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Jessica Peel. The name itself, it’s image, it’s sound, and the way it felt in Kyle’s mouth caused a change in his physical body. It wasn’t just the psychological impact that imagining the owner of that name had on Kyle; it had a physical impact as well. His heart rate made a rapid adjustment, as did his breathing. His eyes and ears became simultaneously more receptive, and more focused, disregarding superfluous information. His skin felt more alive, more aware, sensing even the gentlest movement of air. Jessica Peel.

Jessica worked in the graphics department, as did Kyle, for UpNext, a small visual effects and graphics production company in Los Angeles that created visual material for promoting film and television. Should Kyle have turned his attention to creating a movie poster for his own story at this point in his life, he would have had as the focal point an image of Jessica. She would be standing victoriously above him, looking impossibly beautiful. The image would be a meditation on the sensuous feminine curves of a woman’s body, not objectifying her, but instead, paying homage. Paying due respect. And at her feet Kyle would add, in designing this imaginary poster, an image of himself on his knees and elbows, his lips pressed against her feet, kissing them reverently, for eternity. And should Kyle have been given the opportunity to name this imaginary film about this moment in his life, he might have come up with something along the lines of Oh Fucking Hell I am Obsessed With Jessica Peel. This fact alone is more than reason enough that Kyle would never be in position to name any film project, let alone have a feature made that concerned his life, or his fascination with Jessica, his coworker.

The main problem was that he found himself unable to initiate any forward momentum. He was so tongue-tied in her presence, that he had been unable to communicate to Jessica how he felt about her. It was a secondary reaction to her that he felt flustered and overwhelmed. He mostly was concerned with breaking out in a sweat, and felt the urge to depart quickly, even avoiding being in her presence.

Jessica was beautiful in a classical sense, with an hourglass figure and feminine curves. But it was the contradiction she presented that was so devastating: her smile was warm and overtly friendly while her eyes had a mischievous, even sinister twinkle to them. She could portray a certain innocence in expression, though her long, naturally curly hair always looked like she just been in bed, getting fucked. This thought felt like cold water running down his back, since the thought of fucking Jessica was so enthralling that he could barely withstand the intensity of his desire for her.

Had he any indication that simply throwing himself at her feet would be an acceptable form of interacting with her, he might have attempted such a thing. But he thought that this would not only be considered odd, but unattractive to her as well. He had read that women were interested in men who displayed confidence. The trouble for Kyle was that he was definitely confident, but that about which he felt confident was his desperation in submitting to whatever she asked of him.

Over time, he came to have difficulty in thinking about anything other than Jessica. It began to trouble him how vulnerable he had come to feel regarding her. He reasoned that if he was so enchanted with the mere idea of being her servant, what else might he be willing to do for her? And where that very thought might have troubled him, instead he found it exhilarating to imagine her making any request she could imagine, and his enthusiastic response. 

He would gladly accept any situation in which he was given the opportunity to subjugate himself to her will and serve her in any way she desired. He just couldn’t conceive of how this might be configured into an opening line. The idea that he might launch into a casual conversation with her was intimidating due to the fact that he was uncertain of his ability to construct words, let alone sentences, when she was in the same room as him. He had the feeling of being both adrift, as though he was floating through a void in space, as well as being locked into her gravitational pull. This was the general sensation attendant his daily work life, where he would encounter Jessica with some regularity, and each occasion in which he was near to her left him reeling. He tried to remain professional with regard to his fellow coworkers, but his attraction to Jessica was straining the boundaries of his ability to maintain decorum.

Following a Monday morning meeting, which the majority of the employees found to be tedious and useless, Kyle stopped off in the small kitchen area to get a cup of coffee. He was aware, at some mysterious molecular level, that Jessica was also at that moment in the company’s kitchen area. He found that he was able to determine her presence before he even saw her or heard her voice.

Kyle heard Jessica mention it so casually he was unsure if he had heard her right. 

“Seriously, I’ve stopped taking baths because my bathtub is in need of cleaning, which is a problem, because I love taking baths,” Jessica explained, speaking with her coworker, Taylor.

Her words inspired in Kyle the thought of Jessica lying in a bathtub filled with water, while steam slowly rose from the surface. It felt to Kyle as though the heat of the steam rising in his imagination was transmuting into something real, something that was at that moment acting upon him in a physical manner, causing his forehead to break out in tiny beads of cold sweat.

“I need to find someone who’s skill is appropriate to the job,” she continued. “I’ve been disappointed with the results so far,” she relayed, and the existential ennui attendant her communication of this fact might have been comical if not for the sensuality in her voice that made everything she said sound suggestive of the eroticism of boredom.

Such was the magnetism of her person that Kyle suddenly found himself fantasizing about offering to attempt the satisfactory completion of the task. This was a thought that remained alone and unique in his mind, as there was nothing else like it in his brain. He contemplated a scenario in which he might employ himself in her service, endeavoring to perform the work she had described. Instead of the usual response he had to any household chore, which was a mild disdain, or at best, disinterest; when he thought about serving her, he became inexplicably aroused. He dwelt on the thought, and the more he entertained it, the more beguiling it became.

The comment made off-hand during lunch one day about needing the services of someone to clean her bathtub became a running theme at work, due to its novelty and humorous potential.

“Any luck in finding someone to scrub your bathtub?” her coworker Taylor asked, half-serious. Taylor was female, without a doubt, but her manner was somewhat masculine. She had an assertiveness and personal confidence that made her sound like a man, though she did not shy from displaying her femininity.

“No, sadly,” Jessica replied.

“Why don’t you have Damien do it?”

“Ugh. That’s a sensitive area. He’s got some issues that he needs to resolve.”

“Issues? I thought you two were doing well.”

“It’s too complicated. I’d rather not talk about it.”

“Well, if it’s of any use to you,” Taylor mentioned, “just know that I hope that there’s someone smart enough to realize that you are deserving of such a service. I mean, I think that it would be a privilege for a man to be your houseboy, cleaning your bathtub. Naked,” she added.

This struck Kyle like a bolt of lightning as he overheard the conversation.

“Absolutely naked,” Jessica agreed. “I don’t know if I’d made that clear.”

“You didn’t have to,” Taylor replied. “It goes without saying that houseboys clean and scrub and do all the housework in the nude.”

“Not nude,” Jessica said. “Naked.”

“Is there a difference?” Taylor asked.

“There is an enormous difference, and a very important one. Nude is the natural state of the human body, whereas naked is what you are when you’ve been stripped of your clothing. A houseboy needs to be stripped of his clothing prior to the assignment of duties, for sure,” Jessica related in the way that she did where she said audacious things as though they were matter-of-fact.

Kyle involuntarily swallowed hard, which did not escape Taylor’s notice.

“Say, Kyle, why haven’t you volunteered?” Taylor asked. “I would think that Jessica would have every right to be offended that you’ve not offered your services.”

Jessica turned her attention toward Kyle, who felt his face becoming warm from the sudden attention, in a way that brought to mind aerial footage showing volcanic eruptions of lava.

“It’s, um, just that I hadn’t thought,” Kyle stammered.

“Hadn’t thought what?” Taylor asked.

Kyle glanced at Jessica, who was eyeing him curiously.

“Hadn’t thought that I, um,” he paused, flustered. “I would be happy to help her,” Kyle finally admitted.

“See, Jessica? There you are. Kyle is going to do it. He’ll come over and scrub your bathtub until it is gleaming, won’t you, Kyle?” Taylor said with a tone of satisfaction.

“I don’t know that I’d be able to do a very good job,” Kyle mumbled nervously, unsure of his domestic skills.

“Oh, don’t worry,” Jessica assured him. “I’ll be there to make sure you do,” she said with a laugh.

Kyle felt the warmth in his face travel downward.

“Yeah, you’ll have to be there to supervise,” Taylor seconded. “Obviously, you want to make sure that he does it to your specification.”

“Oh, I will definitely crack the whip, so to speak,” Jessica replied.

Kyle felt the warmth travelling through his body intensify and settle between his legs. He felt a vulnerability along his backside.

“What do you think about the overall appeal of a potential houseboy?” Taylor asked.

“How do mean?” Jessica replied. “Like, how cute he is? Or ...”

“Everything,” Taylor said. “Every, um, measurement, so to speak.”

“Oh, that. Well, size definitely matters. And I mean that in every dimension, not just his dick. But yeah, a houseboy should definitely be attractive, with his clothes on or off. It should be entertaining just watching him work if you know what I mean.”

“I do know what you mean, but that’s only because my husband Mark, and I have gradually, over the last two years, transitioned into an arrangement where he is essentially my houseboy.”

“Really,” Jessica responded, impressed. “Why am I just hearing about this now?”

“Well, just yesterday you and I were talking about how ripe we want an avocado to be, and I didn’t see how to shoehorn my husband’s domestic service into the conversation.”

Lily, a woman in accounting, was walking by at this point and she arrested her momentum.

“I’m sorry, but did I hear you say, ‘your husband’s domestic service?’” Lily asked.

Taylor laughed.

“Yeah, I highly recommend it. It does free up a lot of time when you have someone as a servant, performing all of the domestic chores. Plus, there are other benefits …” she trailed off.

Lily put one hand on her hip.

“Well, I am impressed,” Lily replied. “Though I’m not sure I could get my man to comply,” she said wearily.

Taylor got up from her chair and whispered something into Lily’s ear. Lily listened intently, then giggled.

“Well, that’s definitely a thought,” she said as she turned to continue on her way. “I will give that a think,” she said over her shoulder.

“What did you tell her?” Jessica asked.

Taylor paused, then leaned in to whisper into Jessica’s ear.

“Oh, that would be effective,” Jessica replied.

Kyle observed the interaction, curious about what information had been exchanged in a whisper between the women. He could only guess, and anything he came up with made his hair stand up on end.

The next day at work was the same as the day before, consisting of a large workload that inspired the employees to try and find some distraction. Kyle was taking a break, sitting at a table in the kitchen when Jessica walked in.

“So, when are you coming over to scrub my bathtub, Kyle?” Jessica implored him.

Kyle looked up, as though his name had just been called in a class he’d been unaware that he was attending.

“Whenever you want,” he offered, trying to sound cool and collected, instead of terrified.

“That would be this Friday,” Jessica replied. She continued looking at him expectantly.

“OK,” Kyle replied, “I’m not doing anything, so sure. I can do that.”

He looked at her expectantly, thinking she might say something else. Rather, she stood, looking at him, which made him feel nervous. She was wearing a form-fitting, burgundy dress that showed her curves in spectacular fashion. He couldn’t help but feel intimidated, which she made no effort to dispel. It seemed instead that she liked it when she had him at a disadvantage. She smiled, slowly, in a way that unsettled him. She was picturing him the way she was going to see him on Friday.

“At 8pm,” she added.

Kyle’s job mainly consisted of cleaning up graphics, comping images lifted from green screen digital video, and keyframing digital assets for UpNext. He could do a lot of his job with his mind half-asleep, so he was accustomed to allowing the other half roam freely, thinking about random thoughts. After Jessica had set an appointment for him to come to her house, however, Jessica had moved into this part of his brain, and had taken over the place. Previously, just watching her breathe had been a source of endless fascination for him, so Kyle was in no danger of encountering a shortage of material for his brain to flesh out his obsession with her.

The impending appointment to provide the services of a domestic servant had become a running theme in his mind. Imagining Jessica standing before him with her arms crossed, and her stance defiant, was more than enough to cause his face to feel hot, while his blood ran cold. The sensation felt like a drug, since it was addictive, and it made him feel as though he was floating.

What compounded this feeling of addiction was that every time Jessica caught his eye, she would give him a sweet, friendly smile. It sent him soaring, emotionally, yet it made him nervous. He managed to make it through the rest of the week by simply doing his best to focus on the task at hand and trying not to count the days before him.

He felt as though he was bound tightly, yet simultaneously cast adrift. He could do nothing other than cling to an image of Jessica in his mind, though it was the very thought of her that inspired this sensation in the first place. Kyle had no idea what Jessica would do to him emotionally, mentally, and physically if he were to be allowed into her orbit. She was like the sun, giving him warmth, while also providing the very real threat that he might become burned. He thought of Icarus, flying too close to the sun, and wondered what might happen to him if he were to allow himself to get too close to Jessica. Though he felt a vague, nameless dread, he welcomed it as well. He decided that he could do nothing other than put himself in her hands, and let whatever was to happen, happen.
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That Friday evening around 8 o’clock, Kyle appeared at the front door of Jessica’s house. The house itself appeared relatively modest from the outside. It was a single-story home, with a path to the front door off the driveway and a two-car garage to one side. Still, Kyle thought, any house in Los Angeles was worth a great deal of money, so it was still impressive.

He had in his hand a small bucket containing everything he employed in cleaning his own bathroom. He looked down to take a look at himself, making an assessment, then ran his hand through his hair. Then he knocked on the door. After what felt to Kyle like a full minute, but in reality, was closer to ten seconds, the door opened. Jessica stood there looking at him. She was wearing a long, burgundy-colored dress that revealed the curves of her body, she had her hair up in a loose bun, and she had bare feet. She gave every indication that she was just relaxing at home for the evening.

“What are you carrying?” she asked.

“Um, cleaning supplies?” he replied.

“Are you under the impression that I don’t own cleaning supplies?” she asked, sounding amused.

“I just thought I should come prepared.”

Jessica had an appreciative look on her face.

“I do like a man who is prepared to serve me. Come in, Kyle,” she said at last.

Kyle entered, and she closed the door behind him. He heard a click as she locked the door.

“Were you serious when you said that a, um, houseboy, as you called it, should be naked?” Kyle asked.

Jessica met his gaze and held it for a moment.

“Yes, I was serious,” she replied calmly. “It is, I believe, a recognition of one’s station, that if one is to serve as a houseboy, then one should be stripped of their clothing.”

She remained looking at him, and he couldn’t help but wonder if she were enjoying how nervous he was standing before her.

“And I shouldn’t have to ask,” she added, her gaze travelling down his body.

“Oh. Of course,” Kyle replied.

He looked down at the clothes he was wearing. It suddenly seemed inappropriate, somehow, that he was fully dressed. He felt naked already, in a way that he’d never encountered before. He began unbuttoning his shirt. He noticed that she remained watching him, her head cocked slightly to one side in an expression of curiosity. He removed his shirt, then took off his socks, then took off his pants. For a moment, he became supremely self-conscious. The next thing that was expected of him felt somewhat surreal in the moment. He took ahold of his underwear and pulled them down to his ankles and stepped out of them. He stood up straight and met her gaze. Unsure of what to do next, he remained in that position for a moment.

In the years following, this particular ten or twelve seconds would be revisited in his mind some many thousands of times. He’d had his clothes off in front of a woman before, for sure, but this was unprecedented for several reasons. One was that generally the woman in question was also generally in at least some stage of undress. This was not the case with Jessica, who gave no indication that she would be undressed at any point. Rather, she seemed to be content with the situation as it lay before her: he was naked, and she was definitely not.

Another reason was that often, in Kyle’s experience, there was an almost immediate collision of naked or mostly naked bodies as they tumbled into bed, or something similar. Again, this situation was different in that Jessica made no movement toward him but seemed to prefer that Kyle remain standing before her fully exposed. And finally, he had never felt such an uneven balance of power in any interpersonal dynamic as he did with Jessica. She stood before him, almost regal in appearance, and regarded him as though his nakedness was simply an artifact of his station, which was below her own, and unquestionably so. It was apparent that she expected him to be unclothed before her as nothing more than an admission on his part that he was privileged to be in her presence. She would accept nothing less, he felt. He was correct on this last point. She did, in fact, expect that he would be naked for her, if only to acknowledge her superiority.

“Well?” she said.

“Yes?” he replied.

“My bathtub. Get to it,” she said.

Kyle entered Jessica’s bathroom and regarded the bathtub. It wasn’t filthy so much as it had mineral deposits from hard water, along with the expected soap build-up. The tub was porcelain, and the two walls that framed it were tiled. The grout between the tiles needed attention, so Kyle made a paste of baking soda and bleach, then used a toothbrush to apply it to the entirety of the tiled surface.

“I have to say that it is very satisfying to watch you use a toothbrush to clean my bathroom,” Jessica commented, clearly amused.

Kyle gave her a smile, then continued working. He was conscious of her watching him and had to wonder how she might not become bored with the tedious work he was doing. The way that she observed him heightened his feeling of being exposed and vulnerable to her. His self-awareness did not lessen from exposure to the situation, rather, it increased, such that he felt more and more naked as he worked.

When he had finished applying the paste to the grout, he let it sit while he attended to the tub itself. He used a mixture of baking soda and white vinegar, along with a few drops of lavender oil to mask the smell of the vinegar.

“Now, that’s impressive, Kyle,” Jessica commented. “I would have gone with the most toxic chemicals to reduce the amount of work I had to do, but you have purposefully chosen the most work-intensive method. Nice.”

Kyle scrubbed the surface of the bathtub, then the tile, until the entirety of it was gleaming white. Jessica observed throughout, admiring his attention to detail and overall work ethic. She also suppressed a giggle at the sight of his balls swinging back and forth while he aggressively scrubbed the surfaces clean. When he had finished, he turned to Jessica, unsure of how to proceed.

“Would you care to inspect the result?” he offered.

“I can see it from here,” she said from her position leaning against the doorframe. “Now I want you to shower off, as your reward for doing such an excellent job.”

Jessica did not explain that she really just wanted to watch him taking a shower. She had always been attracted to the sight of water pouring down over a naked male body, and this was precisely the opportunity she wanted to take advantage of. Kyle turned on the shower, leaving the curtain open at Jessica’s request. Once he was done, she handed him a towel. He toweled dry, after which she instructed him to hang the damp towel over the curtain rod and follow her out into the living room.

“Should I put my clothes back on?” Kyle asked, feeling somewhat awkward with the totality of his exposure.

“No,” Jessica replied in a casual, off-hand manner.

The way she communicated this was impressive to Kyle, who found that she seemed to be effortlessly dominant.

“Come here,” she said as she reclined on the sofa in her living room. “I want you to stand before me.”

Kyle stood in the middle of the room, unsure of how to position himself. She noticed his uncertainty. It pleased her to know that he was at such a disadvantage and that he was feeling very self-conscious.

“Kneel,” she said, delivering the command in a way that did not allow for any alternative.

Kyle lowered himself onto his knees. He waited, expectantly. For a minute or so, she said nothing further, simply watching him remain in position for her.

“I want to take a moment to assess your performance so far, as well as the physical attributes you have on display at this moment. I want you to cross your arms behind your back, keep your spine straight, and erect, and spread your knees apart slightly wider than they are now. Good,” she assessed once he had complied with her demands. “Now lift your head up but keep your eyes on the floor. It’s a show of respect, but it’s also in recognition of your position. It shows me that you know your place.”

Jessica observed that he obeyed each of her commands effortlessly and with fidelity to her directions. She also observed that his cock had become erect. She pulled up her phone and took a photo of him kneeling naked before her. She examined the photo, smiled, then put the phone aside.

“We may think of this as your trial,” she explained, “or perhaps an audition. I have been wanting the services of a houseboy, to attend to the domestic chores that frankly, I have no interest in doing myself. I would much rather have a man do them for me. And obviously, I want that man to be obedient to me while I direct him in his efforts. You have demonstrated an ability to comply with my wishes so far, and I must commend you on your performance. But the accomplishment of following my command is, though important, even vital, it is not the entirety of what I demand. I want a man who is more than satisfactory in a variety of ways. Because I believe that the houseboy position is one whose duties are intended to be fulfilled while naked, I require that the man who assumes that role is attractive to me in an admittedly shallow manner. In brief, his body should make my pussy wet when I look at him.”

Jessica paused as she continued to examine his physicality.

“To your credit, you have achieved that level of physical attraction. Your muscular development is at that precise point where you are decidedly masculine without being overbuilt. Your musculature has definition, but it doesn’t look like the dick-shrinking steroid-abusing kind. And speaking of dicks shrinking, I am pleased to see that yours has grown to a remarkable size. Your length and girth are both impressive. And your balls look like they are a nice handful. I imagine that they would fairly bulge out to either side of my fist if I were to take them in hand. Now, however,” Jessica said as she shifted her position on the sofa, “having examined your work and your physicality, we have what I will call your oral exam. I want you to crawl forward, between my thighs, and show me how well you are able to use your tongue in worshipping my pussy.”

Kyle was still for a moment, as there was a delay in the intensity of the impact of her words. His ears heard what she had said, and dutifully informed his brain what those sounds were. His brain itself then processed those sounds, deciphering them as language, behind which there was meaning. Parsing that meaning meant applying them to commencement of an action, and it was in realizing the forward momentum he was obliged, or rather, privileged to engage, he stalled for a moment. It was only a moment, but Jessica registered it.

She would have been offended by this momentary lapse if not for the fact that Kyle’s erection was noticeably throbbing. She interpreted his hesitation correctly, which was that he wanted nothing more than to do exactly as she told him to, but he had difficulty in adjusting to the fact that his fantasy had suddenly become his reality. He moved forward on his hands and knees, then slid the hem of her dress upward to place his tongue between her thighs.

Kyle later found that in moments where his thoughts were allowed to wander, they would inexorably find their way to envisioning Jessica with her thighs spread wide, her naked pussy tantalizing his lips and tongue. He would find that he was involuntarily pressing the tip of his tongue against the roof of his mouth, and that he was salivating at the thought of worshipping her body. It occurred to him that he was actually employing the term worship in his thoughts of her. Nothing else felt as closely descriptive of the way that it felt to lick her and kiss her, serving her pleasure endlessly. Though of course, the term endless seemed more like an idyllic state of mind. For even though she allowed him to revel in the taste and scent of her for an extended period of time, he couldn’t help but want more. He felt that Jessica’s pussy was perfect.

She was shaved smooth since that was her personal preference. Her labia were fantastically kissable and seemed to pout, like they hadn’t been kissed and licked enough. Her clitoris was desperately sexy, impudently demanding, and erect. Her inner thighs were soft and smooth, and they seemed to generate a magnetism that drew him deeper, that he was unable to resist. Of course, he had no interest in resisting her, rather, he wanted nothing more than to surrender fully to the overwhelming force she exerted in drawing him closer to her body.
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“Morning, Kyle,” Taylor said when she saw him on Monday, and she had a curious energy about her.

