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Chapter 1

James had so far filled a dozen or more of the boxes he and Kayla had acquired for the move. It was late spring, and it was warm outside. A gentle breeze came in through the open window. The semester had ended, and James was looking forward to the summer break. His plan was to just spend time with Kayla, something he had been looking forward to for many months. He had packed up most of the books on the bookshelf when he became curious and opened a book of photos.

“Oh, wow,” he exclaimed.

“What’s that?” Kayla asked. She was also attending to the packing process, thought the activity she felt was most important at the moment was drinking a cup of coffee and supervising James.

“This book of old photos. It’s such a relic,” he explained.

“Are you snooping through my photos?” she asked. She stood and crossed the room to look over his shoulder.

“Yes. They’re fascinating. People don’t take portraits like this anymore.”

James was looking at a black and white photo of a man and a woman looking sternly at the camera lens.

“Those are my great-grandparents on my mom’s side,” she explained. Look what a stud this guy is! Look at that mustache!”

“Should I grow a mustache like that?” James asked jokingly.

“Oh, like you even could. Clearly that’s the kind of facial hair that comes from wrestling with bears and taking down trees with your bare hands.”

“Hmmm, I guess you’re right.” James flipped to the next page. “This would be your grandparents, I guess?”

“Yup. The baby is my aunt.”

“You have an aunt? You’ve never mentioned her.”

“She died when she was young. I never knew her.”

“And where is your mom?” James wondered.

“Right there,” and pointed at the woman’s rounded belly.

James turned the page.

“Oh my God,” he murmured.

“Yeah, hard to believe, isn’t it?” Kayla said, smiling.

They were looking at a photo of Helen Striker, Kayla’s mom, when Helen was in her late teens.

“She’s . . . gorgeous. I mean, wow.”

“Yeah, my mom was a real piece of ass, huh?” Kayla said, laughing.

“I’m not going to go so far as to say that,” James replied. “But it makes me wonder.”

“Wonder what?” Kayla asked.

“Well, I am sure you’ve told me some version of this already,” James asked, “but how exactly did you and your sisters end up, well, you know—”

“Dominant?” Kayla suggested. Then she laughed. “Well, it was my mom’s influence, for sure.”

“Yes, your mother is definitely unique.”

“She’s a nightmare,” Kayla corrected him, though she said so with in a way that suggested her admiration. “The thing is, when mom was younger, she worked at a private school that was known for dispensing corporal punishment. My God, we were really careful not to get her started on that. According to her, every problem in the world can be traced back to when they ended corporal punishment in the schools.”

“Wasn’t that a million years ago?” James asked.

“Not really. At a private academy, you can do whatever you want as long as everyone is on board with the plan. Plus, you know, my mom is a million years old,” Kayla said, laughing. “One thing I know is that when she used to be a schoolteacher, she was adamant about punishing boys. She described in great detail how every boy in her class at one point or another would be called to the front of the class, where he’d be expected to assume the position, which was with his hands on her desk and his pants around his ankles. She would punish the student not just with the pain of the rod, but the humiliation of it as well.”

James knew the feeling all too well.

“According to her,” Kayla explained, “the boys were quickly put in their place, one at a time, until every boy in her class had been so terrified by the consequences of disobedience that they’d do whatever they were told without hesitation. She has some really funny stories about how every year it would get to the point where the girls in the class would more or less catch on to what was happening to the boys so the girls would start taking advantage.

“Mom said that she could tell when one or more of the girls were exaggerating something just to get a boy in trouble, but she felt it was good for them to show the initiative in taking control of a situation. She made sure that the girl, or girls, were able to witness the punishment that resulted from their accusations of misbehavior. I think she wanted to show them the cause and effect. The girls would tell on a boy for having broken a rule, or even worse, showing disrespect, and mom would make sure that everyone involved would be present when the boy would get his punishment.”

“That sounds like her,” James observed.

“Yeah, that’s totally my mom,” Kayla agreed. “She told a story about one semester when the boys were really out of hand, and she decided that they were no longer going to be allowed to change for gym class in the boys’ locker room. This meant, obviously, that they would have to change outside the locker room, in the hallway. Also, the boys still had to take a shower, but they had to go in one at a time. Basically, she had them line up in the hallway, naked, waiting to go in a take a shower as quickly as possible. They’d only get a towel for as long as it took to dry off, then they were sent back out into the hallway to get their clothes.”

“Wow,” James replied, imagining the scene. “So then she decided, what, that her daughters would be raised to see boys the same way?”

“Well that’s something Lara should explain. I’ll have her tell you, since she’s the oldest and has the best perspective on it. There were other boys before you, something I didn’t really realize since I was always gone all summer.”

“Gone?” James asked.

“Yeah, I told you about it. When I was little, we always went to this really cool summer camp. Then one by one, my sisters kind of aged out, I guess. First it was Lara. Apparently, she had this boy Daniel Holden from across the street come over that late spring and summer. Then Dahlia was too old for camp, I guess, and that was the year Nick the exchange student came to live with us. Then the next year we had you come and live in the house.”

Kayla gave James a little squeeze.

“Well at any rate, Helen Striker’s daughters are all really beautiful,” James admitted.

“That’s right,” Kayla agreed, putting her arms around James and straddling James’s lap. “And who is the most beautiful by far?”

“That would be the youngest of the Striker girls, Kayla,” James replied.

“Oh, you are so observant,” she purred appreciatively.

Kayla leaned in and kissed James, her hand sliding down between his legs. She pulled his cock free of his pants and began to stroke it, feeling it grow hard in her hand almost instantaneously. The way that she put her hands on his body felt so possessive to James, and his cock always became hard in response, almost immediately.

“You’re my cocktoy,” she whispered, leaning in to kiss him. “You do everything I want you to without question. I love that. I expect nothing less, of course. But you’ve been so good,” she said as she kissed him, her tongue violating his open mouth, “that I want to give you a reward.”

Kayla focused on using both hands to slowly stroke him from the base to the rim of the head of his cock. James watched her play with him, realizing that her deliberately slow movements were intended to make the experience a form of torture. He felt an ecstasy tempered by something approaching pain. Kayla had no intention of this being over anytime soon, and he knew it. She was undoubtedly completely in charge. She gripped him tightly around the base of his cock then used her fingertips to tease the head of his cock. She had what James thought was an irresistible look on her face. Kayla was grateful she wasn’t in the habit of wearing underwear as she straddled his cock and began to ride James.

After a nice mid-morning fuck, James pointed out that they’d better get back to the task at hand.

“We have to be out of here by the end of the day, you know,” he reminded her.

“I know, so get going!” she spurred him on, giving him a slap on the ass. “I am looking forward to fucking you in the new place.”

Kayla and James didn’t have far to go, since the new apartment was less than a five-minute drive from their current residence. But it was substantially larger. There were two bedrooms, one of which would become an office.

“Office?” Kayla had asked. “Don’t you think it would be of greater value to have a fuck-room?”

“A fuck-room?” James had wondered. “Isn’t that what the bedroom is?”

“No, silly,” she’d replied. “A bedroom is a bedroom. A fuck-room is a fuck-room.”

“Oh. Got it,” James had said in response, as though that made it any clearer.

More importantly, the new apartment had two bathrooms, which would make their lives so much easier to manage. This meant that Kayla would have all the counter space and time she needed without James being tempted to pee in the kitchen sink. Which James appreciated.

When everything had at last been loaded into the truck they’d rented for the day, James and Kayla stood at the door for a moment looking at the empty space.

“I remember the first time I came here,” Kayla recalled. “You were still surprised that I had every intention of owning you.”

“I remember it clearly as well. But in retrospect, you owned me long before I even began renting this apartment.”

Kayla had her arms around James, and now she nuzzled her face into his chest.

“I don’t care where we go as long as I have my favorite possession,” she said.

“Always, Kayla,” James replied, holding her close. “Always.”

They closed the door, locked it, then dropped the key in the landlord’s mailbox. James drove the truck to the new apartment, not looking forward to spending the rest of the day unloading it into the new apartment. On the drive over, the image of Helen Striker as a young woman reappeared in his mind’s eye. It was so strange to try to reconcile the stern, unforgiving older woman she became with the beautiful young woman she had been. He tried not to think about her.

* * *

Helen Striker was born with the name Helen Farrow, and she grew up to be, by all accounts, a lovely young woman. She had an attractive face which was elegantly beautiful, but more remarkable was her figure. The boys at her college informally voted her both “best legs on campus,” as well as “best rack.” This was taken both as a compliment and an insult to young Helen. She thought the term “rack” was grotesque, and she felt objectified by being thought of in terms of her physical body. But she recognized that young men were desirous of her physically, and she attempted to capitalize on this by selecting a young, handsome man named Darren Striker to be her boyfriend. He eventually proposed to her, and she felt that he had a good deal of promise as a future husband. He was smart enough and industrious enough to support a family, and he gave every indication that he adored her.

Over the years, this promise faded as he seemed to become lazy and complacent, both professionally, and in his marriage. She’d never felt that he was remarkable as a lover, and as time went on, she couldn’t help but echo the lack of respect he seemed to have for himself. Her estimation of him as a man continued to defy itself in sinking lower, until it had sunk lower than she would have thought possible. Then came an event that she was unprepared for. She kicked herself for not seeing it coming. She’d recognized that something was off. Something was askew. It should have been obvious, she thought, but it was so beneath anything that she’d thought him capable of that it took her by surprise.

Darren Striker had, while out with a client, ended up a bit drunk. His secretary was with him, and while the stated purpose of her attendance at the dinner with the client was for business reasons, she ended up serving her boss in another capacity. Darren had gotten a hotel room and spent the night with her. The excuse to he made to Helen was that in keeping pace with the client, he had ended up too drunk to drive. He stated emphatically that he was alone and nothing untoward had happened. Helen was suspicious, but she decided to trust him.

Then it became a habit. Darren had been sleeping with his secretary for a length of time that the young woman had begun to think of a future where they would be together. She thought that Darren should divorce his wife and leave his family. To that end, she finally took matters into her own hands, having had her patience worn thin. If Darren wasn’t going to make it happen, then she would do what she felt she needed to make it happen.

