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Olivia found the whole thing rather off-putting. Distasteful, really, and she would have been offended if not for the identity of the sender. The return address was that of a man she worked with, a young man named Aaron, and it was just about the last thing she would have expected from him.

Aaron had been, up to this point, just a better-than-average-looking guy who worked at the same company, but Olivia rarely had reason to interact with him professionally. The extent of their direct, personal communication had been a nod of the head when passing, perhaps a tightening of the lips into a generic “smile,” and at the most extravagant, a terse, “Morning.”

Olivia had noticed that Aaron had a nervous energy about him whenever she was anywhere near him, but then she made most men a bit nervous, so she didn’t particularly pay attention to the effect she had upon him. She didn’t go out of her way to invite men into her life because, she found, the majority of men were people she didn’t want in her life.

The thing about Aaron that Olivia might have said, if she was asked, was that he was polite. He held doors open, he didn’t make inappropriate comments to females (which is practically worthy of a fucking award, Olivia thought), and he was generally quiet, whereas the typical man in the office seemed to require that everyone pay attention to what an asshole he is.

They were both employed at what Olivia referred to as “Workcompanybusinessjob,” whenever anyone asked her about what she does for a living. She previously had been in the habit, when asked what she does for a living, of saying, “Exactly that. Living.” But she found that too often the person asking the question would tilt their head to one side, quizzically, entirely failing to understand her response. This, then, led to more questions, which Olivia preferred to avoid.

But now, she turned her attention to this unexpected development. The note that Aaron sent was in an inter-office envelope, so the return address was not his home, but rather his office space at work. And it was addressed to her, in her office, and it was strange. And it was remarkably presumptuous. She turned it over, and there was nothing written on the back. Only six words, hand-written, on the front of the note. It read, “I want to worship your ass.” She wondered if there was something wrong with him. Certainly this was no ordinary way to communicate. “What happened to inviting a girl to dinner,” she said aloud to herself, only half-joking. She was annoyed, but, perhaps, a bit curious. His choice of words was questionable, and his suggestion extremely forward, but it did make her wonder why he would entrust her with this information. She could have him fired. She could probably even press charges. So she sat at her desk and contemplated what she would do in response. It actually made her a bit mad that he put her in such a position, and it felt like a violation that he would put such thoughts in her mind.

She pulled out a sheet of paper and wrote out her response. She did so without thinking. It was something she might have thought better of had she paused to do so. And it surprised her that she was, in a way, as forward as he had been. She decided that she would present him with a challenge. She wrote, “Then you will have to earn it.”

She slipped the note into an envelope, sealed it, and dropped it into the slot for delivery within the office. He would receive the note the same day. She smirked as she thought about it, thinking it totally possible that she wouldn’t even receive a response. Perhaps she had called his bluff, and nothing more would happen as a result. She shook her head in wonderment, and then tried to forget about the whole thing.

The next morning at work, there was an envelope on her desk. It was from him. Olivia picked it up, weighing it in her hand, and realized that she was a bit on edge. She wondered what his response would be. And the presence of this envelope made her question her own motives. Why had she even responded? Was it a terrible idea to entertain this man and his inappropriately forward message? She sighed with a resignation to whatever might happen, and removed the single, folded piece of paper from the envelope.

“Olivia,” it began.

“What, no ‘Dear’?” she asked aloud. “Dick.”

“My intention had been to apologize to you for the message I sent you yesterday. It was probably not the most well-thought-out thing I have ever done. I will admit to and own the fact that what I wrote was true to how I feel, but I should not have written it, or sent it to you. I am ashamed of having done that, and it is a mistake I will try to never make again.

That being said, and my having sent the message being done, I will answer to your response. Nothing you could have written would have made me more grateful to you than your offer to allow me to earn it. This is more than I might have hoped for, and I will, to the extent that you will allow, do exactly that. I will work to earn the right to worship you, in whatever way you would have me.

Sincerely yours,

Aaron”

Olivia sat for a moment, studying the note. She raised it to her nose and sniffed it, as though it might be an old-fashioned letter that carried the scent of cologne.

“Nope, just paper,” she observed aloud, amusing no one but herself. She set the note back down on her desk, and pulled a legal pad from a drawer. She wrote a quick note, without thinking about what she was writing, but simply allowing her hand to dictate the note for her.

She wrote, “Begin by sending me a photo of yourself, from head to toe, full frontal, completely naked.”

Then she dropped it in an envelope, trying not to think about what his response might be. At this point, she simply wanted the matter off of her desk.

The next morning at work, as the day before, there was an envelope waiting for her. She opened it, and with a glance toward the doorway of her office, slid the contents out onto her desk. Before her was a photograph. Or rather, an image printed on semi-matte photo paper.

“Oh, why do you have semi-matte photo paper and a printer at home, Aaron?” Olivia asked aloud.

She slowly reached back for the arms of her desk chair, and rolled it forward as she lowered herself into it with a deliberate unhurriedness.

In the photograph, he was standing against a wall, in a location she didn’t recognize. Somewhere in his house, she assumed. He was completely naked, as she had directed, and he was facing the camera, but he had his eyes cast downward. Was he embarrassed, she wondered? Or was his deference out of respect? Certainly his initial message was quite confident, but here it looked as though he might be blushing. It made her smile to imagine that he was nervous to have been challenged to send her this photo, in which he was so exposed. She took her time in examining his naked body. He was tall, with broad shoulders, his chest was smooth and nicely built, his hips were narrow, and he was slim in general, but not skinny. There was a classical shape to his musculature. His body had definition, and it radiated strength and flexibility. Overall, she thought his body was nice, better than she might have expected. Of course, she hadn’t expected to see him in such a manner. Finally, she assessed his cock, which she noticed was uncircumcised and not fully erect.

“Hello, there,” she murmured to herself. She had to laugh at the thought that he probably thought it ill-mannered to present his cock fully erect when she had not specified as such.

Olivia sat back in her desk chair and pondered for a moment. Then she grabbed a pen and composed another note. She wrote, “Your dick looks small in the photo. Send me another, to show me how hard you can get. And this time, be outside somewhere.” She slipped the note into an envelope, dropped it in the mail, and tried her best to forget about it as she attended to her work. 

The next morning, there was an envelope on her desk. Olivia inhaled slowly, exhaled, then took a seat in her chair. She opened the envelope, and another photo slid out.

The first thing that she noticed was that he was, as she had requested, outside. He was standing against a tree, and it was approaching twilight, so he had to use the flash. It was disarming to see how exposed he was with the flash of light illuminating his naked body. She wondered if anyone had seen him, completely exposed in the bright flash of light from his camera. As in the previous photo, his eyes were cast downward. This time, she was certain that he was blushing. He looked nervous, even embarrassed, and probably a bit afraid of how compromising his position was. She scanned slowly down his body, and paused when she came to his erect dick. It was thick, and it was definitely hard. It extended outward, and slightly upward. The shaft was straight, and the rounded tip was pronounced. She wouldn’t have been able to tell that he was uncircumcised, as his foreskin was pulled tight. Because his dick was hard, she had an unobstructed view of his balls. She laughed quietly to herself, a sinister little sound that would have sounded crazy if anyone had heard it.

She spent some time considering her response. She was still annoyed with him, and this whole thing was distracting. She had a lot of work piling up, yet she had become fascinated by her new playmate. She wondered what all she could have him do.

Finally, she wrote a response, which read, “Send me a video. Completely naked, masturbating, outside. Make yourself cum.” She reread what she had written, thought about it for a moment, then added two more words. “Kneeling, blindfolded.” She dropped it in an envelope, sent it, and tried, unsuccessfully, to forget about it.

Thoughts of Aaron kept appearing in her mind, and not the back of her mind, where uninvited thoughts seemed to lurk, but right up front. Right up front and way-too-naked. But in spite of the impertinence of these mental interruptions, she found that she possessed some power to corral them, to collar them. Which just meant that they became even more attractive to her, all naked and collared, and they just kept getting dirtier. Which made her more and more angry with Aaron for having put these thoughts in her head.

The next morning, there was an envelope on her desk. Olivia shook her head in disbelief as she thought about what was happening. She still didn’t know just what to expect, as she had never imagined such an arrangement. Who was this strange man who had so suddenly become her plaything? What exactly would he do if she asked? Anything? Everything? And what it was doing to her was unique. She felt it was deserved, somehow, that she could compel him to do anything she asked of him.

She opened the envelope and found a thumb drive. The drive had a post-it note, with a few words written across it with a black marker. It read, “It is a privilege to do as you command.” Yes, I imagine that it is, Aaron, she thought to herself. She opened her personal laptop, and slid the drive into the slot. There was a video file on the drive. The video appeared to have been taken in the same place as his last photo, with the same tree in the background. He was naked, kneeling, and blindfolded, precisely as she had instructed. Because it was somewhat dark outside (did he do this after work, when he got home, she wondered), he had placed a string of lights along the ground before him, which illuminated his body with a soft, amber glow (Oh, well that is fucking adorable, she thought to herself). He placed his hand on his cock and began to masturbate for the camera. For her. She watched, and noticed the running time of the video. It was twenty minutes long. Oh fucking hell, she thought. Twenty minutes. He was on his knees, outside, masturbating for me for twenty minutes. She felt conflicted, as she had work to attend to. Yet she felt strangely compelled to watch the video, to witness every potentially embarrassing moment of him pleasuring himself for her amusement. Could anyone else see him, she wondered? She thought that it must be rather intimidating for him that he knew she would be able to see him. She would have an uninterrupted view of the entirety of his body, and every moment of his potentially humiliating, pornographic video. She took a deep breath as her mind reeled. She suddenly had an unprecedented power over him with her possession of this video. She could obviously do whatever she wanted with it, and just the fact that it was hers to watch gave her a heady sensation of having dominance over him.

“You look so fucking naked,” she said quietly to the image on her computer, then laughed to herself. “Keep playing with your dick,” she said with a giggle. “You look so cute on your knees like that. Are you going to make yourself come for me? While I watch?”

She noticed that there was at least another ten minutes left on the video, so she laughed as she said, “You aren’t allowed to come yet. You need to learn obedience.”

She had become so entranced by the video and the singularity of her position, in that she had demanded that he create such a visual document, and now she was able to witness it, that she was surprised when she realized she had watched it in its entirety. He had, eventually, brought himself to orgasm, and she watched with fascination as his cum erupted in an arc from his throbbing cock. Finally, he came to rest, and the image faded out. She sat staring at the screen for a moment, processing what had transpired. Then she put the cursor on the timeline of the video and backed it up, pausing on a frame that showed him coming. She made a screenshot of the image and sent it to her printer. She grabbed it from the printer, examined it for a moment with an amused smile on her face, then flipped it over and wrote a message on the back.

“Nice video, dickboy. I liked watching you make yourself come. Now make me another video. Go to an adult shop and buy the biggest dildo they sell. Make a video of yourself taking a shower, while you put the dildo up your ass. Then jerk yourself off.”

She sat back and found herself shaking her head in disbelief at the novel arrangement. She felt entirely justified in being so demanding, even being mean, due to the obscene messages he had sent her. And his complaisance with her demands was addicting. She felt driven to challenge him, curious to know if there was anything she could demand of him that he would be unable or unwilling to do. She was beginning to suspect that there was not such a thing, and the freedom she felt to play with him in any way she desired was entertaining.

The next morning, she was dismayed to find nothing on her desk. She wondered if he had found his limit, and had refused to do as she suggested. She needn’t have worried, as an hour later, the mail boy stopped by and dropped off a few letters, notes, and one padded envelope that contained another drive.

When she was alone, she pulled the drive out of its envelope and saw that another message was written across an attached post-it note. This one read, “There is nothing that you may ask of me that I will not do with pleasure.” She slid the drive into her personal computer, and with a glance at the door, and a moment’s hesitation, she pressed play on the video file.

“What lovely tilework,” Olivia murmured to herself. The shower clean, quite large, and it did, in fact, have some lovely tilework. A soft cone of water was emanating from the shower head and a waft of steam was rising from the spray. After a moment, she observed him enter frame, and she sharply inhaled as she took in the sight of his naked body. It was disarming to see him so exposed, and the drops of water coursing down his naked form, across his bare skin, was hopelessly erotic. And then she saw the dildo. He held it in one hand, then both hands, seemingly displaying it for her approval. “Holy fuck, that’s big,” she whispered to herself. “It’s even bigger than you,” she mused with a laugh. “Can you take it up your ass?” she queried aloud. “Let’s see,” she murmured to herself with a genuine curiosity. In what appeared to be a response, he turned, and in profile, he began penetrating his nicely rounded little butt with the enormous cock. She could tell by the expression on his face that he had never tried to take anything that big in his ass before. 
 

“That’s right, take every inch of it,” Olivia mused softly, watching as he began fucking himself with the dildo, going deeper with every thrust. She was mesmerized by the drops of water coursing down, dripping off of him, making him look so naked, and the spray of water on his erect dick, which had gotten hard to the point that she re-thought her estimation of the size of the dildo. She could see from his reaction that the sensation of being violated by the enormous cock was almost overwhelming for him. And there was something else. She observed that he appeared to be trying to impress her. He clearly wanted to show her that he could follow directions, and do as he was told, regardless of the implications.

She sat back and took in the totality of the thing. He had sent her this video on her demand, which put him in such a vulnerable position, yet he appeared to be endeavoring to please her by being absolutely shameless.

“That’s right, slut,” she murmured to herself. “Show me everything.” Coincidentally, as though on command, he began stroking his cock. He had taken almost the full length of the dildo, and was fucking himself with it as he simultaneously slid his hand along the length of his cock.

Suddenly, she reached out and turned off the video. She noticed that there was another five minutes or so remaining, but her head was swimming. She had been neglecting her work, and this game she was playing with him had reached a level of intensity she found distracting to the extreme. She remained still for a few minutes, trying to regain her bearings, trying not to think. Half of her wanted to turn the video back on and watch him make himself come for her. The other half was trying to focus and figure out what she actually did want. It was then that she realized that she wanted to whip him. She wanted to whip him for putting these thoughts in her head. She wanted to whip him for being so obedient. She wanted to whip him for no reason at all. She wanted to pull his pants down, strip him, make him assume the position, and then make him wait for it. She slid her hand down the front of her panties and hit play on the video. 
 

“That’s what I’m going to do to you,” Olivia said to the image on the monitor. “I’m going to whip you across every inch of your naked body. And you’ll thank me for it when I’m done,” she said in a voice barely above a whisper. She brought herself to orgasm just as her yet-to-be-whipped personal porn star made himself come. She recovered, suddenly coming to her senses about where she was and what she was doing.

She straightened herself up, feeling flustered for the moment, then grabbed a piece of paper and a pen. She held the pen poised above the single sheet of paper, thinking, then quickly wrote across the page,

“I’m going to whip you across the dick.” Then she wrote a time and an address, folded it up and tucked it in an envelope and dropped it in the mail. Then she did her best to focus on work. She was successful in that she got a lot accomplished, and managed to push thoughts of him to the back of her mind. She tried not to plan what she might do, or overthink the fact that she had just arranged to meet him in person. 

Aaron’s day was quite the opposite. Since he had written the note that his better judgement would have had him refrain from doing, his life had been a bit upside down. He was having awkward, involuntary, even painful erections with some frequency. His thoughts were entirely dominated by thoughts of her. He had sensations of lust and desire that he had never encountered before. And the fact that Olivia had so quickly assumed a position of authority over him was a shock to his system. Aaron began to feel as though his body was not his own. He could feel her taking possession of his thoughts, his wants and desires, and making them her own. He could sense that she was taking control of him. And it was almost a relief when she began to assign him tasks, making him take photos and videos, showing himself to her, doing things that in any other context would be deeply embarrassing to him. Adding to that was the fact that he had to sit down rather slowly after having taken the massive dildo up his ass for her. And the surprise to himself that he actually liked the feeling. He felt violated, but the fact that it was for her made it intensely erotic. He wanted to do anything and everything for her. And now, having gotten her latest message, it looked as though she might just give him the opportunity to do so. He looked at the message for the seventeenth time.

“I’m going to whip you across the dick.” Not “I want to,” but “I’m going to.” It was an alarmingly naked feeling to read the assumption that she wants to, therefore she is going to. And “the,” not “your.” Across the dick. And not cock, not anything else, but across the dick.

There was something so commanding, even frightening about the message, and all that it implied. And then it occurred to him that he should reply. Manners dictate the acceptance of an offer to meet at a time and place, and so he should write a note that said as much. But he was uncertain how to accept such an offer as he had never encountered anything like it before. He had never been in the position of responding to a woman to whom he was so attracted, and now she was (threatening? No, not threatening. Not promising, as he had the feeling that she might withdraw the offer if she felt like it. Rather, she was informing him. As an act of being gracious, she was allowing him to know that he was expected at a time and place, and that he should resign himself to the fate of taking a whipping from her. Across the dick) informing him that he was going to receive (punishment? Was she offering to give him the opportunity to atone for what he had done? He was certainly grateful, but perhaps she was offering simply to do as she pleased, and in his case, that involved a rather specific type of interaction) a whipping.

He wrote a reply that read, “Thank you, I will be very much looking forward to it.” He hoped that he had said enough, but not too much. He sent the message, and tried, unsuccessfully, to get back to work. 

Though they had begun a somewhat regular correspondence, with Olivia sending commands, and Aaron replying with images of his compliance, he hadn’t expected to hear from her for the next two days, as she had set a time for them to meet alone. So he was a bit surprised, and felt some dread concerning the unwarranted erection that might result when he saw that she had sent him a small package. He picked it up and was surprised to find that there was something of some weight within. He had expected a note, or similar, but then he opened the package and an assemblage of black, leather straps and stainless-steel hardware slid out. His stomach dropped when he saw it, as it had an aura of menace about it.

There was a note as well, so he unfolded it, and saw that she had written, “I hope this doesn’t fit.” He swallowed hard and felt a lump in his throat. He looked at the leather harness and he didn’t have to guess what it was for. He knew exactly what it was for, and what she expected from him. He realized that he was breathing hard as he lifted it from the desk and weighed it in his hand. The leather straps were substantial, and the metal hardware looked unforgiving.

The days in-between, during which Aaron could think of little other than the impending meeting with Olivia, did not pass quickly. Rather, they dragged, metaphorically, across Aaron’s skin like a course-grained sandpaper until he felt rubbed raw. He felt the impending meeting (it felt like a meeting, or something more official than a date, as it had more import, it felt more ominous) approaching like a distant, dark thundercloud. Eventually, time seemed to grind to a halt, and he could feel the seconds ticking by. He kept checking his watch. By what mechanism he was unsure, the hands of the clock were eventually forced to admit that the appointed time had arrived, and he found himself standing at her address, before her front door.
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The night air was cool, and a soft breeze carried the smell of the heat of the day, and the wildflowers that grew around the house. He was impressed with how comfortable and inviting her home was, as he stood on the balcony overlooking the garden. She handed him a drink (and regardless of the fact that he practically gulped rather than sipped his first drink, he would have no recollection of what the drink was), and she noticed that his hand trembled a bit as he accepted it from her. 

“Are you nervous?” she asked, curiously. 

He smiled, in a disarming manner, which only served to answer her question. 

“A bit, yes,” he replied, blushing. 

“Good,” she said with a warm smile. “You should be.”

This did, in fact cause him to become more nervous, and though he had already surrendered control to her in his mind, he was still remarkably intimidated by her. For her part, she found that she wasn’t nervous at all. Rather, she felt a serene calm that was borne of the absolute control she had over the situation.

“So.”

Aaron found himself come to attention at the abruptness of the sound of Olivia’s voice.

“So,” she repeated, “tell me. Why are you here tonight?”

“Because you told …

“If you say, “because you told me to be here,” I will absolutely punch you in the face and ass,” Olivia said in a tone of voice that let him know that she would do no such thing. “No. Tell me why you are here.”

Aaron thought about the question, examining his shoes for a moment. He took a deep breath. He looked at Olivia and noticed that the little string of lights that lined the balcony were reflected in her eyes, which at this moment were trained upon him in a most intimidating manner.

“You move unlike anything I have ever seen. Like, an animal, an apex predator. In stealth mode. It’s impressive, and irresistible.”

“Okay, so I move weird. What else?”

“Not weird, I mean …

“Shut up,” Olivia interrupted. “Now keep talking.”

Aaron endeavored to collect his thoughts.

“The scent of you is intoxicating. It compels me to want to follow you, just to inhale the air you have passed through.”

“And I smell weird. Gross. What else?”

Aaron felt flustered for a moment.

“You are probably the smartest person I have ever met personally. You think faster than I would have thought possible.”

“You should know more people. But thank you. What else?”

Aaron practically blushed, then admitted, “You are the most attractive woman I have ever seen, to the point that I am incapable of imagining a woman being more beautiful.”

Olivia stared at Aaron for several moments, saying nothing.

“Pull down your pants,” she said in the same casual tone she had been speaking with. 

He had a sudden look of trepidation, perhaps surprised by the abruptness of her demand. But he knew better than to feign modesty, and so he unbuckled his belt and took the waist band of his pants and underwear in both hands and pulled them downward until they were at mid-thigh. Not knowing what to do with his hands, he left them there, holding the clothing that was now so ineffective in covering him. He looked up, and saw that she was looking him in the eye. There was a satisfied, almost gloating look in her face, as though she was taunting him with her power to compel him to do as she pleased. She held him in her gaze for a moment longer, enjoying the dumbfounded look of submission on his face, then allowed her eyes to drift slowly downward. 

“It is bit small, isn’t it,” she observed. “The cock-and-ball harness, I mean,” she clarified with a laugh. 