Kyle wondered what she knew.

“Hello, Taylor,” he replied. “Did you have a good weekend?” he asked.

“Yeah, I did. How was yours?” she asked, and she said it in a way that made it obvious she knew exactly what his weekend had entailed.

“It was really good,” he replied. “I also got some housework done.”

“Good. I am glad to hear it,” she said, giving him a knowing smile.

Kyle assumed that she was going to continue being coy, even teasing him about his newly adopted status with Jessica, but that turned out to be incorrect. Taylor squared herself up before him in a way that was almost confrontational. Taylor had a way, Kyle observed, of being intimidating.

“Jessica deserves your absolute and total submission to her authority,” Taylor stated. “So be sure that if and when she allows you to serve her as her houseboy, that you apply yourself. Failure is not an option for you. Punishment is.”

She walked away, leaving Kyle to remain, feeling like he had been given warning. Obey or else. This was new territory for him, and he didn’t know what to make of it.

Jessica acted as though nothing had happened, which Kyle found confusing, but he reasoned that she wanted to remain professional at work. He tried to return his attention to the duties he was assigned, but his thoughts invariably led back to Jessica. She had come to occupy his mind, and she seemed to be having her way with him even when she wasn’t actively present.

At some point in the week, she stopped by his desk and blithely mentioned that she wanted him to come over on Friday, and she gave him every indication that he was to be assigned further housework.

“Of course,” Kyle answered before he even thought about what she might be asking him to do. “I’ll, I, I will be there,” he stuttered.

Jessica smiled with approval, saying nothing further. Kyle spent the next few days with nothing other than the impending appointment with Jessica on his mind. Not unlike the week previous, she said little to him outside of whatever was necessary to their working relationship, but she did tend to have a mysterious little twinkle in her eye when she regarded him. It made him nervous.

When Jessica had a moment alone with Taylor, over lunch, she decided to delve into an issue she’d been hesitant to discuss earlier.

“The thing with Damien is over, I guess,” Jessica confided to Taylor. “He has some growing up to do, I think. He just couldn’t get with the program.”

“Well, I’m sorry to hear that. He’s kind of cute. I liked him. But some boys just can’t deal with the reality of their place in the world.”

“At first, I thought that I just needed to whip him into shape, so to speak, but he had trouble with obeying my command. I think it’s cultural. Men are given these expectations they need to be confidently in command,” Jessica said in a deep voice. They just can’t make the transition. They don’t even seem to recognize female superiority.”

“I know, it’s just so stupid of them. Their inferiority is so obvious, but they can’t see it. It’s a privilege just to kneel at our feet, but they don’t know their place.”

“Well, I’m trying to tell myself to forget about him. There are men out there who do seem to get it.”

“Yeah, it seems like Kyle passed his first test, right?”

“Oh, he has talent, for sure, and he seems to be a quick learner.”

“I’m glad to hear it. How’s the size situation?”

Jessica laughed.

“You mean his dick? He has a really nice dick, it turns out. Not super huge, but then I really don’t want that. More importantly, he has a really long tongue, and he’s adept in using it.”

“So, he passed his oral exam?” Taylor asked, sounding amused.

“Several times, it turned out,” Jessica said with a sly smile.

The following Friday evening, Kyle arrived at Jessica’s house at the appointed time. She invited him in, and he was surprised to note that he felt every bit as intimidated as he had the week before, when he had cleaned her bathtub.

“Kyle, please take a look at the deplorable state of this kitchen,” Jessica directed shortly after he had arrived. “It has not been attended to in the manner I would like, which is about to change, thankfully. You will clean every surface until it is gleaming, ultimately ending up scrubbing the floor on your hands and knees. That’s the only way to get it really clean, you know,” she explained. “Taylor mentioned that she has a running thing where she threatens her husband that his next meal will be served on the floor of the kitchen. She laughed when she said it, because I think she just employs it as an empty threat. It’s more to motivate him and guide him in providing her with the level of service she expects. And deserves, frankly,” Jessica mused. “So, Kyle, I expect and deserve your very best effort in cleaning this kitchen. You agree, no?”

Kyle nodded his head in agreement.

“Definitely, I will do my best for you, Jessica,” he replied.

“That is sweet of you,” she said affectionately, then gave him a kiss. “Get to work,” she said as she slapped him on his bare ass.

Kyle spent the next two hours naked in Jessica’s kitchen, cleaning every surface as Jessica had demanded. He worked from top to bottom, ending up on his hands and knees with a sponge and a bucket filled with soapy water. Jessica noticed, while he was scrubbing the floor, how good Kyle looked with his butt sticking up in the air. She found it cute, and she couldn’t help but think about spanking and penetrating his ass while he scrubbed the kitchen tile.

When he was finished, Jessica inspected his work.

“Acceptable,” she announced. “Obviously, the bar is set very high, so you should expect that your efforts will be judged at a higher standard than you may be accustomed to.”

Kyle thought about the fact that his efforts in cleaning anything had never actually been judged, and certainly not while he was naked.

“Take a shower,” she directed, “then I will require the services of your lovely and talented tongue.”

While Kyle was attending to Jessica’s pussy, she slowly combed her fingers through his hair.

“That’s right, houseboy,” she said affectionately. “I think you have proven yourself worthy of the title. At least in a conditional manner. Continue to please me in performing to my satisfaction, and you may find yourself collared, and given the position of being a permanent servant to me.”

Kyle was on his hands and knees, with Jessica’s pussy against his face, her thighs on either side of his head, her hands in his hair, and her feet laying long his lower back. He was fully erect, even painfully so, and he couldn’t have been happier to hear what Jessica was telling him. He came to the realization that there was nothing she might ask him that he wouldn’t willingly do.

After Jessica had reached orgasm for the third time, and Kyle had slowly, softly kissed her while she recovered, she directed him to sit up. She leaned forward on the couch and placed her hand on the back of his neck. She pulled him toward her and kissed him, then told him to remain in position. She got up and left the room, leaving Kyle to wonder what was going to happen next.

“Kyle,” Jessica announced when she reentered the room, “I want you to understand that what is going to happen next is not because you have displeased me in any way. Rather, it is because I am so impressed with your obedience that I feel that you need to appreciate what it feels like to take a whipping from me. You may find that it is unique. I can be a bit sadistic,” she said with a smile. “Get on your hands and knees,” she directed.

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

“You are a man that knows his place,” she observed, 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, but was quickly learning that he had, in fact, much more to learn. His full attention was required, to begin with, along with 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, was beginning to develop. His gratitude for being allowed to worship her with hands, his lips, and most importantly, his tongue, was forefront in his mind.

When Jessica had marked Kyle to her satisfaction, she had him return to the kneeling position before her.

“You may thank me for the whipping, Kyle,” she said sweetly.

“Thank you, Jessica,” Kyle replied. “I am actually, um, really impressed with your use of the whip. I think I’m going to be feeling the sting for a day or two.”

“Oh, definitely let me know if that is not the case. I will happily give you a tune-up,” she said with a wink.

“Really?” Kyle laughed. “A tune-up? I don’t think I’ve heard that phrase used in that manner before.”

Jessica reached forward and took ahold of Kyle’s face.

“Are you making fun of me?” she asked. Her expression was serious.

“No, of course not,” Kyle replied, matching her tone of seriousness.

Jessica released him.

“Good. So, I have a fun little event coming up, and I want you to come with me. I have no idea how you will react to this little challenge I have for you, but I know that it will be fun for me regardless.”

“Challenge?” Kyle asked.

“Yes. Challenge. I will always be challenging you, Kyle. You may expect that to be the case. And with every challenge, I expect you to rise to it and exceed my expectations. Do you think that you will do that or me?”

“I will do my best, Jessica,” he replied.

“Yes, you will,” Jessica said with a warm smile on her face.
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“OK, this is going to be fun,” Jessica stated as preamble. She was explaining to Kyle that she was taking him to a party where he was going to be wearing high-heeled shoes, panties, and a dress, and now she wanted to detail the process.

“We’re going to begin with a full body wax, so as to do it proper. We’ll have you smooth and hairless, and then we’ll put you in the most revealing little cocktail dress. You’re going to be gorgeous.”

Jessica realized that the work of waxing Kyle’s body herself would start out fun, then become rather tedious, so she decided to leave it to the professionals. She drove Kyle to the salon she frequented and introduced him to Maile, an eminently skilled waxing attendant.

“I have a victim, I mean, customer, for you, Maile,” Jessica announced, presenting Kyle, and delivering him into her capable hands.

Maile looked Kyle up and down.

“OK, mister. This is going to take a while. Are you sure you can endure it? Because once I start, I’m going to finish the job. I have very high standards,” Maile explained.

“Don’t worry, Maile, he’ll be a good boy. Won’t you, Kyle?” Jessica prompted.

“Yes, of course,” Kyle replied.

The waver in his voice got a laugh from a few of the women in the salon. They watched, amused, as Maile escorted him into the back room.

“I have my doubts that he’ll be able to withstand it,” one of the women observed.

“He has no idea what he’s in for,” another weighed in.

“I know,” Jessica replied. “This is going to be fun.”

Jessica followed Kyle and Maile and watched as Kyle disrobed and positioned himself on the table. He had a nervous look on his face, which did not dissipate once Maile began the process. It took slightly over an hour for her to finish. By the end of it, Kyle had been transformed by both the physical pain attendant the removal of the entirety of his body hair, and the visual appearance of being smooth and bare.

“I don’t think I’ve ever looked so naked,” Kyle observed, looking at himself in the full-length mirror.

“Well, you owe it to yourself to show it off. You had some doubters, you know. I think you have every right to prove them wrong.”

Jessica stuck her head out between the curtains that separated the front of the shop from the back room.

“Who wants to see him fully waxed?” she called out and was met with a chorus of approval. “See?” she turned and said to Kyle. “Now you can impress them with your endurance and your obedience. Get out there and give them a look at how nude your body looks when it’s hairless.”

Kyle had to admit that there was something to what she was saying in proving wrong anyone who had doubted that he could endure the procedure. He was blushing a little, but he stepped forward and through the curtain to show off the results. The women in the salon lit up when he emerged and offered a genuine expression of admiration as he turned to give them a look at the work Maile had done.

“Now that your body has undergone such a beautiful transformation,” Jessica said once they were back in the car, “we will get you a nice little outfit to show it off.”

They stopped into a lingerie shop, and Jessica led Kyle directly over to one of the saleswomen.

“Hello, I we need to get some lingerie that will fit him,” she explained to the saleswoman.”

“All right,” she said, examining Kyle. “My name is Ariel, by the way, and if you follow me, we can find something you’ll like, I’m certain.”

She led Jessica and Kyle over to a rack on the salesfloor.

“So, what are we thinking, just a pair of panties, or the full ensemble?” Ariel asked.

“Definitely the full ensemble,” Jessica replied. She turned to look at Kyle. “I’m thinking a pair of sheer silk stockings, a garter belt, a pair of panties in a thong style, and a nice lace bra.”

Once they had selected the items Jessica thought were appropriate, they returned to the car with their purchases.

“Now, we need a pair of shoes and a scandalous little cocktail dress.”

The following evening, Kyle showered, shaved, then dressed in clothes that he realized were intended only to be worn on his way over to Jessica’s house. Once he was there, he changed out of them and put on the lingerie she’d purchased for him. The silk stockings made his legs feel naked, which he had not expected. The panties were actually a bit tight even when they were half-way up his thighs, and once he’d tucked his penis back between his legs, they fit snugly around his hips. The garter belt took a bit of finesse to apply correctly, and the A-cup bra was difficult until he realized he could attach the hooks in the front, then rotate it around and put the straps over his shoulders. When he was finished, he took a look in the full-length mirror in Jessica’s bedroom. He heard Jessica whistle.

“My, my Kyle. I do believe you’ll turn some heads this evening.” She said, flashing him a brilliant smile.

She had him sit down in front of her vanity mirror, then began applying his makeup. When she was finished with his lipstick, eyeliner, mascara, and eyeshadow, he put on his shoes and the cocktail dress. The dress they’d chosen was “arrest me red” in color, form-fitting, and sleeveless.

When they got to the party, Kyle felt practically naked with how much of his body was on display. Jessica introduced him to a couple of her girlfriends, Amanda, and Samantha.

“Wow, look at you!” Samantha exclaimed. “Give us a spin, honey!”

Kyle dutifully turned in a circle, slowly, allowing the group of women to get a look at his dress, and how well he wore it. When he returned to face them, he saw their eyes travelling up and down his body, blatantly objectifying him.

“I bet she’s got a sweet little pair of panties on,” Amanda said, salaciously.

“She does,” Jessica responded, enjoying the use of the feminine pronoun. “Why don’t you show off your cute little panties,” she prompted Kyle.

He blushed, which the women noticed and thought was kind of adorable, then slowly pulled the hem of his dress upward.

“Higher,” Samantha said, making a gesture with her hand.

Kyle noticed that the three women were staring between his legs. He hoped that he had tucked well enough that he’d look good in his panties, a thought that surprised him. He continued pulling his dress up. He paused when he thought he’d revealed himself to everyone’s satisfaction.

“Higher,” Samantha repeated, sounding impatient.

Kyle felt that clearly, they wanted more than to just see the crotch of his panties. They wanted to see everything. He pulled his dress up further.

“C’mon, higher,” Sam said, sounding annoyed.

Kyle pulled the dress up until it was above his waist. He was now completely revealed up to his navel.

“Nice,” Amanda commented. “That is one tiny pair of panties. But the challenge now is to give us another spin. Let’s see what they look like from behind.”

Kyle was very self-conscious about the fact that he was wearing a pair of thong panties, and the matter of how well he had tucked himself was going to be on display. He slowly turned in a circle once more but was told to stop once his bare butt came into view.

“Jessica, my God,” Samantha exclaimed. “How could you resist spanking that cute little ass?”

Jessica laughed.

“As it turns out, I can’t,” she said as she slapped Kyle’s butt hard with her palm flat.

“Ooh, a nice firm butt,” Amanda said. “I love it when they’re firm enough that you can spank them and they don’t jiggle. They just, you know, take it.”

“Would you like to give it a spank yourself?” Jessica asked.

“Absofuckinglutely,” Amanda replied, and had no hesitation in stepping up and delivering a hard spank of her hand across Kyle’s butt.

“Nice,” Amanda commented.

“Me next, please,” Samantha pleaded.

“Of course,” Jessica replied.

Samantha gave Kyle a hard slap of her hand, quickly followed by another.

“Sorry, couldn’t resist. That’s just such a nice, sweet ass for spanking,” Samantha explained.

“No need to apologize, Samantha,” Jessica protested. “I’m pretty sure Kyle expects nothing less. He clearly showed up dressed to tease, so he deserves it. Give him another, why don’t you?”

She didn’t need to ask her twice. Samantha brought her hand back and let him have it, spanking his ass cheek with her hand flat, making a loud smack when it landed. She stepped back to reveal the result, which was a nice, reddened handprint across the right side of his butt.

“Nice!” Jessica assessed, laughing. “Say ‘thank you,’ Kyle,” she prompted him.

“Thank you!” Kyle replied.

“You’re welcome, honey,” Samantha replied, laughing joyfully at how obedient he was.

Later, Jessica had a moment alone with Kyle, and she expressed her appreciation of how well he was adapting.

“You were such a good sport in showing off your panties to Sam and Amanda,” she commented.

“A good sport?” Kyle asked, one eyebrow raised.

“Yeah,” Jessica said, laughing. “In the Olympic sport of panty-showing, you were a champion.”

“In the Olympics, even? And here I’d never heard of it. But thank you for the compliment. I am glad that I performed to your satisfaction. I was worried that my dick was going to be really visible when I turned around, in spite of being tucked in the panties.”

“Kyle, your dick was totally visible. It was fucking obscene. That’s part of why we were spanking your butt.”

By the time they left the party, Kyle had gotten his butt pinched, grabbed, slapped, and spanked more times than he could count.

“See?’ Jessica asked in the car on the way back to her house. “I told you that would be fun. Certainly, my girlfriends had a lot of fun playing with you,” she said with a broad smile.

“I think I’m going to have bruises on my ass,” Kyle mused.

“Oh, that’s just to remind you of how nice your ass looked in that dress. The girls just couldn’t help themselves,” Jessica replied, laughing. “The thing I want you to learn from the experience is how good it feels to do what I tell you to. It’s part of being my houseboy that you will learn to surrender your pride to appear as I want you to appear, regardless of how vulnerable or embarrassed it makes you. You will be rewarded,” she said, placing her hand on his bare thigh. “However, the next event will test you even further. I am really looking forward to it.”
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“Do you know what a CFNM party is?” Jessica asked the following Friday.

“I think so,” Kyle replied. “That’s where the females are clothed and the men are naked?”

“Exactly,” Jessica replied, sounding pleased. “We will be attending one this weekend.”

“But I thought that was just a fetish thing. I mean, like, an erotic fantasy or whatever. Not a real thing, right?”

“Incorrect. It is a real thing, and we are really going to one this weekend. Like I said.”

“I’m going to be naked?”

“Hmm, let me think. Are you male?”

“Yes,” Kyle responded, seeing where her line of thinking was going.

“Then yes. Sorry not sorry, but your clothes will be coming off. Males are actually not allowed to wear clothing at a CFNM event. Therefore, I expect that it’s going to be a lot of fun.”

She saw the trepidation on his face.

“Your compliance with my insistence that you wear the little cocktail dress was very much appreciated by me and everyone else at the party,” she explained. “Now, I think you need to demonstrate a willingness to go a step further. Your body is to be my possession. I think this event will help you acclimate to this new reality. You will accompany me in attending an event where the purpose, or should I say, the intent, is to objectify the male body to an extreme. The way you will endure the extraordinary vulnerability you will feel is by realizing that your nakedness is not something you control. It is my right to expose you in this manner, so you will be content with my decision, by recognizing that it is my authority to which you answer. Do you understand what I’ve said?” she asked.

Kyle thought about the question.

“That you own me, so you may have me displayed in any way you choose?” he answered, sounding uncertain of his own answer.

“Yes, something like that. But also, you should be proud that I would even choose to show you off in such a compromising manner.”

“I am,” Kyle replied earnestly. “The thought of it is intimidating, but if it is what you want, then I will be, as you say, proud to be by your side.”

Jessica smiled warmly; an irresistibly beautiful expression that made Kyle feel an intense heat spreading throughout his body.

The CFNM party was a charity event. Each of the men at the party were asked to make a financial contribution, as well as donating all of the clothes they were wearing. The clothing would be sold second-hand, all to raise money for a charitable cause. Each of the men would enter the party fully clothed, but one by one, a woman who had volunteered for the position would come around with a large laundry bag, and the men would be asked to remove every bit of clothing they were wearing. Shirts, shoes, socks, pants, belts, even underwear would be unceremoniously stripped off and dropped into the bag. The men were in such a position that they couldn't refuse, as it would look heartless and cheap to not donate everything they had. Once they had all been stripped naked, they were then entirely in the hands of the women in attendance at the party. They were unlikely to have much success trying to get back home completely naked, so they would have to rely on the good graces of any of the women that were there. As a result, all of the men were on their best behavior.

Jessica stood somewhere in the middle of the party, wearing an elegant, long dress in Egyptian blue that displayed her cleavage, and showed off her curves around her hips and butt. Her hair was pulled back tightly and gathered at the back of her head into a ponytail. She was speaking with Kyle and drinking a martini in a practically frozen glass. Her conversation with Kyle began with him fully dressed, but soon a woman with a laundry bag appeared, and she encouraged him to take off his clothes and drop them in the bag. Jessica watched, amused, as he undressed before her, and she noticed that he was nervous, even blushing a little as he slowly exposed himself. She could see that many eyes were upon him, and she savored this delicious moment of vulnerability that he was being exposed to. And then, as though nothing had happened, the girl collecting donations disappeared, to continue on her rounds, and the conversation resumed. However, she was a bit distracted. Jessica felt the peculiar and fascinating sensation of having possession of Kyle, and she had no qualms about openly staring at him.

“I want you to be really open with me about how you feel being completely naked in this situation,” Jessica implored him. “Do you feel vulnerable, knowing that everyone here can look at you this way? And do you feel exploited, somewhat, knowing that I wanted you in this situation?”

“Yes, I think you have accurately presented the way that this feels, Kyle replied, and he blushed, which Jessica found to be deeply satisfying. 

Then Kyle heard a voice he recognized behind him.

“Hey, Jessica,” the voice said.

Kyle turned and saw that it was Taylor, his coworker. Taylor was wearing a sharp, black suitcoat and a short skirt. She was accompanied by a man who was wearing nothing.

“Oh, and hello, Kyle,” Taylor said. “It’s nice to see you here at this party. I’ve always wondered what you look like naked,” she admitted, looking him up and down. And now I know. Nice. This is my husband, Mark.”

Jessica and Kyle said hello to Mark, which Kyle thought was one of the more awkward situations he could imagine. Kyle employed the same protocol he’d had in the shower room in high school gym class. Don’t look. Or rather, don’t have the appearance of looking since peripheral vision generally supplies enough information.

“It’s nice to have men who are well-hung at an event like this,” Jessica commented. “Don’t you think?”

Taylor’s face brightened with a broad smile.

“Nice, yes, though I tend to think of it as more of a requirement,” she stated. She placed her hand on Mark’s dick, lifted it up, and gave it a playful bounce. “This one is probably going to be having some totally inappropriate erections, since it’s been locked up for a little over a week.”

“Really?” Jessica asked. “What has Mark done to deserve that?”

Taylor cocked her head, looking quizzical.

“Done?” she asked. “Oh, he hasn’t done anything, he’s a good boy,” she said, tousling his hair. “He just gets locked up because it’s just part of his conditioning. Being constantly reminded of who owns his cock is good for him. Isn’t it, honey?”

