way around.  You gonna be able to abide by that?”

“I can keep my opinions to myself,” I promised.  “But I may surprise you.  Maybe I’ll enjoy it.”
“I doubt it.”

“I’ll be with you,” I reminded her.  “What if I do?  What if I get through this scary, secret, no-pee evening intact, and still want to spend more time with you?  Will you go out with me, then?  Like, on a traditional, urination-allowed date?”

“Think of this like initiation,” she said.  “If you get through this, we can talk about next steps.”

“Jesus, dating you is harder than joining a frat!”

She laughed at that.  A little too hard. 


Chapter Two

We didn’t talk about our date much at school the next day, other than for her to confirm she’d pick me up at 7.  She told me to just dress comfortably.  Actually, her exact words were, “I don’t care what you wear,” which didn’t precisely leave me feeling like the bell of the ball, but whatever - a whole evening alone with the girl of my dreams.  And a chance to find out what she defined as “fun”.  I didn’t figure there was much that could spoil it.

But I was surprised to find it wasn’t just the two of us when she picked me up.  I climbed into the front seat beside Elsie, noted her cute outfit, her feminine top, so unlike what she wore day to day in school, her short skirt, had just enough time to question if I was underdressed in my button down T-shirt and jeans before I heard the dispirited, “Hey,” from the back, and glanced over my shoulder to see Xan there.  Looking like a gorgeous, slightly younger, smaller version of Elsie.

“Hey,” I said to her, then turned my confused eyes on Elsie.

“She’s not coming with us,” Elsie assured me.  “I’m just dropping her off at a friend’s en route.”

“Let me come!” Xan insisted.  She had leaned over to grip the interior edges of both front seats, thrusting her head between them.  “I won’t tell anyone!”

“No,” Elsie insisted.  “You’re too young!”

“I’m nineteen,” the girl wailed.

“Alex,” Elsie warned, and she threw the car into drive. 

“Xan,” the girl reminded her, then crossed her arms and pouted at the passing scenery.

We dropped her off in a residential neighbourhood and as we were driving away I asked Elsie, “Nineteen’s too young for whatever it is we’re doing?”

“It is when you’re my sister,” she said.

“She seemed disappointed.”

“You want me to go back for her?”  She glanced at me with just a hint of anger in her eyes.  “Would you rather spend the evening with my little sister than me?  Cuz you wouldn’t be the first!”

“No,” I said, holding my hands up, and she gave me an appraising once up and down before grunting an “Uh-huh,” and then driving on in silence.

We arrived on campus about 7:15 and made a bee-line for Astor Auditorium.  I saw no indication on the way of any festivities, nothing at all to hint at what was to come.  Even inside, the halls were mostly empty and Elsie acknowledged and spoke to no one, just went straight for the door we had accessed previously, with the long, straight staircase to the mezzanine, and from there guided me up the metal stairs I had seen her use with Misty the day before.  At the top, she fished in her purse for a set of keys, unlocked a door and escorted me into an oblong chamber.  There was a bank of switches and dials on the left, several computers, all beneath a single glass window that ran the room’s length.  On the right was a dark and empty shelf with multiple lamps atop it.  All the lights in the room were out, and Elsie made no effort to rectify that, instead just wheeling over a low chair in front of that window and plunking herself down in the dark.  She slung her purse over the back of it.  I stood by the door, waiting, certain this was some sort of bizarre pit stop, but she finally looked up at me with raised eyebrows, asked what I was doing.

“Are we...  is this where we’re going?” I asked.

“Yeah.  You did pee, right?  Cuz you can’t head out now.”

“I don’t get it, we’re staying here?  Can we turn on some lights?”

“No,” she told me.  “You can grab a seat, though.  There’s more chairs.  Bring one over beside me.”

I did as she asked, then said, “What is this place?”

“Control room.  For lights and sound and stuff for staged performances.  Look.”  She gestured to the window, and I leaned forward.  The auditorium was dark, just dim lighting via floor strips on stairs and walkways to make sure no one tripped.  Not that there was anyone down there, right now.  I could see the front row of the balcony from where I sat, and the first nine or so rows of the orchestra seating.  And the stage, of course, in its entirety.  But all of it was shadowed and silent.

“Are we going to watch a show?” I asked.

She smirked at that, assured me, “We are.  We’re going to film one, actually.  That’s my job tonight.”  She fished her cellphone from her purse, along with a short cord I at first mistook for a phone charger before realizing it had a sort of headphone jack at both ends, one small enough to fit into a cellphone or an mp3 player, the other with an adaptor attached to let it fit a larger speaker.

“You’re a freelance videographer?”

She grinned at me.  “No.  I’m just helping Misty out, because-”  But she didn’t finish the thought, growing distracted by something through the window.  “Here they come, now, actually,” she said, and I peered down through the glass to see people filing into the auditorium, though the house lights remained down.  I could see by the hair and the manner of dress that most of the people - actually, all of the people, insofar as I could tell from our perch - were female.  Young ladies in their early twenties, I would guess, like Elsie.  I couldn’t hear them from where we sat, behind plate glass, but there were many - maybe fifty or so, moving cautiously in the dark between seat rows, taking seats close to the stage.

Elsie turned to me, suddenly, fear on her face, and said, “Did I lock the door behind us?  Go make sure the door is locked!”

I had no idea why the notion had panicked her but I went back to the door through which we had entered, ascertained that it was, indeed, locked.

“Good,” she answered. 

I went back to my chair beside her, more confused than ever, as she fit one end of the headset cord into her cellphone, the other into what may have been an old school sound board.  She flipped a switch on that board and suddenly the sound of the crowd, voices hushed as they excitedly whispered to one another, hissed at us through speakers in the room. 

“What exactly are we here to film?” I asked her, and she opened her mouth to answer before spying something else through the window.

Her eyes widened, and she gestured under the long desk atop which all the sound equipment and computers sat.  “Get under there,” she ordered me.

“What?”

“Get under, now!  I’m not supposed to have anyone up here with me!”

This was certainly shaping up to be the most bizarre date I had ever been on.  What the fuck had she gotten me into?  But I scrambled under the desk as directed, hugging my knees to my chest to minimize my profile.

“Don’t move, don’t speak,” she commanded, as a knock came at the door. 

She stood from the chair, went to the door and unlocked it.  “Hey,” I heard her whisper, and another voice, a girl’s, replied in the same way.  Then I saw two pairs of legs walking back toward me.  Elsie took her seat back in the chair she had previously occupied, and the second pair, also dressed more formally than I was, in a short but dressy skirt, stopped beside her.

“Let’s just get the lights on,” the second voice said, and I felt a moment of panic.  I had no idea why I was hiding, but I did know that the only thing keeping me concealed were the deep shadows beneath the overhanging desk.  But the owner of those legs leaned over the desk almost directly above me and threw several switches in succession.  The room I was in brightened only minimally, and I realized she must have been referencing the stage lights.

With the slightly improved lighting I realized something, else, too - Elsie was sitting with her legs slightly parted and I was looking directly up her skirt.  What had been mere shadow before now revealed itself to be a pair of white panties.  I blushed and tried to avert my gaze, but their whispered conversation kept drawing my eyes forward again, if only to ensure I hadn’t been discovered, and I eventually gave up fighting.  Elsie couldn’t see me anyway, from where she sat - I only had an eyeline up to about her seated waist.  She had drawn the chair in tight to further conceal me.  I felt like a pervert as I eyed that cute, cotton patch between her legs.

“You have everything you need?” the other voice asked, and then I had it - that was Misty. 

“Yeah,” Elsie answered.

“You have the audio wired direct?”  Misty leaned in again, presumably checking the wire Elsie had run to her phone, then said, “Good.  The last thing I want to hear is your heavy breathing over everything.  Kill my lady boner.”

Elsie chuckled at that.

“Thanks for doing this,” Misty went on.

“My pleasure,” Elsie insisted.  “And I can keep a copy, right?”

“Payment as promised,” Misty said.  “I’ll be back after.”  Then she left.

Elsie bent over to look under the desk, and I shifted my eyes quickly from what I had been looking at.  Not before she caught me, though.  She half-smiled, half-frowned, cinched her legs together and said, “Come on out.”

I crawled from beneath the desk, dragged myself back into my seat before asking if I should lock the door again.  Elsie told me to do so, and once I had that done I sat with her.  The stage below was brightly lit, now, though no one and nothing occupied it.  I gave it a confused look, turned to Elsie and asked, “Why can’t I be here?”

“I told you.  Tonight is a secret.  You can’t speak of it to anyone, not now, not a year from now.  Misty could get in big trouble.  Say something to the wrong folks and a lot of people could get in big trouble.  Including me.”

“Why would Misty be in trouble?”

“She filmed things last year.”

“So this is an annual thing?”

“Yeah.  She filmed it when she wasn’t supposed to, and some of it leaked.  Her sorority was threatened with a permanent shut down.  Officially they’re not even supposed to be doing this anymore, but it’s a very old tradition, so they’re going ahead with a strict prohibition on filming.  Enter me.”

“I don’t get it,” I said.  “What are they doing that they’re not supposed to be doing?  And why are you filming it up here if no one’s allowed to do that?”

“No one can see us up here,” Elsie told me.  “As far as they know, Misty came up here, turned on the lights and went back down.  She’s the only one with the keys - or they think she is.”  She pulled the set of keys she’d used to access the room from her purse, dangled them from one finger so I could see them, stuffed them back.  “So no one should find out it was filmed.”

“Okay,” I said.  “That explains why you’re filming up here.  It doesn’t explain why you’re filming at all, when it’s not allowed.”

“I like the footage,” she answered.  “I wasn’t here for last year’s show, but Misty sent me the file.  I want more.”

“Yeah, but if it’s against the rules-”

She cast me a disgruntled look, said, “Remember what I said about keeping any judgements to yourself?  Consider that rule in operation, alright?”

“Okay,” I agreed.  “Can you at least-”

“Shhh,” she said, and raised her phone.  “Show’s starting.”

It was Misty taking centre stage, and we could hear the piped in sound of the crowd diminish and fade.  There was no applause, no cheers.  But she did have everyone’s rapt attention.

Beside me, Elsie was filming.  She had zoomed the phone in so that Misty filled the screen.  We could have been in the front row, the image was so clear.

“Thank you, sisters, for attending this years unveiling of the Epsilon Sigma Chi pledges.”  Her voice was kept low, not projecting to the rear seats, and I guessed that the girls I could see filling the seats below were the sum of the audience.  The sound system kept her clear to our ears in the booth.  “A few reminders before we dive in.  First and most importantly - silence.  Not a word, not a laugh, not a sigh, not a gasp.  If any of you so much as audibly breathe, I can promise you this will be your last night in the sorority.  Clear?”  No one responded, and she smiled at that.  “They learn,” she said.  “Excellent.  The second, and I need to emphasize this:  there will be no recording.  Keep your cellphones away or I can promise you this will be your last night in the sorority.  Is that clear?”  Once again there was no answer, and her smile broadened.  “Very good ladies,” she said.  “Sit back and enjoy the show.”

She walked down the steps and took her place in a seat in the front row.  The hall was completely silent now.

I leaned in close to Elsie, whispered, “The sound system...  they can’t hear us, can they?”

“No,” Elsie said, with a small head shake.  She was still recording the empty stage.

“Can the phone hear us?”  I could see the wire trailing from it into the sound board.

“No, I’m recording the feed directly.  We can talk, just don’t distract me.”

I had a lot of questions I wanted to ask, but someone else was taking the stage now, not from the audience, as Misty had done, but from back in the wings.  It was a young man, dressed formally, suit and tie.  He came to the edge of the stage, knelt to confer with Misty before disappearing back behind the curtain.  Misty tapped the shoulder of the girl beside her who got up and climbed the stairs to the stage.  The man guided her to one side, took something from his pocket and sprayed her with it.

“What’s that?” I asked.

“Cologne.  To make her smell like a guy.”

“What?”

Elsie shook her head dismissively, nodded to the stage where three more men dressed in formal wear emerged from the wings.  One of them consulted briefly with the first man, then disappeared back behind the curtains.  He was gone for almost two minutes, and I didn’t ask anything more of Elsie in that time.  It was clear she wanted to focus on her task.  When he returned he was guiding someone new, another young man, dressed in a black bathrobe.  And blindfolded.  I leaned to one side, looking at Elsie’s phone.  She had zoomed in tight on this new pairing, and even with his eyes covered, I could see the nervousness of the young man.  He was guided to the centre of the thrust where the man released him but remained close at hand, possibly to make sure the blindfolded man wouldn’t walk off and take a dangerous tumble from the stage.

The man who had first taken the stage stepped forward now, proclaiming loudly, “Harold Anders, do you wish to become a full member of Epsilon Sigma Chi?”

“Yes,” the blindfolded young man, presumably Harold Anders, intoned.

“Are you prepared to be judged completely for who you are, all that you are, and for what you have done?”

“Yes,” Harold answered.

“Michael will take your robe.  Remove it and hold it out to your right.”

The girl who had taken the stage stepped up beside Harold, grinning ear to ear.  Now I understood why she’d been sprayed with cologne.  She was playing the part of “Michael”.

“This is a fraternity hazing,” I said to Elsie.

“Part of one.”

“They have no idea the girls are here.”

“No.”

“Will they ever find out?”

“Yes,” Elsie said.

Harold undid his bathrobe with trembling hands.  Despite his nervousness, however, he didn’t hesitate, and why would he?  As far as he knew, he was disrobing in front of the same men who would see him naked in a gym shower or change room.  He removed the robe completely and held it out for the person beside him to take.

Elsie drew in a hiss of breath from between clenched teeth.  Harold had been completely naked under the robe, and she zoomed the camera in to record the man’s privates in detail.  “There we go,” she whispered.

Looking down into the crowd, I could see multiple girls had cupped their hands to their mouths in shock and delight, or perhaps just to hold in any unintended noise they might make.  They didn’t have Elsie’s freedom to be so expressive.  All of them were raptly and silently focused on the naked man in front of them.

The guy had an average sized penis, which hung flaccid over his lightly haired balls.  The grin of the girl beside him grew even wider, and even as she took the bathrobe from him, she bent at the waist to peer around the front and get a closer look.  Another man stepped up next to her and she passed him the bathrobe without altering her gaze.

“Harold,” the announcer spoke, “legs apart, hands on your head.”

Harold followed his instructions.

“Turn around.”
Harold did that, too, and Elsie once again made sure to zoom in to capture the details of the young man’s naked behind, before pulling her view a little wider again to keep his head in frame, too.

“When is the last time you masturbated, Harold?” the man asked.

“This morning,” Harold responded.

“Where did you do it?”

“In the dormitory bathroom.”

“Turn back around.”

Harold came face forward once more.

“How long is your penis when it’s erect, Harold?”

“I don’t know.”

“Michael will measure it.”

The grin of the girl on the stage had gone from broad to wicked as she knelt beside Harold.  The man who had guided him there knelt on Harold’s other side, holding a tailor’s rolled measuring tape.  The girl took the tip of Harold’s penis in hand and Harold jumped at her touch, though he didn’t struggle as she extended his penis as far from his body as it would stretch.  The other man then leaned in and unspooled the measuring tape along Harold’s length before answering, “Five point three six inches.”

The girl had leaned in closer, was soaking in the details of Harold’s genitals at close-range.  It took the announcer saying, “Release him, Michael,” for her to remember herself and let go.  She stood and stepped back beside Harold.

“Harold,” the announcer said, “you will keep your hands behind your head.  You will be lead by Michael away from the judgement area.  There your blindfold will be removed.  You are not to utter a noise, you will not remove your hands from your head, you will not move, and you will maintain your legs apart as they are now.  Is all of that understood?”

“Yes,” Harold answered.