The phone rang in the Striker household when Helen was home alone with her two young daughters, Lara, and Dahlia. Dahlia was a newborn baby, and Lara was almost two years old. Helen answered the phone and was puzzled at first by the young woman who wanted to speak with her. It was her husband’s secretary, with whom she’d had no more than a handful of interactions, most of them at office holiday parties. She thought of her husband’s secretary as a little twit and had only a sense of wonderment that the woman was capable of performing the duties of her job.

Now, apparently, the woman was revealing the main reason she’d been able to hold onto the position. She was fucking her boss. Helen’s husband. Helen had no idea why the young woman was revealing this information to her unless her motivation was to break up the marriage and have Darren for herself. Helen was more than amenable to the plan, taking into account this new development.

Helen Striker was furious. Her life had just been turned upside-down. Even greater than the feeling she’d been betrayed was that she felt a loss of control. Her husband had never really measured up to what she felt she deserved, but she had adjusted accordingly and learned to deal with the disappointment. Now, however, he’d gone too far. She felt that nothing would serve her “piece of crap, small-dicked husband” better than to be stuck with his “little dumbshit, nitwit secretary.”

When Darren came home that evening, she told him as much. She also told him something else. She let him know that in reaction to the information she’d learned about his “ridiculous affair,” as she called it, she’d promptly gone and had one of her own. Helen did not tell her soon-to-be-ex-husband the identity of Raoul, the neighbor across the street with whom she’d begun an affair, but she did describe his physicality, since she knew that this information would be the most hurtful to her vain and shallow husband. She informed Darren that after years of being less-than-satisfied with his lack of endowment, she’d begun fucking someone she referred to as a “real man.” She did not spare him any details about the extraordinary length and girth of his “beautiful cock,” and that riding this giant cock all afternoon had left her feeling like she’d finally gotten properly fucked. Her intention of continuing to be serviced by this “gorgeous hunk of a man” was made clear to Darren, in addition to the assertion that there’d be “fuck-all” that he was going to do about it.

What happened next was even more of a surprise to Helen. Instead of packing his things and leaving, Darren sank to his knees and begged for her forgiveness. Though Helen was in no mood to forgive him, she was amused to see him on his knees. She enjoyed hearing him beg. So, she decided to make some changes to their relationship. She made clear to him that if he wanted to attempt to earn her forgiveness, then he would be adapting to the new rules. First, she told him, she had no intention of ending her new relationship with the lover she’d taken on in reaction to his affair. Second, he was going to be punished, in a way that she should have done up until that point.

The following months saw Helen make good on her promise. She visited Raoul regularly, and took great pleasure in not only fucking him, but making sure that Darren heard every detail of her new sex life. She made sure that he understood how superior her new lover was to him by every conceivable measurement. Darren was no longer allowed to be out of the house for any unaccounted-for length of time, and his arrival home would be promptly followed by a whipping across his bare butt. The punishment Helen delivered was not only regular in occurrence, and lengthy in duration, but it was notable for how thorough and effective it was in causing both pain and humiliation. Helen had a short leather strap that she often used toward the conclusion of his punishment to whip him squarely between the legs. She made him kneel with his legs spread wide while she spanked his penis with the leather strap, followed by a spanking across his balls.

When she was satisfied with the level of pain and humiliation she’d visited upon him, she would allow him to again beg for her forgiveness as well as express his gratitude for her correction of his behavior. She never wavered on her decision that he would never be forgiven, rendering his begging as nothing more than an opportunity for her to see him grovel before her. He was under the impression that she would, at some point, allow him to apologize for his mistake and take him back. Instead, she had decided that she would witness his complete and total degradation for no other reason than to enjoy torturing him. He was never allowed to have any sexual interaction with her, aside from her lengthy lectures on how deeply satisfied she was with her new lover. She openly laughed about the fact that she was cuckolding him, and that his frustrated erection while she was punishing him was all that he was going to be allowed to experience.

Darren would eventually come to learn that it was the neighbor across the street who had not only begun having sex with his wife, but that she’d become pregnant by him. This was the point where Darren realized that she was never going to allow him to be anything but a whipping boy. Her only intention was to humiliate him, and both physically and psychologically torture him. When at last he could take it no longer, he finally left, and didn’t even attempt to secure visitation rights with his young daughters in negotiating the divorce. Helen gained full custody and full ownership of the house, in addition to half of Darren’s net worth. Helen’s lawyer had driven hard, and Darren gave in to everything she wanted. Helen had actually asked her lawyer to put in the contract that Darren’s balls were to be removed and put in a jar, of which she would retain ownership, but her lawyer explained that this would be legally unenforceable.

“Well, that’s only because they’d have to be located first,” she retorted.

Her affair with Raoul continued after that, but Helen’s pregnancy prompted him to leave. This did not particularly surprise Helen, as her estimation of men had sunk so low that she hadn’t expected much of him. She gave birth to her third daughter and named her Kayla. She decided that she didn’t need another man at that point in her life. Her three daughters would be raised as she’d wished she had been—viewing men as inferior. Something to play with at best. The girls would learn to control men if they chose to have them in their lives, and never be dependent upon or submissive to any man. Helen would show her daughters that men could be trained to obey, by introducing them to the reality that they have no purpose but to serve. She reasoned that if her daughters could show men that they didn’t need them, then the men in question would either learn to submit or leave them alone. Helen herself chose to be left alone. For the time being.

Soon after Helen became pregnant with Kayla, Raoul moved out of the house across the street. A young couple moved in. They occupied the house for a period of almost sixteen years. Helen got to know them, but not well, as they kept to themselves. She was never really sure of whether they were attempting to have children. Sand then the young woman became pregnant. For what reasons they did not explain, this prompted them to move out of the two-bedroom house. It remained empty for a short period of time before the Holden family moved in.

It was a few days later that Helen went across the street to meet the new occupants of the house. She was pleased to find that Ms. Holden was a lovely woman with whom she shared a number of interests. She was impressed to find that Ms. Holden was unapologetic about disciplining her son, Daniel, who at the time of her first visit, was in the process of enduring a punishment. She was correcting his behavior by spanking him with a wooden spoon.

“Return to the corner,” Deborah Holden directed her youngest son, Daniel.

He pulled his underwear up over his already brightly reddened butt, then went to stand in the corner to await further punishment.

“I do my best, but boys are difficult to train as far as obedience and self-control are concerned,” Deborah said with a sigh.

Helen was silent for a moment.

“I have an idea,” she proposed to Deborah Holden. “Daniel is about the same age as my oldest, Lara. Perhaps we could accomplish a number of shared goals simultaneously. I want my girls to grow up unlike the way that I did, allowing men a position of influence and power they do not deserve. It never occurred to me when I was their age that boys can absolutely be brought to heel and made to obey. I want my girls to learn this in a way that it becomes second nature, so that they don’t even think about boys as anything more than the silly playthings they are, whose potential is tied directly to their willingness to become responsive and obedient. I want to show them that they need not seek to be worthy of a man, but rather the opposite: it is the boys’ responsibility to show that they are worthy of them.”

Helen could see by the slowly widening smile on Deborah Holden’s face that she was in agreement. Deborah was clearly not only amenable to what Helen was thinking, but she was one step ahead of her.

“I think it would be of tremendous value to my son if he were to be exposed to such a reality in a somewhat formalized setting,” Deborah said. “I’m unsure of what you may be thinking, but perhaps he could be assigned to some type of schedule to provide service to your household, to be overseen by you, of course, but your daughter Lara as well. That way, he could not only keep his hands busy and be of use in performing household chores, but your daughter might see all of what a boy may be expected to do for her.”

Helen smiled broadly in response.

“That is exactly what I was thinking. Perhaps we might start with a few hours at a time, a few days a week,” she suggested.

“That sounds appropriate. I think that Daniel will benefit greatly from such an experience. Unfortunately, he will undoubtedly be in need of some level of discipline. He can be well-mannered when he is paying attention, but his mind does wander and application of the rod is necessary.”

“That’s to be expected. I have no qualms about dispensing punishment when and where needed,” Helen replied.

Deborah had a contented look on her face.

“Unfortunately, Daniel is my youngest, so he will be unable to provide a model of behavior for your younger girls.”

“I am certain that I will find a way to provide that for them. The world has no shortage of boys in need of correction,” Helen said with a smile. She observed Daniel standing, facing the corner, and couldn’t repress a smile thinking about the young man’s immediate future. If he’d yet to learn his place, he soon would. And her daughters would be raised to know it as well. She would see to it that they did.

That evening, Helen Striker sat down with Lara and explained the arrangement. She said that Daniel Holden would be coming over to the house to do some of the household chores, and he would be under Lara’s supervision.

“What?” Lara asked. “Why do I have to supervise him? Doesn’t he know how to do anything, or what?”

“I expect that he is at least somewhat capable,” Helen explained, “but you know how boys are. They need some guidance.”

“So, I am supposed to guide him?” Lara asked.

“At first, I can provide assistance in that regard,” Helen stated coolly. “But eventually, you will be put in charge of him. I suspect you will find that it comes naturally.”

Lara thought about what her mother had said while gently biting her lower lip, an involuntary habit that made her look adorable to anyone watching her closely. She wondered what her mother meant, and what she would do with this newfound position of authority. She only vaguely aware of Daniel. He was just some boy at school, and by happenstance, he now, apparently, lived across the street from her. All she knew of him was that he was fairly quiet, not unpleasant to look at, and had an average physical build. Lara thought it likely that had her mother not suggested this unique situation, she might have never gotten to know Daniel at all. Now it seemed that she was going to get to know him fairly well. She had no idea how intimately she was going to get to know him, and in what regard, since the events of the following months were at this point entirely unexpected.

Her younger sisters, Dahlia, and Kayla were both living in the house, but the three sisters were now all old enough that they mostly lived their own lives. In addition, the two younger girls were planning to spend the summer at the summer camp they’d all attended. For Dahlia, it would be her final year. But it meant that Lara would have an unprecedented amount of time alone to explore a new reality she’d never have anticipated.

