
        
            
                
            
        

    
Destroyer

Copyright ©2023 Ava Paulson

All rights reserved.


All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. This is a work of fiction. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental. All characters are over the age of eighteen.


Chapter 1

“It requires some patience,” Lisa Skyler mused aloud. “You know, waiting for something to happen, and there’s this long, slow build-up. But you have to hope that it’s going to be worth it.”

Shane turned to look at her in profile. He was intrigued by this woman beside him. She appeared confident to the point that she did not care about the way in which she was perceived. She had beguiled him. He turned back to look at what remained of the once famous hotel.

Standing along the periphery among the crowd who’d gathered to witness its demolition had been Lisa’s idea, a novelty Shane wouldn’t have considered as a venue for a date, but here they were. And Shane still couldn’t be sure it was actually a date.

Something about Lisa put him on edge, making him unsure of himself. He had gathered that she was sexually dominant, mostly due to the fact that she had told him as much and had done so point blank. But even before he pursued her, he had gleaned from her aggressively forward nature that she was a formidable person.

He’d wondered about the soundness of his plan to try to attract her attention. But he had thrown caution to the wind and was now standing and waiting in anticipation of seeing a monument to old Las Vegas being reduced to rubble.

“So,” Lisa explained, “the Stardust was built in 1958, and at the time it was the largest casino in Nevada and the largest hotel in the world.”

She placed her hand oh-so-casually on his butt while she spoke to him. There was something to the way that she touched him that Shane felt was possessive, as though she was simply handling an object she owned.

“It was the venue for one of the first shows in Las Vegas to feature topless dancers. The story of the Stardust was the central to the movie “Casino,” based on the true story of Frank “Lefty” Rosenthal. That was Robert De Niro in the movie.”

Shane laughed.

“So, I am aware that you are a history professor, but I was under the impression that history was . . .”

“A long time ago?” Lisa suggested.

“Right. A long time ago,” Shane replied. “I would think that something like the Stardust would be too recent to be considered historical. Or maybe you just know lots of things.”

“I know lots of things, Shane,” Lisa replied. She smiled, thinking about what she was going to do to him later that evening. “They are using 428 pounds of dynamite,” Lisa whispered into his ear.

After another ten minutes, feeling the anticipation gel into something tangible, like the night air itself was holding its breath, there were audible cues that the show was about to begin. Fireworks were set off, ending with a countdown, followed by a pregnant pause, then there were concussive booms from the detonations being triggered.

What remained of the building ultimately surrendered to the overwhelming force as its underpinnings gave way and it collapsed in on itself of its own weight. An enormous cloud of dust was sent billowing skyward, the very real ghosts of its hedonistically misspent time in the sun.

The assembled crowd clapped, as though the life of the casino itself had simply been a long performance and this was its finale. Shane turned to look at Lisa. She was smiling, though he noticed something else in her expression. Something slightly menacing.

“Now,” she said as her hand travelled up the back of his neck, fingers combing into his hair then gathering it into her fist and pulling his head back, “I am going to take you down. Like that building. I am going to absolutely demolish your beautiful body. I am going bring you to your knees, Shane.”

He was able to glance to one side and see that she was smiling devilishly at him. In the moment, he laughed, like he thought she was joking.

“You think I’m not being serious?” she asked, releasing him from her grip.

“Well, I think that while you are loading in the explosives that I might have some questions,” Shane replied. “The thing with a building is that it won’t run away.”

“Neither will you,” Lisa replied. “You’ll be tied up.”

Shane thought she was perhaps employing hyperbole in her statement. He would find this supposition to be incorrect.

Lisa had booked them a hotel room overlooking the Las Vegas strip, which appeared from the windows lining the far wall of the room as a jumble of multi-colored, twinkling lights spread out below.

Once they’d entered the hotel room, she wasted no time. She grabbed ahold of him and pulled him toward her, kissing him more aggressively than he might have expected. Her fingers made their way down to the hem of his shirt. She then pulled the shirt upward, but before the black cotton material had cleared his head, effectively blindfolding him, she pressed her foot against the back of his knee and gave him a push. He went down, hard, and she used the momentum to push him onto his back. She straddled his upper body in reverse, with her hands on his hips and her ass in his face. Sitting astride him kept his arms from untangling themselves from within the shirt.

“What are you—?” Shane started to say.

“Don’t struggle!” Lisa interrupted.

She grabbed his belt buckle and had it unfastened in moments, then she pulled the belt from the loops around the waist. She doubled the belt in her hands and whipped him across the front of his pants.

“Keep still!” she ordered, her voice loud and commanding.

Shane was unsure of what to make of this series of developments. He had intuited that Lisa was aggressively dominant, but this was a bit beyond anything he had expected. He decided to go with it and see what happened. She turned around and repositioned herself to sit on his upper chest.

Then Shane heard a metallic sound, and he felt a handcuff click into place around his right wrist. It would have taken a bit of force for him to wriggle away from her.

The second cuff went around his left wrist and locked in place. He was unaware that the chain between the handcuffs was along the opposing side of the bedpost, effectively imprisoning him on the floor.

Once the entrapment of Shane was complete, Lisa pulled his shirt up over his head and shoved the fabric of the shirt up his arms, where it remained.

“So—” he began to say.

“Shut up,” she hissed, grabbing him by the throat. She lowered her face to his. “If I want you to talk then I will tell you what to say,” she said in a tone of voice that told him that she was not playing around. She was serious.

Shane began to think that he might be in trouble. Lisa stood up, raised her skirt, and slid her panties off. She bundled them into a ball in her hand, then straddled Shane’s chest once again. Then she shoved the panties into his mouth.

Reaching over to where her purse was lying on the floor, she reached in and pulled out a roll of duct tape. Shane’s eyes widened, as he couldn’t think what to make of a woman who brought a roll of duct tape on a date. Before he could wonder about this development in any significant way, she’d torn off a length of it and slapped it over his mouth, pulling tightly on either side. It was long enough, he realized that it would pull some hair when she took it off. This thought was troubling, since Shane realized that he was simply assuming that she was going to take off the tape at some point.

Lisa unfastened his pants, drew the zipper down, then forcefully yanked his pants and his underwear off, forcefully, leaving him naked. Lisa stood up, and went to retrieve something else from her purse, which he could not see until she was slipping a loop of rope around one of his ankles.

She tied the other end of the rope to the leg of a sofa. A second loop of rope encircled his other ankle, which she tied to the leg of a desk. She pulled the rope tight, which spread his legs apart as far as was comfortable, then a bit farther.

Lisa stood up, and for the first time since she had begun tying him up in the hotel room, she was still. She looked down at Shane’s naked body tied up on the floor. He was exposed, vulnerable, and he was helpless. And Lisa looked like she couldn’t be happier seeing him this way. At first, she simply observed him, her focus travelling slowly up and down his body.

She stepped between his legs and looked down. She raised her foot and placed the heel of her shoe against his dick. Holding it there, it seemed to please her that he was under her control in such an intimate manner. She held the belt in her hand and gave the palm of the opposing hand a few gentle slaps. Though the sight of her in this position made Shane nervous, he couldn’t deny the erection trapped between his abdomen and the heel of Lisa’s shoe.

Once she had concluded her examination of him, she knelt beside him and she began to whip Shane’s body, naked and defenseless, with the leather belt. She began slowly, methodically, laying the belt across his skin with a surprising strength in her arm.

Shane would have been verbally responding to the pain of being whipped if he hadn’t a pair of panties stuffed into his mouth. He did his best to try to maneuver out of the way of the belt, which was perpetually swinging through the air to strike him up and down the entirety of his exposed flesh, but she had tied him securely for a reason. Shane noticed that she seemed to be in a trance-like state as she whipped him head to toe.

When at last she seemed to have come to rest, breathing hard and sitting back, the belt held by a hand that had gone limp, she had a look of satisfaction on her face. A change had come over her. She looked up at Shane’s face, and practically swooned when she saw that there were tears running down his cheeks.

She dropped the belt and reached her hand up, touching a teardrop with a fingertip. She brought the tear to her lips and placed it on her tongue. She savored it. Then she stroked his chest, feeling the heat rising from the welts she’d laid across his body. Her hand travelled down until she was holding his penis. She began to stroke it, slowly, looking back up at Shane’s face with a beatific smile.

“That was so nice,” she said softly. “You took that beating so well, and I loved seeing you suffering for me. It was beautiful.”

She pulled the duct tape off his face and pulled her panties out of his mouth.

“Oh my God,” he said in a hoarse voice.

“Shh,” she replied, silencing him by leaning down and kissing him, passionately, while she played with his dick. It had gone limp out of fear and pain while he was being whipped with the belt, but now it was growing hard in her hand. When he was fully erect, she straddled his hips and took his length inside of her in a single thrust. She began to ride him, and like the whipping she’d given him, it began slowly, then gradually escalated until she was riding him like a jockey on a racehorse at full gallop.


Chapter 2

On Monday morning, Lisa woke up, got dressed, and drove to work. She was still exhausted from her weekend trip to Las Vegas, but a travel mug filled with coffee was beginning to have a positive effect. She was a professor in the history department at a college located a short commute from her home. Her schedule did not include any classes that morning, so she was able to spend the first part of the day catching up on grading some of the student’s essays before lunch.

At lunchtime, Lisa generally met up with her friend and coworker, Mariah. They were each in the habit of packing a sandwich and an apple, a coincidental habit they’d each attributed to childhood.

“I feel as though I’ve never left school,” Mariah said not long after they’d met and had become friends.

“Probably because you haven’t?” Lisa asked. “Twelve years of school, however many of college, and then we both started teaching. No wonder we eat school lunches.”

After that, the two women made arrangements to go out to what they called “adult lunch” once a week.

“The addition of the word adult means alcohol, right?” Mariah asked.

“Yes,” Lisa replied.

Since the weather on this day was bright, sunny, and warm, and it was also a “school lunch” day, they sat outside in their usual spot at a table along the edge of the park in the middle of the campus.

“So,” Mariah said cautiously, “how was your Vegas weekend? Did you meet up with that guy? What was his name?”

“Oh, yeah, Shane,” Lisa replied. “It was fine, and by ‘fine’ I mean whatever, I’m not really interested. Anyway, I think I scared him off, you know?”

“I kind of do know,” Mariah said, nodding. “I’ve heard the stories. That’s why I thought Shane might be a good match for you. He seemed like he might be able to take what you, um, dish out.”

“Maybe,” Lisa replied. “But I don’t know. I feel like you really have to just stick to your guns as far as what you want, you know?”

“I do know,” Mariah replied. “If I hadn’t met my husband, Dan, I don’t know what. I hate the thought that I could have ended up settling.”

“Right,” Lisa agreed. “There’s always this thing where, it’s like, say I go into a bakery. I walk up to the counter and I want chocolate cake. This has happened before. I have had chocolate cake. It’s delicious. Anyway, never in my experience has someone in a bakery said to me, well, chocolate cake is bullshit, how about a loaf of rye bread? Not once. Never happened. They just bring me the fucking chocolate cake.”

“They are pretty dependable like that,” Mariah agreed.

“Now, I realize that dating men is not like going to the bakery for so many reasons,” Lisa continued, “but what I don’t understand is why men will do this exact thing. Say I want a guy who bakes chocolate cake. So then a guy says, Yeah, but I bake loaves of rye bread. OK, cool, but I don’t care. I was really specific about what I want, and if the guy with the chocolate cake doesn’t want to give it to me, that’s between me and him. Rye bread guy can fuck straight off.”

“You know, if you’re doing some kind of double entendre or euphemism with the baked goods, then it’s going over my head,” Mariah replied. “But I get what you mean. I remember a trip to Thailand a few years back where this woman came up to me and she had these cool pieces of jewelry, so I bought one. Then this other woman came up and showed me that she had the exact same stuff. She was gesturing, frantically, and then she was furious that I didn’t buy the exact same piece of jewelry again, only from her. Like I need two of the same thing. So I guess she was like these guys who are desperate to sell their goods, if you know what I mean, and they’re like, Hey, if you like dick, I’ve also got a dick! So . . . ”

Lisa laughed.

“Yeah, so I kind of wish they’d figure it out. If I only date guys born on the continent of Antarctica, then so what? That’s my thing. Guys from other continents are fine, no judgement, I just don’t want to fuck them. Or something like that.”

“Are there guys who were born in Antarctica?” Mariah asked.

“Yeah, there are,” Lisa replied. “The research scientists who go down there, I guess sometimes they have babies while they’re in Antarctica. Something like a dozen people have been born there. None of them died in childbirth, so Antarctica has the lowest infant mortality rate of any continent. In case you were wondering.”

“That’s actually why I wanted to have lunch with you today,” Mariah replied. “Super esoteric shit like that.”

“Happy to help out,” Lisa said.

“Well, so do you have anyone else lined up? Anything else in the hopper?”

“In the hopper?” Lisa asked, sounding amused.

“Yeah, it’s something my dad used to say,” she replied.

“Well, not really,” Lisa said.

“Hmm,” Mariah said, taking a bite of her sandwich. “Have you thought about poaching one of the hot young men in your classes this semester?”

“That’s all I think about,” Lisa confessed. But I am somewhat wary of getting involved with any of my students,” Lisa said.

“You know,” Mariah pointed out, “we both know a couple of male professors in the department who absolutely do not follow that dictate.”

“Yeah, I know. They follow their own dick-tates,” Lisa said, laughing at her own joke. “They take dick-tation. They’re dick-tators.”

“Oh, fuck, stop it,” Mariah scolded her, yet laughed in spite of herself. “But they act like they’re at a buffet, you know? It so unfair that if we did that . . .” Mariah trailed off.

“What?” Lisa asked. “If we did that, then other members of the faculty would talk shit about us? Like we’re doing right now about them?”

“But they just get away with it,” Mariah said. “Like it doesn’t affect them.”

“I think they just don’t care,” Lisa said, with a shrug. “We could do the same, but you’re married, and I have impossibly high standards.”

Mariah laughed.

“I would toast that, but I just have water,” Mariah said. “I don’t think it’s right to toast with water.

“Funny, I have fantasies that involve toast and water,” Lisa mused. “Well, bread and water. Close enough.”

“There are times when you are talking and I have no idea what you are saying,” Mariah said, sounding perplexed.

“Oh nothing,” Lisa said, “just thinking about having a guy locked up in a jail cell in my basement. You know, the usual.”

“Oh, right,” Mariah said, nodding. “Naked slave imprisonment. Gotcha. Anyway, if you aren’t going to fuck any of your students, and I’m guessing you’ve also ruled out the faculty as well, and you aren’t going out much, then I think we’ve narrowed down your options.”

“To what?” Lisa asked.

“Online dating profile,” Mariah replied.

“Ugh,” Lisa replied.

“Seriously, how backward are you going to be about this?” Mariah protested. “Harness the power of the internet to crowd-source this problem!” she exclaimed. “It’s like any other search. You plug in the parameters, and it narrows down what you are searching for to only viable candidates.”

Mariah bit into her apple as Lisa pondered what she had said.

“Well, maybe,” Lisa said, softening. “What kind of apple is that?”

“Good kind,” Mariah replied. “I don’t know.”

“How do you not know? It looks like a gala,” Lisa said.

Mariah shrugged.

“It tastes like an apple,” she replied, then laughed.


Chapter 3

That afternoon, Lisa leaned against the front of her desk, watching as the last of her students filed into the room and got situated.

“My mother used to employ the phrase, dull as dishwater,” Lisa began her lecture.

The classroom held the twenty-three students of her course, European Civilization in the Middle Ages. They each listened with no more and no less attention than she had come to expect.

“I didn’t know exactly what my mother meant by this phrase,” Lisa continued. “But it seemed fairly intuitive. My assessment of dishwater has never risen above the level of that I might designate as dull. Similarly, many people have come to regard history as dull. Which is why we are going to begin with a book written by Procopius of Caesarea. Procopius's now famous Anecdota, also known by the title Secret History, was discovered at the Vatican Library in Rome, centuries after it was written, and was published by Niccolò Alamanni in Lyon in 1623.”

Lisa glanced about the room, taking in the posture and attitudes of her students. They had little more attentiveness and interest than simply being awake and having their eyes open. Lisa took a deep breath.

“What this book will show you, if you were not aware already, is that people in 500 A.D. were absolutely, undisputedly, fucking and fighting and fisting and punching and rimming and reaming and bleeding and bashing and banging each other constantly, just like any other time in history, if not more.”

Lisa was amused to see everyone in the class sit up straighter in their seat.

“Now, the writings of Procopius are the primary source of information for the rule of the emperor Justinian, who ruled the Easter Roman Empire from 527 to 565AD. He wrote eight books on the various exploits of Justinian, each of them fawning, bordering on sycophantic. This was his job. But simultaneously, he was at work on what would come to be known as the Secret History, which serves as a report of the scandals that Procopius could not include in his officially sanctioned history. This book would have most certainly angered the emperor, his wife Theodora, the general Belisarius, and the general's wife, Antonina. He had to wait until all of them were dead to avoid retaliation. So this body of work remained hidden until well after Procopius himself was dead.”

Lisa picked up a copy of the book from her desk.

“This,” she said, gesturing with the book, “is some juicy stuff. Procopius was so reserved in all of his other writing; in this, he blew his load, if you will.”

The students laughed, hesitantly, each of them unsure of whether they should be laughing.

“It reveals in all of its salacious glory the decidedly likely, though some have disputed the claim, version of what happened in the court of Justinian,” Lisa continued. “It reads like a dirty soap opera. Take for instance, this telling of the scene when Theodora, Justinian’s wife, would receive various government officials.”

Lisa opened her copy of the book to a page marked with post-it note.

“I will paraphrase,” she said. “So these government officials, wishing to curry favor with Justinian, knew that they’d have to appeal to Theodora, widely recognized as the gatekeeper, and possibly true power in the empire. But first, they were unable to even approach the Empress without expending a great deal of time and effort. They were treated like servants and kept waiting for extended periods of time. After many days an official might at last be summoned, but when they came before her, they quickly became deeply fearful of her.

Lisa glanced up at the students for a moment, watching her next words sink in.

“They simply showed their respect by lying face down and touching the instep of each of her feet with their lips; there was no opportunity to speak or to make any request unless she told them to do so. The government officials had been reduced in rank to that of slaves, and Theodora was their slave-master.

“Now, think about this for a moment,” Lisa said as she put the book aside. “I won’t go into too much detail on this, but plumbing had only recently been invented. The concept of hygiene was undergoing a revolution of sorts. So the act of pressing ones lips to the instep of another’s feet was more than just symbolic of one’s station. It would have required significant commitment to overcome one’s natural objections to perform the activity. Clearly, these government officials were terrified of her power. Prostrating themselves in this manner was likely seen as the only sensible choice for them under the circumstances.”

Lisa took note of something extremely subtle, and likely beneath most people’s ability to register as body movement. She was so well-attuned to certain physical cues that she caught it in the corner of her eye. When describing the protocol of governmental officials prostrating themselves before Theodora, she noticed one student in particular. His spine stiffened almost imperceptibly. He came to attention in a way that caused the corners of her lips to curl upward slightly. The entire event was a study in subtlety, but one that Lisa’s radar was set to perceive. It caused a pleasant cooling sensation up the back of her neck and into her brain.

The student in question was named Brett, a young man she’d noticed the first day of the current semester. She thought he was disastrously cute, the disaster being one in which she started a sexual entanglement with a student.

There had been a number of students over the years who had caught her attention, some of them distractingly so, but she had managed to constrain them to her fantasy life. There, like Brett, they were subject to her whims and her desires, and there was none of the messy business of dating a student. She had no interest in having to explain herself to the university were there to be a problem. As her uncle used to say, Don’t pee in your own sandbox. Lisa allowed herself a moment to think about Brett lying on the floor in a genuflecting pose, respectfully pressing his lips to her feet in a devotional kiss. Then she pushed the thought from her mind.

“So please read part I, chapters one through five by Monday, and we can talk about it in greater detail at that point. I recommend for your reading a bowl of popcorn, maybe even a glass of wine. I do believe that you will enjoy the hell out of it.”

At the end of class, Lisa watched as her students filed out of the room. She noticed the sheepish, furtive looks in her direction from some of the boys in the class as they made their way out of the room. She also saw Brett, though she did not make eye contact. Best not to encourage him, she thought, though she was also worried about encouraging herself.


Chapter 4

When Lisa arrived home that evening, she got into the shower and stood for a moment beneath the oversized showerhead she’d had installed. It created the sensation of being in an exceptionally warm and heavy rainstorm. Her hands slowly began to move sensually over the voluptuous curves of her body, unself-conscious in their movement. It almost felt as though someone else’s hands were touching her body. The someone was an unknown him, her hands standing in for his large, powerful hands, awakening her physical body and bringing it toward his in an embrace.

At the same time she could feel the rapturous silkiness of her skin as though she were sensing what she felt like to her imaginary partner. The part of her that always felt like she should have been born male squirted an amount of liquid soap onto her hands and began lathering her breasts. Each was more than a handful, and Lisa could appreciate how full and round they felt in her hands. She pinched her prominent, erect nipples between the thumb and forefinger of either hand. While the physicality of her feminine body was tantalizing, she needed the mental aspect of the imaginary fantasies she had created for herself.

In her imagination, she found herself in a darkened back room of a club. There were ceiling-mounted lights illuminating a row of men. There were three of them, sometimes four, and they were each standing at attention, completely naked. She stood in the shadows, silently observing them as they waited for her to begin her inspection.

In the shower, one hand slid between her thighs. In the darkened back room of the club, one hand picked up a long wooden ruler. She stepped forward and positioned herself directly before the first in the line of three, possibly four men. Her attitude was confrontational as she observed the man before her, pleased to see that his eyes were cast downward out of respect for her. Or was it fear? she wondered. She held the ruler as though it were a weapon. In the right circumstances, it was. And this was the right circumstance.

Lisa loved the inspection, standing directly before each of the men with her arms crossed, defying him to speak out of turn. Watching to see if he grew weak in the knees. Would he get an erection just because she stood so close to him? Or would she have the opportunity to humiliate him for how small his penis looked when he wasn’t hard?

These questions were endlessly entertaining to Lisa as her gaze slowly travelled downward, examining naked male number one, as he was called. Or at least that is what she called him.

“Number one,” she addressed him, her voice sharp and commanding. “Arms up, hands behind your head,” she ordered.

He complied instantly, snapping to attention. She smiled at the sight of his compliance. His obedience. She looked at his cock and noticed that it had already become hard.

“Well, then,” she said in response, making her voice both patronizing and somewhat menacing at the same time.

She held the ruler alongside his erection. She used her other hand to press his cock against the hard, smooth surface of the ruler. Taking her time, she examined the measurement, then looked up at his face to see if he was trying to get a look for himself. If he was, she’d give him a slap across the cock with the ruler and chastise him. If he were dutifully standing at attention, not making eye contact, and willingly presenting himself for examination, then she’d give him a little squeeze on the head of his penis.

Fill-in-the-blank number of inches, she imagined, never caring precisely what the measurement was. There were three different outcomes following the measurement of each of the men in the room. One was that they were all spectacularly well-hung, and she was measuring them just to see how big they really were.

The second was that the men were of varying measurements and this one in particular had a small penis. He would be singled out for humiliation, depending on where her fantasy led her.

The third, and one she employed this particular evening was that the men were fairly similar, larger than-average, and she was measuring them because the one she was going to take with her to use and abuse in an adjoining room was the largest by fractions of an inch.

The smaller the difference and the longer it took her to determine who exactly was the tiniest bit larger the more she got off on the fantasy.

“You, number three,” she announced at last, having taken an inordinate amount of time in measuring. “Come with me,” she said, leading him away with her hand wrapped tightly around his cock.

This was the part of the fantasy where she would make herself come, thinking about leading a man along behind her by pulling on his cock. She thought about the tightness of her grip, and the way he felt in her hand, and she thought about his attempts in trying to keep up with her.

As Lisa brought herself to orgasm in the shower, it did not bother her that she and whichever of the men she selected never reached their destination. It was the process that she fixated on. And it was using his cock as a leash that put her over the edge. Ultimately it was the image of herself mid-stride, a completely naked man behind, his cock held firmly in her grip that she found so attractive. It compelled her to find for herself a relationship in which that image illustrated one of the guiding principles.

Lisa had long been attracted to the use of a leash on a man, and the immediacy of his cock as a leash more than just appealed to her. It was central to the way that she thought about men in general.

When she was a freshman in college a friend had gotten her a T-shirt that read, Bad Boys Belong on Leashes. She wore it occasionally, though she disagreed with the sentiment. “All boys belong on leashes,” she explained when asked. “Every single one of them.”


Chapter 5

After her shower, Lisa sat wrapped in a luxuriously soft, white robe and stared blankly at her computer. She wasn’t looking at the computer so much as she was seeing some distant, seemingly unattainable vision of what she wanted, and how to describe it.

If Mariah hadn’t talked her into it, she wouldn’t have even entertained the idea of trying to find a man on a dating website. She had an image of what she wanted in her mind, but she felt as though it was a series of compromises that lay before her, none of which interested her.

Lisa sighed deeply. Having decided to take Mariah’s advice, she had selected a website specifically for individuals who want to meet likeminded people with an open mind toward unconventional sexuality. There were a wide variety of interests represented, from those wanting a casual fling to those wanting a long-term relationship, including everything from just south of vanilla with a little kink to a comprehensive lifestyle of sexual servitude.

Mariah’s insistence that she think only of precisely what she wanted felt too simplistic. It seemed to her like a version of manifesting, what Lisa saw as the practice of saying what one wants and just hoping that saying it makes it happen. She felt that this was a superstition that naturally appealed to people who were lazy. They were made gullible by what sounded like it required no effort.

“As a hard-wired dominant female, I make no excuses for what I want,” she wrote, and then held her fingers above the keyboard, waiting for her fingers to finish the sentence. They did not. Instead, they remained hovering, uninspired, even taunting Lisa through their inaction.

“What do I want?” Lisa murmured to herself.

Her fingers began to type once again.

“Tell me who you are. How would you describe yourself? What would you say is important to know about you?”

OK, that’s a start, Lisa thought.

“Do you believe in female superiority?”