“Yes, it is,” Mark replied. “I am grateful to Taylor for training me to respect her authority.”

“Our relationship really noticeably improved once Mark began to understand his place,” Taylor mentioned. “My ownership of his cock is a part of that, and it’s a useful tool in his development as a servant to me.”

“Nice,” Jessica commented.

Kyle felt someone pinch his butt, but when he turned to see who it was, there was no obvious culprit.

“Hi, Aeolan,” Jessica called out.

“Hey, Jessica, what’s been going on? I haven’t seen you in a while,” Aeolan replied, walking over to the small group to talk to Jessica.

“I know! Cool that you showed up, I had no idea you’d be here. This is Taylor, a friend of mine at work, and this is her husband Mark, and this is Kyle, who is training to be my houseboy,” Jessica said by way of introduction.

“Good to meet all of you,” Aeolan said to everyone. “And did you say houseboy? Because that sounds like such a Jessica thing to do!”

“I know, right? He has been working that cute little butt off, and he’s been really so sweet and obedient,” Jessica replied warmly.

“I don’t know, he looks like he still has a nice butt, so I’m not sure you can say he’s been working it off.”

Jessica laughed.

“Why don’t you show everyone the spanking you got this afternoon, Kyle?” Jessica prompted.

Kyle blushed, then turned around, showing off the bright red marks across his ass.

“Ooh, nice,” Taylor exclaimed.

“Yeah, that’s impressive. Looks like you really put him in his place,” Aeolan commented.

“Oh, he’s a man who knows his place,” Jessica replied. “Don’t you, Kyle?”

Kyle turned back around, still blushing.

“Oh, hey,” Aeolan suddenly announced, “you do graphics, right? Sorry, I know you told me, but I’m never sure quite where my friends are at in their careers. People tend to move around, you know.”

“Right, definitely,” Jessica replied. “And yeah, I’m still doing graphics work. Why?”

“Well, don’t get your hopes up or anything, since I am famously forgetful of little details and I can misremember and get things wrong, but I think I might have a connection for you. I know someone who is looking for someone who does something like what you do. Again, I’m not one hundred percent, but it might be something.”

“OK, cool, it wouldn’t hurt to check it out, huh?” Jessica replied. “I’m still at the same email you had last, so if you want to send me the details and stuff, I would be super grateful.”

“Sure, cool. Anyway, I am planning on cornering a certain naked boy over there,” Aeolan said, pointing, “so I am going to be on my way. It was nice to meet you, Taylor, and you two boys, and Jessica, I will be sending you a message soon!”

Aeolan departed, blending in with the rest of the party.

Kyle’s ass got pinched, and a moment later, the opposite side of his butt got pinched, and again, he had no idea who had done it.

“So, she seems pretty cool,” Taylor mentioned. “What was that about? Was she talking to you about a job?”

“Oh, who knows,” Jessica answered. “It’s probably nothing.”

“Good, because we can’t lose you at work. The whole place would fall apart.”

Kyle had a vague feeling of dread. The thought of Jessica going to another company was something that hadn’t even crossed his mind. At least she’d still be living close enough that he could still see her. He tried to calm his thoughts. He was getting ahead of himself. Surely everything would work out fine.

Suddenly a tiny woman with an elfish appearance popped up with a clipboard.

“Hey everybody!” She exclaimed. “I’m Mina, and I am taking names for the stage show. If you ladies would like to nominate any of the men for a stage performance, then I can help with that. I’ll just need the name of the performer.”

She had bright, enthusiastic eyes that darted back and forth between Taylor and Jessica.

Taylor smiled mischievously, looking at Mark.

“You can add Mark’s name to the list. I think he’d be delighted to put on a little show for us this evening,” Taylor volunteered. “What do you think, Mark? Are you ready to perform for us?”

Mark was surprised by this development, but he adjusted, straightening his posture.

“Yes, of course, Taylor,” he replied.

“Wait, what kind of performance are we talking about?” Jessica asked. “Why don’t I know about this?”

Taylor laughed.

“I have no idea why you don’t know about this, Jessica,” Taylor said.

“It’s where we have the boys go up on a stage over there,” Mina explained, pointing in the general direction. “We get an opportunity to look at them one-by-one, and they all do a little something to entertain us.”

“I’m thinking I might let Mark masturbate for us,” Taylor added.

“Oh, perfect,” Jessica replied. She turned to Mina, the girl with the clipboard, and said, “Why don’t you put Kyle down for a slot on the stage. You’ll be willing to entertain the audience, won’t you, Kyle?” she asked.

Kyle blushed, and almost didn’t notice that his ass got pinched again.

“Um, sure, Jessica. If you like, I can do that. Will you want me to um, jerk off on stage?”

“Well, not if you put it like that, Kyle,” Jessica replied, sounding perturbed. “It’s not just jerking off, as you said. It should be slow and sensual. Really show us how pleasurable it is, so we can watch you and enjoy the process. Maybe dance around for us a bit as well. Make it a show.”
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The bathroom in Jessica’s house was remarkably clean, as was the living room. Kyle was naked and on his knees in the middle of the living room. Jessica sat in an armchair, observing him. She crossed her legs, then extended her foot, pressing it upward between his legs. Kyle’s lips parted, betraying the edge of fear she’d instilled by positioning her foot in this manner. She pressed harder. He reacted, still so naked, still so vulnerable. She thrilled to the amount of control she had over him, which she expressed by flexing her thigh. He reacted marvelously. Then she did it again. She loved the look on his face when she exercised her power over him.

“You know, I’ve been replaying in my head the show you put on at the CFNM party. I imagine it felt humiliating to be up on stage being objectified like that, but as I’m sure you are aware, the women at the party really enjoyed it. I think what made it so good was that everyone could tell how embarrassed you were to be so exposed to begin with, but then when you started masturbating for us, we could see how much you were getting off on it. I was very pleased that you were so obedient in complying with my order to entertain us.”

“Thank you, Jessica, it is an honor to obey you,” Kyle replied.

Jessica sat thinking quietly for a moment.

﻿“Tell me,” she said in somewhat softer manner than her usual tone of voice. “I am curious. What made you initially agree to submit to me? What is it that initially drew you to me? What made you want to become my houseboy?”

“Those are questions to which you absolutely deserve full and detailed answers,” he began to say, and realized his mistake a moment too late. She leaned forward and slapped him with her hand, hard, across the tip of his cock. 

“Is there a question to which I do not deserve a full and detailed answer?” she asked, sounding rightfully annoyed. 

“I apologize,” he began to say, and got another slap across the tip of his cock. “That could also be said of any question you ask, and I owe you nothing less,” he added quickly. “So, I will explain.”

She observed the look on his face and the upright posture of his naked body, kneeling at attention. She sat back and pressed her foot against his balls again as she listened. 

“The answer is that you are pretty, sexy, kind, and funny. For what reason I’d have a difficult time explaining, I was instantly attracted to you in not just a physical way, but an emotional way. It wasn’t just your physical attributes that attracted me, but the way that your mind worked. You were clearly smart, but you were clever as well. You said things that were unique, and you said them in a way I’d never heard anyone say before. And when you said that you wanted your bathtub cleaned, and you suggested it should be done naked, you said that you should be there when it happens so that you could supervise, or as you said at the time, “crack the whip.” You might not remember that, but I do. It impressed me and motivated me to do exactly what you wanted. Which is why I did precisely that. So essentially, you were the only pretty, sexy, kind, and funny girl who wanted her bathtub cleaned by someone who was naked. And then you let me do it.”

Jessica returned her foot to press gently upward between Kyle’s legs, listening as he continued. 

“And though I have explained it, it bears repeating that taking off my clothes, stripping naked in front of you, was kind of terrifying, very intimidating, and an incredible turn-on. It did occur to me that you were playing the whole idea of having someone clean your bathtub while naked, while you watched, as a joke. But I thought to myself, why not do it for real? I thought you might appreciate that you could actually have me do that, and that it would be a fascinating experience for both of us.”

“Then you learned that not only was it not a joke, but I was very serious about my interest in having a houseboy,” Jessica observed. “So, tell me about the moment of truth, if you will, the moment when you took off your clothes before me.”

“If I go back in my mind to a very specific moment, the moment when I stood before you in your living room wearing nothing but a pair of underwear, and I had my hands on either side of the garment, it crossed my mind that within the next few seconds, Jessica will see me completely naked. And even though it won’t be hard yet, she will be able to get an idea of the size of my dick. Now, I know that the exact dimensions of a dick are not the most important thing to a girl,” he acknowledged. 

She scanned her eyes downward, taking in the sight of his erection. 

“But the fact of the matter was that you were going to see mine, and I had no idea what you might think. I was already feeling intimidated by the fact that you were going to see me naked, and I didn’t know if you might prefer that my dick was bigger than it is. I mean, at that point, I was simply taking off my clothes to clean your bathtub, but I didn’t want you to be disappointed. More importantly though, you seemed like you would rightfully expect more. And I thought you deserved more. In that moment, when I had my hands on either side of my underwear, about to take them down and reveal the entirety of myself to you, I felt that you had every right to expect that I was above average at the very least. I think that it added to the intimidation of the moment, that even though I knew that I had a larger-than-average cock, I didn’t know if it fit your criteria for what is large enough. I wanted to impress you, so it made me a bit nervous. And there was nothing for me to do about it but pull my underwear down, step out of them, and allow you to make your own determination. And I can’t tell you how much I enjoy the fact that you seemed to be appreciative of the size of it. Because I felt that you deserved as much, if not more.”

He fell silent and waited patiently.

“If not more?” she mused aloud.

She pressed her foot firmly against his balls, observing his reaction. His naked body remained at attention, and clearly under her command. She lowered her gaze to examine the size of his erection.

“More as in bigger? Do you think I deserve a larger cock?”

“If you desired it, then yes.”

“Interesting,” she said with a curious smile on her face. “And so, you felt intimidated, somewhat, not knowing what I would expect of you, size-wise?”

“Yes. But that is not to say that I didn’t absolutely love taking off my clothes in front of you. And I loved the fact that I was offering myself to your scrutiny and appraisal.”

Jessica leaned forward and slid her hand along the length of his cock. 

“Well, I am definitely appreciative of the fact that you don’t have a small dick.”

“Thank you. And I admit to occasionally fantasizing that it is either too big or too small for you, and so you want me to compensate by using my tongue to pleasure you.”

“How could it possibly be too small?” she asked, glancing downward. 

“That would be up to you,” Kyle responded. “As long as I remain in position, naked, I am yours, to do with as you wish. You are in a position of authority to require anything you wish.”

“On that point, we are absolutely in agreement,” Jessica admitted. “So, you agree that you should kneel before me?”

“While not every man may be willing to kneel before you,” Kyle allowed, “any man that wants you should be open to the idea of doing so. And to offer himself to you completely naked? Absolutely. If he is sincere, he won’t think twice about it, if for no other reason than to give you the opportunity to size him up.”

“Interesting. I do enjoy taking the measure of a man,” Jessica said with a bemused tone of voice. “I believe that a man should be willing face the scrutiny of a woman he wants to be with, and she should feel completely at ease with the idea of examining what he has to offer. Not only the physicality of his body, but what he is willing to do with it for her pleasure. The moment when he first encounters the reality of taking off all of his clothing to stand before her completely naked will be incredibly intimidating, as it should be.”

“Certainly, that is the way that I felt with you,” Kyle confessed. “I felt a stomach-churning fear of embarrassment in taking off my clothes while you watched. But it turned me on so much that I was unable to stop myself. I wanted to be naked before you, and it felt right to do so, but it was kind of terrifying at the same time. It was an incredibly intimidating situation, and I could feel the power dynamic shift in your direction as I surrendered the right to privacy. The more exposed I was, the greater your authority over the situation became. The sensation of submitting myself to your approval intensified until it reached its ultimate expression, as I took ahold of the waistband of my underwear. It was the last piece of clothing on my body, and by far the most intimidating to remove. My self-awareness was at an extreme, and time itself seemed to slow down in this moment. I felt nervous, I felt shy, and I could see that you were watching intently. I guess that I had intuited that once I was completely naked, and you were still fully clothed, that you would have all of the power in the negotiation. I would have surrendered myself to you, and whatever happened would be entirely up to you.”

“Yes, that’s true,” Jessica agreed. “I would be making an assessment of the size and shape of your body in answering the question, ‘what does he look like naked?’ But it was so much more than that, of course. As you’ve mentioned, the power in the negotiation changed. In one sense, you had become a plaything for me. And in another, you had become my servant. Your mission at that point was to perform a service, a domestic chore, and your nudity was simply to make it more entertaining for me. And not just visually entertaining due to the novelty of the arrangement, but psychologically as well. Your nakedness symbolized a level of servitude, while my remaining clothed held an inherent power and status. You were in a position to deeply appreciate that you were not only in a servile role, but you would be completely subject to my will in that your body was to be objectified for my amusement.”

“Yes, I think that the sudden shift in the dynamic,” Kyle replied, “that you were fully clothed while I was not had an effect on me in that I felt a peculiar kind of nervousness, and a certain level of fear. It was embarrassing to be so naked in front of someone who was fully dressed. Like I was at the CFNM party, for sure, but it wasn’t just any someone, of course, but you. After the initial shock of standing before you, completely exposed and subject to you observation, I might have thought that the shock would wear off, but it didn’t. I was not only very, very aware, and self-conscious of my state of undress, I actually became more and more keenly aware of how exposed I was throughout the evening. The longer I remained naked before you, while you remained fully clothed, the more naked I felt. At no point did I begin to take it for granted that I was fully available to your examination, and in fact this feeling increased and intensified.”

“And then how did you feel when you began your assignment?” she asked.

“When I attended to scrubbing your bathtub clean,” Kyle explained, “I began, of course, by getting on my hands and knees. It hadn’t occurred to me how objectifying this position would be until I was in that position before you. Once I was, however, it was a bit overwhelming how servile it felt. Which is not to say that I didn’t love it, as it felt right to be your servant. And so, I began to focus on doing as good of a job as I could. And I rather quickly came to appreciate being on my hands and knees before you. I guess I can say that it felt natural.”

Jessica smiled, recalling the image in her mind.

“The humility implied by the position,” she pointed out, “as well as the vulnerability inherent to the pose serves to underscore your nakedness, making you feel exposed in a way that you probably haven’t before. One element of the “hands and knees” position is the way that your asshole is in such a vulnerable position, and more or less on display. I find that to be particularly amusing in its implications.”

“And then I asked if you wanted me to put my clothes back on. You simply replied, ‘No.’ I recall that at the time, the finality of your response really affected me. As in, ‘No, you won’t be putting your clothes back on until I tell you can. No, you won’t stop being completely naked and available to me to view.’ Of course, this made it more and more intimidating as the night went on. I felt a sense that you were toying with the vulnerability that attended my state of being undressed. I was unaware in the moment that it would turn out to be hours that you would have me remain naked. That I would end up making you come multiple times before I would put any clothing on my body. Which did impress me at the time.” 

“You impressed me, Kyle, with not only your talent, but your dedication in licking my pussy. I make no apologies for the fact that it is a major reason why you are here now and continue to be in consideration as a servant to me. But tell me what you meant when you said impressed.”

“The length of time you had me lick you was impressive,” Kyle admitted, “in that length of time is a measurement, like a big cock, or wide hips, or any other sexually attractive measurement. I had never experienced a woman who enjoys being licked for as long as you do before that. At first, I was on my knees to align my tongue with your body, so that I could lick your pussy in the most advantageous position. But before long, I was on my knees out of respect, as you came on my face repeatedly, yet gave no indication that you were anywhere close to being done with your use of my tongue. My respect for you grew exponentially as I repeatedly stroked your clit and slid my tongue all around your pussy. And as I have pointed out before, I absolutely loved every single second of it. The taste and scent of your body, how soft and delicious you felt on my tongue, how beautifully your back arched when you felt my tongue pleasuring you, everything about it. I fantasize about it, and when I do, it seemingly goes on forever.” 

“Interesting,” Jessica replied. “Forever.”

Jessica was silent for a moment. She examined Kyle, kneeling obediently before her. His erect cock was pointing toward her and slightly upward. His posture was respectfully upright. She considered how remarkably naked he appeared at the moment, as she slowly slid her panties down her legs and took them off. 
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“Atlanta? Georgia?” Kyle exclaimed, feeling like he’d been hit in the chest in a prize fight. “I can’t believe you’re leaving!”

Jessica was seated on her sofa, and Kyle was kneeling before her.

“I know, Kyle,” Jessica replied. “Unfortunately, it’s unavoidable. I have too much at stake professionally to turn down this job. I’m going to have to rent out this house,” she said, looking around at the home she loved. “I’m not ready to sell it yet.”

The chance meeting with her friend Aeolan at the CFNM party had been fortuitous in a way. Jessica made the connection that was offered, and after a few conversations back and forth, had been offered a job with the company N/Everest, above her current position, at almost twice the salary. The downside was that she would be moving from Los Angeles to Atlanta, Georgia. Over two thousand miles away.

“But,” Kyle began, and then realized that almost anything he might say following that word would be self-serving and inappropriate, so he stopped. “I will miss you,” he offered, trying not to sound as desperate and pathetic as he felt.

“Oh, Kyle,” Jessica replied, pulling his close to her and kissing him. “I know. But it doesn’t mean that we won’t still be able to communicate. And perhaps even see each other. Less so, of course, but like I said, I can’t turn this down. It’s worth too much to me. And I have an idea. I don’t want to sell this house for, like, a million reasons. It’s too good an investment, and I love it, so I’m keeping it. However, I need to rent it out, since one, I’m not a millionaire. Two, it’s safer to have it occupied. If nothing else, a tenant can make sure that nothing goes wrong. Or if it does, then I can get whatever it is fixed. Do you follow me?”

“You are suggesting that I move into your house?” Kyle guessed, cautiously.

“Such a clever boy you are,” Jessica said while tousling Kyle’s hair. “That way, you can continue being my houseboy.”

She stroked his face and his chest in a gentle way, as though she were memorizing the feel of every plane and curve of his body. Kyle had licked her pussy until she reached orgasm no fewer than three times that afternoon, using his tongue to pleasure her like a man on a deserted island might drink water. There was a devotion and dedication beyond what she had felt from him previously. He had licked her as though he might never get another opportunity.

“Before I leave, I thought I might allow you one last whipping. To remember me by. It might be a while before I have the chance to own you again, so I want to make it count. If you show me that you can be as obedient as I know you are capable of being, then I will give you a whipping to remember. You’ll have your ass marked from the whip long after I’ve left, and the soreness will keep me in your mind at least a little while,” she said softly.

“You are always,” Kyle replied.

As a show of obedience, he did not wait for her to order him into position. He turned and lowered himself onto his hands and knees to await the application of the riding crop. After a moment’s thought, he lowered himself further, to his elbows, while raising his butt higher up, in a genuflecting pose.

“Thank you, Jessica,” Kyle offered.

“You’re welcome, Kyle,” she replied as she placed the long, thin, riding crop against his bare butt. “Are you ready? Because I feel I owe it to you to really make this hurt.”

“Yes, Jessica,” Kyle replied.
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Jessica sat on the couch in her new apartment in Atlanta, drinking a beer. It was one of the cans of beer leftover from what she’d purchased for the moving men as a way to thank them for a hard day’s work. She surveyed the boxes of stuff stacked along the wall, then looked out the window at her new neighborhood. She picked up her phone and called Kyle.

“How’s my house?” she asked.

“It’s clean,” he replied.

“Good. You know, Kyle, I keep thinking about you. I think about your attentiveness,” she said wistfully. “Watching you obey my orders. I think about it a lot.”

Kyle had a sensation that felt like the temperature of his body had just broken a thermometer.

“Thank you,” Kyle replied. “I, um, think about you as well. I mean, a lot. I miss you.”

“I miss you, too. I miss your cute face. I miss your tongue. You know,” she said, and he could hear the smile in her voice, “I keep thinking about whipping you. It’s so, I don’t know, calming. It makes me feel so relaxed and centered when I think about it. Obviously, moving to a new location, and starting this new job, I have a lot of frustrations and anxieties. Any time I feel overwhelmed, my mind goes to that place and time and I think about whipping you. You were so sweet and submissive. It really touched me how you showed this really devoted obedience to me. I could tell from the way that you held your body in position that you were so grateful to me for whipping you. I think about it a lot, and it makes me feel kind of desperate for you. I need to have you close to me.”

“I would love nothing more,” Kyle seconded.

“Unfortunately, that’s not how it’s going to be for a while. I guess we have to be patient. We are both really involved in other things right now, but I want one of us on an airplane sometime very soon. In the meantime, I want you to send me a photograph of your naked body. Show me how you can be more than just my houseboy. Show me how you can be my whipping boy. I want to see pictures of your naked the way you would be when you feel my whip on your body.”

“Of course, Jessica,” Kyle replied. “You know that I’ll do anything you ask me to.”

“I know, Kyle. I love that about you.”

When Kyle hung up the phone, he felt the contradictory feeling he often had with Jessica. It was a confusing, diametrically opposed combination of elation and longing. Hope and despair. Pleasure and pain. He wanted her, but that very wanting was a form of torture. His entire body ached for her, wanting to feel her close to him, wanting to surrender. But his reality was that he had to remain still in this moment, unable to reach out far enough to actually touch her. Living in her house made him feel closer to her, but also reminded him of her absence. She felt so close yet so far away. Another thing he had to hold onto was her directive that he display himself to her. He thought about the assignment.

Two days later Kyle received a package in the mail. He opened it to find a mysterious item constructed of a few leather straps with shiny chrome attachments. There was also a strip of black fabric that was constructed of a thick, black, material that was lined with a luxurious black silk. There was a note that came with the item.

Kyle read:

“Kyle,

I have every confidence that you will figure out how to attach this cock and ball harness. Make sure to make it nice and tight for me. I would love to see you wearing it, so please put it on when you take photos for me. The other item is a blindfold, which needs no explanation. I am looking forward to examining you presented completely naked for me.