* * *

Lara Stryker was, by everyone’s estimation, the prettiest girl in school. She was blond, but no one made the typical blond jokes about her since she was clearly not only smart, but she was generally friendly as well. Everyone liked her. There was a conversation that became a running joke, and it essentially went like this:

Guy 1: So, I don’t really get why everyone is so obsessed with Lara Striker. I mean, sure, she has big, beautiful tits, I’ll give her that. But, I mean, aside from that, what’s the big deal?

Guy 2: I know, it’s like, OK, so she has a great pair of legs, I guess you could say they’re perfect, but other than that, really, it’s just her hair that’s like this golden cascade of sunshine, you know, whatever.

Guy 1: Yeah, it doesn’t make any sense. She has beautiful eyes, and luscious lips, and a perfect ass, sure, but really, aside from that and the rest of her perfect body, what’s she got?

Guy 2: Right, that and her overall stunning appearance, like she’s a sexual hydrogen bomb perpetually detonating? Really, without that, she’d be nothing more than some random girl I’d jump off a building and land straddling a railing to have sex with.

Guy 1: Yeah, she’s just some nobody, really, and I would remove one of my feet with a saw just to lick her ass.

Guy 2: I’d remove both feet just to see a photograph of her pussy. But other than that, she’s just some rando who if she spit on the ground, I’d lick it up.

The word “pretty” was used frequently in describing her, owing to the fact that she was often described as “pretty cool.” Other girls in school described her this way, which was an explanation for why they would like to hate her out of jealousy but found that they were unable to truly feel hatred toward her.

In gym class, Lara would, like every other girl in school, take a shower in the shower room. The other girls had each at some point had Lara in their field of vision and were generally aware that she inexplicably looked even more beautiful with her clothes off. She was regarded as perfect, physically, with the understanding that she somehow defied the word “perfect” in that she was beyond it, existing in some other realm that casually intersected with our own.

Lara was dating Scott Carson, a well-built, handsome boy who might have been the proverbial “captain of the football team” if he hadn’t gotten into an accident on his brother’s motorcycle over the summer, which meant that he’d been in a cast during a crucial period of team practice. It didn’t particularly matter to Scott, since, though he liked playing football, his time off meant more time with Lara.

For her part, Lara liked Scott, though there were some parts of his personality that irritated her. She got the impression that he was often acting in a way that he thought he was supposed to, being funny at someone else’s expense, or acting tough when he should have been more considerate. She had more or less surrendered to what seemed like a certain reality, which was that boys acted the way they did, and not much could be done about it. He mother had often tried to impress upon her that this was not the case, but Lara hadn’t much of an idea of how to affect a change in his behavior. It seemed to be easiest to just ignore what she was not enamored with and focus on the parts of him she liked.

Lara had no idea how much her viewpoint would change over the coming months. It would be a seismic shift in her attitude about men and relationships in general, her relationship to Scott in specific. She couldn’t have foreseen the manner in which she would come to realize a new reality for herself. The events were to take her by surprise in a way that she couldn’t have imagined.

Daniel showed up at the Striker residence the next day, and Helen invited him into the house. Lara got up from the couch to meet him. She felt that Daniel looked nervous and she chalked it up to his lack of confidence in social situations. She was unaware that Deborah Holden, his mother, had explained to him that any lapse in his performance in serving the Striker household would be met with punishment.

“Daniel,” Helen began, “you will perform to Lara’s specifications. Any failure on your part will be addressed appropriately.”

Daniel could only wonder what “addressed” meant. His mother had warned him that he was to behave and do what he was told, “or else.” He had to assume that he would be punished for disobedience, but he was unaware of how high the standard would be for his behavior.

“Lara,” Helen said warmly, “you will be in charge of assigning Daniel any task you feel needs to be accomplished. He will be expected to follow your directions, so make sure that you are clear and concise in communicating with him what is to be expected of him. You will find that boys often need a great deal of instruction. They may also be slow to understand. This may require some patience on your part, unfortunately. If you feel it is necessary, have him repeat the instruction you have given him to make sure that he has been paying attention. Be very clear about the rules he is to follow, and don’t hesitate to remind him of those rules.”

Throughout her mother’s lecture, Lara noticed that Daniel was more than just nervous. He was looking at the floor, and to Lara, he looked scared. She wondered what that was about. She knew that her mother could be intimidating, but it seemed that Daniel was apprehensive about Lara as well. He was clearly being handed over to her to submit to her authority, which she realized she enjoyed. The more she thought about it, the more she liked the idea of a boy being under her control.

“I will leave you to it, and I will check back in later to see how it is going,” Helen concluded. With that, she left the room.

Lara was unsure of just how to begin. She noticed that Daniel, though still keeping his eyes down, was now fully paying attention to her. He was waiting patiently, and he looked as though he was prepared to do anything she told him to do.

“So, Daniel,” she began. She saw his posture stiffen in response. “I guess that you’ve been assigned to do whatever I tell you, so I’ll have you start off with something I’ve never really liked doing.” This was an understatement. Lara assigned Daniel to scrubbing the floor in the kitchen, a chore that she absolutely hated.

She was uncertain of what all she was expected to do in supervising Daniel, and at first it seemed like it was just some boring housework. After showing him to the kitchen, and helping him find a bucket, a sponge, and the liquid soap they used for the floor, she retreated to her bedroom.

She stopped by the kitchen at one point to retrieve the remaining half a bag of white cheddar popcorn. She located it, then stood for some moments watching Daniel. He was on his hands and knees, with the large sponge and a bucket of soapy water. He still seemed nervous around her and she realized that she liked the fact that he was on edge, even tense when in her presence. She began eating the popcorn, which inevitably led to a few kernels falling on the floor. Observing this fact, Lara contemplated Daniel’s position. She chewed the popcorn and thought about his place in the house.

“Daniel,” she said, and saw with some satisfaction that his body stiffened at the sound of her voice.

He turned toward her. Lara smiled, in part because she decided that she liked the way he appeared in this position. Daniel was on his hands and knees and he had a look of apprehension on his face. She felt a rush of empowerment in realizing that she had control over him. He could be made to do whatever she wanted him to. She pointed at the floor.

“You will need to clean this up,” she said, indicating the popcorn that had fallen on the floor.

“Yes, Lara,” Daniel said.

He remained on his hands and knees, crawling toward her to pick up the popcorn. He returned to scrubbing the floor, but the interaction had changed the relationship between the two of them. Lara was beginning to understand what she could make Daniel do. She had seen his responsiveness to her demands. She went back to her bedroom and contemplated what she might do with this new information.

When Daniel had finished with the task, he informed Helen, who told Lara to check his work. Lara entered the kitchen and surveyed the cleanliness of the floor. She thought perhaps it was passably clean, but she noticed some places where Daniel might have done a better job. She rejoined her mother and Daniel in the living room.

“It’s OK, I guess,” she said with a shrug of her shoulders. “I suppose it could be cleaner, but it’s not terrible.”

Helen was silent for a moment. Then she made a small sound, like a cluck of the tongue, that signaled her disapproval.

“Daniel, that is not the most glowing review I’ve ever heard,” she said. “I believe that you have failed to do your best, and I don’t want you to think that you can get away with such a lazy performance. You have earned yourself a punishment. The purpose of the punishment is to help you learn a lesson, so it will be for your benefit. Therefore, I want to see that you are grateful for the correction. You will lower your pants and stand at attention.”

Daniel had a look of disbelief and fear on his face.

“Wait, please,” he began.

“I will not wait, Daniel,” Helen said calmly, but with an intensity that was disarming. “Every moment you hesitate will magnify the duration of your punishment. Lower your pants now.”

“Please,” he said in a trembling voice, “I promise, I’ll do better,” he offered.

“Yes, Daniel, you will,” Helen replied, her anger becoming apparent. “In part because you will have had your rear-end whipped with a belt. A whipping that could have gone so much easier for you, but you insisted on making it twice as hard on yourself as it could have been. Take down your pants now.”

Daniel had a look on his face like he might start crying. He glanced at Lara but saw that she was unwilling to help him. She seemed to be waiting for him to comply. He exhaled in resignation, then unbuttoned his pants, unzipped them, and slid them down to the middle of his thighs.

“Your underwear as well,” Helen demanded.

Daniel’s face blushed red, and he was about to get another punishment for hesitating when he did as he was told and took ahold of the waistband of his underwear and slid them down. He felt the humiliation of exposing himself in front of Lara. He looked at the floor to avoid eye contact.

Lara examined him, taking advantage of the fact that he had been told to stand still with his pants down. She looked at his penis, and thought it probably average in size. The head of his penis was cute, by her estimation, and it had a nice thickness to it.

“As I’ve told you,” Helen lectured, “your hesitation in following directions has only added to the punishment you’ve earned for yourself thinking that an adequate job was sufficient. Do you think that doing the bare minimum is acceptable, Daniel? Do you?”

“No,” Daniel replied, though at that point he was simply saying whatever he thought might result in a lessened punishment.

“Yet that is what you have done,” Helen replied. “It would not be in your own interest if I allowed you to go without being punished, now would it?”

“No,” Daniel replied.

“I am pleased to see that you agree. It would not speak well of you if you if you thought that you should get away with doing less than you are capable of without a punishment. You should set the bar higher, if for no other reason than taking pride in your work. But far more than that, you should endeavor to do your best because my household deserves nothing less than your very best effort. Now stand right there and think about how you might correct your behavior going forward while I go and get the belt. Do not leave this spot. Lara will observe, to make certain that you obey.”

Helen left the room to get the belt. Lara continued examining Daniel.

“I guess you’re going to need to learn to follow directions, huh, Daniel,” Lara said. “If you’re smart, you’ll just do whatever I tell you to do, and do it as well as you can. So, I guess we’ll see if you’re smart or not.”

Daniel was silent, but he nodded his head.

“You should thank her when she’s done,” Lara recommended. “It will go a lot easier for you if you do.”

Lara was unsure if this was true, but it seemed like what she should say at that point. It had actually been fairly easy for her to make the adjustment to being completely in control of Daniel, and she had begun to think of him differently.