Lisa smirked as she wrote the question, knowing that this was to be one of the things that would help weed out the responses that did not interest her. She anticipated she would receive what she thought of as disingenuous responses, where the respondent would launch into a fairly predictable lamentation about being a lowly worm that did not deserve her, or something like that. She had seen it before in conversations with submissive men, and it both annoyed and confused her. One, she never took these responses as honest. They were so obviously playacting a part in a script they had written in their mind and expected her to fulfill a part in the scenario. It was clear to her that these men were not sincerely interested in females being dominant, they actually wanted females to submissively take a place in their fantasies. And the second aspect of this, the one that confused her, was trying to imagine how these men thought she would be interested in them if they were what they said they were.

“Here’s the thing,” she wrote, inspired by her train of thought. “I don’t want a man who is submissive as much as I want a man who will respond to a dominant female with sincerity and respect. So how about this. If you are considerate, well-mannered, and self-confidant, then I don’t need you to submit. I will take care of that part. If I want you to, then you will submit to me. I can practically guarantee that. You will, when I want you to, kneel before me.”

Interesting, she thought as she considered this approach. She continued.

“What do you have to offer me? Why should I consider you as a potential partner?”

“Have you any experience with a F/m or D/s relationship?”

“What do you hope for in a relationship with a woman?”

“What do you have to bring to the table, so to speak?”

Lisa thought about getting a clear sense of who this potential applicant is by being specific. She began to list every BDSM kink she could think of in the moment, then selected the list and alphabetized it.

“Tell me how you feel about the following: Anal Sex (receiving), Ball gags, Bondage, CFNM, Chastity, Cock and Ball Torture, Collar with leash attached, Contractual servitude, Cross Dressing /Feminization, Cuckolding, Forced Nudity and Masturbation, Harness (body), Harness (cock and balls), Hot Wax (dripping on body/genitals), Humiliation, Kneeling, Nipple Clamps, Orgasm Denial, Photography and Video Recording, Punishment, Pussy Worship, Rimming (giving), Serving as a maid (domestic service), Shaving your body, Spreader Bars, Total Power Exchange.”

Lisa looked at the list, thinking it only a beginning, but satisfactory for taking the temperature of the potential applicant. Then she considered the last part she wanted to include.

This could go badly, she thought. Who knows.

“Attach two photos of yourself. One should be a nude photo. Do not send a dick pic. I would like to see your naked body to make an assessment of your physicality, but it needs to be full frontal so that I can see the entirety of you. How you pose, and how you expose yourself to me will tell me lot about how you see yourself.”

Lisa reread what she had written and added several paragraphs she thought reasonably represented herself and the type of man that interested her. When she got to the point where she felt like she had sufficiently explained herself, she sat back and bit her thumbnail, wondering what kind of man she might attract with this method.

“Who knows, Lisa,” she said aloud to herself. “Who knows.”


Chapter 6

Lisa picked up the phone and called Mariah.

“. . . and the carpet all the way back to the pantry,” Mariah was in the middle of saying as she picked up the phone. “Hey, Lisa, what’s up?”

“I gave in and created the profile, just like you suggested,” Lisa admitted.

“Excellent,” Mariah said approvingly. “Believe me, it’ll lead to something. Like I said, it’s just casting a wider net.”

“What if I catch an old tire or a boot in this fishing net?” Lisa asked.

“Throw them back, silly,” Mariah replied, laughing.

“What’s that sound?” Lisa suddenly asked.

“Oh, that’s Dan, he’s vacuuming in the other room. Hold on,” Mariah said as she held the phone down against her chest.

Lisa could hear Mariah snap her fingers a couple of times, then the vacuum cleaner turned off.

“Sorry about that,” Mariah said into the phone. “Dan’s doing his household chores and apparently missed the fact that I am on the phone.”

“I’m jealous that you have someone to do your housework,” Lisa replied. “What’s he wearing?” she added, only half-seriously.

Mariah laughed.

“At present he’s wearing a little pair of panties, which is fun. But c’mon, you can definitely find the right person for you, and just maybe this online profile will work out for you.”

“Hmm, maybe,” Lisa said, sounding unsure. “One thing that makes me a bit nervous is that I added this requirement that they send photos. I have no idea what I’ll get.”

“Full frontal, I’m guessing,” Maria ventured.

“Yeah. It’s just that I’ll be wasting my time if that part doesn’t work out how I want it,” Lisa said. “And I do like the idea of making them show up in my inbox naked.”

“You’ve always been attracted to vulnerability,” Mariah pointed put. “And then exploiting it to the hilt,” she added, laughing.

“That’s what I’m talking about,” Lisa said, chewing her thumbnail. “Wait, did you say your husband is wearing panties?”

“Wow, you really are distracted,” Mariah said. “And yeah, I have him wearing a cute little pair while he does the housework. It’s a thong and they’re totally see-through. Super-tight, so he barely fits. And really pretty, especially when he's doing the dishes or scrubbing the floor on his hands and knees.”

“Well, I love it,” Lisa replied. “Can I see a picture?”

“Hold on,” Mariah replied.

Lisa heard Mariah snap her fingers, then there was a pause. She heard the shutter click , then a moment later she received a text. She looked at the attached image. Mariah’s husband Dan was kneeling on the floor, wearing nothing but a pair of panties. They were pale pink, and so sheer that she could see the rim of the head of his penis as well as his balls, bulging out to either side of the narrow strip of fabric.

“That’s so cute,” Lisa said appreciatively. “Pale pink is so his color.”

“I know, I love this pair of panties on him,” Mariah agreed. “Well, anyway, I think you just need to find the right guy for you,” Mariah said in encouragement. “I really think the dating profile is a step in the right direction.”

“I hope so,” Lisa replied.

When she had hung up the phone, Lisa sat back and reread what she had written for a second time. It was a start, she thought, and if nothing else, it was an experiment. If she got any responses, then she could always send a thank you, but no thank you. The thing she enjoyed most about the whole enterprise was thinking about each of the men that would have the balls to respond having to press the Submit button at the bottom of the page.

Submit to me, my lovelies, she thought. She decided to take Mariah’s advice and be optimistic.


Chapter 7

“So tell me all the latest,” Lisa’s friend, Trevor, asked. “What’s been happening with the incomparable Lisa Skyler?”

They were sitting at a café on the weekend, having met up for lunch.

“It’s going OK,” she said with a shrug. “Mariah talked me into putting up a profile on a dating website.”

“Really?” he responded, sounding surprised. “I assume you picked like, the dirtiest, kinkiest one?”

“Of course,” Lisa replied with a sly smile. “My problem in the past has been that I meet a guy in the normal way and he checks all these boxes, but then he's so vanilla it hurts. Or worse, he thinks he’s going to be telling me what to do. And as you know, I don’t take orders from anyone.”

“Of course not, that would be a crime to let your devious mind go to waste as a sub,” Trevor said.

“I have no idea what will come of it, but you never know, I guess,” Lisa said with a shrug.

At that moment, the server appeared at their table and took their order. Then he turned and walked away, and a moment or two later, Trevor and Lisa both turned their attention back to each other, having each made a full appraisal of the server’s butt. They both laughed at the other’s objectifying voyeurism.

“What?” Lisa asked. “I’m just appreciating the natural beauty of my surroundings.”

“You’re not going to receive any judgment from me,” Trevor reassured her. “Though we may have been picturing different scenarios involving that adorable ass.”

“Maybe,” Lisa countered. “I was thinking about it being pounded relentlessly with an enormous cock.”

“My God, Lisa,” Trevor replied, playing like he was shocked and appalled. “So, we were thinking the same thing. One question, however, whose cock were you imagining doing said pounding?”

“Well, mine, of course,” she answered. “Brand new from the store and strapped tightly around my hips.”

“Oh, like that, is it?” Trevor said, nodding. “Well, fuck, I guess yours is probably bigger than mine, since you can just go size-shopping.”

“Oh, I’m hung like a horse, of course,” Lisa replied, laughing. “I can’t just be a voyeur, you know, I want to get a piece of the action.”

“I’m telling you,” he said, “the universe made a mistake in making you a woman. You should have been a gay man.”

“I know,” Lisa grumbled. “When I watch gay porn, which, as you know, I do, I tend to get jealous. But no, I had to get all of this,” she said as she gestured toward her body. “You know, the funny thing, and by funny, I mean it’s total bullshit, is that I was a tomboy growing up.”

“I can only imagine,” he said. “By the way, why is it the term tomboy is acceptable, and sissy is not? I’ve heard women say that they were tomboys, and I’ve heard mothers say, ‘oh, my daughter, she’s my little tomboy.’ I’ve never heard a father proudly say, ‘oh, that’s my son. He’s a little sissy.’ That shit’s not right.”

Lisa laughed.

“Well, I agree, with that. I am so down for referring to boys as sissies, as long as they identify that way. Because when I was growing up, I was like a boy in every way. I even peed in the woods behind our house when I was out playing.”

“You peed in the woods?” Trevor asked, showing concern. “You don’t still do that, do you?”

“What, you’ve never been camping?” Lisa asked.

“Oh, I love not camping!” Trevor exclaimed.

“Well, the thing is, I did not want to grow up and be a woman at all,” Lisa said. “I mean, at first, anyway. I thought it all seemed pretty terrible. And then, well, I guess I kind of realized I didn’t have a choice, so I thought at least if I was going to be a woman, I might as well be a reasonable one, like with boobs and stuff.”

“Reasonable?” he asked, amused at her choice of words.

“Yeah, I don’t know, I mean my aunt was totally flat-chested, and she made it worse by having her hair cropped short. She just looked like a really ineffectual man.”

“Do you mean effeminate?” he asked.

“No, I actually mean ineffectual. Like, she looked like one of those guys that wouldn’t say anything if the server at a restaurant showed up and dumped her food on the floor or something. Like, she’d just eat it off the floor.”

“That’s gross,” he said, visibly repulsed.

“I know, sorry,” she replied. “But anyway, I would stand in front of the mirror and look at my not-boobs and hope that if nature’s plan was that I was going to be a woman, at least I could have some kind of figure and not look like a growth-stunted boy. And then, it was almost like it was overnight. Like I just woke up one morning and ta-da! I got these big tits. It was mortifying. I was still in middle school, and there were only three girls who had any kind of boobs, and no one had them like I did. Suddenly all the boys were like, I don’t know. Owls.”

“Owls?” he laughed. “You mean their eyes were big and round?”

“No, I mean you know how owls can turn their heads almost all the way around? It was like that. They suddenly had these swivel-heads, and they were all staring at my big freaking boobs.”

Lisa pantomimed the boys, looking all around and almost knocked a dish off of the tray the server was carrying.

“Woah,” the server said inadvertently, and managed to maneuver the tray to safety.

“Oh! Sorry,” Lisa said, looking sheepish.

“Not a problem, crisis averted,” the server replied. “Here we go,” he continued, laying each plate on the table.

“Oh, it’s our food,” Trevor noted. “You almost knocked our food on the floor. And if you didn’t have big boobs, you would have had to eat it off the floor, according to you.”

The server tried to pretend he wasn’t listening.

“So then my body decides I’m going to have big hips and a big butt.,” Lisa continued. “Seriously, it’s stupid, I had been really comfortable with my stick figure body, and now I suddenly I have this really, you know, voluptuous body to drive around. And yes, I only use the word ‘voluptuous’ because I am talking to you.”

“I feel honored,” Trevor replied, splaying his fingers out against his chest. “But you seem to have adapted. Every straight man I know is all about getting a girl with a figure like yours. I don’t relate to that, but who am I to say?”

“Problem is, I don’t have any interest in every straight man,” Lisa replied. “It seems like the kind of man who trips my trigger is in short supply. I’m too particular about exactly what I want.”

“Nothing wrong with that,” Trevor said. “I mean, if the server had brought you brussels sprouts, you’d have sent them back and no one would have shit to say about that.”

“Yeah, but it would be so much easier if it was as simple as no brussels sprouts,” Lisa replied. “Instead it’s cute, nice body, nice dick, and down with me being like I am, which is really um, aggressive and stuff.”

“Dominant as hell, I got you,” Trevor added.

“Right,” Lisa said. “But somehow, it’s never quite right.”

Lisa was silent for a moment, chewing her thumbnail.

“You know, one of the girly things I could never do is have my nails long,” Lisa admitted, looking at her fingernails. “I chew them off. I think my anxiety is at odds with my being a woman, because I have to have my fingernails short.”

“They have acrylic nails, you know,” Trevor pointed out. “You can always fake it.”

“Yeah, I just don’t have the motivation,” Lisa replied. “Maybe on certain special occasions. But I tend to be pretty low maintenance. I know some girls spend hours, or whatever. I can’t be bothered. When the whole shaving thing became a thing, I completely tapped out. I just thought, fuck this shit. I shave my legs, for sure, they’re always spectacularly silky smooth, c’mon. And my armpits too because hairy underarms are a bit too granola and pachouli for me. And my bush is under control, but I’m not going to be bald down there. It requires too much effort. Plus, full confession, I like to shove a guy’s face in my hairy bush.”

“OK,” Trevor said, shifting uncomfortably. “Maybe not so much detail.”

“Oh, you love hearing all the dirty stuff,” Lisa teased, “and it’s not like you don’t give as good as you get.”

“No, it’s fine, whatever,” Trevor replied. “It’s just that I can tell when you’re veering off into your nonconsensual stuff.”

“Well,” she explained, “I will have you know that the nonconsensual stuff is always consensual. My fantasies have always given consent for me to do anything I want.”

Trevor laughed.

“So, anyway . . . you’re paying for lunch?” Trevor suggested.

“Fuck no,” she replied. “A history professor’s salary versus whatever truckloads of money your ad agency rakes in?”

“I’m kidding!” he blurted out. “You know there’s no way you’re ever going to see the bill.”

Lisa smiled. In the ten or so years she had known Trevor, she had never, in fact, seen a bill when she was with him.

“Well, as far as fantasies are concerned, I have no idea why I am the way I am. I don’t even know how to describe the feeling,” Lisa explained, or rather, failed to explain. “I just know that I want men to fulfill a very specific role in my life. Or I want them to fuck straight off. There’s no in-between.”

Trevor raised his glass.

“I’ll drink to that, sister,” he said.

“You’ll drink to anything, Trevor,” Lisa replied, raising her glass.

“Oh my God, I’ll drink to drinking to anything!” he declared.


Chapter 8

Aaron Carson opened the dating website he’d signed up for and had begun perusing, wondering if he might not meet someone with whom he shared some compatibility. He had seen a few profiles of women he thought might be interesting, but so far, he'd been hesitant to pull the trigger in responding to or approaching any of them. More than likely he would end up aroused, and he would jerk off thinking about some amalgamation of the various profiles, combining each of the attributes he was most attracted to into an imaginary person.

This morning he noticed a profile he’d not seen before. He examined the profile photo of Lisa Skyler, though he did not know that name yet since she did not use her own name on her profile. She had selected the name BoyTrainer and had given her profile the title Cow Bell Therapy for Fully Liberated Realists. Aaron thought that rather odd until he read the initial, capitalized letters and realized she was making a joke. This amused and intrigued him, though it also made him a bit nervous. CBT, or cock and ball torture, included the word torture, which gave him pause, and FLR, or female-led relationship, indicated an arrangement that intrigued him, though he was unaware of what this particular woman thought that it meant.

Her photo was less than revealing, in part because she was wearing sunglasses in the image. She appeared to be sitting at a café, drinking from a straw. There was something overtly suggestive about the way that her bow-shaped lips wrapped around the cylindrical straw. He could see that she had an angelic face, and long, dark brown hair, and overall, Aaron found the image to be very attractive.

He read what information she presented about herself, and then he read her requirements for submitting to her for consideration. There was something that spoke to him in the way that she wrote. She seemed to have a clear sense of herself and what she wanted. There was no indication that she felt she needed to excuse or explain the reason for anything she wanted. And she was most definitely dominant.

Aaron took a deep breath. He thought about filling out the application she’d presented. He thought about submitting to her the answers to her questions, and by far more intimidating, the photos she required. It was something he would have to think about, he decided. It would mean being very open about himself and trusting of this woman he’d never met.

The things she mentioned definitely made him nervous. He wondered if he would be getting in over his head. The thought of an unapologetically dominant woman excited him in ways he was unable to understand, but he had never experienced the kind of relationship she seemed to be interested in. He was intrigued, but he decided to think about it before contacting her.

Over the next two days it remained in the forefront of his mind. It began to feel like an eventuality that he would respond, since something about her profile seemed to lure him toward her.

Aaron felt unable to explain, even to himself, why he was the way he was. If he thought about it, what came to mind was an event that had simply revealed to himself something that seemed to have always been there.

He had never known quite what to think about what had occurred one summer in his youth, during what felt to him like a distant past. He and his friend Dave were hanging out on what was an unusually hot summer day. The sun made the pavement sizzling hot as they rode their bikes down to the creek. The decision to go swimming was not unusual, but Dave had suggested they go skinny-dipping. Aaron thought it sounded like it would feel good since it was unbearably hot. They’d ridden their bikes to a place in the woods along the creek that was reasonably remote, so why the hell not, he thought.

They stripped off their clothes and jumped into the icy cold water, which felt fantastic on this particular day. The creek had a bend where the water was fairly deep, deep enough that Aaron could not touch the bottom when he propelled himself downward in the water. He was in the process of doing so when he came up for air and noticed that his friend Dave was no longer in sight. He figured must have gone around to where there was a what they called a waterfall, though it was only a short drop, resulting in an area where the water burbled and frothed a bit. Not seeing Dave there either, he became worried.

He climbed up onto the rock where they’d left their belongings. More distressing than Dave’s disappearance was the absence of their clothing where they’d left them. Aaron looked around frantically, then saw two figures standing at the edge of the woods. He panicked, trying to cover himself, then he heard laughter. The two figures came forward, and he saw that it was Dave’s older sister, Kate, and Kate’s friend, a girl that Aaron did not know.

“Ha ha, that’s awesome!” Kate blurted out. “You’re in so much trouble, exposing yourself like that.”

“Where are my clothes?!” Aaron asked, looking around in a futile search.

“Wouldn’t you like to know?” Kate replied.

Kate’s friend laughed.

It suddenly occurred to Aaron that his friend Dave had set him up. It was just too coincidental that he had suggested they go for a swim, then disappeared, only to have his older sister show up. Apparently, he thought, it was all part of the plan that he was to end up naked while Kate and her friend appeared and witnessed his predicament.

“So, what’s the idea?” Aaron asked. “How do I get my clothes back?”

Kate and her friend laughed.

“You think you’re getting them back?” Kate asked, scoffing at the suggestion.

Aaron felt something he’d never felt before. He felt embarrassed, and he felt humiliated, but something about the situation aroused him at the same time. He kept his hands covering himself in front.

The two girls were standing on the sloping portion of the bank, above the rock that Aaron was standing on, so they seemed to lord over him, in addition to their assumed position of authority granted by their being fully clothed.

Kate, who was slender with long, straight, shiny black hair, had always been of interest to Aaron, but he felt awkward around her due to her being a year older, and also his friend’s sister. The other girl was a bit chubby, and she had red hair and freckles. She seemed to be particularly interested in the compromising situation in which Aaron found himself.

“C’mon,” Aaron said, sounding desperate in the face of futility.

“C’mon what?” Kate’s red-haired friend asked.

She turned and whispered something into Kate’s ear. Kate laughed.

“Yeah, totally,” Kate said to her friend, then turned her attention back to Aaron. “Turn around. We want to see your naked butt.”

“What? No!” Aaron exclaimed.

“Well, then I guess you’ll be walking home bare-assed naked,” Kate taunted him, making her friend giggle, then laugh.

“If I do it, will you give me my clothes back?” he asked.

“Maybe,” Kate replied. “If you don’t do it, then we definitely won’t.”

Aaron gave in, turning around. He had no idea that the two girls were actually really impressed. He felt as though this was solely for the purpose of humiliating him for the fun of it.

“OK?” he said, turning around again, his hand still carefully covering himself in front. “Happy now?” he said in a mocking tone of voice.

Kate and her friend were not only happy with the situation, but they also appeared to be enjoying every minute of it. The red-haired girl whispered something else into Kate’s ear, after which they both broke out into peals of laughter.

“Show us your penis,” Kate demanded.

The two girls were clearly pleased with the audacity of their own suggestion.

“What the hell?” Aaron exclaimed. “You can’t be serious.”

“We are serious,” Kate’s friend replied, in spite of the fact that the situation was obviously incredibly funny to her. “Deadly serious. Show us.”

“Yeah, show it off, and maybe we’ll think about giving your clothes back,” Kate added.

Aaron looked at the two girls.

“Where are they?” he asked, not seeing them in their possession.

“Not telling,” Kate replied. “Show us, and maybe we’ll tell.”

Aaron turned bright red in the face from both anger and embarrassment. He cursed Dave for having tricked him like this. But he realized he had no other option, so he moved his hands away so that the girls could look at him.

Kate and her friend laughed victoriously at having gotten Aaron to comply, and he noticed that in spite of their laughter, they both had a peculiar interest in looking at him. Exposing himself to the two girls was embarrassing, but far more mortifying was the fact that he was becoming erect. The two girls were silent, staring at him in fascination to see what would happen. Aaron desperately wanted to cover himself, but thought that if he did, the two girls might make it worse for him before they gave him his clothes back.

Finally, having gotten what they wanted, the two girls turned and began running up the hill into the woods, with Kate yelling over her shoulder that his clothes were near where he’d left his bike.

“Dammit!” Aaron said to himself, realizing that if he’d just gone back to where he’d left his bike in the first place, he’d have avoided the entire incident. But he also had a curious thought in the back of his mind which made him question if he would have even wanted to avoid what had happened.

Aaron never saw Kate’s friend again, since it turned out that she was a cousin who was visiting that summer and had gone back home later that week. As far as Kate was concerned, she would often have a little smile on her face when he’d see her. The incident had caused a falling out with Dave, who tried to apologize.

“Seriously, they made me do it,” Dave had tried to explain. “They would have made it a whole lot worse for me if I hadn’t helped them with that prank.”

“Prank?” Aaron had said. “That was more than just a prank.”

It was, in fact, a strange awakening for Aaron of a part of himself he’d not known was there. He found himself thinking back to that day many times while masturbating, something he couldn’t have imagined doing while it was happening.

Now, he found himself fantasizing about a woman who appeared to have the ability to confront the part of himself that was awakened that day. He simply needed to establish contact with her. Or, as the button below the application she’d created read, submit.


Chapter 9

Two days later, unable to get it out of his mind, Aaron sat himself down before his computer and reread the profile of the woman who had taken over his thoughts for the past few days. As he’d thought about responding, it slowly became obvious to him that he had no other course of action. His mind had given itself over to the idea of offering his submission to her and could think of nothing else.

“Tell me who you are. How would you describe yourself? What would you say is important to know about you?”

Aaron sat looking at the questions, wondering just how to begin. It took several attempts, writing, deleting, then starting again, before he felt like he knew what he wanted to say. He began to type his response.

“Though this might work against me in your assessment, I should state up front that I am not submissive in my daily life. My business would not survive if that were the case. I own a large warehouse space that I’ve converted to use for film production. We mainly house projects that are in need of special effects, shot practically (think actors in costumes or specialized body suits against green screen). The responsibility for promoting the business and getting the space rented out and filled continuously falls on me and my people, which requires that I be very aggressively forward with what I want and how I want it.

“That being said, my romantic life has been most successful when I follow a very different protocol. Women who are, by nature, dominant, have always been most attractive to me in every way. It is my belief that women have an advantage over men in a wide variety of decision-making. Therefore, I do a lot of listening, and am most likely to defer to female authority on any number of issues.”

“Do you believe in female superiority?”

“Yes.”

“What do you have to offer me? What do you have to bring to the table, so to speak?”

“What I have to offer you is my willing submission to you as a dominant woman. What that may entail would be, by nature, entirely up to you. My main focus would be to channel all of my skills, talents, and energies into fulfilling any desire you might have, no matter how menial and seemingly insignificant. I say “seemingly insignificant” because it would be very significant to me. No detail would be considered too small for my full attention. I do not expect that you will take my word on this, of for that matter, anything I say here. I would expect you to challenge and test any claim I have made at your leisure, and to your satisfaction. That is what I have to offer you.”

“Why should I consider you as a potential partner?”

“I might say that it is far beyond me to say what I think you should do, which I believe to be correct, but it also misses the point of your question, if I may say so.”

“Have you any experience with a F/m or D/s relationship?”

“Yes, though I think of every woman as an entirely unique person with her own interests, preferences, and demands. I would never assume that because I have learned to respond to any one particular set of demands that I have anything approaching a full understanding of how to respond to yours. It would be a learning process, one that I am fully open to.”

“What do you hope for in a relationship with a woman?”

“The attribute of a man that I think says the most about him, as far as his relationship with a woman is concerned, is his obedience. The ability to listen, follow orders, and execute commands is of primary value to the woman in the relationship. So, what I hope for is to meet and present myself to a woman who proves to be worthy of my best effort in submitting to her in every way. Ideally, she will have some patience in training me to go above and beyond my ability in attending to and serving her. In this way, I hope to grow to become worthy of a woman who would have me as her servant, or even as a slave.”

“Tell me how you feel about the following:

“Anal Sex – receiving, strap-on dildo”

“Although I am unable to brag about my ability to handle a large dildo, I am able to state that I have taken one in my ass on more than one occasion, and I think that I am capable of being trained to acclimate to whatever a woman would desire in this regard.”

“Ball gags”

“Hopefully I would know when to hold my tongue as a general principle, I would certainly accept being fitted with a ball gag should that be deemed necessary.”

“Bondage”

“Should there be a need to restrict my movement, I would be as gracious as possible to accept being bound in position.”

“CFNM”

“The clothing of a submissive male is, I believe, a matter that the dominant female has full control of. Her own clothed status is, of course, also entirely up to her.”

“Chastity”

“While I admit that I likely don’t have an impressive amount of experience in this realm, I am more than happy to begin an exploration.”

“Cock and Ball Torture”

“Though the exact wording, and the inclusion of the word “torture” is a bit daunting, I believe that the body of the submissive male is the property of the dominant female. His genitalia would come under her ownership as well.”

“Collar with leash attached”

“This seems to me to be a fairly natural way to gain control in an immediate and intimate fashion and I would welcome its application in my training.”

“Contractual servitude”

“Though I am unaware of what would be included in such a contract, I would be more than willing to read such a document and consider signing it.”

“Cross Dressing/Feminization”

“The way that my body appears dressed in feminine clothing is less attractive than the way that a woman appears wearing the same garments, but again, the clothing of a submissive male is under the authority of the dominant female.”