Without waiting for further prompting, the girl placed her hand on Harold’s back and guided him to one side of the stage, keeping him well away from the lip.  She stepped around him so that she would be among the first things he saw once his blindfold was removed, while still not blocking the view of his reaction from the audience.  She stood on tiptoe and reached behind his head, undoing the blindfold and pulling it free.

Harold blinked under the bright lights for a moment before realizing it was a pretty girl standing directly beside him.  He flinched momentarily, as his instincts to cover himself kicked in, but his membership rode on following the instructions he’d been given, and he maintained his position and his hands behind his head, jaw setting.  His eyes left the girl, glancing first to his right where his fellow fraternity brothers stood in their formal suits and formal stances, then touring out over the audience.  I couldn’t see the faces of the girls below me, but I was sure they were grinning.  A few of them even silently waved at Harold, and I could tell the moment he understood his predicament, that his most private parts were completely exposed to an audience full of lovely young ladies and that he could do nothing to alter that, by the way not just his face, but even his upper chest blushed.  He went a bright enough red for it to be obvious even without the benefit of Elsie’s phone.

Beside me, she chuckled at his embarrassment.  This was her idea of fun?  She was acutely focused on her task of recording the young man’s embarrassment and nudity.  She roved the zoomed in camera from his reddened, shame filled face, down to his naked penis, up again.  That’s when I realized how much her breathing tempo had picked up, even from earlier when she’d first been alarmed by Misty’s approach and had ordered me under the desk.  She wasn’t just enjoying this...  she was turned on.  And noting her arousal in turn aroused me.  I still had questions I wanted to ask, but I didn’t want to distract her from the view she was so clearly enjoying. 

And there was more to come.  Because another man, this time of Asian descent and taller than Harold, was being led out in his own black bathrobe.  He had a short black goatee and his hair was tied back in a ponytail.

Faux-Michael blew Harold a kiss, then resumed her position beside the newcomer.  The announcer went through the rigmarole again of asking the man, Sean, in this case, if he was ready to join, ready to be judged.  Sean agreed and his fate was the same as Harold’s before him.  I saw Harold watching him with pitying eyes, saw Harold’s eyes goggle, then drop to stare at his own feet after Sean’s robe was removed.  Because Sean put Harold to shame in the penis department.  He had a thick cock that hung well past the bottom of his scrotum, wobbling and swaying as he passed his robe to Faux-Michael who was staring on with dropped jaw.

I didn’t have to check on Elsie for her reaction.  She hissed in an almost identical intake of breath as she had when Harold had been revealed, then followed that with a whisper of, “Oh, fuck, that’s a beautiful thing, sir.”  She had zoomed her camera in tight on Sean’s dick, and even I leaned in to catch the details of his wide cock head, and pendulous balls, the dark ring around the centre of his shaft where his circumcision had occurred.  His pubic hair was neatly trimmed back to enhance his already evident girth.  His dick deserved to be hanging in an art gallery somewhere and I felt a pang of envy.  Frankly, even Harold was considerably larger than I was and this guy dwarfed Harold.

Sean’s ass was then shown off, and he confessed to masturbating two days before in his bed while his roommate slept on the other side of the room.  When asked for his dick’s length, he professed not to know either, and Faux-Michael’s glee was clear in Elsie’s view screen as she leaned in to take the head of his penis not between finger and thumb this time, as she had with Harold, but locking a second finger behind the mushroom flare of his dick’s helmet to extend him.  The verdict came back at a whopping seven point two inches and the Michael girl cocked her head to the audience, jaw dropped, and gave her sorority sisters a thumbs up.

Then Sean was guided to stand beside Michael, his blindfold removed, and he blushed just as furiously to realize that every girl in that room was staring at his exposed cock.  What he didn’t know about, of course, was the girl up in the control room, lingering with extra care on the details of his penis.  I remembered then that Misty had told Elsie she’d be allowed to keep a copy of the footage as payment, and I could think of only one reason Elsie would want such footage.  She was, essentially, shooting her own pornography right now.  Later, in privacy, she’d be able to relive the humiliation and the naked forms of all these young men, without them even knowing the footage existed.  I thought about the Playgirl in her bottom drawer, thought about what she would do with such footage, and felt myself harden in my pants.  I would never rival Sean, but watching her eyes locked on the viewscreen, only occasionally lifting to peer at the live show below, my dick was doing its best.

As the third man, shorter and with a buzz cut, was brought on stage, Elsie finally glanced over at me.  “You doing okay?” she asked.

I knew she couldn’t tell what was going on in my pants, so I just nodded, tried to offer a grin.

“Good.  You mind filming for a bit?”

“Why?” I asked.

“Arms are tired,” she said, and she swivelled the camera closer to me, without losing focus on the boy on stage.

I thought it odd - she’d only been filming a short time, and her elbows were braced on the desktop to keep everything steady - but I took it from her, wheeling my chair closer.  She shuffled her own another few inches away from me, dropped her hands into her lap and tucked herself in tight against the desk.  She didn’t look back to me again, but she did whisper, “Make sure you get everything.”

“Yep.”

“Everything,” she emphasized again, and I was sure I knew what she meant.  It occurred to me then that I was basically now shooting her masturbatory aid for her.  It wasn’t the kind of sexual partner I wanted to be to her, but I’d be lying if I didn’t say it heightened my arousal.  As each new frat boy was led on stage, I did my best to capture the details of their genitals for her, to frame their asses with steady hands, and to catch their absolute humiliation as they realized how they’d been duped.  All the while picturing her sprawled out in her spartan bedroom, legs spread, watching my work as her fingers danced where I longed to go.  I even nudged her and focused the camera back on Harold when I realized he had, very much to his own dismay, sprouted an erection.  It was the only time from there on out that she paid me any mind, and that was just to lean in to catch the details of his twitching cock in close-up on the camera.

Several men along, the robe was pulled from one of the guys to reveal one of the smallest penises I’d ever seen.  Like most guys (Sean possibly exempted) I had hang-ups about my dick size, but this guy made even me look huge.  He hadn’t done much to trim down his shaggy bush, either, so essentially all he was showing off was a small cock head and a furred sack protruding from the overgrowth between his legs.  Elsie’s intake of breath (what I was sure was the physical manifestation of her arousal) was the same, though, even as she openly opined, “Oh, he’s just a little guy.”

“Is that a problem?” I asked, trying to conceal my own stakes in this.

“I’m not a size queen, Patrick,” she answered, eyes never straying to me once.  “I like them all.”

That guy’s length was assessed at four point one inches.  I could see several of the women in the crowd pressing their mouths to the ears of friends to whisper some comment, and laughing silently but broadly.  Even some of the men were shaking their heads in sympathetic embarrassment.

That was when I noticed something else about Elsie.  I couldn’t stare at her directly, both because the filming required my focus and because she was close enough that she’d notice if I did so, but from the corner of my eye I thought I saw her body moving.  It was a subtle thing, almost covered by the natural movement leant her by her rapid breath, but it was there, I thought.  A twitching rock, a shimmy, and though I couldn’t see what was going on beneath the desk, it suddenly occurred to me that, unbelievably, even in my presence, Elsie might be masturbating.  Certainly her hands were both concealed beneath the desk, and those naked men on the stage had her attention.  And she had passed the phone to me deliberately, though her professed reason had struck me as odd.  Her cellphone was light enough that I was sure I could hold it, even without the benefits of the desk to lean on, for an hour or more.  But would she really be bold or debauched enough to do that with me sitting right here?  Or was she just that turned on?  And how did I feel about that?  I tried to be subtle as I flicked my gaze in her direction occasionally, and the verdict remained out.  I couldn’t be sure if she was actually doing it or if it was just my dirty imagination, following the mental visuals I’d had of her in her bed.

There were sixteen pledges in all who took the stage and were stripped, and Elsie never took back the phone, letting me do her dirty work for her.  I was no cinematographer, but I knew from watching her what she seemed to want to see, and I thought both she and Misty would be happy with what I had done.  It was the first I’d thought of Misty since she’d sat back in the audience, and it donned on me then that she, too, could have only one purpose for this footage, and that I had likely shot porn for her to masturbate to later, as well.  Not that I had any problem with that.  But by the end of the session I still remained uncertain whether Elsie had succumbed to her urges right there beside me.

As the last of the naked men was led from the stage, she turned to me with nothing but lust in her eyes and said, “Oh my God, that was hot.”

“Yeah?”  I tried to hide my own arousal, tried to present nothing more than amusement at the bizarreness of what I had been witness to.  I don’t know how well I fared.

“Did you find it hot?” she asked me.

“I mean...  I get why you did.”

She nodded. 

I continued with, “Is this something you-”

But she lifted in her seat, then, peering through the window, said, “Misty’s coming.  Hide.”

I handed her back the phone and crawled once more under the desk, tucking myself into as tight a ball as I could.  My eyes naturally strayed back to the space between her legs, but she was aware now, and those were clamped tight.

Misty came in practically squealing in her excitement.  “Did you get everything?”

“Everything,” Elsie assured her, though it occurred to me that she could know no such thing.  After all, I had been the one doing the getting.

“Jesus, did you see that one guy?” Misty gasped

“Sean?”

“His dick was like a foot long!”

“Seven point two inches,” Elsie immediately corrected her.  Ever the precise doctor.  It occurred to me then that in the course even of our school practice so far, she had surely seen more naked men in person than most other girls her age, but of course it wasn’t just the nudity that had done it for her.  It was the abject embarrassment of the men, their inability to do anything to conceal themselves.  It was the power the women implicitly had over them.

“What the fuck ever,” Misty said, “all I know is I am going to be freeze framing that mother fucker more than once.  You’ll send me my copy tonight, yeah?”

“Of course,” Elsie answered.

“I will be waiting!”

“With bells on?”

“With nothing on, I can assure you.”

Over the course of their brief dialogue, Elsie’s thighs slowly parted once more.  I don’t know if it was just that she was no longer concentrating on clamping them or if she was doing it for my benefit, to tease or to reward.  But after what I’d been witness to, I had no further compunctions about looking.  The lighting in the control was still dim, only collecting ambient stage light, but I could make out the white of her panties again...  and one other detail.  The left edge of those panties, which had previously covered her vulva completely, was now caught in the middle of her cleft, leaving the left edge of her vagina, with its short, darkly curled hair, exposed.  I couldn’t make out the details I wanted to, but that wasn’t the point.  Her underwear was out of position, which could only mean it had been repositioned while her hands had been hidden under the desk.  Not conclusive evidence as to what she had been doing, but damned compelling.

Misty killed the stage lights and the control room went dark.  “Let’s go,” she said to Elsie.

“What?”

“Let’s go, I need to lock up,” she said.  “I need the keys back.”

Elsie stammered.  It was clear she hadn’t anticipated this contingency, and while it was a miracle Misty hadn’t discovered me tucked away by her feet already, they couldn’t very well just lock me in here.  I would surely be able to get out again, but we’d have no way to lock the door again afterwards.

“What’s the problem?” Misty asked her.

But Elsie couldn’t think of a valid answer.  Neither could I, in fairness.  She eventually acquiesced, and the two of them got up and left.  I heard the door lock behind them. 

After they had gone I crawled back out.  I lifted myself on my knees to peer out through the window.  The auditorium was black again, but I detected no movement down in the orchestra.  All the girls seemed to have left.  Even Elsie and Misty had disappeared down the metal stairway.   As I stood there debating what to do, I saw Elsie reappear.  She was alone, thank God, and she came running up the metal staircase loudly enough that I could hear her feet clanging on it.  She must have had the keys again, because she unlocked the door and ducked in, eyes wide, grinning broadly.  I shrugged at her and she reached around me to pluck up the purse she had left on the back of the chair.  A wonderful excuse to come back, Elsie.  Well played.  The two of us exited, locked up and fled down the metal stairs together.  At the base of them she directed me to cross the mezzanine and descend the other staircase.  It was five minutes later before we were back together, just beyond the glass doors that led into Astor Auditorium.  She laughed as she joined me, and the two of us trudged off together across the quad.

We climbed back into her car, and my eyes lingered for just a moment too long on her exposed thighs, her short skirt.  She caught it, smirked and said, “You were looking up my skirt back there, weren’t you?”

I only smiled in answer.

“I guess it would be the height of hypocritical to complain after what we just sat through.”

“It really would,” I assured her.

We started driving and although I was sure I knew the answer, I couldn’t resist asking the question:  “What are you going to do with what you filmed?”

“I’m sure you can figure that out,” she said.

I said, “You know, if you have unmet needs...  especially after that show, I’m more than willing-”

But she cut me off.  “Patrick, I tend to my own needs.  I told you that.”
“I’m just saying, if you wanted an alternative tonight-”

“I’m good,” she assured me.  So that was that, I guessed.  I’m sure she detected my disappointment, though, as I turned sullenly to look out the window, because she said, “I had fun tonight.”

“Well...  yeah,” I chuckled.

“No, I mean with you.  I liked that you were there.”

She had barely noticed I was there.  Aside from serving as her tripod, that is.  I didn’t say it, though.

She went on.  “I expected more judgement from you.  You surprised me.”

“I mean...  people are into different things.”

“Yeah,” she agreed.  “Did any of that...?”  She looked at me briefly as she drove, must have thought better of the question, said, “What are you into?”

“Well,” I said, and shrugged.  “Cards on the table?  You.  But you don’t seem all that interested in me.”

She sighed.  “I know I don’t.  I’m just not...  I don’t have a lot of experience with....”  We came to a stop at a red light and she looked at me more earnestly.  She said, “I am though.”

“What?”

“Interested.”

“Really?”

She nodded.  “But tonight was kind of a taste of the types of things that...”  She shrugged.

“Do it for you?” I asked.

“Yeah, I guess.  And that really didn’t throw you off my scent?”

“I’m not phased by public nudity,” I assured her.  “I mean we see it all the time.”

“Sort of,” she said, and I knew what she meant.  We saw clinical nudity all the time.  We saw nudity through a practitioner’s lens.  Tonight had been altogether different, a situation engineered for the humiliation of one party and the sexual arousal not just of Elsie, but of a group of some fifty other women.  According to Elsie it was a tradition that had been going on for years, so I suppose it wasn’t exactly a fetish Elsie and I had been privy to, tonight, so much as a simple realized opportunity that many young women would jump at if they had the chance, sans repercussions.  I couldn’t exactly fault her for appreciating the sight of male nudity.  Though she had spurned my offer to pursue something physical between the two of us, which may have only meant I needed to take things slower.  We had both been part of a staged sexual event tonight, but it had been hands off.  Not everyone was as immediately comfortable with hands on.

I remembered what she had said earlier, then.  That tonight would be like my own initiation.  That if I got through tonight, we could talk about next steps.  I reminded her.

“You really want next steps?” she asked, amazed.  “After tonight.  After that.  After...”  She shrugged, said, “Me.” 

“Yes,” I told her. 

We were driving again and she gave me only a quick glance from the corner of her eye, said, “Even if next steps make what happened tonight look like a kid’s game of truth or dare?”

“I don’t know what that means,” I said.

“No, I suppose you don’t.”  We had turned off onto a residential street, and I recognized it from earlier.  Apparently we were picking Xan up again.  Elsie said, “I’ll tell you what.  I’ll send you a link tonight.  You check it out.  And if it seems like something that interests you...  if it doesn’t make you swear me off forever...  consider it a next step.”

I had no idea what that meant but I nodded.  If she was still interested in taking things further, I was in.  She didn’t know it, but tonight had only turned me on, anyway.  Not for the same reason as her, of course - I had little interest in watching the men on stage.  But Elsie’s reaction?  The reaction of Misty, of fake Michael, of, hell, the women in that room taken as a whole?  Yeah, that had done something for me.  I’d need more time to process just what.