Helen returned with the belt, and after warning Daniel that he was to stand still or he would greatly increase his punishment even more than he already had, she began to whip him. Lara felt a strange sensation she hadn’t anticipated. She felt an electricity, a tingling between her legs as she watched the belt land repeatedly across Daniel’s bare butt. This sensation increased as she watched the look of humiliation and pain on his face. And even though Helen was more than thorough in her application of the belt, to Lara, it seemed to be over too quickly. She was impressed with how Daniel’s ass was now a bright red color, and she wished that she might have a closer look. However, Daniel was then told to return home and tell his mother what had happened. Helen was aware that he would receive an additional punishment from Deborah.

Lara went to her bedroom, closed the door, and slid her hand into her panties. She replayed the vision of Daniel getting whipped, only now, it was her hand swinging the belt. She saw it in slow-motion, and in her mind’s eye she saw both the impact as the leather strap landed across his skin and the look on his face when it struck him. The replayed the image of his pants pulled down with his penis exposed while he was being punished.

She imagined this scenario while she got herself off, and she made herself come as hard as she ever had before. When she had recovered somewhat, she began thinking about what this meant that she had just gotten herself off to thoughts of a boy getting punished. And more surprisingly, to thoughts of Daniel. This was new territory, and it needed some careful consideration. She was unsure of just what she had experienced, so she decided that she needed to investigate further.


Chapter 2

James brought the grocery bags into the new apartment and placed them on the kitchen table. He was visibly relieved when he had finished transporting them to their destination.

“Still enjoying the elevator?” Kayla asked.

“I love the elevator,” James replied.

“More than you love me?” she asked.

“What? No, Kayla. I do not love the elevator more than I love you.”

“Good, because a man and an elevator cannot get married.”

“Is this a not-so-subtle hint?” James asked. He began unpacking the groceries.

“No, it’s just the law. An elevator cannot consent to the marriage, so it’s wrong.”

“I had never really thought about it that way,” James admitted as he put everything for the housewarming party into the refrigerator and the freezer and the cupboards, respectively.

“Did you get all the stuff on the list?” Kayla asked.

“I double-checked, so I’m going to say yes.”

“Good, my sisters are really picky about certain things,” Kayla replied.

The idea that Kayla’s sisters were coming to visit put James on edge. He was never quite sure what might be expected of him where Kayla’s sisters were concerned. All he could be certain of was that Kayla herself would expect total obedience on his part.

“At least Dahlia won’t make fun of how small the apartment is,” James commented.

“Don’t underestimate her,” Kayla warned. “And Lara, well, you know how demanding she can be.”

James nodded, wondering what it would be like to see Lara again. He’d had very few interactions with her, and one of them had been her climbing into his bed and straddling his face. He was unsure of how he should act around her. He would go with the default, being as well-mannered as possible. Kayla had assured him that her sisters now understood that he was her property.

Later that evening, the doorbell rang. It took James and Kayla a moment to realize what the sound was since it was a new apartment and they had never heard the doorbell before.

James answered the door.

“My God, finally,” Dahlia said as she walked into the apartment. “I thought you’d never answer.”

“Sorry, it took us a moment to figure out what that sound was. You’re the first to ring the doorbell,” Kayla explained.

“I am so honored,” Dahlia relied flatly. “Don’t close the door, I saw Lara parking when I was coming up.”

A moment later Lara appeared at the door.

“Hello, hello, lovely place,” Lara said as she walked in. “Hey baby sister.”

Lara gave Kayla a hug.

“Hey, middle sister,” she said to Dahlia.

“Hey old sister,” Dahlia replied. “And James! Look, Lara, it’s James.”

“Hello, James,” Lara said as she gave him a hug.

“Hello,” James replied, trying to thread the needle of being friendly and staying out of the way.

“James, please make us some cocktails,” Dahlia said.

“Dahlia!” Kayla exclaimed, “that’s my job. James, make us some cocktails.”

“I said please, I’ll point out,” Dahlia added.

When the three sisters had settled around the living room table, and Dahlia had mentioned how nice it was that their new apartment actually had a living room, and James had made them all a drink, they spent some time just catching up.

At some point, Kayla mentioned, “James asked me about how mom came to be the she-devil we all know her as today,” which made her sisters laugh.

“In my defense, I did not use the term ‘she-devil,’” James clarified.

“It’s all right, she is,” Dahlia replied.

“I actually had this conversation with mom about a month ago,” Lara revealed. “It was really interesting to me, and I just had to know what her motivation was in having this situation while we were growing up.”

“Situation?” Dahlia asked.

“Yeah, where all three of us had a boy to play with for a period of time,” Lara continued. “Someone we could have do whatever we want. I asked mom what her intentions were, because at that point it’d become obvious that it wasn’t like a coincidence. It was a plan. She’d clearly done this on purpose.

“First, she’d had Daniel placed under my supervision. And it became clear that she wanted me to learn how to dominate him. Then she had Nick, the exchange student, for Dahlia. And finally, she had James, so that Kayla could figure out what she wanted. As it turned out,” Lara said, laughing, “Kayla wanted James himself. That was kind of unexpected. I think mom had intended each of the boys to be disposable for us. We could do whatever we wanted with them and then just throw them away when we were done. I don’t think she envisioned that any of us would keep the boy at the end of it.”

“Yeah, no way I was going to let James get away. He’s mine,” Kayla replied.

“Oh, of course, you had every right to keep him,” Lara assured her. “But I asked mom what her thoughts were when she came up with this plan. She was all like, ‘It wasn’t really a plan!’ But then, later, she pretty much admitted that it was totally a plan.

“She told me about this one day where she went over to meet Deborah Holder, who’d just moved into the neighborhood. She was impressed that Ms. Holder, who was in the middle of disciplining her youngest son, Daniel, didn’t seem to have any qualms about mom witnessing his punishment. As mom told the story, she would spank him across his bare butt, then have him stand in the corner to wait for another spanking. She said there was something involving the kitchen timer, but the point was that it inspired her to have Daniel come over to our house. She thought it was kind of a happy coincidence that Ms. Holder wanted her son to learn to behave in an appropriate manner, and meanwhile mom was wanting the three of us to learn not to make the mistakes that she had made.

“So I knew that when Daniel would come over, I’d have at least an hour with him alone. The funny thing is that at the time, I didn’t know that it was part of the plan for me to play with him the way I did. I thought I was being sneaky. I had no idea that mom was totally aware of the way that I was using him. At first, I’d just have him do the household chores that I didn’t want to do. Which was all of them,” she added with a laugh. “I hated cleaning the bathroom most of all, so I definitely assigned him that miserable task. When he was done, mom told me to assess how well he’d performed at doing what I told him to do. So I went into the bathroom, and he did OK, but it was not like, super-clean or anything. So that’s what I told mom, and she had Daniel stand in the middle of the living room and pull his pants down. She whipped him with a belt.

“I was fascinated by the whole thing because it was really unexpected. She’d never punished us for anything, so I had no idea that she would punish a boy like that. And making Daniel pull his pants down right in front of me, I mean, I could see his dick. And I just couldn’t believe how humiliating it was for him, and then I was kind of stunned by how much I liked it. It was so new to me, and shocking, and I just loved watching a boy being humiliated and punished in front of me.

“Now, I wasn’t really, you know, attracted to Daniel like that, at least not at that point. As far as I was concerned, he was just a boy that I was vaguely aware of. But seeing him with his pants down, getting his ass whipped was so satisfying. It kind of stayed in the back of my mind, and mostly I just wanted to see it again. As it would turn out, of course, I would have many, many opportunities to see Daniel getting punished, and not only would he have his pants down, but eventually he would be completely naked.

“Anyway, mom feels like our culture celebrates men who are pushy and arrogant, and that leads to them having a lack of respect for others. She didn’t want us to end up in a relationship like that. She said that she thought if we could see how boys can be punished and made to do as they’re told, then we would have a different mindset about them. She thought that if we learned to dominate a male, then we would instill that dynamic in our personal relationships.”

“What she didn’t anticipate is that we would take to it so well,” Dahlia replied, laughing. “She turned us into monsters.”

“How dare you,” Kayla said, kiddingly. “Maybe you’re a monster, but I’m not.”

“Well,” Lara interjected, “she kind of did want us to be monsters. At least she said as much. She didn’t use the word ‘monster,’ but she definitely wanted us to grow up to be the kind of woman who requires her man to jump if she snaps her fingers.”

“While I am sure that I could train James to jump if I snapped my fingers, I can’t think of a reason I would have him do that,” Kayla wondered aloud.

Dahlia laughed.

“I’m pretty sure Lara means that as a figure of speech,” she said.

“Yeah, I don’t actually mean jump, Kayla,” Lara replied. “Besides, there are so many more useful things he can do, and snapping your fingers is as quick a prompt as any.”

“I was going to say,” Kayla offered, “James will drop to the hands and knees position if I snap my fingers. Usually it’s a snap and point, by which I mean I point at the floor in front of me. I thought that was the most useful thing for me to train him to do. You know, when you want to bring a boy to heel, it’s nice to see them respond immediately, and so it’s really efficient to just snap my fingers to make it happen.”

“That’s kind of what mom intended,” Lara explained. “She told me that after the divorce, her attitude about men in general underwent a change. The idea that we would grow up having the same view of men that she’d had was something she was adamant about changing. We were going to be raised to see men differently. She wanted us to learn to control them. So, she introduced to us the concept that they should one, respond to our commands, and two, be punished if they failed to obey.”

“Exactly,” Dahlia interjected. “Isn’t that how it should be anyway?”

“That’s what mom thought, apparently,” Lara continued. “She wanted each of us to witness a situation where she would deliver a humiliating punishment to a boy so that we could learn that it was just a natural part of his training. And she wanted us to see how it could be effective. At the time, I just thought that that was what happened to boys, that they had their pants down for punishment, which is what she wanted. She wanted us to see that it was to be expected. And she wanted us to adopt the protocol to ensure that any of the men in our lives would be subject to our dominance. Essentially, she wanted us to dominate men.”

“I couldn’t see it any other way,” Dahlia observed. “I guess she was effective in that. I’m certainly not going to have a relationship with a man where I’m not fully in control of him.”