“Cuckolding”

“It would be unfair for me to state that this would not be difficult. Feelings of jealousy would present themselves and would require some time to adjust and not allow them to cloud the mind and detract from focus on serving the dominant female.”

“Forced Nudity and Masturbation”

“Though neither of these would have to be forced, I would hope to do my best in being complaisant in obeying all orders.”

“Harness – body”

“My body would be available to be harnessed by a dominant female.”

“Harness – cock and balls”

“My cock and balls would be available to be harnessed by a dominant female.”

“Hot Wax – dripping on body/genitals”

“My cock and balls would be available for whatever activity a dominant female desired.”

“Humiliation”

“Though I would be willing to submit to humiliation, doing so would make me feel proud to serve.”

“Kneeling”

“This position is central to the relationship between a submissive male and a dominant female, I believe.”

“Nipple Clamps”

“My body would be available for whatever activity a dominant female desired.”

“Orgasm Denial”

“Though again, I have limited experience in this regard, I am more than willing to explore and gain a deeper understanding of it.”

“Photography and Video Recording”

“With apologies for seeming to repeat myself, my body would be available for whatever activity a dominant female desired.”

“Punishment”

“The punishment of the submissive is instrumental to being trained by the dominant, I believe.”

“Pussy Worship”

“It is without fear of contradiction that I state my belief that pussy worship is the highest and most exalted service a submissive male can perform. Nothing would please me more than to devote myself in perpetuity to the role of worshipping my dominant’s pussy.”

“Rimming – giving”

“This is one of the nicest ways to worship a dominant female, I believe.”

“Serving as a maid (domestic service)”

“It would be an honor to serve a dominant female in this regard.”

“Shaving your body”

“My body is entirely shaved, or waxed, below the neck.”

“Spreader Bars”

“Should my legs be spread insufficiently per a dominant female’s estimation, it would be instructive to have such a device be implemented.”

“Total Power Exchange”

“This, to me, seems to be an ideal to be worked toward. A lofty goal, I think, and achievable.”

“Attach two photos of yourself. One should be a nude photo. Do not send a dick pic. I would like to see your naked body to make an assessment of your physicality, but it needs to be full frontal so that I can see the entirety of you. How you pose, and how you expose yourself to me will tell me lot about how you see yourself.”

Aaron set up his camera on a small tripod. He set an auto timer. He walked some distance from the lens of the camera and turned, waiting for the shutter to click. Once he heard the noise, he walked back and took a look at the photo. Then he repeated this process some fifteen times, shifting his weight, changing his position slightly, trying different expressions. It was a daunting process to force himself to be so open in evaluating his own body. But it had to be, as far as he was able to make it so, perfect.

Aaron uploaded two photos to the website to be attached to his written submission. He then read the final piece Lisa had written.

“If I want you to, then you will submit to me. I can practically guarantee that. You will, when I want you to, kneel before me.”

Aaron had a nervous feeling like an icy chill. He felt his balls tighten in response. The sensation he felt was what he might have likened to a ghostly hand creeping up between his legs. It was like a disembodied presence against which he was powerless. It came toward him as a clear and present threat, yet it excited him beyond reason.

Aaron read his responses once more to see if he had missed anything. He placed the cursor over the submit button. It hovered there for a moment, with Aaron feeling that something of import may be in the balance. Then he clicked on it. He stopped breathing for just a moment, then inhaled sharply. He exhaled and felt a warmth in his body.

“So now we wait,” he murmured to himself.


Chapter 10

Aaron had grown up in a house on the edge of a suburban tract, a comfortable house for a family of four. Alleviating the prefabricated sameness of the neighborhood was its access to the woods and the creek, which he and various friends explored throughout the year, and without question every summer when they would avail themselves of the fun to be had in the outdoors.

When Aaron was older, his interests began to change, and he discovered that the trail that had been unofficially established through the woods led to a bridge, across which he could continue up along the ridge and down into an entirely different neighborhood, this one being populated by mobile homes. Aaron was unaware of the social stigma of the trailer park and was only vaguely aware of the way in which the kids from that area were treated differently.

Aaron was walking along the trail when he unintentionally entered the neighborhood and encountered Julia, a girl of his age.

“What the fuck are you doing here?” the young woman asked in a directly confrontational manner.

“What?” he asked, confused by the brusque manner of the girl before him. He was also taken aback by how attractive she was. She was physically developed beyond her years, and though she was dressed in a cropped T-shirt and cutoff jean shorts, she had an almost regal appearance due to her having high cheek bones and sparkling, almond eyes and long, shiny, almost-black hair.

“What, are you deaf?” she asked, taking a step closer.

“Well, no,” Aaron replied, thinking it a stupid question. He wouldn’t have answered her if he hadn’t heard her.

The girl looked him up and down.

“What’s your name?” she asked, her question sounding like a challenge.

“Aaron,” he replied.

“Huh,” she said, suspiciously. Then she warned him, “boys like you can get hurt if they think they can just walk in here like they own the place.”

Boys like me? Aaron thought.

“I was under no illusion that I maintain any degree of ownership in this . . .” he began to explain, gesturing to the rows of mobile homes.

“Are you making fun of me?” Julia said, scowling at Aaron.

“No, I, um,” he began. “I didn’t catch your name,” he said, attempting to steer the conversation away from where it seemed to be going.

“I know,” Julia replied. She was studying him carefully. “Follow me,” she said abruptly, and turned to walk away.

Aaron was startled by the way she spoke to him, so he hesitated.

Julia looked over her shoulder.

“What did I say, Aaron?” she said, sounding not just annoyed, but like she was losing her patience with him. “Follow. Me,” she said and she snapped her fingers and pointed to the ground beside her.

Aaron was even more surprised by the escalation of her anger coupled with the gesture he’d only seen used on dogs. Still, he then began to move with haste, in spite of himself, and followed the young woman out of a burning curiosity. He had never encountered someone who could speak to him in such a confident and self-possessed manner.

Julia led him to her house, a double-wide trailer two streets over. There didn’t appear to be anyone else at home. When he had entered what he assumed was her bedroom, she sat on the edge of her bed and looked at him, seemingly examining him as she had done earlier.

“At least you know how to heel,” she mused.

Aaron had no reply. He felt awkward. There appeared to be no place for him to sit down, so he stood, not knowing what to do with his hands.

“I guess you live in one of the fancy houses on the other side of the ridge,” Julia mused aloud.

“I don’t know that it’s all that fancy,” Aaron replied.

“Yeah, that is what you would say,” Julia scoffed. “And now you walk into my neighborhood like you own the place.”

“But I—” Aaron started to say.

“My mother has always told me that boys just can’t stay out of trouble,” she interrupted. She leaned back and propped herself up with her hands flat on the bed. “Just a couple days ago I had to give my little brother a kick in the balls. He deserved it,” she added.

Aaron felt his stomach churn.

“Of course, he went and told mom, like a little bitch,” she said, laughing. “He got in so much trouble.”

“He got in trouble?” Aaron asked, sounding incredulous.

“Yeah,” Julia replied. “That’s what snitches get. He got the belt for that.”

Aaron’s eyes communicated his surprise.

“What, don’t you get the belt when you’ve been in trouble?” Julia asked.

“No,” Aaron replied. “I’ve never gotten anything like that.”

If she’d inquired further, he might have admitted that he’d been spanked once or twice. But instead, she jumped up off the bed and went to her closet.

“You’re probably wanting, then,” she said.

Aaron was confused trying to decipher this statement.

“Wanting?” he asked hesitantly.

“Yeah,” Julia said, pulling a thick leather belt from a hook on the side of her closet. “Boys want to be punished, it’s a fact. It’s been proven.” She doubled the belt in her hand and made the leather snap loudly in her hand. “So if you’ve gone without, then you must really be needing it.”

“I’m not sure I, um . . .” Aaron began, looking toward the door.

“Of course not, boys never know what’s good for them,” Julia said, laughing. “That’s another thing my mom taught me. It’s usually up to the girls to set them straight.”

She looked at him, her eyes sparkling. Aaron was mesmerized, startled by how she could look so alluring, so irresistible in this moment.

“So,” she said, and gestured toward the bed with the belt in her hand. “I’ll give you what you need, but I haven’t got all day.”

“OK, this is really weird,” he said, looking at the belt. “Why in the world would I let you do whatever it is you think you are going to do?” Aaron argued.

If Aaron had been more aware of himself in the moment, he would have realized that he wasn’t backing toward the door.

Julia sighed.

“I’m going to whip you with the belt, Aaron,” Julia replied. “That means you are going to get your pants down, now, and get in position. Your hesitation will just make it worse.”

Aaron never knew why he didn’t simply refuse, leave Julia’s bedroom, and walk back home. He couldn’t name the unseen force that compelled him to respond the way he did that day. His hands, seemingly without being directed by his own brain, began unbuttoning his pants. He might have been aware of the hint of a smile, or maybe it was a smirk, on Julia’s face. But in the moment his mind felt muddled, or clouded, with a feeling he had only had a glimmer of before.

On the day that Kate and her friend caught him naked at the creek, and made him show them his penis, he had a similar feeling. It was something like embarrassment, but it had excited him. Now, he found himself obediently pulling his pants down in front of a girl without any understanding of why he was doing so.

“Underwear too,” Julia said.

Aaron swallowed hard, then took a deep breath, then did as she had told him to do.

“Good boy,” Julia said in a way that was clearly intended to humiliate Aaron as he exposed himself before her. “Now get in position.”

“I, um, I don’t know what that means,” Aaron replied, feeling awkward with his pants and underwear around his ankles.

“Wow, you sure aren’t the brightest, are you?” Julia said with a sneer. She gave her palm a slap of the belt as she examined him. Then she pointed to the bed. “Place your hands flat on the bed.”

Aaron complied, though a growing fear was making his stomach feel queasy.

“Arch your back to get your butt up in the air,” she instructed.

It took additional direction before Julia was satisfied with Aaron’s presentation of his bare butt.

“Since you’ve never gotten a whipping with a belt,” she began to explain, “I’m going to have to give you a proper introduction. I wouldn’t be doing you any favor by going easy on you. It would just give you the wrong idea about what a punishment with the belt is. Boys need to learn an important lesson, which is that getting their butt whipped is actually good for them. It helps keep them in line.”

Julia gave her palm another slap of the belt.

“You should come to realize that a girl like me is doing you a favor by showing you what’s up,” she said. “It’s shameful that no one has taught you this already. My mother introduced my little brother to the belt ages ago. That little asshole is so obedient now because of it. She eventually made me responsible for his punishment, so I’ve gotten a bit of practice. You’re lucky to get the benefit of my experience, you know,” she said as she positioned herself perpendicular to Aaron’s bare ass.

“You’re gonna wanna thank me when I’m done with you. Having never had it before, you probably don’t realize what a good tanning will do for you. That’s what my mom calls it, ‘tanning the hide.’ ‘You’re gonna hafta tan your brother’s hide,’ she’ll say to me,” Julia said, laughing. “But enough about that. Let’s get to it. Are you ready?”

Aaron heard her question cut through the buzzing sound that was muffling all sound he was hearing.

“Yes,” he replied meekly.

“We’ll see,” Julia said, laughing.

She brought the leather belt back, then paused, looking at Aaron’s bare butt.

“I will admit that you’ve got one sweet ass, Aaron,” she said. “I’m actually going to enjoy this. A lot.”

She swung the belt and landed it hard across the cheeks of his butt. The sound was much louder than Aaron had anticipated, which was prelude to the shocking jolt of pain that it sent to his brain. He cried out, an utterance that was almost a squeal. It surprised Aaron to have made such a sound, and it made Julia laugh.

“Oh, come on,” she said, sounding incredulous. “That wasn’t even very hard. You’re gonna need to take this like a fucking man, because it’s going to get a lot harder than that.”

Julia placed her hand on Aaron’s butt, her fingers tracing the rosy, pink welt she’d raised with the first stroke of the belt.

“A lot harder,” she said to herself.

As if to prove it, Julia began unleashing a series of strokes of the belt, repeatedly nailing Aaron’s ass until it had turned a bright pink across the entire surface.

“That’s right,” she called out in between strokes, “this is how boys get put in their place. Y’all need to get your comeuppance, and you end up having a girl to thank for it.”

She landed a succession of strokes in the same place until Aaron cried out in pain, then adjusted her position slightly to repeat the same punishment.

“What, are you gonna cry?” she taunted him. “I’d love to see that. Why don’t you cry for me, Aaron? Show me how humiliated you are getting your ass handed to you by a girl.”

Aaron had, in fact, been trying not to cry, but Julia’s words pushed him over the edge. Tears began streaming down his cheeks, which brought a deeply satisfied smile to Julia’s face. At last, she threw the belt down on the bed.

“Turn and face me,” she commanded. “I want to see you crying like a little boy.”

Aaron had a feeling of relief wash over him that compelled him to turn and face Julia as she had demanded he do. The embarrassment he experienced having a girl see him cry was overwhelmed by a part of him that was seeking mercy from her. Julia stood with her hands on her slender hips and looked him up and down.

“I like the look of a boy who’s just been put in his place,” she commented. “I believe a ‘thank you’ is in order.”

Aaron was appalled by the suggestion that he might be expected to show gratitude for what had been a deeply humiliating experience, now magnified by standing before her with his pants down. But he relented.

“Thank you,” Aaron replied with a grimace.

“Hmmph,” Julia replied.

“Julia?” a young male voice could be heard asking through the door of the bedroom.

Aaron felt a sudden panic.

“Stay right there, it’s just my little brother,” Julia said to Aaron. “What is it, dickhead?” she called back.

“May I go to the bathroom?” the voice asked.

“Are you going to wet your pants?” Julia asked loudly.

“No,” the voice replied, though it did not sound confident.

“Then wait five more minutes,” Julia replied. She turned her attention back to Aaron. “That’s fucking hilarious. My little brother has to ask to go to the bathroom, so I always make him wait. Anyway, I believe you were going to thank me, Aaron, only this time, I want to hear sincerity in your voice.”

Aaron swallowed hard.

“Thank you,” he replied, bowing his head in humility.

“That’s better,” Julia said.

This would be the first of many expressions of gratitude that Aaron expressed to Julia over the following year. Julia kissed him, then, and many times afterward, and even let him touch and lick her breasts. And it was after many repetitions of his punishment with the belt that she let him lick her pussy.

He developed such hopes for where their relationship was going, only to have them vanish the day he went to Julia’s house and found it empty. As he walked home, he felt crushed, and ever after he would wonder what happened to Julia.

Over time, he came to appreciate what she had done for him. And he never forgot her. She truly had introduced him to a part of himself he’d only had an inkling was there. He would spend years looking for a woman who was her equal in taking him in hand and, as she herself had said, ‘putting him in his place.’

Unbeknownst to him, he had, in fact, found such a woman. He had just responded to her profile on a dating website. Now, he only had to wait for her to respond.


Chapter 11

That evening after work, Lisa felt a familiar feeling of sexual frustration while taking a shower and attempted to immerse herself in her fantasy life. Something she’d had to come to terms with was her brain’s insistence on practicality. Every fantasy had to have a grounding in reality, and if at any point she couldn’t explain to herself how any part of it worked, she would have to stop and figure out the details. It was exhausting, so she tended to depend on a few scenarios in which she had already ironed out anything to which her mind had initially objected.

Having spent several years learning to ride horseback, she began, since it seemed to work for her that she was riding a horse in spite of the fact that she had only done so on one occasion. The horn of the saddle, which she had actually done research to learn the name and function of, fit comfortably in her hand as she guided her horse up the trail.

It was dusty and hot, and her hands felt sweaty in her rawhide gloves. She felt the rhythm of the horse between her thighs, a slow, methodical motion forward. Casually sauntering, moving unerringly toward her destination. As she rounded the bend in the trail, the entrance to the camp came into sight.

Lisa spread her thighs farther apart and made small circular motions with her fingertips. The reveal, she thought, was the best part.

There, in the clearing, she saw the men hard at work. There were five, sometimes six men, their bodies hard and tanned from the sun, each glistening with sweat. They had iron manacles around their ankles connected by heavy iron chain. Otherwise they were completely naked.

The men looked up and saw her approach and paused in their work. They were on edge, even fearful of her. Not knowing whether to keep their eyes on her or lower them out of respect, they nervously remained at attention. Lisa guided her horse closer, eyeing each of the men in turn. She surveyed their bodies, evaluating each of them in assessing their various qualities.

They were each designed to Lisa’s specifications. Though they all had fairly muscular bodies, there was a range of sizes and shapes according to what she wanted each to look like. It was the little differences on which she fixated. One of the men was new to the camp, she had decided, which explained why his butt was lily white.

The others all had bronzed skin, in hues from deep chocolate to caramel as a result of working outside in the sun all day, but one, whose name she sometimes decided was Danny, had an untanned butt that always caught her attention. She thought about singling him out, taking him aside, and breaking him in.

The men were all fairly well-hung, but one in particular had an enormous cock. She had him be uncircumcised, for what reason she was never certain. Another outlier was the man she sometimes named Jack, who was remarkably good-looking, even by the standards she had set for this group of men, and he was spectacularly muscular in his build, but his penis was relatively small. Jack, as she called him, ended up with a name because she often called him to heel.

An indispensable part of the fantasy was making each of the men respond to her authority and unquestioned power to do with them as she pleased. She enjoyed making the men tremble before her, naked and objectified, willingly subjugating themselves out of fear.

Often, she would have one or several of the men take one of the men she’d selected and tie him to a tree. At her direction, she’d have them take turns whipping the naked body of the bound man. She might take the whip in hand herself, or she might simply be a voyeur, enjoying being an audience to the punishment,

This evening, a familiar scenario played out where she got down off of her horse and had Jack step forward and kneel before her. Danny was ordered onto his hands and knees and employed as a bench for her to sit upon. She had riding pants on, which she had designed in her imagination with a zipper that went from the front to the back, allowing her to expose her pussy completely to Jack’s face.

She grabbed him roughly by the hair and shoved his face between her legs, commanding him to lick her. He complied, eagerly, as the other men looked on. She placed one hand on the back of Jack’s head and the other on the soft white skin of Danny’s butt. Then she watched as the other men became unrelentingly rock hard as they watched Jack serve her pleasure. She would squeeze and slap Danny’s bare butt as Jack made her come, over and over again until she was done.

Lisa’s main motivation while this fantasy played out in her mind was to bring herself to orgasm before the whole thing suddenly felt ridiculous. If her brain decided it wanted to sabotage her, something it could and would do on occasion, it would just have one of the men say something like, Well, shucks, ma’am. That would do it. The western theme would suddenly make itself apparent and cause her to feel like she was at some pornographic amusement park, with everyone playacting.

This particular evening she managed to get herself off. The men stood respectfully in their semicircle, fully, even painfully erect. Jack’s tongue was every bit as dexterous and responsive in her fantasy as Lisa’s fingers were in reality, and Danny’s deliciously smooth white butt ended up a uniform crimson.

But what ultimately got her off was not Jack’s tongue or Danny’s ass. It was the intense eye contact of one of the nameless men in the background, standing naked and erect, watching her, his lips wet and his skin dripping with sweat. He stared at her, his desire on full display. She stared back, devouring the sight of him. She focused all of her attention on the unanswered sexual desire as evidenced by his brick-hard erection straining upward as though it might at any moment lift him bodily up into the air.

Finally, Lisa made herself come, and the moment she climaxed, the naked men, shackles and all, dutifully disappeared from her mind.

After getting out of the shower and wrapping herself in a luxuriously thick, white, robe, and before getting ready for bed, Lisa sat at her desk and opened her laptop to check the message inbox of the dating website.

OK, let’s see what today has brought me, Lisa thought as she clicked on the latest response she’d gotten.

“Well, then,” she murmured appreciatively as she saw the photos, which caught her attention even though they were merely the thumbnail images. Having had a glimpse of this man, she decided not to enlarge the photos before she read what he’d written in response to her.

Lisa had, over the last week or so, been receiving attention from her profile, and had read and examined the responses from a number of men, none of whom had captured her interest. It had become a protocol, of sorts, that she would have a quick look at the small thumbnail images to see if she had any interest to begin with. In spite of what she had clearly specified in her directions, a number of men sent dick pics, and by Lisa’s estimation, not even good ones.

A couple of responses had actually been from men Lisa thought were cute, but in those cases, she found that their written response fell far short. Many responses were monosyllabic, and many seemed to have ignored her questions all together.

This response, by a man named Aaron, seemed to be different. She read everything he’d written, and then as a final step, she enlarged the photos he’d sent. Lisa’s tongue made a gentle clicking sound against the roof of her mouth, as her lips parted and her mouth remained slightly open as she carefully examined Aaron’s body. In his first photo, he stood at attention, with his arms up and his hands behind his head, as though prepared to be examined. She loved the pose and appreciated that his body was turned at an angle so that she could make an assessment of the length of the erection he presented for her to examine. His eyes seemed to express his willingness for her to make such an examination, as if asking her if she approved of what he had to offer.

The second photo was a similar pose, only in this image he was turned away from the camera so that she could make an assessment of his bare butt.

“My God,” she murmured to herself as she slowly scanned the photo.

Then she reread his response. Sitting back in her chair, she raised her thumb to her mouth and placed it between her teeth. She bit the tip of her thumb gently, thinking about how she would respond. She hadn’t thought about what she might do if she found what she thought of as an actual candidate.


Chapter 12

Since it was a Friday, Lisa met Mariah for lunch at the Village Square Tavern. Their usual booth was free, so they each slid in and settled across from one another.

“Sooo,” Lisa said, drawing out the vowel, “I have a victim.”

“OK,” Mariah replied. “And that means?”

Lisa laughed.

“Just kidding, sort of. I mean I got a response,” she explained. “As you know I’ve gotten a number of responses. And that number is a lot, but what I mean is that I seem to have received a response from someone who looks like a contender.”

“A contender?” Mariah asked, amused.

“Yeah. This guy looks like I might just have to examine him a bit more closely. I believe an interview is in order.”

“I see,” Mariah replied. “Is there a particular procedure for this interview?”

“Did I say interview?” Lisa asked. “I meant an interrogation,” she said, laughing. “And yes, of course there is a procedure. I need to see if he’s for real or not. His photos look nice, and he said all the right things in his response.”

“Photos, you say?” Mariah said salaciously.

Lisa tapped her phone a few times, then flipped it to show Mariah.

“Wow,” she exclaimed. “Nice balls.”

Lisa laughed out of surprise.

“Really?” she said as she turned the phone to examine the photo herself. “That’s the first thing you notice? His balls?”

“Oh, yeah,” Mariah answered. “I love to see a guy with a nice set of balls. Too small, that’s no good. Too big, that’s no good either. Though to be clear, I don’t think I’ve ever seen ones I thought were too big. But a nice handful, that’s just right.”

“So, like Goldilocks and the three pairs of balls?” Lisa asked, giggling at her own joke.

“Exactly,” Mariah replied. “And it’s nice that the picture shows his whole body.”

“I did clarify that I don’t want a dick pic,” Lisa explained.

“Right,” Mariah agreed. “The operative part of full frontal is full. That way, you still get to see the dick, if that’s what you want to see.”

“Yeah, my issue, well, OK, I have two issues with dick pics,” Lisa replied. “One is that so few men have any talent with the aesthetics of photographing the male body. Maybe it’s because images of the female body are so ubiquitous, and the focus of the male gaze is so fully explored and represented. Men, by comparison, just don’t see themselves that way very often. They don’t see pornographic images of men constantly displayed everywhere so it’s like they’re brand new at it. They don’t know what they’re doing because they don’t have a culture that holds up a mirror showing objectification of the male all the time. They don’t know what we want to see.”

“Exactly,” Mariah agreed.

“All they have to go on is the way that male porn stars look, which is this practically disembodied dick fucking a girl, you know?” Lisa continued. “That’s the way they look in straight porno, so they think that’s how they should look. They forget that the focus of those images is the girl, right? She’s there on her hands and knees or whatever, and the camera is focused on her, which is what the guy wants to see. The dude in the background, the disembodied dick is just a proxy for the viewer who is jerking it thinking about fucking the girl. Now if you take out the girl, then you just have a dick pic. Seriously, dudes, we do not think about you that way.”

“Yeah, it’s like men forget that when we are having sex with them, we do not even see the dick,” Mariah replied, “It’s, you know, busy. So I get what you are saying. But earlier you said you have two issues.”

“Right,” Lisa said. “So besides men not knowing how to show themselves, because they don’t really get how we see them, if we are just talking about photo documentation of the erect penis, then so often they fuck that up as well. I have seen a number of guys who will take a photo facing the camera, and you have no idea what the size of it is. If that’s all I’m getting out of this photo, at least show me the measurement, you know? Guys never seem to have trouble with taking photos of the fish they caught,” she said, laughing. “I’ve never seen a guy hold up a fish facing the camera. No, they understand you have to display its length if you want anyone to be impressed. So if you’re just taking a photo to document what a big wiener-fish you have, at least get that part of it right. Maybe then they could move on to the more artistic elements.”

“So tell me, have you ever seen a really good dick pic?” Mariah asked.

“Yeah, but they are rare,” Lisa replied, sighing. “I mean, there’s always something I like about just the objectification of it. I like seeing guys showing up to be examined and judged. That’s fun. But there was this one guy who sent me this photo, maybe it doesn’t even qualify as a dick pic because his face was in it. He’d just gotten out of the shower and his body was dripping wet, which was nice.

“Anyway, his dick was hard, but it wasn’t just that, he was looking at the camera with this expression on his face that said he was vulnerable in being exposed, but his arousal was overriding that. Like he couldn’t help it. His dick was so into being exposed and getting some attention that it pulled the whole guy into the photo,” Lisa said, laughing at the thought.

“OK, the photo checks out,” Mariah said, “but who is Mr. Naked? What’s his name?”

“Aaron,” Lisa replied.

“So what did Aaron say that got your attention?”

“A lot of things, really,” Lisa replied. “One of the things that most appealed to me was that he said he was not asking me to believe anything he said, but rather that he would be subject to proving the veracity of any of his claims.”

“Interesting,” Mariah commented. “So he isn’t asking you to take him at face value, but he is willing to let you see for yourself?”

“Right,” Lisa replied. “And one of the questions I asked was if he believed in female supremacy. He gave a one-word answer, which got my attention. With everything else, he was really verbose, answering in depth, but for that question, he simply answered ‘yes.’”

Mariah made a low whistling sound.

“Of course this leads to nothing but more questions,” she said. “Like, what kind of female supremacy?”