He had assumed that the reason she sent it to him was that she wanted him to wear it for her, which was a correct assumption on his part. The harness consisted of a thick leather strap that fit tightly around the base of his cock, attached to another, wider strap that presented his balls forward, with yet another strap that separated the two to each side, which had a metal D-ring attached.

“How does it feel?” 

“It’s tight, but not uncomfortable.”

“Then perhaps we should get a smaller one? They do have smaller ones.”

“It’s much tighter when I am hard,” he confessed. 

“So you have tried it on before,” she said, laughing. “I see. Well, I look forward to seeing that.” Rather abruptly, her tone changed, and she asked, “How long have you been working at the company?”

He misinterpreted her intentions, sensing a new line of conversation, so he began to pull his pants up. 

“Stop,” she said firmly and directly. “I didn’t tell you to pull your pants up. I am not done yet. I will tell you when I am done.”

He quickly reversed direction, and returned his hands and clothing to mid-thigh. He was blushing, embarrassed to have misconstrued her meaning. 

“I have been there about two years,” he responded to her earlier question. “I started there about a month before you did.”

“And in all that time, you never approached me?”

“You had a boyfriend at the time.”

“Oh, right. Dan.” She exhaled loudly and murmured, “Fuck that guy.” She paused, thinking, then asked, “But after that?”

“Wasn’t there another guy after that?”

“No, there was ... Oh, right. No, he wasn’t a boyfriend. But so anyway, at some point you decide,” and she looked him in the eye, a mischievous twinkle in hers, and then glanced at the harness before continuing, “you decide to send me that note.”

She paused, and saw him flush red in the face. He was embarrassed, which she thought appropriate. 

“Yeah, well...”

“Uh huh. Tell me what in the hell you were thinking with that.”

He looked at the floor for a moment, and suddenly felt awkward holding his pants down. Which, he realized, was the point. He became aware of the fact that she wanted him to feel awkward, even a little embarrassed, in spite of how much she had seen of him and the things she had seen him do. This particular moment was somehow more intimidating than any that had come before, as he realized just how exposed he was to her. He looked up and saw that she was standing with her arms crossed, defiant, and demanding an answer. He stood before her, holding his pants down, feeling like a schoolboy that was about to get spanked. Which, in fact, he was, only his spanking was going to be very much different. 

“I apologize,” he offered, and she could tell that he meant it. “I just wanted to get your attention, and I guess that I chose an unorthodox method.”

She laughed. “Unorthodox would be an understatement.”

“Yes, I know. But the way that I felt couldn’t be described in any normal way,” he stated hopefully. 

“The way you felt about licking my ass?” she asked with a laugh, sounding a bit sarcastic. 

“Well, yes and no,” he stammered. “I mean, I meant what I said, but that is not all that I meant. I hoped I might have an opportunity to say more.”

“Say more,” she replied, flatly.

“I want, well, I want the opportunity to prove myself to you. To prove that what I say about wanting to do anything you want is for real. I, um, I welcome you to test that commitment, in any way that you want.

“You used the word “worship.” Tell me what that means, to worship my ass.”

“It means anything you want it to mean,” he replied. 

She suddenly reached out and gave his balls a pinch between her thumb and forefinger. He moaned, revealingly so, which pleased her.

“That is not an answer,” she admonished him. “Tell me exactly what you think it means.”

He stated, “I want you, but I don’t even know what you are, entirely. I want you to determine what I am to you, if anything, and then I want the opportunity to be to you all that you deserve.”

“Interesting,” she replied after a moment’s silence. “I appreciate the fact that you are able to admit that to me.” She fell silent, observing him, then said, “Give me your belt.”

He pulled the leather belt free of its belt loops and offered it to her. She took it in hand and wrapped one end around her palm, then folded it double. She held it down by her side, but it looked menacing just the same. He swallowed hard. She smirked. 

“Take your pants off, and the rest of your clothes.”

She watched as he undressed. 

“Lean back against the railing. Place your hands on the railing to either side. Spread your legs.”

She watched him comply, and when he had assumed the position she had described, he looked at her with a wary expression. She brought the belt up and held it taut across her thighs. 

“I do like the way you look in that adorable little harness" she admitted, and there was something in the way that she said it that made him feel on display for her.

Which, he realized, he was.  

“It was interesting watching you masturbate for me on the video. Why don’t you remove your hand from the railing and play with yourself while I watch?”

Aaron wrapped his fingers around the shaft of his cock and began slowly stroking himself. Within moments he was fully erect, and she gave him a little smile that deepened his feeling of objectification. He glanced at the belt that she was now holding with both hands stretched across the front of her thighs. She noticed, so she let the belt go slack between her hands, then quickly tightened it again, causing the two layers of leather to slap together. This created a menacing “crack!” that echoed in the silence between them. His eyes went wide with fear and arousal, and she had a sinister smile on her face as she stared at his naked body, which she had rendered so vulnerable. 

“Are you sure that your neighbors can’t see...” he trailed off.

She replied with a laugh, “I am certain that they can see. I am certain that they can see everything. So you are significantly more exposed than you might have imagined. Which is why you should take your hand from my cock, and return it to its place on the railing.”

“My cock,” he heard her say. Hers. It belongs to her, he thought, and it made his head feel light. 

“Push your hips forward,” she commanded. “Show me what you have been so desperate to show me. You have been desperate to show it to me, haven’t you? I noticed how quickly you complied with my demand that you take photos, and shoot videos. You are just dying to have me take possession of you, aren’t you?”
He hesitated, but realized that what she was saying was true. 

“Yes,” he admitted. 

She laughed, a pleasantly musical and triumphant laugh, and asked, “Doesn’t it feel better to admit it to me? That you have been longing to be my property? That you will do anything, absolutely anything just to be my plaything? A toy for me to amuse myself with?”

“Yes,” he responded again. 

“Hmmm. Good. Now move your hips quickly back and forth.”

He did, which made his dick swing back and forth as well. 

She giggled at the sight, then said, “See how that makes your dick shake its head ‘No?’”

He nodded.

“Now move your hips up and down, to make it say ‘Yes.’” 

He paused for a moment, thinking, then rotated his hips to make his dick bounce up and down. 

She laughed, and said, “Very good! Now answer truthfully, or you’re going to get the belt.” She punctuated her admonishment with a quick snap of the belt between her hands. “Do you want to kiss me?”

His cock bobbed up and down. 

“Do you want to lick me?”

His cock bobbed up and down. 

“Do you want me to make you run naked through the office at work?”

His cock swung from side to side. 

“I see. I’ll have to think about making you do that, then. Alright, do you want to have a threesome with me and another girl?”

He swung his cock from side to side.

“Liar!” she said with a tone of disbelief. She swung the belt, and it landed across his dick with a snap of her wrist. He gasped, and winced at the pain, but he maintained the position of his body, with his hips pushed forward, as an offering to her.

“Tell the truth, would you want to have a threesome with me and another girl?”

He hesitantly made his cock bob up and down. 

“Well, it’s never going to happen, but I appreciate your honesty. Now, would you want to have a threesome with me and another man?

He shook his dick from side to side. 

“Okay, but what if that is what I wanted? What if I demanded it? Would you do it then? If I wanted it?”

He thought for a moment, then made his cock bob up and down. She smiled slyly. 

“That is far more likely to happen, by the way. I think it would be fascinating to watch you suck another man’s cock. Would you suck a cock for me? If I wanted it?”

He made his cock bounce up and down. 

“Nice. I appreciate that. Maybe I should have you make a video of that for me. Like an audition tape. Something to think about.” She fell silent for a moment, letting her mind wander. She extended her hand and gave his dick a few playful slaps with the belt to tease him. 

“In spite of what I wrote in my note, I really think you need a thorough whipping, across the entirety of your body. I would really like to whip you everywhere,” she mused, emphasizing the word, “everywhere.” “And I would like to have you tied up for that, and blindfolded, like you were in the video you made for me. I really like the way you look when you are blindfolded and naked. I think that would inspire me to whip you harder. Why do you think that is? That seeing you blindfolded makes me want to whip you harder?”

She hadn’t given him a way to respond, “I don’t know,” so after a moment’s thought, he swiveled his hips, making his cock swing in a circle like a helicopter. 

She laughed quite hard at his ingenuity, and blurted out, “Do that again!”

He complied, making his dick swing in a circle a few more times. She laughed hilariously, and gave him a hard slap on the dick with the belt. He moaned, which caused her to become quite serious. She wasn’t laughing anymore as she took a half-step forward. She bit her lower lip and eyed him with a defiant look as she brought the belt back, paused, then snapped it across the front of his body, the leather strap making contact with the side of his shaft and the tip of his cock simultaneously. The slap of the leather made a satisfying sound, a “thwap!” which pleased her. 

“You know that you deserve this, don’t you?” She didn’t wait for him to reply, and brought the belt backhand across his front, spanking the other side of his dick. He groaned, which she actually found to be a rather pleasant, sensual sound. 

“Yeah, and I deserve it as well. I mean, I deserve so much more, but this makes for a nice start.”

She dropped her hand to one side, the belt hanging half-way to the floor, and took a step forward. She extended her open hand and brought it upward until the head of his cock was lying on her palm. She wrapped her fingers around it, and had an amusing thought about selecting ripe fruit at the market. She slipped her thumb and forefinger behind the rim, and pulled his cock toward her. She held him there like that, and his eyes betrayed the lust and desire he felt, and the gratitude that she had finally taken physical possession of him. She squeezed him in her grip in an act of ownership. 

“As I’ve explained, I own your dick. It’s mine now.” She paused, glanced downward, then added, “Your balls too. And the rest of your body. It’s mine and I own it. You will do anything I want you to, anytime I want. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” he admitted in a desperate whisper. 

“Good. Any failure to obey me will result in a whipping. Which will be in addition to the regular whipping you will get just to keep you on your toes.” 

The words “regular whipping,” seemed to suggest that he would be expected to offer himself to her for punishment with some frequency. Although it also occurred to him that if it were something that simply happened for no particular reason, then it wasn’t a punishment. Rather, it was for something else. She had said “to keep you on your toes,” which sounded as though not only did she expect obedience from him, she had every intention of attempting to inspire further submission, something beyond simply following orders. All he could imagine at that point was that he was more than willing, and in addition, he was grateful to her that she seemed open to allowing him to prove himself. And if he really thought about it, at the moment all he could focus on was the grip she had on the head of his cock. She had somewhat delicate, feminine hands, but they had a strength to them that he couldn’t account for. Perhaps it was simply how sensitive he was there that her grip felt so powerful.

She leaned in, and kissed him.

“Now follow me,” she said with an inviting twinkle in her eyes. 

She needn’t have said anything as she retained her grip on his cock as she turned and walked through the sliding glass doors that lead from the balcony to the living room.

She brought him to a straight-backed chair and instructed him to sit upon the chair. She released his cock and moved around behind him. She retrieved some items from a drawer and returned, standing behind him. He felt two leather straps encircle his wrists, draw tight, and he heard a click as she attached the straps in some manner to the back of the chair. He knew better than to ask. A length of black silk appeared before his eyes, which she tied behind his head. The transformation was effective and instantaneous. He had begun by being more than willing to be obedient to her, and now he was in no position to do anything but. He could feel his erection throbbing in its leather harness. She stepped back and surveyed the effect his bondage had upon him. She noticed the comically prominent erection sticking up between his legs, but more importantly, the adorable look of vulnerability and apprehension on his face. 

“Now then,” she began, then stopped and snorted, almost laughing at herself, and his head cocked slightly to one side out of curiosity. 

“Ha, um, I was going to show you how gorgeous, and how impressive my riding crop is, but then I realized that you can’t see it. Because you have a blindfold on. So,” she quickly recovered, “I will describe it to you. It’s long, thin, and flexible.” She held it in two hands and made a bow shape for no other reason than to entertain herself, feeling the spring and resistance of the implement. “It has a nice, soft, leather tip, and the handle is braided leather which is surprisingly comfortable in my hand. Which means that my hand won’t get tired of holding it,” she explained with a slight bit of menace to her voice. “But even better than describing it to you, would be to let you feel it.” She extended her arm, and slowly slid the tip up his inner thigh. “Can you feel that? Nice and smooth, and it’s so soft on your skin, isn’t it?” 

“Yes,” he said, his voice catching. 

“Are you nervous? It sounds like you are nervous.”

“Yes,” he admitted. 

“Hmmm,” she purred, pleased with his reaction.

“Spread your legs a bit farther apart.” She pressed the tip of the riding crop against his balls and held it there.

“Are you nervous now?”

He swallowed hard. 

“Y-yes,” he stammered. 

She laughed, and with a satisfied smile on her face, she slid the riding crop slowly up the length of his shaft. She brought it to rest against the head of his cock. 

“Now. I believe that I told you that I was going to whip you across the dick. Do you recall that?”

“Yes, I do.”

“Right. I assume, that when you read that, you pictured it in your mind. You imagined it.”

“Yes, I did.”

“And so for the past couple of days it has been in your mind.”

“Yes,” he replied, his fear becoming more apparent with every passing moment.

“And when you were getting ready this evening, to come here? When you were taking a shower, shaving, strapping the harness on, getting dressed, you were thinking about it, weren’t you? You were anticipating it.”

“Yes,” he replied, his cock seeming to become even harder pressed against the tip of her riding crop.

“Good. I find anticipation to be quite ... delicious. And I so love the thought of you making yourself as attractive as possible, and coming here just so that you might present yourself to me to be whipped. Thinking about it makes me wet.” She was teasing him with the whip as she said this, admiring the way that her whip looked when she held it against him. She brought the whip back a few inches and gave him a little slap across the head of his dick. Followed by another, then another, then another. Each one made him tense up, uncertain of what her intentions were. She laughed quietly to herself. 

“Alright, since I have your undivided attention, let’s go over some rules. Rule number one.” She drew the crop back and this time, she whipped him across the tip of his dick.

“You are mine. Your dick is mine, your balls are mine, your ass is mine, your tongue,” she paused as she whipped him again, “is mine. Therefore, you will do as I say.” She teased him up and down his length, slowly. “You will not play with yourself without my permission. In other words, if you are masturbating, it will be because I have told you to do so, and I will be watching. You will be doing it solely for me. Rule number two.” She whipped him again, which elicited a gasp. She glanced upward to enjoy the reaction on his blindfolded face. 

“My authority will never be questioned. I make the rules, you follow them. Any questions? Didn’t think so. Rule number three.” She whipped him again, a bit harder this time, and he winced, exhaling through his teeth, then made a sort moaning sound. 

“Any failure on your part to follow the rules, to obey, will result in punishment. And though I alone will make the determination, I may ask what punishment you think is appropriate. And I expect that you will show due respect in asking for a punishment equal to your failure to obey. Rule number four.”

She whipped him again, then said, “There is no rule number four. I just wanted to whip you again.” And with that, she put her whip to one side and began unfastening his wrists from the back of the chair. She gave him a moment, then ordered him onto his hands and knees. 

“Now, you have earned yourself a reward. Crawl.” He hesitated a moment, still blindfolded, then felt the sting of the riding crop on his butt. He began to crawl forward, and quickly learned that she was directing him, by whipping his right or his left butt cheek. Though she was patient with him as he figured out what direction she wanted him to go, she took advantage of the availability of his position to whip him more than was really necessary. 

“You have a nice butt,” she mentioned, her amusement apparent in her tone of voice. “It’s well-formed. And cute. Unfortunately for you, that means you are going to get a much, much harder whipping.” She emphasized her point with a particularly sharp stroke of the crop, which left a nice, crimson mark diagonally across his right cheek.

Olivia laughed, and said, “You’re so fucked, dickboy.”

Aaron continued crawling on his hands and knees and when he reached the threshold of the next room, he became aware that the carpet was significantly softer. He wondered if this was her bedroom, and felt a twinge of excitement at the thought. He moved forward until she told him to stop. He remained still, waiting on his hands and knees, and felt his body tense when she began caressing his bare butt with the riding crop. Though the leather tip gliding across his skin was gentle, there was something menacing about it. She said nothing, and if he had been able to see her face, he would have noticed that she looked calm and contented. However, she had a darker purpose. She drew the whip back and with a flick of her wrist, began to whip him across the butt. She struck him hard, repeatedly, and with an enthusiasm he found surprising. He felt so completely naked in this moment, holding himself at attention, keeping his body motionless through force of will. He could not, however, suppress his vocalization, and so the crack and snap of the whip striking his bare skin was accompanied by wild moans and urgent groans that she was surprised to find so enjoyable to hear. She was also surprised to discover that she could let herself go, whipping him with such abandon. She might have worried about the fact that she didn’t want to stop, but she observed that he was approaching a state of blissful ecstasy. His naked body seemed to invite her, compel her to continue applying the whip until his pale white butt was a lovely shade of red. And she observed that his tight little rear end looked so much more attractive with the mark of her whip upon it, and the more the better. Besides, she thought to herself, he really does deserve a hard, thorough whipping. Perhaps of greater significance, and possibly more attractive was the fact that he remained in place in spite of the relentless whipping. She almost felt as though she was doing him a favor by searing his butt with her riding crop. 

“That’s right,” she said aloud, “that’s what you get for putting such dirty thoughts in my head.” She gave him another half-dozen strokes of the whip, then added, “And now I want to hear a ‘thank you.’”

“Thank you,” he responded, his voice a hoarse whisper. 

“Louder!” she commanded with a stroke of the whip.

“Thank you!” he stated loudly, and she was struck by the fact that he sounded so sincere. She knelt down next to him and slid her hand between his legs. She took his cock in her hand and gave it a firm squeeze. 

“You’re welcome,” she said sweetly. She was taken with how hard he had remained, and couldn’t resist giving his cock a few strokes with her hand, and her arousal spiked with the feeling of heat coming off of him. She stood up, unzipped her skirt and allowed it to fall to the floor. Then she slipped her panties off, and untied his blindfold. He blinked once or twice, and took in the sight of the chaise lounge that was before him. She stepped in front of him, and his eyes widened with surprise at the sight of her bare legs. He inadvertently licked his lips. She slowly lowered herself to a reclining position on the chaise, and leisurely spread her legs, placing her feet to either side of him. His desire was evident as he was presented with the sight of her naked hips and her naked pussy. She was shaved smooth, which piqued his curiosity, and he adored the way that she looked. The scent of her made his cock hurt as it throbbed against the thick harness strap. She placed her hands on the back of his head and guided him forward, slowly, until his lips were touching hers. He kissed her, reverently, and licked her. He placed his hands on her inner thighs, gently spreading her legs farther apart, then brought his hand underneath her thighs and placed them on her hips. She arched her back, as the first wave of sensual pleasure overwhelmed her. The taste of her body was an aphrodisiac, He pulled her hips toward him, ravenous in his intent, but soft in the caress of his tongue. She was deliriously wet, which inflamed his desire to an extreme as he lapped it up. He circled her clit with the tip of his tongue, which mesmerized her. She could tell how much he got off on her body, on licking her, on giving her pleasure, and she could sense that he didn’t want to stop. His tongue had length to it, she thought. And strength. And dexterity, and talent. She couldn’t help but he impressed with his talent, but what her attention focused upon was that he was moaning with a desperate desire. He was insatiable in pleasuring her with his tongue, and his thoughts, such as they were thoughts at all, as he was lost in a revery of worship, were that he didn’t want this to end. He hoped that she would allow him to continue licking her for hours. For her part, she thought about nothing but the pleasure that was coursing through her body, emanating from between her legs. And then she thought about having him lick her whenever she wanted it. She fixated upon this idea for a moment. Whenever I want, she repeated the thought to herself. Whenever I fucking want. Any time, any place. The phrase “pussy slave” suddenly occurred to her. As in, get on your knees, pussy slave. Lick me. Make me come. The harder you make me come, the harder I will whip you. I’ll whip your balls. That’s right, you heard me. Make me come on your face, two, maybe three times, minimum, and I will whip you across the fucking balls. Her hips rotated against his face as the first tremors of orgasm made her body feel electric. Waves of deep, deep pleasure began to swirl, taking her with them, winding around and around with the ministrations of his tongue as the vortex, spinning her up to what she heretofore may have thought impossible heights, and an almost frightening vertigo threatened to overwhelm her but for his hands on her hips, holding her in place as she writhed in pleasure until like a crack of thunder her orgasm exploded upon her body and she plummeted, free falling through realms of ecstasy and landing brilliantly in place upon the chaise lounge. She arched her back in exultation, taking a handful of his hair and pulling his head away from her now much-too-sensitive clit as she exhaled deeply, then released him to return to her body with gentle kisses up and down between her legs. His soft, reverent, and adoring kisses became wet licks with his tongue, slowly circling his way back to her pussy. And after some time had passed, he began again, slowly teasing her toward a second orgasm. From where her vantage point, she could see the curve of his butt, and a single mark from the whip. This lone stripe of crimson was the one she placed the highest, and it appeared just over the rounded edge of his rear end. She fixated upon it for a moment, wondering if he could still feel the sting of her whip as he licked her so devotedly. If she had asked him, he might have told her that he would be feeling it well into the next day, and it would serve as a delicious reminder of how thoroughly she had dominated him. Of course, he would need no reminder, as she would be the focal point of his thoughts for a long time to come. And she had no interest in asking him, or doing anything that would distract him from his present occupation of licking her adoringly, endlessly, and with a passion that served to inflame her desire.

It was after her third orgasm that she sat forward and pulled him up to her. She kissed him, and thought about what she wanted to have happen next.