Elsie phoned Xan, and a moment later the hot little carbon copy of the girl of my dreams was in the back seat again.  She seemed surprised to see me, even said to Elsie, “He’s still here?”

It was a strong reaction and remembering how Xan had plead to be allowed to come along with us, I wondered if she was aware of what Elsie and I had been off to do.  I wondered if Elsie would show her the footage later, of what Xan might do if she saw it, and that flared up a whole other surge of arousal in me.  Curiouser and curiouser.

We stopped for gas before dropping me off and while Elsie was out of the car, Xan locked eyes with me in the rearview mirror and asked, “You’re still into her?”

“Why wouldn’t I be?” I responded.

She shrugged, said, “You tell me.”  I thought the conversation was going to be just that brief, but she suddenly tacked on, unbidden, “You know she’s a virgin, right?”

It shocked me.  Both the fact that was being conveyed and that Elsie’s little sister should elect to share something so personal with someone she barely knew.  I craned my head back to look at her, and she nodded at me emphatically.  I didn’t know what to say to that, though, and it didn’t really matter because Elsie was climbing back into the car, just then.

I masturbated when I got home, thinking about Elsie enjoying the footage, thinking about the brief and shadowed glimpse I’d gotten of her vagina, thinking about what she may or may not have been doing in that control room beside me, thinking too about Misty’s reaction to Sean’s cock, about what she might get up to with the footage...  about whether Xan knew what we’d done, whether she’d watch it.  Yeah, it was a kaleidoscope of hot women masturbating in my brain, all of them looking at the cocks of men standing exposed, hands locked behind their heads.  It was almost enough to make me forget that Elsie had promised to send me something else tonight.  And it wasn’t enough to prepare me.


Chapter Three

I was literally mopping away my semen when my phone chimed in a text from Elsie.  The text read:  “Glad you had fun tonight.  Unexpected.  Glad I didn’t make you run away in disgust.  As you may have gathered, I enjoy the sight of naked men.  No surprise there, I am a woman, after all.  But with me it’s more of a fetish...  and it runs deeper.  There’s an event this Saturday that I’ll be attending.  If you want to come, I can’t think of anything I would find hotter.  But I totally understand if it’s not your thing.  I won’t think any less of you.  As you said, people are into different things.  Hope this doesn’t make you think any less of me, either.  E”

The promised link was attached, and I clicked it, expecting it might be some sort of bachelorette, male-stripper type function, already debating whether I wanted to put myself through that, sitting beside her while she cheered on the sight of some well-hung guy’s cock.  But the event in question was...  different.

It was to take place downtown at some place called Club Mirage.  I’d never heard of it.  A sex club, by the look of things, and that certainly didn’t gibe with Xan’s report that her sister was a virgin.  But more pertinent than the location was the event itself:  The bi-monthly Club Mirage CFnm party.  The ad read:  “Join us at Club Mirage for our upcoming CFnm (Clothed Female, Naked Male) party.  NOTE this a CFnm event, not a CFNM event!  Men, prepare for a night of female worship and enforced, nude subjugation.  Women, know what you want, demand what you want, take what you want.  Leave your inhibitions at the door.  Men, leave your clothing, too.  C U THERE!”

There were further details and links, a disclaimer about the Club’s lack of legal responsibility where stolen items were concerned, an accompanying photo of a nude man (penis tastefully hidden between crossed legs) and a woman in jeans and a tank top towering over him. 

I sat back on my bed, stunned.  I’d known Elsie was different, and the event at Astor Auditorium tonight had confirmed that.  But this?  Fuck, I hadn’t even known such events went on in the city, let alone that Elsie might be aware of them, much less attend them!  I needed more info, so before investigating further here, I googled the difference between CFNM and CFnm parties.  Apparently the former was an event at which women were dressed, but all attending males were naked, and the main sexual thrust of the night would be voyeuristic - the women getting to enjoy the embarrassment and nudity of the surrounding men, much like I had experienced earlier this very evening.  But that wasn’t what Elsie had invited me to.  A CFnm party, by contrast, still involved fully clothed women and naked men, but the sexual activities were taken a lot further.  There was a female dominant element to it, with the women in charge and the men submissive, where embarrassment was actively pursued through acts of humiliation and enforced sexual service.  If I attended this event, I would be naked while Elsie would remain clothed.  But there would be others there as well, other women to witness my nudity, other women to humiliate and use me for whatever sexual whim should take them, apparently.  And worse yet...  other men there, too, to whom I would inevitably be compared.  There were smaller men than me out there - hell, I had seen one on stage tonight.  And God knows I had never had any complaints from the few sexual partners I’d had through the years.  But I was a studying doctor, and knew I was at the low-end of the spectrum, in the bottom 25% of the pack, statistically.  Did I want Elsie seeing me like that, my small penis exposed beside some Cro-Magnon whose cock dangled at his kneecaps?  Of course, she had claimed she wasn’t a size queen.  When it came to cocks she had said she “liked them all.”  And whether at such an event or not, if I did pursue a relationship with her, sooner or later she was going to see what I brought to the table.  And she had said one other thing.  That she couldn’t think of anything hotter than having me there.  She wanted to see me naked.  She wanted my body to play with, if I was understanding the nature of the party correctly.  Was I really going to say no to that?

A little further investigating revealed to me that any of the men who requested them would be supplied masks.  So, I would have some degree of anonymity, at least, if I had the courage to go through with this.  And if I wanted it.  It was about then that I realized I was sitting on my bed still naked, phone in hand, and with another full on erection.  At least some part of me was into this idea.  I texted her back a few questions - how many would be there?  Could I really wear a mask?  Could I back out if it proved too much for me?

These were her responses:  “Usually about 30 women, 10 or so men.  Yes, you can wear a mask.  I’ve seen them before, so if they’re the same ones, wear the purple one, so at least I’ll know at a glance that it’s you.  And of course you can back out.  You’d have to leave if you refuse anything asked of you (provided the request is legal and within the regulations we get given), but it isn’t slavery, they can’t force you to stay against your will.  And I’ll be there.  I won’t let anything bad happen (not that anything bad ever does happen.  Well, I guess depending on your definition of bad.  Never seen a guy leave, let’s say).”

She left it there and I debated for a long time whether or not I was up for this.  Long enough that she eventually texted me an ellipsis and a question mark.  I finally texted back, “This would be like a second date.  And you’re asking me to be pretty damned open with you (and others) on a second date.”

“Yes,” she typed back, simply.

I hesitated still further, decided if she could make such a big ask of me, I could do the same for her.  I typed back:  “Were you masturbating in the booth with me tonight?”

Now it was her turn to hesitate.  A full two minutes went by before I got her response:  “Yes.  Didn’t finish till I got home, though.  Naked men make me horny.  Naked you would make me hornier.”  And a moment later, self-consciously:  “(Not saying you’re not a man).”

I chuckled at that, decided what the hell.  If I hated it, I’d leave, and we’d never speak of it again.  And if I liked it...?  If it led to something more significant between me and Elsie...? 

“I’ll be there,” I texted back.  And, remembering her exchange with Misty earlier, “With far less than bells on, apparently.”

The rest of the week went by at school with no acknowledgement of our upcoming plans, nor any discussion of what we had done in Astor Auditorium.  To the rest of my classmates, Elsie appeared to be her usual aloof and studious self.  Only I knew of her secret fetish.  On the Friday, though, I did take her aside and ask if we’d be riding together to the event.

“Sorry,” she said, “shaking her head.  Car’s full.”

“Full?  With who?”

“Well, just one friend,” she shrugged.  “But if you came with us, then she’d know who you were when we got there, and I’m guessing you’d rather preserve your anonymity?”

Yes, I would.  And of course Elsie would have a completely different circle of associates through such events than those I knew from class.  It just meant I’d have to Uber downtown, which was a slight drag on my already meagre finances.  Not to mention the attendance fee for the event itself.  It ran $90.00 for the women attending, but a full $150.00 for the men!  It seemed a double-standard to me, at the least, and completely backwards, as we’d be the ones supplying the evening’s entertainment.  Of course, there were many, many men who would see things the opposite, that they’d be entertained by the women...  come to that, I hoped I would end up one of them.

As Saturday afternoon dragged toward evening, the nervousness in me grew so huge that I almost texted Elsie to beg off.  I had never done anything like she was proposing I do this evening, and it was only reviewing her text, her openly stated fact that “naked you would make me hornier” that allowed me to stay the course.  I remembered the poor guy who had been the smallest onstage at Astor, remembered how tiny he’d looked with just his cock head poking out of his nest of pubic hair.  Like a baby bird.  I at least trimmed my own pubes down, to make sure that what I did have would stand out with some prominence.  I even found myself ridiculously sorting through wardrobe options like I would for any other date before remembering that it really, really didn’t matter what I wore there tonight.  I settled for a similar outfit to what I’d worn to Astor Auditorium, so at least I’d be comfortable on the way there and back.

Club Mirage was an unassuming looking place on a side street just off a busy downtown thoroughfare.  There was a brightly lit sign with alternately flickering lights over an otherwise nondescript metal door.  A wooden fence, not unlike any you’d find in a suburban backyard, encircled the second floor entirely, though I had no idea what it concealed.

The inside was more tasteful than I was expecting, though.  A pretty girl behind a counter greeted me warmly, asked if I was here for the bar or here for the CFnm event.  I confirmed the latter and after cross-referencing my name with her list, she told me I was designated as Number Nine.

“What’s that mean?”

“It’s so you don’t have to give your name out and people have some way to address you.  So if anyone asks who you are, you tell em Nine, and if anyone’s talking about Number Nine, they’re talking about you.  Got it?”

I nodded.

She directed me down the hall to a change room, told me my “fitter” would be waiting there.

“Fitter?” I asked her.

“For your g-string,” she said.

“Oh!”  I smiled, relieved, said, “I was under the impression-”

She cut me off with a head shake, a grin, and the statement, “You won’t be wearing it long.”

Damn.  Well, I had known what I was getting into.

The change room itself was pretty much like any other I’d find in a gym, if a little smaller.  There were lockers, and I’d brought my own combination lock to protect my stuff.  There were showers, one of which was in use now, though it had a drawn curtain.  There were wooden benches, upon which three other guys currently sat, all of them wearing matching blue g-strings.  And there was a tall blonde woman who arched her eyes at me as I came in.  She held a basket of g-strings and Elsie’s forecasted masks.  I nodded at her and she said, “Whenever you’re ready, then.”

I opened my chosen locker, started taking off my clothes.  My hands were trembling as I undid my top, and I found myself taking longer than necessary with my shoes and socks.  I had not anticipated a woman right here while I was stripping.  It was more than a little intimidating, despite the fact that she’d been nothing but courteous to me.  And I was going to have to get used to being naked around women very fast.  So, after I got my jeans off, with my back to the woman, I took a deep breath and thrust my underwear down to my ankles.  I snapped a quick, self-conscious glance back at her, saw her eyes flicker politely away from my naked ass.  Of course, the woman at the front desk had labelled her my fitter, and the thing she was fitting me for would cover only one very brief bit of my body, so she was going to get her eyeful one way or the other.  I stuffed my underwear into the locker, shut it and slapped the lock on before I could chicken out.  All of my clothes were tucked away inside that locker now.  I was completely naked.  Another deep breath and then I turned back to the blonde woman.

She saw me regarding her, gave me a warm smile, tilted the basket toward me as a reminder of her responsibility, and invited me over.  I approached her and she crouched down in front of me, eyes on my penis.  She tilted her head this way and that, sizing me up, and I felt a powerful mixture of arousal and shame.  She finally came to a decision and pulled one of the g-strings from her basket.  She said, “Try that on.”

It was built for men, with a pouch at the front to contain anatomy that women obviously didn’t have.  At least there was that.  They weren’t trying to emasculate us right out of the gate by shoving us into women’s clothing.  I suppose the purpose of this fitter was to assess what size pouch we’d need, then.  I didn’t know what sizes they came in, but I could see some in that basket with a lot bigger pouches than the one she’d given me.  I slid the cotton undies on, and my cock and balls fit snugly and perfectly inside.  The woman knew her trade.  She smiled again, asked if I wanted a mask.

“Do you have a purple one?” I asked and she laughed and said, “My, aren’t we picky?”  But she pulled the only purple mask from those she had and held it out to me.

“You can head on into the Caberet room, if you want,” she said to me.  “That’s where things will start when they start.  Or you can wait here if you’re nervous.”

I turned in place, glancing at the other three men sitting in their skimpy g-strings, masks draped dejectedly through hanging hands.  They looked even more nervous than I was.

“They have booze for you in the Cab room, if you don’t want to wait here,” the woman said.

“Booze?” one of the men said, perking up.  “You didn’t mention that.”

“Yeah.  You know, to lower inhibitions.  Just don’t get drunk.  They’ll ask you to leave if you’re drunk.”

The man said, “Yeah, I need some booze,” and he headed out the way we’d come in.  The other two looked after him enviously, still trying to work up their courage to attend an event they’d paid a hundred and fifty bucks to attend.

“Where’s the Cab room?” I asked.

“Out the door, make a left, then first door on your right.  Green door.  Or just follow him.” 

I headed back into the hall, feeling ridiculous in my revealing attire.  My ass was completely exposed, just a floss of fabric up between my cheeks.  There was pounding music coming from elsewhere in the building, possibly the aforementioned bar, and a girl who looked only the minimum age to get in this place passed me by, throwing one grinning glance back at my ass as she did so.  I blushed and hustled to catch up with the other guy ahead of me.  He looked like he knew where he was going.

The green door was obvious, and he pushed his way through into a room lit by overhead fluorescents, me close behind.  It didn’t look like a sex dungeon, or indeed like anything I had anticipated in a place like this.  The floor was tiled green, and there was a banked triple tier of fold down seating, similar to those in Astor Auditorium, though black and more worn, on one wall.  The rest of the room was almost completely devoid of furnishings.  There had been a bar set up to one side, though it didn’t look like a permanent fixture.  A woman in a tuxedo was serving drinks there to the five other men currently in the room, all wearing the same nothing underwear I was.  Aside from the tuxedoed woman, there were no other ladies in evidence yet.  I had a wild and momentary fantasy that maybe no one would show up, and couldn’t tell if it was relief or disappointment that won out at that thought.

I approached the bar and the woman offered me champagne.  She said there was harder liquor served later, but until the party started in earnest, that’s all they were serving.  I accepted the drink gratefully, tried not to gulp it.  I asked her if she was attending the party and she said that no, sadly, she was working tonight, so she’d be behind the bar for the duration.  “I get to watch, though,” she said, and threw me a wink.  “The drinks are free, and none of the men will be carrying any method of payment, but I’ll still see plenty of tips tonight.  Not a bad side benefit of the gig.”

She was attractive, with reddish blonde, heavily curled hair that tumbled down to her shoulders, and I felt my penis stir in its little pouch at the thought that she would soon be seeing me naked.  That same thought brought the drink back to my lips.

A few minutes later a petite blonde girl, hair drawn into a ponytail, and wearing a T-shirt with the Club Mirage logo, entered the same way we had, ushering the remaining men into the room.  I recognized two of those as persons who had been in the change room with me, but there were also two others, bringing our total male crew to eleven.  I saw her quietly counting us off, glancing at a sheet on a clipboard she carried before looking up again.