“What kind?” Lisa asked. “I mean, I think it means my kind. At least that’s what it should mean.”

“Right,” Mariah replied. “But is that what he means. Is he thinking he is going to follow you around saying, ‘My liege, my lady, may I humbly beseech you to serve at your feet,’” Mariah said in a comically deep voice. “That would be annoying.”

“Oh, right, fuck that,” Lisa agreed. “Really weird playacting would not work for me, but that’s what attracted me to his claim that he would expect to have to answer to me in proving himself. That process would be particularly satisfying to me. I mean, will be particularly satisfying. I hope.”

“Anyway, when are you meeting him?” Mariah asked.

“I’m going to meet him for a cup of coffee early this evening,” Lisa replied.

“Oh my gosh, so soon!” Mariah exclaimed.

“I know! Whatever will he wear?” Lisa joked.

Mariah laughed.


Chapter 13

Lisa walked into the Upside café, a local coffee shop just off campus, and ordered a small coffee. Then she found a table where she could watch the entrance. She felt what she might have been deemed a guilty pleasure if she were capable of feeling guilty. The image of her having weaved a web into which this man named Aaron had unwittingly walked into came to mind. It felt as though she had laid a trap and he’d walked right into it. Now, she bided her time, anticipating her enjoyment in devouring him whole.

As she entertained this deliciously pleasurable thought, a man entered the café, and she knew him immediately from his photos, in spite of the fact that he was now fully dressed. He performed a quick visual scan and discovered Lisa staring directly at him. The intensity of her stare would have made his blood run cold if his heart hadn’t been pounding so hard and his body temperature hadn’t been so hot that he was worried he was going to break out in a sweat.

She gave him a warm smile of recognition, and he had an unusual sensation on realizing she recognized him from his nude photos. It made him feel the same vulnerability he had felt when he first sent the images, a feeling of being exposed. He crossed the café and approached her table.

“Hello, Aaron,” Lisa said, extending her hand.

Aaron made a quick calculation, then gambled. He took her hand in his, then bent to kiss her hand. He was rewarded by Lisa completely taking it in stride, as though it were customary and expected.

“I am honored to meet you,” Aaron replied. “Should I call you Lisa, or . . .” Aaron trailed off as he thought for a moment. “Or something more formal?”

Lisa smiled appreciatively.

“You may call me Lisa,” she replied. “For now.”

Aaron took his seat, filing the ‘for now’ comment in the back of his head.

“So, Aaron, you have a film studio space?” Lisa asked. “Did I get that right?”

“That’s a reasonable description, I guess,” Aaron replied. “It is a studio space for shooting film. Though it’s mostly digital video, it’s hard to not use the word film, I guess. And may I ask what it is that you do, since we’re discussing work stuff?”

“Ah, yes,” Lisa replied. “My work stuff is that I’m a professor of history studies, teaching a few classes with an emphasis on Europe and the Middle Ages, the Renaissance, et cetera.”

“Wow, I . . .” Aaron began, then trailed off, unsure of saying what he’d started to say.

“You what?” Lisa asked.

“It’s just that I certainly never had a professor as beautiful as you are,” Aaron said, blushing slightly.

“I will take that as a compliment,” Lisa replied.

“Sorry to make such a shallow observation,” Aaron added.

“No, like I said, I’ll take it as a compliment,” Lisa said. “I’ve made many shallow observations about you as well, having seen the entirety of you prior to this evening.”

Aaron blushed again, which Lisa found charming.

“I’ve never actually met a woman who’s already seen me naked,” he commented. “It’s . . . interesting.”

“Interesting?” Lisa asked. “How so?”

“It greatly intensifies the underlying imbalance between us,” Aaron replied. “Not that I would have it any other way, but you do have the majority of the power in the negotiation,” he said with a slight smile.

“Majority?” Lisa asked, fixing Aaron with a look, her head cocked slightly to one side.

“Um, entirety?” Aaron replied.

“That’s correct, Aaron,” Lisa said. “So the word negotiation is incorrect as well. I’m not here to negotiate. That would indicate that you have some say in how things will progress between us. The only thing you have control over is how well you respond to my command.”

Aaron had a look of being what Lisa thought of as properly embarrassed. Aaron sat up straighter in his chair. Lisa had taken him off balance by being so forward right from the start. He thought it best to try to keep up. He appeared to be about to say something, perhaps to apologize for having misspoken, when Lisa brought her phone up to examine it.

“And this imbalance you speak of,” she began, “would it feel more pronounced if I were to have an image of your naked body before me at this very moment?”

“Yes, it would,” Aaron replied, in earnest.

Lisa watched him for a moment, then turned her attention back to her phone, which she was still holding up for her to examine.

“I showed this photo to my friend, Mariah, just to get her input,” Lisa mentioned. “She said, as her first observation, something complimentary about the size of your balls. It amused me that this would be the thing she noticed right away, but it did draw my attention for further scrutiny.”

Aaron had a sensation that was new to him as Lisa made a point of objectifying him openly.

“Here’s the thing, Aaron. Should this go anywhere,” she said as she put her phone aside and gestured between Aaron and herself, “it’s best if I introduce you to your new reality from the beginning. If I decide I’m uninterested, then you will be returned to whatever life you had and make whatever choices you want. But if you are to become something more, should I decide to have you as a person of significance in my life, then it should be implemented from the beginning that you will only have what choices I allow you to have. Do you understand all that I have said?”

“Yes,” Aaron replied, hoping that he did, in fact understand what she had said.

He’d never experienced a woman speaking to him in such a forward manner. He would soon find that it would be something he would need to get used to. Lisa gave no indication that she was ever going to demure from her stance as an unapologetically dominant woman.

His initial date with Lisa at the café had apparently gone well since she’d concluded it by arranging a dinner date for the following evening. Therefore, Aaron was going to need to adapt, and he would need to do so quickly.


Chapter 14

Had Aaron never waxed the hair off of his body before, he would have been shocked at the sudden jolt of excruciating pain, though knowing it was coming did not lessen it. In fact it made the anticipation worse. But he felt it to be worth it since it would make his skin incredibly smooth for at least a week.

He had no idea if any part of his body would be visible to Lisa at any point during the evening, but he felt it didn’t hurt to be prepared, in spite of the fact that it actually did amount to a significant amount of pain.

He also knew that it would make a difference in putting him in the proper mindset, one in which he felt he had made himself ready for her and went to the greatest lengths in doing so. His impression of her so far was that she would be worthy of his having done everything within his power to be prepared for her to do anything she wanted with him. He hoped that his impression had been correct.

It was a year ago that he’d purchased a device out of curiosity. It was a chastity cock cage, a chrome metal device that fit him snugly and locked in place. He had wanted to know if he were capable of wearing such a thing, and what it would feel like to be locked up in such an intimate manner.

Now it seemed fortuitous to have such a device, as it felt right to wear it for his first official date with Lisa. It seemed that it showed the appropriate respect for her that he would be restrained while in her presence.

He picked up the chrome metal device, which caused in him a number of different sensations simultaneously. It made him feel safe and secure, but slightly nervous as well. There was a twinge of excitement, but also dread. He had the first vibrations of arousal coupled with a mind-clarifying present-ness. He opened the device on its hinge and placed it around his cock and balls. It went into place neatly, then he slid the lock into position and used one of the two keys that came with it to lock it in place.

He looked at his reflection in the mirror. He felt proud of himself for having the discipline and self-control to wear the cage, but also humbled to be restrained in such an intimate way. It was impossible to decide which would make him prouder: learning to not need the device by mastering his own urges or surrendering himself to being locked up for an indeterminant period of time.

He put on a freshly ironed, long-sleeved white shirt and a pair of charcoal-black trousers with a black leather belt. He put on a pair of black socks and newly shined leather shoes. He considered wearing a necktie, but then thought it a bit too formal for the occasion. Putting on a suit coat, he pulled the cuffs of his white shirt into place and straightened his collar. After a final look in the mirror, he placed the key to the chastity cage on a silver chain and dropped it into his pocket in case of unforeseen circumstances. Then he turned and walked out the front door of his apartment.

* * *

“No,” Lisa said out loud to herself while looking at a dress still on the hanger and held draped across the front of her body. She had a second option, also on a hanger, and she shifted it into position. She envisioned herself wearing it.

“Maybe,” she said in response. She moved the dress to the side, now revealing her body dressed only in a pair of panties.

“I could go like this,” she said with a smirk.

Lisa was of differing opinions concerning her own body. She could, at times, recognize the magnificence of its shape and curvature, and she was well aware of its effect on men in general. But her own interests were so divergent, attracting her to the male form almost opposite her own. She loved the look of a man’s tight, narrow hips, in contrast to her own magnanimously proportioned, hourglass shape.

Having selected the dress she wanted to wear, she sat on the edge of the bed and slid her feet into a pair of knee high, black leather boots. Then she stood before the mirror and examined the full effect.

“Well, this should make it clear to him who’s making the rules,” she said with a mischievous smile.


Chapter 15

Aaron arrived at the restaurant a few minutes early, assuming he would have arrived before Lisa. When he spoke with the maître ‘d, he felt a sudden nervousness on learning that this assumption was incorrect. As a young woman led him to the table, he saw Lisa seated, facing him as he made the approach.

“I hope that you’ve not been waiting long,” he said as he sat down at the table across from her, taking the claret-colored napkin and spreading it across his lap.

“No, not long,” she replied.

Aaron was mesmerized by the color of her eyes and her lips, and how they seemed to evince both innocence and danger simultaneously. It was with great effort that he maintained eye contact. He had noticed in his peripheral vision the luxuriously decadent display of immaculately smooth cleavage at the top of her dress. The neckline plunged precipitously and beckoned his eyes downward. It took a great deal of self-discipline not to stare.

The server appeared, and asked Aaron if he’d like anything to drink.

“Uh,” Aaron asked, looking to Lisa. He’d noticed that she already had a cocktail, though what it was he was unsure. “What are you drinking?”

“A manhattan,” she replied.

“Oh,” he said, looking a bit perplexed. “I’m sorry, but I don’t know what that is.”

Lisa looked surprised. Aaron struck her as being every bit as handsome and confident as he’d appeared in his photos, but he had an almost boyish charm and earnestness about him.

“Rye whiskey, sweet vermouth, a dash of Angostura and customarily, a maraschino, though mine comes with a slice of lemon peel,” Lisa explained.

Aaron had a slightly embarrassed smile on his face, but he turned to the server and said, “OK, one of those, please.”

The server gave a quick nod and departed from the table.

“I’m sorry, that was awkward,” Aaron said.

“Not at all,” Lisa retorted. “I’m guessing you don’t drink cocktails with any frequency?”

“Not really,” Aaron replied. “I don’t drink often, actually. I don’t have anything against it, obviously, but I don’t have a lot of experience.”

“I am actually impressed that you didn’t try to pretend. I hope you like it,” Lisa offered.

Aaron noticed that she’d stopped speaking, but held the conversation for a moment, merely by looking at him. He felt as though she was entreating him to remain silent until she chose to speak.

“So tell me more about this business that you operate,” she said at last. “The visual effects, um, production facility? Sorry, it’s a bit unclear in my head.”

“Well, it depends on how much you want to know,” Aaron replied with a smile and a bit of a shrug.

“Tell me the interesting parts,” she said.

“That’s simple enough,” he replied. “The first interesting part is that I was able to put the money together to buy the building. That was without question the biggest gamble I’ve ever taken in my life. And so far, it has paid off. The other interesting part is the film productions that come in, filming really cool monster stuff and famous people and things like that.”

“Cool monster stuff?” Lisa asked, sounding amused.

“Yeah,” Aaron said with a sheepish smile. “I mean, monsters are not as cool as I thought they were when I was, you know, ten years old or whatever, but still. I’ve never totally lost that child-like sense of monsters being really interesting.”

Lisa laughed.

“Fair enough,” she said. “I admit that I think monsters can be really cool. I guess that as I’ve gotten older, I am more fascinated by monsters that are less cool and more terrifying. The ones who are real, I suppose.”

Aaron realized that Lisa herself was somewhat terrifying. Her beauty aside, she had a serenely confidant command that lent her an aura of authority over everything and everyone in her orbit.

The server brought Aaron his drink.

“Here you are, sir, and are you ready to order, or would you like a bit more time?” the server asked.

“We’re in no hurry,” Lisa replied, to which the server nodded and departed from the table.

Aaron tasted his drink.

“Oh, that’s good,” he commented.

“So tell me about some cool monster stuff,” Lisa said. “Or anything, really, just something you found interesting about what you do.”

Aaron thought for a moment.

“OK, this hasn’t any monsters,” he explained, “but it was interesting and it was about a week ago. There was an actress I won’t name due to the non-disclosure agreement we have for every production, but I will say that her name and image would be recognized by pretty much all living people. Anyway, the movie she is working on right now needed a shot where the camera races toward her as she is about to leap out of a helicopter right before it blows up.

“Now, you’d imagine that she was never in any real danger since everything in the movies is fake. But the reality was that the camera crew had what I’ll just call a rocket sled, and it was carrying hundreds of pounds of camera equipment toward this woman at a shocking rate of speed. It looked incredibly dangerous, because if this thing didn’t stop it would have definitely killed this woman. And they had to do many takes to get exactly what they want, with her leaping out of the helicopter at the precise time.”

“So I’m guessing there was not a helicopter, at least not a real one?” Lisa asked.

“The production has a huge pile of money to work with, so they actually had a real helicopter body rigged up on a crane,” Aaron explained. He suddenly had a guilty look on his face. “Enough of my boring stories about my work, what about you?”

Lisa laughed and took a sip of her drink.

“I am afraid if you think a woman leaping out of a helicopter makes for a boring work story, then I will absolutely put you to sleep telling you about the life of a history professor,” Lisa replied. “Don’t get me wrong, I am fascinated by the subject and I love introducing it to my students. But it tends to be pretty quiet, just me talking while a roomful of kids try to stay awake.”

“I recall sitting in history classes,” Aaron mused aloud. “I found that it depended on the teacher, where some of them knew how to make the information relatable and it became really interesting, whereas some teachers made it the subject sound really sleepy. I would think that you would be the former.”

“I hope so,” Lisa replied.

The server appeared at that moment to ask if they were ready to order. Aaron suddenly realized that so far, he’d neglected to even glance at the menu.

“I will have the scallops,” Lisa said, “and he will have the mixed greens salad.”

The server again nodded and departed their table, menus in hand.

“No sense in me allowing you to get comfortable, thinking you will be allowed to make decisions for yourself,” Lisa said.

She sat back and examined Aaron.

“I understand,” he replied. “Thank you for being consistent with me from the outset, and I hope that I prove to be worthy of your consideration going forward.”

Lisa sat silent for a moment.

“How long would you say it’s been since you last had an orgasm?” she asked as though it were an ordinary topic of conversation. Aaron felt self-conscious as he thought about the question. He sat up straighter in his chair, and he became aware of the metal device encircling his cock and balls.

“I guess at least a few days,” he replied. “When I first saw your profile online, I ended up fantasizing about the possibility of meeting you. Then I purposefully abstained until I had put together a response to your questions and had taken the photos for you.”

“So you admit to having masturbated to thoughts of me?” she asked.

“Yes,” Aaron replied. “I apologize if—”

“No need to apologize,” Lisa interrupted. “You were under no obligation to me at that point. And depending on how things develop, it may have been one of your last opportunities,” she said with a devious smile.

Aaron suddenly had a feeling of wariness. He maintained his focus on Lisa but wondered if he was truly seeing her. It seemed that a shadow loomed somewhere in the background, as though a darker, more sinister version of the woman before him lay in wait.

Throughout the evening, Aaron felt as though their communication was easy, even relaxed, in spite of the fact that Lisa had a tendency to make him feel on edge, even nervous. He noticed that they seemed to have that intangible referred to as chemistry, which caused a pleasant tingling sensation up the back of his neck and into his head as well as a similar sensation between his thighs.

When they had finished eating, and the evening felt as though it had run its course, she allowed Aaron to pay the bill. Then he walked her to her car in the parking lot. It was apparent that there had been a gentle drizzle while they were in the restaurant, as the asphalt was damp and the air had the scent of rain. Once they were standing beside her car, Lisa turned to face Aaron.

“I really enjoyed the evening,” Aaron began to say, but Lisa took ahold of him and pulled him toward her for a kiss.

While she kissed him, she was surprised by the feel of something that felt like metal pressing against her.

“What the fuck is that?” she asked, pushing Aaron back and looking down between his legs. She brazenly thrust her hand between his legs and felt a smooth, metal object.

“It’s a chastity device,” he replied. “I thought it would be most respectful if—”

“Show me,” she interrupted. She pushed him back a step so that she could examine him.

Aaron was suddenly very aware that they were standing in a public place. He looked around them to see if he was in sight of anyone else in the parking lot. Then he unzipped his pants and produced the cage for her inspection.

Fuck, fuck, fuck, Lisa thought. She had not intended to take him home with her.

“Where’s the key?” she asked, challenging him.

He pulled it out of his pocket and held it up, hanging from a long silver chain.

Fuuuuuuck, Lisa thought.

She held out her hand, palm up. Aaron responded, after hesitating just a moment, by depositing the key in her hand. She closed her hand around the chain and looked at Aaron, considering her options. Reaching between his legs, she gently stroked his balls with her fingertips. Mariah was right, Lisa thought. He’s got a nice handful, bulging out to either side when I give them a squeeze.

“So you locked yourself in a cage before meeting me?” she asked. “I do appreciate that. And you handed me the key, as though it already occurred to you that I deserve to have possession of it.”

Lisa squeezed his balls deliberately as she observed him. She kissed him again, this time more hungrily, more possessively. Then she pulled away and fixed him with a look that made Aaron feel like he did when he was a kid and he was in trouble. She appeared as the adult, with an authority to order him to obey or else. He was keenly aware that she retained her grip on his balls as she spoke.

“Do you have a second key to this lock?” she asked.

“Yes, it came with two keys,” he replied. “For safety, I guess. The other key is in my sock drawer at home,” he added, then felt ridiculous for having said so.

Lisa smiled.

“This will be a test, in a way,” she explained. “The second key will be available to you, of course, but you will regard this one, the one that I have, as the only key that is allowed to unlock you. When I choose to employ it, I will. For now,” she said, then gave him one last kiss, “I am going to hold onto this key,” she said, holding it by the chain and letting it dangle from her hand.


Chapter 16

Lisa met her friend Trevor at a restaurant she only frequented because it was one of his favorites, a place that charged prices Lisa found to be outrageous. To add insult to financial injury, the amount of food was generally what Lisa thought of as a child-size portion, providing that child was not particularly hungry.

“Well, you will be pleased to know that I have details upon details about some really interesting recent developments,” Lisa teased, picking up a long bread stick and nibbling off the very tip of it.

“I am pleased to know, but I am not pleased that I do not know,” Trevor replied. “Why, oh why, are you making me wait for it?”

“Because that’s how good it is,” Lisa explained. “I can’t just spill it out, I need to pre-fluff a bit.”

“Consider me fluffed,” Trevor pleaded.

“OK,” Lisa replied. “So as I mentioned, Mariah talked me into putting up a profile on a dating site. And so now I’ve met this guy named Aaron, and he’s pretty perfect so far.”

“And the information I care about, please?” Trevor asked.

“Good looking, nice body, seven inches or so, buns like your mama used to bake,” Lisa said, laughing.

“So you’ve gotten him naked already?” Trevor asked.

“Oh, well, not really,” Lisa explained. “He had to send me a couple of nude photos when he responded to me on the website.”

“Brilliant. Carry on,” Trevor replied.

“Now, here’s the really interesting part,” Lisa said mischievously.

“Yes?” Trevor prompted her.

“He showed up on our first actual date, you know, out to dinner and all that, and he was wearing a chastity cock cage,” Lisa imparted, then took another bite of her breadstick.

“OK, what? He showed up already under lock and key?” Trevor asked.

“Yes, and . . .” Lisa said as she reached into the top of her dress and pulled out the key on its silver chain, “I now possess said key.”

“Oh, well then,” Trevor said. “I had always assumed that any man you’re dating ends up surrendering ownership of his dick at some point, but I didn’t expect that it would be immediately, and also literally. I am impressed. So what do you do now? Will Aaron be free of his imprisonment any time soon?”

“Hmm,” Lisa said as she took another tiny bite of her breadstick, “that matter is under consideration.”

“Are you actually eating that breadstick or are you just using it as a prop as you tell me this story?” Trevor asked, looking amused.

“Oh, right,” Lisa replied. “I was just kind of using it as a prop. It seemed more dramatic that way.”

“I think that it’s dramatic enough,” Trevor noted. “And I don’t need to implore you to keep me updated, right?”

“You will be among the first to know,” Lisa said with a broad smile across her face.

The server approached their table and presented two plates.

“If you need anything else, please let me know,” he said, displaying a syrupy charm, then he turned on his heel and departed from the table.

Lisa looked down at her plate.

“So I am guessing that the chef is Mrs. Tittlemouse,” she said with a smirk.

“Who is Mrs. Tittlemouse?” Trevor asked.

“It’s a Beatrix Potter character,” Lisa replied. “You never read books, do you?”

“Not children’s books,” Trevor replied.

“Well, as far as keeping you updated is concerned,” Lisa said, “I will tell you that I am going to have him over to my house tomorrow night. I intend to make a thorough examination of his endurance, if you will, to see how far I can go with him.”

“My, my,” Trevor said warily. “My balls just tightened up out of fear, and I’m not even going to be there. Just hearing about it makes me nervous.”

“Yeah, Aaron is about to get his ass handed to him,” Lisa admitted, laughing. “I am so looking forward to it.”


Chapter 17

Lisa drove to Aaron’s apartment and texted him once she was parallel parked and waiting. He came out and put his hand on the handle of the passenger side door. It was locked. He leaned down and looked at Lisa inquisitively.

“Show me,” she demanded.

She did not explain. Aaron realized what she was asking for. She wanted to see that he was wearing the chastity device. He unbuttoned his pants and drew the zipper down, then pulled his pants open in the front to allow her an unobstructed view of the locked device. She looked at it for a moment, inhaling slowly through her parted lips. There was a thunk sound as the door unlocked.

“Get in the car,” she said abruptly.

Aaron opened the passenger side door and got in. As Lisa drove Aaron to her house, she glanced over at him, his zipper still down and his cage still on display. She returned her eyes to the road but reached over and stroked the chrome surface of his metal cage.

“Take off your clothes,” she directed him.

By the time she’d pulled into her garage, Aaron was naked aside from his chastity cage. She turned off the car and examined his body, still constrained by the seatbelt and the cage.

“I would like to bring you into my home in a befittingly ceremonial manner,” she said as she reached into a bag behind the passenger seat and brought out a collar with a leash attached to it. She placed the collar around Aaron’s neck and buckled it so that it was not too tight, but it did not have any give to it. “I expect you to follow me with the attitude that your body is entirely under my control. In other words, I expect you to crawl on your hands and knees for me.”

Once he’d gotten out of the car and Lisa had him by the leash, Aaron dutifully crawled across the cement floor of the garage, then across the stone surface of the entryway of the house. His observation of his surroundings was compromised by his point of view, in addition to the fact that the entirety of his focus was on the heels of Lisa’s knee-high, black leather boots.

Once they had arrived in her bedroom, in the open area between the foot of her bed and the doorway, she had Aaron stand up and at attention. The room was darkened, aside from a ceiling-mounted light that was trained on Aaron’s body.

Lisa attached cuffs to his wrists, which she then suspended overhead by rope. It occurred to Aaron that Lisa must have installed hardware to facilitate placing someone in bondage prior to his having met her. He might have been surprised by this, but he was quickly learning not to underestimate her. She wrapped a pair of cuffs around his ankles and had him spread his legs. Then she attached a spreader bar to his ankle cuffs. His bondage pulled his body taut to the point that he was standing on the balls of his feet. Then she took a step back to admire her work.

For a length of time, Lisa simply stood observing him from the darkened periphery of the room. She held a rattan cane in her hand. Then she stepped forward and began to speak.

“Something that is important to me is to, how do I say it, experiment, maybe, with the male body,” Lisa explained. “I am interested in studying it. I want to see your reaction to different situations, different stimuli. Certainly I want to understand in a more profound way how you experience pain.”

As she spoke, she slowly encircled his bound and naked body, occasionally caressing his bare skin, feeling the tension that resulted from his bondage.

“Watching you suffer for me is of tremendous value. Perhaps I am understating it. I need to see you struggling with yourself as your mind attempts to override your body. The physical discomfort that your body feels is something you will have to overcome by sheer determination. Will power. You will have to force yourself to comply with my commands, all while your body is begging you to resist. I want to see that struggle,” she said as she gently stroked the length of his body with the tip of the cane.

“I love watching the male body react to pain. It is such a beautiful thing to witness. Even more so when I am the one delivering those deliciously torturous sensations. Perhaps my favorite thing is to see the look in your eyes when you are pushed to the brink and you look to me for mercy, begging me to save you. It’s such a gorgeous sight.”

She was standing before him now, and she placed her hand below his chin, holding his face to hers as though it were a prize she’d won.

“Look to me, my pretty thing, and beg me for leniency,” she said warmly. “With tears in your eyes, my lovely pet. I want to see your reaction when I deny you the mercy you are seeking. I want to see you recommit yourself to serving me when I tell you that not only will I not be allowing you any respite from the punishment of your body, but I will instead be greatly increasing the torment you experience. And I will be witness to the most glorious sight as you sink even deeper into submission to me and surrender yourself to the transformation of your body in my hands.”

She stroked his hip as she continued examining his body.

“Because I will transform you,” she continued. “You will no longer be an autonomous person with rights. You will answer only to me. You will know in a most elemental way the nature of being my possession. My property. My plaything.”

Lisa had made her way around behind him and now took a moment to appreciate the muscular curvature of his butt. She placed her hand on it, her fingers curling around between his cheeks. She squeezed his butt cheek firmly in her hand.

“I have found that while many men are no stranger to being spanked, or paddled, or whipped across their bare butt, fewer are familiar with receiving a punishment across the entirety of their naked body,” she began to explain. “This is an opportunity for someone such as myself to introduce a man like you to the experience. I’ve been looking forward to this,” she said in a way that revealed the deep pleasure she was anticipating.

“I am going to use a number of implements, each designed to bring about a unique reaction from you. I will go slowly, so that you may appreciate each new sensation. And I think that you will come to appreciate the ways that I make you feel, as you observe the new horizons that I open up to you.”