-Jessica”

Kyle examined what he now knew to be a cock and ball harness. It felt strange in his hand, since it was an object that he had control of in holding it, yet he now realized that this object had control of him. It was an extension of her control, as though she had worked out a method of reaching across the distance between them and taking possession of him in a way that was tangible, that was real.

He took off his clothes and began putting it on by wrapping the first strap around the base of his cock. Then he placed the second strap around his balls. This took a moment, and when he was done, he realized that he owed it to her to make it a bit tighter. So, he tightened it, and noticed how it made his balls bulge slightly. There was a third strap that went vertically from the front of the balls strap to the back, pushing each of his balls out to either side. He attached it underneath, or behind his balls, on the backside of the ball strap. He looked at himself in the full-length mirror Jessica had in her bathroom. It looked like he was owned, which, he had to admit, he was. If only Jessica wasn’t so far away. But at least the harness felt like she had control of him, as though it were her hand wrapping tightly around him instead of the harness.

Kyle acquired a tripod for his cell phone and set up his camera app to take photos on a delayed timer. He worked out that the best way for him to be his own camera operator was to have the camera begin taking photos at a ten second interval. He positioned the camera with its lens focused on the bed in the bedroom. He pulled off he comforter and the top sheet and the pillows. There was a window off to one side of the bed, as well as the open door on the opposite side of the room providing natural illumination, which he realized he would need since he didn’t have proper lighting equipment like a professional photographer. He hoped that effort and enthusiasm would make up for lack of talent in photography.

He took a shower and shaved more meticulously than normal. He felt not unlike he was getting ready for a date, though this particular appointment was going to be different from any other he’d experienced before. One of the many elements that felt intimidating was the requirement that he wear the cock and ball harness she’d sent him. He had tried it on, but now it was going to be worn for Jessica. It seemed right that he would adorn himself this way, proudly displaying not only her possession of him, but also his acceptance of and willingness in acknowledging her ownership of his body in such an intimate way.

He pressed the function on the camera that would begin taking photos every ten seconds, then positioned himself on his hands and knees on the bed. He placed the blindfold across his eyes and tied it behind his head. He held the position. The snap of the camera shutter, which was nothing more than an artificial sound that the phone made to mimic a film camera, let him know that his image had been captured. It made him blush, knowing that she would see him this way. He focused his thoughts on Jessica to avoid feeling self-conscious about what he was doing. The taste of her came to mind, and he dwelt upon the thought, feeling his cock slowly hardening in response.

Click.

He shifted position, trying to make it feel natural.

Click.

He thought about offering himself to her. He thought about her ownership of the images he was taking for her.

Click.

He placed his body in a way that would emphasize his vulnerability and make him feel exposed and objectified.

Click. The thought of her observing him, contemplating whipping his body made him hard so he turned toward the camera to reveal that to her. His hips pressed forward, almost involuntarily, toward the camera. Toward her. Offering himself to her to examine.

Click.

Kyle sent the photos to her private email, checking and re-checking that he was sending to the right address.

It was two days later that he was washing dishes, which, like everything else he did, was simply a distraction from obsessing about Jessica. Suddenly Kyle’s phone rang, and he saw that it was Jessica calling. He grabbed the towel that hung from a hook in the kitchen and wiped his hands dry, then answered the phone.

“Hello, Jessica,” he said, and there was a momentary silence.

“Hello, Kyle,” she sighed contentedly. “I am looking at your photographs. I’ve examined each of them and I have to commend you on a job well done. By the way, I love the way the harness looks on you. I am very pleased. You clearly went above and beyond in presenting yourself not only naked for me, but in a way that really shows me that you appreciate your place in our relationship. The photos seem to show your awareness of my dominance over you. Well done.”

“Thank you,” Kyle replied, imagining images of himself up on her computer monitor as they spoke.

“I find it interesting,” she mused, “thinking about you taking photographs of yourself for me to look at. Specifically, photos of your naked body,” she clarified unnecessarily. “I realize that doing so made you nervous about feeling so incredibly exposed, yet it was clear that you wanted to please me. I guess that is the most important point, that in each of the photos, you are trying your best to appear as naked as possible for me. In each of the photos, you have done more than just take off your clothes. Anyone can take a naked picture,” she pointed out. “I mean, of course you had to strip naked, that was a basic requirement. Not that I took that lightly, as I’m sure it was always forefront in your mind that when you took off your clothes for the camera, you weren’t going to be putting them back on. But more importantly, you made it look as though you weren’t even allowed to think about wearing clothing or be concealed in any way.”

“I wasn’t,” Kyle observed.

“Hmm,” Jessica murmured. “What were you thinking about while posing for the photographs for me?” Jessica asked.

“It would probably be easier for me to explain that in every situation where you might have reason to ask that question, the answer will always be that I was thinking about licking your pussy,” Kyle replied honestly. “It is a perpetual fantasy, a recurring thought that never really leaves my mind. It makes me hard constantly. My attempts to satiate my lust for you, my desire to have my tongue between your thighs, is apparently futile. The more I think about it, the more I want it.”

Jessica held the phone to her ear, while the tip of her forefinger absent-mindedly stroked her lower lip. This was something she did un-self-consciously when she was contemplating things that were pleasurable to her.

“Hmm. Nice. I love that, Kyle. I also want to say that I appreciate that the pictures have the potential to be embarrassing for you,” she continued. “You clearly wanted to show me that you were committed to being on display for me to examine. I also appreciate that each image to depicts you in a way that is undeniably pornographic, and objectifying, so that I feel entirely at ease in observing you, knowing that the photo was for no other purpose but to elicit such thoughts. And without question, it was clearly always intimidating for you to stand, or kneel before the camera, knowing that you would be so exposed to me. So, tell me,” she asked, “What did it feel like wearing a blindfold in the photos?” 

Kyle thought about the question for a moment.

“Wearing a blindfold for you seemed to underscore the fact that I was being photographed for your entertainment,” he began to explain. “It deepened the impact of the dynamic that you are allowed to view me completely exposed at your leisure, where I am unable to even see the camera, let alone how you are looking at me. Or where you are looking. And the blindfold seems to imply a license of sorts for you to think of me in any way that you desire. You may see me as your plaything, or whipping boy, or anything else. It clearly defines who is in charge, and, well, it’s not me.”

Jessica smiled at the admission.

“I am attempting to display obedience in posing naked,” he continued, “so that it is entirely up to you what you might do to me. The blindfold implies that I am yours to view or be used for what purpose you design. Also, the blindfold objectifies my naked body in a way that has the potential to be embarrassing to me due to the fact that it makes the picture look, you know, dirty. Like something deviant is going to take place, and I am a willing participant.

“And that is exactly what is going on,” Jessica replied appreciatively. “Tell me what it feels like to pose naked and kneeling for me.”

“I am deeply, profoundly aroused by the fact that you are able to have me kneel in place for as long as you desire,” Kyle confessed. “And the time spent remaining in position for you allows me to fully appreciate the situation. Not only does it inspire anticipation, but it also allows me to become completely aware of your unquestioned authority.”

“Tell me about your thoughts regarding the size of your cock,” she asked.

“I am aware of the fact that I am considered well-endowed,” he replied. “Which is not to say that I didn’t feel the normal amount of shyness in showing it to you. I mean, I guess it could be bigger. But I enjoyed photographing myself hard for you. Ultimately, I liked feeling like your personal porn star. I would stroke my cock, completely naked, getting ready for each photo. I would set the timer, then pose. I would hold myself in position until I heard the shutter click. So yeah, it was intimidating to send naked photos to you, without a doubt. But I liked it.”

“Here’s the thing, Kyle,” Jessica began.

Kyle could tell by the tone of her voice that she was about to launch into a lengthy monologue. It was a natural extension of her dominant nature. He listened.

“I own naked pictures of you, but you do not own naked pictures of me, and that is the way it will remain,” Jessica explained. “I like to see photos of you in which I can think about dominating you. And photos of you kneeling for me. Or photos of you masturbating for me. Pictures of you on your hands and knees make me think about whipping you. And owning your cock. And your balls. I like to see photos of you in which I can think about allowing you to serve me.

“I also love the dominant feeling I get while looking at pictures of you wearing nothing but a blindfold. I like that in addition to being blindfolded in some of the photos, you have no idea that I am looking at you, and therefore, no control over the situation. I like how vulnerable it makes you that I have photos of you blindfolded and hard. Because I enjoy objectifying your naked body.

“I like the pictures of you wearing nothing but the cock and ball harness. It looks better on you than I might have imagined. And I like knowing that in some of the pictures, the harness you are wearing is very tight. I also like knowing that some of the things I am having you do for me in the images were painful for you to do. Pictures of you harnessed and kneeling make me to think about you licking me. Before you lick me, your harness should be made as tight as possible.

“I like the fact that I can do anything that I want with my photos of you, all of which show you in very compromising positions. Honestly, I adore that the images I have are potentially embarrassing for you. Because I love erotic humiliation. I like it when it appears as though you are at risk of being seen by others.”

Jessica paused, entertaining a thought in her head.

“Have you ever wondered if I might not show them to other people at my discretion?” Jessica asked.

Kyle contemplated the question.

“Although the photos were, originally, intended for your eyes only,” he replied, “I of course can’t be sure if you might not end up showing them to someone else,” he admitted. “You would have every right to do so, as they are yours, and this particular fact informed each picture.” 

Jessica noticed that he did not ask if, in fact, she had shown them to anyone else.

“I have shown your pictures to a few of my friends,” Jessica admitted, laughing. “Which was fun.”

Kyle had a feeling he could not place, but it aroused him. He was simultaneously embarrassed and turned on.

“May I ask?” he said.

“Ask who has seen them? Well, Taylor, for one. She was always really in favor of you being naked, and she thought you should submit to me, so I let her see some of the photos of you. She admires your good taste in acknowledging my authority. Then there is my friend Liam, who’s gay. He was really impressed with your cock. And your ass. And then my friend Sarah, who is a girl I met here. We’ve been out to drinks after work, and I showed her some of the images on my phone. That actually happened kind of by accident. I was showing her a photo of this hummingbird feeder that I got and put up on my balcony, and she did that really annoying thing where she started scrolling through the images. I could tell by the look on her face that she’d found your photos. She was really enamored of how naked and hard you look in the pictures. I think she has a new-found respect for me. She treats me with a level of admiration that wasn’t present before.”

Kyle was surprised that this made him laugh.

“I am glad to be of service in raising your personal cachet,” he replied.

“Are you mocking me?” Jessica asked, half-serious.

“No, of course not,” Kyle replied. “I would never do that.”

“Hmm. Good. I will whip you if I ever feel that you are even approaching the appearance of mocking me.”

“I appreciate that,” Kyle replied.

Jessica was silent for a moment.

“I like the thought of making you afraid of my whip,” Jessica admitted. “I enjoy the fact that a blindfold would intensify that fear, which is part of why I like to see you wearing it. And you should be naked, and on your knees while you feel that fear. You will undoubtedly feel vulnerable in that situation, and I enjoy the prospect of exploiting that fact. I enjoy knowing that you feel nervous in the photographs you have taken for me. And I would enjoy having you lick me more if you knew that I was going to whip you immediately afterward. Do you know what a pain slut is?” Jessica asked as an aside.

“Um, someone who enjoys pain? For its own sake?” Kyle replied.

“Yes. Would you say that you are a pain slut?” Jessica asked.

“No, I wouldn’t. When you whipped me, I could definitely feel it, since it hurt. But that, to me, is the value in submitting to punishment. The pain that I endure is a tribute to you. You deserve nothing less, and it is an honor for me to surrender it to you.”

Jessica was pleased. She stroked her lower lip with her forefinger.

“I have wondered how hard I could whip you,” she mused. “As hard as possible is my favorite answer, of course. I love the thought of teasing you with the whip and exploiting your fear of it. I love thinking about having you strip naked for me, then get on your knees, blindfolded, while your hands are tied behind your back, knowing what I will do to your body. Or not knowing,” she said, mischievously. “I love the powerfully dominant feeling of watching your cock get hard for me, and for my whip. I imagine that it must be kind of humiliating to kneel before me and get punished while naked, but I like that. It makes it even hotter. Clearly, your place is on your knees, and I appreciate it when you show that you know your place. The thing is, Kyle, I am dominant and you are submissive. Don't ever forget that. It must be humiliating for you to submit to me so completely, and frankly, I like it that way. You are the one that is naked, and you are on your knees, and I will enjoy making your body ache for me, while you recognize my authority over you. Your next assignment is going to involve making a video for me in which all of what I have said is in play. I want to see how submissive you can be for me. I want it, so I am going to have it.”


9

Jessica had a technique she employed at any new company she worked at, the result of which was that she never had any issue with the company-provided hardware or software that was not immediately addressed. On her first day at N/Everest, she found the IT department, and met everyone who worked there. She was directed to Roland, who had been assigned to her department. She used deep, intense eye contact, her smile, her natural friendliness, and her body itself, curves and all, to make an impact. It was in employing this method of endearing herself to the technological gatekeepers at the company that she formed a friendly relationship with Roland.

She had to bite her lip to keep from laughing when she saw him. He brought to her mind the scene in a movie where the nerdy girl takes off her glasses and suddenly everyone realizes she’s beautiful. Except that he was a guy, so maybe she was thinking of Clark Kent, looking awkward and inept until he took of his disguise. It was quickly established that if Jessica were to snap her fingers, Roland would respond on point. Within a short period of time, this attentiveness extended to her personal tech issues as well.

A few weeks after starting at the new company, Jessica wandered into the IT department. She did not register any recognition of the fact that most everyone in the office sat up straighter in her presence, but she noticed it all the same. She also enjoyed it. Jessica had long appreciated how men seemed to come to attention when she walked into a room.

“Here’s what I want, Roland,” she said, being forward, direct, and charming. “I want you to come to my house, and setup a private network capable of hosting video content. I want users who have a password to be able to upload video and other content that I alone will be able to see. Can you do that?”

Roland peered at her, trying to be professional while also feeling deeply intimidated by her.

“Uh, sure, it’s just that, hmm, well, maybe I could—”

“You know, Roland, I not only don’t really care how you do it, but also I won’t really understand you if you try to explain it. But I will deeply appreciate it,” she said with her friendliest smile.

Roland felt warm, though perhaps he might have called it ‘feeling hot,’ or even ‘overheated.’

“Sure, Jessica. I can, um, do the thing that you want,” he stated.

“Good. Tonight?”

“Uh, yeah. Yes. Tonight.”

“Good. Thank you, Roland.” Jessica then turned to exit the office, fully aware that he was watching her walk.

That evening, once Roland had installed the hardware she’d purchased at his direction and tested the software he’d installed to maintain it, and tested it to make sure it worked, he spun around in her home office chair and announced that he had completed the work.

“Very good, Roland,” Jessica replied.

She stood beside his chair, which he rotated back so he was facing the computer screen. She placed her hand on his shoulder, which caused him to be concerned that he might start perspiring. Jessica leaned forward and clicked around the website he’d built for her, getting familiar with it. She had a few questions, but all in all, he’d intuited her needs and made everything as simple as possible.

“Well done, Roland,” Jessica assessed, straightening up and taking a step back. “I believe you deserve a reward.”

Roland turned to face her. He swallowed harder than normal.

“Oh, it’s nothing, you don’t have to—” Roland began.

“No, I’m going to stop you there,” Jessica interrupted. “I think you deserve a reward, so that is what you will receive.”

She sat down on the sofa, crossed her legs, then fixed her gaze upon him. She enjoyed the effect she had in unnerving him.

“Please stand up, and come forward,” she directed. “Then kneel on the floor before me.”

Roland did as she told him to do, then looked at her expectantly.

“Take off your shirt, Roland,” she said in a warm and friendly voice. “Then pull your pants down for me.”

“Um,” he said, then realized that he didn’t have anything to say. He suddenly understood that compliance with her direction was the best course of action.

Jessica savored the opportunity to examine Roland. His body was actually very nice, she felt as she surveyed him.

“Now come forward, until my foot is between your legs.”

Roland positioned himself to her specification. She raised her foot and pressed gently against his balls, just enough to let him know who was in charge.

“Now, for your reward. You will be allowed to stroke your cock, and you may bring yourself to orgasm. When you come, you may lick it up, which means that you have permission to lick and kiss my foot. You may begin.”


10

It was the next day that Kyle received an email from Jessica, which read:

“Here’s the thing, Kyle. I so love your photos, but it leaves me wanting more. So, as I mentioned, I want you to record a video. Among other things, I want to watch you masturbate for me. Install a camera in the shower so that I can watch. The way a man looks when he’s naked and water is pouring over his body is so sexy. But I mostly just like to see that you’re on display for me and you don’t have any privacy.”

There was an emoji with an evil grin and devil horns following the sentence.

“And then I want to watch you play with yourself. I like the feeling of being able to watch something I’m not supposed to be able to see. It feels dirty watching you get clean, and I like it.”

Following this brief message there were instructions on uploading video to the site she’d had set up. Kyle couldn’t help but be impressed that she’d managed to engineer a way for her to watch him in a video that was so convenient for her.

Kyle set up a camera on the far side of the shower. It was relatively waterproof, and the shower was large enough that it was reasonably well-protected. He pressed start on the video function, turned on the water, then took off his clothes. When he stepped into the shower, he was fully aware of the fact that he was entering the frame of the camera at the same time. He could feel her eyes on him, and it made him feel naked and exposed. He tried to act natural, though he felt like he was something like a porn star as he lathered soap all over his body. He was cognizant that when he was in the shower that she would eventually be watching him, which inevitably led to him becoming fully erect and masturbating to the thought of her watching.

Kyle leaned back against the tiled wall and slowly stroked the shaft of his cock. It felt different knowing she was watching him. He felt self-conscious, like he was putting on a performance for her. The thought made him harder. He slid his hand back and forth, deliberately trying to prolong the video for Jessica.

Kyle uploaded the video to the private website that Jessica had set up for him. She could log in to the website and see him completely exposed whenever she wanted to, and he would be unaware that she was watching him at that particular moment.

That moment was later the same day, when Jessica received a notification that a new video had been uploaded. When she arrived home that evening after work, Jessica slipped her hand inside her panties and started stroking her clit, slowly, while she watched the video. She was confident that he would continue entertaining her for an extended period of time. She watched the rivulets of water as they coursed over his body, defining his surface, his exposed skin. She watched the soapy bubbles as they washed downward, leaving him gorgeously, lickably clean. When at last he ejaculated, she rewound the video and watched him do it again. Then she paused the video, looking at the high arc of come spurting out of his cock.

“Hi, Kyle,” Jessica greeted him over the phone. “You look so delicious standing naked in my shower. I can’t help but think of biting you all over. You’re lucky I’m not there.”

“I can’t say that I feel lucky. I would happily risk a few bitemarks to have you here with me,” Kyle admitted.

“Hmm. Say, Kyle, I have a question. Have you ever taken a dildo up your ass?”

“Wow, Jessica, that is most definitely a question,” Kyle responded. “No, I have never, um, done that.”

“I want you to. I want to watch you do it. And if it will be the first time for you, then I want it even more.”

Kyle though about it for a moment.

“If you want to see it …” he began.

“Then you will do it? You will do it just to please me, because you love showing me how well you obey my commands?”

Kyle had to smile in response to Jessica’s persistence.

“Yes, Jessica. I will do that for you.”

“Oh, good. I want to see you, hmm, in the shower, I think, and then take it up the ass. Wait, you don’t own a dildo, right?”

“No, I do not.”

“OK, I want to make sure it’s what I want for you, so I will send you one that I pick out.”

Jessica pondered the thought for a moment.

“I love the thought of anal penetration of the male body,” she stated. I don’t really like anal penetration of the female body unless it is with your tongue. But I’m getting ahead of myself. For now, I want to you to think about your next assignment.”

A few days later, Kyle received a package, and was surprised that it had some weight to it. He opened it on the kitchen counter and saw that the dildo she had selected for him was bigger than he had anticipated. Significantly. He brought it into the bathroom, washed it in the sink, then placed it on the counter. He watched as it waved slowly back and forth, eventually coming to a stop. The intimidation it inspired was significant. He’d never had anything penetrating his ass before, and he was unsure of whether or not he could take the full length and girth of it.
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“I am impressed,” Jessica said over the phone. I watched you take that massive dildo in your ass, and I could tell it was your first time, which was really rewarding for me. I loved the look on your face. And watching you just keep trying until you succeeded was amazing. I got myself off before you’d even taken half of it, and again the moment you’d taken the entirety of it. And then, when you started really fucking yourself, and your own cock was bobbing up and down from the momentum, well that was just amazing. I was so impressed with it that when my girlfriend Sarah dropped by, we opened a bottle of wine and watched the video. She could not stop laughing, but she was ultimately really impressed with your performance, as was I.”

“Thank you, Jessica,” Kyle replied, feeling embarrassed that she’d shown it to her friend Sarah, but proud of the fact that she felt it worthy of displaying. He listened to her exhale into a sigh, a sound that was deeply seductive to his ears.

“Kyle, I can’t take it anymore. I have to have you,” Jessica claimed, her voice suddenly sounding almost tortured.

Kyle held the phone to his ear, yet it felt painful to hear her so distressed.

“I will do anything you want, you know that,” Kyle replied. “I can get away. We have a long weekend coming up. I can maybe get a day off on the Friday before, so we can spend some time together? Somewhere?”

“Oh, Kyle,” Jessica sighed into the phone. “I want that so badly. How do we make that happen?”

“Name a place in the world and I will be there,” Kyle replied.

“How about Panhandle, Texas,” she suggested.

“You mean the Texas Panhandle?”

“No, there’s a little town called Panhandle. I’m looking it on a map right now. It’s almost exactly equidistant between us. We’ll meet in the middle.”

“Well, it sounds like a lot of fun,” Kyle said, laughing. “It’s got some nightlife and sightseeing galore, I bet.”

“No, the nightlife is going to be between the two of us in the hotel. Although I’m guessing that they probably have a motel there. And the sights I’ll be seeing are you, on the bed in the motel, so I absolutely do not care what is outside the door of the room.”