“Everybody found the bar!” she laughed, “Excellent.  I’m Leslie, I’ll be informally running things tonight.  So I won’t be participating, but I’ll be off to the side making sure everything runs smoothly and everyone has fun.  If you need anything, you come see me, okay?”  She took the time to explain to us some basic rules for the evening, re-iterating the no drunkenness one first.  “You can get tipsy, just don’t become a problem for anyone, you know?  That’s a sure-fire way to get tossed.  Now, I’m assuming, since each of you signed up to be here, that you’re into the notion of submission.  If that’s not the case, well, you may be in for a rough evening.”  She chuckled, but seeing the nervous glances exchanged by a few of the men, came back with, “Seriously, though, if you’re uncomfortable at any point, come see me and we’ll get you out quickly and quietly.  No fuss.  You paid to be here, you’re here to have fun, same as the women.  So if you’re not having fun, tell me, yeah?  On that note, in front of the women, I may use some crude language, say some things that seem mean or derogatory - I’m letting you know now that it’s part of the act, okay?  You paid to be humiliated, so if I say anything humiliating, don’t take it personal, yeah?  It’s my job!  I’m still on your side, I’m still your go to if you’re not having fun.  Second rule, in keeping with the theme of the evening, the women are to initiate everything.  I’ll be running us through some simple games and ice-breakers to get us started, but as the evening wears on, you’ll be left in their hands.  You do not proposition a woman, you do not make requests of a woman, you do not approach a woman unless she has summoned you.  You’re here to have fun, but your fun tonight should come through serving them, not the other way around.  If you’re looking to be the one in control, we have other events that cater to that, so stick to the theme of the evening, everyone, okay?”

There were head nods and acknowledgements.

“Any questions?”

One of the men who had been in the change room with me, a guy in his early fifties, balding and with a pot belly hanging over his g-string, asked, “What exactly can they ask us to do?”

“Anything,” Leslie answered with a shrug, then amended, “Anything legal within the confines of this club.  Which is a sex club, after all.  If someone asks you to do something you really don’t want to do, try letting them know you’re uncomfortable, first.  Most people aren’t here to make enemies, so if you’re polite and honest, I think you’ll find most are understanding.  If there’s still an issue, bring it to me, and I’ll be the one to evaluate the reasonableness of the request.  At that point, if I side with them, you can stick around and go through with it, or tell me to shove it up my ass and leave.  Your call.  Anything else?”

Another guy raised his hand.  He was tall and tanned all over.  His abs were chiselled, his pecs taut.  He looked like he had stepped from the cover of Elsie’s Playgirl, and he joked now with a confidence that all men that insanely gorgeous seemed to share.  “Will you actually shove it up your ass?”

Leslie smiled at him.  That’s where he got his confidence.  Women likely always smiled at him, no matter how crude his comments.  And his pouch size left me feeling pretty lacking, too.  “Not at this event, I won’t,” she said.  “Check the club schedule if that’s your thing.”  She clapped her hands and said, “Any of you still feeling nervous, you’ve still got...”  She checked her watch.  “Six minutes to imbibe.  Go for it.”

She headed out, then.

There was a mass flocking back to the bar, and every one of the men elected to don their mask.  Most of them looked excited, but there were plenty like me who looked like they were trying to figure out just exactly how they’d ended up in this preface to a waking nightmare.  The second glass of champagne definitely helped.

Leslie was back a few minutes later.  She announced to the room, “The ladies are right behind me.  Mingle with them, fellas!  They’ve been given a little contest to get them started, so just play along with anything they ask.  Pretty much your job for the night!”  She stepped to the side, and then the door behind her opened again and a veritable throng of women flowed into the room.  Most of them held little notepads and stubby pencils of the type one might use at a golf course.  I had no idea what that was about.

There was a cross-section of both age and skin colour.  The oldest of the women looked like she might have been in her sixties, and the youngest, to my eyes, might have been teens.  I shifted from side to side, peering past the other men, looking for Elsie.  I didn’t initially see her, and it occurred to me suddenly that it was just possible that she wouldn’t show up, that I was attending this wild event, two thousand miles outside my comfort zone, as a practical joke.  But then, toward the back of the pack, I saw her, smile unaccustomedly broad, eyes wide and turning to either look for me, or check out the male offering for the evening.  She wasn’t dressed as nicely as she had been for the Astor event, was just wearing a pair of scruffy blue jeans and black T-shirt.  The sort of thing she’d wear to school.  In fact, most of the women were dressed that casually, and I reasoned that that might be deliberate - to give them the feel of the everyday, the mundane, to that much further contrast the strangeness of our nudity.

We had been told to mingle, so I took a step toward her before she’d even spotted me.  But I halted after just that one step.  Because I saw someone coming in the room behind her who I also knew.  It was Misty, her gorgeous blonde hair flouncing with each step as she practically skipped into the room, looking bright eyed and eager.  Of course, this is one of the people Elsie attended such events with - she obviously had the same passion for male nudity that Elsie did, had been willing to jeopardize not only her own position in her sorority but the sorority itself to indulge it.  I had expected and intended to be naked in front of Elsie, but not in front of this pretty new acquaintance.  No wonder Elsie had suggested I not come in her car!  A stage fright that dwarfed even the worst I’d ever had before public speaking overtook me then, and it was only the forceful self-reminder that I had the mask, and that Misty had met me only the once, that allowed me to calm.  Taken so far out of context, it was entirely possible she wouldn’t recognize me.  As long as Elsie hadn’t informed her of my presence.  As long as she was willing to keep the secret.

As if in confirmation to that thought, I saw Elsie’s eyes lift to mine.  She smiled a distinctly different smile from the one she’d worn into the room.  It was full of anticipation, but also full of warmth and care.  But she didn’t head straight for me, something that would quite possibly have tipped off Misty as to who I was, instead wandering over to a shorter, broad shouldered man and engaging him in conversation.  Misty tagged along.

As I tried to decide what I should do, whether to get out in the crowd where I could be better seen and approached, or to hide back at the bar, maybe even get another drink, deliberately go for drunk to get tossed out, a cluster of three women walked up to me, all grins.  They had drinks, too, champagne like myself, so there must have been a second serving station, wherever they’d been corralled before the event.  They represented the diversity of the women present perfectly.  The oldest among them was a Black woman in her mid-fifties, and she was accompanied by a thirties-something woman of East Asian descent, and a red headed white girl in her early twenties.

“What have we here?” the Asian said, eyes roving up and down my body, lingering on the little nugget that was my privates packaged up in blue cotton.  Every instinct in me screamed to cover myself, but I fought it.  This was nowhere near as bad as things were going to get.

“He’s a cute one,” the Black woman said.  “What’s your number?”

“Nine,” I told them, and they all jotted it down on their little pads.

“How old are you, Number Nine?” the Black woman went on.

I didn’t know how honest I wanted to get with the personal details, but this one seemed harmless, so I just told them, “Twenty two.”

“I’d’ve guessed younger,” the Black woman said.  She cocked her head to the side, stared at my dick and said, “By that.”

I blushed and the red haired girl stepped around behind me.  She announced to her friends, “He’s got a nice ass, though.”

“Yeah?” the Black woman said.  “Turn around.”

I’d been told to play along, so I tried to keep the anxiety from my face as I shuffled in place to show off my clearly revealed behind to these strangers. 

“That is nice,” the Asian woman said, and her friend beside her agreed.  Those two then stepped around me to join their red headed friend in assessing my dick again.

“So what you think, Julie?” the Black woman asked.  She brought up her notepad and pencil.  Her eyes never returned to mine, just stayed glued on my package.

“I dunno,” the red headed girl, Julie, I’m guessing, responded.  She shrugged.  “I’d say average.”

The Black woman chuckled.  “That ain’t average.  I’m a nurse, I see men naked all the time, and that ain’t average.” 

I almost spouted that I was a doctor, but beyond the fact that that would have been inaccurate (I was studying to become a doctor), it was way too much information.  I instead steeled myself with the knowledge that I was firmly in the average range, if only at the lower spectrum.

“I’ve seen smaller, Gina,” the Asian said.  She chuckled and added, “My husband is smaller.”

“Oh, I’ve seen smaller,” the Black woman, Gina, agreed.  “But mostly I’ve seen bigger.  Let’s see.”  She stepped closer to me and finally looked me in the eye long enough to say, “We’re supposed to guess the size of your dick.  I’d ask you to just tell us but I think that’s cheating.  And we’ll see soon enough.  But I wanna win.  So, you don’t have to cough, but I’m going to figure this out.”  And with no more warning than that, she took my genitals in hand, palming the entire package initially, before taking my testicles between two fingers and thumb, feeling around for my cock head, pinching that lightly.  She stared into my eyes while she did, and a moment later she laughed, said to her friends, “Ooooh, look at him blush!  Does it embarrass you to have me feeling up your little penis?”

I said nothing, just lowered my eyes, feeling the fierce burn of my blush in my cheeks. 

“Yeah, that’s just a little dick,” she opined.  “I’m gonna say...  four inches when you’re hard?  That sound right to you?”

It was four and a quarter, in truth.  But I wasn’t about to help her shame me, or help her win.

“Maybe...  an inch and a half soft like you are now?”  She squinted at me, trying to discern any reaction that might tell her if she was near the mark.  I gave her nothing though, and she finally jotted her guesswork down on the page.

“Lemme see,” Julie said, and she repeated the action.  Her hand was warm as she encompassed me in her grip, and I felt myself stir once more in my cotton pouch.  The last thing I wanted was to be jutting in my tight g-string, so I looked away and tried to think of anything other than what was happening to me.  Julie still brought me semi-erect, though. 

When Julie withdrew her hand, Gina noticed the difference, chuckled and said, “Oooh, you got a reaction out of him.  You know, there’s an easier way we could figure this out.”

Before she could express just what this other method might be, though, Leslie called out from the side of the room, “You’ve only got five more minutes to note all your measurements, ladies!  Don’t spend too much time with just one man!”

Julie jotted down her guess and, not to be outdone, the Asian stepped in to give my package a little tweak of her own, grinning at me lasciviously the whole time.  Then she followed Julie on to the next guy, while Gina lingered just long enough to tell me, “I’m coming back to you, Number Nine.  It may be little, but I’m interested to see it.”  Then she followed her friend.

There followed a rapid flow of women after that, approaching me, eyeing my tightly packed genitals, some crouching to get in for tight visual scrutiny, some adopting the methodology of the first group, feeling me up.  I was still scared as hell, especially for what was to come next, but as woman after woman laid hands on my penis, the arousal was mounting as well.

It surged when Elsie approached, Misty at her side. 

“Hey, cute stuff,” Misty grinned, eyeing me up and down.  I didn’t see any hint of recognition in that look, so that was good. 

It was clear in Elsie’s eyes that she knew who I was.  They quested over my body and I was reminded that while my full nudity had never been revealed to her, she had never so much as seen me with my shirt off before, or even in shorts.  I kept in reasonable shape, with a stationary bike in my apartment and a steady routine of pushups and even chinups on a bar I’d installed in my bedroom doorway.  I may not have had the girth between my legs, but I was more physically fit than most of the guys in the room, and I thought by the journey of Elsie’s eyes that she approved.  Of course, there was one guy in the room who had the full package, pardon the pun - huge pouch which I assumed contained a huge penis, and an absolutely ripped body.  I had glanced his way more than once tonight, and there was no doubt that he was the starring attraction.  He had a bevy of women around him at all times, and even a lot of repeats, after they’d already guessed at and noted his presumed dick size.  Fuck, I wanted to be that guy.

Misty had gotten down on both knees in front of me, leaning in so close to my dick that I could feel her body heat right through the cloth of the pouch.  Elsie, meanwhile, toured around behind me to check out my ass.  She’d only been back there a moment when said, “What the fuck?!”  The exclamation, coming as it did when I assumed she was examining a part of my body of which I was at least marginally proud, alarmed me, and I craned my neck to look at her.  But she wasn’t looking at my ass, anymore.  She was looking past my shoulder to the person who had just entered the room.

Jesus Christ, it was Xan.  Elsie’s little sister stood just inside the doorway, notepad and pencil of her own clutched in both hands, eyes wide, head turning from side to side uncertainly.  She caught sight of her sister, half-smiled, half-cringed, came walking toward us. 

Misty had turned at Elsie’s outcry, too, and she stood now, muttering, “Oh, fuck.”

Elsie stormed toward Xan and the two met close enough that I could overhear their whispered argument.

“What are you doing here, Alex?” Elsie demanded.

Xan chuckled, looking around at all the half-naked men.  “Same thing you’re doing here.”

“Go home!”

“No!  I paid my ninety bucks, I’m not going anywhere!”

But I wasn’t the only one overhearing the conversation.  Leslie had, too, and she creeped cautiously toward them, asking, “Everything okay?”  I saw her eyes flicker between both of them, saw what I assumed was recognition of their relationship.  Xan may have been three years younger, but she was otherwise the spitting image of Elsie.

Both of the girls nodded distractedly, told her yes, and Leslie withdrew back to her side of the room, watching without making it obvious she was watching.  The last thing she probably needed was a family fight in the midst of her CFnm party.

“I told you not to come,” Elsie hissed at Xan.

“Yeah, you did.  Good thing you’re not my Mom.  I’m here.  Deal with it.”

I saw Elsie intake a breath for her next rebuke, but Misty stepped up beside her, put a hand on her shoulder.  “It’s cool,” she told Elsie.  “Let her stay.”

“She can’t let me stay,” Xan muttered, and Misty snapped an angry look at her.  She was trying to defuse the situation.  The least Xan could would be to play along.

“Let her stay,” Misty said again.  “All this means is you’ve finally found some common ground with your sister.”

“Yeah, we’re both healthy young women who like cock,” Xan muttered.  “Big surprise.”

But before Misty or Elsie could respond, Leslie called out, “Time!  That’s time, ladies!  Which means it’s also time for my favourite part of the evening, the big reveal.”  She turned a warning glance back on Elsie, Xan and Misty, and said, “Or as I like to call it, the big surprise.”  She gestured to the tiered seating, said, “If you could all take a seat!”  A few of the guys wandered over to join the ladies and Leslie had to bark at them, “Not you.  Men, line up here, facing the women.  We’re going to see how accurate their guesswork was!”

Misty threw one last glance back at me, squinting, estimating, jotting something down on her pad, before joining the others in the seats.  Xan had arrived too late to partake in this first stage of the evening, her notepad still blank, but the guessing was really secondary to the revealing, anyway, so she hadn’t missed what she had come for.

My heart was racing as I joined the extended line of men.  I would have been terrified of this next step anyways, but to have yet another girl I knew in the audience now, and someone who, if things did go well between myself and Elsie, I would be seeing regularly, was way more than I had signed on for.  But I knew if I left now, Elsie would see it as a rebuke of her turn ons.  Maybe she would think no less of me, but she would think no more of me either.  I swallowed, stared straight ahead, and waited for the next instruction.

Which turned out not to be the one I was dreading.  “This is a haphazard line, guys,” Leslie said loudly.  “Let’s get this a little more organized.”  She stepped in front of us, pointed to a spot on the floor.  “Number One, come here!”  And she went on down the list till we were in a militarily precise line in numerical sequence, facing the eager women.

“Okay!” Leslie hollered.  “Everyone, make sure your names are on your guesses, and pass me your notepads!”  She wandered to the front of the women, started collecting the notepads on which the ladies had guessed our sizes.  “Keep the pencils for now, I’ve only got two hands!”  She sorted through them, then hollered, “Number One!  Let’s get this party started!  Come here and stand before me!” 

It was the older gentleman who had asked her, previously, what the women were allowed to ask us to do.  He shuffled up beside her, eyes downcast, face red, breath rapid.

“Number One,” Leslie said shuffling through the notes.  “The women here seem to have a rather midling opinion of your genitals.  I’m seeing a lot of 5s and less than 5s when it comes to the length of your erection.  Let’s see what we’re working with.” 

He turned almost pleading eyes up on her.  He had paid for this opportunity, but now that the moment was upon him, he looked more nervous than ever.