She had arrived full circle, and now placed her hand on his chest and became silent for a moment, feeling the heat from his skin and the throbbing beat of his heart. Her hand then continued slowly explored his body as she continued.

“You will be remade into something greater than you were before. Your servitude and your submission will have greater meaning. Previously you may have thought yourself capable of withstanding pain and enduring pleasure. I will show you that you have only gotten a taste of it. Now you will be able to drink deeply. You will come to know yourself in a more substantial way. Your gratitude will be boundless.”

Lisa slipped her hand around the back of his neck and she kissed him, a raw, hungry kiss that soon turned into her sinking her teeth into his neck. She pulled his head back to expose him even more, making him offer himself to her and her now ravenous appetite.

After a moment that felt to Aaron like she might lose control of herself, she suddenly withdrew and positioned herself perpendicular to his body. She raised the rattan cane she held in her hand and placed it horizontally across his bare chest.

“Let’s begin,” she said. “For your part, I simply want you to be aware of every sensation that comes to you. I want you to feel vulnerable and naked while I whip your body.”

She drew the cane back, paused, then began whipping him across the chest. Stroke after stroke left its rosy-pink welt across his skin. He did his best in surrendering to her, but his body involuntarily reacted to the pain and tried, to no avail, to protect itself.

“You have much to learn,” she commented, watching his body attempt to contort itself and turn away from the punishment she delivered. “I expected as much. But don’t worry, I intend to train you. Through your continued submission, you will learn to master your own body in offering it to me.

“For now, just think about prostrating yourself before me and kissing my feet. Think about how good that will feel to offer yourself to me in a genuflecting pose when I am done punishing your body. And with that, you will perpetually submit to me in your mind and recommit yourself to my control. In that, you will come to appreciate my authority to do with you as I please, and you will more deeply appreciate the transfer of ownership of your mind and body to me.”

Lisa had begun whipping him down the front of his body, claiming new territory continuously. It felt victorious to her as she watched Aaron’s body accept the branding of her cane. To Aaron, it felt as though he was forever being conquered and had only to surrender to her in perpetuity.

Once she had reached the front of his thighs above his knees, she began making her way around to the back of his body. There, she ventured downward to whip him across his calves, then up the backs of his thighs. When she arrived at the highest point on the backs of his thighs, below the curve of his butt cheeks, she slowed what had already been a methodical rhythm.

“I just can’t tell you how much I love whipping men across their bare butt,” she said in an almost dream-like manner. So I am going to really take my time with this. It means a lot to me to be more than just thorough. I want you to feel sensations you have never felt before.”

She began laying stinging welts across his bare ass, each of them carefully considered as she observed the tension in his body and the expression on his face. When she was satisfied with the whipping he’d endured across his ass, she put the cane aside. She stood directly in front of him, then moved closer, feeling his caged cock against her body. She kissed him, surprising him by being gentle.

“Thank you,” Aaron said, though he said it softly, unsure if he was allowed to speak.

“Thank you for what?” Lisa asked.

“Thank you for whipping me,” he replied.

Lisa paused, observing him. Then she laughed.

“Are you under the impression that I am done with you?” she asked. “Oh, Aaron, I’ve only just gotten started,” she said, then kissed him aggressively, holding him against her for a moment before stepping backward. She took a moment to observe the marks she’d made across his naked skin.

“Now you will feel the flogger on your body,” she explained as she retrieved the implement. “Some might think this would be a reduction in intensity from the cane. That is not, however, the way that I use it. For one, I will begin on your shoulders and upper back, which will be new territory,” she said as she laid the tails of the flogger across his body, causing him to inadvertently arch his back. “And on those areas where you’ve been subjected to the cane, you will feel brand new and heightened sensations to your already awakened flesh.”

As before, Lisa was thorough in her application of punishment to Aaron’s body, travelling counter to her direction with the cane. When she reached the tops of his thighs, however, she now made a detour. Standing directly in front of him, she gazed at his caged cock.

“Each tail of the whip will be tasked with assigning you a position of servitude. Each will teach you a new level of respect. I am about to put you in your place, Aaron,” she informed in a warm, almost loving tone of voice. “You will be grateful for my having done so.”

She swung the whip in a circular, upward movement, landing between his legs and striking both his caged cock and his exposed balls simultaneously. Aaron’s head fell back with his mouth open as he gasped, his body arching and drawing taut in response. Lisa’s eyelids lowered, looking heavy, as they did when she experienced deep pleasure. A broad smile spread across her face.

“That’s right,” she growled. “Keep your legs spread for me. Submit,” she commanded as she swung the whip again.

Aaron thought about her command that he keep his legs spread, since she’d bound him with a spreader bar that gave him no choice in the matter. He came to understand that what she meant was that he was to think in terms of keeping his legs spread for her regardless, so that it was an attitude of willing submission to her that he displayed.

With greater deliberation than she’d employed before, she allowed Aaron to experience each stroke of the flogger completely, then anticipate the next. With every stroke, she watched as the impact coursed through his body. Then she watched as he dealt with the fear he felt, endeavoring to control his body and force it to offer itself to her.

“That’s so beautiful,” Lisa commented. “I love watching you in this moment as you realize that you have no other option but to fully submit to me.”

Finally she delivered the last stroke of the whip between his legs and began to whip him across the chest. It was a tremendous relief to Aaron that she unleashed the flogger in whipping his upper chest as it focused his mind on that sensation for the moment. When she was finished, she laid the flogger aside and picked up a long wooden paddle.

“This is how we finish what I am sure you will agree was a spectacular punishment to your body,” she announced, sounding drunk with pleasure. “It’s simple, really. Just twenty or so across your bare ass. They will come hard and fast, and you will not have time to recover. Instead, it will feel like you have been attached to a rocket that is taking off. Such an allusion may sound strange to you, but you can trust me on that.” She placed the paddle across Aaron’s bright red ass. “This is one of my many favorite things to do to a naked man in bondage,” she said. “I want to see how you react. Impress me.”

With that, Lisa began laying the paddle across his butt following a wide arc through the air such that it struck him with an authoritatively loud smack. And as she had explained, she left no time between strokes for him to recover from the previous, so they began to escalate in intensity. She hadn’t even reached the midpoint in the number of strokes she intended to land when Aaron burst into tears.

When she finally delivered the last of them, his mind and his body had reached the point of breaking. He was breathing hard, panting, almost gasping for air while he tried not to fully begin sobbing. His naked body, held in an almost defiant stance to begin with, now hung from his restraints, exhausted.

Lisa stood before him and placed her hand below his chin. She raised his head to face her. The look in his eyes, rimmed with tears, brought her the exhilarating feeling of having fully conquered him. He had surrendered fully to her beyond anything he might have envisioned previously. She leaned in and ran her tongue up his tear-stained cheek, tasting the salty submission they offered her.

Then she kissed him, and it was a revelation to them both, having arrived at a new understanding of their place in this new relationship. He had received an awakening to a level of respect for her he had never felt toward anyone. She felt the bracing, electrifying power of dominion over him without question as to her authority.

Lisa sighed, and almost reluctantly began to unfasten the cuffs that bound his ankles. She lowered the rope that bound his wrist cuffs, and it was with the last of his physical power that he remained standing. She unfastened his wrist cuffs, and he wrapped his arms around her in an embrace both loving and dependent on her for stability.

“Would you like to crawl for me?” she asked.

Aaron nodded his head, then slowly sank to his knees. He crawled slowly on his hands and knees beside her, doing his best to keep his head held high. When she reached the side of the bed, she sat upon the edge, and allowed Aaron to remove her knee-high leather boots. She would have rather been barefoot while whipping him, but she found that equalizing the height differential between them was of greater value.

“You may kiss my feet now,” she offered sweetly.

Aaron lowered his upper body until his lips touched her skin. He kissed her feet in a way that revealed his newfound adoration of her. He kissed her feet in a way that showed he willingly embraced his newly acquired servile position.

“Now come up here,” Lisa said, patting the top of the mattress.

Aaron crawled up onto the bed, employing the last of his strength. He collapsed onto his back as she settled in beside him. She placed a hand on his chest to feel the rise and fall of his breath. She could feel his heart still pounding. Kissing his lips, her tongue in his mouth, her desire mounted as she contemplated the totality of his surrender to her.

“Watching you take a whipping made me so wet,” she said softly into his ear. Her voice was hushed, but it carried a sense of urgency. “So now I want you to truly show me your appreciation. Your gratitude. Let me feel your devotion to me as your dominant. As your master.”

With that, she straddled his face in reverse, placing her hands on his hips to either side of his caged cock. Aaron kissed her reverently, then his passion ignited as he began to lick her slowly and sensually. As she had mentioned, she had gotten wet while whipping him, and Aaron lapped up every drop as he brought her to her first of several orgasms.


Chapter 18

When Aaron woke up in the morning, he felt the whipping of the night before come rushing back to him. His body felt like an electrical current was running through it, awakening every nerve-ending. He turned to Lisa, who was already awake and looking at him.

“Good morning,” she said with a smile. “How do you feel?”

“Like I took a pretty thorough whipping last night,” he replied, returning the smile.

“Good,” she replied. “That’s how you should feel. I pulled the covers back and took a look at your body before you woke up and I am really impressed with myself. I was more thorough than I had thought I was. You certainly got what you had coming,” she said, then flashed a brilliant smile.

She leaned in and kissed him. Then she sat back and held up her hand in the shape of holding an imaginary cup.

“What’s this?” she asked. “Empty hand? No coffee?” she said, answering her own question.

Aaron smiled.

“At once,” he replied as he got out of bed. Then he paused and turned toward Lisa. “It may complicate matters that I have no idea where your kitchen is or where the coffee might be once I find it.”

Lisa smiled as she observed Aaron standing before her, naked aside from his chastity cage, willing to serve yet completely new to his surroundings.

“That way,” she said, pointing. “You’ll find it. I have every faith in you. It looks like a kitchen. And the coffee is in the cabinet above the coffeemaker. Don’t worry, you’ll figure it out.”

As Aaron walked toward the bedroom door, Lisa watched, enamored of the way his body looked wearing the marks of her cane, her flogger, and her paddle. She felt a tingling sensation between her legs that was soon to be addressed through Aaron’s use of his tongue. She laid back on her pillow and thought she might be in the mood for an extended application of Aaron’s tongue in pleasuring her this morning. It would have the added benefit of acclimating Aaron to his obligations as her servant, which she was beginning to think she might just have to train him to become.

Though he’d never been to the house before, Aaron found the kitchen without difficulty, and the coffee maker was easily discovered as well, but it was Aaron himself that seemed unfamiliar. His naked body, caged and locked, felt different. He felt new, as though he were an object he had never encountered before. There was a certain novelty to his physicality, made more apparent by its presence in Lisa’s house.

As the coffee maker percolated quietly, Aaron surveyed the kitchen, and the dining room off to one side and the living room off to the other side. It was somewhat of a surprise that her home was as nice as it was on what he assumed was a modest salary.

By the time the coffee was ready, Aaron had located a tray, as well as two mugs plus one more for milk and a small bowl for sugar. He felt a bit ridiculous, like he was a naked butler, when he entered Lisa’s bedroom carrying the tray.

“Now that is what I like to see first thing in the morning,” Lisa said as she observed him holding the tray beside her bed.

Once she had her coffee, and Aaron was lying in her bed beside her, she slid her hand up his inner thigh and wrapped her hand around his balls. She said nothing at first as she looked him in the eyes and held him firmly in hand.

“So last night went well, I thought,” she stated, giving him a contented, even dreamy smile. “A first whipping is always so much fun, but it can be more than that. So much more. In your case, it felt meaningful in an unexpected way. I could truly feel your submission to me. It felt to me like a part of you was breaking, like I’d gotten ahold of your ego and crushed it under foot. I could feel this shattering of some piece of your identity. It was such a beautiful takedown.”

Lisa was gently kneading his balls in her hand as she spoke to him. Now she made little circular motions with her thumb as she pressed them against her fingertips.

“Would you agree with that assessment?” she asked.

Aaron looked at her with a newfound feeling of adoration. The physical beauty she possessed, which could shift, unexpectedly, between an angelic innocence and an almost sinister lustfulness, now appeared as perfectly pristine as a new-fallen snow.

“I’ve never met anyone like you,” he replied, his face in an expression of awe and respect. “You are so exceptional in every way. I had fantasized for a long time about meeting a woman who I felt worthy of surrendering to. Now I find myself thinking only of being worthy of that surrender.”

“I’m pleased to hear that, Aaron,” she replied. “So now I want to see how you will learn to submit to me going forward. I may have them in my hand right now, but I want to have you by the balls in a more,” she paused, looking for the right word, “a more let’s say comprehensive way. It’s about ownership. I know it feels too early to start talking that way, but that’s what interests me most. So I don’t expect you to adjust immediately, rather I think it will be a gradual evolution. And I want to begin that process and see how far it goes.”

The gentle pressure she had been applying to his balls had increased slowly, and now she had Aaron’s attention as she squeezed him firmly and rhythmically.

“I was so impressed with you when you showed me your chastity cage,” she purred softly. “When you handed me the key, it made me think you might have the right mindset, or at least the mindset I think a man should have with regards to his relationship with a woman. But still, I want you to think about yourself differently than you may have in the past. I want you to begin thinking about the transfer of ownership.”

Aaron listened intently, as Lisa presented what seemed to be a new reality for him while she gripped his balls tightly in her hand.

“I want you to stop playing with yourself. So, no touching yourself for the purpose of masturbating,” she explained. “Thinking about your cock as something that is no longer your property will be a slow evolution, so starting now will hasten that process. What I love is the intensity of your desire. And the size of your balls. They are nice and big to begin with,” she commented, glancing down to see them bulging out to either side of her hand.

“And then there is the hardness of your erection. When we get you to the point that I can have you uncaged, I’ll love to see you so hard that you’re throbbing, aching for me. It’s important to me to see that.”

“So you don’t want me to come?” he asked, his voice betraying an edge of fear.

Lisa slowly broke into a dazzling smile.

“No,” she admitted. “Not now, or anytime soon. Eventually,” she said, looking off to some imagined future in her mind, “eventually you will. You will be made to come in ways you’ve never even contemplated. When I decide that you are ready, I will drain you so completely that you will collapse at my feet in utter exhaustion, unable to lift your body from the floor. I will make you come harder than you’ve ever experienced. It will be so worth it, Aaron,” she said, then leaned forward and kissed him softly while giving his balls a tight squeeze.

“But you will want me to make you come,” he said once she’d sat back again.

“Of course,” she replied. “A lot. All the time. You displayed some talent last night with your tongue, which I appreciate. We will be exploring that quite a bit.”

“Isn’t that a double standard?” he asked, sounding a bit wary.

“No,” she replied, laughing. “I do whatever I want to do, and you do whatever I want you to do. It’s a single standard. Like I said, I will make you come when I want that for you, but first, you will have to earn it,” Lisa explained.

She gave him a look that he would later come to recognize. It was a look of hunger.

“In addition to seeing you naked with a tray carrying my morning coffee, the other thing I will want to see first thing in the morning is your face between my thighs,” she explained.

She needed no further directive as Aaron immediately began sliding downward, kissing her reverently as he made his way between her legs.

Lisa gathered a fistful of his hair in her hand as she held him in place and directed him. After a length of time she had her first orgasm of the day while her hips thrust upward against his face. While she recovered, he kissed her softly all around her labia. Then she allowed him to begin again, slowly working toward a second orgasm.

“That’s right,” Lisa said in a low, growling tone. “Serve your master.”


Chapter 19

Over the following months, Aaron noticed a change had come over him. It was due in part to Lisa’s insistence that he continue wearing the chastity device. Lisa established on that first morning that she would maintain possession of one of the two keys that fit the lock, and she took to wearing it around her neck on the silver chain, though she eventually purchased a higher quality necklace for the purpose.

In their first week together she visited Aaron’s apartment, an occasion Aaron would later realize was the only time she had done so, and there she requested that he hand over the second key to the chastity device. He located it and placed it in the palm of her hand. The significance of the exchange was not lost on either of them.

“By the way, why do you rent an apartment?” she asked as she slowly surveyed the modest, one bedroom apartment, which was furnished in a minimalist style. “Your business does well enough, does it not? You could buy a house, which I would think you would prefer.”

“I would not actually prefer that, as it turns out,” he replied. “For one, the only property I own is in fact the business I run, and for a while I lived in my office in the building. That was kind of fun for a minute. Like I was staying over at a friend’s house when I was a kid, you know? But then I wanted a real place to live, and I’d invested every dollar in buying and retrofitting the studio. So I got this place. And then it occurred to me that the last thing I wanted was to be responsible for yet another property. If the plumbing needs to be fixed here, it’s someone else’s job.”

“I see,” Lisa replied. She had already had thoughts about Aaron moving into her own house, in which case he would be tasked with anything that needed to be done to maintain it, but she put the thought aside for the moment.

“For reasons of safety, you should have access to the second key to your little cage,” she said as she patted the front of his pants, feeling the metal device through the fabric.

She sent Aaron outside of his apartment while she hid the key, hoping she would never have to tell him its location.

“Ideally you will never be in need of it,” she said on his return, “but if you find yourself in such a situation, all you will need to do is call me, and I will tell you where I’ve placed it.”

Aaron saw Lisa once a week at first, then more frequently, and they began to spend their weekends together. It wouldn’t have surprised him had he been dating any other woman to find himself at the farmer’s market on a Saturday morning, strolling along the aisles, selecting varietals of fresh fruits and vegetables and debating the pros and cons of giving in and buying a bag of kettle corn.

But with Lisa, even the common felt novel. It felt like he was seeing the world anew. Wearing the chastity cage and adapting to Lisa’s preference for tease and denial was a formidable task. And when she chose to be, she was rather terrifying. He likened it to how it must feel to walk alongside a tiger, or something equally dangerous. But more than that, she could somehow appear devastatingly sexy even while dressed in casual clothes and doing something normal, like making a sandwich for lunch.

“Might I say that it’s really cute that you make yourself a brown bag lunch like you’re a school kid?” he mentioned at one point.

“You might say that,” she replied, “but I think it’s practical, and anyway, I like it. Sometimes I put a fun size candy bar in the bag and then forget that I’ve done it. It’s a surprise.”

Aaron smiled at the thought. He thought it funny that she could be almost child-like in doing little things, even employing the phrase fun-size candy bar. But she could in turn become ferocious in satisfying her sexual needs.

He came to expect her ravenous appetite for his submission to her. He came to expect that she would take his body and push and pull it into greater and greater extremes of objectifying supplication. And he came to appreciate his imprisonment in chastity.

When Aaron would leave Lisa’s house after spending a weekend with her, he would arrive at the door to his apartment and enter, something he had done hundreds of times to the point that he generally did not think about it. It was a simple act of moving from one place to another. His mind would usually be on whatever he planned to do, whether it be getting ready to go out again or staying in for the evening.

Now his apartment seemed new, like a place he had never been before. Eventually he would realize that it was his own body that made it feel unfamiliar. He barely recognized himself in the mirror anymore. In the reflection he saw Lisa, as though she had left a visual imprint of herself upon him. Literally, she often did leave an actual imprint, which he’d see on his skin once he undressed. There would be pale pink or even crimson stripes marking his body in various configurations.

The sensation of viewing himself with these markings was unexpected, at first, but he felt a pronounced pride. They were like a gift from Lisa to remember her. She was claiming her newly conquered territory, transforming him from the person he was accustomed to seeing in the mirror to that of a piece of property of which he was no longer the owner.

Aaron would get undressed, then get into the shower and stand for a length of time motionless, allowing the warm water to pour down his back and his chest.

He would lean back against the tile wall of the shower, watching with a feeling of detachment as the stream of water from the shower head sprayed his caged cock directly. He kept his hands to his sides, unable to touch himself. His cock was becoming something he no longer felt he owned, to the extent that he didn’t feel he had the right to put his hands on it. An aching feeling emanated from it, but he could only stand by and observe his own painfully desperate desire for release.

Going into work felt to Aaron as though it were becoming a disembodied experience, much like he’d begun to feel entering his apartment after spending the weekend with Lisa. Though work would have ordinarily taken his mind off of anything else in his life as he focused on whatever task was at hand, he now found that he couldn’t shake his thoughts of Lisa and their time together.

As he tended to his many responsibilities, it was with great effort that he managed to perform what had once been effortless.

One of his employees dropped into his office to explain that the client who had wanted the cyclorama, or cyc, painted chroma green and had changed their mind and asked for it to be white, had now requested that it be green after their latest production meeting. Each change took time and money, and it seemed to Aaron to be like a color wheel spinning pointlessly.

“Just . . . yeah, just paint it,” he replied, seeming distracted.

“Sure, boss,” came the reply, with the employee giving him a curious look before leaving his office.

“Oh, you’re the boss?” he heard Lisa say in his imagination. “Oh, that’s adorable, Aaron. Because without a doubt, I am the boss. I’m the boss of you, and I’m most definitely the boss of this,” he imagined her saying as she wrapped her hand around his cock and balls, then tightened her grip.

Aaron noted that Lisa tended to speak in a way that sounded soothing to him, sweetly luring him toward her and inspiring in him a relaxed and warm feeling, yet there was always an unmistakable menace. It made him wonder if the vague terror she could conjure in him wasn’t in fact her main purpose. She did have a penchant for keeping him on edge, keeping him guessing as to what she was intending to do with him.

Not that she didn’t let him out of his cage. Once he’d demonstrated to her that he could be trusted to respect her property, she allowed him to have his cock free and unlocked, but then only under her supervision.

After their first month of dating, Lisa had brought him in an almost ceremonial fashion to a room down the hall from her bedroom, into what might have been a spare bedroom, or an office, or even a rec room. There did not appear to be any furniture, aside from a straight-backed chair she’d placed in the middle of the room, and another chair off to one side. She had him strip naked and sit on the chair, then she bound his hands behind the back of the chair and bound his ankles to the two front legs. Then she unlocked and removed his chastity cage.

“In honor of how well you’ve done in learning the lessons I’ve given you, it’s time for you to have a reward,” she said sweetly, giving him a kiss. Then she pulled up the other chair and sat perpendicular to him.

She retrieved a bottle of clear liquid and let it pour onto Aaron’s erection. When he was slick and wet, she placed her hand around his cock. She wrapped her fingers slowly, possessively around the shaft, feeling it’s thickness in her grip. She slid her hand along his length, lubricating the shaft, then took ahold of the head of his cock. Her fingers began slowly circling the head of his cock.

She would occasionally use a single fingertip to stroke the rim of his cockhead. He watched her and became aware that she had a look on her face that was, in context, devastatingly sexy. She was toying with him. She knew exactly what she was doing. Every time he began to feel a rhythm, when he started to feel pleasure, she would change direction. She would slow down or speed up in contradiction to what he expected.

It suddenly occurred to him that Lisa was trying to make him lose his mind. And she was succeeding. Aaron realized, or at least suspected, what the restraints were for. It was as though she was doing this not for his pleasure, but for the pleasure of watching him be tortured in the most intimate manner possible. His body began to react, his back arching, his arms and legs pulling at the restraints, but there was no other option for him but to endure what she was going to do to him.

She held his cock in her grip, so tight that it was almost painful, then slid her hand slowly downward. His head involuntarily went back, his mouth opened, and a gasping moan escaped his lips. He looked back at Lisa and saw that she was entirely focused on him and his reaction. She was smiling, though smiling wasn’t quite right, he thought, as there was something entirely sinister about the way that she held him in her gaze. Nonetheless, he was struck as he often was by how intensely beautiful she was and how she appeared even more so when she was expressing her dominance.

Aaron had no sense of how much time had passed when at last he was at the edge of having an orgasm. She had brought him to this point in such a novel way, and by manipulating his cock using techniques he had never experienced, that it seemed to have taken hours. He wondered if she was going to make him come at that point. As if reading his thoughts, Lisa had a smirk on her face as she slowly shook her head. It was as though she was silently communicating to him that she was far from being done, and in fact, she had only begun.

Once she had him on edge, she began using her fingertips, her fingers, her thumb, and the palm of her hand to effortlessly keep him where she wanted him. Any time he seemed to be coming back down, she would employ the lightest touch, the least amount of friction to make him feel like he was moments from ejaculating.

The sounds of desperation that came from deep in his throat revealed the extent of Lisa’s skills in teasing and tormenting his cock. She had him throbbing, looking as though he might burst, as she teased him with her fingertips across the tip of his cock. She made her thumb and forefinger into a ring again and slid it over the rim of his cockhead. There she began moving it back and forth rapidly, travelling no more than a millimeter in each direction. She laughed in delight as she watched the expression on his face. She made it seem easy. It was as though she was besting him in a simple game, and she was enjoying his defeat.

Through experience, talent, or skill, she knew with precision the moment she should stop. She removed her hand from his cock and she waited. He throbbed once, then again. Then his cum started pouring out, streaming down the length of his shaft and over his balls, dripping onto the floor. She had a victorious look on her face. Aaron felt a sensation he’d never felt before. It was like an orgasm, but it was agonizing in a way he couldn’t have expected. It more like he was being drained than being made to come.

Lisa had a look on her face Aaron couldn’t quite place. It was as though she was expecting something. He found it unnerving. Then she placed her hand around his cock, tightly, and began rapidly jerking him off, unlike anything she had done previously. He was so sensitive that he began to thrash and pull at his restraints in response to the overload of sensation. He was begging her to stop, but that just seemed to drive her to go faster and harder.

Finally, when he thought he couldn’t take anymore, she slowed down, and resumed the slow, teasing little touches she had been doing earlier. What was completely unexpected to Aaron was that he was fully hard as though nothing had happened yet, and she was going to make him come again.

Aaron was completely in awe of Lisa in this moment. He had never experienced a woman taking control of his cock so definitively, so absolutely. It almost brought tears to his eyes when she brought him to the edge one final time, and with a flick of her fingers, sent over the edge and made him come for the second time.

It took Aaron a while to recover, during which Lisa removed the cuffs that had bound his wrists and ankles.

“That was, that was amazing,” Aaron said at last. “I’ve . . . I’ve never experienced anything like that.”

“Oh, there are so many pleasures just waiting for you once you show me that you’re ready,” Lisa replied, obviously proud of him.

“I love being locked up for you,” Aaron said, his eyes displaying his adoration for her.

The look on her face made Aaron feel a surge of pride as she wrapped her arms around him and kissed him in response.