“What will I do with you, dickboy?” she asked, rhetorically, then kissed him deeply, holding him tightly against her body.
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After Olivia had established that he was to be whipped at her discretion, and she was satisfied that he showed her the appropriate gratitude by licking her to several well-deserved orgasms, she sent Aaron home to think about his new position as a toy for her to play with.

Monday morning came and they were both back at work as before, yet everything had changed. She gave him a wink when she spied him looking her way, but said nothing, which formed a kind of torture for him. He ached for her, wanted her, yet had no option but to wait upon her direction. She was in control and she let him know that by the absence of any new commands or requirements.

It was a few days later that he received a message from her. It read, “I want a photograph of you, full frontal, completely naked, in a very public place. Your clothing will be nowhere in sight, you will be wearing the cock and ball harness, and you will be fully erect.” His throat went dry as he read the words she had written, contemplating what it meant for him and what he was going to do, for it didn’t even occur to him that her demand was an option for him. His mind reeled with the possibilities, and his thoughts raced to come up with a place where he could accomplish the assigned task. 

She invited him to dinner (“invited” was not the word Aaron would have used to describe it) two days later, at a restaurant he had never been to before. He appeared on time, to find that she had already taken a table. Unbeknownst to Aaron, it was her favorite place and her favorite table. He took a seat across from her at the table, and was not surprised when she simply extended her hand. He knew the meaning of her silent gesture, so he offered the folder he was carrying into her possession.

She took it from his hand, and with a warm “Thank you.”

She laid the folder on the table and opened it. She said nothing at first, simply observing the photograph before her. It was the photo she had requested (demanded), and he felt quite nervous with her examining it, wordlessly, in such a public environment, even though the photo itself was taken in a somewhat public environment. She fought to keep her composure, as the image before her was remarkable in its utter nakedness. He was standing in full sunlight on a hiking trail that ran through a wooded area. There was a clearing behind him in the photo. He was facing the camera, and as directed he was completely naked aside from the harness, whose shiny metal attachments gleamed in the direct sunlight. She observed that his skin was a golden tan, which faded somewhat from his waist to his upper thighs. He had a neutral expression, not quite smiling, with a tinge of nervousness. His hands were down by his sides, and slightly behind the edge of his hips, which gave him a very subtle yet distinct look of self-objectification, as it presented his hips forward a bit, toward the camera. His erection was, she thought, magnificent. Pointing slightly upward and bathed sunlight, it looked slick and wet due to how tightly the sensitive skin was stretched. Like a balloon, she thought, and she giggled at the thought. She looked up, seeing the expression on his face, and chuckled at the sensation of objectifying him so openly.

“Nice,” she said at last. “Did anyone see you?”
He was amused that this was her first question, and it made him blush as he considered his response. 

“Yes,” he replied, and noticed that his response pleased her. 

“Do tell,” she purred. 

“Well, I thought that I needed some help to get the photo you wanted, so I enlisted some help.”

“Really? Who did you ask to help you?”

“Do you know Marc, from accounting?”

“Oh, yeah,” she said with a laugh. “Yes, I know Marc. So he took the photo?”

“Yes.”

She returned her gaze to the image before her, then realized that there were photos in the folder. She flipped the first one over to see a second, which was similar, but with some slight variations. 

“So he took a few photos?”

“He actually took a lot of photos. More than were probably necessary.”

“He’s gay, isn’t he?”

“Bisexual, actually, which he is open about. He thinks you’re hot, by the way. I, um, I had to tell him that he was taking the pictures for you, and he was more than happy to do so.”

“Interesting,” she mused as she continued to look through the images. “Did anyone else see you?”

He took a deep breath, then replied, “Yes.”

“Why am I having to pry these details out of you? Tell me!”

“Well, I’m a bit nervous about the fact that I am unsure of what their impression was of what they saw.”

“What who saw?!”

“There were two young women. They were hiking, and I suddenly noticed them as they came around a curve in the trail. They stopped, startled, and stared for a few moments. I think they were uncertain of what to do, as their path would cross our own if they continued, and they had to determine what exactly Marc and I were doing. They were about forty feet away, so I guess they didn’t feel threatened, but they also didn’t want to disturb what was happening.”

“So what did they do?”

“When they figured out that Marc was photographing me, they laughed at the surprise of it, stared for a moment longer, then gave us a wave and retreated. There was a fork in the path that they could take instead, so I think they did that.”

“Were you fully erect when they saw you?”

“Yes.”

“Hmmm.” She flipped over another photo to reveal one where his hand was on his cock. He was in shade now, leaning against a tree. Yet another tree in the background, Olivia thought, with a look of bemusement on her face.

“How long were you naked for this photo shoot?”

“I think maybe half an hour.”

“Half an hour? Certainly more than two people must have seen you in all that time.”

She didn’t sound as though she was asking a question, and her attention was on the photos before her, so he remained silent. At that moment, the waiter appeared, and asked if they might like to order drinks. She made no move to close the folder or conceal the photo that was showing before her, and she was amused that the waiter maintained a professional deference in spite of the pornographic image on display. 

“Two vodka martinis with a twist of lemon,” she said coolly. “And, if you have a moment,” she continued coyly, “tell me your opinion of this photograph.”

She spun the photo for him to view, and he paused, but otherwise remained calm as he offered, “Well goodness gracious. I don’t know, are you asking artistically or, um, sexually?” The photo showed Aaron leaning back against a tree, his hands down and placed behind him on the trunk. Sunlight shown through the leaves across his body, and a beam of warm light fell upon his midsection. 

“Both, if you don’t mind.”

“Well, artistically I’d say it looks imminently fuckable, and sexually I’d say that it looks like he needs a spanking.” 

She laughed at the way the waiter was so effortlessly casual and cheeky at the same time. 

“Well don’t worry, I’m definitely going to give him a spanking,” she replied with a twinkle in her eye. 

“I can’t fault you for that, sister,” the waiter said with a tone of admiration and respect. “So I guess you’ll be needing those drinks,” he surmised, then he spun on his heel and walked away from the table.

She turned to look at Aaron and had to stifle her laughter when she read the look on his face. 

“What’s the matter? Did that embarrass you?

“Uh, yeah, a little,” he replied, his face blushing red. 

She did laugh then, and advised him, “Get used to it. You’re my plaything now, and I like to amuse myself. You should be flattered by the attention.”

“Yes, and I am, it’s just a little unnerving.”

“Poor baby!” she cried out in mock concern. “Don’t worry, dickboy, it’s only going to get worse for you where that is concerned,” she added with a wink. Her eyes sparkled with a terrifying intensity, which caused Aaron’s stomach to drop.
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Aaron made his way, hurriedly, to an empty office toward the end of the hallway. He checked his watch, and was relieved to see that he had some time remaining. He unlocked the door, slipped inside, and had some trepidation at leaving it unlocked as he closed the door, but Olivia’s instructions had been quite specific on this point. He brought up her email on his phone, and read it for the sixth time. He felt it was important to do everything exactly as directed, and didn't want to miss a step. He opened a closet that was set into the wall, and took off his tie, his suitcoat, his shirt, belt, shoes, socks, trousers, and lastly, his boxer briefs. He placed them within the closet, all but the belt, which he placed over the back of an upholstered armchair. He was now completely naked aside from the harness that was strapped tightly around his cock and balls. He stepped nervously across the floor to the large, mahogany desk. He opened the top right desk drawer, and withdrew the small padlock, the pair of handcuffs, and the blindfold. He used the padlock to attach the handcuffs to an eyebolt which was fastened to one end of the desktop, leaving the handcuffs open. He tied the blindfold across his face, then lay his upper body across the desk, face up, extending his arms upward until his hands found the handcuffs. He placed one cuff around his wrist, clicking it in place. The sound made his stomach drop, as he knew that there was no turning back. He closed the remaining cuff around his other wrist, and again, the sound of the lock clicking shut made him catch his breath. He was now held captive, by his own hand, entirely at her mercy. He was lying face up upon the desk, his arms outstretched, bound, and his upper body was displayed along the length of the smooth, wood surface. His bare butt rounded the edge of the desk, and his legs were spread, his toes just touching the floor. The heels of his feet were placed against either leg of the desk. He could hear a distant church bell chime 6pm, and he breathed a sigh of relief. He was to have been in precisely this position at this time, and he had made it with moments to spare. Now, he waited.

Though the office was lit, the lights were on a dimmer, such that the room was bathed in a soft glow. Though due to the blindfold, he was unaware of it, as the sun went down the soft illumination made his compromised position more and more apparent. Had anyone in the surrounding buildings been focused on this one of many hundreds of windows, they would have been witness to the gradual reveal.

Though undetectable at first, as the majority of the windows went dark, the soft glow of the office on the 37th floor became highlighted, and his naked body, positioned obscenely across the desk, became quite visible should anyone happen to be paying attention.

It was sometime after 7 o’clock when he heard the soft click of the door opening. His body stiffened, uncertain and on edge, hoping that it wasn't the cleaning lady. It wasn't. Olivia didn't announce herself or greet him, or say anything at all. Instead, she just looked. She quietly closed the door, and silently moved across the room to take a seat in one of the armchairs. He had poured her a drink, per her instructions, and placed it upon the small table beside the chair. She regarded it with satisfaction, seeing that he had done everything to the letter. She chuckled softly to herself as she slowly sipped her drink, observing his naked body presented so obediently for her appraisal. She noted, for instance, that his torso was stretched tightly along the top of the desk, and that it took some effort on his part to maintain the placement of his feet on the floor, with the distance between his knees as she had prescribed. She noticed that his penis was soft, yet made a nice arc over his exposed balls. She was pleased to see that he had worn his harness, since she had plans that required it. She observed that his head was back, and his lips slightly parted, and each breath caused his chest to raise ever so slightly.

There was a long table in front of the couch, upon which he had laid out a riding crop, a wooden paddle, and a soft leather whip with a dozen straps emanating from the woven handle. She had a wicked smile cross her lips as she contemplated each of the implements. She envisioned whipping him with the riding crop, initially between his legs, moving slowly, continually upward, until she eventually reached his cock. She meditated on the delicious thought, and how terrified and hard he would be. She licked her lips, then turned her attention to the paddle, and thought about spanking him nice and hard across the balls. She raised her skirt and slid her panties down, dropping them on the table beside her. She took a sip of her drink, then slid her fingers between her legs as she continued her train of thought concerning the use of the paddle. She thought about the fact that he so badly wanted his tongue where her fingers were, which motivated her to imagine a hard smack with the paddle between his legs, followed immediately by another, even harder. A wave of pleasure from her fingertips attended the thought of the delicious yelp of pain he would offer her in return. Her thoughts drifted back to the riding crop again, and she pictured whipping the very tip of his erect cock, and specifically how hard his dick would be for her while she whipped him. Slowly returning from her revelry, she returned her gaze to the naked display of submission on offer, laid out across the desk, and so securely bound in place for her. With her free hand, she retrieved her phone and snapped a photo of him in this position. The snap of the shutter served to further objectify him, and to that purpose, she took several photos. She examined the pictures she had taken, and then couldn't resist but switch over to the video he had provided her, which she kept on her phone, which was a view of him blindfolded and masturbating for her. She watched the video, pleasuring herself to the naked lust and desire that had been captured on camera, and although she was intrigued by how ridiculously big his dick looked in his hand, and how obscenely hard he was for her, she mainly watched the look on his face, which, though blindfolded, still betrayed the erotic pleasure he was feeling as his foreskin slid effortlessly back and forth along his cock. She watched until he made himself cum, leaning back such that his chest was covered in his own ejaculate by the end of the video.

Eventually, she put her phone aside, stood up, straightened her skirt, and took a slow, deep breath. She reached into her purse, withdrew the leash she had brought with her, and made her way to the table alongside the couch. She picked up the long-tailed whip, with its many thin leather straps. She swung it in her hand as she approached his naked body, and all of its vulnerability, prepared to make him suffer for having turned her on so. She stood beside him, peering down at him, and lazily draped the whip across his chest. She watched with satisfaction as his body tensed, in anticipation of what was to come. She took ahold of the harness strap that went vertically, dividing his balls to either side, and attached the leash. She pulled it tight, listening as his breathing quickened, then dropped the leash alongside his body.

She gazed at the window for a moment, then asked, rhetorically, "Do you think anyone is watching now? Seeing you lying here, tied up and naked? About to get a whipping?" She began to tease him with the whip, drawing it up and down his body, leisurely, in no particular hurry. "Do you think they might be wondering if you are going to get hard? And... what do you think they will make of that, if you get hard for me while I whip you?" She giggled softly, amused with the thought, and noticed that her words were having an effect on him. His cock was beginning to stir as she continued, "Do you think that someone will be watching you get hard while I whip you? Watching as your body betrays you, and exposes your desire?"

She brought the whip upward, and pressed it against his chin, pushing his head back.

"Because I will be watching, and that is precisely what I would like to see." She brought the whip back and drew a quick circle in the air as she whipped him across the chest. The thin leather straps landed with a collective "Smack!" across his skin. His body clenched, pulling at the restraints, and his cock jumped from the impact, landing pointing sideways. He moaned, and his breathing came more heavily. She took a handful of his hair in her hand, pulled his head back, and whipped him across the chest as his cock became harder, and harder, and his skin had a bright red glow by the time he was fully erect.

She leisurely traveled the length of his body, whipping his chest, his abdomen, then his cock, his thighs, and then back up his inner thighs to his balls. She took pleasure in each subtle nuance, the way his body would involuntarily twitch, and pull at the restraints, the way that his back would arch, the sounds that emanated from his mouth, from the guttural moans to the soft whimpers, and each showed her his absolute, unquestioning obedience to her. She took delight in the way that the long tails of the whip would sail through the air, strike his naked body, then curl around the side, leaving pink stripes as they went. And she loved the way that the leather would wrap itself tightly around his cock, then reverse, unraveling as she pulled the whip away. And it made her laugh that even when she didn't intend to whip his cock, or his balls, a stray tail or two might land there regardless. She could always tell, as the reaction she inspired in him was so much more delicious when she struck him between the legs. And the fact that he maintained the degree to which his legs were spread for her was breathtaking. Even when she began to whip his balls, he held himself in the extremely vulnerable position she had assigned him. She could tell that it wasn't easy for him, but out of respect for her, and pride in himself, he did as he was told and took his whipping.

When at last she laid the whip aside, she took hold of the leash in one hand, pulling it taut, then took his cock in her other hand. Slowly, so very achingly slowly, she brought him to the edge of orgasm, then teased him mercilessly. There was something both entirely elegant, yet wholly sinister about the feminine pose of her hand as her fingertips encircled the tip of his cock. A cock which surged upward to meet her touch with an intensity, and a throbbing desire, that pleased her greatly. And though she had enjoyed the way that his bound and naked body danced for her pleasure as she applied the whip, there was something equally satisfying, and perhaps even more tormenting for him, about the way she cock-teased him. His back arched above the desk as she drew lazy circles around the tip of his cock with her fingertip. At the same time, she was in no mood to go easy on him, so she occasionally slapped his dick with her bare hand, or gave his balls a tight and unexpected squeeze.

When she had grown impatient to feel his tongue between her legs, she unlocked his wrists, and led him by the leash over to the leather couch. Lying back upon the cool, soft surface of the couch, she made an appraisal of his naked body. He was on his hands and knees before her, his face between her thighs and his tongue administering to her pleasure, and there was something almost touching about the way that he attended to serving her. A display of gratitude, she thought, that guided his actions, as though he not only wished to give her pleasure, but to thank her for the opportunity to do so. There was an extravagance to how devoted he was in licking her. He demonstrated that he was in no particular hurry, and gave every indication that he had no desire for this to end.
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Olivia was sitting across the café table from her girlfriends Sarah and Lisa, when the subject of Aaron came up.

“Okay, spill it,” Sarah demanded, pushing a plate with half a chocolate muffin on it away from her.

“What’s to tell?” Olivia replied with a shrug. “He’s a guy that I work with, and …

“Oh, no. You’re dating a guy that you work with? Disaster,” Lisa claimed, with a glance over to Sarah.

“I know, I know,” Olivia admitted. “But, well, this is a bit different.”

“Really,” replied Sarah, her voice dripping with irony.

“Yeah, really. He is, um, how shall I say, willing to do anything I want him to?”

“Really,” replied Sarah, this time with a downward inflection that indicated that she was impressed, and yet curious. “Tell me more,” she said with a salacious tone of voice.

Lisa perked up as well.

“Okay, so you know how I tend to, um, you know, totally dominate the men that I date?” Olivia asked with an innocent look in her eyes.

Sarah and Lisa laughed.

“Yeah, we know,” said Lisa.

“Yeah, well, this one is a bit beyond that. And he’s cute, and he is not a dumb-ass like, you know, what’s-his-face.”

“Yeah, we don’t need to talk about what’s-his-face.” Sarah sighed, then brightened, asking, “So, most importantly, what’s he got?”

Olivia knew what Sarah meant, as this was the way that she always asked this question.

“Well, he’s big. And by that, I mean hung,” she admitted with a sly smile.

“Really?” Sarah replied, this time as a question. “Like, how big?”

“Well, I haven’t measured it.”

“You should. And get back to us,” Lisa said with a laugh.

“Also, he’s good with his tongue.”

“Oh my god I love that. I love it when a man knows how to go downtown,” Sarah swooned.

“Yeah, well he’s kind of obsessed with it. He’s ready to go all the time and for, well, let’s just say extended sessions.”

Olivia noticed that her friends had gotten over their initial objections.

“Do you want to see him?” she asked, a note of mischief in her voice.

“How do you mean?” Lisa asked, sounding suspicious.

“Naked. In a photo,” Olivia explained.

“Wow, um, okay. Yes,” They said in turn.

She handed her phone over to Sarah, who held it so that Lisa could slide over and take a look as well.

“Oh holy fuck.” Sarah intoned, appreciatively. “He certainly is naked. And what is ...”

“It’s a cock and ball harness. With a leash attached,” Olivia explained, helpfully.

“Fucking awesome,” Lisa stated with a tone of respect. “You have his balls on a leash. That is just so perfect, and I totally approve,” she said as she sat back and gave Olivia a look of admiration.

“Yeah, just the fact that he is willing to wear it for you shows that he knows his place,” Sarah added approvingly. 

“So I guess he lets you tie him up?” Lisa inquired, one eyebrow raised into an arch.

“I don’t know if he lets me so much as I do anything I want,” Olivia replied with a laugh.

“Anything you want?” Sarah asked. “I mean, I know that’s kind of your thing, but you seem to be making a point of it.”

“Yeah,” she laughed. “Absolutely anything. Take a look at the next photo.”

“Oh, wow.” Sarah and Lisa said simultaneously.

The photo showed Aaron kneeling, his arms up and his fingers interlaced behind his head. He was still harnessed, but now he was fully erect, and the leash was drawn tight, being held just out of frame of the photo.

“This looks like an ad for a cologne, where you assume the model is actually gay, but then it has this little bondage thing going on,” Lisa commented.

“Oh yeah, I know, right?” Sarah replied. “Like those model shots were you just want to grab him and bite him, but then you realize that he would probably not be into that because you don’t have the right equipment, if you know what I mean.”

“Yeah, I know, what’s up with that? Those guys look so cute, but you’re like, he’s too hot to be straight,” Lisa mused, sounding annoyed.

“Well if you mean dick equipment, they have options for that,” Olivia offered.

“You mean a strap-on?” Sarah inquired, sounding amused.

“Oh, yeah, you should totally do that,” Lisa enthused. “Can you make him your bitch with, like, a big strap-on dick?”

Olivia laughed, then said, “I have so many ways to make him my bitch. But that way would be fun. But here’s the thing. He has, so far, been so, oh, I don’t know. Obedient. I mean, how do I break him if he just does whatever I want him to?”

“Yeah, that sounds like a problem,” Lisa pondered. “I guess you’ll have to let me date him.”

“Oh, shut up,” Sarah interjected, gently elbowing Lisa, then turning to Olivia. “I have the answer for you. Chastity cage.”

“I thought of that,” Olivia mused, “but the plastic ones a guy can wear for an extended period of time …”

“No,” Sarah interrupted. “Not plastic. Get the metal kind. With a brass padlock. It’s heavy, and it’ll clink and jingle as he walks around. C’mon, that’s hilarious, and it’s fucking dominant.”

“You two are my heroes,” Lisa said half-seriously.

“Okay, well, I think we have made some important observations here today,” Sarah summed up, picking up the remaining half of her chocolate muffin. “You know, this is really cake, right? They call it a muffin, but it is totally just cake,” she said as she took a bite.

“Okay, well you eat your cake, I’ll be looking at this naked guy, here,” Lisa said, scrolling through photos on Olivia’s phone.
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It was early Saturday evening, and Olivia had again invited Aaron over to her house. She had enjoyed herself with Aaron, but had decided to become a bit more serious about their relationship. For one, she wanted to establish some rules.

“It’s been a while,” she said in a voice that didn’t sound like a reprimand, but it carried the threat of punishment, nonetheless. “Take off your clothes.” He undressed in the manner that she preferred, which was unhurried, but not so slow that she became impatient. When he slid his underwear down to his ankles and stepped free of them, his naked dick had a bit of a spring to it, which she noted. 

“Is your dick becoming hard already? And without my permission?” Olivia inquired. She emitted a sweet, gentle laugh, in opposition to the not-so-sweet and decidedly not-so-gentle frame of mind she was in. She sat on the edge of the desk in her private study, placing her palms on the smooth, mahogany surface.

“Okay, we need to talk about some rules. So listen up.”

She observed him silently for a moment, then stated, “When you are with me, clothing will be a privilege, not a right. Do you agree to this?”