“Come on, Number One,” Leslie said to him.  “Show us your big boy face.  And maybe, just maybe your big boy cock.  The jury is still out.”  They were stern words in keeping with the event, but even with her only turned one quarter profile to me, I could see the smile on her face, and the gentle encouragement in her eyes.  You’ll have a lot more fun if you just play along, those eyes promised.

The message must have been received, because the man sighed, then just shoved his g-string down to his ankles.  His penis was, at a glance, a little larger than my own, but nothing that could have booked the guy a porn shoot or anything.  It didn’t matter.  The response of the audience was wild and immediate.  Number One may have been the least physically impressive specimen among us, given his age and his flabby mid-section, but the women didn’t care.  Maybe it’s that in day-to-day life women are expected to maintain some level of decorum, moreso than men, and in here they had been given not just permission but encouragement to cast that aside.  I wouldn’t guess this guy would have been the centre of any of their fantasies before tonight, but to have him naked in front of them, face flushed, hands behind his back to make sure they could get a good look at his dick?  They were appreciative.  It bolstered me a little, took away a tiny portion of my fear.

“Well done,” Leslie congratulated him, as she bent to grab his g-string and carried it to a nearby box for deposit.  “It always sucks to go first.”  She turned to the women, then, said, “Okay, I’m going to need a volunteer!  Who here wants to measure Number One’s penis?  Find out how he stacks up to the guesses from you lot?”

At least half of the hands in the audience went up and the lucky one chosen by Leslie was a middle-aged woman with a blonde bob cut.  She knelt beside him, took the tailor’s measuring tape from Leslie, was just reaching for the guy’s dick when Leslie stepped up beside her.

“Hey, hey, hey!” Leslie said.  “Bad Number One!  No erection yet!  We need a flaccid measurement first.”

When the blonde woman from the audience shifted her head, I could see that despite what was clearly intense embarrassment on Number One’s face, his dick had risen to half-mast, and was still rising.

“Down boy!” Leslie said, and she slapped his dick with a enough force to make him wince.  It didn’t stop his climbing hard-on, though, and Leslie said, “Okay, we have measures in place for this.”  She marched over to the bar while the women in the audience (and the bartender - she was watching the proceedings with a lot of interest) laughed at the poor guy’s reaction, and the blonde woman on her knees beside him leaned in close to check out his boner. 

Leslie returned from the bar with a cup full of ice cubes.  She pulled one out, touched it to Number One’s penis, told him, “You might want to think unsexy thoughts, Number One.  There’s a strict order to how we do things.  Soft, then hard.  So you make that little thing lay down for me, or I’ll just keep icing it.  And you don’t want it getting too cold.  It’ll only draw you up short in the measurement.”

Number One had clenched his eyes, was muttering something to himself which must have worked.  When his erection had retreated, the blonde woman took a measurement.  Flaccid, the guy was just under two inches. 

“Now we gotta revive it,” Leslie said.  “Can you do that Number One?  Or is it just too cold?”

“I’ll try,” Number One said.

“I’ll help you,” Leslie told him.  “Look down.  Look at the lovely lady kneeling beside you, staring at your penis.”

Number One followed the instruction.

Leslie addressed the woman next.  “Would you like to warm him up?”

“How?”

“However you want.”

The woman smiled, enfolded Number One’s cold penis in her hands.  She even bent her face in to add her warm breath to his dick, the way someone might warm their hands in the winter.  Leslie further added to the moment by leaning in to Number One and whispering something in his ear.  I never found out what it was, but it worked.  Between the two of them, the ladies brought his dick back to life.  When he was standing straight and tall again, the girl measured him, reported a length of four point nine inches.  There was a mixture of applause and laughter from the audience. 

The process continued down the line, guy after guy.  More than a few of them were sporting boners before the first measurement could be applied, some even before their g-strings came off, watching the reactions of the women to the guys before them.  In every case, Leslie applied an ice cube to shrink them for their first measurement.

Number Eight, as luck would have it, was the gentleman who all the ladies really wanted to see.  The man who looked like a Chippendale’s dancer, with an abdomen so grooved it looked like a trench lined battlefield, pecs like Appalachians and a pouch that only promised whoever came next would look like a child.  He stepped forward, didn’t wait to be asked to strip off his g-string.

If I’d thought the audience approval uproarious before, they went wild now.  His dick wasn’t the stuff of my nightmares - it didn’t literally drape to his knees.  But I could see it between his parted legs, knocking around mid-thigh like the pendulum in a grandfather clock.  When Leslie asked for volunteers to measure it, every single hand in the audience went up.  It was Misty who won the lottery that time, and she ran down to the floor like an excited contestant on The Price is Right.  She literally jumped up and down and clapped as she drew even with the guy, then dropped to her knees loudly enough that I heard the impact.  She got her face closer to his dick than she needed to to read the tape measure she ran over him.  Six inches.  The guy was six inches while flaccid.

“I think it’s fair to guess we’ve found our biggest for the evening!” Leslie exclaimed and the audience roared their approval.  One of them hollered at him to make it hard, and he took himself in hand, started stroking it slowly, performing for the audience.  This was a guy who felt not the least bit shame in this predicament, and why would he?

Misty’s mouth was open and she was on the verge of hyperventilating while she watched this hot guy masturbate beside her.  I looked up and saw that both Elsie and Xan (seated widely apart) were similarly entranced.  Elsie’s eyes had flickered to me on more than one occasion during the measurement of the other guys, trying to communicate confidence, but she didn’t look at me once now, seemed to have forgotten I was there at all.  I don’t think she blinked.  Xan was in a similar state, leaning forward in her seat, face thrust between the heads of the two women in front of her, watching so intently her expression might have been mistaken for concern if it wasn’t for the rapidity of her breathing.

When the guy’s self-ministrations had brought him fully erect, he pulled his hands away.

Misty squealed as she leaned in to measure him.  Eight point two inches erect.  The guy was almost twice my size.  A winner was chosen from the audience who had mostly closely guessed the measurement, with a prize to come later, they were told, as had been the previous winners.  Then Number Eight was dismissed back to the line, along with his drawn sabre cock.

“Number Nine, front and centre,” Leslie called. 

I gulped and stepped up beside her.  I was, I’m sure, visibly trembling, nervous about being exposed, nervous about doing so directly after the colossal Captain America dude who went immediately before me, nervous about getting an erection and being humiliated via ice cube.  That last was the least of my worries.  As nervous as I was, I figured I was almost certainly safe from that eventuality.  But as my eyes played out over the women, as I realized that all of them had turned their gaze from the other naked men, even from Number Eight point Two, that they were eagerly awaiting the unwrapping of this new present, as I saw Misty staring wide eyed at my crotch, Xan licking her lips unconsciously and most of all Elsie, sitting straight in her seat, eyes on mine, dropping occasionally unbidden down to my crotch, the unthinkable happened.  I felt myself twitch in my pouch and knew the process had started.

“Drop em, Number Nine,” Leslie ordered and I hesitated for just a moment, flicking my eyes to her, biding for time, hoping what had started would reverse itself.

“Oh, I see what’s happening,” Leslie assured me.  “We all see what’s happening in that little pouch of yours.  But that doesn’t make you exempt.  It’s show and tell time, Number Nine.  So, whether it’s popping up or laying down, you drop that g-string and let the little guy out.”

One more glance back to Elsie.  Her lips were drawn in between her teeth, and she was stifling a laugh, but her eyes were back with mine and there was that same message of confidence in them.  She was enjoying my humiliation, I have no doubt, but it wasn’t cruelty she felt but anticipation and at least some degree of empathy.  I shook my head, sighed as Number One had, and shoved my g-string down.

My little, throbbing erection popped free into open air, into the sightline of some thirty or so women.  Every instinct I possessed screamed at me to cover it up, but I understood what this evening was about, and knew that doing so would only make me look even more humiliated than I was, and inevitably invite laughter, if not outright mockery.  So I pushed my hands behind my back, lifted my eyes to the ceiling and waited for the ridicule.

There was some laughter, but it was mixed in with applause and hoots and hollers.  There was no doubt that the guy before me had had a more fulsome reception, but these ladies were appreciative even of my much smaller penis. 

Leslie asked for a volunteer and many hands rose again, none so vehemently though as that of the Black woman, Gina, who had felt me up earlier.  She got the nod, came down beside me all grins, eyes on my dick the whole time.

“I am out of ice,” Leslie told the audience.  “Now I could go back to the bar and get some more, but what say you we mix things up a little?  Shall we try a spanking, or-”

Gina cut her off.  “I know how to make him lay down.”

“Oh, yeah?”

“I could just spend him,” Gina said.

Leslie smiled broadly but said, “But that would be rewarding his bad behaviour.”

Gina looked at me, the ferocity of my blush, the way my eyes refused to touch on anyone in the audience, smiled and said, “It would be a punishment.  Look how embarrassed this Number Nine is.  Having all these women watch his little dick spasming out its load while some stranger jerks him off?  Being the first to be so humiliated?  Oh, I think we can get that blush a deeper red yet.”

The audience burst into such thunderous applause, raucous cries and exclamations of support that Leslie didn’t dare dissent.  Instead she called for my attention, and when I didn’t immediately give it, insisted, “Look at me, Number Nine.”

I shifted my eyes to her, feeling the burn of my humiliation all the way through my body.

She chuckled and said, “Yes, I think this will be a punishment for you.  Not only a candidate for smallest of the evening, but all these lovely ladies are going to see you orgasm.  How do you feel about that?”

How did I feel?  Having thirty women watch me cum?  Never mind the fact that my potential girlfriend was about to watch me be handled by another woman, never mind that Misty was going to see my cock tremble and spew, never mind that Xan was going to see it, never mind that even the tuxedoed bartender had now left her post, edging around to stand beside the rows of seats, hands clasped before her hips, eager grin on her lips...  I had never been so humiliated in my life, but buried under all that, digging for surface like some revenant was another emotion, birthed of the shame.  The mere thought of being naked before these women had been enough to bring me erect, but the thought of what I was about to be forced to do in front of them had a lust burning inside me so fierce I thought it might not end in a blush but in spontaneous human combustion.  I wanted to run and hide, I wanted to masturbate, I wanted to fuck every woman in that crowd.  One thing I knew was that every bit of shame I displayed was only going to fuel these ladies to greater heights, so rather than answer Leslie, I raised and folded my hands behind my head, leaving me completely exposed.  It was simultaneously an act of submission and an act of defiance.

Gina chuckled and said, “That’s the spirit,” then eased herself down on her knees a lot more gently than Misty had done.  Of course, she was more than twice Misty’s age.  She wrapped her dark skinned hand around my upright cock, almost obscuring the totality of my shaft.  She brought her other hand up and ran it gently over the underside of my scrotum.  She grinned at the audience, at the two women she’d made the rounds with in particular.  Then she began a gentle tug.

The women were going crazy, shouting encouragement at her.  “Make him cum!” and  “Show that cock who’s boss!” emerged through the chaos.  I was looking at the ceiling again, not just in embarrassment, though the woman had been right - I could feel my blush deepening - but also because if I made eye contact with any of the three women I knew I feared I would climax quickly.  And I didn’t need the title of premature ejaculator to accompany what was so far the crown of smallest penis among the men. 

But Leslie wasn’t going to let me off the hook that easily.  She leaned in next to my ear and began whispering obscenities.  “All these women are looking at you.  They’re staring at your penis while this stranger jacks you off.  And you know what?  Every one of them wishes it was them.  They all want to touch your cock, feel your cock, make you cum.  Some of them want to fuck you.  Do you want to fuck them?  Look out in that audience, at all those ladies who are going to think back to this moment and remember the sight of your pretty little prick shooting cum...  look out at them, focus on the one you want to fuck.  And know that she wants to fuck you, too.”

Her whispered words might have been enough.  The feel of her breath on my ear and neck might have been enough.  The knowledge of what was happening to me might have been enough.  The touch of the strange woman who was now tugging my dick more forcefully while her other one literally tickled at my balls with her fingernails might have been enough.  But I followed Leslie’s instructions, eyes wandering over the crowd.  The bartender was staring at my penis, still grinning her grin.  Paid to watch me cum.  Misty was smiling so broadly I could have counted her teeth, eyes on my dick enwrapped in a dark hand, and on my balls as they bounced beneath that fist.  Xan had redrawn that look I’d seen before, the one that was probably lust, but so deeply lining her face that she looked like she was somehow empathising with my penis.  And Elsie...  eyes no longer with mine, eyes considerably lower, mouth slightly open, hands in her lap...  and rocking.  She was being subtle, surely aware that all eyes would be on me, but she had forgotten about my eyes, and as subtle as she was being, I recognized the action she had evidenced in the Astor Auditorium control booth.  She couldn’t access herself directly like she had there, not in her jeans, but while I couldn’t see her hands, hidden as they were behind the seat in front of her, both forearms met in a v at her crotch, and yes, she was rocking, just a little, trying to milk an orgasm of her own as she watched me degraded before this audience.  And that was definitely enough.

I didn’t lower my hands, kept them clasped behind my head, but without warning I groaned out something that sounded like, “Har-ungh!”  And my hips jolted forward, my whole body shuddering, rising up on toe point, thighs flexing so that I felt the orgasm not just in my dick but in all the clenched muscles of my lower body.  My semen shot forth a good three feet, landing just shy of the feet of some woman in the front row.  Then it was another shot, and another, the women cheering more boisterously than the crowd at any sporting event, revelling in my humiliation and subjugation.  As the orgasm crested and began to ebb, my body folded forward and I had to extend one foot to stay in place.  Gina was grinning as she milked me, eyes on the head of my dick riding in her hand.  The last several pumps of my sperm ran down over her knuckles, contrasting her dark skin brilliantly. 

She brought that fist to her face, inspected my cum.  “Best ninety bucks I ever spent,” she said as she got back to her feet. 

The crowd laughed as the bartender hurried back to her bar to fetch napkins for the Black woman, and to mop up my sperm from the floor. 

“Alright, Number Nine,” Leslie said.  “We’ll come back to you in a minute when your dick settles down a little.  And you better not get hard again in the meantime, or I can promise you your next punishment will be less fun!”

Gina went to stand beside the bartender.  She, Gina, had been seated in the back row and there was no point in retaking her seat when she just had to return to measure my penis in a moment.

The final two guys were a relief to me.  Number Ten measured at four point one inches, erect, and I knew that was shy of me.  Number Eleven measured at four, even.

I wasn’t the smallest, but I was in the bottom twenty five percent, exactly as predicted.  Gina confirmed it with the measuring tape a few minutes later.  And it was Misty who had guessed most closely at my cock size, with her single, backwards, squinting glance.

By that point all of us men were naked.  And it was time for the real party to begin. 


Chapter Four

“Alright, boys,” Leslie hollered at us.  “I’m looking down the line and most of your dicks are still pointed skyward.  That’s good.  Any of you who have begun to drop, you have thirty seconds to make it hard again, by whatever means necessary.  Any man who doesn’t have a boner in thirty seconds time will be punished!”

There were only two guys in our line who had started to falter, and both of them grabbed hold of their cocks and started jerking.  Watching the women watching those guys, I felt in no danger of losing my own.  One of the men succeeded, the other failed, and Leslie ordered him to step forward, ordered the rest of us to make sure we didn’t drop either.  “And no cumming!” she barked.  “Anyone who spills his seed under the auspice of keeping it hard will not enjoy the punishment to follow!”

She then hollered out to the audience, “Raise your hand if you haven’t yet been up to measure and would like a chance to punish this limp dicked guy with a spanking!”  She wandered to one side of the room and then dragged a chair to the centre of the floor before the audience.  She chose Xan from the crowd, and the pretty young girl rushed down to the front where she was instructed to sit in the chair.  The man who had lost his erection was the shorter, broad shouldered guy Elsie had first spoken to when she’d arrived.  He was three inches shorter than me and a full inch longer between the legs.