“And for me,” Kayla added, “my relationship with James is just a natural extension of what was established while living at home. I mean, we obviously have developed a more diverse and intimate version, but I still see him as that boy who was going to get his butt spanked if he doesn’t behave. He still has to follow orders, now they’re just my orders.”

“When I talked to mom about it,” Lara explained, “she said that she thought that a man should be afraid of his wife. She feels that fear is a good motivator, so a woman should employ that. Her greatest mistake, she said, was that our dad didn’t think he had anything to be afraid of where she was concerned, so he didn’t see any danger in being disobedient. Which is part of why he ended up having an affair, because he thought he could do anything he wanted to.”

“Oh my God, did she actually talk about that?” Kayla asked, aware that Lara was speaking about her father.

“Yeah, and it surprised me because suddenly she was all casual about it,” Lara added. “She talked about going across the street to hookup with Raoul. I mean, she went over there for just that reason. She said she was really forward in telling him exactly what she wanted. Apparently, he was up for whatever she proposed.”

“That’s my dad,” Kayla said, sounding proud, but amused at the same time.

Lara and Dahlia both smiled.

“Well, I think we’re both a little jealous,” Dahlia replied. “It sounds like your dad was way better than ours.”

“Whatever,” Kayla shrugged. “Ultimately they were just sperm donors for mom.”

“Yeah, I don’t think she really even wanted to stay married anyway. You know she has kind of a boyfriend now, right?”

“What?!” Kayla and Dahlia exclaimed in unison.

“Yeah,” Lara laughed. “Now that the house is empty, she has a guy who comes over. He’s the same age as me. He does handyman stuff, he does household chores, and then he does more personal service as well,” Lara added with a wink.

“Oh my God. Does she pay him or something?” Kayla asked.

“No!” Lara objected. “Of course not.”

“Since it’s mom, I’d think his payment would be that he gets the belt across his bare ass,” Dahlia commented.

“He does,” Lara confirmed.

“And how do you happen to know that?” Kayla asked.

“Um, guess?”

“My guess would be that you were there when it happened, but, what, really?”

“Yes, really,” Lara relied, laughing. “Seriously, she hasn’t changed. He’d apparently forgotten put the toilet seat down, so she had his pants down for a whipping while I was there. It was weirdly nostalgic for me. So, nothing’s different, it’s just that now the boy getting his butt spanked is expected to attend to her in other ways.”

“You mean fuck her, right?” Kayla asked.

“I don’t really know. The way that she talked about it he might just be giving her oral sex, but it wasn’t like I wanted a lot of detail on that,” Lara explained. “He did get this really obscene erection while she was whipping his butt.”

Kayla and Dahlia laughed, in spite of how odd it was to imagine their own mother in that situation. They also suspected that Lara was holding back something. They couldn’t be sure what, but they both decided not to pry. Clearly, if Lara wanted to tell them something, she would.

“It’s weird, since I didn’t really think about it that way when she’d punish James,” Kayla commented. “I think I just sort of imagined her to be sexless. And mean.”

“You do know she was having an affair with a guy she was working with at that job she had back then, right?” Lara asked.

“I wasn’t aware of that, but then I guess I wasn’t all that curious,” Kayla replied. “And what do you mean affair? Don’t tell me the man was married.”

“No, that’s just the word mom uses, I guess because she only thinks of men as these short-term playthings for her amusement. She calls it an affair, which I’ve come to understand means some series of meetings with these men where she makes them do things for her, and I think she just uses them until they can’t take it anymore.”

“Wow,” Dahlia murmured. “I definitely got the idea that she likes seeing a guy become scared shitless. And then she likes to humiliate them for being afraid of her. As we have learned, she can be really terrifying to boys.”

Lara laughed.

“Yeah, so as I said we got to talking,” Lara explained. “We were drinking, and you know, it’s really kind of weird and also fun to get drunk with mom. Anyway, she told me something I don’t think she would have admitted otherwise. She totally confessed to the fact that she really liked whipping each of the boys. First Daniel, then Nick, then James. She was doing it to show us that we could expect men to respond to punishment, but it was more than that for her. She told me that she really liked seeing these young boys pull down their pants and present their bare butts for her to whip. It wasn’t just the humiliation of it, though she clearly enjoyed that part of it. Like, to kind of an extreme she liked how embarrassed the boy would be at this point. But she got off on it.”

“OK, I don’t know how comfortable I am thinking about mom getting off,” Kayla objected.

“Yeah, sorry, I know,” Lara replied.

“Especially when you are including James in this story,” Kayla added.

“Well, see it as a compliment that mom appreciated the attractiveness of the boys we had to play with,” Lara said in her mother’s defense. “She was definitely interested in our having cute boys to look at. Cute boys who were naked while getting a humiliating punishment.”

“I think that the most important thing our mom taught us about boys is that they need to be humiliated,” Dahlia stated. “And not just put in their place, you know, like they get embarrassed or they’re made to do something that shames them. It’s so much deeper than that. I think mom really peeled back the layers to let us clearly see an essential truth about boys. They need to be stripped, and not just, like, you know, pants down or even naked, but really stripped in every sense of the word. Naked, sure, but then their ego needs to be crushed, and their sense of themselves needs to be demolished. They need to be broken. Tamed.”

“Definitely,” Kayla agreed.

* * *

The day after Daniel had first taken a whipping from Helen while Lara watched, she spoke with her friend Gina between classes at school. She was telling her about this new situation when Daniel walked by. Lara saw that he had a wary look on his face, which amused her.

“Hey, Daniel,” she called out to him. “Come here.”

Daniel had a sudden feeling of panic, but he did as he was told, altering his direction of travel to come and stand before Lara and Gina.

“So, I was just talking with Gina, here, telling her about you,” Lara explained. “Like me, she had no idea who you were when I told her that I had a boy coming over to my house to be my servant. I wanted her to get a look at you, since she thought it was funny that you get punished with your pants down.”

“Seriously, I’ve never heard of anything so humiliating,” Gina said, laughing. “I guess you’re going to be a lot better behaved going forward, huh?”

“Um, yeah, I guess so,” Daniel replied, his face starting to blush. He looked down at his shoes, feeling awkward.

“You guess so?” Lara snapped. “You’re going to want to do better than that. Look at me when I talk to you. It’s starting to look like you’re going to get a pretty severe punishment next time you come over to my house.”

“Woah, Daniel,” Gina exclaimed, “I can’t really feel sorry for you if this is how you act. Maybe I should drop by some time, Lara, I wouldn’t mind seeing him get the punishment he so clearly deserves.”

“Oh, you should. It’s fun to watch, because he’s close to tears by the time my mom is done with him. And you’re right, with his pants down it’s super-humiliating for him, which is one of the funniest things ever.”

“Please, Lara, don’t—” Daniel began to say.

“Don’t what?” Lara snapped. She pointed her finger at his face. “Don’t you ever use that word with me, little boy. I do whatever I please, and you are way out of line even suggesting that I’m going to listen to anything you say about what I should or should not do. That’s it, you are in serious need of correction to change that attitude.”

“Ooh, you’re gonna get it, Daniel,” Gina teased.

At this point Mila, widely known as the bad girl on the cheerleading squad, walked up beside Gina.

“Who’s Daniel, and what’s he going to get?” Mila asked, though clearly not particularly interested in the answer to either question.

“Oh, hey, Mila,” Gina said. “Not like anyone cares, but this guy here is Daniel, and what he’s going to get is a whipping across his bare butt.”

Mila turned to give Daniel a once-over.

“Huh,” she replied. “Really? What did he do?”

“He’s just generally really disrespectful,” Lara explained.

“Aren’t they all?” Mila asked.

“Yeah, but apparently my mom is on a crusade to do what she can to fix that problem,” Lara said, laughing.

“Well, good for her,” Mila said, turning to re-examine Daniel. “Are you going to take your punishment like a good boy?” she asked in a mocking tone of voice.

Daniel’s face reddened and he looked down at the floor.

“Answer her,” Lara commanded.

“Yes,” Daniel replied.

“Yes, what?” Lara asked coolly.

“I am going to take my punishment like a good boy,” Daniel replied.

There was a pause, then all three girls burst out laughing.

Daniel was obligated to make himself available to Lara at least once a week. He would come over after school, or on a weekend, and was expected to perform at least a few hours’ service.

He was nervous before each appointment at the Striker household. He was afraid of Helen, and Lara by extension. He realized that Lara could have him punished if she was in any way dissatisfied with his obedience to her. And the bar that Helen had set for him was very high, almost impossibly high. In everything he was tasked with, it was all that he could do to conduct himself appropriately and try to stay on everyone’s good side. The work itself was difficult, since it was expected that Daniel would complete each task quickly, efficiently, and to the specifications of both Lara and Helen.

Daniel had been assigned to scrub the entirety of the bathroom, which included cleaning all around the toilet. He found the job to be not only difficult, but unpleasant as well. It required that he be on his hands and knees, his face at the level of the toilet. He wondered why he even needed to clean the bathroom since it appeared clean by his standards to begin with. This was not the case in this particular household, which Daniel was soon to learn.

When he estimated that he had done as good a job as he was able, he announced to Lara that he was finished. She was sitting on the couch in the living room. She looked up at him with suspicion.

“Really,” she said, sounding doubtful. “I will be the judge of that.”

She went into the bathroom and looked around. She took her time. When she came back out, she gave Daniel a look that made his stomach drop.

“Not impressive,” she assessed, placing her hands on her hips and fixing Daniel with a cold stare. “Perhaps you just don’t get it, Daniel,” she sighed.

“I’m sorry, I’ll—”

“Shut up, Daniel,” Lara interrupted.

She took a step forward.

“Did I tell you to speak, Daniel?” she asked, sternly. She did not wait for him to reply.

“You will speak when I tell you to, otherwise you will keep your mouth shut. You are in a great deal of trouble already. Do you want to make it worse for yourself?”

Daniel shook his head, keeping his eyes down.

“I didn’t think so. Boys, I am coming to learn, can be brought to heel, they just need a lot of correction when they disobey. It looks like you are in need of correction, don’t you agree?”

Daniel thought about his options. He wanted to say No, I don’t agree. I do not think that I am in need of punishment. Instead, he decided to beg.