“Are you sure? Because they might have a museum. Or a library. Maybe a post office. I bet they have a post office.”

“Uh-huh,” Jessica humored him.

“And you know they have a Tasty Queen or whatever. And a truck wash.”

“Tasty Queen?”

“Yeah, you know. Whatever the ice cream shop is called. They have them in every small town in the country, for some reason. Gas station, truck wash, Tasty Queen.”

“I thought I was your Tasty Queen,” Jessica sighed.

“Oh, you’re right. Fuck the soft serve ice cream swirl, I’ve got a sugar pink pussy pop.”

“You are so going to get it, mister,” Jessica said, laughing. “Now, the “it” you are going to get is either going to be a savage beating across your naked ass for making up that ridiculous name for my pussy, or an hour of worshipping me with your tongue for making up that totally adorable name for my pussy. I can’t decide which.”

“Why not both?” Kyle suggested.

“Hmm. See, that’s what I love about you, Kyle. You’re so clever. Anyway, fuck it, we’re going to Vegas.”
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Kyle noticed that Jessica was not only comfortable with, but seemed to thrive, indulging in hedonism. She had a saunter she employed when she was at leisure that appeared supremely elegant, and lavishly at ease. She entered their Las Vegas hotel suite and stood examining the ambience of it for a moment. Kyle entered behind, carrying their bags.

“This will do,” Jessica assessed.

She was employing understatement since the room was rather extravagant. It had a sofa, a king-sized bed, and an enormous bathtub. The entire outer wall was glass, and there was wraparound balcony that had a jacuzzi in the middle. The room faced the Strip, so at night it would look out on the lights of the city.

Jessica instructed Kyle in where to place their bags, then she took a shower to wash off the grimy feeling of travel. Kyle had hoped that she might ask him to join her, but she had other plans. After her shower, she instructed him to do the same while she slipped into a gorgeous turquoise and cerulean form-fitting dress that displayed her upper body with a plunging neckline and showed off the curves of her lower body. When Kyle got out of the shower and toweled off, Jessica ordered him to come and kneel before her. She combed her fingers through his damp hair, then raised his chin to look up into her eyes.

“I have been so looking forward to this weekend,” she said, gazing at him with an adoring expression on her face. “I want you to think of this dynamic, where you are naked and kneeling before me. I want you to remain in this mindset.”

“Of course, Jessica,” he replied. “I always think of you this way.”

She smiled and stroked the side of his face.

“You are not allowed to have an erection,” she reminded him. “I will whip you if you get hard.” 

With that, Jessica retrieved her whip from an open suitcase. The rule she’d issued that prohibited him from having an erection without her permission was nothing more than a tease. She knew that he’d get hard. She wanted him to know that the punishment he would get was as a result was unavoidable. There was nothing he could do to stop it.

Jessica sat on the sofa and ordered him onto his hands and knees before her. She silently observed him, allowing the anticipation to build. As he knelt before her, his desire was betrayed by the fact that his cock was slowly growing hard. She took her whip in hand and give her palm a few audible taps. She reveled in her complete domination over him, as evidenced by his slowly growing erection. She exploited the erotic humiliation of making him admit to being aroused by the thought of her whipping him. Then she ordered him to position his body perpendicular to her and to be silent, aside from whatever sounds he was unable to suppress. 

Then she whipped his butt until it was bright red. The gasps and moans she evoked from him were simply delicious for her to hear. He remained obediently in position, with his back arched and his naked rear end sticking up in the air. Each stroke of the whip left a red stripe across his butt, until he was uniformly marked. Then she made him promise to focus on being obedient to her as she continued to whip him. 

Finally setting her whip aside, she ordered him onto his knees, facing her. He was breathing hard as he recovered. She observed his erect cock, and crossed her legs, bringing her bare foot up between his legs and pressed it against his balls. 

She allowed him to thank her for the whipping she gave him, then she had him remain silent as she pressed her foot more firmly between his legs. 

“I own your cock, and I own your balls,” Jessica declared. “The fact that you are kneeling before me and fully erect is a good start, but I demand more of you, as I deserve it. I want you to promise to be as obedient as possible to me.” 

“I promise to obey you, and follow your direction without ever questioning your authority,” Kyle replied.

“Good boy,” Jessica said softly. “Now get dressed. Wear your suit.”

After dinner at the surprisingly tastefully elegant restaurant within the hotel, they went to the casino. Since neither of them had any particular interest in gambling, they just played at it, and when after an hour they were up by one hundred and twenty dollars, they cashed out and laughed about fanning the six twenty-dollar bills like they had just struck it rich.

They went outside the hotel at Jessica’s insistence, and she ordered a limo. When it arrived, they climbed into the limo, amused by the ostentatiousness of the interior. It was all done in black leather and black lacquer-framed and illuminated, mirrored panels.

“Where would you like to go?” the driver asked.

“Right here,” Jessica replied.

The driver looked at Jessica in the rearview mirror. She laughed.

“If you would, please, just drive for an hour. Drop us off back here,” she explained.

The driver looked for a moment longer, then nodded, and pushed the button that raised the privacy screen. He’d been in this job long enough to know what she wanted. Once they were out on the street, heading toward the freeway, Jessica kissed Kyle, then pushed him down between her thighs.

“Let me have your magnificent tongue, houseboy,” she growled.

The lights of the city flew by the windows of the limousine in a blur as they cruised along, while Kyle licked Jessica, making her come over and over again.

When they were back in the hotel room, Jessica announced that they simply had to try out the jacuzzi on the balcony. The outer wall was glass, allowing them to sit in the warm, jet-propelled water while they looked out over the city. Kyle had performed the room services duty by loading the ice bucket for a bottle of champagne, which they drank from glasses Jessica had delivered up to the room.

“My whole approach with this place is to just give in to the ridiculously hedonistic attitude about everything. You can’t be here and pretend that you’re a serious person. You have to play a character.”

“Would you say that you are playing a character?” Kyle asked.

“Not with you,” she clarified. “I am always myself when I am with you.”

Kyle had the sense that she was about to say something. She was silent, and it almost seemed as though a dark cloud passed over her. Then she shook it away and gave him her brilliant smile. She raised her glass of champagne.

“To a weekend with my houseboy, doing whatever I like,” Jessica pronounced.

The next day after breakfast, they changed and went out to the pool at the hotel. It was clearly a designed as a playground for girls in bikinis and boys who wanted to compete for girls to take up to their rooms. Jessica was wearing a bikini, but she was absolutely unconcerned with the competitive nature of the environment. She had no insecurities about the shape of her body, and Kyle realized that it was one of the most attractive things about her. That, and the fact that he thought her body was incredibly, sexually attractive. She was lying on a chaise lounge, looking serenely relaxed in over-sized sunglasses while she sipped a piña colada.

“This is the official drink of not giving a fuck,” she commented. “I’m pretty sure it’s impossible to have a serious thought with one of these in your hand.”

Kyle also had a piña colada, since he could not think of any other reasonable time or place to have one, so he had wanted to take the opportunity. However, he did have on his mind what he felt were serious thoughts. He felt serious about Jessica. Nothing in his life had felt so right than being next to her, being with her.

Jessica looked over at Kyle, then reached across and pinched him on the head of his dick through his swim trunks. She did not release it immediately but maintained her hold on him.

“When we get back to the room, I want to fuck you in the ass,” she said, her voice relaxed, even laconic. “You’re a virgin, correct?”

“Uh, yes,” he replied, feeling awkward about anyone seeing him being addressed in this manner.

“Good,” she said, releasing him. “I like it that way. It’s so nice and tight.” Jessica put her arm up behind her head appearing impossibly even more relaxed.

When they had returned to the room from the pool, Jessica pulled the blankets and top sheet off the bed.

“Kyle,” she said, pointing at the top of the bed. “I want you here, on your hands and knees. Now.”

Kyle stripped off his swim trunks, then positioned himself as she had indicated. He waited. Jessica retrieved something from her luggage, then took a moment in the bathroom. She had been amused while in the airport, watching the TSA employee studying the X-ray, knowing that her massive strap-on dildo and harness would show up rather clearly. Tightening the straps around her waist and between her legs, she positioned the large, silicone cock where she wanted it. She lubricated its length, then examined the way it looked in the bathroom mirror.

Nice, she thought. Kyle’s ass was about get owned in a way that she’d been looking forward to. Kyle was in profile to her as she stood at the door to the bathroom.

“What do you think, Kyle?” she asked.

He turned his head and took in the sight of her leaning against the door jamb, slowly stroking the enormous cock between her legs.

“Do you think your ass is ready for me? Because I am about to dominate it completely.”

Jessica straightened up and crossed the distance between them, her movement similar to that of a big cat on the prowl. Kyle felt his throat go dry, but in contradiction to what he might have identified as fear, his cock began to harden. He found that there was something both sinister and deeply beguiling about Jessica when she expressed her desire to dominate him. Jessica crawled onto the bed, then sat up, pushing her cock forward toward his face. She placed her hand on the back of his head.

“Open your mouth,” she demanded. “Show me how deep you can take it.”

Kyle felt her thrust into his mouth while she used both hands to hold him in place. The cock opened his mouth wider than he’d expected, and Jessica pushed the length of it deeper than he’d thought he would be able to take. She pressed the thick, rounded tip of the dildo up against the top of his throat, forcing Kyle to relax, and let her do as she wanted to with him.

“That’s right, houseboy,” she murmured. “Show me how you suck a cock.”

Jessica luxuriated in forcing Kyle into complete submission, fucking his mouth with long, deep strokes. Kyle felt proud of himself in controlling his gag reflex, allowing Jessica to thrust the cock into the top of his throat.

“Oh, perfect,” she growled. “Your mouth is so fun for me to fuck. But now I want you to turn around. I want a piece of that cute little ass.”

Kyle turned around, as Jessica placed her hands on his hips and positioned him where she wanted him. He felt the tip of the dildo pressed against his asshole.

“I’m going to take your virginity, Kyle,” she said, her voice surprisingly gentle. “I’m going to go slow. At first.”

Her hands secured his ass in position, then she began to penetrate him. He’d had to open his mouth wider than he’d expected to take the girth of the dildo, now it felt even larger violating his ass.

“Oh my God, Jessica,” he panted. “Your cock is huge.”

“The better to own your ass with, Kyle,” she replied, a wicked smile across her face.

She slid her hand around the hemisphere of his hip and took ahold of his cock, then placed her other hand on his chest, pulling him up into a sitting position. She kissed him hungrily on the back of his neck as she continued burying the cock in his asshole. She held him by the cock, using her grip to give her leverage as she started to thrust inside of him.

“Your ass is so fucking tight,” she whispered into his ear. “And now it’s mine. It’s mine, and you’re mine, and now, Kyle, I’m going to ride you.”

She pushed him back down on his hands and knees, held him by the hips, and began fucking his ass with long, deep strokes. The longer she fucked him, the more insistent she became, driving the cock harder and deeper inside of him. He realized at some point that he was going to come. She sensed it as well.

“You may come now, Kyle,” she said, panting.

She was perpetually pounding his ass with the entire length of the strap-on dildo when he ejaculated onto the bedsheets. When Jessica finally came to rest with a sigh, she ordered him to clean up after himself by licking his come off the bed.

On the last night of their weekend getaway, Kyle was in a somber mood.

“What’s up, kitten?” Jessica asked.

“Kitten?” Kyle asked.

“Meow,” Jessica replied. She was happy to see that she had gotten a smile out of him.

But then Kyle’s brow furrowed again.

“It’s just that the weekend will be over and you’ll go back home and I’ll go back home, and we’ll be so far apart. I miss you when you’re gone.”

“Mmm, I know. I’ll miss you too,” Jessica sighed.

She stroked the side of his face.

“I hadn’t really counted on this,” she said. “I mean, in what short amount of time we’ve had together, I like you, and I enjoy spending being with you, but now I don’t like the way that I feel when you aren’t around. I wonder …”

“You wonder what?” Kyle asked.

“Well, you can’t really be my houseboy if you don’t live in my house,” she ventured. She observed him closely, studying the expression on his face. “Maybe you can move to Atlanta to be with me? I know that’s kind of a big step, but I admit that I’ve been thinking about it.”

Kyle had a stunned expression.

“I, um, I think that, um, that’s an idea. I’m sorry, it’s just that I hadn’t really thought about it.”

“Are you thinking about it now?”

“I’m thinking about it now.”

“And what are you thinking about it now?”

“I’m not sure. I’d have to keep thinking about it.”

Jessica’s brow furrowed.

“Well, what complicates things further is that you don’t know everything about me. And if we’re talking about what we’re talking about, then I think I should make some things clear. Things you will need to know. Because I want you to make the choice that works for you, you know? I don’t want to go any further with this idea unless you know everything that will go into you making a decision.”

She inhaled, slowly, then exhaled, allowing her breath to calm her inner thoughts.

“I don’t recall ever being anything different from the way I am,” she explained. “I didn’t become dominant because I always was dominant. Just ask the boys who lived in my neighborhood. There was a point in my life where I wanted to see what a boy looked like, so I’d make them show me. Not to do anything with them, necessarily. Really it was just to make them do what I wanted them to. I wanted to give a boy an order and see him follow it. I wanted to find out what I could do to them. And it turned out, well, there was one in particular, he showed me that he could be really obedient. It impressed me, so I let him continue. He would come over to my house and I could just say anything I wanted him to do and he would do it. I realized that this was what I wanted in my life. I wanted to have boys following directions. I wanted them to serve me. They should be my slaves, I thought, and it wasn’t just a passing thought. I committed myself to making it a reality.”

Jessica paused, observing the look on Kyle’s face.

“Perhaps you don’t understand what it means to be my houseboy,” Jessica relayed with a sigh. “Or maybe you don’t understand what I want from you. Maybe you don’t understand me. See, I made a decision a long time ago, that I was going to live my life precisely the way that I want to. The men in my life will have to adapt to that reality, or they won’t be in my life in any meaningful way. I do what I want, and if a man wants me, then he has to do what I want as well. It seems fair, no?”

Kyle nodded but realized that he was unsure of what she was getting at.

“I have to do what I tell myself to do, so a man should be expected to do what I tell him to as well. It just isn’t going to be any other way, Kyle. You have a place in my life as long as I want you to, provided that you consistently demonstrate your willingness to be my property. I want enthusiastic obedience. Your free will has but one expression: surrender to me. You will be free to choose submission to me, and I will accept nothing less. You will be faithful to me, and you will think only of serving me. However, I will have other men serve me. And each of them will serve me because I want them to. You will be allowed to be one of the men that I own, but only if you prove to me that you are willing to submit to my authority. Do you understand, Kyle?”

“You mean you will have other men? And me?” Kyle asked, perplexed.

“What I want from you, Kyle, is faithful obedience. It’s that or nothing. And you will have to adjust to the fact that I will have other men. You will be my houseboy, and the other men will have their assignments as well. My intention is to have a stable of men, if you will, all willing to serve me in every way. You will each have your position, and you will be expected to fulfill your duties. In everything you do, you will strive to please me. As Taylor was fond of saying, failure is not an option. Punishment is. And punishment will be handed out quite freely. You will need to come to expect it. Men need to be punished more frequently than they realize, partly because the standard I set for acceptable behavior is extremely high. I need to be really impressed before I’ll let you off without a whipping. But more than that, I also enjoy whipping my men, so you will have to understand that it will often be for my pleasure alone.”

Jessica was silent for a moment.

“So, I want you to think about what I have told you,” she concluded. “We don’t need to talk about it further unless you want to. I want to give you some time to decide what you want to do.”
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Following the long weekend in Las Vegas, Kyle returned to Jessica’s house. He was lying in bed, staring at the ceiling. The ceiling was painted white, but for Kyle, it had transient images of Jessica playing across its surface. They were a source of comfort and of consternation. Thoughts of her were magnetic, and attractive, but they tormented him at the same time. Kyle wasn’t sure what to make of Jessica. She was unlike any woman he had ever known, to the point that she seemed to be a different type of creature all together. He was certainly attracted to her in a way he had never known. It was more than just wanting to be with her. It was wanting to belong to her. Of course, in a way he already belonged to her, it’s just that he wanted to belong to her more.

She had introduced to him the concept of a reality he’d never contemplated. She had been clear about the fact that she wanted him, and equally clear that she intended to induct him into some kind of harem. Perhaps harem wasn’t the right word. Did she say stable? What did that mean, exactly? It brought to mind the image of men assigned to stalls lined with hay. It was almost comical. And she had refuted the assessment that she was employing a double standard.

“No, Kyle,” she’d told him. “It is a single standard. I do exactly what I want to do, and you will do exactly what I want you to do. It’s the same standard that I hold myself to, so I expect nothing less of you.”

The logic of it was, to Kyle’s mind, like a dog chasing its tail. The more he thought of it, the more confused he became. What made it more problematic was the fact that he was both emotionally and sexually drawn to her in a way that it felt like a peculiar kind of gravity. It seemed like an overwhelming force that pulled him to her. The more he thought of her, the more he felt the futility of doing anything other than submitting to her.

He kept coming back around to dwell upon his collection of thoughts about her. Her scent, the sound of her voice, the way that her hands felt on his body, every word she’d ever spoken, the way that she thought and the things that she did, each unique to her. These thoughts beguiled him. These thoughts were like hooks embedded in his physical body, such that as much as he might try to wrest his mind from thinking about her, his reality continued to reinstate itself.

He had entered into a relationship with her in which she held all of the power. Now, with his own mind complicit in her design, he was beginning to realize that he had underestimated the control she had over him. He thought that he’d given her the authority to have mastery over him. It was becoming apparent that she’d had this authority before he’d even been aware of it. He felt something akin to fear. She owned him, and there wasn’t anything he could do about.

There was a wooded area behind Jessica’s house and without knowing why, he wandered out the back door to stand among the trees late that night, sometime after midnight. He felt a sadness that he’d never felt before. It was cold and quiet, and without any concept of why he might do such a thing, he took off his clothes. He stood in a small clearing, with the pale light of the moon filtering down through the trees. He felt the chill in the air on every part of his body, and every inch of his skin. He thought of her, not in an overtly sexual way, but rather in a manner that was entirely new. He felt a respect for her. A reverence and a feeling of devotion. His bare feet felt the hard, almost frozen ground beneath him. There was a stillness to the air, yet he could sense it in contact with the exposed surface of his skin.

Yet he didn’t feel cold as much as he felt the warmth of his adoration of her. His longing to be in her presence was like a distant sun that provided its own source of heat. At some point, perhaps due to the thoughts of her that commandeered his conscious thought, he lowered himself to his knees. He was unaware of doing so, but if he had been, then he might have offered the explanation that it felt right. It felt real, and authentic, to kneel before her, if only in his mind. His naked body was nothing more than a vessel of his intention to serve her, a tool in the employment of his attempt to provide her with any pleasure she might desire.

The coldness of the ground upon which he knelt was of no particular significance to him. The length of time he remained in this position was without import. He simply imagined conforming his body to her devices, to be used by her in whatever way she might find useful, and the reality of his physical discomfort disappeared. Perhaps disappeared is incorrect since it did have a place in his mind, but it was a place of honor. He somewhat cherished and welcomed the physical discomfort of his body such that it was in service to her. It was of no more importance than as a tribute to her that he felt such worldly and personal sensations as cold, or fatigue, or psychological torments such as embarrassment or fear. This tribute was hers to claim, these feelings of pain or humiliation that he welcomed in as much as they were a result of his devotion to her.

Should she have been present in that moment, she might have noticed that the result of his kneeling naked on the cold ground was a contraction of his penis such that it appeared smaller than normal. This might have caused him to feel ashamed should she have witnessed it. He felt that she was deserving of more than what might be considered average, and though this particular measurement was but a small consideration, it was part of a larger, overall theme of laying at her feet as much as he was able. This thought caused him to modify his kneeling position by lowering himself until his penis was touching the ground. His balls were then necessarily also touching the ground. It felt somehow exultant to position himself in this manner. His upper body remained erect, and he pressed downward on his genitalia so that they were in a genuflecting pose. He might never have thought to offer himself to her in this manner, as it might be offensive to her to see such possessions of hers laid upon the frozen ground, but in her absence it felt right. It felt correct. It put in perspective the order of things wherein he was privileged in even imagining lowering himself before her. Feeling his balls and his penis pressed downward upon the ground was, in his mind, the least of what he might expect of himself in relation to her.

He did not dare to imagine that she might place her foot upon his penis to press it further into the dirt. This would have implied that she deigned to address his subservient position, which was more than literally beneath her. Rather, if he were to entertain any such thought, it would be that he might lift up that foot upon his tongue, elevating it to its appropriate and deserved position. But thinking about her in the corporal sense was a luxury he did not feel any right to enjoy. He felt it unworthy of her for him to think about her in any other way than as someone for whom he might be of service, stripped of ego and self-concern. He remained in this position, as a silent offering to her, for what length of time he was unaware. At some point, he did rise, slowly, and walk back to the house, unaware that he had left his clothing behind. He was also unaware that Jessica’s neighbors could see him.

The next morning, without realizing he was doing so, he checked to see if he’d received an email from Jessica. His heart beat faster when he saw her email address in his inbox. This alone let him understand where he was in relation to her. The compulsion to jump when she said so and the fact that he craved the sound of the crack of her whip made him realize that she had assumed ownership of him in a way that he couldn’t deny. He opened the email.

It read:

“Kyle,

Regardless of what you decide related to your full and unqualified submission to me, I still desire the pleasure of seeing you comply with my demands. I want to see your naked body. I want you to make a new video where you are masturbating for me. You should be lying on your bed in the video. Do you know what a ruined orgasm is? If not, look it up. That is what I want to see. Please do this as soon as you are able.

-Jessica”

Kyle read the email, knowing that he would do exactly what it instructed him to do. He no longer felt that he had any ability to do otherwise.
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“May I ask you questions about my training, as you have called it?” Roland asked.

Jessica had decided that Roland, in addition to serving her needs regarding computer technology, was also going to be trained as a servant to her, and she’d informed him of that fact in a way that allowed no contradiction. She was sitting in an armchair in the living room of her Atlanta apartment, one leg thrown up over the arm of the chair. She had Roland kneeling on the floor, naked, and wearing a cock and ball harness.