“Lay down in her lap,” Leslie ordered him, and though Xan was facing the crowd, as she panned her head around to share her amusement with the other ladies, I could see the excited grin on her face.  The man hesitated and Leslie ordered again, “Lay down in her lap!  Now!”

He finally did so, face red, and Leslie stepped forward to manhandle him into the position she wanted, his dick and sack hanging between Xan’s jean covered legs.  He had to brace himself on the floor with both hands to hold himself there.

“Alright, I’ll determine when he’s had enough,” Leslie said.  “For now, my dear, you can commence your spanking.”

Xan gave a light tap to the guy’s ass, and Leslie stepped in, saying, “Do it like you mean it!  You’re punishing him!  His dick should have stayed hard for you!  Like this!”  And she brought her open palm down on the guy’s butt with enough force that he gasped.  I could see the red mark left behind even from where I stood.

Xan looked uncertain, though, actually asked the guy, “Is that okay?”

“Don’t ask him!” Leslie insisted.  “His opinion doesn’t count.”

But the guy looked back over one shoulder and told her, “It’s okay.”

So Xan smiled again, and brought her hand down with more force, open palm landing centrally, straddling both cheeks.  The guy gasped and she did it again.  And again.  The ladies in the audience laughed and clapped.

Leslie then crouched by the guy’s head, peering at his dangling penis between Xan’s knees.  She grinned, shook her head, said, “Just as I suspected.  Are you getting hard again?!  Is having this-”  She looked up at Xan, asked her how old she was.

“Nineteen,” Xan answered, still spanking.

Leslie returned her attention to the punished man.  “Jesus, is having this teenager spank your naked bottom turning you on?!  It is!  Ladies, look!  It’s a miracle.  Mister limp dick is getting a hard-on again!  Stand up mister limp dick, and show everyone your boner!”

Xan pulled her hand away and the man rolled off her to his knees, then got to his feet, facing the audience.  They cheered the return of his erection while all of us men could see the tattooed hand marks Xan had left on his backside - a sufficient deterrent from losing our own. 

“Turn around,” Leslie told him.  “Show off your pretty red butt.”

He shamefacedly turned the other way so they could laugh at his handprinted ass.

“Good,” Leslie said.  “Back in line.”  She turned her attention back to the audience, told them, “Alright, ladies!  I think you’ve been seated long enough.  It’s time for some more participation!  On your feet!”

While the ladies got from their chairs and milled about before the seats, Leslie guided each of the men in turn to a different point in the room, facing the women.  We were soon staggered, each with about eight feet distance separating us from any other man.

“Alright!” Leslie called.  “We’re going to divide you girls into groups of three, randomly.  If I call your name, you head on over to the man I assign you!”  She shuffled the notepads she’d collected, started calling out first names.  She assigned three women to each man, and as she did so, the bartender circulated, handing out toy plastic rings to the participants.  I already had a guess where this was going.

The three assigned to me ended up being the blonde middle aged woman who had measured Number One, and Julie, the cute redhead who had first approached me, and Xan who, as of yet, had given no indication she recognized me.  Thank God.

“Ring toss!” Leslie hollered.  “You can guess how this works.  Stand six feet back from your man, take it in turns to toss your ring.  The first of you to land one securely on your man’s erection, such that it stays there, come and see me!  If at any point your man’s erection should begin to falter, it is the responsibility of you ladies to rectify that!  Talk to your man.  Tell him something sexy to get him back on his feet.  But no touching!  Not till the next event.  We don’t need anyone else shooting off here prematurely.”

I was target practice.  My dick was target practice.  Nothing more.  Considering the attractiveness of the ladies who were now squinting at my exposed genitals, estimating distance, gauging strength of toss, I felt in no danger of losing my erection.  At least until the rings started pelting my stomach.  It didn’t hurt.  But it was an odd and decidedly unsexy sensation.  All three women came forth to gather their rings and try again.  By the fourth attempt, even with these beauties staring at my penis, I could feel their target begin to nod. 

It was Julie who spotted it first.  “Hey, hey, hey!  Get that back up there, mister!”

But it was Xan who took charge.  “I’ll deal with it,” she said, and she strode over to me while the other two women looked around the room at all the other erections on display.

She wasn’t allowed to touch me, but she stood on tiptoe to whisper in my ear.  Leslie had told her to try something sexy, and that’s exactly how she started out.  “I love your dick.  It’s literally my favourite one here.  I wanna suck it.  I wanna fuck it.  But you have to tell me something before I can do either of those things.”

I shifted my eyes to her. 

“Are you her boyfriend?”

My eyes widened and she grinned.  I felt something approaching panic.  This was the little sister of the girl I was interested in dating.  Who was right now not only seeing me naked and semi-erect, but had watched me get jerked to orgasm by a stranger.  I instinctively reached my hands to cover myself, and she pried them away from my dick.

“Don’t hide it!  I’ve already seen it, and yes, I know it’s you, Patrick,” she said.  “How do you think I found out about this party?  I went on her phone to find the video you guys made on campus.  That was super hot, by the way.  Then I saw your text exchanges.  Purple mask.  Nice.  I asked if I could come, she said no.  But here I am, throwing rings at your cock, and I need to know if that cock belongs to her.”

I looked around, saw Elsie standing with her own group two guys removed.  She was tossing the ring, dutifully, but her eyes kept shifting to me, to her sister talking to me.  She was frowning.

“I want her to be,” I confessed, and Xan sighed.

“That’s a pity.  I had big plans for your little dick.  I wasn’t joking, you know.  About her being a virgin.  I don’t think she’s ever so much as given a blow job.  She’s afraid to lose control.  Probably why she went into medicine.  Still, I’mma draw a line.  If you and she don’t work out, and you want someone younger who will give you a workout, you come see me.”

She looked down at my penis, smiled, and picked up her ring.  When I looked down to see what had her grinning I realized her little speech had done it.  My dick was once more pointed at the ceiling.  I may have wanted Elsie for my girlfriend, but one part of my anatomy, at least, had no problems with the notions her sister had been proffering.

“What’d you say to him?” Julie asked as Xan rejoined the other two women.

“Just let him know I was thinking of him,” she shrugged, and she tossed her ring toward my cock.

Throughout the room came occasional cheers as one group or another finally succeeded in landing their ring.  To my right the group had been concertedly trying to hook the smallest man among us, and when Leslie told them they should get bonus points for scoring on such a tiny dick, I blushed.  The guy was only a quarter inch smaller than me.  I was the second last guy standing when Xan landed her ring on what she claimed was her favourite penis.  The last guy was actually the hardest target to loop, for the opposite reason Leslie had joked.  It was Number Eight, with his eight point two inch erection.  When theirs was the only team left, Leslie allowed them to approach another foot closer with each toss.  At the three foot mark, one of them finally got their ring around his huge cock, and a cheer went up from all the ladies in the room.

“Okay!” Leslie hollered.  “Well done, ladies, well done!  We’re gonna take a quick break, so everyone can get a drink.  Ladies first, gentlemen.  Then I want all you ladies to take a seat again - you can bring your drinks with you!  Then, men!  We’re gonna line you up again, but we’re going to mix up the order.  More on that in a moment!”

The bartender was back behind the bar, serving mixed drinks according to whatever the women wanted.  She had a tip jar out, and the women, at least, could oblige.  There were plenty of bills filling her cup by the time I got up and asked for a scotch and soda.  I apologized for not being able to tip.

“You have nothing to apologize for,” she assured me.  “Your punishment was my favourite thing I’ve seen so far this evening.  I’m going to remember that image for a long, long time.  So thank you.” 

I smiled at her even as I blushed, and stepped aside to down my drink.

About ten minutes later, when all the women were back in their seats, and the men were congregated, naked and drinking to one side, Leslie gave us the one minute warning to finish our drinks.  “We have one more contest coming up,” she told us.  “And this one is for you men.  I don’t think many of you are going to want to lose.  But frankly, I don’t think many of you are going to win.”

When our one minute was up, and we’d tossed our disposable cups in the garbage bin behind the bar, Leslie called for us to line up again.  “But this time we’re going to do it from smallest dick to biggest dick.  I know Eleven, Ten and Nine are our first three - our surprise three in a row from the children’s department.  And I know number Eight is last in the row.  Lemme review our notes for the rest.”

The three of us Leslie had labelled children lined up shamefacedly as she got the rest in a row.  I tried to bear in mind what she had said before the women had arrived, about her being mean and derogatory as part of the show.  Certainly the women had appreciated the sight of our penises - maybe not as much as the mammoth one that would cap our line-up - and Xan had called mine her favourite, and the bartender had told me how much she’d enjoyed seeing mine in action.  Even Gina had called handling it the best ninety bucks she’d ever spent.  I even felt a certain perverse enjoyment in the shame of having my size pointed out and ridiculed, and wasn’t that really why we men were here?  From what I’d read online, we could come to Club Mirage any time to enjoy public sex.  But it was only bi-monthly that men could show up for sure-fire degradation.

Of course, there was another more specific reason I was here, and I wasn’t sure if what Leslie announced next was going to help that.

“It’s time for the edging competition!” Leslie announced.  “We’ve had two winners for each man, so far.  Has anybody here won both the measurement competition and the ring toss competition?”

No hands went up.

“Good.  That means we have two distinct winners for each man.  If you won either of the competitions, come down and stand behind your man now.”

Two thirds of the women now stood and came down to us.

“The remainder can move to the front row, if you want,” Leslie told them.  “You’re going to want to get a good look.”

Elsie hadn’t won, but she stayed where she was in the back.  She was glaring at her sister, standing just over my left shoulder, and frowning a little, too, at Misty, who was the other winner where I was concerned. 

“Men,” Leslie said, “hands on your head!”

All of us did as instructed, leaving our jutting dicks pointed, unconcealed, at the few remaining in the audience.

“You will remain where you are and you will keep your hands there for the duration of this game.  And you have only one objective for the next five minutes.  Don’t cum.  There’s a very good prize in it for you, if you succeed.  Which you won’t.  Because ladies, your objective is simple.  You want your man to cum.  You can use any means necessary to make it happen.  Are we clear?”

I looked over my left shoulder, saw Xan shrug to her sister in a gesture of, what can I do about it?  I looked right and saw Misty only looking eager.  She, at least, I’m sure, had no idea who I was, and felt, therefore, no compunction to justify her imminent actions to Elsie. 

“On your mark, ladies!” Leslie said loudly.  “Get set!  Go!”

There was a flurry of activity among all the women, nothing but grins and cheers from the women in the audience.  Even the bartender had come back to watch, taking a seat in the front row, at the far end. 

Xan and Misty simultaneously reached around for my cock, their hands colliding.  Both leaned around me to glare at the other, but Xan bowed to age, stepped back behind me.  Misty encircled my penis in her fist, dropping to her knees beside me to watch my dick bounce in her hand.  Xan contented herself by scoping out my ass, running her hands up it.

All down the row, the women were working the cocks with their fists.  At the far end of the line, Number Eight had both of his winning women jerking his cock at once, one fist over the other.  That maneuver wouldn’t have been possible on my little prick, where Misty’s hand left only a little room to enact the tug.  To my left, the smaller dicks than mine were being played with.  Number Ten’s women were both crouched in front of him, eyeing his penis as one of them tugged, though that woman had to lift her pinky finger free of him to leave clearance to effect any motion at all.  Julie had successfully guessed Number Eleven’s tiny cock size, and she was playing with his dick between just thumb and two fingers.

Looking across the women in the audience, I saw Gina grinning at me, watching Misty work me over, remembering her own play time with my cock.  The bartender, as well, who was allowing her eyes to rove over all the dicks on display, showed a preference for my own.  Perhaps that’s because it was the only one she’d seen ejaculate, so far, though that was surely about to change.  Number Eleven was already starting to groan and the other woman with Julie muscled her way in to take over, to make sure she’d get a turn, too.

“Just four minutes left, guys!” Leslie called.  “Who will be the first to nut?  My money says not a one of you can keep those cocks from shooting for another four minutes!”

Misty’s eyes kept lifting to mine.  She was a gorgeous girl, her blue eyes wide and eager, and knowing of her love of cock, I was sure the only reason she wasn’t staring at it but was instead trying to meet my eyes was to hasten my orgasm.  And it would work, undeniably.  So I forced my eyes away from her, tried to concentrate on anything other than the sensation she was giving me.  What my eyes locked on instead was Elsie.  Watching her sister and her friend try to move the boy she’d invited on this escapade to orgasm.  There was an anger in her eyes.  And there was lust.  I wasn’t sure which would win out.

Behind me, Xan opted for a new tactic.  I’d shown no outward sign of edging toward orgasm yet, so instead of stroking the cheeks of my buttocks, she fit a finger between those cheeks.   I felt her crescent fingernail touch on my asshole, and I cried out, hips instinctively thrusting away from the contact. 

Leslie saw it and yelled, “Number Nine’s showing signs of trouble!  Can he hold out?”

Xan must have decided it was a worthwhile endeavour, because she pushed that finger further, violating my ass with her teenaged finger.  She sank it all the way to the second knuckle, started wiggling it back and forth.  I closed my eyes and thought about anything else, started reviewing school notes in my brain, labelling the bones of the hand.  It was enough to stave off imminent orgasm.

But for Number Eleven there was no reprieve.  Julie was swatting his ass while the other woman held his little dick between two fingers, like a cigarette, jacking him off with no more than the twitch of her knuckles.  It did the trick.  He suddenly grunted, then the woman in front of him was pulling a fancy ninja move, ducking to the right just in time to avoid the bullet shot of his cum as it whizzed past her hair.

“And Number Eleven is the first to fall!” Leslie commentated.

Applause, cheers.

“Three minutes left, girls!  Make the rest of them follow suit!” Leslie yelled.

I had held on by the skin of my teeth.  If it wasn’t for the fact that I’d already been made to cum earlier, I’d probably have done so by now.  I didn’t know how I was going to make it the rest of the way. 

With the three minute warning Xan must have decided a change in tactics was needed.  She yanked her hand from my rear, and that quick and aggressive sensation may have bought me some time.  She crouched beside Misty.

“Let’s work him together,” she suggested and Misty, who definitely wanted the honour of making me spurt, nodded and asked, “How?”

“You get that side,” Xan said, and nodded to the right side of my penis.  She then leaned in and ran her tongue up the length of my dick.  I was drooling precum and she lapped it up without hesitation.

Misty got the gist, leaned in and added her tongue to the opposite side of my shaft.  When I glanced down I saw two incredibly hot girls simultaneously licking my cock.  I thrust my gaze away, desperately playing for time.

Where I ended up was with Elsie again.  Alone in the back row.  She was watching what the girls were doing to me, and she still looked angry.  But her forearms met in her lap again, and she’d started up that subtle rocking motion.  She was masturbating.  Angry, jealous and masturbating, all at once.  She was keeping the motion subdued, though there was no one else in the seats around her to spot her.  She didn’t even notice me watching her, so intent was her gaze on my pelvic region, at what was being done to me.

I was going to cum.  It was too much stimulation.

But just then Number Ten went off beside me, his little dick twitching and spurting in the palm of the woman working him.  He grunted loudly and lost his balance, spilling to his right, his naked body contacting mine.  It jarred me, hurt even, and knocked me free of the tongues of those vixens.  He apologized and straightened himself up.

Up in the seats, Elsie laughed.

I regained my footing, returned to my post, tried to ignore the drizzle of cum that guy had just spattered on my thigh during his topple.  But it had bought me time.

“Number Ten is down!” Leslie called.  And a moment later, “Two minutes!”

In the next eight seconds, four more guys came, all in rapid succession.  The field had narrowed to five of us.  And my girls were getting desperate.