“Yes.”

“You will strip naked on command. Do you have any problem with this?”

“No.”

“You will be expected to kneel on command, and remain in that position until you are told otherwise. Are you able to do that?”

“Yes.”

“You will, on occasion, be tied up or restrained in some manner. Are you willing to accept this?”

“Yes.”

“Other times, you will be expected to remain in position voluntarily, without being tied up or restrained. Are you prepared to do so?”

“Yes.”

“You may be expected to remain in an assigned position for an indeterminate amount of time. Would this be a problem for you?”

“No.”

“You will be expected to provide oral sex on demand. Will this be a problem for you?”

“Absolutely not.”

“You may be expected to perform oral sex for over an hour at a time. Are you prepared to do so?”

“Absolutely yes.”

“You will, on occasion, be punished. Do you agree to submit to punishment when necessary?”

“Yes.”

“Your punishment may occur in public. Do you have any problem with this?”

“No.”

“You will be punished for having an erection without permission. Do you feel that this is fair?”

“Yes.”

“Good,” Olivia replied, casting her eyes down and observing his cock.

“One of the many, many things I love about men is that their arousal is always so obvious.” She noticed that a clear drop of pre-cum was coursing down the length of his shaft.

She flashed a smile as she continued, “Your punishment may include being whipped across your dick. Do you agree to this?

“Yes.”

“Your punishment may include being paddled across your balls. Do you agree to this?”

“Yes.”

“The entirety of your naked body will be subject to being whipped. Do you agree to this?”

“Yes.”

“The occurrence of, and duration, and manner of punishment will be determined by me. Do you agree to this?”

“Yes.”

“You will be required to submit to oral penetration with a strap-on dildo. Are you willing to accept this?”

“Yes.”

“You will be required to submit to anal penetration with a strap-on dildo. Are you willing to accept this?”

“Yes.”

“The strap-on dildo will be massive, in both length and girth. Does this intimidate you?”

“Yes.”

“Good,” she said, and gave him an appreciative smile. “You may be required to strip naked in a public or semi-public environment. Do you have any reservations about this?”

“No.”

“You will, on occasion, be compelled to be outside in the elements, such as rain or snow, completely naked. Do you agree to comply with this?”

“Yes.”

“You may be photographed, producing either stills or video. You will surrender ownership of any and all resulting images. Do you have any problem with this?”

“No.”

“In said photos or videos, you may be exposed, completely naked, tied up, punished, or compelled to perform for the camera. Are you willing to do any and all of this?”

“Yes.”

“You may be exposed, fully naked, in front of others, without prior consent specific to the event. Do you consent to this?”

“Yes.”

“Photographs and video of you may be shown to others without your prior consent. Do you agree to this?”

“Yes.”

“You may be obligated to perform for others, including, but not limited to, masturbating while blindfolded. Do you agree to do so?”

“Yes.”

“Now, this is important, so listen up,” Olivia said, with a decidedly stern look on her face. “You will not be allowed to masturbate without permission. Do you agree to this?”

“Yes,” Aaron replied, his face turning red with embarrassment.

“Conversely, you may be expected to masturbate on command while supervised. Do you agree to this?”

“Yes.”

“You will not be allowed to come without permission. Do you agree to this?”

“Yes.”

“Conversely, you may be made to come repeatedly, as many times as you are able. Do you agree to this?”

“Yes.”

“Now, this is also very important. You will wear a cock and ball harness. It will be tightened to be a bit too small for you, and therefore fit rather tightly. Is this a problem for you?”

“No.”

“And perhaps most important, you will wear a chastity cage. I will decide when it goes on, if and when it comes off, and I will hold the key. Do you agree to this?”

Aaron suddenly went quiet.

“How do you mean, in terms of “if and when?”

Olivia was taken aback by the sudden change in his demeanor. The last few minutes had a rhythm to them, with a call-and-response that felt easy, and natural. Now Aaron had halted, and an awkward tension had developed.

“What is the problem, exactly?” Olivia asked, pointedly.

“It feels as though you don’t trust me to recognize your ownership of my body.”

“Interesting, though irrelevant. I feel as though I can trust you, and if I didn’t, then you wouldn’t be here. But, you see, I don’t want you to have the option right now. I want you to feel owned in a more profound and meaningful way. I have, so far, been able to witness your humiliation, but I want, or rather, I need, to greatly improve upon that aspect of our relationship. You will be expected to serve me, and do as you are told at all times. Your enthusiasm for doing so should be on display at all times. Are you prepared to do so?”

Aaron paused for a moment, thinking.

“Yes,” he replied at last.

“Excellent,” Olivia stated in summation. “The thing is, you will have to earn it. I will let you know when I have determined that you have shown you are worthy of wearing a chastity cage for me, Aaron.”

It almost sounded peculiar at this point to hear his name, as Aaron had become accustomed to being referred to as “dickboy.”

“Your nakedness is a requirement, and the very least of what I expect and deserve,” she began, as though reading a manifesto. “More importantly, you are to project a willingness to be owned, and more importantly, show gratitude for my ownership. It is one of the reasons that I have you undressed, so that I might observe the totality of your obedience in every aspect of your body and the manner in which you kneel before me. It should be abundantly apparent that you are fully aware of how completely naked you are before me, and your posture should display that. It should be obvious that you are aware of my ability to do as I please with you, and further, my absolute right in doing so. It should be clear that you are very self-aware of your position, and grateful to me for being allowed to assume such a position. You should appear very aware of the fact that I might decide to whip you across the dick, and simultaneously, more than willing to endure it for me. Conversely, your countenance should strongly imply a devotion to serving at my pleasure. Should I allow you to position your lips and tongue between my thighs, this will be beyond obvious, but my rightful expectation is that it is observable at every moment, even when you are doing nothing more than kneeling before me. The length of time I have you kneel in position is irrelevant. You should understand that it could well be several hours, but that is unimportant. What is important is that far more than simply being naked and displaying obedience for as long as I want you to, you are undeniably aware that you owe me so much more. It should be unmistakable, even at a glance, that you are more than proud to be given the opportunity to kneel in position, patiently awaiting my direction,” she concluded. She paused, observing his reaction to all that she had said so far. She noticed the intensity of his erection with some satisfaction. 

“Have you memorized the positions I assigned you?” Olivia inquired.

“Yes.”

“We’ll see,” she stated matter-of-factly. She paused a moment, observing Aaron’s naked body. “Position number five.”

He immediately straightened his back, standing a bit taller, and raised his arms to place his hands behind his head. His feet were a shoulder-width apart, and his eyes were cast downward. She had also referred to this position as “standing at attention,” as it presented his body to her in a manner that she felt was as respectful as possible while on his feet. She observed that his cock was at attention as well.

“Position number four,” she stated flatly. 

He lowered himself to his knees, and crossed his arms behind his back. He held himself such that his body made a straight line from his knees to the top of his head. His knees were a shoulder-width apart. She watched as he assumed this position, pleased with the way that he knelt before her. 

After a minute or so, she said, “Position number three.”

Position three was similar to four, except that he lowered his body until he was almost sitting on his heels, and his knees were spread farther apart. In this position, his cock was exposed to her in a manner that appeared as an offering. Which, of course, it was, as he felt that she had rightfully taken possession of it. And though he had earned himself a whipping by having an erection, she was nonetheless pleased to see how very hard he was. 

“Position number two.”

He took his arms from behind his back and leaned forward, placing his palms flat upon the floor. There was a bit of an arch to his back, and his head was lifted up and looking straight ahead. He had a way of rotating his hips a bit to make his butt ever-so-slightly more exposed and positioned for her whip, which she appreciated. 

After she had taken her time in noting all the particular metrics of his correctly positioned body, she said, “Position number one.” 

He lowered his upper body until his elbows touched the floor, with his arms extended forward. His knees were just slightly farther apart than they were in position number two. His head was lowered, but not touching the floor. This position was designed to allow him to fully express his devotion to and desire for her. At least, as far as he was concerned. She tended to see it as a position in which his balls and his ass were completely vulnerable. She sat forward and lifted herself from the edge of the desk and turned to lift an implement from its place. It was an exceptionally light-weight wooden paddle, that was a bit longer and a bit narrower than the standard paddle. It tended to cause a stinging sensation when she used it on him. She brought it between his legs, and pressed the last few inches of its flat, smooth surface against his balls. She heard him inhale sharply, an indication of fear that she enjoyed. For some moments she held the paddle in place. 

“This is going to hurt me more than it hurts you,” she said in a somber tone, then laughed. “Just kidding, it’s not,” she added, then laughed again. “It’s actually going to hurt a lot, for you I mean, because I am going to make certain that it does. I know how much you deserve it, and what’s more is that I deserve to see you endure it for me. You do want to impress me, don’t you?” 

“Yes,” he replied in a sincere tone of voice. 

She smiled, then continued, “Will you remain in position for me while I whip you?”

“Yes,” he answered, his voice betraying the trepidation that he felt. 

Her smile at his response had a wicked curl to it, and she enjoyed making him wait for it. She made a point of being leisurely about this part of his whipping, allowing him to feel the anticipation of what was to come. She had no intention of beginning before she was good and ready. She began to slowly, gently stroke the soft, round surface of his balls, teasing him with what she was going to do with the paddle. 

“I think you need a quite thorough whipping, don’t you? I mean, I want to give you the opportunity to really feel everything that is going to happen. I want you to be able to fully appreciate the punishment you deserve, and to be grateful to me for giving it to you. And I want your tongue to show me that gratitude when I am done. You want that too, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he replied, with an earnestness she found rather touching. 

“Now, I’m going to be thinking about this when you’re licking my pussy, and I will be thinking especially about all the delicious little sounds you make. So please do be vocal about what you feel. If it hurts, I want to know about it. I won’t stop, but I do want to know. In fact, the more that I know that it hurts, the harder I am going to whip you, because that is how I know that you are truly appreciating your punishment. And I do want you to appreciate it, and the effort I put into it. I don’t want you to think that I am letting you off easy, and I don’t want you to feel that I am not giving you what you so fully deserve. Also, and perhaps most importantly, your cock is really, really hard right now, and I think that means you deserve an equally hard whipping. Don’t you agree?”

“Yes,” he replied. 

“Good. I am pleased that you understand that.”

She planted her feet and lined up the paddle. 

“Are you ready?”

“Yes,” he replied. 

“Good.”

She teased him a bit more, then drew the paddle back and gave it a quick snap of her wrist. The paddle landed flat across his balls, making a nice little whack sound, followed immediately by a desperate moan from deep in his throat. 

“How did that feel?” she inquired. “Did it hurt?”

“Yes,” he responded in a breathy voice. 

“Good. I like that.”

She delivered another half dozen, each a tiny bit harder than the last. She noticed that the more it hurt, the better the sounds he made were. 

“I do so love it when your balls ache for me,” she said in an affectionate way as she teased him with the paddle. She gently caressed the round, smooth surface of his balls, allowing him to anticipate the next round of punishment. She thought about the length of his tongue, and how devoted he was to pleasuring her body. She drew the paddle back and gave him a nice, hard slap across the balls. He moaned with an intensity that she found irresistible. She thought about how she was always surprised by how deep his tongue felt inside of her when he licked her. Visually, she knew that it was long, but it always felt even longer. She wondered if perhaps it was his desire that compelled him to extend his tongue even farther. He had told her that the scent and taste of her was incredibly arousing for him, and she had seen how big and how stiff his cock became when he licked her, so it followed that his arousal made his tongue extend farther when it was inside of her. She gave him three smacks with the paddle in quick succession, resulting in him emitting a delightful gasp and deep moaning sound. 

“Did you like that?” she inquired sweetly. 

“Yes,” he admitted, his voice coming in a panting, breathy voice. 

She was pleased by how well he held his body in position while she applied the paddle to his balls, but she wanted to observe the expression on his face, so she had him adjust his body to accommodate that. She ordered him to get up on his knees, then place his bare butt on the floor, with his legs spread, and his upper body leaning back while supporting himself upright on his hands. 

“Spread your legs wider,” she directed, standing above him. She exchanged the paddle for her riding crop, with which she began to whip his inner thighs. She was rewarded with a feeling of absolute authority over his naked body as she observed the look of fear and desire on his face. But there was something else as well. She knew that he was simultaneously embarrassed and incredibly turned on by a whipping across the dick. His erection was pornographic in its intensity and thickness. It practically begged her to whip its length, if for no other reason than to demonstrate her ownership of it. He had come to realize that she in fact owned his cock, and it made it clearer in his mind how he owed it to her to present himself for punishment. It crossed her mind how remarkably naked he looked, with his butt on the floor and his legs spread wide and his upper body leaning back. 

“You look really naked,” she commented as she held the tip of the riding crop against the shaft of his cock. “I’m going to enjoy whipping you across the dick, and I want you to appreciate the fact that I own it, so I can do whatever I want with it.” She began to whip the tip of his cock, which inspired in him a deep sense of being owned by her. He admired her willingness to exploit his desire for her, and he felt it an honor to endure the pain of being whipped by her. Being whipped across the tip of his cock was such an intimate experience, and he did not hold back in expressing his reaction to it. He felt that he owed it to her to feel the pain and embarrassment of being whipped this way, and show her the appropriate gratitude to her for dominating him so completely. She noted that his mouth remained open at this point, as he hadn’t time to recover from the last stroke of the whip before the next one came. She had decided that she would have him fuck her after he licked her pussy, but hadn’t decided how or where she would make him come. 

“Lie down,” she said at last. She dropped the whip from her hand and slid her panties off. She straddled his face, impatiently, and placed her pussy against his lips. He licked her with an overt and unquenchable desire. She leaned forward, with her hands on his hips, and took the well-whipped tip of his cock between her lips. He moaned with pleasure, a sound that was so satisfying coming from between her thighs. She knew that he loved it when her body was positioned this way, with her pussy on his tongue and her butt on his face. She knew that he fantasized about it constantly. But she didn’t think about this at the moment, as she focused her attention on taking his cock in her mouth. She didn’t use her hands just yet, allowing the intensity and hardness of his erection to enter her. Though she could only take a little more than the head of his cock in her mouth, she knew that he absolutely loved the way that her lips and tongue felt. The tip of her tongue explored every curve, tasting him and caressing him simultaneously. Riding his tongue made her very wet, and he thirstily licked up every drop, while the sensation of her lips sliding up and down caused pre-cum to drip from the tip of his cock, which she lapped up with her tongue.

Sitting astride his face, she felt herself approaching orgasm. She took her mouth from his cock and began to use her hands. She placed one hand tightly around the shaft, which was slick and wet from her licking it, and she placed the other hand to firmly grip his balls. Her back arched almost involuntarily as she began to come on his mouth. For what felt like minutes, their bodies were locked in this position as her orgasm overwhelmed her. 

His tongue had yet to become tired. Not anything like the way it would be by the time she was finished. It was well understood that she could ride his tongue for exactly as long as she liked. His desire for her compelled him to lavish attention to her in this manner, with his head between her thighs. He loved to have his hands on her hips, extending his tongue upward for her to ride upon. He loved the way her hips would undulate in his hands as she lowered herself onto his tongue, taking it deep inside of her, and rubbing the lips of her pussy against his lips.

Having come once, she leaned forward again to take his cock in her mouth, and she could feel the deep moan from between her legs as the pleasure and heat of her lips enveloped the tip of his cock. She pulled back an inch or two and swirled her tongue over the rounded tip and thought about having just whipped him across the dick. She wrapped her fingers around his balls and squeezed them tightly, thinking about just having paddled him across the balls. She focused on the way that his cock felt in her mouth. Although it was incredibly hard, the surface of it felt soft, and silky smooth. She wondered if the vibration that was emanating upward from between her legs was the same sensation he felt. She could tell by the deep moans she could hear and feel between her thighs that she was bringing him close to orgasm. She slowed her pace a bit because she didn’t want him to come just yet. Her hips were in motion with the pleasure he was giving her, but he moved with her to keep his tongue right where she wanted it. She pulled her head back a bit to watch as she stroked the full length of his shaft with her hand. She placed her other hand tightly around the base of his cock and held it pointing toward her mouth. He could feel her breath across the tip of his cock. Without much thought, and simply because it felt right at the moment, she lifted her hips and turned herself around until she was straddling his hips. She leaned forward and kissed him, then took his cock in her hand and aimed it between her legs. She eased back until she could feel the head of his cock pressed against her pussy. She slid down upon it, slowly at first, until he was as deep inside of her as she could take him. She reversed direction until he was just about to pop out, then sat down on it again. With her hand on his chest, she began to ride his cock. Or rather, her cock, as it was hers to ride, or tease, or deny, or make it cum.

“You are so sexy,” he said in a throaty whisper. Each thrust of his hips drove the length of his cock inside of her. “Just thinking about you makes me hard.”

She spread her legs wider and arched her back. She could feel the heat of his body emanating from his cock. She lowered her upper body until his lips were upon her nipple. She thought to herself, I make his dick hard. I make his dick so fucking hard. I make him want to fuck me. I make him desperate to fuck me. He wants to cum inside me. He wants to cum on me. He wants to cum in my mouth. She allowed him to roll her over and fuck her. She dragged her fingernails down his back, until she reached his butt. She grabbed a butt cheek in each hand, feeling each thrust of his hips. He was ravenously sucking her nipples, going back and forth, as though he couldn’t decide which turned him on more. His fingers played with the nipple that wasn’t in his mouth, still wet from having licked it. He sucked each of them into his mouth in turn, flicking them with his tongue. She was close to orgasm as she squeezed his butt in her hands. She could feel each muscular thrust of his hips from the hardening of the musculature of his butt as she held each round cheek in her hands. There were tiny beads of sweat upon his chest as he worked tirelessly, fucking her with an intensity that was just shy of bestial. He was breathing hard as his hips, thighs, and butt undulated perpetually, driving every inch of his cock into her obscenely wet, deliriously sexy, and deliciously tight pussy.

At last she made him cum it was with his eyes rolled back and his mouth open, panting, and his back arched with his hips locked and his cock permanently thrust upward, his cum erupting perpetually and desperately inside of her.
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Olivia was seated on one of two chairs on her balcony, at the end of a workday that felt longer than normal. It was approaching dusk, and pink and orange streaks were painted across a sky that was becoming a deep indigo. Aaron sat across from her, and for some time they said nothing, just being comfortable in the silence.

“I don’t want to intimidate you,” Olivia mused, softly, “but I want to, too.”

“Do you not see how intimidating that is?” Aaron inquired, turning toward her with a smile on his face. 

“How so?”

“Well, that it is a choice for you. That you can, if you like, and it is entirely up to you to decide if you feel like intimidating me or not.”

She cocked her head, quizzically. 

“From my perspective,” he continued, “it is a bit intimidating just to contemplate the fact that it is a choice for you. The fact that you may decide at any moment to take control, to put me in my place, serves to define my position. So you are a bit intimidating even when you aren’t trying to be. As it turns out, you make me hard either way.”

“Either way? So if I asked you to please take your cock out and show it to me right now, would that be intimidating?”

“A little. Are you asking?”

“No. Rather, why don’t you take off all of your clothes?”

The cool, evening air caressed her cheek, and she whisked a strand of hair from her face, eyeing him expectantly.

He smiled, a bit nervous, as it was unlikely that anyone might observe the two of them at that moment, but it remained a very real possibility. Regardless, he slid his chair back and stood up. She watched, a bemused smile on her face as he took off his shirt, his pants, and the rest of his clothing, depositing each item upon the chair behind him. When he had stripped completely, he remained standing, conscious of being exposed to her examination.

“You aren’t hard yet,” she observed. She shifted in the cushioned chair, tucking her feet up on the seat to one side. She leaned forward a bit, placing her chin in her hand. “You look really, really naked, by the way,” she commented, looking up and down his body in her leisurely appraisal. 

“Um, thank you?” he replied. 

“No, I don’t need you to speak at the moment. Just stand there naked, while I decide what to do with you,” she instructed, then added, “place your hand on your cock.”

Increasingly self-aware, and feeling incredibly exposed to her, he placed his hand on his cock as directed. 

“Nope. Other hand,” she corrected. 

He did as she said, removing his right hand and placing his left hand on his cock. 

“Now slide your foreskin back and show me the head of your cock.”

He slid his foreskin back and showed her the soft, pink tip of his dick, and held it like that, patiently waiting while she observed him in this position. The cool, evening air reminded him of how exposed he was at this moment. For some time she said nothing. And though she had him showing off his dick, she was more interested in examining the look on his face as he remained in position, exposing himself to her. 

“Now slowly, sensually and seductively, begin stroking your cock. And please think about the fact that you are performing for my pleasure, so make it as erotically entertaining as possible for my benefit.”

He was uncertain as to how he should go about playing with his cock in a sensual, seductive, and erotically entertaining manner, but he endeavored to do so. She was amused by his effort to comply with her direction. 

“I like watching you masturbate,” she commented. “Keep in mind that I am going to have you continue to masturbate for me for quite some time, so you won’t be making yourself come. Also, I want you to have as long a period of time to become aware of just how compromising a position you are in. I mean, think about the fact that in addition to me watching you every moment, someone else might just get a look at you as well. Think about how vulnerable you are, standing here completely naked and stroking your cock for me. And by the way, that is one big dick you have there,” she assessed, noting that he had become fully erect.

“Now, I want you to stop moving your hand, and while holding your hand in place, begin thrusting your hips.”