“You may,” Jessica replied. “Though I don’t like the way that you have voiced your initial question. I expect that you will try a bit harder in making sure you sound as respectful as possible.”

“I apologize,” Roland replied. “This is all somewhat new to me.”

“I understand, so I will be somewhat patient with you. I have decided to train you because I thought it might be fun for me. Please don’t make it tedious.”

“I will try not to,” Roland promised. “In that you have bestowed upon me a harness, I notice that it has an attachment for a leach. Does this mean that you will want me on a leash?” he asked.

“Yes, I will,” she replied. “You will appreciate what it will do in helping you adjust to my demands while I train you.”

“What should I expect as far as the leash itself is concerned?”

“Excellent question,” she replied.

Roland was so exacting in the way that his mind worked, she found it was a pleasure to give him instructions.

“As I see it,” Jessica began, “should I be so generous as to allow you to receive training by crawling upon your hands and knees at my direction, the following options would be available to me. With the understanding that you will be completely naked, aside from the harness fitted tightly around your cock and balls, and positioned on your hands and knees, I will be standing alongside you, with a leash attached to your harness, which will be pulled upward between your legs. You will feel the leash pulled tightly against your asshole, which is an intimate connection that will help you sense my intention in directing your movement.

“I have a variety of leashes available to me. The first leash that I will employ in your training will be the long leash. It is long enough to remain slack, allowing you to move relatively freely, yet with the possibility that I might take up the slack at any moment and pull it tight, so as to command your attention for any correction to your behavior. 

“Then there is the short leash. The length of the leash is such that it will remain slack for the most part, but any movement in a direction contrary to my command will cause it to draw tight, providing correction as needed. 

“Then I have what I call the tight leash. It is as long as the distance from the point at which it is attached to your harness to my hand when I am standing beside you. This will cause the leash to remain taut, such that any movement of your body that does not comply with my orders will be immediately corrected. Also, nothing more than a subtle rotation of my wrist will suffice in expressing my authority over you. 

“Then I have what I call the strict leash. It is slightly shorter than the tight leash, such that your harness will be held tightly in place, which will cause your posture to remain in strict compliance with my specifications. The leash will remain taut, and you will move only according to that which I will allow. 

“Then there is the punishment leash. The length of it will make wearing it a form of punishment in itself, as it will be extremely tight at all times, regardless of whether you are demonstrating obedience or not. You will need to raise your lower body such that your knees will not touch the floor. You will be forced to remain in this position at all times. This will cause you to follow orders with precision in every movement, and my total domination of you will be forefront in your mind at all times. 

“Then, there is the whipping leash. The whipping leash is entirely too short for training. It is for the purpose of providing me with a method by which I might hold your body in place for a whipping while you are in the hands and knees position. Attached to your harness, it will wrap tightly between your legs, between your butt cheeks, and held along your lower back while I whip you. This will not only allow me to keep you in place while giving you correction in the form of a spanking or a whipping, or slowly turning your ass a bright red with my riding crop, but it will also keep your balls in place should I decide that they are in need of punishment as well. 

“Then there is the strap. This is hardly a leash at all, but rather a loop of a strap of leather attached to your harness. This gives me a very intimate form of control, which will be useful in very close contact, such as teasing your cock with an implement of some sort. 

“Then I have what I call the penis leash. It consists of a cock ring with a very small diameter, that fits just behind the rim of the tip of your cock. A leather strap is attached, allowing me to express control over you in a somewhat humiliating manner, leading you around by the dick. This will keep you in your place, with the leash going forward, up your chest, or to the side. This affords me the option of pointing your cock in the direction I want to lead you. 

“The cock leash is similar to the penis leash, but with a wider diameter ring that fits tightly around the base of your cock. This may be arranged to lead forward or backward. Backward would be oriented downward, such that if you were in the hands and knees position, the leash will be pressed against your balls, go between your legs, and be held above your lower back. 

“Then there is what I might call the invisible leash, which is nothing more than a vocal command, which you will obey as though it were an actual, physical leather strap attached to your harness. This is obviously the simplest form of control, but it admittedly does not provide me with the same amusements as the direct physical connection that the previously mentioned leashes would. And of course, most of the aforementioned would also work attached to a collar around your neck, which would also be effective, but perhaps without the immediacy of control, or the fun of directly controlling your cock and balls. Do you understand all of what I have said regarding the options I have for having you on a leash?” Jessica asked.

“Yes, I think I do,” Roland replied. “And if I may, I would like to express my gratitude to you for your commitment to assisting me in my training.”

Jessica smiled warmly. She leaned forward, pulled him close, and kissed him.

“Of course, Roland. I understand that boys need training in obedience. Discipline is required to bring you to an understanding of your obligations. It is not only to your benefit, of course. I also have my own motivations in providing you with the guidance you need to become the servant I wish you to be. Just follow directions, and do what you are told, and you will eventually come to understand intimately how to best serve me. And any correction you need will be provided in the form of a whipping.”

“May I ask you questions concerning the way in which you want to whip me?” Roland asked.

“This is one of my favorite topics of conversation,” Jessica purred. “Ask away.”

Roland took a deep breath.

“As part of my training, to become more obedient, where would you prefer to whip me?”

“All over.”

“All over?”

“Yes. You know, as in all over your body? Everywhere? The most sensitive places, where you can really feel the sting and kiss of the whip as it lands across your skin, and you never know where it will strike next.” she clarified.

“If you felt that you needed to put me in my place, where would you most likely whip me?”

“The tip of your cock.”

“If you felt that you needed to teach me a lesson, where would you most likely whip me?”

“Your inner thighs.”

“What is your favorite place to whip a man?”

“Really, that would be wherever I get the best reaction.”

“What would you most likely whip the hardest?”

“Your balls.”

“You can’t be serious about that, right?”

“Of course I am. It’s contextual of course. I would physically put more muscle into whipping your ass, but where would you be most sensitive, and therefore, feel it was the hardest? Clearly, your balls.”

“What if you were using a riding crop?”

“Your ass.”

“A wooden paddle?”

“Your balls.”

“A leather belt?”

“Across your backside, all the way down.”

“Your bare hand?”

“Your ass. Your cock. Your balls. Wherever I felt it necessary, really.”

“What do think about, when the thought of whipping me crosses your mind?”

“How hard you will get.”

“What entertains you the most in thinking about whipping me?”

“That you are restrained and can’t do anything other than get hard,” she admitted, laughing at the thought.

She then attached what she had referred to as “the long leash” to his harness. She was surprised and delighted by how well he took to being on a leash for her, and it looked good on him as well. She found him to be a great deal of fun when she kissed him, using the leash wrapped tightly around her hand to control his movement. She whipped him, using her riding crop across his naked butt, and found him to be remarkably well-behaved while taking a whipping.

“Thank you, Jessica,” Roland said in earnest. “Thank you for a well-deserved punishment. My respect for you is deepened, and my desire to serve you is heightened. With your permission, I will remain kneeling before you, wanting nothing more than to obey your command and serve at your pleasure.”

She found it touching how respectful he was of her, wearing the harness with obvious pride as he pleasured her with his tongue. When she reached orgasm, she still held him by the leash, but she would have been surprised to learn that, as it felt so natural to have such control of him by that point that she had stopped being aware of it. 
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Jessica was startled by the email she received. It came from a familiar address, that of Damien, a man who had at one point been in her life, but she’d since written him off. Her relationship with him had concluded a year earlier, when he seemed to have difficulty adjusting to the subservient position to which she had introduced him. At first, he was well-mannered and seemed to adapt to the set of rules she had for him, but after some time he lost his nerve, as Jessica saw it. In communicating to her his intention to end the relationship, he stated that he felt he was unable to fully adjust to the lifestyle she wanted for him. He said that he felt he was incapable of meeting her demands.

Jessica felt sad at the time that he’d proven to be less of a man than she had imagined he was. He’d shown so much promise at first. She felt that he seemed to be up for the challenge of realigning himself to meet her standards for the men in her life.

“You will come to regret your decision, Damien,” she’d told him at the time.

And now, according to the email he’d sent, she’d been proven right. He explained that in the time intervening, he’d come to appreciate what she had said. He did regret his decision, and the spark of attraction he’d felt for her initially hadn’t waned, but rather, it had become like a flame that consumed him. The email became something like a love letter in that he expressed in great detail his growing obsession with offering himself to her for whatever purpose she might have for him.

The realization that he’d never feel whole without her had occurred to him during their separation. He’d heard that she might have someone else, and he learned that she had moved to Atlanta of all places, but the pressing urgency he felt compelled him to disregard anything but what she might allow him to do in making reparations to her.

Jessica sent her reply, tersely explaining that she was buying him a ticket to fly to Atlanta the following weekend. She made no secret of the fact that she harbored some resentment about the way he’d ended their relationship.

“You know, Damien,” she wrote, “you’re not the first man to come crawling back to me. Ordinarily I wouldn’t even consider it. But what you said in your email made it sound like you were truly repentant. It seems that your time spent away from me has helped you come to a realization about yourself. Upon examination, you appear to have arrived at a deeper understanding concerning my superiority, and the necessity of my dominance of you. I guess you grew up a little. But do understand that I won’t be taking you at your word. You will be put to the test, and I will give you the opportunity to prove yourself. So, I am going to make you pay for it by delivering a well-deserved punishment. Many, in fact. You owe me that.”

Damien received Jessica’s email and felt two conflicting emotions. He was ecstatic that Jessica decided she would allow him the opportunity to apologize for his behavior when they’d been dating the year before, but he also had a feeling of dread that she wasn’t going to make it easy for him. His desire for her had, initially, led him to enter what he thought of as “her spider-web.” She seemed to feed on his submission to her, and her appetite was voracious. It felt as though each time he attempted to accommodate her dominance of him, she would push him further. At last, he felt incapable of fulfilling her expectations, and it was with great sadness that he announced his intention to move on with his life without her. He felt ashamed of the things he had said and the way that he had said them, and now he wanted nothing more than to attempt to repair his relationship with her.

A few days before he was to leave to fly to Atlanta, she sent to Damien what appeared to be a set of rules, a guideline, and a list of instructions all at the same time. It read:

“You will remove your clothing.

You will be harnessed, and the harness will be tight.

You will get on your hands and knees.

You will be blindfolded.

You will remain in place.

Once you are in position, you will be made to wait for what happens next.

You will be made to understand that I own you.

I will whip you.

Your whipping will be long, and it will be hard, just like your cock will be while I whip you.

I will enjoy observing that you are hard during your whipping.

I will make the whipping hurt.

I will make it humiliating for you.

I will make you truly sorry for your past behavior regarding your treatment of me.

You will be allowed to apologize for your behavior during your whipping.

You may be allowed to show your gratitude after your whipping.

-Jessica”
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Jessica met Damien at the airport, throwing her arms around him and kissing him before he even had a chance to say hello. He had only a small carry-on bag, and at Jessica’s insistence, it did not contain clothing.

“You won’t need it,” she’d explained.

The bag contained a toothbrush and toothpaste, a razor and shaving cream, and a device she’d had him fashion for her over a year ago out of two long, thick, wooden rods connected by stainless steel pins that locked with small brass padlocks.

“You’re in big trouble,” she said once they were in the car, placing her hand on his thigh and giving it a squeeze. “First, however, there’s the matter that while I am really very happy to see you, I am also, frankly, really pissed off about how things ended with you. Don’t get me wrong. I do appreciate that you were man enough to admit that you were mistaken in your estimation of me. Your email was clear on that point, which is the only reason I have agreed to allow you to make amends.”

Damien nodded, looking at her in profile, feeling grateful to her for allowing him to be in her presence.

“Yes, Jessica,” he replied. “I understand. Thank you.”

Jessica glanced over at Damien, and the sight of his seatbelt wrapped tightly across his lean, muscular frame inspired her to think of the way he looked in bondage. She turned her attention back to the road in front of them and smiled.

Once they had arrived at her apartment and were alone in the living room, Jessica had Damien strip naked and kneel. She examined his body and was pleased to see that he was in even better shape than he had been when they were dating. She was also pleased to see that he had retained his memory of the appropriate position in which to present himself to her. He’d crossed his wrists behind his back, and while keeping his head up, held erect, he had his eyes lowered out of respect for her.

“I see that you have been taking care of yourself, Damien. I appreciate that. The men I dominate should always endeavor to be as attractive as possible for me.”

Damien felt proud to hear her say this. He had, in fact, been working hard in training his physical body. It was actually the process of training his body that made him realize that he had made a mistake in leaving Jessica. She had always demanded a level of discipline that he had come to demand of himself, and he began to understand that she had been right to do so. He regretted his initial hesitation in conforming to her expectations of him.

“I want you to ask for the privilege of taking a whipping,” Jessica stated. “And then, you may apologize for your failure in being obedient while I whip you.”

Damien had been thinking of this moment for some months, and it was a deep relief to have finally arrived at this point.

“If it pleases you, Jessica,” he began, “it would be an honor to receive a correction of my behavior toward you. I admit that I was wrong in not recognizing your superiority, and that my disobedience with regard to you was immature. I humiliated myself and disrespected you in my failure to acknowledge my inferior status where you are concerned. If you choose to allow me to, going forward, I will endeavor to know my place. I will submit to your authority, and I will never question any demand you make of me.”

Jessica thought about what he had said. On the one hand, she was pleased to hear him say the words, but she still had some resentment as a result of his previous behavior toward her. She had laid out within arm’s reach her riding crop and a long, thick, wooden paddle. She took the riding crop in hand.

“Get in position,” she demanded.

Damien made a quarter turn to his right, then lowered himself onto his hands and knees. He rotated his hips to raise his butt, arching his back slightly.

“Nice,” Jessica noted. “You remembered.”

She delivered five strokes of the whip across his ass in rapid succession, to which his reaction was, she thought, priceless. Then she delivered five more, a bit harder. She then began following each stroke of the whip with a gentle tease, toying with him, and allowing the anticipation to build.

“You may now offer an apology to me,” Jessica said softly. “You owe me that.”

She continued to whip him as he begged for her forgiveness. She actually found his sincerity to be touching, in that he was earnest and heartfelt in his repentance. He relayed to her his revelation that she’d had every right to assume control of him, and that her guidance in directing his every action was to his benefit. He had come to understand that he’d behaved in a manner that was inappropriate his station, and that should he be given the opportunity to be corrected, he would do everything in his power to submit to her. He would do his best to honor her superiority.

When Jessica was satisfied with his whipping, she set the riding crop aside and took her paddle in hand. Then, she had him lower himself onto his elbows, with his back arched even more, raising his butt up in the air. Then she began to stroke his ass and his balls with the paddle. In the quiet moment between them, Jessica thought back to a pleasant memory of playing with Damien, before he’d expressed reservations about her rightful ownership of him.

She thought about a time when she had him secured to a straight-backed chair, his hands tied to the back and his feet tied to either side of the two front legs. He was wearing a cock and ball harness and a blindfold, and she was slowly stroking his cock. A video camera was positioned a few feet away, framed such that he was entirely visible, and only her arm and her hand were in view. She teased him so achingly slowly that he didn’t even begin to reach orgasm for the first hour or so. And she expended little effort in the movement of her hand, and his reaction to the torturously slow pace was well worth it regardless.

She could tell just how agonizingly pleasurable it was for him, and she found it delicious that the camera captured every moment of his naked desperation. Every once in a while, she slid her hand down and gripped his balls firmly as a reminder that he was hers to play with, and that she could do as she pleased with any part of him. His head would fall back and his lips would part with a gasp that she found irresistible. It gave her a great deal of freedom to do as she liked to his body, seeing that he responded so well when she teased him. And he became so aroused that she couldn’t resist. 

At last, she brought him just to the edge of orgasm, then withdrew her hand. He was breathing hard, almost whimpering with his frustrated desire. She smiled broadly, enjoying the sight. She very gingerly returned her hand to his painfully erect cock and pressed her fingertips against it. She slowly slid her fingers down his length, then stopped, and removed her hand again. She played with him like this for the next half an hour, keeping him right on the edge without going over. He would have been thrashing in desperation if he hadn’t been tied down so tightly. He couldn’t have looked more naked, she thought to herself with a certain satisfaction. 

At last, she wrapped one hand around his balls, gripping them firmly, while her other hand took ahold of his cock. She gave him two quick strokes and he ejaculated with surprising force. It was deeply satisfying for her to watch, and an unfathomable release for him. And as soon as he had finished coming, she began again. 

She found it unique, the manner in which he experienced orgasm. He became like something possessed, as his entire body was taken over by the intensity of the sensation. His back arched, his eyes glazed over, and his hips thrust in a beautifully obscene display of lust and desire. He became lost in the moment, and she enjoyed witnessing the totality with which he gave himself over to it. She thought about the video she’d made of the event, and how she watched it on several occasions while he licked her pussy. After he’d left her, she couldn’t watch it as it made her upset. She didn’t want to see him come. She wanted to see him pay. She wanted to see him get the humiliating punishment she felt he deserved.

Her reverie concluded with her return to the present moment. Damien was now correctly positioned on his knees and elbows, a genuflecting position, as she held the paddle against his bare butt. She spanked him, nice and hard, and thought about how her memory of allowing him to come was just that. A memory. He certainly wasn’t going to be allowed to come during his weekend visit to make amends to her. She wasn’t even sure at this point if he would ever be allowed to come. She still harbored a resentment toward him. At the very least, he was in for a great deal of punishment and training before she’d even consider allowing him a reward.

When she was satisfied with his spanking, she placed the paddle across his upturned and reddened butt cheeks. She left it there, while he remained on his knees and elbows.

“Here’s the thing, Damien,” Jessica explained. “When we were dating, I began thinking about what I wanted and what I expected in a more complete way. And since then, I have progressed further, and have begun formalizing plans for manifesting the life that I want for myself. I have decided that I’m going to have three men serving me on a permanent basis. This is simply how it’s going to be. You may become one of them. I am considering you for inclusion in my plans. However, you will have to prove to me that you are worthy of such a position.”

She took the paddle from across his butt and told him to present his cock to her. He got up on his knees and faced her, his hips forward and his cock pointing upward toward her. She watched as he complied with her order and leaned forward to wrap her fingers around his cock.

“I accept nothing less than complete ownership of this cock,” she stated, her voice calm and relaxed. “The rest of you will necessarily need to fall in line as well. Any misstep will be met with severe punishment. My tolerance for misbehavior will be zero. Do you understand, Damien?”

“Yes Jessica,” he replied.

She brought the paddle up between his legs and pressed it against his balls.

“Do you?” she asked again.

“Yes, Jessica. I understand,” he said, the fear in his response bringing a smile to Jessica’s face.

“Good. We will see. Now, to take the temperature, so to speak, of your devotion to me, you may take off my panties. You will lick me until I tell you to stop. You may begin.”

The next morning, Damien was reminded of the reason Jessica had instructed him not to pack any clothing. The shirt and pants he’d removed the night before remained where she’d had him place them, and he now realized he would not be wearing them until it was time to go back to the airport.

She retrieved the device she’d had him bring in his carry-on luggage, an item that she referred to as a “humbler.” She placed the two long rods so that they secured his balls between them and locked them in place across the backs of his thighs. It prevented him from standing up, keeping him in a kneeling, or “humbled” position.

“This will help you learn your place, Damien,” she said sweetly. “It is for your own benefit, and I want to see that you are not only accepting of your status, but proud to be allowed to assume your rightful place.”

She combed her fingers through the short, dark hair on his head, and pulled him up to kiss her.

“You were so obedient in licking my pussy last night. I’m going to allow you at least a few more opportunities to show your devotion to me this weekend. But for the majority of today, you will be on your hands and knees, locked in the humbler. You will be given the chance to show me you deserve to be given consideration. I will be observing whether or not you demonstrate the humility appropriate your position with regards to me.”

“Thank you, Jessica,” Damien replied in earnest. He had come to realize that he didn’t deserve this privilege, and that he was deeply grateful to her for giving it to him.

It was early afternoon when Jessica’s friend Sarah dropped by. Jessica invited her in, and they took a seat on her sofa in the living room.

“So, which one is this?” Sarah said when she noticed the naked man on his hands and knees, locked in the humbler.

“This is Damien,” Jessica explained. “He is an ex-boyfriend who came to realize that he’d made an error. He has asked for my forgiveness and wants to repair the mistakes he has made. What do you think, should I allow him to come crawling back to me?”

Sarah examined Damien.

“I am of two minds about it, really,” Sarah replied. “One, I would generally never allow a guy to think he can just waltz back into my life. Actions have consequences. I would be worried that he’d just repeat the same mistakes. Two, I absolutely adore the thought of a man coming to his senses and begging to worship at my feet for the right to make up for his stupid decisions. I do appreciate an act of contrition. I can see that you’ve already given him a bit of his comeuppance by the crimson blush across his butt,” Sarah commented. “It looks like you gave him a really nice punishment. I really love the look of a spanked ass.”

“Me too,” Jessica replied.

“Did he thank you for it when you were done?”

“Oh, he was so sweet in showing his appreciation. He really does seem to be serious about recommitting himself to me.”

“If you like, I’ll tell you something I find is useful in gauging a man’s devotion.”

“What’s that?” Jessica asked.

“Maybe it’s just me, but I think that if you let him worship your feet you can get a sense of where his mind is at. You can feel it, you know? I have been known to let my boyfriend bathe my feet with his tongue, and I watch to see if he ends up getting rock hard while he’s doing it. If he does, then I think it’s safe to say that his mind is in the right place.”

“You know, I think you are a very wise woman, Sarah,” Jessica commented.

“Thank you, I know,” Sarah replied, laughing.

“Damien, I think my girlfriend Sarah has an excellent idea. I want you to crawl over to me and worship my feet,” Jessica ordered.

Damien did as he was told, and in moments, he was cradling the heel of her right foot in his hands as he began to lick the underside of her foot from heel to toe, then taking each of her toes into his mouth and sucking on them.

“So, what about the, um, others?” Sarah asked cautiously.