“I love that you’ve adapted to your cock cage,” she’d mentioned. “It shows me that you appreciate me having control of you in such a vital and personal way. It means more to me than I can say.”

Lisa had paused, as she thought for a moment.

“I will, over time, trust you with the key, as it should be obvious to you that it benefits you to remain in chastity for me,” she’d said softly into his ear. “But not yet. I will unlock it when I require your presence.”

Require your presence, Aaron repeated to himself.

Her expressed interest in assuming control over every aspect of what he had considered to be his identity, from his physical body to his mind was being made clear in her words and actions. He felt it as though it were an invisible tether slowly snaking its way around his limbs. His body was gradually being pulled and contorted into a position that was not uncomfortable, but it was severe in its demand that he acquiesce to her demands and assume a perpetually genuflecting pose.

His self-awareness had increased in that he had begun to feel naked under his clothing. It was as though this invisible tether had stripped him in some permanent way, holding him exposed and vulnerable to her. These tendrils had also made their way into his mind, and they acted like blinders, keeping his attention turned toward her. All other thoughts were dismissed, as though she were jealous in her control of him.

Most surprising to Aaron was his thoroughly deflated, practically nonexistent interest in other women. A young woman he’d hired to act as concierge to his company’s clients, with whom he'd always had to steady his gaze when she was in the same room, was no longer of any interest to him. She still wore the same short skirts, and she still had the same spectacularly shaped legs, but she no longer lured his eyes downward to examine her form.

He felt as though he were becoming enslaved to Lisa in a way he’d not only never felt before, but he had never even imagined. It was an entirely new sensation to him to think only in terms of trying to be on point, showing up for her in ways he might not have even considered before. There was a certain discipline that had begun to feel good, as though he was employing his own willpower in service of becoming something greater than he had been before. He wondered if this wasn’t Lisa’s intention.

She had mentioned her desire affect a transformation in him. This seemed to be what was happening, and she had somehow entranced him in a way that he was more than complicit. He was actually enacting the change within himself that she was seeking. So as to impress her, he was making himself into the thing she desired.


Chapter 20

When there was a little more than a month left in the semester, Lisa’s students were mainly focused on the final assignment, an essay they had to turn in for a final grade in the class.

As the last class of the day had come to an end, Lisa Skyler began arranging all of her papers so as to avoid doing what she occasionally ended up doing, which was shoving them all into her bag, leaving a mess to be sorted out at a later time.

It was while she was involved in this exercise that she looked up and saw one of the young male students standing before her desk. She smiled, reflexively. There was always something so sexually charged for her about this situation, when a young man presented himself before her, unsure of how and when to speak.

The student’s name was Brett, someone Lisa had allowed herself to fantasize about, and it pleased her to have him standing before her now. She met his gaze, and held him there for a moment, savoring his vulnerability.

“Yes, Brett?” she said at last.

“Hello, Miss Skyler,” he said in a voice that revealed his respect for her. “I wanted to talk with you about the essay, if you have a moment.”

“I do have a moment,” Lisa replied. She put aside arranging her paperwork and sat back in her chair. The end cap of the pen that she was holding absent-mindedly ended up between her teeth as she examined his attitude and posture while standing before her.

“Thank you,” Brett began, “For my final essay, the book we were reading at the start of the semester, Procopius’s Secret History, came to mind. I was thinking about focusing on the seemingly dominant tendencies of Theodora as evidenced by her actions, illuminated throughout the book.”

Brett continued to explain, and Lisa felt a wave of pleasure flow through her as she listened to his proposal for his paper, though it would more accurately be described as half-listening, as a full one-half of her brain was involved in mentally undressing Brett. Not only was this non-consensual, since Brett knew nothing about it, but in her mind, it was specifically non-consensual as well. She found that she was thinking about undressing him by force, while he protested, begging her not to expose him in such a compromising manner.

She bit her pen a bit harder as she imagined yanking his pants off while he was handcuffed. The sound she imagined, that of the chain clinking while he struggled made her wet. She super-imposed this image onto the one before her, that of Brett still explaining what he intended for his essay.

If she hadn’t been as dominant as she was, she might have felt guilty fantasizing about Brett while dating Aaron, but she was dominant to the point that she felt she had every right to do as she pleased without exception. She would tell Aaron if she decided to act on her interest in Brett, but for now she simply enjoyed looking at his standing before her.

His appearance of youth, so sweet and innocent, made her want to grab and yank his underwear off so much harder in her imagination. She imagined flinging them to one side, ravenous for the meal she would make of devouring his naked body. She attacked him, her hand on his neck as her mouth watered, anticipating sinking her teeth into his throat.

“So, does that sound reasonable, I guess, is the question?” he asked.

Lisa shook off her reverie of ravishing Brett’s naked body.

“It does,” she replied. “You should do more than scratch the surface, however. The deeper you dig into your source material and the more you are able to wrest from it, and really say something new, something unique, the better.”

At this moment, the distant bell of the church in the middle of the university campus could be heard beginning its set of three chimes.

“You know, I have to get going, so we should continue this later,” Lisa said hastily. “Meet me around 6pm at the Upside café,” she said. “Can you do that?”

“Yes,” Brett answered, taken aback by this development. “Yes, I can do that. Thank you, Miss Skyler,” he added.

Having gathered her things, Lisa gave him a smile as she turned toward the door. Brett had a tingling feeling in his pelvic region as he watched her walk out of the classroom, and his brain felt like it might be floating in his skull.

* * *

Brett had dated a number of different girls, but these relationships had been what he had thought of as normal in every way. It wasn’t until he had entered college that he ended up in what would become a defining relationship as far as his experience with dominant women was concerned.

It was during the first semester of his freshman year that he had been trying to get a date with a woman named Shayla. Brett found her to be intimidating, but he had thrown caution to the wind, having decided that he had nothing to lose. He ended up walking home with her one night after the bars had closed.

With every intention of being a gentleman, he offered to walk her to her place and then his plan was to walk home alone. She accepted his offer, but as they cut through the pedestrian square, Shayla stopped near the fountain. It was a modern art sculpture that had water cascading in a sheet from an overhead trough. It spilled onto a circular brick area that allowed the water to drain away. Shayla raised her hand into the downpour, breaking the smooth surface of the water.

“Come here,” Shayla said to Brett.

He stepped closer. She took her wet hand and grabbed him by the hair, pulling him toward her to kiss him. He felt electrified by the abrupt acceleration of the moment, and the intense pleasure of finally kissing this woman who’d he’d been so desperate in pursuing. Then she did something else he hadn’t expected. She tightened her grip on his hair, gathering it into a fist, and pulled his entire head underneath the waterfall. He was so overwhelmed by the surprise of her kissing him, then doing whatever this was, that he didn’t know how to react. She didn’t release him immediately, so suddenly Brett realized that he was simply surrendering to her. She twisted his head around so that the water was pouring onto his face. It came to him in this moment that she was forcing him to submit even further. He became aware that he was turned on by how direct she was in forcing him to submit.

At last she let him come up for air. She immediately began kissing him again, still holding him by the hair. This was repeated more than once that she pulled his head back, underneath the water, then brought him back up to kiss her. Brett had no idea what she was doing or why, but he was too turned on by Shayla to question it. Then she escalated things by pulling him back underneath the waterfall, but this time, it was his entire body, clothes and all. He was soaking wet. This time, she didn’t pull him up and kiss him, but rather she backed off.

“You’re all fucking wet,” she said. “Don’t get near me. Come on, let’s go.”

She led him back to her apartment, and around through the gate to the back patio area.

“You’re not coming in with your clothes all wet. Take everything off,” she demanded. “Hang your clothes on the line. They’ll be dry by the time I kick you out.”

Shayla had sex with him, but it was unlike anything he’d experienced before. She was completely and unrelentingly dominant and hadn’t a single bit of hesitation in giving him orders.

The relationship with Shayla lasted only a month, but it was a relationship he would never forget. It changed him in a profound way to experience a sexually dominant woman. He tried to date other women afterward, but he could never feel truly connected to these women the way he had with Shayla.

It occurred to him that he wanted a woman who had the kind of aggressive self-confidence that Shayla possessed. He fantasized about it in the abstract, imagining submitting to a dominant female. So he waited, hoping to find the woman he was looking for. He had wondered if he ever would. Having had a glimpse of Lisa Skyler’s dominant side, he had a feeling of dread that he had, in fact, met such a woman.


Chapter 21

Lisa found Aaron to be so perfect for her purposes, but still she wondered if he had it in him to submit to her in the way she needed him to. So far, she had introduced him to some of the ways she would need him to submit, and the kind of adjustments he would need to make in acclimating to a life of servitude, but she had only just begun. She had only scratched the surface.

It was a global shift in his understanding of who he was that she was after, in reconditioning him to think only of her and her desires. It was a certain type of brainwashing, really, as she thought of it. Re-wiring the brain to respond differently and begin to function as an extension of her own thoughts and interests as opposed to that of a sentient person. Lisa still wanted Aaron to have his own thoughts and feelings, just that she wanted him to recognize those thoughts and feelings as either synchronous with her own, or ultimately insignificant.

The pain that he felt in tribute to her during punishment, for instance, she wanted him to continue to feel acutely, perhaps even greater in impact than he had before. And the humiliation she visited upon him to condition him and train him in recognizing her superiority, she still needed him to experience those feelings in the moment. But she needed him to learn to disregard his own wants and desires and exchange them for her own. She knew that ultimately it would be of much greater reward for him to feel the deep pleasure of being of service to her.

These thoughts were occupying her mind when the doorbell rang. She looked at the clock and was pleased to see that Aaron had most likely arrived a bit earlier, but had waited until it was precisely the time she had indicated he should arrive to press the doorbell.

Once inside the house, Lisa led him into an unfinished room in the basement with a cement floor. A set of windows placed high on the wall admitted a pale light that gave the room a ghostly, haunted appearance.

“Take off your clothes,” she said, her voice calm and even.

Aaron began to undress. When he was completely naked, aside from his cock cage, Lisa withdrew her key and unlocked the device. Then she ordered him to sit on the floor. She watched as his bare butt made contact with the cold, hard, cement surface.

“Place your hands on the floor behind you,” she ordered.

He leaned back, now propped up on his arms with his hands on the floor behind him. She went behind him and wrapped a leather cuff around each of his wrists, then linked the two cuffs together with a small padlock.

Then she moved to stand between his legs where she knelt down and attached a leather strap around the base of his cock. A second strap encircled his balls, and a third separated each of his balls to either side. She attached each of these three straps tightly and snapped them into place. In spite of having just been released from the locking device, Aaron could feel the implied ownership she expressed through attaching the harness around his cock and balls.

Then she stood up, took a step back, and knelt near his feet to attach a leather cuff around each ankle. Instead of attaching the two ankle cuffs together, she introduced a long metal bar and attached it between them. The metal bar telescoped, and she elongated it until his legs were spread wide. There was a D-ring on the ball separator strap of the harness, to which she attached a long leather leash and connected it to an eye hook on the spreader bar.

At last, Lisa stood up and took in the sight of Aaron bound naked on the floor.

“You look so cute this way,” she said appreciatively. “Adorable, really. Extend your legs for me.”

Aaron attempted to extend his legs but found that the strap connecting his ball harness and the spreader bar drew taut. He groaned softly at the sensation of the harness pulling tightly on his balls.

“Hmmm,” Lisa purred, “that’s right, Aaron, keep that strap nice and tight for me. I like it that way.”

She picked up a large throw pillow and placed it on the floor to one side of his naked body. She lowered herself onto it. He watched her expectantly as she relaxed into position beside him. Propping herself up on one hand, she employed the other in slowly stroking Aaron’s body. She leaned in and kissed him, pulling his face to hers and holding him there.

She pulled back and glanced down between his legs. It was with tremendous pleasure that she noted the growing intensity of his erection. Her fingertips slid down the front of his body and between his legs. She avoided contact with his cock and instead began to tease his balls.

“Something you will learn, Aaron,” she began, “is that there will be times when I will have you tied up for me, and it won’t necessarily be for sex. Sometimes, like now, I just want to enjoy your complete submission to me. Your erection is simply a sign that you understand your place.”

She gave his balls a squeeze, then slowly drew her fingertip up the length of his shaft.

“One of my favorite things about playing with boys,” she explained, “is making them twitch. When I first played with a dick, I was at summer camp and I got this one boy alone out in the woods. I made him take down his pants so that I could play with him. It fascinated me that I could just barely touch him, a little stroke of my fingertips, and his dick would suddenly jerk.

“It made me laugh at the time, seeing the desperation he was feeling. I somehow understood that it was involuntary. He couldn’t help it. He wanted me to touch him so badly and his body was anticipating it so much that the least little contact would make him jerk. I think that’s when I became a cock-tease. I love seeing boys get so hard they can’t help their own reaction.”

Lisa turned her attention to Aaron’s face. His eyes had a dreamy expression. He was breathing hard.

“The head of your cock looks like it's going to burst,” she commented, turning her attention back to his erection. “It’s so big and it’s really starting to throb. Another thing I love is seeing a cock start to drip,” she said as she placed her fingertip into the clear fluid now dripping down the head of his cock. She slowly made a circle, spreading the clear lubricant over the bulbous tip of his erection.

Aaron’s mouth opened wordlessly and he began to breathe harder, almost panting. Lisa made a ring of her thumb and forefinger and slowly began to slide it over the flared rim of his cockhead.

“Oh, you like that, don’t you?” she asked. “I can see that your body is starting to tremble a bit. It’s only going to get worse for you, Aaron,” she warned him. She smiled, allowing a bit of menace to show in the expression.

Her actions seemed to be counter to her words as she reached down and unfastened the cock and ball harness. But Aaron suspected that she did not intend to provide him with relief by removing this part of his bondage. Rather, it seemed likely that she had something more devious in mind.

This proved to be the case as Lisa reached behind her and picked up a flogger. She began teasing his cock with the long leather tails. Moving it in circles, she watched the tendrils wrap around his shaft. They would draw tight, then she would pull upward and watch the tails slowly unwind around him. Once the leather straps pulled free, she slowly swung the tails back and forth, teasing the head of his cock.

“Somehow you look even harder now,” Lisa noted with pleasure. “Tell me the truth. You want me to tease, torment, and torture your naked body, don’t you? You would willingly submit to it for my benefit, wouldn’t you?”

Aaron had been keeping an eye on Lisa’s flogger, wary of what she intended to do with it, afraid of having such a menacing-looking implement clearly threatening his cock and balls. Now he turned to face her. She was peering intently at him. He was struck by how beautiful she was in this moment.

“Yes,” he admitted, exhaling. Then he added, “I will submit to anything you wish to do to me.” It was through sheer force of will that he managed to express this statement of submission to her.

“I pleased to hear you say that,” Lisa said with a warm smile.

She kissed him, gently, then passionately, then she sat back and regarded him as she thought about what she was going to say next.

“This wasn’t something I had planned,” she began to explain, “and ideally it would have not happened so soon. But one of the things that is of importance to me is to know that you not only understand, but also embrace what will be a foundational part of our relationship. You see,” Lisa said as she snapped her wrist, making the flogger trace a circuitous route and land across the underside of the shaft of his cock, “your devotion and fidelity to me is something I require. You will be faithful to me to the exclusion of all others.”

She brought the flogger back to a position in which it was ready to whip him again.

“I, on the other hand,” she said as she repeated the gesture and landed the tails of the whip across the head of his cock, “will have no such requirements. I want to have a variety of men available to me at different times for my various purposes. It is simply an expression of my dominant nature. I love men too much to deny myself. And cuckolding a man is a crucial part of dominating him.”

Lisa swung the whip again, landing just above Aaron’s balls.

“The reason I bring this up now is that I’ve a particular young man in mind, one who I feel is primed for an education in submission to female authority,” she explained as she teased Aaron’s balls with the tails of the flogger.

She swung the flogger back and forth, gently tapping him on the balls as she continued.

“Perhaps you will meet him,” she mused aloud. “That presents some interesting possibilities. But I haven’t decided yet.”

Aaron’s brain felt like there were multiple opposing forces acting simultaneously, contradicting one another with feelings of arousal and humiliation, desire and embarrassment. He was barely able to process the words Lisa was saying, let alone the reality they implied.

“Let’s talk about my pussy. My pussy is your master, is it not? It controls you. You are, as they say, pussy-whipped,” she said sweetly as she swung the whip and landed it squarely across his balls.

Aaron emitted a gasp at the sensation.

“You are a devoted servant, even a slave to my pussy,” she continued, combing her fingers into his hair and making a fist, pulling his head back. “You recognize that it’s needs and wants come before your own. It out-ranks you in every way. You will crawl on your hands and knees, genuflecting before me, wanting only to worship my pussy, and by extension, me. I own this pussy and as a result, I own you.”

In quick succession, she whipped him with the flogger across his chest, then across the shaft of his cock, then across his balls. Then, to Aaron’s relief, she threw the flogger to the side.

She leaned in and kissed him, and Aaron could feel his body surrender to her in a way he’d never felt before.


Chapter 22

Aaron was unsure of what to do with himself, so he fell back on habit, which was to exercise in his home gym, hoping the physical exertion would help clear his mind. He had an incline bench for core strengthening, so he set about performing sets of crunches, activating each set of abdominals in turn.

While he all but set fire to each set of muscles, the thought of Lisa’s stated intention in cuckolding him occupied his thoughts. He wasn’t even sure it could properly be called cuckolding since they weren’t married. But it felt like it was, since she had made it clear she expected him to be committed to her while she availed herself of other men. And not other men in the abstract, but, as it turned out, a specific man.

He had gotten the sense that this wasn’t some guy she was thinking about in a theoretical sort of way, but a guy she planned to be with. Though the phrase be with didn’t seem as though it applied to Lisa. That implied some traditional or expected interaction, whereas Lisa seemed to make up her own rules about her relationships with men.

Is she having a relationship with another man? Aaron wondered. Then again, is she having a relationship with me? he thought, realizing that he didn’t even know what to call his status as far as Lisa was concerned. He might have said that they were dating, but that seemed to be the incorrect terminology. She was training him to be infinitely submissive to her. She was acclimating him to a position of subservience. It was an arrangement that didn’t have a name as far as Aaron was aware.

He switched to doing weighted squats, adding more weight than usual in an attempt to distract himself. But it was ineffective, as all he could think about was another man with Lisa. He didn’t feel he had any right to feel possessive of her, and had somewhat effortlessly adjusted to her all-encompassing dominance, but it tickled his feelings of jealousy in way he was unaccustomed to.

He wondered if there might not be some value to deferring to Lisa in this matter. Surely, she had been able to guide him in all other elements of his journey in submission to her. Perhaps this was just another thing he had to learn.

Being honest with himself, he did think that she had every right to pursue whatever made her happy. And he couldn’t not realize that other men would be as interested in her as he was. Were the feelings he experienced because he wanted to be everything to her? Did he have a right to feel the way he did? Could he even be the entirety of what she needed to satisfy that part of herself? These questions went unanswered in his mind as he sat on the edge of his weight bench, breathing heavily from the exertion.

He decided that he should, out of respect for Lisa, attempt to adjust to meet her expectations of him. It remained possible that if he tried, he would become accustomed to the life she seemed to want for him.


Chapter 23

“Update, please,” Trevor said, not feeling it necessary to indicate on what exactly he was requesting to be updated.

“My lovely Aaron,” Lisa replied, “has been pretty responsive in picking up on how it’s going to go. In essence, when I snap my fingers, he knows what to do.”

“So he’s smart,” Trevor replied. “At least he knows what’s good for him.”

“Yeah, but then there’s this other little issue. See, there’s this guy in one of my classes,” Lisa said.

“Oh, boy,” Trevor replied. “So you’ve got two men now?”

“No, it’s not like that,” Lisa replied.

“Oh, no?” Trevor asked, crestfallen.

“Just kidding, it’s totally like that,” Lisa replied.

“Oh, well fuck you for trying to trick me,” Trevor sniffed. “So, when it rains, it rains men, apparently.

“I’m not sure that’s how the saying goes, but I am getting very wet just thinking about this particular forecast,” Lisa said, laughing. “The guy in my class is this boy named Brett, and you know the phrase, young, dumb, and full of cum?”

“I do,” Trevor said warily.

“Right, so it’s like that only this kid is actually pretty smart,” Lisa replied.

“I see,” Trevor said approvingly. “So what’s the plan?”

“Am I supposed to have a plan?” Lisa asked.

“Well, you’ve got these two men,” Trevor said. “I’d think that would provide some opportunities for next level fun. I mean, that’s how I see it.”

“Oh, well, I have been perusing my options,” Lisa said with a mischievous smile. “As an afficionado of gay porn, you know I love to watch a man suck another man’s cock.”

“Right, but these are two straight men, I presume?” Trevor asked.

“Yeah, well, so are a lot of the guys in gay porn,” Lisa said with a shrug.

“True,” Trevor admitted. “But will they even go along with you having the two of them to begin with?”

Lisa sighed.

“You know, when you bring reality into this it just bums me out,” she said, sounding dejected.

“Oh, sorry, were we in your fantasy world?” Trevor asked with a look of amusement.

“Aren’t we all just a part of Lisa Skyler’s fantasy world?” she asked. “But you’re right, I don’t really know how any of this will play out. The one guy, the one who’s a student in one of my classes, I’m not even sure what’s going to happen with him. I made plans to meet with him this week. I need to investigate further. I know what I want, and I don’t see any reason not to do everything in my power to manifest it.”

“Ooh, you’re manifesting now?” Trevor asked.

“Shut the fuck up, Trevor,” Lisa replied, laughing. “Seriously, I’m going to keep travelling in the direction toward making my fantasy life an actual reality, and let reality get with the fucking program.”

“You’re my hero, Miss Skyler,” Trevor replied.

“That’s Mr. Skyler to you,” she said with a wink.


Chapter 24

At Lisa’s direction, Brett arrived at the Upside café early afternoon, in time to find a table facing the entrance. The server had arrived at his table and then delivered a glass of ice water by the time Lisa arrived. As she sat down across from him, Brett immediately scooped a handful of ice out of the glass and placed the ice into the front of his underwear. He grimaced at the sensation of the ice, both freezing cold and melting in his pants.

“I’m pleased to see that you can follow my directions,” Lisa said, observing him enduring the feeling of the ice on his cock and balls. “Of utmost importance is to understand the nature of the seat of power, and the authority to compel another to act simultaneously against their own interest while also fulfilling their own goal, or desire.”

Brett was struck by how forward she was. Her insistence that he perform what she called an experiment by putting ice into his underwear had shocked him, but even more of a surprise was how easily he agreed to do it. He was impressed with her personal magnetism, which was so much more pronounced when sitting across the table from her.

“That is a significant privilege for one to exert,” she continued, “having the ability to cause someone else to do something they would not choose to do. But even greater is the ability to corner an individual in a situation where they will consent to performing an act because they find the result to be desirable. A compromising position at best.”

“I think I follow,” Brett said, though he sounded unsure of himself.

“OK, for instance, if I were to ask you to pick up my napkin,” Lisa said as she lifted the napkin in front of her and held it by the corner off the edge of the table. “You might not mind doing so, though you might wonder why I don’t just pick it up myself.”

Lisa’s thumb and forefinger separated, allowing the napkin to float down to the floor.

“Brett, please pick up my napkin,” she said warmly.

Brett was taken aback by the lesson, but he stood and retrieved the napkin from the floor. He was deeply self-conscious about the large wet patch on the front of his pants. He remained standing beside the table, holding out the napkin in offering to her. If anyone was staring at him, he was unaware since his focus was entirely on Lisa.

“Now, of course I no longer want that, it’s been on the floor,” Lisa said. “I will take yours, since it is clean.”

Brett returned to his seat and offered his own napkin.

“Thank you, Brett,” she said sweetly. “Now place it across my lap.”

Brett stood up again and laid the napkin across her lap. The vantage point offered him an irresistible view of her body. He did his best not to stare. Then he returned to his seat.

Lisa regarded him for a moment.

“Do you have any personal experience with a female dominant that might help guide you?” she asked.

“I’m sorry, any personal experience?” he asked.

“Have you ever been with a dominant woman?” Lisa clarified.

“A, um . . .” Brett began, uncertain of how to answer her question. He had always thought Miss Skyler was exceptionally attractive, and intimidatingly so, and the direction of the conversation threw him for a moment. “I guess maybe I have. It depends on your definition, so I’m not sure, exactly.”

Brett usually felt more comfortable in speaking to a woman once they’d begun any kind of a conversation. His professor, Miss Skyler, had the opposite effect on him. The longer he sat talking with her at their table in the café, the more anxious he became. It seemed that she had him under some kind of spell, which deepened as long as she held him in her gaze.

Lisa looked at her wristwatch.

“Here’s the thing, Brett,” she said abruptly. “I’m going to be going now, but I’m interested in talking about this subject further. It seems as though it would be of benefit to both of us if I were to provide you with some additional and very specific instruction,” Lisa said. “I want you to come to my home this evening. I’ll email you the particulars, as in the exact time as well as my address. If you continue to show me that you are able to take direction, then I think you will learn some things in the process.”

Brett had a peculiar feeling of being lured into something he didn’t fully understand. He wondered what her intentions were. But he felt it was in his interest to avail himself of whatever she was willing to teach him.

“I can make some time, I am sure, Miss Skyler,” he said with what confidence he could muster.

“Good,” she replied. “I am glad to hear that.”

With that, she stood and departed, leaving Brett to watch her walk toward the door. He noticed a decidedly self-satisfied swing to her hips as she walked.

“Oh, fuck,” Brett said aloud, under his breath.

That evening, having had time to change, Brett arrived at Lisa’s house, and the quiet, tree-lined streets in the neighborhood seemed at odds with the way that he felt inside. There were butterflies in his stomach, a phrase he had only heard and read before but had never felt the way he did now.

Lisa opened the door and Brett was surprised to see her wearing an amethyst-colored silk robe that made her curves more apparent than the clothing she wore in the classroom. Her hair was swept up in a bun, with pieces of hair spilling out on either side, and her feet were bare. All in all, it was an arresting vision for Brett, who wasn’t accustomed to seeing her in such a casual mode of dress. She invited him into her house, and it felt to Brett as though he was walking into a lion’s den, or something similar.

“Brett,” Lisa said as she reclined on her sofa, “I want you to think about the appropriate attitude a young man such as yourself might display in the presence of a dominant woman.”

She had left Brett standing in the middle of the room, looking as though he was unsure of what to do. Brett’s facial expression, which was at once a wide-eyed look of fear and a heated blush that crept up his face, was a treat for Lisa to observe. A sinister twinkle in her eye further disarmed him.