He paused for a moment, considering what she had said, then, following her orders, began thrusting his hips. He realized, as he obeyed her command, that he was essentially fucking his hand. He also realized what an obscenely pornographic display he was putting on for her entertainment. Again, he recalled her request that he perform for her in a way that is “sensuous, seductive, and erotically entertaining,” and so he made an effort to make it so. He felt exponentially more naked for her, while the potential for his own personal embarrassment increased, and his cock seemed to throb even harder. She licked her lower lip as she watched. She took some delight in the soft, twinkling lights of the city that created a background for the scene before her. An almost-full moon was rising, which gave everything a pale blue, magically shimmering hue. She took a moment to appreciate how extraordinarily nude his body, and particularly, his cock appeared with the lights of the city as backdrop. His willingness to please her was on display, though she thought that it might rather be described as a desperation to please her. As she observed him, naked and masturbating for her, he seemed desperate to appear submissive to her will, and more than willing to do anything she asked of him. For the moment, she was content with, and felt it necessary to make an examination of, his complete and total objectification before her eyes. She wanted, but also required, that he put his desire for her on full display. She took note of the expression on his face. It occurred to her that she could see clearly that he wanted to lick her body. It was curious, and she wondered what it was about the look on his face that projected such an erotic yearning. But it was unmistakable, this overwhelming lust that seemed to drive him. It was as if he held his teeth closed to restrain his tongue as he remained in place, stroking the length and thickness of his erect cock. How long could she keep him in this position, she wondered to herself. The thought of reaching out and taking his cock in her hand and pulling him toward her, into her mouth, was prominent in her mind. She bit her lower lip as she entertained doing exactly that. Simultaneously, she found it irresistibly pleasurable to have him so exposed and vulnerable. 

“Now slowly stroke your cock with one hand, and offer your balls to me with your other hand,” she directed. She observed him closely as he complied, and was pleased that the length of time he had been fully on display for her had not diminished his self-awareness about being so completely exposed, and had in fact seemed to heighten the intimidation he was feeling. And this sensation appeared to be deepened by her direction that he present his balls to her, which, she noted, he did in a way that was incredibly earnest. He wrapped his fingers around them, tightly, and pulled them forward, displaying them to her as he continued to slowly slide his hand back and forth along the length of his shaft. She was amazed by how naked he looked, and she could tell by the expression on his face that he could feel it too. It was more than clear that he was intimidated by her, and all he could do was stand in position and masturbate for her amusement. 

“Squeeze your balls harder for me,” she instructed, her voice soft and relaxed. “For me,” she continued. “Do it for me. So I can watch. Make it hurt a little. And a little more. Show me that you can take it. Impress me with your submission. Do it where anyone can see you. And they can see you doing it because I said so. And what I say goes. Even if that means that you will end up slowly jerking yourself on my balcony, completely exposed. Especially that. And making your balls hurt, just to amuse me.” 

She could tell that he was getting close to orgasm. Not just yet, she thought to herself.

“Place your hands behind your back and step forward,” she directed, as she leaned forward on the cushion of her chair. She focused on his cock as it came closer and closer, until it was inches from her lips, which were wet, and parted slightly. She reached between his legs and closed her fingers around his balls, then pulled him closer still, until his cock pressed against her lips. As she pulled him toward her even more, the circumference of his cock pushed her mouth open. It felt heavy on her tongue, and her lips were stretched tightly around the smooth, round, sensitive tip. She could hear him moan softly, a sweet, low, desperate sound of lust and desire. The rim of the head of his cock slid past her lips as she took him deeper, and she felt the overwhelming sensation of having her mouth completely full of his cock. Instead of sucking him off, she held him in her mouth and began to rhythmically squeeze his balls. She placed her other hand around his shaft and gripped it tightly, possessively. She slowly slid her tongue around in circles. Within moments he was panting, trembling, and aching to come. So naked, so exposed, and so vulnerable, she thought to herself. She thought about the fact that he had willingly surrendered to her complete control over when, how, and even if he was allowed to come. She thought about being so cruel as to stop at that very moment and deny him an orgasm when he was on the very edge. But it amused her even more to keep him on edge, wondering what her intentions were. From this vantage point, she could exploit his not knowing, and feel the extreme power and control she had over him. She allowed her teeth to gently press against him, and heard him practically whimpering at the sensation. She adjusted her grip on his balls. She savored the taste of him. She flicked her tongue around the massive, rounded tip of his cock. She adjusted her grip on his long, hard, shaft. She squeezed him firmly with both hands. She heard his breathing quicken. And then she felt his cock throbbing between her lips, and he began to cum in her mouth.
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Olivia had him kneeling on the floor, wearing a blindfold. Aside from that, she allowed him no other clothing of any kind. She had decided that her vision will not be obscured or compromised in any way, and that the entirety of his body would be exposed and vulnerable to her. She had him hold himself in position with his arms crossed behind his back, his back straight, and his knees slightly wider than shoulder-width. She was wearing a long dress, which she lifted up to slide her panties down her bare legs. She reclined on the sofa. She said nothing at first, allowing him to wonder what she planned to do with him. She realized what a delicious tease this was, since she really could do anything she wanted to. She was certain that his mind was contemplating every possibility, and the possibilities were endless. She was also certain that he was making every attempt to quiet his thoughts and focus on the present moment.

At this point, she took note of the fact that his cock was hard. She took into consideration that she is certainly capable of making it substantially harder, but it is at the very least embarrassingly erect.

“Very naughty,” Olivia said with a laugh. “You’ve just earned yourself a whipping.” She extended her bare foot between his thighs and lifted it until she had his balls pressed between the top of her foot and his body.

“Tell me why you have earned a whipping, so that I know that you understand the reason,” Olivia asked, with a soft and gentle voice.

“I have earned a whipping because I have an erection without your permission,” Aaron replied.

“And why do you need my permission to have an erection?”

“I need your permission because my cock is your possession.”

“What else is my possession?” She pressed her foot firmly against his balls.

“You own my balls,” he replied, appearing simultaneously proud and embarrassed to admit as such.

“And what else?”

“My tongue.”

“And what else?”

“The entirety of my body.”

“Very good,” she replied, touched by the sincerity of his responses. “Now back to your balls. Do you think that maybe you need some punishment now, for having an erection?” She pressed her foot more firmly between his legs. “Do you think maybe I should teach you a lesson about respect, and how your cock is clearly being disobedient?”

“If you wish,” he replied. “I would be grateful to you for teaching me a lesson,” he admitted.

Olivia lowered her foot slightly, then raised it again, pressing hard against his body. Aaron moaned involuntarily in response. She began to move her foot in a little circle, pressing against his balls from every direction. She observed the expression on his face, which displayed a reverence for and adoration of her, in addition to an appropriate amount of fear. She repositioned her foot, pressing her toes against the base of his cock, and the ball of her foot against his balls. She extended her leg, squeezing his balls against his body. He gasped, followed by a moan, which to her ears, was a remarkably naked admission of respect. She found that simply flexing the muscles in her thigh was sufficient to put him in his place. She felt the uniquely powerful sensation of control she possessed.

“The strength of my thigh versus the vulnerability of your balls is completely unmatched, as it has me at an undeniable advantage,” Olivia pointed out. “It would be extremely unwise of you to even imagine contradicting me at this point. Not to say that you would even think of doubting my authority, but by far the smartest thing for you to do in this situation would be to follow my direction and do as you are told.”

A decidedly evil smile curled her lips.

“I so appreciate the fact that we are alone together right now,” she observed. “I can do anything I want to you, and no one will ever know. And I know that you want it this way, don’t you? Your only choice is to kneel at my feet and beg for mercy, but in fact I am the one who will be delivering your punishment. It is a delicious irony, don’t you think?”

She flexed her thigh, pressing her bare foot against his balls.

“I am the only one who can save you, but I am also your captor. And it is entirely up to me how much pain you feel, and also how much pleasure you feel. And so your only course of action is to do everything in your power to comply with my demands, and satisfy me to the best of your ability. Because even if you do everything I tell you to, and serve my pleasure beyond my expectations, you are still going to get a punishment. And that punishment will be, almost unavoidably, across your balls. I can’t see a way out of it for you.”

She observed the expression on Aaron’s face.

“Thank you,” he replied, uncertain of how to respond.

“Tell me what you are thankful for,” she asked.

“At the least, I am grateful to you in that you have allowed me to kneel before you, and I am mindful of how gracious you are in entertaining my fascination with being dominated by you. Your generosity in allowing me to confess my secret desires is something I am endlessly thankful for. You know that I am self-conscious about a number of things, and you also know that I love it when you exploit that knowledge, in part to remind me of just how naked I am for you, and in part to impress upon me your ownership of my body. You know, for instance, that I am curiously shy about being uncircumcised, to the point of embarrassment, and that reminding me of your knowledge of that fact makes me feel simultaneously naked and aware of the power you have over me. You know that I am peculiarly shy about my balls being exposed, and so you point that out to remind me of my position as your property. You know that I am endlessly fascinated with the thought of being punished by you, in spite of the fact that even admitting to that desire is incredibly intimidating. And so you have me confess to you in great detail how I fantasize about you delivering that very deserved punishment. And ultimately, you know that what I lust after more than anything else is licking your pussy, to the point of worship. For lengths of time measured in hours, and with a tongue measured by how deeply it extends inside of you, I serve at your pleasure. Making you absolutely dripping wet, then lapping up, tasting and swallowing you. Using the very tip of my tongue on your clit to make you even wetter, then repeating this deliciously erotic act of pussy worship endlessly.

Olivia thought about the length of his tongue, and his obsession with licking her naked body. She slid her foot up his cock and pressed the heel of her foot against his balls. She flexed the muscles in her thigh, squeezing his balls tightly against his body. She as he emitted a low, deep, moan, a sound that so clearly communicated both the pain and the desire that he felt.

The extremely vulnerable position that he was in was made apparent to her by how easily she could manipulate the sensations that he felt. She couldn’t help but be amused by how his desire for her compelled him to willingly surrender to her control.

“You want to lick my pussy right now, don’t you?” Olivia asked, in a tone of voice that sounded like a bit of a tease.

“Yes, very much so,” he replied in a slightly strained voice, as she rhythmically pressed the heel of her foot against his balls.

“Yeah, I can see that you do. You have that look on your face,” she observed with pleasure. “You want to absolutely worship my pussy with your tongue, in spite of the fact that I am making your balls hurt.”
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She stood still for a moment, admiring the three dildos in their black velvet-lined case. The first was just a little over six inches, and it was the first she had used to penetrate him. She smiled, as it was a nice, sentimental attachment that she had with the object. The second was just over eight inches, similar in size and shape to his own cock. She had trained him to take this one, a process that was rather rewarding. She enjoyed knowing that it gave him the feeling of taking a cock the size of his own. She turned her attention to the third dildo. It was over ten inches in length, and truly massive. It was almost twice as thick as the six-inch dildo. Her smile intensified, ominously, as she contemplated what she was about to do. She turned around, directing her gaze toward him, and crossed her arms. 

“Take off your clothes,” she said sweetly. 

He was standing in the center of the room, as she had directed, waiting for her next order. He began to undress, and she watched as he complied with her command.  After a few moments he was naked, with his clothing draped across an armchair. She said nothing for some time, allowing him to feel the unique sensation he felt when he was naked before her. She wanted him to be able fully appreciate this moment, with its attendant anticipation, and feel the intensity of his desire coupled with the intimidation her presence instilled in him. And though he was proud to be her property, there was a feeling that bordered on embarrassment when she objectified him in this manner. The moment would last as long as she wanted it to, but today she felt a bit impatient. 

“Lay your upper body across the desk,” she said while pointing at the large, empty piece of furniture, “and put your butt up in the air.”

He took a few steps to the side of the desk, and positioned himself as she had proscribed. He was parallel to the length of the desk, and his feet were set as far apart as the feet of the desk. She knelt and tied each of his ankles to the legs of the desk. This was unnecessary, as he wouldn’t have moved unless she told him to, but she wanted him secured in place all the same. She noticed that he was beginning to get hard. Soon, his erection would be pressed hopelessly against the smooth, wood panel on the side of the desk. She stood back to examine this particular aspect of her ownership of his body. She acknowledged the arch in his back, as he held his ass up in the air for her. 

“Place your hands on your butt,” she said. 

He did so. 

“Now present your ass to be fucked,” she said, her voice decidedly authoritarian. 

He used his hands to spread his butt cheeks, to demonstrate that he was prepared to be penetrated. He remained in that position and waited. 

“Good,” she said in a way that let him know that she was pleased with his compliance. 

“Don’t move,” she warned him, though in general she had trained him well enough that he would remain in position until she told him otherwise. 

She wore a loose-fitting silk robe, and nothing else. It was open in the front, and though it mostly covered her when she was standing still, it revealed her naked body when she moved. She returned to her examination of the three dildos. With a joyful little smile on her face, she lifted the largest of the three. Its weight surprised her, as it was a bit heavier than expected. She lubricated the length of it, then used a small, white towel to wipe the lubricant off of her hands. She took the massive dildo over to the desk, where his naked body was displayed for her in such a vulnerable position. She stopped for a moment to take in the sight of him spreading his ass for her to penetrate at will. She had to laugh at the extreme objectification of it, and the obedience he was offering her. She took the dildo and pressed it between his legs, listening for the gasp, followed by a deep moan as she began to push it inside of him. 

She had mentioned to him once that she thought the perfect dildo had three attributes: That it is realistically shaped, meaning that it looks and feels as much like real cock as possible; that it is a realistic color, and not blue or purple, or whatever; and that it is too big. He had swallowed hard, feeling some apprehension when he heard this. She specifically had not said big, or indicated the size of it by some measurement, but rather she had said “too big.” By which he had to surmise that she meant, “too big for you.” Having spent some time thinking about it, recalling the words she had said to him (he had been between her thighs, licking her pussy when she initially mentioned this to him), he had come to understand that what she meant was that when she penetrated him with the dildo, she wanted it to be bigger than what he could take. She wanted him to experience having to submit to the size of it, more than he might be prepared for. As in all things, she didn’t want it to be easy for him. She wanted him to have to show his commitment to obeying her in every way. Even when he was surrendering his ass to getting fucked by her. She wanted to make him earn it, by taking more than he might have been prepared to, to display his devotion to her. And so, as she had said, the dildo she most wanted to see him take for her was too big. 

She was patient, allowing him to adjust to this new reality. Allowing him to come to an understanding that yes, he really was expected to submit to every inch of this massive dildo. She was amused, watching his body tense up, in awe of what she expected of him, and the sheer size of what she was going to penetrate him with, then attempt to relax, so as to help in allowing her to push it farther inside of him. She slid it in, just an inch, and heard a loud gasp followed by an intense moan as his back arched and his body tensed involuntarily. She could tell that she had chosen well in selecting this particular dildo, as it was, in fact, too big for him. She was going to be afforded the pleasure of watching him submit to it, perhaps more than he had even imagined he would be required to submit. She looked down, and saw that he had taken little more than the first couple of inches. 

“You have so much more to go,” she advised him, “so you really should just relax and take it. I expect to be impressed by your obedience.”

He nodded his head in agreement, as he was unable to speak at that moment.

She smiled, knowing that later, when he was kneeling before her, and his tongue was gliding along her inner thigh, he would be so grateful to her. And he would show that gratitude by licking her extraordinarily well. Though he held her in the highest regard, and had the utmost respect for her, it would be with a renewed humility that he would kneel before her having had his ass so completely dominated by her. She would find that his tongue was extended even deeper inside of her, and his inexhaustible attention to pleasuring her even more devoted. 

She pushed the dildo inside of him another inch, and was again rewarded by a loud, desperate gasp and wild moan, betraying his arousal. She could tell that even as massive as the penetrating cock was, he wanted to take all of it for her. And so inch by inch, he continued to be violated in the most vulnerable manner. She noticed that his own cock was pressed hard against the side of the desk, and as hard as she had ever seen it. Which was remarkable, because she had seen his cock very, very hard. And she had seen him very naked, and she had seen him exposed and vulnerable. She had seen him in situations and positions that would be rather embarrassing for him if anyone else where to see him that way. But it was different for her, as she had every right to observe him however she wanted to. She possessed an unquestioned authority to have his naked body on display, for whatever purpose she might design. And she had an entirely unobstructed view of his naked obedience to her. Specifically, it was her ownership of his cock that gave her every right to have the entirety of him exposed to her and subject to her whim. 

And now, she gave one final push, and the dildo was fully penetrating his ass. The base of it was significantly wider, so it remained in place as she took a step back to observe him. She couldn’t help but smile at the sight of such extreme objectification of his body, with his legs spread wide, his ankles tied to the legs of the desk, and his hands still spreading his butt cheeks for her to penetrate. As if he could be penetrated any further, with the truly massive dildo inserted so completely. She took his hands and guided them to the opposite end of the desk, where she tied them in place. His upper body was now stretched tightly along the top of the desk. She picked up her riding crop and placed it across his upturned, naked, and fully penetrated rear end. Balancing it so, she slid her fingers between his legs and captured his balls in her grip. She held him tightly, squeezing them, which caused him to moan. It was a sound that was delicious to her ears. 

“Don’t go anywhere,” she said with a laugh. And then she departed, leaving him tied tightly in place across the desk, with the massive dildo inserted and the riding crop balanced across his ass. 

In her bedroom, she unzipped her skirt and let it fall to the floor. She unbuttoned her shirt, slowly, lost in thought, and dropped it on the bed. She unhooked her bra and laid it across the shirt. She slid her panties down her legs, and left them with the rest of her clothing. She took twelve steps forward, which took her into the master bathroom, aside the large, free-standing bathtub. She smiled at the thought of the erection he would unavoidably have, had she undressed before him. And perhaps somewhat wickedly, though it had only just occurred in her own mind, she decided she would whip him for the erection she had just imagined. She lifted her leg over the side of the bathtub and lowered it slowly into the bath water, which was by now the perfect temperature. She brought her other leg over the side of the bathtub and lowered her hips into the water. She thought about his hands on her hips, and his tongue, lustfully worshipping the shape of her naked body. Eventually, he would be doing precisely as she imagined, but she would be patient. There were so many things she intended to do with him before then.

She dried her body with a plush bath towel, then stood before her full-length mirror to attach her strap-on dildo around her naked hips. She had a devious smile on her face as she examined it in profile. Her feminine curves appeared more pronounced with an impressively large cock strapped between her legs. It hung a bit lower at the tip due to the size and weight to it, which gave it a truly menacing appearance. She took it in her hand and pulled it upward, posing with it.

“Fucking gorgeous,” she said quietly to herself.

When her massive dildo came into Aaron’s view, she could hear him catch his breath.

She took his head in both hands, and said, “I am going to ride your ass with my strap-on, but first, I want to watch you suck it.”

Aaron opened his mouth in anticipation, and she paused a moment, enjoying his willing submission to her. She placed her hands on the back of his head, then simultaneously thrust with her hips while pulling his mouth toward her. The rounded tip of the cock entered his mouth, and his lips stretched around its massive girth as his jaw widened to accommodate it. She thrust forward, and retreated slowly, first pushing the cock into his mouth as far as he was able to take it, then pulling out slowly until it just about to pop out. The pressure reverberated down the shaft and was transmitted to her clit, such that she could feel the pleasure of fucking his mouth. She took her time, and allowed him to suck her cock until she could no longer resist.

She pulled her cock out of his mouth, and repositioned herself between his legs. She pulled the dildo out of his ass and put it aside. She placed her hands on his hips, and pressed the tip of the strap-on cock between his legs. As a connoisseur of the male form, particularly the male ass, Olivia found that Aaron was exceptionally well-formed in this area. It was going to be a distinct pleasure to take possession of his ass.

She could feel the heat rising from his skin. A satisfied smile curled her lips as she traced her fingers across his firm butt. He gasped, his back arching as she slowly caressed him. Then she took ahold of his hips and pressed her strap-on cock against his asshole.

“Are you ready, dickboy?

“Yes.”

Thrusting her hips, she penetrated him slowly, reveling in the sensation of penetrating him with her massive dildo. The tip of the cock was fully inserted, yet she felt some resistance. She made a mental note to train him to accept penetration more easily. By rewarding him with allowing him to lick her pussy, and disciplining him by controlling when, and if he had an orgasm, and punishing him by whipping his balls, she had every confidence that he would learn his lesson. For the moment, though, she placed one hand on the back of his neck, and used it to gain leverage, driving the cock deep within him. He gasped, moaning, yet his body responded by pushing back, taking the cock even deeper. She noted with satisfaction that almost half of the massive cock had entered him, and the rim of his asshole was stretched tightly around her unforgiving girth. She relented a bit, withdrawing an inch or two, then resumed her forward thrust.

“You have an incredibly tight ass, Aaron,” she with a growl. “I like that. In fact, that is the only kind of resistance I want when I have my way with you,” she said with a laugh. She retreated slowly, and drove forward with a sudden thrust. She continued holding him firmly by the neck, her other hand gaining a better grip on the side of his hip while she began rhythmically fucking him. It took his breath away. She felt supremely dominant, assuming ownership of his naked body as she took him from behind.

She all but pulled out, until just the tip of the cock remained inside him, then paused, holding him tightly in her hands, then drove forward, sinking every inch of the enormous cock in him. He cried out in ecstasy, betraying his arousal. His own cock throbbed in its harness.