“Show him your tits!” Misty hissed at Xan.

“What?!”

“Show him your tits!  I’ll suck his dick, while you flash him.”

“You show him your tits.”

Another guy down the row spurted off, his cum actually striking the chest of the Asian woman who’d first approached me with Gina and Julie. 

“Oh, fuck!” the woman, said, dabbing at her shirt with her napkin.  “Thanks!  How’m I supposed to explain this to my husband?”

Misty got tired of arguing.  She lifted her shirt, pulled her bra down, revealing to me a pair of lovely handful breasts, pink nipples as upright as my cock was.

I looked away.

Xan stepped back, lifted her shirt, too, popping her bra up over her tits.  They were much smaller than Misty’s - the girl was almost flat chested.  But she looked a lot like her sister, and the sight of them did more for me than the blonde’s had. 

I looked forcefully away again, as the two girls demanded I open my eyes and look at them.

“One minute left!” Leslie hollered.  “Work harder, women!”  And then, almost on the heels of that, “Number Four is out!”

That left only three of us.

Misty gave up on the flash, fed my dick into her mouth.  Her tongue and lips were excruciatingly soft and warm. 

Xan had a sudden flash of inspiration.  She ran up beside me, tits still on display, stood on tiptoe as she had before to whisper in my ear.  What she said was this:  “My sister masturbates all the time.  She thinks I can’t hear her, but our bedrooms are right next to each other and she’s not as quiet as she thinks she is.  Look at her, she’s masturbating right now.”

My eyes went back to Elsie.  Hers were still full of fury, watching her friend suck my dick and her sister pressed up against me, breasts exposed.  But Xan was right.  Elsie was still trying to rock out a subtle orgasm. 

“Number Six is gone!” Leslie hollered.  “We’re down to two!  Can either of them make it?”  Then:  “Thirty seconds!”

“Every night,” Xan told me.  “Every single night she plays with herself.  And I listen.  And I play with myself, too.  The night you guys made that video?  She masturbated to it three times.  I could hear that guy onstage asking those guys about their cock size.  But after she watched it and made herself cum three times, looking at all those dicks?  She turned it off.  And she still masturbated again, and as she came that time?  She grunted out a name.  Your name.  Elsie made herself cum and gasped, ‘Fuck me, Patrick!’”

I was on the fucking cusp.  I was getting an incredible blowjob from a lovely co-ed, and this teenager was whispering perversions about the woman I lusted after into my ear, the woman I could, incidentally, see playing with herself right now.  I was about two seconds from cumming.

“Holy shit!” Leslie exclaimed, and there was an audible ruckus from all the ladies in the room.  “Number Eight is cumming!”

Number Eight.  The guy with the dick that was as long as two of mine pasted atop one another.  Four, if you counted girth.  The object of almost every lady’s lust in the room.  Misty pulled her mouth from my dick to lean back and watch, Elsie turned her gaze, Xan stopped whispering to lean around my head for a peek.  Only I didn’t look, eyes locked on Elsie.  And as Number Eight at the far end of the line shot ropes of cum my little balls were incapable of generating, Elsie lost control, buckling forward, jaw clenching, eyes clenching, finally snagging an orgasm of her own.  If there had been any other stimulation ongoing, that would have been it for me.  That sight was gorgeous.

“Time!” Leslie yelled.  “That’s time!  And we have a survivor!  Little Number Nine lasted five minutes and wins the prize!”


Chapter Five

“But first,” Leslie exclaimed.  “There is a final punishment for the losers.  For all the boys who couldn’t hold on - all the preemies who couldn’t go the extra mile.  Or the extra inch, as it were.”

Leslie got all the ladies back in their seats, got us lined up by dick size again.  Meanwhile, the bartender must have been in on the next step, because she disappeared into a curtained area, returning with what looked to be a strap-on dildo, about five inches long, with an extra wide belt.  And a jar of Vaseline.  Oh, I didn’t like where this was going.  Leslie re-dragged the chair Xan had used to administer her spanking to the centre of the floor, in front of the audience of smiling ladies.

“We’re gonna do this in the order these men lost.  Which means...”  She consulted her notes.  “Our tiniest dick, Number Eleven, get up here.”

While Number Eleven, his penis now little more than a tucked in acorn between his legs, shuffled forward, eyes down, Leslie darted off behind the bar.  She returned with some sort of spray bottle, a box of tissues and a box of condoms, and for a moment Number Eleven perked up.  All of us did, I think.  But Leslie grinned and shook her head at him.

“You think you’re gonna get to fuck these ladies?  You think any one of them wants to fuck a tiny dicked guy who can’t even hold his cum in for...”  She glanced at her notes again.   “Two minutes!  Jesus, you couldn’t keep the reigns on for two minutes?!  No, you won’t be fucking any one of them right now.  What you will be fucking is this!”

While she’d been talking, the bartender had been busy strapping that dildo down tight to the chair.  It now pointed skyward, securely fastened to the centre of the seat.

Leslie sprayed the seat and the dildo down with what I now saw was cleaner, wiped it off, then rolled a condom onto the dildo.  She asked Number Eleven, “You ever take anything this big up your ass before?”

“No, ma’am.”

“Ma’am.  He’s polite, anyways.  Well, sir, you’re gonna wanna lube yourself up good.”  She opened the jar of Vaseline, held it out to him.  Number Eleven looked at it dubiously.  “Two fingers,” she told him, and she made a swiping motion over the jar.  “Get it thick on the fingers, then smear it around your asshole, and get some up inside, too.” 

“Can you do it?” Number Eleven asked.

“I’m not gonna do it!” Leslie laughed.  “This is on you.  Make sure you get good coverage, especially if your ass is virginal.”

Despite everything that had happened so far tonight, the various public humiliations we had all been put through, Number Eleven was blushing heavily as he dipped his fingers into the jar.  He was the focus of every pair of eyes in the room as he reached behind himself and started gently dabbing the goo between his ass cheeks. 

“Turn around,” Leslie ordered him, and if it was possible, the guy’s blush deepened.  But he turned in place so the women could watch his shameful act.  “Get it up inside there, Number Eleven.  Trust me, you don’t wanna try this without properly lubricating first.”

The women were grinning at his shame as he stuffed a finger up his own ass, smearing the lube up inside.

“That looks good,” Leslie assured him.  “You can turn around again.”

She guided him to stand in front of the seat.

“Now, you’re gonna wanna inch it in.  Don’t rush it.  Understood?”

The guy looked absolutely terrified, and looking down the row of men, I could see that most of the guys were rethinking their decision to attend tonight’s event.  But mixed in with the shame and the fear was the same arousal I had felt throughout the evening.  The arousal of being made to feel shame in front of others, of being put in uncomfortable situations publicly.  Of being naked, of being judged and measured, of being forced to humiliate one’s self, as Number Eleven was about to do.

The women were wide eyed, some leaning sideways in their seats to watch the dildo penetrate his asshole.

“Hold on to the back of the seat,” Leslie suggested, and it was interesting to hear the switch in the tone of her voice.  One moment a cruel carnival barker, mocking and degrading, the next just professional concern for the well being of someone under her care.  The degradation really was an act for her.  I supposed she ran similar events regularly, so of course she’d have the character down pat by now.  She helped him position his hands, even leant him body support as he inched his way down the dildo, mouth open, gasping.  By the time his ass had touched down in the chair, Leslie gestured to his lap and said, “Et voilà.  Behold the return of his boner.  Tiny though it may be.  Works every time.”

Number Eleven turned his wide eyes up to her, waiting for further instructions.

“What do you think I want you to do?” Leslie asked him.  “You fuck that thing.  And you jerk that little dick of yours.  Because you’re not getting off till you get off, you understand me?  No cum, no go.  You make it squirt again while all these ladies watch you fucking yourself up the ass.”  She glanced over a shoulder said, “And you better start psyching yourself up, Number Ten.  You’re next!”

Number Eleven lifted himself gently off the seat, exposing the bottom few inches of the dildo, then sank himself down on it again.  He was still blushing, but there was a new emotion entering his features as he took his little dick in hand, using the same technique the girls had used on Number Ten - full fist, with the pinky lifted clear to fit.  He was enjoying the sensation of the ride, but it wasn’t just that that was visible.  It the clear surprise and amazement to be enjoying it, something he would probably have never considered before.  Based on that expression, I wouldn’t have been surprised to learn if he invested in such a dildo for home use, going forward.  Within seconds he was no longer playing it safe, no longer monitoring each rise and fall, but was bouncing on the dildo like a pogo stick, eyes panning over the women who were grinning and laughing back at him.  It didn’t take long before his semen was pumping out again, much less than the first time.  There was a tiny eruption of cum that all of us saw, before the rest just spasmed out over his knuckles.  He finally came to a rest, head pitched forward, panting both from the climax and the workout, while applause, whistles and even catcalls came from the crowd.

Leslie helped him out of the seat, cleaned everything off and swapped out the condom before calling Number Ten forward to repeat the process.

Each of the men took their turn, each looking dreadfully embarrassed if not outright terrified to be made to do this at all, let alone in front of everyone.  But each one rocked out a cum on top of that thing, so there must have been something to it.  Number Eight was the last to have been made to cum by the girls, so he was up on the dildo when there just the two of us to go.  It was interesting to watch him lower himself atop it, because his was one of the few dicks that clearly outsized the dildo, and the only one that dwarfed it.  His masturbation technique required two hands, and he had to spread his legs wide to stabilize himself enough to allow the up and down impalement on the sex toy.  The women, Elsie not least among them, were rapturous watching him fuck it, and the applause at his climax, which yielded more sperm on his second cum that I could on my first, was thunderous.  Ever cocksure, he took a bow after dismounting.

“And that just leaves Number Nine!” Leslie called, and I hung my head and walked toward my fate.  But something was amiss.  After wiping and cleaning the seat, and removing the spent condom, Leslie started unstrapping the dildo.  She glanced up at me and grinned, said, “You won, Number Nine.  I promised a prize.  And the first bit of that prize is that you don’t have to ride this thing...  unless you want to!”

I smiled, shook my head.

“You sure?  You’re missing out!”

I was sure.  While I’d been intrigued to see the intensity of the orgasms of those that came before me, I’d experienced enough degradation for the day.  If I was ever going to experiment with anal play, it was not going to be before a live audience.

“Okay,” Leslie said, and she pulled the dildo free of the chair, gesturing for me to sit.  I could still feel the chill of left over cleaning fluid on my bare ass as I did so.

“Number Nine, here, was our sole survivor of the edging competition.  And I promised him a prize.  So here it is, Number Nine.  You can choose.  You can choose any lady in this room, to come down here and make you cum.  Assuming she’s into it.  They still have veto power, got it?”

Oh, I got it. 

This evening had been unbelievable.  I don’t think it’s something I would ever sign up for again, though it had certainly expanded my sexual horizons, but I had come with a clear goal, and here Leslie was handing me the means to that goal.  Or at least to the first step.  And if my request was vetoed?  Well, I’d have my answer, then, wouldn’t I?

I didn’t need to scan the crowd, didn’t need to deliberate.  I pointed unerringly to the back row, to Elsie, and now it was her turn to blush, though she was grinning, too, as all eyes turned back to her, most of them envious.

“How about it?” Leslie called to her, and Elsie nodded and stood while the ladies clapped and egged her on.  She picked her way carefully through the row, then walked to stand beside me, eyes on mine the whole time.

“You’ve chosen a real beauty,” Leslie assessed, and Elsie blushed again.  “And this is your reward, Number Nine, so no gimmicks, this time, no contest.  Just one request:  hands behind your head so we can all get a good look.”

I did as instructed.

“And just sit there and take what she gives you.”  Then she addressed Elsie, “And you...  just have fun, and make this boy cum, yeah?”

Elsie nodded, crouched beside me.  Her eyes burned with lust, at a higher intensity than I’d ever seen her display, and her breathing was visibly rapid.  There was even a slight tremble to her neck, and to her hand as she reached out and touched my stiff and twitching penis.  It was a feather stroke she gave it, resting her head on my thigh as she soaked in the visual at close range.  Behind me, ten naked men leaned forward to try to peer around my shoulders and watch my reward.

The women cheered and whistled.  Some of them called for her to be aggressive, to “take that thing and shake it” and though it was clear she was enjoying taking her time, she caved to peer pressure.  After giving my shaft and head another few light tickles, she enfolded my penis in the whole of her right hand.  Her grip was hot, and I watched her face as she did it, saw the amazement and wonder come into her eyes.  It couldn’t have been amazement at what I had on offer - her hand encased most of the totality of my shaft, and there was a guy she had just witnessed cumming right behind me, who had a shaft as long as her forearm.  Rather, I suspected that Xan had been right - that Elsie lacked any and all experience with a man, beyond the voyeuristic enterprises she clearly enjoyed.  Xan had said Elsie had never given a blowjob before, but based on her reaction I was beginning to wonder if she’d ever even touched a penis before.  Her jaw dropped, and she took a moment to simply absorb the experience of having me in her palm, of having me so completely in her control.  She raised her eyes back to me, half looking for approval of what she had done and how she had done it, half telegraphing to me that she literally had me in the palm of her hand and could and would do what she wanted.

This was the girl of my dreams.  Honestly, she could have done nothing more than crouch there staring at me with my dick in her stationary hand, and I’m sure I would have cum eventually.  But she began a slow motion up and down on my shaft, not loosening her grip, and I let out a groan that made the whole audience laugh and clap.  Elsie heard it and grinned, and looking at that smile, I knew it was only a matter of very short time before I would lose control.  But she surprised me then by removing her hand entirely, standing and leaning in to whisper to Leslie.  There was a general murmur from the crowd - none of them were sure what she was doing.  But Leslie was listening intently, showing some surprise, then nodding and smiling, even putting a supportive hand on Elsie’s shoulder.  Was Elsie backing out?  Was this done?  But no, she was kneeling again, and Leslie was crossing around behind me, crouching on the left of me.  She whispered an exchange to Elsie that I couldn’t even hear from that close range, then Elsie was leaning forward, taking my cock between fingers and thumb...  and feeding it toward her mouth.

I gasped, and Elsie’s eyes lifted to mine.  She smiled for just a moment before her lips enwrapped my cock head and I felt her wonderful tongue swirling over it, tasting my precum.  Her eyes closed as Leslie leaned in and whispered words of encouragement and direction.  She was counselling Elsie on how to give her first blowjob.

A moment later, after another whispered instruction from Leslie, Elsie stretched her jaw, and took the whole of my cock into her mouth, her tongue slipping along the underside of my shaft, touring around the sides of me. 

Leslie stood and backed away, announcing, “Her first blowjob, ladies and gentlemen!”  And everyone in the room, even the guys, cheered uproariously.

Elsie had figured out the basics, and was enjoying her new experience.  She bobbed her head up and down, silky tongue gliding over me.  It may have been her first blowjob, and it may have lacked the expertise that Misty had bestowed.  But it was Elsie.  It was Elsie who had taken it upon herself to seek out instructions so she could give this gift to me.

I flickered my gaze for just a second to Xan.  That girl was watching on with amazement and a mixture of pride and jealousy in her eyes.

Elsie closed her eyes.  She reached both hands behind me to grasp my lower back, pin in me in place, though I wasn’t going anywhere.  She increased her tempo, adding suction now, teeth well clear of me.  And my hands slipped down from their placement behind my head without my even thinking about it, clasped at the back her skull.

Leslie didn’t admonish, just grinned and stood back to admire the show along with everyone else in the room.

As I felt my climax coming on, I thought it only fair to warn Elsie.  “I’m gonna cum,” I said urgently.  “Do you want to stop?”