“Um, I’m unsure of how to convey that,” Brett replied haltingly. “Should I, um, should I kneel?”

“That’s an excellent suggestion, Brett,” she said in response. “Let me see you kneel before me.”

Brett looked downward, mostly out of embarrassment, then sunk to the floor. Once on his knees, he looked up to Lisa again.

“Like this?” he asked in earnest.

“Yes, that’s an appropriate beginning,” she replied. “Now I think you should expose yourself to me. But keep in mind that this is the point where many men get the wrong idea. You are going to pull your pants down for no other reason than to show me you recognize your position. It’s an offering, doing something that I know will be potentially embarrassing for you.”

Brett looked to Lisa to see if she was serious, as he hadn’t expected her to make such a forward proposal. He could see that she was not only serious but was expecting him to obey what he now realized was a command. He noticed that his hands had a slight tremor as they began the process of unbuttoning, unzipping, then pulling down his pants and his underwear to mid-thigh.

His face felt hot from a feeling of humiliation as he remained on his knees with his pants down, seeing that Lisa was taking her time in examining him. What had been a semi-erection just moments before became fully erect as Lisa observed his state of exposure.

“Like I said, it’s a tribute to one’s superior to provide her the opportunity to make such an examination,” Lisa noted. “Your penis is not large, but it is respectfully hard. I appreciate that.”

She noted Brett’s reaction to her comment.

“Oh, I see that no one has mentioned the relative size of your penis with you,” she said in a soothing tone of voice. “It’s OK, I know that some women try to make young men feel that they are better endowed than they really are. But a dominant woman will not necessarily mind that you have a small penis, Brett. She will, however, appreciate that you yourself is aware of that fact and is willing to admit to it. So go ahead, Brett,” she encouraged him.

Brett was silent for a moment.

“Did you not understand the question?” she asked.

“No, it’s just that, I, um,” Brett hesitated. “I’ve never had to say it out loud before.”

“I understand,” Lisa replied. “And I’m sure that it won’t be easy for you. But you need to do this for me. I need to see that you know your place.”

“I have, um . . . I have a small penis?” he stammered.

“Is that a question?” Lisa asked, sounding amused.

Brett took a deep breath.

“I have a small penis,” he stated.

“Very good, Brett. “I’m sure it must feel like somewhat of a relief to admit that out loud. Now I want you to lower your forehead to the floor and place your arms out straight in front of you and your palms flat on the floor.”

Brett assumed the position she had described. He realized once he was correctly positioned that it was what he might have described as a posture of genuflection. He heard Lisa stand up, and then felt the sole of her foot pressing down on his left hand, followed by his right. She placed most of her weight on his hands as she stood over him.

“This is the point where you think about obedience, and surrender,” Lisa said while looking down, examining him in position. “Groveling, even. Anything to make it clear you know your place and recognize your subservient status.”

She stepped off of his hands and sauntered around to stand behind him. She raised one foot, and Brett felt the sole of her foot as she placed it on his ass and pressed her heel against his asshole.

“Should you be allowed to beg,” she continued, “you should be prepared to beg only for the opportunity to subjugate yourself to your superior’s command. Think of ways that you might debase yourself for her benefit. Do you understand all that I have said so far?” she asked

“Yes. Miss Skyler,” Brett responded.

She pressed her heel firmly against his asshole, then removed her foot and returned to her seat on the sofa.

“Very good,” she said appreciatively. “Now get back up on your knees and pull your shirt off. I suspect you have a nicely formed upper body. I would like to see it.”

Brett obediently pulled his shirt up over his head and placed it to one side.

“My suspicions were correct,” Lisa said. “Now I am going to watch you play with your small penis. While you do this for me, understand that it is not something you are doing for your own personal pleasure, but rather, it is meant to provide for you a moment of humility. So, while you play with your penis in one hand, I want you to lubricate two fingers with your other hand with your saliva, and then stick them up your ass. You may do so now.”

Brett dutifully began stroking his dick while he put two fingers first in his mouth and then in his asshole.

“Let me see a nice rhythm,” Lisa said. “Back and forth, in and out. Nice and erotic, even sensual. Show me how humiliating it is to be objectified while fucking yourself for me.”

Brett did, in fact, feel like he was on display in an obscenely pornographic manner. He felt too embarrassed to make eye contact but could tell that Lisa was staring at him intently, leaning forward and cradling her chin in the palm of her hand.

“That’s right, keep going,” she encouraged him. “You look so slutty, like you really want to jerk yourself off for me. When I say that you are allowed to do so, you’re going to come for me. Lean back so that I can see you squirt onto your chest. Do you think you can do that for me?”

“Yes,” Brett replied, panting.

“Then you may come now,” Lisa said, obviously enjoying herself.

Brett leaned back as she had directed, and his body stiffened as his back arched, and after several full body tremors he ejaculated upward onto his chest, until it was dripping with cum.

“Oh, very nice!” Lisa exclaimed. “I so do love the humiliation of a mandatory cum shot.”

She stood up and walked over to stand beside Brett.

“Down onto the floor,” she ordered.

Brett lowered his upper body until his shoulder blades touched the floor. Lisa raised her foot and stepped into the puddle of cum on his chest. Brett realized at that moment that Lisa was not wearing panties. She then raised her foot and placed it above his face. It was dripping with his cum.

“Lick it off my foot,” she ordered. “Now.”

Brett began licking his cum off of her foot, his face burning with the humiliation of her making him do so.

“That’s right,” Lisa purred. “Show me how much you love it as you lick up every last drop.”

Lisa removed her foot and ran her toes through the cum on his chest, then shoved her toes into his mouth.

“Suck my toes,” she said, though she wasn’t giving him a choice in the matter. “Hmm, that feels so nice, Brett. You’re a good little foot licker.”

When Brett had finished licking all of his come off of her toes and her feet, Lisa put one foot on either side of his head and looked down at him. She was amused to see how difficult it was for him to maintain eye contact, and not look up her silk robe.

“Would you like to lick my pussy, Brett?” she asked.

“Y-yes,” he stammered.

“I thought so,” Lisa mused, “but you haven’t earned it yet. When you have earned it, I will let you. But first, I will need to see that you understand your place. When I tell you to do something, you will do it without hesitation. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss Skyler,” he replied.


Chapter 25

It was a few days later that Aaron arrived at Lisa’s house, unsure of what she had planned for the evening. In a text he received in the middle of the workday, Lisa had indicated that he was to present himself at her house the following evening. She had specified that he was to arrive prepared to have his ass owned, though she did not clarify what that might mean. The text caused his mind to fog up like the windows of a car during a make-out session in winter.

In response, he had stopped by the store and endured the embarrassment of buying a home enema kit. When he arrived home, he administered the enema, trying to ignore the more unpleasant aspects of the experience and focus on being as prepared as he was able.

Her instructions had been clear, but she left out certain details. She had indicated how and when she wanted him to appear before her, but not what she was going to do with him once he’d delivered himself into her hands.

Once he was just inside the door, she grabbed ahold of him, shutting the front door by pushing him up against it. She began kissing him with an unexpected aggressiveness, like a passionate fury had been unleashed.

Then she led him to the spare bedroom, where there was now what looked like the top of a dining room table, without legs, lying flat upon the floor. In the center of this was a black, metal tube, mounted vertically, with a smaller horizontal bar at the top. Aaron might have made a joke about it being an overly ornate presentation honoring the letter T, but something in Lisa’s manner made him think that this was not the time for levity. The space felt intimidating to Aaron, though he was far more intimidated by Lisa, and whatever she planned to do to him.

“Take off your clothes,” she said. She did not sound impatient or demanding, though she clearly expected his full compliance.

Once he was naked, she unlocked his chastity cage and had him position himself on his hands and knees atop the smooth, wooden surface of the thing that looked to Aaron like a tabletop.

“Back up,” she commanded.

She knelt behind him as he crawled backward. She took ahold of his balls and lifted them over the top of the horizontal metal bar.

“Stop,” she directed.

Lisa placed a second metal bar parallel to the horizontal one, with Aaron’s balls in between. Two machined bolts connected the top and bottom of the two horizontal bars, trapping Aaron’s balls in place. A spacer on either of the two bolts left room for his ball sack in between, which was now secured in place.

Lisa smiled, inhaling slowly, feeling a deep satisfaction with the sight of Aaron’s balls so definitively locked in place by the device. But her reason for entrapping him so was, in fact, her favorite part. She reached down to the middle of the vertical bar and began to raise it upward. It telescoped, elongating the distance between the wooden surface of the tabletop and the horizontal bars that held Aaron by the balls. She raised it as far as Aaron could withstand as his balls were stretched upward. When she turned the bolt that secured it at that height, Aaron was locked in place in a most compromising manner.

“Perfect,” Lisa said with obvious satisfaction. “You aren’t going anywhere now,” she said as she pinched and tweaked his balls one at a time.

Aaron’s butt was displayed precisely as she wanted it to be, and she was unable to resist groping and squeezing his butt cheeks. A moment later, Aaron felt a cold, slick sensation as Lisa applied two lubricated fingers in penetrating his asshole. She then positioned herself beside him, so she was able to similarly employ two fingers from her other hand in opening his mouth. Lisa began to finger-fuck both his ass and his face, aggressively, clearly wanting him to feel violated.

“That’s right, bitch,” Lisa growled, thrusting her fingers into both ends of him simultaneously. “Take it. Show me what a little slut you are. Make me wet with how compliant you are, and I won’t have to raise the bar any higher.”

Aaron felt a shiver of fear at the thought of the metal device being raised higher, which would require him to lift himself off of his knees. Though he might be able to do so for a minute or two, he got the idea that that would be far short of the length of time Lisa intended to have him secured the way she had him. He focused on allowing her to violate his ass and his mouth, letting her penetrate him as deeply as she wanted to while he did his best at demonstrating a willingness to take it deeper.

“Very good, slut,” Lisa purred approvingly.

Then Lisa stood up and walked over to a dresser to one side of the room. She opened the top drawer and lifted her strap-on dildo out, feeling a familiar excitation at the weight of it. It always felt heavier than she remembered it being, and its girth felt massive in her hand. She had briefly dated a guy whose cock was as large as her strap-on and decided that he was entirely too big.

She had broken up with him for any number of reasons, but part of her had wondered if his size wasn’t a part of it. She hadn’t been as dominant as she liked in the relationship, and she would end up feeling sore after sex. It had occurred to her to wonder, looking back, if it wasn’t the fact that she wanted to have the biggest dick in the relationship that she ended it with him.

She placed the base of the dildo where she liked it, pressing against her pubic bone just above her clit, then wrapped the leather harness between her thighs and around her hips. She gyrated slowly, sensually, having found that it fit in place better when she thrust her hips while tightening the straps.

When it felt as though it had become a part of her, she walked toward Aaron’s supplicating, naked body. If she’d had to describe it, however, she would have used the word stalked rather than any other descriptor, as that was what it felt like to approach a man on his hands and knees while she was wearing the strap-on. She felt as though she were a huntress, and she was stalking her prey. And her prey was held in place for her to devour at her leisure. He was held by the balls, which she always felt was the most effective way to secure a man in place.

She lowered herself to her knees before him and placed her hand beneath his chin. She raised his face, positioning his mouth where she wanted it. Her other hand made its way around to the back of his head, holding him in place while she thrust into his mouth. The dildo parted his lips, then pushed his jaw downward to open wider as the thick, bulbous cockhead entered his mouth.

She continued, driving the shaft into his mouth, toward the back of his throat. She could feel the resistance as she reached the maximum depth he could take. Aaron began to feel himself panicking as she held the dildo deep in his mouth.

“Relax,” Lisa said as she stroked his hair and his face. “Just focus on surrendering to me.”

She withdrew the dildo briefly, then advanced it again to press deeper.

“I want you to work on your gag reflex,” she said, “to show me that you are willing to submit completely. That you are willing to surrender. I will be patient in training you, but eventually you’ll learn to deep throat my cock.”

Lisa started fucking his mouth, her hips thrusting with an insistent rhythm. She loved the sight of a man getting fucked in the mouth, and it turned her on to see Aaron struggling to take it as deeply as she demanded.

“Since you clearly want me to fuck you, I might just have to give you the ass-reaming you deserve,” she said appreciatively. “I wouldn’t mind going for a nice long ride, ramming your asshole deep and hard. But before I do that, I think I’m going to have to whip that adorable ass of yours. I love to see a man’s butt take on some cute little stripes before I give it a good pounding.”

She retrieved her riding crop and began to whip his bare ass, which challenged him to remain in place. If his body was to jerk as a result of the whip it would pull on his balls, which were held in place so securely that even the smallest movement would cause a jolt of pain.

“Now, your ass is going to surrender to the massive length and girth of my strap-on cock,” she said as she pressed the head of the cock against his asshole.

Aaron could feel his body relent, allowing Lisa to thrust the head of the dildo into his ass. It made his mouth open, emitting a silent gasp, surprised by the impossible size of the dildo. His asshole was stretched to its limit, he felt, but it would be nothing compared to what was coming next.

Lisa was unrelenting in penetrating him, using her hands on his hips for leverage in driving the full length of the shaft into his ass. He heard her make an exultant sound, as though she were proclaiming a certain victory as her hips pushed up against his ass cheeks. The sculpted balls of her strap-on dildo were pressed against his own balls, which were locked in place between the metal bars.

She reached forward and grabbed Aaron by the hair on the back of his head, her other hand still on his hip. She had buried every inch of the cock into his ass, withdrew almost to the point that it popped out, then reversed and drove the length into him again. She slowly increased the pace of her thrusts until she was fucking him, riding his ass as she had promised she would.

“Fucking your virgin ass is so perfect,” she said while breathing hard from the exertion. “I wanted to be balls deep in your ass while I told you about Brett, the young man I mentioned to you last week.”

Aaron felt his face flush hot, which was already heated from enduring Lisa’s dildo penetrating him so deeply.

“He was so obedient that he licked up every drop of his come for me,” she said. “I made him lick it off of my feet, then suck on my toes. If you’re curious, he has a smaller cock than yours, and I don’t feel about him the way I do about you.”

Aaron heard the information she was imparting but found himself unable to process any of it. For now, each piece of information, and the way he would eventually come to feel about it, simply remained revolving around inside of his head.

When Lisa finally ground to a halt, her thighs shaking from the exertion, she leaned forward and sunk her teeth into the back of his neck, then his shoulder, ravenous in her attack.

“Your ass is so tight,” she commented. “It’s perfect, really. I’ll bet you won’t be able to walk after this.”

“I, I  can crawl,” Aaron panted.

“That’s right,” Lisa agreed. “You can crawl.”

She slid the dildo out of his ass, then removed the harness. She unfastened the crossbar, releasing his balls, then had him crawl on his hands and knees into her bedroom. Once he’d made his way up onto her bed, she pulled him between her thighs.

“Show me how much you love being dominated by your master,” she said as she pushed his face against her pussy. “Show me how much you love being put in your place.”

For what would be upwards of an hour, Aaron lavished Lisa with the efforts of his tongue. He ultimately exhausted the last muscle in his body she’d required him to use in her pursuit of pleasure, allowing him to bring her to orgasm several times before she was satisfied.

Throughout the rest of the evening, Aaron had a feeling that he likened to the feeling of humiliation at the thought of Lisa being so open with telling him about Brett. In part it excited him, thinking of Lisa being so unapologetically dominant. And the fact that she was an eminently sexually desirable woman could not be denied.

But Aaron wondered about his own place in their relationship, in part because it was unlike any he’d experienced before. He had for so long fantasized about being in a relationship with a dominant woman, and now he was unsure of what to make of it. He couldn’t bear the thought of not being with Lisa, but he was unsure if he could be the partner that she so clearly desired and do all of the things she so clearly required.


Chapter 26

Lisa scanned the produce aisle in the grocery store, trying to remember what she wanted to buy, having forgotten to make a list. Her friend Mariah was walking beside her, seemingly less interested in the endeavor.

“Are you not getting anything?” Lisa asked, seeing that Mariah hadn’t gotten herself a shopping basket.

“No,” Mariah asked, sounding almost offended. “Husband Dan does all of the grocery shopping. Seriously, I can’t be doing homemaker shit like shopping,” she said, laughing.

“I’m jealous of that arrangement,” Lisa admitted. “I have Aaron over to my house pretty regularly now, and I have started to think in terms of him living there on a permanent basis. I can’t think of all I would do to his adorable little ass if I had it available all the time.”

“Well, why don’t you do that, then?” Mariah asked.

“Right, well the update on that situation is that it was going well, now I’m not so sure,” Lisa added, sounding less confident.

Oh, what’s up?” Mariah asked.

“I’m not sure, but I’ve kind of been accelerating, where I introduce these different facets of the relationship,” Lisa explained. “I can’t lay it all on him at once. It’s a process. So we’re up to the part where I’m going to cuckold him, essentially, because I want other men from time to time.”

“Yeah, that seems like it could be a bit of a hurdle for him to clear,” Mariah said, nodding her head.

“Right, so now, it seems like I might have this other guy,” Lisa added.

“Hmm, you know that was such a missed opportunity to have been picking up one of these cucumbers, and then you pick up another like you’re trying to decide which one you want,” Maria replied, laughing.

“That would have been a brilliant comedy bit,” Lisa said, “the problem being that I don’t really like cucumbers, and the other problem is that I’m not really trying to decide which one I want.”

“Oh, right,” Mariah replied.

“Yeah,” Lisa said, “that’s kind of the point. I want both. But here’s the thing. One of them is a student.”

“Oh, fuck,” Mariah said with a heavy sigh. “Well, I’m guessing you are going to be careful in how you orchestrate this, well, whatever it is.”

“Of course,” Lisa replied.

Mariah became distracted looking at the produce aisle.

“Have you ever put ginger in a guy’s ass?” she asked.

“I can’t say that I have,” Lisa replied.

“Can’t, or don’t want to?” Mariah asked, giving Lisa a mischievous smile.

“No, I’m just not super into doing anything sexual with food,” Lisa replied.

“I guess I’ve never thought about it that way,” Mariah said, scanning the produce aisle. “To me it’s just, you know, sticking a carrot in someone’s ass. I think I’ve put at least half of everything here in a guy’s ass at one time or another.”

“Fascinating,” Lisa said, though she clearly had her mind elsewhere.

“I don’t know, sometimes feel like my own brain is at cross-purposes,” Lisa admitted. “For instance, take the phrase naughty boys in trouble. Now, this particular string of words is so effective for me. It’s non-specific, because it doesn’t say what they’re in trouble for, just that clearly, they’re in trouble with me. And I’m on board, but then I start thinking about how an over-the-knee spanking is in order, and one boy in particular has his bare butt presented so nicely, and suddenly I start feeling matronly, like a schoolmarm, you know?”

Mariah laughed in agreement.

“And then I just get embarrassed about the whole thing,” Lisa continued. “It feels like playacting, and it’s just ridiculous. And then there’s the alternative, where I scare myself. Like, to combat the corniness of it I go really hard and envision a really frightening scenario. They aren’t naughty boys anymore, they’re thugs, and they’re going to get seriously hurt. They aren’t over my knee; they’re strapped down and handcuffed. And now it’s not a little bottom-warming, I’ve got a taser and I’m gonna spark up this motherfucker’s balls. Or, you know, similar.”

“Holy shit,” Mariah said as she recoiled. “Yeah, that’s dark.”

“Yeah,” Lisa replied, biting her thumbnail. “I have these fantasies, you know, all the time, and what is happening is really kind of non-consensual. I’m not sure how to square that with reality. Trevor and I were talking about this a while ago. Somehow, I want consent for doing things with a man who doesn’t agree with whatever it is I am doing.”

“That is a conundrum,” Mariah noted. “Like the chicken or the egg.”

“Are you just saying that because we’re in a grocery store and it’s food-related?” Lisa asked.

“Yes. Sorry, I couldn’t help it,” Mariah replied.

“Fine, don’t take my personal, intimate problems seriously,” Lisa said.

“I’m sorry!” Mariah said, “it’s just that I know you, so I know you’ll figure it out. I know there’s a guy who is just dying to meet a woman like you who’ll take him apart like a Swiss watch and, I don’t know, see what makes him tick or something. Maybe it’s Aaron, maybe it’s not.”

“Are you going to tell me that it just takes time?” Lisa asked. “It takes time to find someone like that?”

“Maybe,” Mariah said sheepishly. “But I have every faith in you.”

“Well, thank you,” Lisa said, then noticed that she still hadn’t put anything into her shopping basket.


Chapter 27

Lisa hung up the phone, feeling troubled by the way that Aaron had sounded, when he asked to meet with her at a park that was approximately equidistant their respective homes. She tried to push away the feeling of dread she had but was unsure how he could have sounded the way that he did if he wasn’t intending to tell her something she didn’t want to hear.

She saw him approaching the picnic table she’d selected, and she noticed that there was something different about the way he moved. He looked defeated, which only increased her feeling of concern about what he might be planning to say to her.

“So here’s what I have been wrestling with in my mind,” Aaron said as he sat down at the picnic table. His brow furrowed in consternation. “I don’t feel like I can do everything that you want me to. Like I’m not sure that I am up to the challenge you present. The,” he paused, “our relationship has been, and I hate to use a word as worn out as the word amazing, but it has been amazing. It has meant a lot to me that you have taught me the things that you have taught me. But the way I feel about my place in your life, knowing that you intend to be with other men? I don’t know how to compartmentalize these thoughts in my head. I don’t know how to honor what I feel is a commitment to you when I have these feelings of, I admit, jealousy. But it isn’t just that. I don’t know what I mean to you if you are going to have other men, even occasionally, in my place.”

Lisa felt like the oxygen had been sucked out of the air.

“Aaron,” she said softly, placing her hand on his, “I am aware that what I expect of a man is, well, it’s a lot. It’s a lot. From my insistence on owning your body, and not allowing you to come with anything approaching frequency, to the admittedly difficult trials of punishment. I expect a man to endure all of this. And I also need a man who can deal with his feelings of jealousy. I enjoy having men as I like, of course, and I need a man who understands this. As far as your place in my life, That place is right here,” she said, gripping his hand.

“It must occur to you that those things I demand of you make you into something greater than you were before,” she implored him. “I’ve taken away the mindset that you need to satisfy your sexual desires and shown you the far superior reward that comes with denial. And the privilege of being owned, I’ve given you that. You no longer need to struggle with questions surrounding your identity and your ego because I’ve stripped all of that away. Now you are simply as you are, a servant to me, fulfilling my desires as your own. If you find you are unable to embrace that, then it appears that you are not the submissive you may have thought you were.”

She paused, reading the expression on his face.

“Everything felt right with you in so many ways,” she continued, “so it feels like this is coming out of nowhere that you feel incapable of meeting my demands. I mean, really, I can’t understand how you think you aren’t able to measure up to my expectations. Do you not realize that I will wait patiently, even gladly continuing to train you to obey? And that I will punish you when you don’t? All you have to do is just accept your failures. I will take the responsibility for inspiring you to do better in conforming to my desires.”

“Lisa,” Aaron began to say, then felt his body go limp, unable to conjure the energy to continue. After a moment’s pause, he said, “I realize the truth of what you are saying. But it doesn’t change what I am feeling in the moment. I’m sorry, truly,” he said, as his eyes rimmed with tears, “But I guess that I need the key back.”

“Aaron,” she replied, “you don’t want to do this. When someone leaves me, when they remove themselves from my life, I don’t allow them back.”

Lisa observed him for a moment. She saw that he was being genuine in his words and had come to a decision. She sighed, then reached into the front of her blouse and withdrew the key.

“If I give this back to you, then it’s over,” she said, her voice conveying her words as a warning.

“I know,” Aaron replied.


Chapter 28

Lisa wasn’t particularly interested in going to Mariah’s friend’s party, but she needed something to take her mind off of Aaron. It was at the house of a woman named Rebecca, and she had been to the house before, and she knew many of the people in attendance, so when she got to the party, she felt comfortable to an extent.

But she also felt a certain ominous warning in the back of her mind. She knew this feeling and she pushed it away, trying to cram it deep in the recesses of her brain. This feeling had come to her before. It was what happened when she had ended a relationship that she hadn’t wanted to end. It put her on edge. It made her feel dangerous. Maybe even dangerous to herself, but most definitely to men.

Amplifying this feeling was a guy she’d only met in passing, someone named Kurt, or Kyle, or something like that. She didn’t care. She thought the guy was cute, in a way, but there was nothing that particularly drew her to him. So when she noticed in her peripheral vision that he was taking every opportunity to look at her butt, his eyes adjusting upward or off to one side whenever she would turn toward him, she started to feel like a pot that was about to boil over. Like a tea kettle that was about to whistle.

Ordinarily it didn’t bother her much when guys would try to steal looks at her body. Mostly it made her laugh as it struck her as so pathetic. But she was in a particular mood. A mood that would not let her ignore something like a guy ogling her ass. Instead, she waited for the right moment.

It happened at some point in the next hour that she found herself in the kitchen getting some ice from the freezer. She closed the freezer door to reveal Keith, or Kevin, standing there with his eyes freshly repositioned to stare at a kitchen cupboard for no reason. She poured herself a drink, then turned toward him.

“Hey, come here,” she said flatly. “Follow me.”

“Huh?” he replied stupidly, turning his attention to her as though he hadn’t noticed her standing directly in front of him.

Lisa turned and walked over to a door off of the kitchen. She opened it and started down the staircase to the lower level, turning on the light as she went. Kyle followed her, surprised by the development, and excited to be going anywhere with Lisa.

“So, I, um,” he began to say when he reached the bottom of the stairs.

“Shut up,” Lisa said as she dropped down onto the sofa along the wall. “Stand there,” she said, pointing to a place before her in the middle of the room.

“What?” he said, taken aback by her forwardness. “You want me to—”

“Again, shut the fuck up,” Lisa interrupted. “Stand there,” she repeated. She hated repeating herself, and it only added fuel to this fire she felt inside of her.

Kyle swallowed a bit harder than normal, took a deep breath, then gave a shrug of his shoulders and took a few steps to stand where she’d indicated.

“Before you start saying something stupid and annoying,” Lisa began, “this is what’s going to happen. You are going to get on your knees. Then you are going to get on your hands and knees. Then you are going to crawl toward me. Then, I am going to turn around and you are going to lick my ass. You are going to worship it with your lips and your tongue, and you are going to lick my asshole. You are going to continue until I tell you to stop. Do you understand?”