With every thrust, his body reverberated, his cock bouncing upward and slapping his abdomen, while his balls were repeatedly slapped by the silicone balls of her dildo. The wicked smile on her face, inspired by the depth of her domination over him, had worn away as the intensity of sensation on her clit brought her closer to orgasm. She began to fuck him harder, and the wild panting and moaning intensified such that a deliciously deviant feeling of power and control overcame her, taking him by force and compelling him to submit over and over again. He was overwhelmed by the totality of her command of his naked body, and he was approaching orgasm himself. Knowing that he would receive a hard, thorough whipping if he were to come without her permission, he informed her as such in a throaty, halting whisper. The wicked smile returned to her face as she gave him permission to come. She placed her hand on the back of his head, gathering his hair in her fist, and pulled his head back as she continued to ride his ass, pounding his tight little asshole with her cock. With every stroke he edged closer to orgasm, until he began to unload his cum across the top of the desk.
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“You are going to star in a pornographic film for me,” Olivia said, her voice sounding sweetly amused. She was setting a camera on a tripod as she spoke, and Aaron could see that she wore nothing other than a dress with a hemline that was so high up her thighs that it barely covered her naked pussy.

“I’m what?” Aaron inquired, sounding a bit nervous. 

“You heard me. You are going to be a porn star, just for me.” After a moment’s thought, she added, “Well, me and whomever else I show it to. But primarily for me.”

“How, um, how pornographic are we talking about?” he inquired, an unmistakable intimidation revealed by the sound of his voice. 

“Well first, we aren’t talking about it, since I have already decided. But to answer your question, very. On a scale of one to ten, with one being fully clothed and ten being completely naked, this will be a ten. And on a scale of one to ten, with one being a video you would feel comfortable showing to anyone, and ten being something that you would keep locked in a safe due to the potential embarrassment if anyone saw it, this will be a solid twenty-five.”

When she had the camera positioned as she wanted, she clicked the “on” switch. She set the focus and adjusted the angle of the camera so that he was in the middle of the frame. She pressed record, and he saw the little red light illuminate on the front of the camera. He was sitting on the black suede sofa, and he eyed her curiously as she took a seat in a chair beside the camera. She said nothing for a few moments while she observed his reaction. 

“State your name, and speak directly to the camera,” she said. 

“Um,” he hesitated. “Do you mean, like, a porn star name?”

“No. Your full name, and your real name.”

He announced his full name to the camera, then turned back to her, expectantly. 

“Take your dick out of your pants, so that we can see it,” she directed. 

He heard her say “we,” and thought perhaps she meant the royal “we,” or perhaps she meant her and the camera, or perhaps something else entirely. He was unable to refuse anything she wanted from him, so he took his dick out of his pants. With no further instruction, he returned his hands to his sides. He noticed that she was quietly observing his exposed dick, but then her eyes travelled upward. 

“There aren’t a lot of uncircumcised penises in porn movies,” she mused aloud. “So we will have to make a point of showing yours.” She adjusted herself on the seat and took a sip of the drink she had placed on a small table beside her chair. She returned her gaze to him. “How old were you when you first began to masturbate?” she asked. 

“I was ten.”

“So young!” she commented with surprise. “And what did you think about when you were masturbating at such a young age?”

“I don’t really remember. Probably I was just thinking about girls in general, kissing them with my arms around them. And also how good it felt to touch myself.”

“Take off your pants.”

He understood her to mean that he should be naked from the waist down, which, in a few moments, he was. 

“Very good,” she said by way of assessment.  “Now take off your shirt. Slowly.” 

He took ahold of either side of the hem of his shirt at his waist and pulled it upward. 

When he had pulled it up over his head, she said, “Stop.”

He stopped, unable to see her through his shirt, and wondered what her reaction was. He was unable to see the bemused smile on her face as she observed him mostly undressed. 

“Spread your legs farther apart,” she said. 

He did, and then waited. 

“It looks as though you are beginning to get an erection,” she said in a tone that sounded at once both as a compliment and an approbation. “You know full-well that you will earn yourself a punishment for that, which will make you feel all the more naked, knowing that it will happen in front of the camera. Are you ready for that?” she inquired. “Are you ready to take a whipping for me on camera?”

“Yes, I am,” he responded from behind the fabric of his shirt. 

“Good. Now take off your shirt.”

He removed this last piece of clothing, the result of which that he was now completely naked, semi-hard, and still sitting on the sofa in full view of her camera. She smiled broadly at the sight of him displaying obedience to her.

“Tell me more about what you would masturbate to. Tell me about your earliest fantasies.”

He thought for a moment, then said, “I saw this movie where a girl wants to be in a go-kart race, but it’s for boys only. So the girls launch a plan where they give these two-liter bottles of soda to the boys before the race. The boys drink the soda, and just before the race one of the boys runs off into an alley to pee. At that moment, this group of girls corner him. The next thing you see is the girl who wants to be in the race wearing the boy’s clothes and helmet. She wins the race, which proves her point, and at the end we see the boy wearing only his underwear. But the part that really affected me was what they didn’t show. The part where a boy is cornered by a group of girls and made to take off his clothes.”

“Interesting. And so you would think about it happening to you? Being confronted by a group of girls and made to strip for them?”

“Yes.”

She thought for a moment, observing his erection. 

“Reach into the drawer beside you and take out the blindfold,” she said as though having just made a decision. 

He opened the drawer and noticed a few items that surprised him, but he narrowed his focus on the blindfold and withdrew it. 

“Now put it on for me, please.”

He placed the fabric over his eyes and tied it behind his head. 

“Now kneel on the sofa, and keep your knees spread as wide as they are now.” 

She watched the image on the camera as he positioned himself. 

“Now place your hands behind your back.”

When he had finished assuming this position, she took some moments simply observing him. His cock was hard now, yet it lacked the intense throb it would have later. Still, she would whip him for it. But for now, she wanted to continue to strip and expose him. 

“Tell me about the first time you were photographed naked.”

“It was in college, and a girl knew from one of my classes asked if I would model for her. She made it clear that she wasn’t interested in sex, she just wanted me to pose nude for her. And over the course of the next few months, we had several photo sessions. It always seemed to be in a rather public place. I think she liked the danger of it. The potential that we might be discovered. I think she liked that I was willing to be completely naked with the ever-present possibility that someone could encounter us in that situation. Maybe she even wanted me to be seen posing naked for her camera. Later that same year another friend, a girl I knew in high school coincidentally asked me the same thing. And now that I think of it, that was in a fairly public place as well.”

“Hold on a moment,” she interrupted. “You mention that you were being photographed in these public places. I would like to know where, exactly.”

“So the first time was in this industrial space. A new building was going up on campus and they had finished all the concrete floors and columns, but nothing else. We went up on the third floor and there was this amber glow from the safety lights they had installed, and the windows weren’t installed yet, so they just had plastic sheeting up, which gave off a ghostly blue glow. I took off my clothes and just explored the space while she took photos. The building was completely open, so anyone could have walked in as we had. The next time was in an old barn. The day was rather chilly, but I took off my clothes and posed with the rustic-looking background. The barn was just off a residential area and students would hang out there sometimes. And the other girl that I mentioned took photos of me at the edge of a wooded area, mostly.”

“I find it interesting that all of these photo sessions took place outside, where you might be discovered. It’s as if the individuals taking the photos wanted you to be in that situation. Perhaps they felt that the added tension of being naked and somewhat vulnerable would be evident in the resultant photos. Or maybe they just thought it was fun to have you so exposed. My motivation in wanting pictures of you naked and outside is because I want there to be the risk of you being completely exposed. Like you are now.” She observed him kneeling before her on the sofa, blindfolded and hard. After a few moments of considering what she might do with him next, she told him to turn around and present his bare butt to the camera. After she had encouraged him several times to arch his back a little more and lift his butt a little higher, she had him remain in this position. She appreciated the effort he was displaying in making himself so vulnerable to penetration, as she felt that his willingness to expose himself at her direction would be apparent in the resultant video. She loved how committed he was to obeying her, even if doing so was potentially embarrassing for him. At some point she crossed over to the drawer that was beside the sofa and withdrew a massive dildo and a tube of lubricant. She knelt beside him and pressed the large, rounded tip of the dildo between his butt cheeks, and watched as he surrendered to its impressive girth. Slowly, she penetrated him with its length until it was inserted fully, and the wide, circular base held it in place. Its massive size also caused it to remain in position, penetrating him in a manner that was undeniable in its insistence. She took a step back and returned to her chair. She took a sip of her drink. 

“Maybe it’s just me, but I think you look cute with a dildo in your ass,” she remarked with a bemused tone in her voice. “Also, it is impressive that you can take such an enormous cock like that. It shows me that you have been practicing for me like I told you to.” After some time, she told him to turn around, and present himself to the camera as he had been earlier. She observed that his attitude was slightly changed now that he had been fully penetrated. She couldn’t quite determine what it was, but somehow, he seemed to appear even more naked. Perhaps it was that he was even more aware of how naked, and how exposed he was for her. She had always enjoyed how self-aware being stripped of his clothing before her made him. The degree to which her presence intimidated him when she had him without his clothes on was ever apparent. To heighten this aspect, she commented, “Your uncircumcised cock looks incredibly hard right now. I think you should place your hand around the shaft of your cock and slowly play with yourself for the camera.” 

He did as she had suggested, and the soft moans of pleasure betrayed his desire to masturbate for her. She wasn’t concerned in the slightest that he might make himself come, since he knew that he wasn’t allowed to without her permission. 

“I own your cock,” she had explained to him, “so I decide when and if and how you are to come.” She knew that he responded well to tease and denial, and that he actually preferred having her in complete control of his orgasms. She didn’t feel the slightest hesitation or concern about denying him since it only made him work harder to please her. For her part, she had him bring her to orgasm, mostly with his tongue, with surprising frequency. She would customarily have many, many more orgasms than he was allowed to have. The ratio was probably something like twenty to one, but she didn’t keep track of such things. She knew that given the choice between having an orgasm or licking her pussy for an hour, he would always choose the latter. Not that she gave him that choice, as she perpetually enjoyed the second option, and enjoyed the first option whenever she wanted. But she was accurate in her assessment that his tongue unquestionably felt better when she denied him permission to come for a length of time. And somewhat related, it was definitely more fun to whip him when she had denied him for a length of time. 

She placed her hand on the leather-braided handle of her riding crop as she observed the look on his blindfolded face while he played with his cock for her. She was in no hurry, and the camera wasn’t going to stop recording anytime soon. But eventually, she told him to take his hand from his cock and place behind his back. She enjoyed the way that he held his wrists crossed behind his back, as there was something undeniably obedient in his attitude when he was in this pose. She liked having his hands tied behind his back, perhaps even more than when he was untied, but there was something satisfying in having him maintain this position voluntarily. It caused his back to arch slightly and his hips to remain thrust forward a bit. She slid the tip of the riding crop up his inner thigh until it touched his balls. Then she slid it up the length of his dick until it reached the tip. She gave him a single stroke of the whip across his dick followed by a single stroke across his balls. Then she drew a line up his body with the soft leather tip of the crop until it was below his chin. She pressed slightly, raising his head a bit. 

“Open your mouth,” she commanded. 

He did, and she raised the whip to his lips. 

“Stuck out your tongue,” she said. 

He did, and she slid the whip along the length of his tongue until it was touching the tip of his tongue. 

“Lick it,” she demanded. 

He began to lick the tip of her riding crop. She sat and watched him, observing his devotion to her and his submission to her whip. When she was satisfied, she slipped the tip of her riding crop back down the front of his naked body, now leaving a wet trail of his saliva. She stopped when she reached the base of his cock. 

“I think that it is time that we show for the camera how you get whipped. Do you agree?” she inquired coyly. 

“Yes,” he responded with the only acceptable answer. 

“Good. Now I expect you to be on your best behavior during your whipping. I don’t want anyone watching this video to be embarrassed by your failure to obey me. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“And I don’t want anyone watching this video to have any doubt about the fact that I own you, and I most definitely own your dick. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

“Good. And I also want you to be thinking about pleasuring me with your tongue. I intend to ride your tongue for an hour or so once I finish whipping you, and the more attractive your response is to your whipping, the wetter I will be. And I know you love to lick my pussy when I am really wet,” she observed. 

“Yes, I do,” he admitted, his cock throbbing at the thought. 

She marveled at how impossibly hard he was. She took a moment to make sure that the little red light on the camera was still lit. She began to slowly tease his naked dick with her whip.

“Okay, what else? Tell me another story of how you became the submissive you are today.”

Aaron thought for a moment.

“There was a girl who lived down the street, and one day she started chasing me and another boy around his house, with the stated purpose of trying to kick us between the legs. We ran around, actually quite afraid, trying to avoid being kicked.”

“Were you and your friend successful?”

“Well, yes, but I always kind of regretted the fact that I didn’t at least stop and face her, just to see what would happen.”

“So then you thought about it afterward.”

“Yes, I did.”

“What was it that aroused you about that incident?”

“I guess it was just the inherent loss of control of the situation, which she so clearly expected us to offer to her. I remember that she was actually rather annoyed with us for not allowing her to kick us between the legs.”

“And so would you think about voluntarily surrendering to her?”

“Yes.”

Olivia stood up, took a step back, and said, “Push your hips forward and spread your legs wide.”

Aaron did as she directed, and the apprehension on his face was apparent in spite of the blindfold across his eyes. He knew what was coming next. Olivia stopped, and realized that she needed to make an adjustment. She straddled Aaron’s leg, kneeling on the couch, and untied his blindfold. She dropped it on the floor beside his feet, and watched his eyes readjust to the light.

“I want you to be able to watch, as I think you will enjoy this more if you can see what is happening.”

She leaned in and kissed him, and he could tell how turned on she was by the heat coming off of her. She stood up, and took a step back. She placed her hands on her hips and gazed at him for a moment. She had a look of satisfaction on her face that appeared almost triumphant.

Olivia took a step forward, and as she swung her leg, Aaron watched in terror as her thigh muscles flexed and her bare foot slammed against his balls. He reacted precisely as she wanted him to, by simultaneously crying out in pain, doubling over in a futile attempt to protect himself, and doing his best to remain in position with his legs spread for her. Olivia laughed victoriously, delighted with how humiliating his first kick in the balls from her had been for him.

“Return to position, dickboy,” she said in a playful tone of voice. “I’m not done.”

Aaron leaned back slowly, his vulnerability on full display. Olivia couldn’t help another round of laughter as she watched him trying to overcome his fear of receiving another kick in the balls while he dutifully placed himself in position for her.

“Very good, dickboy, your obedience is so satisfying for me to observe. And I think your audience will appreciate how you voluntarily maintain the position in spite of how terrified you are. And you are terrified, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Aaron admitted, his voice a strained whisper.

“That’s right!” Olivia responded, laughing jubilantly.

She kicked him in the balls a second time, slightly harder than the first. As frightening as it was to watch her bare foot sailing upward between his legs, it was an irresistible sight when the hem of her dress flew up and revealed her naked pussy at precisely the moment of impact.

Olivia was more deeply satisfied with his second reaction, as she had undeniably nailed him square in the balls, and his audible reaction was the sound of agony.

“Fucking beautiful,” she assessed, laughing gleefully. “That is just so satisfying, Aaron. We are going to have to explore that a lot more in the future.”

Olivia decided that an appropriate ending to the video would be to use her hand to play with his erect cock. She knelt beside him on the couch, and slowly played with him until he was on the edge of coming, then she kept him there for over an hour, making him delirious with the tease and denial of pleasure. She allowed him to beg her for release, though she made it clear that it was only for the purpose of hearing him beg, as she had no intention of allowing him to come just yet. She made several references to the “audience” watching the video, as she felt it useful to make him feel more exposed, more embarrassed, and more naked by making him think about the fact that she had the power to show it to anyone she wanted to. 

Finally, she decided that the end of the video should show him coming. 

So she said, “You may come now,” as she continued to stroke his cock. 

Within moments, his hips thrust forward, his body seemed to lock in place and his cock throbbed in time with each spurt of cum.
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“Spread your legs farther apart,” she said in a no-nonsense tone of voice.

He did, but she continued, “Farther. I want your legs spread farther apart than that.”

He endeavored to comply with her command. He was on his hands and knees, and completely naked. His submission to her was illuminated by firelight. His rear end was toward the fireplace, and his knees were set quite far apart already, but she was unsatisfied. 

“Farther,” she commanded, a darker tone to her voice. He was stretching his naked body in response, hoping that she would approve of his efforts. His answer came in the form of a swift, and unexpected stroke of the riding crop across his bare ass. 

“Farther. I want to see you working to assume the position. To hold your body as I demand.”

He attempted again to spread his knees, and his legs, farther apart. He was beginning to feel the strain of stretching himself to reach the correct attitude in presentation. After a moment, he felt the riding crop across both cheeks of his butt again, harder this time. He gasped at the sensation, but remained in place. The position he was in made him quite vulnerable, but again, she indicated that she wanted, and expected more from him. 

“Wider,” she stated coolly. She emphasized her demand with another swift stroke of the whip across his naked ass. He moaned, and his facial expression betrayed both the pain and the erotic humiliation of his punishment. She paused, examining his reaction, allowing the tip of the crop to lightly tease and caress his skin. She wore a black, silk robe, that had been tied at the waist but had now fallen open to reveal that she wore nothing underneath.

The warmth of the fire was magnificent, and its soft amber glow radiated outward, illuminating the scene before it. Olivia was seated on the floor, propping herself up on one hand, while the other hand held a whip against the naked body of man who was on his hands and knees, with his legs spread wide. His position forced a curve in his back that presented his ass upward, and exceptionally available to her to punish at will. She brought the whip back then flicked her wrist, bringing the whip back down and across his naked ass. His body moved, almost imperceptibly, and he emitted a moan that was delicious to her ears, as it revealed everything to her. She could hear the unique and remarkable pain that he felt so intimately. Intimate not only because of the location on his body that the whip struck, and its inherent, or rather, required nakedness, but also because of the private and deeply personal interaction it represented. She offered this erotic and sexually charged punishment to him as a gift, and he was in no position to refuse it. More than that, he welcomed it. He was grateful to her for every stroke of her long, thin, riding crop. He wore every stripe of crimson across his upturned rear end with pride, as a badge of honor. Each represented his devotion and submission to her. She could also hear in his reaction the erotic humiliation that was visited upon him in that she recognized how much he wanted this. He wanted to be punished by her hand, and she had made him admit as much to her. She compelled him to confess. This compulsion was performed with the whip, and she extracted such confessions from him with regularity. Through application of her whip across every single part of his body, she had systematically compelled him to confess to and reveal every secret, private, sexual fantasy. She knew that he felt incredibly naked and extremely vulnerable in confessing his desires to her, a fact that she openly exploited. 

She was impressed with his ability to remain still while she whipped him. 

“You are a man that knows his place,” she observed with a wry smile on her face, punctuating her statement with a particularly sharp stroke of the whip across his naked rear end. “I like that. But as you are by now fully aware, I want more, and I deserve more.” 

He was, in fact, very aware that she deserved more. Before she had established the rule that he not allowed to masturbate unless she was watching, he had on many occasions masturbated to the thought of what she deserved. His full attention, to begin with, and his unquestioning obedience. His understanding of the value and necessity of his punishment at her hand, in that it demonstrated his commitment and devotion to her authority. His gratitude for being allowed to worship the entirety of her naked body with hands, his lips, and most importantly, his tongue. And in a unique and unparalleled manner, to make clear to her his awareness and appreciation of the fact that she had unrestricted ownership of his body, and that she required no prior approval to do anything she wanted to with it. This last point she would occasionally impress upon him with his balls in one hand and a paddle in the other. She found it particularly effective to hear him admit to the fact that she could do as she pleased with his naked body in between firm strokes of the paddle across his balls. There was a desperation in his voice, in trying to be as truthful and as genuine as possible when she had him by the balls. She found it touching, listening to the sincerity with which he admitted to her the truth of his desire to be fully and completely owned by her, especially when she held the paddle against him. She could hear that he endeavored to please her, but she also had the opportunity to make him prove it, by drawing the paddle back, and giving him a nice, hard slap across his balls. During the first dozen or so, she found that he told her what she already knew, but it was after that, over the course of the next couple of dozen that he began to truly reveal the depths of his sincerity, and his profound desire to exist to please her as her property. And she had noticed that directly following, as she straddled his face, that he licked her pussy with an indescribable devotion, making her come as hard and as long as she ever thought possible. And if she felt generous with him, she would rotate her hips forward at this point and allow him to lick her ass. She was always somewhat impressed with the length of his tongue, and perhaps even more impressed that he seemed inexhaustible. She couldn’t help but notice the intensity of his erection. And she might even take note of the evolution of her own thought, which is that when she first had such unrestricted access to him, and had begun this exploration of her dominance over him, she felt it important to pleasure him at all times. Now, as she relaxed into her position, both figuratively, in assuming her place of authority and extreme power over him, and literally, knowing that he absolutely loved it when she pushed her ass up against his face, she realized that she need feel no sense of urgency. She would, without question, fully satisfy his desires, since primary among them was that he satisfy hers. She had come to understand that she could completely satisfy him by having her own orgasms, repeatedly, while upon his face. With this understanding, his erect cock became more of an indication of her desirability to him, and her power over him, and less of an obligation for her to do anything in particular to pleasure him. Which is not to say that it wasn’t fun for her to do so, just that she realized that she didn’t need to feel any sense of urgency about it. And so it was without any self-doubt or guilt that she placed her hands on his hips as she began to ride his tongue, aware and appreciative of his fully erect cock, but in no hurry to exploit it. On occasion, she took pleasure in the visual representation of his lust and desire that his erection could serve as, with no obligation to answer those needs, which were so clearly on display. In fact, she might even have reason to restrain herself in addressing his desires, and enjoy frustrating them. Not as punishment, but to deepen and intensify his desire. And so as she placed her hands on his hips, riding his tongue, she enjoyed the offering available for her to view, or ignore at will. Really, it was no different than when she had him kneel before her to lick her pussy, which would place his cock beyond her reach. She knew that he derived satisfaction from pleasuring her, and the fact that he was fully erect was nothing more than testimony to his sexual desires. So when she was positioned straddling his face, which brought him fully within her reach, she did not feel guilty about focusing on her own pleasure, knowing that he would be satisfied with nothing more than giving her such attention. 