“You mean Kyle and Roland?” Jessica asked.

“Right. I wasn’t sure where you were at with that situation.”

“Don’t worry, he knows,” Jessica said, indicating Damien.

Both Sarah and Jessica noticed that Damien was now fully erect, yet his erection was somewhat restrained by the presence of the humbler, which was securing his balls in place.

“I’m still trying to get a sense of where I am at with Kyle. He’s back in Los Angeles, and we’ve discussed the possibility of him moving here to serve me full-time. I think he’s a bit overwhelmed by the idea. He knows my intentions as far as having a stable of men is concerned. And Damien here has at least begun to accept that he’ll be one of a number of men who serve me. As you can see, he’s come to know his place. But he’s also still in Los Angeles, so it’s all kind of up in the air at this point. And Roland, well he’s my little puppy dog. He’ll do whatever I tell him to.”

“It does seem like you’re taking on a lot,” Sarah mused, watching Damien worship Jessica’s feet. “I have my hands full just managing one man. I can’t imagine trying to corral three at the same time.”

“I look at it as something they’ll need to take responsibility for,” Jessica replied. “I’ll just be really clear with what I expect each of them to do, and make sure they know that it is up to them to impress me. I have a feeling they’ll fall in line. Or else,” she said as a warning to Damien.

He had switched to licking her left foot and appeared to have dedicated himself to serving her pleasure without reservation.

“This one looks like he understands obedience,” Sarah observed. “His dedication to worshipping your feet is obvious, at least. What does he do? I mean, like, for a job. I’m hoping you say he’s a shoe salesman.”

Jessica laughed.

“No, he’s a contractor. Or something like that. He described to me one time and it’s kind of complicated, but essentially, he’s one of those guys who wears a hard hat at work. He’s not the brightest, but he knows how to do things in a practical sense. I’ve had him repair things, like basic handyman stuff, and he does a good job. Fantastic, really.”

“Nice,” Sarah replied. “I love it when a man can get things done. And as far as not being the brightest, as you said, are any of them? I’ve noticed that men tend to be pretty dumb.”

“True,” Jessica agreed. “But at least some of them are smart enough to recognize female superiority. That’s really all I require. I mean, just take a look at this one, kissing and licking my feet. He clearly has come to grips with his inferior status.”

“Clearly,” Sarah replied, admiring Jessica’s dominant attitude toward men.
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Jessica entered her boss’s office and took a seat in one of the two chairs in front of her desk. It was the end of the day on a Friday, and her boss, Leanna had set an appointment. Jessica had to wonder just what she might want to discuss with her.

“What’s up, Leanna?” she asked in the friendly, casual way that their working relationship afforded her.

“Exciting news, Jessica,” she relayed, beaming her brilliant smile.

“I am excited!” Jessica replied. “What am I excited about?”

“N/Everest’s been looking to extend its reach, nationally, and apparently we are at the point where we can start doing something about it. This is in no small part due to the work you and your team have been doing, so hooray for you,” she said sincerely. She paused, watching Jessica’s reaction, then simply added, “Los Angeles.”

“Yes?” Jessica questioned.

“We are opening an office in Los Angeles. Now, I know you have been here less than a year, and you were sounding like you’ve adjusted well enough, even talking about settling in here, but this is an opportunity for you. We need someone to head up our new L.A. location, and since you know the lay of the land, so to speak, we thought you would be the perfect choice. I mean, it’s not only your familiarity with the place, it’s also because we think you deserve it. We were actually kind of worried that if we didn’t have some position for you to advance into soon, then we’d be in danger of you getting poached by a rival. So, what do you think? Would you want to move back and start running the place? The position would mean an increase in salary, of course.”

Jessica had her mouth slightly open, a fact she was unaware of. What Leanna was saying was going to take some time to fully digest. She’d gone through a lot in relocating, and now she would have to reverse every part of that process. But on the upside, she hadn’t really been here long enough that it would be too difficult. And the position was something she couldn’t really turn down.

“I guess that I can’t think of anything to say other than yes,” Jessica replied, her voice betraying her surprise at the unexpected circumstances. “I mean, obviously I’ll need to take a look at the particulars, but on the face of it, it’s too good an opportunity to turn down.”

When Jessica arrived home that evening, she stood for a moment at the entrance to her living room. She examined it silently, seeing it as a representation of the entirety of her time in Atlanta. She saw what had looked like a new life that she was starting as temporary, even fleeting. The furniture she’d bought simply because it fit the décor in her new place, now seemed incongruous with the life she remembered in Los Angeles.

She also thought about Damien, who was in some stage of accepting his place in service to her, and the fact that she’d been contemplating his moving into her house. Now, she was going to be moving back to him. The thought of it made her shiver with pleasure. The problem was determining what she might do concerning Roland. It occurred to her that she might have the ability to move him into the new office in Los Angeles. She would have to see about how much authority she had in determining her staff in the new office.

Jessica felt proud of herself for having made what now seemed like a serendipitous decision in not selling her house. The thought of Kyle walking around naked, dusting the shelves gave her an affectionate feeling. She was unsure of what exactly her life was about to become, with Kyle already installed as her houseboy. Her plan to have three men as live-in servants seemed to be coming together quite naturally.

The next day was a Saturday, and Jessica was lying in bed, propped up on several of her pillows. She had her laptop computer on her lap, and a cup of coffee on her bedside table. It was raining outside. She peered out the window and felt a shiver of coziness run through her. On her computer screen, she had images of a few men. She had one of Kyle, from one of the photoshoots she had him do for her. He was kneeling on his bed, naked and blindfolded, wearing the cock and ball harness. She had an image of Damien, which she had taken while he was lying in her bed. She’d pulled the covers off of him to take the photo, and he had an adorable sleepy look in his eyes. He wasn’t hard, but his cock was laying across his body in a way that Jessica thought made it look absolutely delicious. She also had an image of Roland, showing off his freshly spanked rear end. It was bright red, with what appeared to be countless stripes across it. He had what Jessica felt was a really attractive expression on his face which she would have described as humiliated, like he’d just been taught a lesson. Jessica picked up her cup of coffee and held it in two hands, absorbing the warmth. She took a sip and looked back and forth at the three images. She couldn’t determine which of them she liked most, and she savored the pleasure of not having to decide.

“I want all three,” she whispered to herself.”

She peered out the window, sipping her coffee, and the sight of the gray, rainy sky brought to mind her memory of the day she had compelled Damien to strip naked and walk outside wearing nothing but a blindfold and his cock and ball harness. She walked behind him, guiding him left or right with little taps of the riding crop across his bare butt. She laughed at the sight, aware that the neighbors could see what was happening. It didn’t bother her to have him so exposed, and the neighbors didn’t mind that she had him appear naked.

When they arrived at the giant oak tree at the edge of her back yard, she had him lean against it. She instructed him to masturbate for her, aware of how publicly exposed he was. He wrapped his hand around his erect cock and slowly slid it down the length of his shaft, then upward, and she watched as his hand moved slowly over the rim of the tip of his cock. She flexed the riding crop in her hands, and absent-mindedly licked her lower lip as she contemplated whipping his erect dick.

She thought about walking Roland on his leash. With each of the men she’d dominated in her life, which was approximately all of them, each had his own particular charms. With Roland, she found that compelling him to crawl on his hands and knees while wearing a leash was uniquely satisfying. He had a natural arrogance borne of his intelligence, so she felt it not only an imperative, but satisfying to take him down a peg or two. Making him crawl on a leash whose length was no longer than the distance from her hand to his cock and ball harness was sufficient in humiliating him into submission.

Kyle was responsive to her demand that he appear on camera, making pornographic videos for her entertainment. She felt that it encouraged him to submit further every time she had him appear naked for her. And he showed dedication in the housework she assigned him.

Jessica picked up her phone and called Taylor.

“Hey, Jessica, what’s up, lady?” Taylor said into the phone.

“Hey, Taylor,” Jessica replied, the smile in her voice indicating her pleasure in reconnecting. “Well, let’s see. It’s raining outside. I’m drinking a cup of coffee. Oh, and I’m moving back to Los Angeles.”

“What! Fucking fantastic! When is that going to happen? I so totally miss seeing you. I thought we’d lost you forever.”

“That’s the crazy part. I’m going to be there in two weeks. N/Everest wants to move quickly to get the new office up and running.”

“Wow. Well, please let me know as soon as you are here and have a minute to get together. I’m super-looking forward to it.”

“I haven’t told you an intriguing development,” Jessica teased, playfully.

“Tell, tell,” Taylor pleaded.

“Well, you know Kyle has been semi-officially been my houseboy for a while.”

“He’s actually living in your house full-time now, right?”

“Right. And then, you remember Damien?”

“He was that dick who just couldn’t get with the program?”

“Yeah,” Jessica laughed. “Well, it turns out that he came to a big realization in his life, and has come crawling, begging me to take him back.”

“Oh, wow. I love that image. So, what, are you going to take him back?”

“I am. Conditionally. He is on probation, essentially. I told him that if he can prove to me, consistently, that he recognizes my authority to do with him as I please, then he will be allowed a place in my life.”

“What about Kyle, then?”

“Here’s the good part. Not only am I going to have Kyle, but I am going to have Damien as well. And drum roll, please, there is a third. A lovely boy named Roland. I met him working at N/Everest, and I’m having him moved to work in the Los Angeles office.”

“Did you say Roland? Because that’s an odd name.”

“It is, but he’s cute, and he does IT at work, which is really useful. And most important, he knows how to get on his knees and stay there until I say different. He’s really obedient.”

“One of the most attractive attributes of a man,” Taylor observed. So, fucking wow, three boys in your stable. Nice. It’s more than I’d want to take on, but it’s still impressive. Luckily, Mark does everything I need a man to do.”

“Don’t you have other men sometimes?”

“Oh, yeah, there’s that. But I have Mark watch, and the men know that they have only one purpose, so they’re never going to be anything more than a fuckboy. It’s really just to humiliate him. And he’s so sweet and attentive when he’s licking my pussy afterward.”

“Well, I have a lot to play with in terms of the dynamics between my three boys,” Jessica admitted. “First, I’m going to have to lay down some ground rules.”
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Jessica stood in the doorway of the empty apartment. The movers had cleared out the last of the boxes an hour earlier to be shipped to her house in Los Angeles. She felt a variety of emotions related to her time spent in this space. Her career had suddenly accelerated in a way that was satisfying and rewarding to her and meeting Roland and re-establishing her relationship with Damien had occurred here. But she’d never truly felt at home in this apartment. Her house in Los Angeles, and Kyle, it’s current inhabitant, beckoned to her. The videos and photos she’d assigned Kyle with making for her were in part so that she could enjoy seeing him prove his obedience to her, but also so that she could see the interior of her home, the place she still felt connected to more than any other place. She closed the door of the apartment, locked it from the outside, then dropped off the key.

When she arrived at her house in Los Angeles, she felt a sense of belonging. Kyle greeted her at the door, and she wasted no time in reuniting with him, hardly noticing the impeccable condition in which he had maintained the interior of the house.

It was a week later, on a Saturday early in the day, that Jessica had arranged for Damien to move into her house. Kyle was already established in his residence there, and Roland had flown from Atlanta a few days earlier and moved in straightaway. She’d assigned each of them their own bedroom, as well as an area that would be central to their main function within the house.

She had the three men gather in the living room. They were positioned on their knees, the position she’d established she preferred for all interactions. The three men were essentially naked, aside from a brand-new chastity device she’d given each of them. Their devices were locked in place in a somewhat ceremonial fashion, where Jessica explained to each of them how much it meant to her to have them under lock and key.

“I believe that you will come to appreciate it as well,” she’d explained. “Being locked up will allow you to focus your attention on serving me. You won’t be distracted by the urge to play with your cock, and you will be reminded that it belongs to me. This, by extension, will remind you that you belong to me, and there will be nothing more rewarding to you than being my possession.”

Once they were gathered before her, obedient, silent, and awaiting her instructions, she felt a warm and peaceful sensation. She felt relaxed, confident, and in control.

“May I have your undivided attention,” Jessica announced, though she was more than aware that each of the three men was laser-focused on every movement she made, and every word she spoke. They were beyond just being attentive. They were in her thrall. They were under her spell. She had them, quite literally, by the balls.

“You will, over the next week or so, be given some leeway, because I will be taking into account your unfamiliarity with your current situation. Don’t get me wrong, you won’t be getting off scot-free for any infraction, it’s just that I’m going to be a bit more forgiving since you all have a lot to take in all at once. Let’s begin with the rules. These apply to each of you equally,” she explained, her eyes scanning over the three men kneeling before her.

“One, for all interactions with me, unless directed otherwise, you will kneel before me. You have all learned the correct kneeling position, so I expect that you will assume it automatically. Two, when I am speaking to you, you will primarily be listening. If I want your input, I will ask you to speak. Three, when I walk into the house, you will come before me and ask to serve. If I am in need of anything, you will receive your instruction. If I am not in need of anything, you may be dismissed. Likewise, when you arrive home, you will similarly seek me out to be given instructions. Four, you will be proactive in completing your work. You will not need to be told to do everything since that would be exhausting for me. I expect you to accomplish the majority of your work without prompting from me. In fact, I will at some point assign punishment for every task I need to remind you of. Again, I will be lenient at first as you all learn your place. But keep in mind that you will be expected to learn what your obligations are and complete them to my satisfaction without being reminded,” she offered as a warning.

“Which brings me to rule number five. You will, without question, receive punishment. This is simply unavoidable, since I am of the belief that no matter how well you perform for me, you will always be capable of more. This should inspire you. It means that I believe in you, and I want you to do better, and be better. Punishment is one of the tools I will employ in driving you to strive for improvement. An additional consideration as far as punishment is concerned, is that it is a form of stress-relief for me. It is a source of pleasure. I have certain sadistic tendencies, and exercising such tendencies is a necessity. Therefore, quite often your punishment will be solely for my entertainment, if you will, though I tend to look at it as a mental health issue. There will be times that I simply need the services of a submissive male for the purpose of working out various frustrations and satisfying my need for delivering a painful beating. You will be wise to remember this. Six, I will avail myself of the pleasures you each are able to provide on a regular basis. I will inform you when I desire your services. You will not ask me for this, because it is not your place to do so. Instead, it will be entirely up to me if and when you are given the privilege of serving me. Often you will find that if you are assigned the task of bringing me coffee, or breakfast if I want it, then you will also be allowed to serve my pussy with your tongue. I love waking up that way,” she explained while surveying the reaction of each of the three men before her.

“Seven, you will at all times be expected to respond to the reality of female superiority. You will exhibit an appreciation of your own inferior status and show deference to me as well as all other females. If you need correction on this point, you will be humiliated into assuming your rightful place. You may think that you know your place, but trust me, you do not. But you will learn. Eight, you will maintain your body to suit my preferences. I expect that you will endeavor to be as attractive as possible to me. A far as clothing, when you are inside the house, you will wear your chastity cage, and on occasion, additional items at my discretion. You will each have a collar, a leash, wrist and ankle cuffs, a blindfold, a butt plug, and a ball gag. You will also have a humbler, as well as a cock and ball harness, and for special occasions, you will have a spiked cock cage. These items will be assigned to you, and you will present them to me on demand to be used as I determine necessary. You will also have some fun little items, including a pair of high-heeled shoes, thigh-high stockings, and a cute little pair of panties for when I feel like dressing you up to play with you. Otherwise, your naked body will be visible the majority of the time since you will not be allowed clothing when you are inside the house. This is simply in recognition of your status.

“Rule number nine concerns your orgasms. They will be infrequent. The reason for this is that I have observed that the male is far more attentive when he has not had an orgasm for a length of time. This is simply a fact. Sorry, not sorry, it is the reality of your gender. A male that has been denied is more subservient and is therefore of greater value. I will be making careful observations to learn what works best for each of you. You may be pleased to learn that you will be allowed to earn the right to have an orgasm, but to make it worthwhile, it will, of course, be rather difficult for you to do so. I don’t see any benefit in making it easy for you to achieve. To earn an orgasm, you will have been consistently exceeding my expectations in completing your tasks, in addition to providing additional service outside of what is expected of you. You will have been displaying a positive attitude, and a frictionless acceptance of your role in the household. You will have displayed gratitude for my having assigned any additional tasks I am in need of getting accomplished. You will have enthusiastically volunteered when I am in need of the cathartic application of punishment. During any such punishment, you will consistently demonstrate that you are grateful to me for every stroke of the whip, and if I allow you to ask for more, you will do so without reservation. You will never hesitate in following demands, regardless of what they are. I will see that you have fully given over to me absolute control of your mind, body, and spirit. Then,” and Jessica paused at this point for effect, “then you may be unlocked. And you may be allowed an orgasm.

“Now,” Jessica said in summation, “I will tell you the most important rule for you to remember. Rule number ten. Rule number ten is that I make the rules, and you three boys will follow the rules. If at any point you are in doubt about your place in this house, just remember that what I say goes. Without question. Does everyone understand all of what I have told you?”

“Yes, Jessica,” the three men said, practically in unison.

Jessica smiled victoriously.

“Good. That’s so sweet of you three to be so well-behaved.”
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“What I want to have happen is the following,” Jessica informed her three servants. “I will be throwing what I am calling a ‘house-rewarming party.’ I want to get in touch with all of my L.A. friends and celebrate coming back home. I also want to present my three beautiful man-servants and show them off.”

Jessica surveyed Kyle, Damien, and Roland, each dutifully kneeling before her.

“You will be serving me, of course, and my guests,” she informed them. “Keep in mind this will be the first time some of my friends and girlfriends will see you, so I expect that you will make me proud to own you. If I have to punish you in front of them, I will be extremely upset and I will make sure that it is very humiliating for you. So needless to say, I want to see good behavior. I want to see each of you very focused on obedience.”

Prior to her guests arriving, each of Jessica’s servants were put to work in cleaning the house from top to bottom. Kyle was placed forefront in this effort, while Damien was tasked with beautifying the outdoor landscaping. Roland was assigned the installation of a lighting and sound system for the party.

“You will be wearing a little outfit for the occasion,” Jessica explained on the day of the party. “You will wear it with pride. It will show you off in the way that I want you to be seen. You will each be wearing your chastity devices, to demonstrate the intimate manner in which you are all my property. You will also wear a cute pair of thong panties, since this is a special occasion and I want you to look nice. You will wear a pair of high-heeled shoes because this is also a relatively formal affair. And finally, you will each have a leather collar, denoting your servant status.”

The guestlist included her friend and coworker from UpNext, Taylor, along with Taylor’s husband, Mark, as well as Lily, the woman in accounting from her old job who was accompanied by her husband, Jack. Jessica had also invited Aeolan, who had hooked her up with the job at N/Everest, and Sarah, her friend from Atlanta who flew in for the event, as well as Leanna, her boss, who was on the same flight. There was Mina, who she’d met at the CFNM party, Maile, the waxing attendant at her salon, and Ariel, the lingerie salesperson with who she’d developed a personal friendship. She invited a couple of her girlfriends, Amanda and Sam, and her friend Liam. And finally, she’d invited her neighbors, Andi, and Dan, who had long noticed how free Jessica was with the nakedness of the men in her life. Whenever she had a man outside her home, unclothed, they noticed. Andi had expressed to Jessica her approval of the arrangement.

Jessica made introductions all around, presenting Kyle, Roland, and Damien as her servants, making sure that her guests knew that the three men would be serving everyone for the duration of the party.

“Don’t be shy in ordering anything you need,” Jessica explained. “You will find that they are very attentive and will bring you anything you need.”

“I am impressed with what you have established for yourself, Jessica,” Leanna, her boss stated. “I thought you might be more at home back in Los Angeles, but I had no idea you had this beautiful house. And I now see why you wanted Roland to re-locate. It appears that he’ll be doing more than just IT work,” she imparted with a sly smile. “I do have to wonder what your methodology is. You seem to have these three under your thumb, so to speak.”

“Ultimately, a man can be brought to heel,” Jessica replied, confidently, “if you pay particular attention to what motivates him. Some will just need to be given the opportunity to reveal what they’ve always held secret. It’s such a catharsis for them to just drop the whole ‘a man must be in control’ bullshit. Others,” she said while her face took on a decidedly wicked expression, “need to be broken. This type needs a devastatingly humiliating take-down, where a woman must crush his fragile ego under her foot.”

“As you know,” her neighbor Andi proclaimed, “you have been an inspiration for me in the way I run my household. My husband Dan has benefitted, I believe, in seeing that so much more should be expected of him. It has helped him recalibrate his attitude toward the concept of service to me.”

“Well thank you,” Jessica replied. “I am happy to know that the obedience of my boys is helpful to other women in determining what they want and have every right to expect.”

“There was a point where I’d need to remind him to do the simplest things,” Andi noted, “like taking out the trash. You know, little things. As I am sure you understand, that can be exhausting, and no one likes the process of continually reminding someone to perform their duties. I think that for Dan, seeing that he could be sent outside naked, with a well-disciplined rear end on display, especially at night when it’s chilly, makes his requirements so much simpler by comparison.”

“I’m pleased to hear it,” Jessica replied. “So, your husband Dan has been brought to heel as a result?”

“Good question. Let’s ask him. Dan, who is the final authority concerning everything in our household?”

“You are, Miss Andi,” Dan replied. “Without question.”

The women in the room expressed their approval at Dan’s deference to his wife.

“It’s so nice to see so many obedient men,” Maile commented.

“By the way, Maile is a really talented aesthetician,” Jessica announced. “I go to her for waxing, and I recommend her to everyone. She keeps my boys looking pretty too.”

“And any of Jessica’s friends get a discount,” Maile offered.

“Ugh,” Taylor replied. “Thanks, but no thanks.”

“That’s right,” Jessica replied, “you prefer to go natural, don’t you?”

“I have a really thick, hairy bush, and I wouldn’t have it any other way. I love having Mark’s face buried in it. It makes him look like he has a full beard.”

“To each their own, I guess,” Jessica replied, laughing. “I like it smooth, so I can see what’s going on.”