Kyle stood frozen. He had never encountered anyone as forward and as demanding as Lisa. Simultaneously, he was confronted with the realization that she was telling him to do exactly what he had been wanting to do. What he had likely been going to masturbate thinking about as soon as he got home is what she was telling him to do. He examined the look on her face. She appeared to be very serious. In fact, he thought that she appeared to be kind of annoyed. Maybe pissed off would be a better description.

“So—” he began.

“Nope,” she interrupted. “You heard me, and this is not a negotiation. You are going to do exactly as I just told you to do, and your hesitation is just going to make me want to slap you across the face. So hurry the fuck up.”

Kyle’s expression was blank, but his eyes were wide, like he was unsure of what to do in this situation. But he knew what to do, as it turned out, as she had just told him, step by step. So Kyle got down on his knees, then onto his hands and knees, then he began to crawl. Lisa had a look on her face that Kyle could not quite place. Was she gloating? he wondered.

Lisa turned around, getting up on her knees on the couch. Kyle came up behind her and his hands betrayed his nervousness as he raised the hem of her skirt. Slowly, he revealed to his eyes the ass he had indeed been staring at all night. The full, rounded curves of her butt all but popped out of her skirt once he'd raised it to her waist. She wore thong panties, which meant that there was but a thin strip of fabric between his face and her asshole. He decided it best to begin pressing his lips reverently to her butt cheeks, on one side and then the other. Slowly he got closer and closer to the valley between her butt cheeks.

Lisa was growing impatient, so she reached back and shoved his face between her cheeks and rotated her hips. She slipped her thong to one side, exposing her asshole, and shoving it into his face. Kyle began licking her, and Lisa’s hand on the back of his head guided him, eventually forcing him to begin tongue-fucking her in the ass.

Kyle kept his hands on either of Lisa’s hips, in part to feel like he had some control over what was happening. She was aggressive in both pushing back into his face and pulling him toward her. For a while, Kyle had the feeling that she might have him service her for the rest of the night. He was aware that he had lost track of time, so he wasn’t even sure how long it had been when she finally pushed him away. Lisa sorted her thong back into place, pulled her dress back down, and rolled over into a seated position. She raised her foot and placed it on Kyle’s chest, then pushed him backward. He was still on his knees, but now he was leaning back, supporting himself with his hands on the floor behind him.

“I want your pants and underwear around your ankles and your shirt pulled up over your head,” she said flatly, allowing no response but obedience.

Kyle hesitated only due to the shock of hearing such a directive. Then he quickly pulled is pants and underwear down to his ankles, and once he’d gotten the hem of his shirt up over his head, Lisa commanded him to stop.

“Now stay in that position,” she demanded. “Don’t move until I tell you to.”

Kyle remained kneeling on the floor with his pants down and his shirt covering his face. Lisa stood up from the sofa and walked upstairs. She realized that what she had done was particularly cruel to Ken, or whatever his name was, but she had other things on her mind.


Chapter 29

When Lisa arrived home, she sat down in front of her computer and opened up what she thought of as her revenge porn file. She scanned down the list of video files, each with a man’s name and arranged alphabetically. She double-clicked on “Heath.mov” which opened to show the image of a man kneeling on the floor in front of the camera. He was looking straight into the lens, and he was naked. Lisa’s voice could be heard offscreen.

“So tell me, Heath,” she could be heard saying, “let’s say we were to break up for some reason. Say you fucked up or something and I had to dump you. Then I’d have this video, right?”

“Um, right, I guess,” Heath replied.

Not the brightest, Lisa thought while watching the video. But he looks good naked.

“Now, if that were to happen,” Lisa’s voice could be heard on the video, “I would be really pissed off at you, right?”

“I guess, I mean, I’m not even sure what I am supposed to have done in this scenario,” Heath replied.

“Well, you must have fucking done something, right?” Lisa asked. “Either you just couldn’t follow directions and it became too annoying for me, or worse, you did something wrong. You can be pretty arrogant, Heath. Maybe your arrogance got you in trouble. Maybe you mouthed off to me, I don’t know. The point is, how satisfying do you think it would be for me to have the ability to watch you take a beating across your bare ass at that point? Wait, don’t answer, because I’m going to tell you. It would be so, so satisfying. I would love to watch you get your ass handed to you in the most humiliating way possible if you did something that led to me breaking up with you.”

“Well, what if it turned out that I broke up with you?” Heath asked.

“See, Heath,” Lisa said as she could be heard moving around behind the camera. “That’s the kind of dumbass question that really motivates me to give you what you’ve got coming. Now get on your hands and knees.”

Heath followed her orders and positioned himself as she’d described. Lisa’s hand could be seen entering the video frame, where she grabbed Heath by the hair and pulled his head back.

“Keep your head up,” she growled. “I want the camera to record the look on your face. That,” she emphasized, “is what would be most satisfying for me to watch—the look on your face while I whip your ass.”

Lisa continued watching the video, enjoying every moment while Heath took a whipping. It was not over quickly, giving Lisa plenty of time to scrutinize every nuance of the expressions on his face. She’d watched this video before, more than once, as well as all of the others in the same file. But on occasion, she’d take a moment to enjoy them again. She felt as though the humiliation and pain each of the men endured during the course of filming the video made it enjoyable to watch, in spite of whatever negative feelings she might have about each of the men as a result of their relationship ending. Or sometimes, because of it.

It irritated her beyond reason that she’d not taken the opportunity to make a such a video of Aaron. She couldn’t imagine why she’d neglected to do so. She had a majority of the men she’d dated on video, and it seemed like a tremendous oversight on her part that she hadn’t gotten around to making one of Aaron.

Lisa sat back in her chair and had two depressingly sobering thoughts. One, was that she thought she’d have more time to make such a video, and two, she didn’t think she’d need to make one.

She tried to shake off her feeling of depression regarding Aaron. She turned her attention back to her computer. When she was done watching Heath, she opened another file. This one was titled “Jarred.mov.”

“So tell me, Jarred,” she could be heard saying on the video, “let’s say we were to break up for some reason.”

* * *

When it was time to go to sleep, she reluctantly got into bed. Her frustration led her to seek respite in her fantasy life.

“What’s your name?” she hissed at the man in her fantasy, who was kneeling on the floor, wearing nothing but a pair of handcuffs attached to his wrists, which were held behind his back.

“My name is Jack,” he replied nervously.

Lisa bit her lip, trying not to laugh about the fact that men were so often named Jack in her fantasies, for what reason she did not know.

She slapped him, hard, across the face.

“You don’t have a name,” she blurted out. “The only name you’ll have is one I give you.”

“What name will you give me?” the man asked fearfully.

Lisa again bit her lip as her mind suggested the name Jack.

“You’ll respond to whatever I call you,” Lisa replied. “You’ll also respond if I snap my fingers, or if I point to the floor. Maybe I’ll give you a cute little nickname, like pussy licker. Would you like that, pussy licker?”

Pussy licker nodded his head, hoping he wouldn’t get slapped again. But he would, of course, because Lisa was in a mood. She liked seeing a man getting slapped across the face, especially when that face was soon to be held tightly between her thighs.

The middle finger of her right hand was her most dependable in stimulating her clitoris to orgasm, and it performed its task on this particular evening quite brilliantly, by Lisa’s estimation. But Lisa’s brain soon sabotaged her by having pussy licker’s face, which she had so successfully imagined pressed between her things, morph into Aaron’s face.

“Dammit, Aaron,” she said aloud to herself. She decided to call Brett in the morning. She knew he couldn’t replace Aaron, but at least he might distract her from thinking about him.


Chapter 30

Aaron sat in front of his computer at home and tried to distract himself by absent-mindedly clicking on things that were of no particular interest to him, then needlessly refreshing his email. It was while in the middle of this hours-long, mind-numbing process that he saw an email from an address he didn’t recognize. He opened it for no particular reason, and the message stopped him cold.

It read, “How long has it been since you’ve gotten a tanning across your hide? Give me a call, I’d like to know what’s happened to you since I gave you your first taste of the belt. – Julia”

A phone number followed, and Aaron spent ten minutes or so just looking at the message, closing it, then opening it again. Finally, more curious than anything else, he called the number.

“Hello?” a raspy female voice said over the phone.

“Hi, this is Aaron. Is this Julia?”

“Aaron, how nice to hear from you,” Julia replied. “Don’t worry, I’m not stalking you or anything. I was just curious about whatever happened to you so I did some internet sleuthing. I’m mostly surprised that I was successful in finding you. So what’s up?”

“What’s up?” he asked, stupidly. “Nothing, really. I’m just sitting at home.”

“Wow, Aaron,” Julia replied. “It can’t be so bad as that.”

“What do you mean?” he asked.

“It’s just that it you’re as depressed as you sound, then you’re in trouble,” Julia replied. “I haven’t seen or heard anything about you in a long time, so I hope you are doing better than that.”

“Oh, right, sorry,” Aaron said, trying to shake himself out of it. “It’s just some things going on recently.”

“OK, so what’s going on recently?” she asked. “I mean, as long as you have a few minutes. I just thought I’d satisfy my curiosity, nothing else.”

Aaron and Julia spent a few minutes playing catch up, where they briefly illuminated the story of how they came to be where they were in life, respectively.

“So is there a woman in your life?” Julia asked, having not heard anything to the effect.

“Uh, hum. Well,” Aaron began hesitantly.

“Oh, fuck, Aaron,” Julia replied. “C’mon, spill it. Sounds like there’s something going on. It sounds like that’s what the trouble is.”

“Trouble?” Aaron asked. “It’s not so much trouble, as it’s—”

Aaron stopped himself in the middle of his sentence, took a deep breath, then began at the start of his relationship with Lisa. He explained how he had met her, and gave her a general outline of the relationship, up to her informing him that she was going to have other men at the same time.

When he came to a pause, Julia took a deep breath, followed by a long sigh.

“For fuck’s sake,” Julia exclaimed at last. “You always were such a pussy. Here I thought whipping your bare ass with the belt would straighten you out. I feel like I failed,” she said more to herself than to Aaron.

“Look, so you’ve found a woman who rightly, I may add, has instituted her superiority over you. You should be grateful. This woman just wants what she deserves, and really, you owe it to her to surrender to her authority. She sounds perfect for you, Aaron.”

“She does?” Aaron asked. “Why do you say that?”

“Well, you kind of glossed over the particulars, but I can read between the lines,” Julia stated. “And I know that a guy with a butt like yours is going to get that butt whipped no matter what. So I assume she’s worked you over more than once, and probably shows no sign of relenting on that front, which she shouldn’t. And I’m guessing that she’s pegged that cute ass as well. Which, by the way, I have no idea if you’ve kept yourself in shape. Have you?” Julia asked.

“I, um, I try,” Aaron replied.

“Good,” Julia replied. “Here’s the thing, Aaron. My recommendation is that you beg her forgiveness and tell her that, well, you’re fucking stupid. You have come to realize that is a privilege for you to even have the opportunity to hand over all control to her. You do realize that women should always be in control, right?”

“Yes, I think I’ve long felt that,” Aaron replied. “You kind of showed me how it should, you know . . .”

“Yeah, at least I gave you the right frame of mind, but you seem to have gotten stupid,” Julia replied. “Boys are always best served by recognizing their own inferiority and submitting to a female superior. You go and find yourself in such a position and then you fuck it up. You see what an epically stupid thing that is? The fact that she is, and here I might say fucking other men, but it’s really none of my business what she’s doing, and it’s none of your business either. And it’s irrelevant. That feeling you have in your gut when you think about her with another man, like you just swallowed a frozen brick? That’s how it’s supposed to feel.”

Aaron had to restrain himself from laughing as Julia’s bizarre allusion.

“Just be happy she allows you to be one of the men that is given the privilege of serving her,” Julia continued. “Best thing for you is to crawl back to her on your hands and knees and beg her to forgive you. Best case scenario, she’ll beat your ass ‘til you can’t sit for a week, but at least you’ll have corrected this colossal mistake you’ve made. You think you can do that?”

Aaron thought about what Julia had said. He was cradling his head in his hand, feeling like he might have a headache coming on.

“But what if I can’t?” he asked. “What if I fuck it up, or I’m unable to do, you know, whatever?”

Julia sighed.

“Oh, Aaron, you idiot,” Julia replied. “Of course you will fuck it up. Boys fail all the time in their subservience to women. That’s why punishment was invented. But also, that’s why a sincere apology, preferably given while naked and freshly beaten across the ass, can be such a good step in the right direction. All you have to do is try, with the expectation that you will fail, then get your hide good and tanned, then try again.”

“Are you,” Aaron began, then paused. “Are you sure? I mean, do you think so? That I should, I don’t know, just give in to whatever it is that she demands of me?”

“Yes, idiot, and no,” Julia replied. “You should definitely submit, but not to whatever she demands. Submit to ridding yourself of any thoughts that aren’t of her and what she desires. Think only of what she may want that she hasn’t even verbalized yet. Dedicate yourself to her. Trust me, it’ll be worth it.”

“Julia?” Aaron asked.

“Yeah?” she said.

“Thank you,” Aaron replied.

“Not a problem, dickhead,” Julia replied.

After Aaron had hung up with Julia, and after promising that he would stay in touch to tell her how things had gone with Lisa, he thought about her advice. It felt encouraging to think about the possibility of having what he missed having with Lisa. It made him think positively, which he had as of late been unable to do.


Chapter 31

Lisa had a glass of wine as she prepared for Brett to arrive. She had spent the day making preparations for precisely what she thought would take her mind off of Aaron. The dining room table had been replaced with a table of similar size, but heavier and with greater stability. Also, it was not the dining room table she’d inherited from her great-grandmother, so she did not care about damaging its surface.

She had screwed eyebolts into the underside of the tabletop at various points for the purpose of securing Brent’s body. Then she had altered some brass candleholders, placing them in the vice in her garage and using a hammer to reshape them. These were then bolted through the tabletop in a specific arrangement.

Now, having completed her task of preparing what felt to her like an operating chamber, she began preparing the appearance she desired to have. She wanted Brett to feel something in reaction to her appearance, specifically she wanted him to feel afraid. Perhaps even terrified. She liked the thought of him trembling before her prior to her even having done anything to him.

An hour later, Brett arrived on Lisa’s doorstep, annoyed with himself that he was a few minutes late. Lisa had made it clear that she was in a particular mood, and he did not want to displease her. She had demanded that he shave his pubic area entirely, which had taken a bit longer than expected.

He was about to ring the doorbell when the door flew open, revealing Lisa, wearing black leather thigh-high boots, a pair of black silk panties, and a short black jacket with nothing on underneath. Her hair and makeup were more extravagant than was usual for her, with lips the color of a red wine and a smoky eye shadow that made her appear elegantly terrifying.

“You’re late,” she said as she reached out and grabbed the front of Brett’s shirt and pulled him into the house.

Once Brett had been taken forcefully to the dining room and stripped of his clothing, she ordered him up onto the table. She wasted no time in securing his hands and feet with lengths of black nylon rope that she then tied to the eyebolts underneath the tabletop. In the process, Brett’s naked body was drawn so tightly that he was unable to move in any direction. Once he was securely bound, Lisa slowed her tempo, relaxing into the process of wrapping a length of nylon rope around his balls. She pulled the rope down between his legs and left it lying on the table. She picked up a brick from a side table.

“This,” she said to Brett, whose eyes were widening in fear, “is what’s going to get shoved off of the table should you fail to do anything I tell you to.”

She tied it tightly around the other end of the rope that was tied around his balls and placed it at the edge of the table between his outstretched ankles.

“I’m sure you are able to work out what will happen if I just tip this,” she said, placing a fingertip on the brick, “and send it over the edge of the table. This rope isn’t long enough for it to reach the floor, Brett, so that would be very painful for you, wouldn’t it?” She smiled at him, a warm smile that had an obvious menace behind it.

“Please,” Brett began to say, his face contorted with fear.

“Shut the fuck up, Brett,” Lisa said, placing her hand on the brick. “Rule number one, I’m not here to listen to you speak. I will hear you cry out in pain at certain moments, which I realize you will not be able to control. But everything else? Keep your mouth shut. In fact, I want to hear the sounds you will make in reaction to the pain you will feel, which is why I am not going to place a ball gag in your mouth. So shut up and take whatever I dish out, OK sweetie? Can you do that for me?”

Brett began to feel real terror, watching Lisa’s transformation into something he didn’t recognize. He was uncertain what she planned to do to him, and the way she was acting made it clear it was going to be significant.

“First,” she said as she opened a cabinet on one side of the room and withdrew some long, tapered candles, “I am going to enjoy something that will not be so terrible for you. You will likely even enjoy it.”

She placed a candle in each of the candleholders. Brett had noticed the oddly bent, brass candleholders, but had not known what their purpose might be. As Lisa finished placing the four candles, and began to light them, he realized that the wax would be dripping directly onto his naked body at specific points. One was directly above his left nipple, another above his right, a third candle would drip onto his abdomen just above his cock, on his newly shaven pubic region, and the last was placed directly over his cock.

Lisa took a step back to watch, her eyes studying the scene before her intently. She loved the sight of Brett’s naked body stretched so tightly across the table, but even more the look in his eyes. He watched the candles flickering as they burned, and it wasn’t long before the first drips of hot wax slipped off the tips of the candles and began to land on his naked body. Each drip felt like a hot needle prick on his skin, followed by a searing sensation as the wax would course downward, following whatever path it discovered along the way.

“Each drip of wax will awaken nerve endings in your sensitive nipples, your pubic area, and your little penis,” Lisa explained. “I want you to focus your mind on each little pin prick of pain that you feel. With each, know that even though it is happenstance when it lands on your body and the course it takes afterward, it is all intentional. I am enjoying observing you tied up and vulnerable to all that happens to you. Your pain is of greater pleasure to me the more it causes you suffering.”

Brett could not have explained why his cock became hard during this ordeal. He could tell that it was particularly amusing to Lisa, as she watched him become erect. What Brett did not foresee, but apparently Lisa had foreseen, was that once he was fully erect, the candle that had been dripping onto his pubic region was now dripping onto the head of his cock, followed by the hot wax coursing down his shaft, and the candle that had been dripping onto his cock was now dripping onto his balls.

Lisa’s eyelids lowered as she gazed at Brett’s body, clearly taking pleasure in watching his reaction to the wax dripping down his shaft and onto his balls. She seemed to be endlessly entertained, patiently observing the process as the candles slowly burned down. After what length of time Brett couldn’t have named, Lisa slipped her panties down and off, and crawled up onto the table to straddle his face in reverse.

“You’ve taken this little torture well, Brett,” she said in a low, lusty tone of voice. “Now I am going to reward you by letting you worship my pussy with your lips and your tongue. You may show your gratitude by pleasuring me as well as you are able.”

Brett did his best to lick her in a way that would lessen whatever she planned to do to him next. As it would turn out, his efforts seemed to have had no effect as the next punishment was even more painful.

Once Brett’s tongue had sufficed in bringing Lisa to her first orgasm, she untied him from the table, blew out the candles, and peeled the now solidified wax from his body. She had him get down off of the table, then crawl on his hands and knees, following her to the spare bedroom.

There was a padded barstool in the middle of the room, which she had him bent over while she whipped his ass with a thick leather strap. She was relentless, turning his backside a bright red by repeatedly landing the strap across his skin.

Brett began to suspect that she was working out some frustration he was unaware of, as the ferocity she displayed in punishing his butt was completely unforeseen. Nothing could have prepared him for the seemingly endless beating he endured. When at last she dropped the strap and pulled him onto the floor, shoving her pussy into his face.

Lisa’s hips were vibrating and bucking wildly as she clamped his head between her legs while she had an orgasm, after which she held him in place for some time as she recovered. It was only after several hours of abusing Brett’s body for her pleasure that Lisa brought the evening to an end.

As she watched Brett walk down the driveway toward his car, moving slowly and gingerly, she was distracted by an envelope she hadn’t seen earlier. It had come through the mail slot, and she hadn’t noticed it when she had opened the door for Brett when he’d arrived.

She bent down and picked up the envelope, which was white, and it was the size and shape of a greeting card. It had a misshapen lump and it felt slightly heavier than she had expected. She could feel that there was something metal inside the envelope. She turned it over and saw that it was from Aaron. She tore open the envelope and dumped it out of the envelope and into her open palm. She saw that it was a small key. It was the key.


Chapter 32

“So what is this about, Aaron?” Lisa asked once she’d called his number and he’d promptly answered the phone. “I’ve received your key in the mail. Why is that?”

“It didn’t feel right for you not to own it,” he said, sounding earnest in his admission. “I felt ashamed of myself for backing away and asking for you to give it back. It really does belong to you. It just took me a moment to put things in perspective.”

Lisa listened to the words he was saying, and also the way that he was saying them. He sounded properly regretful, but she was unsure if she should have any sympathy for him in this situation. She had warned him that she wouldn’t let him back into her life once he’d left, and she didn’t want to go back on that.

“I said some things,” Aaron admitted, “mostly about how I didn’t know how to handle your, um, demands. You had every right to claim ownership of me, as you made me into what you wanted to possess, I just didn’t know how to handle you having other men. It was my jealousy, I guess, and I feel kind of ashamed of myself for that now.”

Lisa was pleased to hear the way he sounded in admitting to feeling ashamed. She liked the thought of a man being ashamed. She wondered what Aaron was wearing, because she was picturing him kneeling and naked at that moment.

“It didn’t occur to me that I have no right to tell you what you can and can’t do,” Aaron continued, “so whatever you do in satisfying your own desire is completely up to you. You already knew that, for me it took a bit of reflection. Having thought about it, I realize now that I would rather be one of any number of men given the opportunity to serve you, than to be removed from you completely. I would do anything to be allowed to worship you again, and if that means learning to accept whatever decisions you make without questioning them, then that is what I will do. It would be worth everything to me to be allowed to kneel before you and offer you whatever you want in exchange.”

“Here’s the thing, Aaron,” Lisa said after a moment’s pause to think and choose her words carefully. “As I said, I’ve never allowed a man back into my life once he’s left. It speaks to a level of untrustworthiness that I have heretofore deemed insurmountable. In other words, you fucked up. But,” she began, and paused, which gave Aaron hope that she might reconsider her previous dictate.

“I am going to make the following exception. If, and that’s a strong if, you follow my directions with breathtaking obedience and a willingness to subjugate yourself at my command, I might allow you to come before me and state your case. You will kneel, you will grovel, you will crawl on hands and knees to beg me to reconsider while you offer your complete and total surrender to my authority.”

Aaron felt his pulse quicken.

“What will be different from before,” she continued, “and this should be forefront in your mind, is that should I entertain the possibility that you are allowed to resume your service to me, then it will be because you have proven to me that you have demolished all thought of yourself. You will no longer exist. You will be nothing more than property.”

Aaron listened intently as Lisa spent a moment in thought, considering just how she wanted to proceed.

“If I decide to allow you to do so,” she continued, “you will come to my front door and remove not just your clothing, but your identity as well. Your identification, for one, but your ego as well, as long as any personal desires and opinions. Once you cross the threshold, you will have surrendered your life, your property, your dignity, and all of your rights. You will have surrendered the right to speak unless spoken to. You will have surrendered everything you may have formerly taken for granted. The consideration given you will be no more than that afforded my dining room table, or my chairs, or my bed. The purpose of your existence will be to serve me and nothing else.

“Punishment will be brutal and often. I will whip you endlessly, driving you to fulfill my demands faster and more completely, until you are able to anticipate my desires and deliver into my hand that which I want the moment I think of it. I will not show any mercy, I will not hear any excuses or explanations, I will simply deliver pain. Severe, agonizing, pain will be your existence. Humiliation and degradation will be, without exception, the totality of your daily life. Serving me will be your only purpose, your only pleasure, and your only respite from a life of endless mental and physical torture.

“If you think that you are ready to commit yourself to this life I have illuminated, then be at the front door to my house at 8pm on Friday. If I open the door to you, then you will never leave of your own free will. Because you will never again have free will. I will change your name. You will no longer go by the name of Aaron; you will respond only to pussy boy. You will become an object. An object named pussy boy. And then, I will destroy you, pussy boy.”

Aaron heard the line go dead. He realized that Lisa had hung up the phone.

At ten minutes to 8pm on Friday, Aaron, now pussy boy, stripped off his clothes on Lisa’s front porch. He placed them on one of the two chairs that sat on the porch, realizing they would never be returned to him. He rang the doorbell. He waited. Normally, he would have rung the bell a second time due to the length of time he had been left waiting, but he was afraid that might annoy Lisa. So he remained, waiting, the night air cold on his bare skin.

Suddenly the porch light turned on, illuminating his naked body. This encouraged pussy boy, thinking perhaps he hadn’t much longer to wait. Though he also now became nervous that her neighbors would see him. Then he chastised himself for having such a thought. Surely, if Lisa had turned on the porch light, fully aware that he was standing there, naked per her instructions, then it was as she wanted it to be. His exposure was not accidental, but rather it was by her design. He chased thoughts of wanting to cover himself from his mind. Since every part of him was now Lisa’s property, pussy boy no longer had anything to cover. It was hers to display in any way and in any venue she chose. He no longer had the right to view his nudity or his vulnerability as something he had any right to address. Lisa now had all rights to him and his body.

As time went on, pussy boy began to hope that the porch light would not go out, since that might indicate she had considered and then refused his offering of himself to her. As long as he remained standing before the door, fully lit, he felt there was still a chance that she may open the door and permit him to enter a life of service to her. He waited. His muscles grew stiff from remaining in position in the cold night air. He became fatigued from desperately anticipating what might come next, hour after hour.

What length of time pussy boy remained standing before her front door he was unsure. He had no idea that it was early morning on Saturday that the door finally opened, to reveal Lisa standing in the entryway, wearing a cream-colored silk robe. She had one hand on the door and the other on the doorjamb. She stood silently observing him, her face expressionless, her body motionless. Her attitude projected a natural superiority. She appeared aloof, and unapproachable. Finally, her expression began to change, almost imperceptibly. It didn’t soften, or become warmer, but it did slowly develop into a decidedly predatory smile.

“Welcome, pussy boy,” Lisa said in a low, throaty voice. She moved, to stand to one side and permit his entrance.

On silent feet, pussy boy crossed the threshold and into his new life as a permanent slave to Lisa. She permitted herself a smile as she slowly closed, then locked the door.

“Let’s begin,” she said, placing her hand on the back of his neck.
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