Now, propped up on one elbow, the soft, silk garment she wore having slipped open to reveal her naked body, she had turned his ass a uniformly rosy pink color by whipping him thoroughly with the crop. He was breathing hard by now, and there was an overall tension apparent in the muscles of his body. Throughout the duration of his whipping, he remained on his hands and knees, and fully erect. In fact, the application of her whip to his body only seemed to secure him in place. Only his facial expression changed, as he reacted to the deliciously erotic sting of the crop across his naked skin. While it was true that he was deeply, profoundly grateful to her for allowing him to be on his hands and knees, and receive this extravagant gift of a thorough whipping from her, she made a point of going beyond, and making him pay the price for his desires. Essentially, she made certain that he felt every stroke of erotic pain, until he was more than impressed with how far her power over him extended, and how absolute it was.  

When she had brought the luxuriously lengthy whipping to an end, she had him get up on his knees and turn so that she could examine her work. By the light of the fire, she observed how perfectly whipped his butt appeared, and how achingly obedient he looked with a well-spanked rear end. She extended her arm and placed one hand upon the crimson cheek. She felt the heat rising from his skin. She slowly slid her fingertips across the surface. She dragged her fingernails across his flesh and heard him moan. 

“I think you look better with a little rose-colored butt,” she said with a laugh. She gave him a pinch, followed by a playful slap. “It shows me that you can take a well-deserved correction to your behavior, and submit to my will. And it’s cute, seeing your butt look so well punished.” She stroked his skin, as she continued, “You so badly need to be put in your place with a nice, hard whipping. But what is more, is that I deserve to see it. To observe it. Both the process, the act of you being whipped, and the result, your humiliated little rear end. Boys always better behaved after a good, hard, spanking.” She paused, giving him another pinch on his rear end, then said, “Turn around.”

He turned to face her, which brought his still fantastically aroused and hardened cock within inches of her face. The amber firelight illuminated him softly. She wrapped her hand around the shaft of his dick and pulled it to her lips. She kissed it, softly, then released it. She drew her index finger back with her thumb, then released it, flicking him across the underside of the tip of his dick. It bounced, which made her laugh. She leaned forward and gave him a lick of her tongue. Then she flicked him again, precisely where she had just licked him. 

“Do you want to fuck me with this big dick?” she asked with a playful tone to her voice. 

“Yes,” he said in a throaty voice, his desperation apparent in his response. 

“Hmmm. Do you want to fuck me hard? And long?” she inquired, sounding more serious. 

“Yes,” he said in what might be described as a growl. 

“Well then,” she responded with a very matter-of-fact tone, “then place your hand on your cock and masturbate for me, while you tell me about it.” She paused, then added, “I want to hear you confess.”

He did as she told him to do, placing his hand around the shaft of his cock, and he began to play with it while she watched. As many times as she had him masturbate for her, it still always made him feel as naked and as vulnerable as the first time, and he could feel her playfully, intentionally objectifying him while he did it. 

“I want to fuck you,” he began, which was too obvious, perhaps, but true, and he wanted to confess completely and utterly that which was the truth. His hand continued to move back and forth, deliberately slow in its movement, his foreskin moving with it. Forward, just over the rim of the head of his cock, and backward, until it was pulled tightly along his thick, hard shaft. She observed, as always, the dual nature of soft, silky smooth skin along the marble statue hardness of his erection. But what drew her attention more was the half-lidded bedroom eyes and wet-lipped open mouth of lust that attended his act of self-pleasuring. She studied the look on his face as he continued the perpetual motion, and as he continued his confession to her. 

“I want to lick your naked body first. I want the taste of you in my mouth. Downward from your lips, across your breasts, across your belly, then between your thighs. I want to kiss and lick your inner thighs, ever upward until I taste the wetness of your pussy. Then I want to lick your pussy, and I want it to take forever. But when you are unable to bear it any longer, I slide upward with my entire body, in a single movement that places the tip of my cock where my tongue was just moments ago. I pause as we make eye contact, the tip of my cock circling your clit. And then, with a subtle adjustment, an almost imperceptible realignment, I thrust my hips and my cock is inside of you. In a searing hot rush of ecstasy, I penetrate you, and you feel the entirety of my body driving this unstoppable thrust, and all that you can do is spread your legs wider to surrender yourself to it. Involuntarily your head rolls back and your lips part to inhale, as you take half of my length and the fullness of my girth inside of you. I pause for a moment, and you feel my cock throbbing inside your pussy. I withdraw, then repeat the movement, yet deeper this time. And then rhythmically, deeper with every thrust, until the full length has claimed its place.” 

As he spoke, she could see that he was slowing the pace of his hand so as to not make himself come. A self-satisfied smile crept across her face as she observed this. He knew not to come without her permission, and the control over him that it afforded her was something she so richly deserved. Though amused, she did have some sympathy, so she told him to stop stroking his cock and squeeze his balls tightly for her. He did as he was told, then continued. 

“As I fuck you, deeply, I slowly increase the rhythm of my thrusts. But slowly, as I lick and suck your nipples.”

“Harder,” she interrupted. “Squeeze your balls harder for me. That’s it. A little harder. Good. Now continue.”

“With one hand combed upward through your hair, the other on your breast, pulling your nipple into my mouth, my hips continue this rhythmic, undulating thrust, driving my cock deep inside of your pussy, which is so wet, and aching to come. My tongue slides upward across your skin to your neck, and I bite and kiss you until our lips meet. I take your mouth with mine, ravenous, raw and demanding. The throbbing of my cock becomes thunderous, pounding, and impatient. I begin to fuck you with an insatiable, passionate drive, sliding my hand down your body to take ahold of your hip, pulling it toward me and steadying you to take every last inch of me. I slip my hand down your inner thigh, pulling your legs farther apart, wider, until our hips meet so directly that there is no space between us. And then,” he paused, sliding his hand slowly up the length of his ridiculously hard cock, pulling it upward toward his abdomen and pushing his hips and his balls forward in a pornographic display of sexual wanton desire, “I begin to fuck your pussy. Not like I have been doing, but more fully aware of our naked bodies, as though we have come to the surface and are fully present for each moment that my enormous fucking cock is inside your tight, tiny pussy. You can feel my pulse as I throb inside of you. And you know that I am so close to coming, and so you give me permission, at last, to come.”

“Do you want to cum inside of me?”

“Yes. I mean, really, wherever and however you want, but yes, I want to cum inside of you.”

“Hmmm,” she purred. She might have been anxious for him to do precisely all of what he had just described, but she felt a peculiar and deeply satisfying patience, perhaps what one might call an erotic serenity. She silently observed the man kneeling before her and she was taken with how amazingly naked he looked in the firelight, stroking himself for her pleasure. She was mulling over the admission of his desire he had offered her, and contemplating what her response should be. Should she allow him to do all of what he had expressed a desire to do? Or should she just lie here, watching him, allowing him to wonder just what she might eventually decide to do with him? She felt in no particular hurry to make a decision. She absent-mindedly played with the riding crop she still held in her hand. She became aware that he was looking at her bare breasts, which her silk robe had left exposed. She bit her lower lip. She smiled, a broad, mischievous smile.


12

Out of respect for Olivia, Aaron felt that he should be keenly aware of how naked he is when he is before her. He should allow himself to feel the intimidation inherent in kneeling before her, fully exposed. He should be fully cognizant of the power she possesses to control him, blindfold him, and do as she will with him. The blindfold itself should inspire, at minimum, a bit of fear. Not too much, of course, just enough to keep him on edge, and more than willing to obey her.

Aaron stood in the center of the room, with his feet planted a shoulder-width apart. He was standing upon the hardwood floor of Olivia’s spare bedroom, a room that had become a place for her to play with him. His back was straight. His arms were up, with his fingers interlaced behind his head. His chin was up, and he was facing forward. He was blindfolded, securely. He was wearing a leather collar, with a chrome metal O-ring attached to the front. His body was completely naked, and there was a half-inch wide, pink satin ribbon tied tightly, in a bow, around his cock and balls. He remained in place. His breathing was slow, and relaxed, but his body was at attention. He had been in this position for just over an hour. He would not move until Olivia told him to do so, as he felt that she deserved nothing less. 

Aaron heard a soft, low, chuckle. It was a satisfied sound, with just a touch of evil intent. He could hear her approach on what sounded like bare feet. She stood very close. She reached up, one finger slipping through the chrome metal ring on the front of my collar. She pulled downward, and her mouth met his. They kissed. Her placed her other hand upon his chest, which absorbed the heat from his body as it slid slowly downward onto his hip. She took a step back, released the metal ring from her grasp, then placed her hand on his opposing hip.

“The pink ribbon is cute. Is that for me? Are you presenting yourself as a gift?” She tugged gently on the bow. 

“I thought it might amuse you,” he replied, then added, “I can’t present myself as a gift, because you own me already.”

Olivia emitted her soft, low chuckle. 

“Tell me, are intimidated to stand here before me now? Completely naked? And blindfolded?”

“Yes. But I like this feeling.”

“Do you,” she replied as a statement rather than as a question. She held the tip of his cock between her thumb and forefinger. “You like being a plaything for me? Doing anything I tell you to?”

“Yes, very much.”

“Hmmm.” She pulled his cock upward, placing her other hand between his legs and slowly wrapping her fingers around his balls.

She squeezed his balls firmly in her hand. 

“Are you scared now?”

“A little.”

She squeezed his balls significantly harder. 

“How about now?”

He inhaled sharply. 

“A little bit more, now.”

“Do I intimidate you?”

“Yes.”

She released his balls from her grip and took a step back. She gave him a playful slap across the tip of his cock, causing it to swing back and forth from the impact. 

She contemplated the fact that he had admitted to her that he had masturbated thinking about this very moment. That he had made himself cum imagining this scenario, in which nothing more happens but that he stands before her, naked and blindfolded. She observed that his dick was not fully erect, but it was not soft, either. It was still pointing downward, but it had a bit of an arc to it, and it was somewhat larger than when it was completely soft. The tip of his dick was a bit more pronounced in size, and completely exposed.

She was amused by the fact that over time, even if she does nothing at all, he will become fully erect simply because he is naked before her. And so it is simply a matter of time until his cock is completely hard, and his arousal is fully available for her to observe. The predicament that he is in, where having an erection without her permission will earn him a punishment, is not lost on her. In fact, it is something she was highly amused by in the moment, as she observed the size and shape of his cock.

She took a moment to look at his balls, with the knowledge that he was particularly self-conscious about the fact that they are exposed to her. She contemplated how her objectification of his body is sexually arousing for him, and the harder he is, the more exposed his balls are. She found it interesting, this curious nature of his that makes him feel so self-aware, and even embarrassed that his balls are exposed, and somewhat on display. And so she takes in the sight, coolly observing every aspect of his posture, and the attitude it demonstrates.

“So there you are, all so very, very naked, and just a bit, shall I say, terrified? To be so totally and completely exposed to me? I mean, that would make me feel sorry for you if I didn’t deserve it. But I do.” She came closer and pinched each of his nipples in turn. Her voice became a whisper saying, “And I do so deserve to see you expose yourself to me. I am glad that you confessed as much to me. Tell me, did it make you want to lick me?”

“I wanted to lick you before that, but yes, I wanted to lick you more the moment I was naked. I desperately wanted to lick your pussy.”

“Desperately! I like that. Do you desperately want to lick my pussy right now?”

“Yes.”

She placed both hands between his legs, and held his balls, pulling them toward her and squeezing them between her thumb and fingers. 

“Do you want your hands on my hips and you slide your tongue deep inside of me?”

“Yes,” he replied, breathing a bit harder, his face flushed. 

Olivia teased him by alternately pinching each of his balls. 

“Do you want to lick me until I come on your face? And again, and again? Until my thighs are pressed against the sides of your head and my hips are pushed against your face?”

“Yes,” he replied, his voice no more than a hoarse whisper.

“Then do it,” she demanded.
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Olivia casually lifted her riding crop, placed it between Aaron’s legs, and began to gently tease him. 

After a moment’s thought, she said, “Place your hands behind your back.” 

He complied, and she straightened a bit. 

“Hmmm. How about a game of “My Riding Crop vs. Your Dick?” On my side, I have a long, thin, riding crop, and on your side, you have your erect and naked dick. Who do you think will win?”

Olivia chuckled to herself, enjoying the power she held in her hand to do anything she pleased to his naked body. She slowly slid the tip of the crop along the length of his erection. She observed his body tense in anticipation. She relaxed into the moment, unhurried in her movement, and traced the lines of his erect dick with the soft leather tip of the crop. 

Had he not been so focused on licking her pussy earlier, patiently bringing her to orgasm three separate times, then she might have felt more anxious. As it was, there was still a pleasant vibration in her body from how tirelessly he had begun again each time she came in his mouth. And how deeply he had extended his tongue inside of her, slowly, holding it there, then withdrawing, only to repeat the penetration even deeper. “You have such a nice, long tongue,” she moaned, with both of her hands on the back of his head, pressing his face tightly between her thighs. Her feet were resting on his lower back and her knees were spread wide as he knelt before her, his tongue extended fully inside of her. His lips were pressed against hers, and the taste of her made his cock throb with an intensity that was almost painful. She combed her fingers through his hair, reveling in the softness of it in her hands. She listened to the sound of him breathing, and the heat of his breath felt hot between her legs. One of the things she enjoyed most about allowing him to lick her pussy was the fact that he gave no indication that he would be stopping anytime soon. Rather, it felt as though he would go on forever, licking her with a passion she found breathtaking. 

Now, she exhibited the same patience in teasing him with her whip, allowing the anticipation to build. 

“My whip, versus your dick,” she repeated, emphasizing each word, letting it linger in her mouth. “Maybe I should let you go first,” she suggested. “Yeah, how about you go first. Give my whip a nice little slap.”

He rotated his hips a bit, and tapped the end of her whip with his dick. 

“Very impressive,” she laughed. “Try again. A little harder.”

He rotated his hips farther this time, and snapped his body back, causing his dick to whack the tip of her whip. 

“Very nice,” she offered as a sincere compliment. “Now it’s my turn.”

She brought the whip back, perhaps twelve inches away, then flicked her wrist. It made a little slap as it made contact, and she noticed that he held himself in place, though he winced a bit. 

“Tell me, how would you feel if I were to whip you across the dick in public?”

“I suppose that would be embarrassing on the one hand, but I would be proud that it was you doing it on the other.”

“Really? That would embarrass you if I made you pull your pants down in public and whipped you while everyone could see?” She gave him another slap of the whip. 

“Or maybe I have you completely naked while I whip you. Maybe wearing your tight little harness. So that everyone could see how owned you are.” She laughed at the thought, then whipped him again, this time across the tip of his cock. He moaned softly. “I think yes, completely naked, but not tied up. I want everyone to see how well you can hold yourself in position for me voluntarily. I do think you should be proud of that. It will be apparent to anyone watching that you could turn away at any moment, but instead, you keep your dick right where I want it. Extremely exposed and vulnerable to me and anything I want to do to it. That would be nice to watch.” She gave the underside of the tip of his cock a few taps of the whip. It made it bounce, and made his body tense. “Maybe at a private club. Like a dark, goth, fetish club, where it’s clothing optional. I could have you wearing nothing but your harness, and maybe a collar on your neck, so there was no mistaking my ownership of you.” She gave him a spank directly across the tip of his dick. He moaned louder, which she appreciated. 

“But I can’t help but think of having you completely naked in a public place where no one else was naked. I like the thought that people would stare. That you would be extremely vulnerable and exposed. Where I could take pictures and have you pose for me.” She slowly traced the underside of his cock, from the tip to the base, then downward across his balls. 

“Or in the woods, where I could have you alone, and tied up. Anyone might see you at any time, and there would be nothing you could do about it. Plus, they would see you tied up in the most objectifying manner. Like tied up with your legs spread.” She gently tapped his balls with the whip, teasing him. 

“Or maybe they could just see the photos I take. Maybe I would show the photographs of you naked and tied up in the woods.”

She gently slapped his balls from side to side with the whip, watching the look on his face as she teased him. 

“Or how about a small group, like a salon. I would have you strip and assume the position for a whipping. You would get hard for me with everyone watching, and they could examine your naked body while I whip you.” She gave him a few slaps upward between his legs, making his balls bounce. She giggled, gave him a few more, then said, “Tell me I can do anything I want to you.”

He took a deep breath, and while very aware of the soft leather tip of her riding crop pressed against his balls, replied, “You can do anything you want to me.”

She smiled warmly, observing the look of sincerity on his face. 

“Hmmm. You look so incredibly naked right now. There is something adorable about the sight of you kneeling before me, with my riding crop between your legs. You look so vulnerable, so defenseless. And I appreciate that you are keeping your hands behind your back, just to show your obedience to me.” She whipped him hard across the balls, and he made a sound that was a hiss, a moan, and a deep, lustful sound that pleased her. She followed with a swift stroke of the whip across the head of his dick. He practically yelped, and the look on his face was an intriguing mix of erotic humiliation and unbridled desire. To exploit this, she immediately began gently stroking the smooth, round, tip of his cock. 

“So very, very naked you are,” she mused. “Just the two of us, alone, while you get your dick whipped, and your balls whipped. And you are so hard for me,” she observed, sounding appreciative. “And me, with my riding crop, doing anything I want to you.” She gave him a nice, hard, stroke of the whip across his shaft, followed quickly with another across the head of his cock. His lips parted, his head thrown back, but no sound came at first, then a desperate moan came from deep in his throat. She licked her lips and gave a little pout. 

“Did that hurt?” she asked rhetorically. She didn’t wait for him to answer, but rather gave him another couple of strokes in the exact same spot. He reacted in a way that made his submission to her so tangible, so apparent, in that he seemed to be simultaneously bucking at the invisible reins on his body and holding himself back by those same reins. Willing himself to remain vulnerable, keep his legs spread, and obey her. 

“I do love watching you endure pain for me,” she said with a tone of admiration. “Though it is nothing less than what I deserve, I still appreciate it. Thank you.” 

He couldn’t have felt more proud than he did at that moment. Naked, kneeling, serving her as her whipping boy, his erection displaying his desire for her, and receiving thanks for simply giving her what he felt he owed her, made him feel amazing. He was blushing, embarrassed to be so humbled before her yet receive such praise. 

“You are very welcome,” he managed to say in response. 

She gave him a dozen strokes of the whip across his shaft from every direction, followed by a dozen more across the tip of his cock. He was almost in tears from how beautifully she punished him, and he could barely catch his breath as she expressed the totality of her domination. He would have to admit when he thought about it later, that in the “Riding Crop vs. Naked Dick” game, he simply couldn’t measure up. She beat him quite easily, and it was an inspiration to witness. It made him want to serve her, and please her. It made him grateful that she allowed him to kneel before her. 

She paused, giving him time to fully appreciate his punishment, then began to tease his balls so that he might anticipate what was coming next.

“Now, I think it’s time for you to show me just how much respect and admiration you have for me.” She gently caressed his balls as she continued, “I expect to see you at your most subservient. I demand to see you at your most submissive to me.” She gave him a hard slap of the whip.

“Do you understand and agree?” she inquired. 

“Yes. Yes, I do.”

“Good. That’s what I like to hear. Are you afraid, naked boy?” she asked with a tone of voice that underscored the teasing nature of her question. 

“Yes,” he responded. “A little.”

“A little? A little bit afraid?” She drew an S-shape curve with the whip against his balls, then gave him an upward tap. “I think maybe you should be a lot afraid, naked boy. I am in a mood to put you in your place. To show you who’s the boss, so to speak. Let me ask, are you the boss? Are you in charge here?”

“No. You are.”

She chuckled, with a sinister sound to her voice. 

“That’s right.” She emphasized her words with another tap, a bit harder this time. “I am in charge. Of you. Naked boy. And I am not going to humor any bad behavior on your part. Bad behavior will get punished. Do you understand?”

“Yes. I understand.”

“Good. I like it when you show me that you know your place. Especially when you are naked, and about to take another whipping. Are you ready for it? And are you going to keep your hands behind your back like I told you to?”

“I think so, and yes,” he responded softly, with an unmistakable tone of adoration in his voice. 

“Good. You know, it’s lucky for you that I got off so hard on your tongue earlier. And that you were clearly working so hard to make me come the second and third time.” She slid the crop between his legs and pressed upward. “That does not mean that I am going to make this any easier for you. In fact,” she said in a mischievous tone of voice, “I am going to make you pay for making me come so hard with your tongue. Your balls are going to endure a richly deserved punishment for me. Just for me, because you owe me nothing less.”

And with that, she began to whip him.
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Olivia had Aaron kneeling on a three-feet square table made of cherry wood. This, as she explained to him, placed his bare butt precisely where she wanted it, which was the same height as it was comfortable for her to hold a whip. She had him place his hands behind his head, with his arms up. He wore a leather collar, a leather harness on his cock and balls, and nothing else. She stood to one side of him, observing him in profile, and absent-mindlessly playing with the riding crop in her hands. She gently tapped her palm with the leather tip, allowing him to hear the sound of it. She wanted his anticipation to grow, and she wanted his erection to grow as well. She examined his cock slowly becoming harder, until it was pointing outward and slightly upward. Feeling as though her patience had been rewarded, she extended her whip. She gently slid it up the back of his thighs until it was pressed against the rounded curve of his naked ass.