“Please, Lara, please let me try again. I will do a better job, I promise,” he offered.

Lara slapped Daniel across the face.

“Answer my question,” she demanded.

The slap stung, and it served to put Daniel in the right frame of mind to respond correctly, as far as Lara was concerned.

“Yes, Lara. I am in need of correction,” he replied. His face became a uniform red, matching the side that had gotten slapped.

“Stand at attention. Don’t move,” Lara commanded.

She left him in place in the middle of the living room while she went to get her mother. Helen came into the room, and when she came around to face Daniel, he saw that she was carrying a long thin rod in her hand. Lara followed behind and stood of to one side of the room to observe.

“Lara has informed that you have failed in your task. This disappoints me, Daniel. But even worse, you felt it appropriate to beg for leniency when you’d not been given the right to do so. That is unforgivable. It appears that we will have to put you in your place. Your punishment will need to be not only very painful for you, so that you will not forget it soon, but it will need to be embarrassing as well. To that end, Daniel, you will now remove your clothing.”

Helen stood and watched. She said nothing further, as she fully expected that Daniel would comply. For his part, Daniel was well aware that hesitating to obey her would make his punishment significantly worse, so he immediately began to undress. He placed his clothing on the floor to one side. He stood at attention.

“You have lost the right to be clothed, so now you will feel the sting of humiliation by being punished while fully exposed,” Helen continued. “Place your arms up with your hands behind your head. Elbows back. Keep your back straight. Now stand with your feet a bit wider than shoulder-width. A bit wider. There. This is how you will be punished, Daniel. If you pay attention, you may even come to appreciate what we are doing for you in molding your behavior. As I have explained, it is for your benefit that you are being given the opportunity to pay for your mistakes. You will learn your lesson, and you will not repeat mistakes you have made in the past.”

Lara watched Daniel, investigating the look on his face in response to what her mother was saying. She still felt surprised by this feeling she had in watching him take a punishment. Something felt so deviously pleasurable about observing Daniel get whipped with his pants down, and now he was completely naked, which she thought was even better. She had an opportunity to really get a good look at his naked body and realized that it was better than she had first imagined. He wasn’t Scott, for sure, but he was OK, she thought. Lara watched with anticipation as her mother raised the thin rod and placed it across Daniel’s bare butt.

The rod made a swish as it sailed through the air before striking Daniel hard across his bare butt. Helen did not show leniency in applying the rod to Daniel’s backside. She gave him several strokes in quick succession, which made his knees buckle.

“Remain still!” Helen barked at him.

She continued, unrelenting, leaving stripe after stripe across his ass. Lara watched, fascinated, as Daniel’s penis grew longer and harder. She was surprised to see that he was getting an erection while taking a thorough whipping. This intrigued her. She began to reconsider what all she might do with Daniel.

When Helen had concluded the punishment, she told Daniel in no uncertain terms that he was to remain in place and think about what he had done, and how he had earned his punishment. She gave him the opportunity to thank her for the correction, and to apologize to Lara.

“Thank you, Ms. Striker, for my punishment,” Daniel replied, doing his best to sound genuine. “And Lara, I apologize for my failure. I will do my best not to repeat this mistake.”

Helen was silent for a moment.

“You deserve another, far more severe punishment for having an erection, Daniel,” she said. “But I know that boys have an innate inferiority, and the erect penis is simply an expression of that. Perhaps you should focus on being grateful to serve a superior female, and maybe your embarrassing little development won’t present itself.”

Lara had to bite her lip to keep from laughing about her mother referring to his erection as an “embarrassing little development.” Once Helen had left the room, Lara approached Daniel. She knew that he had been ordered to remain in place, so she could do whatever she wanted to him.

“There isn’t anything you can do about it, so I’ll just tell you,” Lara admitted, “I really liked watching you getting your ass whipped. I know that it hurts, but it’s worth it to me, because the more it hurts, the more fun it is to watch. And the thing is, Daniel, your dick got hard. That means you like getting punished, I guess. Well, there’s a lot more of that coming to you.”

Daniel couldn’t have blushed any more than he was already. He simply nodded his head, having no idea how to respond. He had never felt so embarrassed before in his life.

When Daniel arrived home later that day, he went up to his bedroom. He thought about the chain of events that had led to this point. He closed his eyes, feeling overwhelmed by his circumstances. He had become erect while Ms. Striker was punishing him.

His attraction to Lara Striker had begun the moment he’d laid eyes on her at school, long before his mother had bought the new house. They’d lived in the same school district, but in a different neighborhood. Daniel thought back to the collection of pornographic magazines his mother had found when the family moved into their new house. It had seemed harmless to him that he would look at images of women in the nude, masturbating while fantasizing about them. He hadn’t seen any harm in it. It felt like an over-reaction on his mother’s part that he would end up being punished for it. His embarrassment had been extreme, and his mother had been furious. She gave him a lecture about how inappropriate it was for him to objectify naked women for his pleasure in masturbating to them. She made him admit to the fact that he had been playing with his penis while looking at the images, then she’d punished him with his underwear pulled down.

What was so maddening about the situation was that when Daniel was looking at the women in the pornographic magazines, he had been imagining Lara Striker. He would see her at school, and he fantasized about seeing her naked. The women in the magazines were just a stand-in for her. He actually would have preferred seeing Lara herself wearing a bikini than seeing these unknown women completely naked.

And by happenstance Helen Striker had shown up at just the wrong moment. The fact that he was being made to stand in the corner and present himself for a spanking every ten minutes had made Helen decide that he might “benefit” by being Lara’s slave. Because that’s basically what I am now, he thought.

The whole thing was so confusing. The prettiest girl in school. The most desirable girl in school. The subject of so many fantasies among the male student body. This was the girl he was assigned to serve, and it was in front of her that he had been subjected to punishment. She had seen him almost naked. And every indication was that she was going to continue to have opportunities to see him that way. She seemed to be enjoying his predicament. His mother would punish him if he didn’t do as he was told, and Helen was going to punish him if he did. Just being allowed to be around Lara was incredibly confusing to him. His attraction to her only deepened, in spite of how mean she could be. He found that he wanted to serve her, doing little tasks and chores for her, and he even wanted to do them to her satisfaction. It’s just that it seemed impossible to avoid punishment.

Daniel had become so afraid of Lara and what she could do to him that he’d stopped masturbating even when he was home and alone in the shower. Somehow it felt as though she had eyes on him at all times. He thought about how he might be more obedient to her even when she wasn’t around to make any of her demands. Had he been thinking clearly about it, he might have realized that he was becoming truly dominated by her, in that his thoughts themselves had come under her authority. He didn’t allow himself to do anything she might not allow him to do herself. Her dominion over him had attained a level he’d never have thought possible. The result of this was that he was almost always on edge. His desire for Lara had become an obsession, and he found it difficult to think of anything else. He thought about her constantly, which meant that he was getting an erection almost constantly.

Without intending to, almost beyond his ability to control, Daniel put his hands inside his pants and he began stroking his erect penis. He thought about what Lara had said. He did like being punished in front of her. He was unsure of what to do with this information. He was scared of Helen, and would rather she was not in the picture, but having his butt whipped while she watched made him hard. It made him want her even more. He heard his mother’s footsteps on the stairs, so he quickly withdrew his hand from his pants. But his erection remained, pressing hard against the front of his pants.

“How was your time across the street?” Ms. Holden asked. “Did you behave yourself?”

“Yes, I did what I was told,” Daniel replied. “But Ms. Striker still thought I deserved the rod.”

“Speaking of a rod, you appear to have an erection. Have you been playing with yourself?” she asked.

“No,” he lied. “I just couldn’t help it. It just happened.”

Ms. Holden eyed Daniel suspiciously. Then she shook her head and turned to walk back downstairs. Daniel breathed a sigh of relief.

Daniel arrived on time at the Striker household to be assigned a task to perform for Lara, an arrangement that had now come to feel almost normal for him. He knocked on the front door, and Helen answered.

“Follow me, Daniel,” Helen demanded. “I will be assigning you your task today.

“Yes, Ms. Striker,” Daniel replied.

Helen led him downstairs to the unfinished part of the basement.

“Um, If I may, Ms. Striker,” Daniel began saying.

“Yes?” Helen replied.

“It’s just that I need to use the bathroom, please.”

Helen regarded Daniel. He looked embarrassed.

“I just have to pee,” he clarified, his face blushing bright red.

“You should have taken care of that before you arrived,” Helen said curtly. “It is highly inappropriate that you’d think to come over with the intention of using our bathroom.”

Helen’s eyes flashed a dark and sinister look. She crossed her arms.

“Wet your pants,” she said.

“What?” Daniel replied.

“You heard me. Wet your pants. We’re not going anywhere until you do. If you can’t control yourself then you will be taught a lesson.”

Daniel had a look on his face like he might cry.

“Please, Ms. Striker,” he began to say.

“Shut your mouth, Daniel,” Helen snapped. “I want to see you wet your pants like the little boy that you are. Do it now, or you have no idea how much trouble you’ll cause for yourself.”

Helen stared at the front of Daniel’s pants. She waited. Daniel realized that he had no choice but to do what she told him to do. But he had difficulty getting his body to comply since he’d been conditioned not to pee in his pants. So there was a minute or so before he could force his body to perform the function Helen had demanded. She waited, looking impatient. Her countenance changed as soon as a dark spot appeared on the front of his pants. She smiled, a cruel little smile that became a laugh. The dark spot spread quickly then travelled down Daniel’s left leg. He kept his eyes down, unable to make eye contact due to the humiliation of wetting his pants in front of Helen. The fact that she was laughing at him made it so much worse. Daniel was grateful that he was standing on the concrete floor of the basement, since a small puddle of urine began to form around his feet. He would have been even more ashamed to wet the carpet.

“Now, clean up after yourself, Daniel. Use your shirt. I’m definitely not allowing you to use anything we own to clean up your pee.”

Daniel took off his shirt and used it to soak up the puddle on the floor.

“Now take off your pants and your underwear and put them in a plastic bag along with your shirt. You can wash them when you get home. You’re certainly not going to be using our washer for that.”