She shook her head without releasing me from her mouth, and kept on sucking.  A moment later my dick was spasming between her lips and I was groaning, head thrown back, eyes on the ceiling while the room gave us both their loudest applause of the evening.  Hell, they gave us a standing ovation.


Chapter Six

That was the final event of the evening.  After that, the men and women were free to mingle and do whatever they wanted.  The doors to the Caberet room were opened, and other guests of the club even began filtering in.  We didn’t really stand out among them - some of them were nude, too, even the women, and I soon learned that the entirety of the club was an open playground where guests were regularly naked, and fucked openly. 

Misty and Xan both wanted to stay and sample the delights of the club, but Elsie made it clear to me that she wanted to head out and that she hoped I’d come with her.

“I got here by Uber,” I heard Xan say.  “Not a problem to get home that way.”

Misty agreed she’d do the same.

As I was walking naked toward the door and Elsie was trailing, trying not to make it obvious that we were leaving together, Xan came trotting over and said loudly enough that both of us could hear, “Elsie?  Congratulations on the step you took tonight.”

Elsie frowned at her momentarily, but she couldn’t hold it when Xan smiled and she saw that her sister was sincere.  “Thanks, Xan,” she answered, and Xan’s smile broadened at the use of her preferred name. 

As I was opening the door, Xan called after me.  “Patrick?”

I looked back.

“Congratulations to you, too!”  She gave me a huge grin, then went back to join the growing crowd in the Caberet room.

After I was dressed, I found Elsie waiting just inside the club doors.  We walked to her car silently and she started us on the path home.  She pulled us to a stop in front of my run down apartment complex, and as I was struggling to figure out what the protocol was to end a “date” like the one we’d just shared, she surprised me by asking if she could come up.

“Um...  it’s not as nice as where you live,” I cautioned her.

She smiled and assured me, “I lived in my own small apartment before I moved back home, you know.  I’m not a princess.”

So I brought her up, thanking God that I’d taken the time to give the place a perfunctory cleaning against just such a development.  My place was just a bachelor apartment - bed, chair, desk, kitchenette all in one room, small bathroom with a standing shower to the side.  She didn’t bat an eye, bee-lined straight for my bed, took a seat.

“Do you want a drink?” I offered.  Again, the protocol wasn’t something I could easily figure out here.  We had shared a very intimate act, several if you counted everything she had watched happen to me, and even what I’d watched her do.  But that had been in a very different environ, a public forum where the rules were different from a one-on-one meeting in my apartment.  Or were they...? 

She shook her head, said, “I want something else.”

I smiled, but I still waited for her to spell it out, not wanting to be presumptuous.

“You were very brave tonight,” she told me.  “You went, I’m guessing, well outside your comfort zone.”

“You too,” I commended her.  “At least if what Leslie said was true.”  I didn’t let her know that Xan had told me the same thing, and more.

“It was,” she acknowledged.  “I’ve always been kind of stand-offish?  Sort of a watch from a distance kind of girl.”

“I know that firsthand,” I said, and she laughed. 

“Yeah.  That sort of thing...  and, you know, handling my own end of things, has been the way I’ve operated.  It’s...  safer?  Familiar, at least.”

I nodded.

“I enjoyed what I got to do tonight, though.”

I smiled at that, gave the most obvious answer in the world:  “Me too.”

She said, “I was wondering if you’d show me what else I’ve been missing out on.”

“You mean?”

She opened her purse, pulled out a small handful of condoms.  When I arched my eyes at her she said, “They give them out free at the club!  I grabbed them while you were dressing.”

“Uh-huh.”

She blushed, went on, “Anyway...  if you’re...  I dunno, interested?  And if you’ll be patient.”

“Are you asking me to be your first?”

“I am.”

“This is a night of a lot of firsts.”

“It can be.”

I smiled, said, “Will you do something for me, then?  Just to even things out.  Just so I don’t feel like...  I dunno...  like the only one under the spotlight tonight.  Will you undress for me first?”

“Together,” she said, but I shook my head.

“You’ve seen me already.  You’ve seen everything about me for hours.  I want a chance to see you.  And I want you to know what it’s like to stand naked before someone, while that person is still fully clothed.  I want you to experience the spotlight.”

She stared at me for a long moment, looking almost fearful.  I saw her steel up her resolve before she doffed her jacket, then took the lower hem of her T-shirt and drew it over head.  She wore a simple white bra underneath, but she turned her attention to her jeans next, standing, unbuttoning, shimmying them down past her hips, picking them up, piling them next to her, atop her other clothes.  She stood before me in just white bra and panties, maybe hoping it was enough and that I’d go next, but I made my stance clear by sitting myself down in the apartment’s only chair, nodding and smiling, watching.

She nodded back, fit her hands behind her back, unhooked her bra.  When she cast it onto the pile, too, she did so with one arm held across her breasts, hiding them from me, screwing up her courage before finally lowering both hands to her sides.

Her breasts were larger than Xan’s, smaller than Misty’s.  They would be considered small by most men, but then, so would my dick by most women.  They were perfect.  Her pink button nipples were hard little points, her chest heaving with the thrill and risk of what she was doing for the first time in front of anyone.  When I threw her an approving smile, she seemed to draw strength.  She bent and pushed her panties to the floor, didn’t even bother stepping out of them, just stood with them encircling her ankles, naked before a man for the first time in her life.

Her pubic hair was a neatly cropped triangle, and in the shadows of my bedroom, I could barely make out her cleft.  I had already cum twice this evening, but I was rock hard in my jeans as I took in the sight. 

“Turn for me,” I told her, and she kicked away the panties, then shuffled her back to me.  Her ass was small and perfect.  Like the rest of her.  I stood from my chair, walked up to her.  She was trembling again, all over.  When I trailed my hands lightly down over her back, allowing them to tickle across her buttocks, she gasped.  When I reached around from behind her to lightly caress her breasts, her hardened nipples, she whispered, “Oh my God,” and sank back into me.  She turned her head, and we kissed with her back pressed to my torso, my hands cupping her breasts, then running down over her ribs, her stomach, toying through her pubic hair, finding her cleft, gently probing.  She shuddered in what felt like it could have been a small orgasm, then turned to me fully, cupping my face in her hands as our tongues danced over one another.  After a few minutes of that, I gently lowered her to the bed, her knees over the edge, toes barely touching the floor.  I knelt between her legs, asked her, “You’ve never...?”

“None of it,” she whispered.  Her voice was shaking with her passion.

“Let me know if you like this,” I told her.

“I already do,” she got out, but that last word rose in pitch, because my tongue was on her cunt, and her hips were instinctively rising from the bed, bringing me into more forceful contact.  I propped my elbows on the bed, let her rest her ass in my hands, her body now a risen arch, her pelvis the highest point.  I licked at her clit and when that made her shudder again, and even bark out an unmistakable mini-climax, I sank my tongue inside of her, giving her the full pressure of my face as I dipped and lapped and acquainted my tongue with all of her most intimate areas.  And there was nothing miniature about the climax that followed that.

She eventually panted at me to stop, and while I thought she was done, as soon as I’d lowered her hips back to the bed, she was struggling to sit up, tearing open one of the condom packages, thrusting it at me, saying, “I liked it.  Jesus, I liked it a lot.  Show me the rest.”

I stripped off, and there was no mistaking the way her eyes glued to my dick.  This was a woman who definitely appreciated the male form. 

As I fit on the condom and edged into her, her arms flew back on the bed, fists clenched, head rolling back on her neck, groaning wordlessly at the wall behind her.  When she had calmed just a little I started to thrust and she instinctively wrapped her ankles behind my waist, then even struggled to half-sit, to add her hands to it, clasping them behind my neck so that she was almost a package I was carrying, only her hips still in contact with the bed.  I fucked her with all of my force, and even though she was the most beautiful sight I’d ever seen, even though she was grunting and hissing out my name, with the two orgasms already under my belt, I was able to last a good while.  She came at least six times while we fucked, each louder and forceful than the last.  When I finally came myself, she surely felt it, because not only did it set off her final orgasm, but she heaved herself upward to lock me in a kiss.  We both came then, bodies intimately connected at two separate points.

Our first two dates were the wildest I’ve ever shared with a woman.  They were also my last “first dates.”  Elsie and I have been together ever since.  We’ve both graduated, and both started our internships at the same hospital. 

I really was her first, and that turned out to be a huge milestone for her.  She’d had hangups in the past, afraid to let go and get naked with another person, and I felt hugely honoured (and aroused) that she chose me to finally cut loose with.  I even came to understand the tensions between her and her sister - her previous boyfriend had gotten fed up with waiting and had actually propositioned Xan instead.  Xan had turned him down, but Elsie had still seen her as an instigator, even though Xan insisted to me that she had done nothing to provoke it.  I wasn’t sure if I believed her, given the way she’d propositioned me, though in fairness she had made it clear that she wouldn’t do anything if I was involved with Elsie.  So, who knows?  In any event, I never shared Xan’s offer with Elsie, and neither did Xan, so they’ve mostly patched things up by now.

Elsie’s appetites haven’t precisely changed since we’ve gotten together, though they have expanded to more than just the visual stimulation she used to enjoy.  But she does still love watching the video she made in Astor Auditorium, and I always get hugely turned on seeing how aroused it makes her.  Sometimes I watch her masturbate it to it as a preface to love making.

We haven’t been back to another CFnm party.  But sometimes when I watch her watching those other guys on screen, the thought crosses my mind of how exciting it might be to have her watch a new batch, live, with me mixed in.  And it’s not like she’d be the only one getting a thrill.  I’d get to relive the excitement of being naked in front of a bunch of strange women, and frankly, of being touched and handled by a bunch of strange women.  I wondered sometimes how Elsie would feel if I suggested it.

Club Mirage does them bi-monthly.  And Elsie has a birthday coming up. 

The night I decided to make the offer, I greeted her naked at my apartment door.

Her response was enthusiastic.


Reviews are really important to independent authors and they help get the right story to the right reader.  If you enjoyed this story, please consider leaving a rating or review for it!  It would mean a lot to me :)

Thanks!

Amanda
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Webcam Wife Part One: Innocent Wife 123

When my job comes into jeopardy, my wife agrees to take work teaching online. She’s even bought a brand new webcam for the purpose. Only it doesn’t take me long to realize that while I’m out of town, she’s doing a lot more than teaching. She’s putting on shows for paying men and women - shows where she gets naked, shows where she puts the toys she’s never told me she owns to very good and very dirty use. My wife is a webcam girl. And she has no idea I know.

Webcam Wife Part Two: Show Time

My wife is a sex cam worker, and in an effort to revitalize her channel she wants to try something besides just going solo. Like, maybe dragging our hot, female, next door neighbor into the mix. Or... maybe getting me on camera? Naked. Alone. Or with her and the neighbor... Am I up for this? Is she? Is our marriage?

Pineapples in Winter

Rob is not related to me, is certainly not my brother, but he grew up in the same house as me, and my family basically treats him like he is. I'm eighteen, and he's twenty two, and though he doesn't know it, I've lusted after him most of my life. Now he's coming home for the holidays with his incredibly hot girlfriend, who I'd trade places with in a second, if I could. And maybe I can. Because Rob is playing mind games that he thinks are working on me, and as long as I play along I might just get everything I've ever wanted from him, his smoking hot girlfriend and my best friend... and still come out seeming completely innocent on the other side.

Hotwife at Club Mirage

We just moved to a new city and discovered that our apartment overlooks the rooftop pool of a sex club. Watching those people from our window is hot enough, but now my husband wants me to go down and join them. I would refuse, but since the accident, he's been paralyzed from the waist down, and I really could use some attention. But the stuff that goes on there is so wild... and so addictive... from a sex swing in the bar, to a fetish dungeon, to personal classes in how to do anything and everything in the bedroom... I'm going to agree to this. I can't say no. But will our marriage ever be the same?

Watchful Wives

Since learning that my best friend, Carol, has a private video of her hot husband pleasuring himself, I have been perpetually horny. Pete was my number one crush growing up, and while I’m happily married to Bill, he still occupies my fantasies. Now Carol’s offering me a deal: she’ll share the video with me... if I make one of Bill and share it with her. What’s more, our friends are in on it now too, with the same ruleset. That’s four women all conspiring to film our husbands intimately and share those videos without their knowledge. The thought of seeing those other men I know so well is unbearably sexy. But can I do this to my husband? And what if any of them ever find out?

This is a 25000 word novella packed with erotic scenes of women indulging forbidden, voyeuristic desires while maintaining the illusion of their normal, every day lives.

Jack's Punishment Part One: Jack in the Box

Jack Nelson is a senior at the co-ed private school of Ridgeview Academy. He's a brazen flirt, but when he propositions Ms. Wells, the pretty new teaching assistant, in front of the whole class, has he gone too far? Maybe so, because he soon finds himself coerced into serving as sexual education tool for his female classmates. He's promised that every effort will be made to protect his identity. But as angry as she is, can he really trust Ms. Wells?

Jack's Punishment Part Two: Blackmail and Benefits

Eighteen year old Jack Nelson was promised his identity would be protected when he agreed to serve as a sexual teaching aid for his female classmates. But four of those girls now know who he is, and armed with nude photos of him, have everything they need to blackmail him into fulfilling their every sexual desire...

Jack's Punishment Part Three: Teachable Moments

The conclusion of the Jack's Punishment series...

Eighteen year old Jack Nelson has had a day of sexual awakening, serving as sexual education aid for his female classmates, being blackmailed by several of them into performing perverse acts with and for them in the girls' change room, and then coupling with his neighbor, Cathy... and that was only Tuesday! He's got a whole school week ahead! And now that he's been given the blackmail material, which also implicates his tormentors, Jack has a little more freedom to start making demands of his own.

But will it all be complicated by the fact that one or more of those girls, and even the teaching assistant, Ms. Wells, seem to have developed feelings for him? For that matter, what if Jack has fallen in love with one of them, himself?

Stripper Wife

After my husband cheated on me I never dreamed I'd end up becoming a stripper behind his back. But what can I say? I love getting naked for a room full of men, love even more what they let me do to them in the back room. And with my eighteen year old mentor, Desani, at my side? I can do anything I want!

Wife's Private Glory Hole

My husband and I are in a sexless marriage, so when we started up a book store adjoined to a neighboring porn shop, and I accidentally knocked myself a peep hole through to one of their private viewing booths, I knew I had to keep this a secret from him. Through this hole I can see men doing all sorts of nasty things... but watching isn't going to be enough for long. I need a bigger hole. Something that will let me touch those men and more... But how long can I keep this a secret from my husband? And will this be the destruction of our marriage... or its salvation?

Initiating Charlie

Charlie's been described to me as gorgeous by every female friend I've ever had. It's been hard for me to see it, of course, because we've been raised practically as family.

At eighteen, both of us have headed off to the same university - a perfect chance to reinvent ourselves. I'm even joining a sorority, although the final initiation is supposed to be wild. Turns out, he's joined a fraternity, too. In fact, our organizations are paired. As are their final initiations...

Initiating Charlie is a taboo erotica novel about what happens when a young woman is given power over a young man, and a consequence free opportunity... to do whatever she wants.

Summer Games

Kyle and I are the senior counsellors at our summer camp, so when the camp director has to leave for a few days, he leaves us in charge of training the new counsellors. Bad move. We run through the games he wanted us to, but with a twist: the winner of any game can make anyone on the other team do whatever he or she wants. I mean, we're just seven horny teens and one twenty year old... what could possibly go wrong with this plan?

Hotwife and the Neighbor Boy

Maggie's 35th birthday is on the horizon, and it's weighing on her. When her husband notices their eighteen year old neighbor seems to have a thing for Maggie, and that the desire might even be reciprocated, he hatches a plot to make this Maggie's best and hottest birthday yet, and make her feel a whole lot younger in the process.
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