“Speaking of seeing what’s going on, it’s difficult to see which of your boys has the biggest dick,” Aeolan commented. “Not that it’s any of my business, but I tend to rate a man that way.”

Jessica laughed.

“Yeah, that’s not really a big concern for me. I orgasm almost exclusively from oral, so it’s their tongues I’m mostly interested in. I tend to see their dicks as a barometer of their obedience. I like having them locked up most of the time. When I allow then to be unlocked, I like to see them get rock hard, for sure, but it’s more of a status thing. Their erections, especially when they’re denied, are symbolic of their inferiority. Their hard cocks clearly display their desire, but it’s in forgoing their own pleasure that they pay tribute to me. I love seeing them naked and hard, especially when I straddle their faces in reverse cowgirl.”

This made a few of the girls laugh, as the image played in their minds.

“If they work really hard, they might be allowed an orgasm, but it’s mostly a way for me to reward obedience,” Jessica explained. “But I much prefer them when they’re denied. They’re more attentive and respectful that way. And their energy is nice, when their balls are big and heavy from denial, and they’re so on point with their service to me.”

“So, you keep them with blue balls?” Sarah, her friend from Atlanta asked, clearly impressed.

“For the most part,” Jessica replied. “I’m always mindful of the intensity of a man’s erection. And there has been an evolution of my own thought, which is that when I first had unrestricted access to a man and I’d begun my exploration of my dominance over him, I felt it important to pleasure him at all times. Now, as I’ve relaxed somewhat into my position, both figuratively, in assuming my place of authority over men, and literally, with my ass pressed against his face, I’ve realized that I need feel no sense of urgency.”

“As you may be aware,” Lily spoke up, “I myself am somewhat new to taking control in my marriage to Jack. If you recall, it was that day that you and Taylor were talking about a man providing domestic service that began my exploration of such an arrangement. Jack has been really receptive, which has been so satisfying to me in a way that I couldn’t have imagined. It was like once I stated an interest in assuming control in the relationship, it was as if a tremendous weight was lifted from his shoulders. In essence, he was on his knees in a matter of moments.”

There was appreciative laughter following Lily’s statement.

“But I do have a question,” Lily followed up. “As you stated, I find that Jack still responds better when I make sure that he has frequent orgasms. Do you not feel the need to provide them to your three men? That would be kind of exhausting, I would think.”

“It would,” Jessica replied. “I do, without question, fully satisfy their desires, since primary among them is that they fully address mine. I’ve come to understand that I can completely satisfy a man by having my own orgasms, repeatedly, while upon his face. With this understanding, his erect cock is more of an indication of my power over him, and less of an obligation for me to do anything in particular to pleasure him. Which is not to say that it isn’t fun for me to do so, just that I’ve realized that I don’t need to feel any sense of urgency about it.”

“I do recall,” Mina commented, “you had Kyle masturbate for us at the CFNM party. So, it does seem that you allow male ejaculation under certain circumstances.”

“On occasion, I’ll take pleasure in the visual representation of a man’s lust and desire that his ejaculation serves as. So, yes. But I also restrain myself in addressing his desires and enjoy frustrating them. Not as punishment, but to deepen and intensify his desire. I enjoy the offering available for me to view or ignore at will. I know that he derives satisfaction from pleasuring me, and the fact that he is fully erect is nothing more than testimony of his sexual desire. When I’m focused on my own pleasure, I know that he’ll be satisfied by pleasuring me.”

Kyle approached, and as gently as possible asked a question.

“I have been curious about something, and if you don’t mind, Jessica, I wanted to ask something pertaining to the subject. It has to do with you, and Taylor, and Lily.”

Jessica observed him, a look of fondness and contentment on her face.

“Certainly, Kyle, you may ask a question,” she replied.

“Thank you, Jessica. There was a moment, which you may not remember. It was what feels like forever ago to me now. You, Jessica, were in need of someone to scrub your bathtub, and Taylor was interested in helping you find someone to do just that.”

“And luckily, she recommended you, Kyle,” Jessica replied.

Kyle practically blushed and felt proud to hear her compliment.

“What I am curious about,” Kyle explained, “is at one point, Lily stopped by, having overheard the conversation between you and Taylor. She was unsure if she could coerce her husband into domestic service as Taylor was promoting. So, Taylor whispered something into her ear. Then, she whispered it into Jessica’s ear. What did she say? If you don’t mind telling me, of course.”

Lily, Taylor, and Jessica exchanged looks, then the three women burst out laughing. Taylor was the first to collect herself.

“I said, just kick him in the fucking balls,” Taylor admitted, which inspired another round of laughter.
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Roland was positioned in the center of his new bedroom, naked and kneeling. He was waiting. When at last she appeared before him, she observed the expression on his face. She knelt down beside him. 

“I own you,” she whispered into his ear. “And what does that mean?”

“It means you can do anything you want to me,” he replied. 

“And?” she inquired further. 

“And I will do anything you want me to,” he responded.

She smiled warmly as her eyes scanned downward, assessing his naked body. She’d removed his chastity cage so that she could fully assess his state of arousal. She’d placed his harness on his cock and balls. A wry smile curled the corner of her lips as she observed the fact that his dick was beginning to get hard. She kissed him, her hands on his chest. Her hands travelled down the front of his body. She bit and kissed his nipples with a hunger that betrayed the fact that she relished the totality of her domination over him.

She took a moment to observe him, completely exposed and vulnerable. She knew that he felt it an honor to be displayed for her in this manner, and she couldn’t help but smile at the sight of him displayed so obediently for her use. His body was displayed so defenselessly for her that it was breathtaking.

Jessica gave him a slap of her hand across his almost fully erect cock. She had the unique pleasure of feeling him become fully hard in her hand during the process. She enjoyed the effect that it had on him.

His objectification appeared complete, and she took some time silently observing him. She couldn’t resist teasing the tip of his cock with her fingers. She kissed him, wantonly, and felt him give himself to her. She felt her ownership of him in this moment. She thought about whipping him, but she was in no particular hurry to do so. 

“I am going to whip you,” she whispered into his ear. “But first, I am going to make you wait for it. I am going to allow you to anticipate, and wonder when, and how hard and how long. But it is going to happen. And it will happen when I want it to.”

Later, Jessica attached his leash to his cock and ball harness and led him outside into her backyard.

“I am impressed with how well you’ve learned to crawl for me, Roland. You seem to have embraced your subservient position.”

Roland felt proud hearing Jessica compliment his recognition of her superiority. He was naked, and she was walking him on a leash around the perimeter of the backyard. It was a circuitous route that went along the tree line of the wooded area, and was covered in a soft, green grass. The leash she’d attached to his cock and ball harness went up between his legs a short distance. Jessica was holding it taut. The whipping she’d given him gave his butt a bright red blush.

“You have learned to respond so well,” she commented, “anticipating the movement of my body, that I think you might benefit from the transition to a shorter leash. One that rewards your attention to maintaining the appropriate posture. You seem to have learned how to keep your ass up in the air, presenting it to me as my property. It shows how well you’ve come to appreciate my ownership.”

Roland had come to understand in a profound manner the sublime pleasure of submission to a dominant female. His life had shifted so completely in such a short period of time to one in which service to her, his superior, was his only focus. The mission of his life had become clear, and he was grateful to her in having presented it to him. She had lifted him up and remolded him into something whose purpose was of greater importance than anything he had conceived of previously. He now no longer recognized the person he was before. He saw what he was as someone whose arrogance had been an obstacle to his own happiness. Now, by fully appreciating Jessica’s right to guide and train him in becoming her servant, he felt elevated to a higher existence. This new life was one in which his sole focus was not on himself, and the selfish expression of his own ego, but rather it was on Jessica, and acting only in service to her.

When she’d determined he had demonstrated his willingness to be humiliated for her pleasure to the degree she felt was appropriate, she brought him inside.

“You may lower yourself onto your knees and elbows and remain in position, Roland. I will inform you when you have finished paying tribute to me.”

“Thank you, Jessica,” Roland replied.
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Jessica decided that to aid Damien in his transition to being her servant, she would provide a somewhat organized method for charting his progress. She decided that focusing on his obedience in pleasuring her would serve as a starting point. To that end, she printed out a guide for him and posted it on the wall in his room.

It began:

“With respect to an exploration of the pleasure I experience in having you lick my pussy, I have begun the following list. In each of the following scenarios, the pleasure I am afforded in each set of circumstances will be noted. In the interest of fairness and for reliable results in this exploration, each position will be revisited multiple times. 

-You will lick my pussy while I am straddling your face

-You will lick my pussy while I am straddling your face in reverse

-You will lick my pussy while I am sitting on the sofa, while you are on your hands and knees before me

-You will lick my pussy while I am lying down on a chaise lounge while you are on your hands and knees before me

-You will lick my pussy while I am lying down on a bed while you are between my thighs

-You will lick my pussy while you are kneeling before me in the shower

-You will lick my pussy before I whip you

-You will lick my pussy after I whip you

-You will lick my pussy tied up in various configurations.

After completing an assessment of each position/situation, a second and third assessment may be required to insure a fair and accurate measurement. The number of orgasms I experience, and the overall pleasure I receive will be taken into account. I may also decide that I want to take into account how hard your cock is during each assessment, whether in the form of an actual measurement, or simply a visual impression made by me. 

Please understand that this is offered as a partial list and is not intended to be comprehensive. I will doubtless encounter additional variations, and each addition will be given the same attention as those listed.

And finally, during this process, we will on occasion take a break from the assessment process, so that I might have you lick my pussy simply for my own pleasure. Once we have completed each round, you may be allowed an orgasm. This will inspire and motivate you to focus on pleasuring me as well as you are able.”

In spite of the obligations to her pleasure the document indicated, she needed Damien to understand that this would be a reward in and of itself. First, she needed him to understand the degree to which he would be receiving punishment.

“For a length of time I will determine, you will be receiving particularly humiliating and painful punishments,” Jessica explained after she had presented Damien with this document and posted it on the wall in his room, “I think that you will agree that you are deserving of as much, so I expect that you will show your appreciation.”

Jessica had made clear to Damien 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 impressed upon him by unlocking his chastity device and taking his balls in one hand, while she held 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.

“Thank you, Jessica,” Damien said sincerely.

There was a desperation in his voice, in trying to be as truthful and as genuine as possible about the fact that she had him by the balls. She found it touching, listening to the sincerity with which he admitted to her the depth of his desire to be fully and completely owned by her. 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. He gasped and cried out in pain.

“Shush now, that wasn’t that hard!” She responded. She paused for a moment, then added, “This, is hard.” And with that she gave him a particularly impressive spank across the balls.

“The fact of the matter is that you, Damien, are a disobedient boy. You need to be disciplined, and I wouldn’t be doing you any favors by going easy on you. You need to be put in your place, and I don’t see any reason to nice about it. Rather, it’s the opposite. You need to display to me a positive attitude in accepting my correction of your behavior. You have, in the past, showed a great deal of immaturity in failing to recognize your obligations to me as your superior. The fact that I am allowing you to make amends and receive the punishment you are due is an enormous and unearned privilege, and it will be accepted as such. You will express your gratitude for my allowing you to be among my possessions.”

During the first few slaps of the paddle, she found that he told her what she already knew, but it was after that, over the course of the next five or so more, that he began to truly reveal the depths of his sincerity, and his profound desire to exist to please her as her property.

“The thing is, Damien, I feel that kicking you in the balls might be too extreme, but it could be fun. Keep that in mind. Clearly, a dominant woman can do whatever she wants with a man, but he should prove to her how willing he is to obey her. I would think it rather humiliating for you to get kicked in the balls, and I would enjoy exploiting that. So, you should act accordingly. If I have you by the balls, which I most definitely do, then you should be focused on being as attentive and pleasing as possible, with the correct attitude. You should be focused on serving me.”
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The bathtub was sparkling clean, so Kyle’s punishment wasn’t for any specific failure, but rather for her pleasure, which she enjoyed so much more than when she felt she had to punish him for a particular reason. She had taken a length of rope, and wrapped it several times around his balls, then tied it off, leaving twelve inches or so of the two ends of the rope, which she then tied around each of his ankles. This effectively kept him in a kneeling position. He could also move into a hands and knees position, which would cause the rope to become tight. He was collared and blindfolded.

“Tell me how it feels,” she said with a bemused and somewhat curious tone in her voice. She was lounging comfortably upon the sofa, absent-mindedly playing with a flogger in her hand. “Tell me how it feels knowing that I own, I don’t even know, hundreds? Hundreds of photographs and videos of you completely and utterly exposed, naked, and completely objectified? Even tied up, or blindfolded, or both, which I love, by the way. Naked, tied up and blindfolded. And hard, in most of them. Embarrassing, really, for you at least, to be in such a compromising position. How does that feel for you?” She fell silent, observing him on his knees before her. Though he was blindfolded, she could see the effect her question had upon him. He took a moment to formulate a response, and she allowed her eyes to wander, taking in the sight of the entirety of his naked body, positioned precisely as she wished it to be. As she demanded. As she deserved. 

“It’s intimidating,” he responded at last. “It stays in the back of my mind, how completely you have dominated me.”

“Intimidating,” she repeated his response, with a wickedly satisfied smile on her face. She languorously extended her arm, slowly sliding the tails of the flogger up his inner thigh. “Tell me more. How does that intimidate you?”

She noted his reaction to the sensation the whip caused, and the slight edge of fear he had as response to its proximity to his most sensitive and vulnerable parts. As he considered her question and how he should respond, she observed that he was slowly becoming erect. She was amused at the thought that his cock was responding to her questioning, and in extending toward her, would eventually be fully presented for her to whip. 

And she had to laugh at the thought that he knew full well that he would be whipped for having an erection. She observed the cock and ball harness he was wearing for her and thought about how it must be feeling tighter and tighter the harder he became. 

“It is intimidating for the reason that you have such complete control over the images of me. You can, in essence, have me kneel before you anytime you choose.”

She drew the flogger back and whipped him across the tip of his dick. He gasped at the unexpected pain but remained in place. 

“I can have you kneel before me anytime I choose regardless,” she replied in admonishment. “Do I have to teach you a lesson about that?” She held the tails of the whip against his now fully erect cock. “Because you look like you need to be taught a lesson.” She teased him with the flogger, gently caressing the length of his erection. She drew the whip back again and gave him another whipping across the tip of his cock. He gasped, which became a slight moan, and she laughed in response. She whipped him again and noted his reaction. “The fact that your dick gets even harder when I whip you tells me that it turns you on. So why don’t you tell me why you like taking a whipping from me?”

“I love taking a whipping from you,” he confessed, and she was struck by how naked he looked in admitting as much. “Being obedient to you is a privilege for me and remaining in place for a whipping is a way for me to demonstrate that.” 

She considered his response as she continued teasing his cock. 

“I do appreciate your obedience,” she mused as she gave him another whipping across the tip of his dick. His reaction let her know that it hurt, but she could see that he liked it as well. “But it’s more than that, isn’t it?” she inquired, as she slid the tails of the flogger along the length of him, down to the base of his cock. “You like it when I make you feel pain, don’t you?” she asked as she brought the crop back and whipped him across the base of his cock. 

He moaned, a sound that conveyed both pain and arousal, then replied, “I love it that you have the power to do anything that you want to me.” 

She paused for a moment, her whip in midair, then delivered a stroke of the whip across the tip of his erect cock. His reaction pleased her, and she thought about his answer to her question. 

“Anything I want,” she repeated, then aimed the whip at his balls. She assessed the entirety of his naked body, kneeling before her, exposed, vulnerable, and available to her for any purpose she might choose. After a moment’s contemplation, she whipped him across the balls, and delighted in his reaction. 

“Thank you,” he said when he had recovered, as she had instructed him to do. 

“Oh, you’re welcome,” she replied sweetly, then whipped him again. 

“Thank you.” 

She put the whip aside, and picked up the long, thick, wooden paddle. She brought it up between his legs and held it against his balls. 

“Are you ready to be punished for having an erection?”

“Yes,” he replied in a soft, breathy voice. 

She smiled, with what was almost a sneer at his admission. Despite his blindfold, she could sense his fear. His naked submission to her was delicious. The more she exploited his arousal, the harder he became.

“Get into position,” she commanded, and he turned and lowered himself onto his hands and knees, raising his ass to her specification.

“You are also going to take a whipping for being hard, and then I am going to punish you for having such a nice, big cock,” she added, and he could hear that she was having difficulty restraining herself from laughing. She began teasing him with the paddle, allowing his anticipation to build.

“I think you should get ten strokes of the paddle for each offense; don’t you agree?” she asked.

“Yes,” he responded sincerely.

His reaction amused her, as she could sense that he was simultaneously afraid of and aroused by her.

“And while I punish you with the paddle, why don’t you think about licking my pussy,” she offered. 

“Thank you,” he responded.

She was aware that he was already thinking about licking her. She knew that he was obsessed with licking her, and that his obedience to her was in part due to his desire to be allowed to do so. She thought about that fact as she began delivering his punishment. She appreciated his willing submission to her. He made no movement to protect himself while she paddled him as she had trained him to do. He understood that the penalty for moving out of position was severe. And he so wanted to impress her as well, showing her that he could be a good boy and take his punishment. For her part, she made sure that every stroke of the paddle landed hard. She paused for a moment, teasing him, letting him fully appreciate the fact that she owned him completely, and had an unquestioned authority to do with him as she pleased. She played with the fact that he was blindfolded, and unable to know when the paddle would make contact, or how hard it would be. She couldn’t help but laugh when he would visibly tense his naked body in anticipation, as she paused, waiting until he least expected it. Then she would deliver a hard slap of the paddle, the smooth, varnished surface making a satisfying smack as it landed across his bare ass. 

The whipping she gave him was hard, thorough, and deeply satisfying for her. When his butt was a nice shade of pink, she thought it looked cute, but then she turned it a crimson red. She liked it when his butt looked like it had been spanked hard. She used the paddle to impress upon him her complete and total domination over him, and for his part, he demonstrated that he knew his place by keeping his back arched and his ass up in submission to her.

To reward him, she allowed him to lick her pussy. She removed his blindfold and all of his bondage aside from his collar, then had him crawl onto her bed. She crawled up on top of him and straddled his face. He licked her with an indescribable devotion, making her come harder and longer than she would have thought possible. She was always somewhat impressed with the talent his tongue possessed, and perhaps even more impressed that he seemed inexhaustible.

“You licked my pussy very, very well,” she remarked, as she pulled him upward by the O-ring on his collar until his cock was where his tongue had been. She thought about the whipping she had given him. 

“Does it still hurt, where I whipped you with the flogger across the dick?” she asked with a wicked little smile on her face. 

“Yes. Thank you,” he replied graciously.

Jessica placed her hands on his bright red ass and moaned as his cock entered her slick, wet pussy filling her completely. With deliberate patience, inch by hard, throbbing inch, his hips rotated forward, thrusting inside of her. She could feel the pounding of his heartbeat in the searing hot pulse of his naked cock. Her deliciously wet pussy surrendered to him, and almost involuntarily she squeezed him firmly, tightening around him in an excruciatingly erotic ecstasy.

“I love fucking your pussy,” he said in a deep, throaty voice. 

“I know,” she responded in a dreamy whisper. “I am going to whip you so hard for this,” she promised.

She found it remarkable how naked he looked when he was fucking her. She slipped her finger through the O-ring and held him by the neck, as her other hand slid down the side of his body, coming to rest upon his butt. She could feel the heat rising from his skin where she had punished him. He was fucking her with a slow, sensual rhythm.

She observed the marks from her whip with satisfaction. He had taken his punishment well, she thought to herself, which pleased her. His back arched in ecstasy as he drove his cock into her and she felt the muscles in his ass flex and harden as the base of his shaft widened and pressed against her lips. He withdrew only to thrust again, impossibly feeling deeper with every stroke. His lust, desire, and ecstatic pleasure were evident in the moans and sounds coming from deep in his throat, and she noticed that the sound was not dissimilar to those he made when he was on his hands and knees and she was punishing him with the paddle.

She noticed that he fucked her with a sexually charged desperation and desire. And he made use of his cock’s length by creating a wide arc with his hips, pulling out until only the rounded tip of his cock was between her soft, wet lips, then sliding forward until his body was pressed against hers. She pulled him downward by the collar until his lips were upon her nipples, and he sucked and kissed them without changing the pace. She took her hand from his collar and combed her fingers into his hair, pressing the back of his head to her breast. Her other hand remained upon his butt, feeling the intensity of his rhythmic, perpetual penetration. She was impressed with his endurance. He could fuck her until their bodies were slick with sweat, until the heat had long dissipated from the day and cool night breezes absorbed the heat from their skin. 

She could sense when he could hold out no longer, so she told him to come. He rotated his hips back and his cock jerked upward, slick, and wet, and he had in fact come so close to orgasm that he didn’t even need to place his hand on his cock. Rather, his cock throbbed once, then he began to come. In rapid succession, four spurts of thick, hot, come erupted and splashed upon her breasts and belly. When he had recovered, he leaned forward, kissed her, then made his way downward to lick her clean. He had come quite a lot, so it took a while for him to lick it up, and in the process, she decided that she wanted him to lick her pussy as well. Softly, without any particular goal in mind other than for him to show his devotion and adoration.

“Don’t ever forget that you’re my houseboy, Kyle,” she said softly.

“Yes, Jessica,” he replied.

And so it was that he spent the rest of the evening licking and kissing her naked body, until they fell asleep.

When Jessica woke up the next morning, she slipped on a silk robe which was azure in color. She didn’t bother tying it in front, allowing it to remain open in front, revealing a teasing look at her naked body. She went to the kitchen, where a pot of coffee had just finished brewing. Kyle was standing by, waiting to deliver a cup of coffee to Jessica in bed.

“You’re up,” he noticed, giving her a loving look of adoration.

“I am,” she replied, returning the look of affection.

She took the cup he offered her, then stood looking out the window overlooking the backyard. Damien was outside, attending to her flower bushes. She could hear Roland typing at the computer in the next room, setting up a home surveillance system she had wanted. She shivered with a feeling of coziness. All three, she thought. I own them. They are mine.
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