Daniel did as Ms. Striker directed, placing his wet clothing in a plastic bag from the laundry room. He tied the top and placed it on the floor.

“Now, go clean the pool,” Helen said, pointing.

Daniel thought better than to mention the fact that he was naked.

“Why is Daniel cleaning the pool in the nude?” Lara asked, watching from the back window.

“He wet his pants, so I allowed him to take them off,” Helen replied.

“He wet his pants?” Lara asked.

“Yes. You can never underestimate the immature behavior of a boy,” Helen advised. “They do not deserve our sympathy, Lara. It does them no favors.”

Less than a week later, Daniel was on his hands and knees, having been assigned to scrubbing the tile of the shower area.

“Daniel,” Lara said as she entered the room.

Daniel put down the sponge and stood, more-or-less at attention.

“Yes, Lara,” he replied.

Lara eyed him, observing his responsiveness to her command. She let him remain for a few moments, in part to allow her an opportunity to assess his attitude, and in part to make him feel a bit more nervous than he was to begin with. Lara was beginning to understand that silence carried its own weight. There was an implied menace to saying nothing.

“Pull down your pants, Daniel,” Lara commanded.

Daniel hesitated, which would turn out to be a mistake. But after a moment, he realized what she was asking and the trouble he would surely make for himself by seeming to refuse. He unfastened and lowered his pants, assuming that Lara meant his underwear as well. This would prove to be a wise choice for Daniel to have made. He stood in place, holding his pants and underwear down to mid-thigh.

“Your hesitation will not go unpunished,” Lara advised, “but you appear to have learned your place at least somewhat, as your current position would indicate. I can’t imagine how humiliating it must be for you to have to lower your pants and expose yourself on command. Especially when you have such a small penis. The fact that you have come to understand that you are to suffer this humiliation without complaint tells me that you have at least learned something about your role here.”

Lara crossed her arms and slowly looked him up and down. If she had thought about it, she might have realized that she was practicing. She was new to the situation in which she had an unquestionable and ultimate authority over a boy, and she was still trying to get a sense of just what she could do in such a situation. She fixed her gaze on Daniel’s face, seeing that he kept his eyes down, looking at the floor. This was partly out of respect, and partly because he was beyond embarrassed. Lara chuckled softly.

“You know, I was never really aware of you at school. I mean, before you were assigned to serve the Striker household. I guess you were just one of the faces that blended into the background.”

Lara thought for a moment. “Did you get pantsed last year?” she asked, referring to an event where a boy at school had his shorts yanked down in the hallway. The boy who was doing the pantsing was a bit more successful than intended, since the victim’s underwear came down as well.

“Yes,” Daniel replied. “That was … that was me.”

“Hmm. I guess then maybe I had heard of you. Certainly it was talked about a lot at school. I guess you were probably kind of famous for it for a while. Funny thing is that you’re actually being pantsed right now,” Lara pointed out, laughing. “And there’s nothing you can do about it but just stand there and take it,” she added, still laughing. She noticed that the blush on Daniel’s face deepened. “Tell me,” she said in a more sober tone of voice, “did anyone make fun of you about the size of your dick?”

Daniel had a queasy look on his face.

“Yes,” he admitted.

“Hmm. Well, I guess you’re in for more of that,” she mused, which sounded somewhat ominous to Daniel. Lara moved around to observe Daniel in profile. She looked at the curve of his butt. “As you know, I really like watching you get punished,” she stated. “When you’re getting whipped across the butt, it stays pretty firm. You’ve got some nice muscle development. Whatever it is that’s striking your butt pretty much bounces right off. Seriously, that’s a compliment.”

“Thank you,” Daniel replied, uncertain of what else to say.

“You’re welcome. Like I said, though, it’s really entertaining to watch you get a beating. I’d like to see that happen more often.”

Lara reached out and placed her hand on Daniel’s bare butt. She stroked it gently, then gave him a hard pinch. Daniel reacted, his body going stiff, but he didn’t say anything or move out of position. When Lara returned to stand before him, she noticed that he had an erection.

“You have a little hard-on, Daniel,” Lara commented. “Your balls are more exposed that way. So, let’s have a look.”

Lara examined Daniel’s balls, reaching out and bouncing them on the ends of her fingertips.

Tell me, have you ever had a girl kick you in the balls?” she asked.

“Yes,” Daniel admitted.

“Who?” Lara asked, her interest piqued.

“Kelly Fetch,” Daniel replied.

“You remember her name?” Lara asked.

“Of course. I remember everything about her,” Daniel replied.

“What did you do to make her respond in that way?”

“Nothing. I mean, she heard something I’d said, but it was a misunderstanding.”

“Hmm. Tell me the thing you found most attractive about this girl,” Lara implored him.

“She’s really cute,” he confessed. “Her eyes are beautiful. I kind of had a crush on her.”

“And then she had a crush on you,” Lara joked. “Did she do it on purpose?”

“Yes.”

“Did she get you good?”

“If ‘good’ means hard, then yes.”

“Did she laugh at you afterward?”

“Yes.”

Lara herself laughed at this point.

“Well, it’s good she put you in your place. But you’re still having problems with obedience. Why do you think that is, Daniel?”

Daniel looked dismayed.

“I … I don’t know, Lara. I will try to do better,” he replied.

“Try?” Lara asked. “Try? See, there’s your problem, Daniel.” Lara reached out and flicked him hard across the head of his penis. “You won’t try to do better. You will. You will do better, or you’re going to get your ass beaten so hard you’ll wish you had. So, do you want to try answering that question again?” she asked, emphasizing the word ‘try’ with another flick across the head of his penis.

“My apologies, Lara. I will do better in being obedient.”

“That’s right, Daniel. You will.”

Helen had given Daniel a tutorial on washing the household’s laundry that came off as more of a lecture about the amount of trouble he would be in if he failed in any regard. Daniel had some experience in doing the laundry at his own house, but quickly realized that this assignment had to be taken so much more seriously than anything he had experienced before. Helen had made it clear to him that her expectations were very high.

While Daniel was collecting laundry to take downstairs to the washing machine, Lara called out to him.

“Daniel,” she said, and she could hear him stop in his tracks and reverse direction, returning to stand at the door of her bedroom. “Here, you will need to add this to your load,” she said as she dangled one of her bras above the laundry basket he was holding. The basket was piled high, almost up to eye level. She dropped the bra onto the pile, in full view of Daniel. She wore a D-cup bra, and she enjoyed the look on his face when he became aware of what it was. She also enjoyed the fact that it would remain directly in front of his face as he carried the load of laundry downstairs.

“You remember what you were told about washing the lingerie, right?” she asked.

“Yes, Lara,” Daniel replied.

“Good. If you ruin that bra, I will be more than pissed,” she warned him.

Daniel went downstairs with the basket of laundry. He stood before the washer and dryer, trying to remember all of the instructions he’d been given regarding what was expected of him in performing his task. He picked up Lara’s bra from the top of the pile. He had been trying his best not to obsess about Lara or entertain fantasize about her. It would just make it more difficult to be around her. And now, he was holding in his hands a piece of lingerie he could easily fantasize about. He had thought about the way that the material would wrap tightly around her gorgeous, feminine curves. The empty cups of the bra made him think about her spectacularly beautiful breasts filling them.

He was in the middle of this meditation when he heard a sound that made the hair on the back of his neck stand on end. His eyes caught sight of someone watching him. He turned to look.

“What the fuck, Daniel,” Lara said. “Are you thinking about jerking off to my tits? Is that why you have my bra in your hands?”

The blood drained from Daniel’s face. He quickly deposited the garment onto the top of the pile of laundry in the basket. He thought about his options, then realized he had none.

“Yes,” he confessed, going with honesty as his only recourse.

Lara eyed him coolly.

“Show me,” she demanded.

Daniel had a look of confusion on his face.

Lara rolled her eyes.

“Pull your pants down, Daniel, and play with your dick like you so clearly want to. If you’re going to have your grubby hands on my lingerie, then I have every right to see what they inspired you to think of doing. Then again,” she added, “it turns out I have every right to demand whatever I want of you anyway, so why don’t you stop fucking around and do what you’ve been told to do.”

Daniel realized the position he was in, so he began taking his pants down.

“To your ankles, Daniel. Pull them down to your ankles.”

Daniel followed her directions, then stood to face her. He was fully erect.

“Now let me see it. Play with your dick like I told you.”

Daniel put his hand on his dick and began to stroke it. He had never masturbated in front of a girl, so he felt awkward and embarrassed, but it also aroused him in a way that he’d never felt before.

“That’s right, Daniel,” Lara encouraged him. She crossed her arms and leaned against the door frame. “If you’re going to fantasize about me, then I get to see you jerk off in front of me. I hope it’s humiliating for you. I’m totally going to tell my friend Gina that you played with your dick in front of me. She thinks it’s pretty much the funniest thing that you have to do whatever I say. Maybe I’ll have her over so you can jerk off in front of her too. I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you?”

It took Daniel a moment to realize that Lara expected an answer to her question. He decided that once again, honesty was probably the safest choice.

“Yes,” he replied.

“Of course you would. You’re a pervert, and you like showing off your little dick while you pump it in your hand. It feels so good to stroke it doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” Daniel admitted.

“Yeah, my mom told me that you have a masturbation addiction. She said that you were getting your ass beaten with a wooden spoon when she first came over to your house. Apparently, you had a collection of porn, and you just couldn’t stop playing with yourself while looking at it. I would think that would be really embarrassing for you, but here you are, jerking it for me. Here’s a question, should I let you come? Hmm. I don’t know. Do you deserve to be allowed to come while you jerk off to me? My first thought is no, you shouldn’t be allowed to, because that would be rewarding bad behavior. You should suffer the frustration of denial. What do you think, Daniel? Should I let you come?”

“Yes?” he offered, sounding hopeful.

“Wrong answer, Daniel,” Lara said, laughing. She took a few steps to stand directly in front of him.

Daniel couldn’t get over the intimidation he felt in her presence.

“Hands off your dick. Put your hands behind your back,” Lara commanded.

Then she reached between his legs and wrapped her hand tightly around his balls. She squeezed. Daniel yelped.