She took note of his posture. His head was held erect, and he was clearly proud to be naked before her. He faced forward, and she could see that he had what she considered an appropriate amount of apprehension. He was certainly smart enough to know that he was about to have his ass whipped, and that she was going to make it hurt. He was in for a rather thorough punishment across his naked body, and there was nothing he could do about it except to endure it as well as he was able. He felt that he owed her nothing less than to take every stroke of the whip across his butt with gratitude and humility, demonstrating for her the obedience she deserved to see displayed before her. He knew that it was going to hurt, but he welcomed the opportunity to prove his devotion to submitting to her, naked and vulnerable, and accepting whatever she delivered by way of her riding crop. The anticipation only increased his already insatiable desire, which was evident in the intensity of his erection.

She observed the slight curve of his spine, which, though he was primarily holding himself upright and erect, his hips were rotated somewhat to present the smooth, round curve of his butt to her whip. She had trained him to assume this position for her, as it showed her the respect that she deserved, and it made him appear even more naked than he already was. This position also made it more convenient to whip him, which she appreciated. With his hands behind his head and his knees slightly wider than shoulder-width, the positioning of his body was designed to not only show his respect for her, but also to place him in the ideal pose for whipping his rear end.

She was pleased with how precise he was in placing himself in this manner. She was amused by how obedient he could be when she assigned him a punishment. And though she could have him wait for hours, allowing the anticipation to grow exponentially, her desire to watch as he took his whipping compelled her to finish teasing him and begin the task of turning his ass a bright red. She brought the whip back a few feet, and then paused to observe his reaction. She couldn’t help the little smirk on her face as she watched the look of apprehension his body displayed for her. This, perhaps, was one of many reasons that she always, without exception, had him entirely and completely naked when she punished him.

The fact that he was afraid of what she might do to him with her whip was apparent not only on his face, but in the manner in which he held his body in position. She required that he be naked because she wanted to see this very aspect of his reaction, the degree to which he was intimidated by the power she held over him. There was something deeply satisfying about seeing him voluntarily hold himself in position, with his cock hard, in spite of the fact that he was afraid of the whipping she was about to deliver.

She couldn’t help but laugh at how delicious this dynamic was. Her whip made an almost silent swish as it sailed through the air, followed by a loud whack as it made contact, striking both cheeks of his ass simultaneously. He gasped involuntarily, a sound that betrayed him in exposing his feelings of desire and pain. As she brought the whip back again, she took note of the single mark across his butt, a dark pink blush upon his white skin. She whipped him again, a bit harder this time. She observed the look on his face as the whip landed. She was delighted by his expression of lust for her, a look that she had become accustomed to seeing when he was between her thighs. She was amused to see that she could inspire him to have that expression when she whipped him.

She thought about the fact that she was alone with him, and no one knew what they were doing. It was a curious feeling, and it intrigued her. She could do anything she wanted to him and no one would know. She could whip him as long and as hard as she wanted, and the only consequence would be that his butt would be a rosy red. That, and he would have an insatiable desire to lick her pussy, which was remarkable in that his desire to lick her was always present regardless.

She thought about the length of his tongue as she delivered the next few dozen strokes of the whip. For a few dozen after that, she watched his cock throb and bounce from the impact across his butt. Then she played the game of “hard, harder, hardest,” followed by a slight pause to enjoy his reaction, which was a deep moan, a sound she loved hearing. She repeated this many times, watching his naked body respond to her riding crop with an unbridled devotion she found to be breathtaking in its sincerity, and also somewhat addicting. His vulnerability and his desire compelled her to whip him harder, and longer.

She had expressed to him on several occasions that he deserved the whipping she gave him because he put such dirty thoughts in her mind. He had confessed to her that he was in agreement, which made her laugh. You don’t have to agree with me, she said, you’re going to get a whipping because I say so. And because she said so, he was positioned just so, with his naked ass getting a hard, thorough whipping.

She paused, and placed her hand on his whip-reddened skin. She felt the heat coming off of it, and observed his reaction as she pinched his butt and the dragged her fingernails across it. 

“Nice,” she commented. “Your ass is a lovely shade of rose. I would call that a good start, as I am nowhere close to being done with you.” She then began to whip him with a greater intensity, each stroke of the whip landing harder and more frequently across his bare butt. She watched him as he maintained his pose for her, remaining in place in spite of the pain she delivered with her riding crop. She couldn’t help but laugh as he steeled himself against the sting of the whip while his fantastically hard cock exposed his arousal.

She had made a rule, that he was never allowed to have an erection without her permission, and he would be deserving of punishment if he did. Because it amused her, she consequently never gave him permission, which meant that he was breaking her rule with tremendous frequency, which meant that he was perpetually subject to punishment. Of course, she didn’t whip him for every violation, but she let him know that a punishment of some kind would be coming. And so when she did have him naked and on his knees, her whip would be unrelenting in its application of well-deserved pain. She simply had to look at his dick, throbbing in the tight leather harness, to remind her of how much he deserved to be whipped.

The black straps of his harness, which she had placed securely, and then tightened to her satisfaction, served to heighten his awareness of being owned by her as her property. The harness also served to outline, objectify, and make his cock and balls more visually prominent. The collar he was wearing similarly served to objectify him, making her unquestioned authority over him tangible and undeniable. The bondage represented by his collar and his harness made him appear even more naked in her view, and she found that whipping his nakedness was even more satisfying.

When she had caused the entirety of his pale white butt cheeks to become a blush red, she paused, placing one hand on the curve of his rear end. The skin was almost hot to the touch, and she could see from his reaction how sensitive it was. She dragged her fingernails across his skin, eliciting a lovely moan from him. She repositioned herself to stand before him. She raised her riding crop until it was touching the tip of his cock. She held it there, and observed his reaction. 

“You may thank me now,” she said. 

“Thank you for whipping me,” he replied, sounding disarmingly earnest. 

She delivered a single stroke of the whip across the tip of his cock. 

“You’re welcome,” she replied, then exchanged the whip for a leash, which she attached to his collar. She pulled him forward by the leash and kissed him. She enjoyed his desperately passionate response to her lips.

“It’s time to go for a walk,” she said. She had a tiny strip of sheer black fabric that she tied around his waist, which had a small piece of see-through material that draped over his erect dick. This gave him the appearance of being legally covered from a distance, yet left him completely exposed should anyone get close enough. 

She led him by the leash as he got to his feet, and he followed her out the back door. It was a crisp, cool, autumn afternoon, and the sunlight was a soft orange glow on the horizon. She turned to look at him, and she had to laugh at the wary look on his face as they crossed the backyard to the park that bordered the property. It was a public park, used mostly for walking or hiking, and had trails that were flanked by trees and a small stream. She thought fondly of the times that she had compelled him to enter the stream, whose water was waist-high, and surprisingly cold. 

She stopped and stood before him, and said, “I don’t want anyone to get the wrong idea about our relationship,” as she removed the leash from his collar, then reattached it to his harness. She pulled it tight, then continued their walk. After ten minutes or so of walking, during which they noticed several people from a distance, two young women appeared who were walking in their direction. She realized as they drew nearer that the two women were friends of hers. As the two friends approached, they gave no indication that they were shy about the fact that there was a nearly naked man before them. Olivia called out a cheerful hello to her friends, Sarah and Lisa. They returned the hello, then turned their attention to the mostly undressed man standing beside her.

“This must be Aaron,” Sarah remarked, which caused him to realize that the two women must have heard about him from Olivia. What he did not know was that they had also seen photographs of him, and heard many stories in detail. 

“I am really impressed that the way you have him “dressed,”” Sarah commented, making an air quote gesture, “leaves his balls completely exposed.”

Olivia laughed, and Aaron blushed as he realized that this was indeed the case. He had suddenly become aware of just how naked he was. 

“I am in favor of his balls being exposed and available to be viewed at all times,” Olivia replied with a laugh. 

“I totally agree,” Sarah responded. “I love how self-conscious it makes boys when they are exposed and vulnerable like that. I especially appreciate the fact that his balls are exposed because of his erection.” 

All three women couldn’t help but laugh at this delicious irony. It was in fact the case, as the small bit of see-through fabric was draped over him and held aloft, leaving his balls naked and uncovered. 

“Is that leash you are holding attached to his harness?” Lisa asked.

“Yes, it is attached to the strap that separates his balls,” Olivia replied. “Aaron, please lift the fabric so that Sarah and Lisa can have a look.”

He lifted the fabric as directed, and the two women examined his bondage. 

“I am impressed with how tight the straps are around his balls, and it seems to fit really tight around his cock as well,” Lisa remarked. 

“Absolutely,” Olivia replied, “I always make sure that when he is harnessed, he has no choice but to respect how completely I own him. I find that making the straps nice and tight serves that purpose. And speaking of “owning him,” Aaron, please turn around and show Sarah and Lisa just how completely you got “owned” earlier today.”

He turned around, and both Sarah and Lisa practically gasped at how red his butt was.

“Wow, Olivia, I am impressed!” Lisa said with sincerity. “Apparently that is why he is so well-behaved!”

“Thank you,” Olivia responded, “but that is not why he is so well-behaved. Rather, that is his reward for being so well-behaved.”

“Well, he wears it well,” Sarah commented. “I think boys always look better when they’ve had their ass reddened. There is something so naughty yet cute about a boy displaying the marks of a proper whipping.”

“Speaking of that, would you two like to watch him take a whipping for me? I think that Aaron would be proud to show off his obedience to me,” Olivia offered. 

“Hell yes,” they both replied at once.

Back at the house, the three women opened a bottle of wine and settled comfortably in the living room. Olivia directed Aaron to kneel on the carpet in the middle of the room. He was still wearing the little piece of sheer black fabric, so she told him to remove it. For the next fifteen minutes or so the women caught up with one another, conversing amicably about a variety of things. At some point the conversation came around to what Olivia had been doing of late, and she gestured to the man kneeling naked on the floor. The other two women laughed, and then Olivia asked if they would like to play “red light, green light.”

“What is that?” Sarah inquired.

So Olivia explained, “When one of us says, “green light,” he has to immediately start masturbating, and when we say, “red light,” he has to immediately stop, and place his hands at his sides.”

Sarah and Lisa both started laughing at the concept, amused by the implications. They agreed that it was the funniest idea they had heard all day, and enthusiastically agreed. 

“Green light!” Olivia called out. 

Aaron, understanding his role in this game, began stroking his cock. Olivia’s friends watched, impressed by how compliant her plaything was for her, as indicated by the fact that she could so effortlessly coerce him into masturbating on command, which was surely incredibly embarrassing for him. 

“Oh, right,” Lisa said, “you mentioned that he is uncircumcised. Fascinating, I’ve never seen one before.”

“Really?” asked Sarah. “You’ve never seen an uncircumcised cock before?”

“Red light,” Olivia called out. 

Aaron immediately placed his hands to his sides, leaving his erect cock obscenely jutting outward. 

“No,” Lisa said, defensively. She shrugged her shoulders, and because she felt awkward with the other two women looking at her, she said, “Green light.”

“Don’t feel weird about it,” Sarah said to Lisa, “they aren’t that common.” She turned to Olivia and asked, “I mean, is it even a big deal? Do you notice any difference?”

Olivia had a curious little smile as she explained, “When he’s hard, it looks much the same, but when he is masturbating, it is really pleasurable for him, unlike the relatively rough skin of his hand. But the biggest difference,” she said with a broad smile, “is that he is really, really, self-conscious about it, so just the fact that we are talking about it makes him feel really naked and embarrassed.”

“Really?” Lisa inquired, curiously. “So, red light, when you say, “talking about it,” you mean talking about the fact that he is uncircumcised?”

“Yes,” Olivia responded, “but also, green light, when I say, “talking about it,” I also mean, specifically, red light, his foreskin.”

“That’s interesting, green light,” Sarah commented. “So just the fact that we are pointing out something that is obvious to anyone watching is embarrassing to him, red light?”

“Yes, green light,” Olivia responded. 

“So, red light, you are saying that if I simply mention some observation about his foreskin, that will make him feel even more exposed than he already is, green light?” Lisa asked. 

“Yeah, that is exactly what I mean, red light,” Olivia replied. 

“What if I mentioned that I would really like to see it at its two extremes? Meaning, green light, pulled forward all the way, and then pulled back as tightly as possible?” Lisa asked. 

Olivia turned to Aaron and said, “pull your foreskin forward all the way, red light.” She waited a moment for Lisa and Sarah to examine his cock. Then she said, “now pull it back as tight as possible, red light.”

“You know, the funny thing, I think,” Sarah mused aloud, “is that, while I understand, green light, why he would be self-conscious about being uncircumcised, I would think he would be so much more so due to the fact that his balls are so clearly on display at the moment.”

Olivia laughed, saying, “Oh, believe me, he is. He is very aware of the fact that his balls are very much on display at the moment. He even feels shy about that with me. If I ever want him to feel vulnerable, or intimidated, I can simply mention his foreskin, but if I really want to embarrass him I only have to mention his balls. Not the least because he knows that I might punish them at any moment.”

“Oh, wow, I would love to watch that,” Sarah murmured. 

“Yeah, I would love to see that too,” Lisa offered. 

Olivia smiled broadly. “I believe that is two votes for your balls getting a punishment, Aaron. And my vote makes it unanimous, so please position yourself on your hands and knees.”

Olivia stood beside Aaron, who was on his hands and knees, and she made sure that he was facing forward, with his head up, so that her friends could clearly see the expression on his face. 

“He looks nervous,” Lisa said with a little laugh. 

“He is,” Olivia responded. “Partly because I make it hurt real good,” she said with a laugh as she extended her arm, and held a long, wooden paddle between his legs from behind. “But also because he wants to impress me with how well he can take it.”

“Well that alone is impressive,” Sarah observed, though she mostly meant that it was Olivia and the totality of her authority that so impressed her. 

The long, lightweight, wooden paddle made a nice, solid, smack as it made contact with both of his balls simultaneously. Sarah and Lisa studied the look on his face, intrigued by the sensations he was experiencing. With each audible smack, they signaled their approval, enjoying how incredibly naked he looked while having his balls punished for no other reason than for their amusement. Of course, there was also a bit of Olivia showing off for them.

“Would it be possible to request one that is a little bit harder?” Lisa asked. “Just, you know, for comparison.” 

“Of course,” Olivia said, laughing. “But let’s reposition him. Aaron, kneel up and lean back, with your hands on the floor behind you. Good, now spread your knees wider, so that my friends can get a good look at what’s happening.”

When he was positioned properly, she pressed the paddle against his balls.

“Wait, can he spread his knees a little wider?” Lisa asked. “I want to make sure I can see everything.”

“You heard her,” Olivia directed at Aaron, who responded by spreading his knees farther apart. 

Olivia began to paddle his balls, allowing time between each stroke of the paddle for her friends to appreciate the subtle nuances in Aaron’s reactions to the exquisitely painful sensations she was causing. 

“His dick is really hard,” Sarah noted. “His foreskin is pulled so tight like that.” 

“I know,” Olivia responded. “And that’s one of the reasons that I have to punish him, since he isn’t allowed to have an erection without my permission. And also, he really loves the way that I punish his balls. He tells me that it makes him think about licking me.”

“Make him stick his tongue out so we can see it,” Lisa said.

“You heard her,” Olivia directed at Aaron, who dutifully extended his tongue out and downward, the tip of it resting against his chin. 

“He has a nice, long tongue,” Lisa commented. “That must feel fantastic when he licks you.”

“It does,” Olivia said as she gave him a nice hard slap across the balls with the paddle. She stood back and let her friends admire the fact that his balls had a nice rosy blush from being paddled. “And I don’t want to end the party too soon, but thinking about his tongue makes me want to spend some time enjoying that.”

Sarah and Lisa both laughed, fully understanding what she was saying. 

“Of course, of course,” they said as they stood up to take their leave. 

“Aaron, will you please thank Sarah and Lisa for stopping by and being such lovely guests?”

He gave thanked them, sincerely, while still in the kneeling position. 

After her friends left, Olivia wasted no time in slipping her panties down her bare legs and straddling his face, pushing him onto his back in the middle of the floor. Her pussy was incredibly wet, so Aaron spent the first few minutes just lapping up every drop, savoring the taste of her in his mouth before swallowing. Then he alternated between licking and kissing her clit and sliding his tongue inside of her as deep as he was able. Olivia leaned forward, placing her hands on his bare hips. Initially, she paid no attention to his desperately erect cock and his well-paddled balls, preferring to focus on the pleasure of riding his tongue and pressing her deliciously wet pussy against his face. She was fully aware that having her pussy against his face just made his cock harder. After she had come on his face twice, she lowered her upper body and took the large, rounded tip of his cock in her mouth. Her senses were filled with his masculine scent, as her mouth was filled with his enlarged cock. Instead of moving her mouth up and down his shaft, she had him thrust upward, fucking her mouth. Within minutes he was about to explode, so she wrapped her hand tightly around the thick shaft of his cock and made him cum, streaming into her mouth in ecstasy. As soon as he had cum, she had her third orgasm from riding his tongue.

Olivia rotated her hips forward, placing her asshole directly against his lips.

“Lick my ass, dickboy,” she said with a sweetly demanding tone of voice. “Let me feel how long your tongue is. And impress me with how devoted you are to me.”

Aaron kissed, then licked, then penetrated her ass with his tongue, deliriously happy to serve her. His hands slid up and around her hips, feeling the slow, deliberate undulation of her body as she rode his tongue. He extended his tongue as far as he was able, and then did everything in his power to push it deeper. She pressed her extraordinarily beautiful, smooth, round, ass against his face. He could hear her breathing deepen and become an insistent moan. She reached down and placed her hands on the back of his head, pulling him closer and pressing his tongue deeper inside her asshole.

He knew his place, and nothing would ever be so satisfying than when she would allow him to worship her in the way that she deserved.
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They were seated at her favorite table at her favorite restaurant when Olivia slid a small, black box with an elegant, silver ribbon tied with a bow around it across the table.

“Congratulations,” she said with a sly smile.

Aaron extended his hand to take the small box, a wary look on his face. He had a quizzical look on his face, but Olivia gestured to the box, indicating that all of his questions would be answered upon opening it. He unwrapped the ribbon, and removed the lid to find a small, metal device wrapped in white tissue paper. The expression on his face was a deeply satisfying reward for Olivia. It was the unique combination of fear, respect, and arousal that she found so attractive on a man.

“Should I, uh …” Aaron said, looking warily around the restaurant.

“Go ahead,” Olivia replied with a laugh. “Take it out and have a look at it.”

Aaron lifted the device from the package.

“It has some weight to it,” he noted.

“Yes, I want you to remain very aware of it when you are wearing it.”

He turned it over in his hand, observing the metal ring that would encircle both his cock and his balls, and the metal rings, welded into a semi-circle, that would serve as a cage for his cock. And he saw the small, brass padlock that would serve to keep it that way for as long as Olivia wanted it so.

“Is there a key?” he inquired, nervously.

Olivia lifted the thin chain around her neck from between her breasts, revealing a small key dangling at the end.

“Of course, but not for you,” she replied, obviously enjoying the prospect. She swung the key back and forth, taunting him with it, before returning it down the front of her shirt.

“I will put it on you, I will lock it, and it will only come off when I want it to. And that way, you will undoubtedly, unquestionably, belong to me.”

She gave Aaron a wink.

“Congratulations, dickboy. You, are fucking mine.”


Epilogue

He had proven himself worthy of her attention by obeying her in every way and devoting himself to serving her. And now, he was positioned across the top of the desk, in the same room as the chaise lounge, where he had first served her pleasure. He was standing practically on tip toe, with his ankles tied to opposite legs of the desk. This spread his legs rather far apart, leaving him remarkably exposed and vulnerable to whatever she might decide to do to him. The paddle that was balanced across his bare butt was an indication of her intentions, as was the note she had sent to him a few days prior.

It read, “Be at my place at one in the afternoon on Saturday. Do not be late.” He felt an erotic fear, something he had become accustomed to, and now he was tied down, in position for her to do exactly as she pleased with him.

His hands were tied with his arms crossed behind his back. He wore a black, silk blindfold, a chastity cage with a padlock, and nothing else. And he waited. He found that he did not mind waiting for her. It served to focus his mind on her, which was an extraordinarily pleasurable collection of thoughts.

He thought about kissing her, and he thought about licking her body. He thought about the way that she unselfconsciously combed her fingers through her hair when she was thinking. He thought about the scent of her. He thought about his fantasies of kneeling behind her and kissing her ass. And his thoughts made him grateful to her that she had decided to allow him to serve her.

As he waited for her to return, he lost some of his self-consciousness, as it felt right to be so displayed for her. He had the sensation of being a plaything for her and he felt proud that she would designate him such a position. As it turned out, he would have ample time in which to contemplate his relationship to her and his place.

Olivia wanted him to acclimate to his newfound status, and anticipate his impending punishment. Though it wouldn’t rightfully be called a punishment, as it wasn’t for anything that he had done wrong. Rather, it was to impress upon him the power she held over him to dominate him at will. It was to celebrate her ascendancy to her position of authority over him. 

When Olivia finally appeared, she knelt down in front of the desk and kissed him, as though in reward for his compliance in submitting to bondage, and for his unquestioning regard for her authority in putting him in his place. Her hand played with the key she wore on a thin chain around her neck.

“My ownership of you pleases me, dickboy,” she purred. “Are you prepared to serve me in every way?”

“Yes,” he replied, sounding every bit as grateful to her as he was.
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