“Oh, what’s the problem, Daniel? Does it hurt when I squeeze your balls?” she asked.

“Yes,” he admitted.

“How about now? Does that hurt?” she asked.

Daniel nodded his head, trying to maintain his composure.

“Yes, Lara,” he replied.

“Interesting. How about now, does this hurt?” she asked.

Daniel was trying to keep himself from crying.

“Yes,” he replied, his voice paper-thin.

Lara maintained her grip on his balls.

“You really need to learn, Daniel. You need to be trained. The sooner you accept your place, the easier it will be. I get it, it’s a lot to take in all at once. I myself didn’t even really appreciate the natural superiority of the female until recently. It’s almost funny now how I just assumed that nothing could be done about boys and their bad behavior. I had no idea that they could be taken in hand and made to submit. But it is so clear to me now that it’s a much better system for everyone if a boy learns to respect his natural inferiority when it comes to women. Don’t you agree?”

Daniel’s jaw was clenched tightly. He relaxed it just enough to respond to Lara’s question.

“Yes,” he replied, though she could tell that he would have said whatever she wanted him to.

“Not good enough, Daniel. I can hear it in your voice that you haven’t learned this lesson yet. But you will. You will.”

And with that she released Daniel, who crumpled, ending up on his knees before her. Lara laughed.

“At least you know to kneel before me when appropriate. Now finish the laundry, and if I catch you playing with my underwear again, I won’t go easy on you like I did this time. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Lara.”

That evening, Lara was lying in bed when she came to a decision about what she was going to do. She had wondered how to best make use of Daniel, and what she wanted as far as Scott was concerned. Their paths seemed to intersect in as far as their utility to Lara was concerned.

It was undoubtedly fun to watch Daniel getting punished, seeing his cute little butt take a whipping. And he was nice to look at, overall. She thought she might learn some things about dominating a boy with Daniel, then use what she learned with Scott. She had begun to fixate on making him submit, and she needed to figure out how to go about it.

Though she intended to use them for her own purposes, she saw how what she had decided would be of benefit to both of them. It might take some time for the two boys to realize what she had done for each of them and how they were better for it, but it would occur to them eventually. And when it did, they would thank her, she was certain. She rolled over and slid her hand between her legs, gently stroking her clit while she thought about all of what she intended to do.

* * *

“Daniel,” Lara called out.

“Yes, Lara,” Daniel replied. He was carrying a large basket of laundry, filled up to just below his eyeline.

“Here,” she said as she held a pair of sheer black panties above the pile of laundry, then dropped them onto the top of the pile. “You know they have to be placed in the mesh bag with the others, right?” she asked.

“Yes, Lara,” Daniel replied. “I will make sure to do that.”

“Of course you will. But while you’re at it,” Lara said as she brought her hands up underneath either side of her short skirt, “you might as well wash these as well. I’ll want to wear them on Monday.” She pulled down her panties, stepped out of them, then dangled them in front of his face, much as she had done with the black pair. She released them, allowing them to fall onto the pile. “Of you go,” she said in dismissing him. She noticed with amusement the small bulge at the front of his cutoff shorts.

“Do a good job,” she warned him. “To motivate you, I am going to whip you across the butt right now. I’m going to do you the favor of making it hurt, so that you remember this lesson. I expect a thank you.”

“Thank you,” Daniel said nervously.

“Not now dumbass. You haven’t gotten your whipping yet. You will thank me when I am finished.”

“I’m sorry, Lara.”

“Shut the fuck up, Daniel.”

Lara retrieved the switch she’d decided to use and applied it to Daniel’s bare butt. His reaction to the whip was as entertaining as always, and she enjoyed the sight of his cute little ass as she applied stripe after stripe across it, but his reaction to the pain and humiliation of it seemed better somehow. He seemed to be more self-aware, and more appreciative of what he was doing in correcting his behavior. It made her wet, and it was more than just the sight of him being whipped. She could tell that he wanted her to whip him.

After Lara had given Daniel a whipping, she told him to finish with the laundry and then come to her bedroom.

“Here’s the thing, Daniel,” Lara told Daniel once he was finished.

He was nervous about what was going to happen, since he had never been invited into her bedroom before. He had only a vague sense of his surroundings, since he was entirely focused on Lara, who was wearing a T-shirt and a skirt, and had her hair pulled back in a ponytail.

“I want you to lie down on my bed.” Lara said this in a way that let Daniel know that he had no other option than to obey. Lara pulled up her skirt and slid her panties down. Without further explanation, she got onto the bed and straddled Daniel’s upper body. She got up on her knees and looked down at him.

“I want you to lick my pussy, Daniel,” she stated. “So, I am going to allow you to do so. If you don’t apply yourself and make me feel really good, then you will get another really nasty whipping. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Lara,” Daniel replied, his mind reeling with this information. He was trying not to stare at her naked pussy out of fear that he might get himself in trouble, in spite of her intention to bury his face between her thighs.

Lara had experienced a guy going down on her before, but she’d always felt somewhat self-conscious about it. She worried about what the guy’s reaction to her was going to be. Did she look OK? Did she smell good? Did she, and she even had a hard time thinking about this, but did she taste right?

With Daniel, she suddenly felt free to not worry about such things. She straddled his face and lowered her hips until her pussy was against his tongue. Her focus was entirely on the sensation of his lips and tongue working to pleasure her. Lara thought it appropriate that while Daniel did not have an impressive dick as far as its size was concerned, his tongue was both longer and more talented than she might have expected.

When Daniel had finally brought Lara to orgasm, she sat up and held his head down against the bed to allow herself to recover. Her first thought was that this concluded the activity. Then it occurred to her that there was no rule about that, and she was the final authority on when Daniel was finished serving her. So she relaxed her hips and thighs, pressing down on his face again. Daniel got the message quite clearly and began licking her again, starting slowly as she had commanded.

When he’d made her come a second time, she didn’t really think about it, but rather she just naturally shifted her hips forward until her asshole was against his lips. Having done what occurred to her in the moment, she was actually somewhat surprised when Daniel began dutifully licking her asshole.

“Oh my God, Daniel,” Lara exclaimed, “do you seriously want to lick my ass?”

“Yes, Lara,” Daniel replied.

Lara laughed.

“Fucking pervert,” she said with a smile. “OK, if you want to lick it so badly,” she said as she placed her ass against his face again.

Daniel obediently worshipped her ass with his tongue, and Lara realized that she actually enjoyed having him serve her in this way.

* * *

“Here’s the thing, Scott,” Lara explained while sitting in the passenger seat of his car. “Some things are going to change.”

He had driven her home after school, and he had leaned in to kiss her and he had put his hand on her breast. She’d pushed him back, and she had a look on her face that made clear that she was very serious. This got his attention.

“I have been thinking a lot about this, and I have come to a decision. There are some things I think it would benefit you to learn. So from now on, I am going to be in charge. I’m going to make the rules. If you show me that you are capable of following those rules, then we will progress. If not, then you will find yourself in a situation you do not wish to be in. Do you understand?”

Scott looked confused.

“I mean, I hear what you are saying, but I am unsure of what it means. What rules are you talking about?” he asked.

The look on Lara’s face turned mischievous.

“So you’re interested in learning what the rules are, Scott?” she asked.

Scott was surprised by the direction in which the conversation was going, and he was uncertain what his girlfriend could possibly be on about.

“I, um,” Scott stammered, unsure of what to say. “I think so?” he added, clearly lost in how to respond.

“I will take that as a ‘yes,’ but in the future I am going to need a far more enthusiastic response,” Lara replied. “A simple “Yes, Lara,” will suffice.”

Scott examined the look on Lara’s face and saw that she was not joking. Rather, she was very serious.

“Yes, Lara,” he replied.

“Good,” Lara said brightly, and leaned in and kissed him. “We’ll start slowly, with simple commands. You will respond with “Yes, Lara.” Do you understand?”

“Yes, Lara,” Scott replied, but he had an amused tone to his response which irritated Lara.

She placed her hand between his legs and gripped his cock and balls firmly. Scott gasped in surprise.

“I own your cock. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Lara,” Scott replied, the amusement in his response having evaporated.

“I own your balls. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Lara.”

Lara eyed him carefully, judging his response.

“Good,” she said, smiling warmly.

She kissed him, then opened the car door.

“Remember what we’ve learned here,” she advised.

Scott watched her walk toward her house, her perfectly shaped ass swinging back and forth as she walked.

* * *

After a discussion with Deborah, Helen had agreed that a few overnight stays at the Striker residence might prove effective in correcting Daniel’s attitude about his punishment.

Helen had Daniel himself attach eyebolts into the rafter in the basement. She had him up on a stepstool, running lengths of rope through the eyebolts. She had Daniel remove his shirt, his shoes, and his shorts. Then she tied the rope around either of his wrists and pulled the other ends of the rope tight, securing them to a cleat mounted on the wall.

And now Daniel was tied in the standing position. His punishment was to remain tied up this way, his wrists bound tightly overhead. The bondage made it such that the heels of his bare feet did not touch the basement floor. He was blindfolded and wearing a pair of underwear. The air in the room was cool, making him that much more aware of his vulnerability.

When Helen was satisfied that Daniel was tied securely, she placed a blindfold over his eyes.

“This will help you focus your mind on what is important, Daniel,” she began. “Your obedience so far has been lackluster. I am offended that you would think that my daughter is deserving of so unimpressive an effort. What you deserve, and what you will receive, is greater than simply punishment. This will be torture for you. Perhaps, over the coming hours, you will come to realize the profound truth that unquestioning obedience to female authority is the highest level a man can attain. You are not a man yet, Daniel, but while I understand that you have some growing up to do, I will not allow you to make excuses for yourself. Ultimately, you have no excuse.”

Helen paused for a moment.

“I will untie you when I think you have learned your lesson,” she said curtly, then promptly left the basement.

Daniel wondered what was going to happen to him. After a few hours, his body was sore from being restrained in this position. He wondered how much he could take. He was unaware that it had become dark all around him aside from a shaft of cool blue moonlight that stretched across the floor of the room.

Then he heard a sound that made his heart pound from fear. It was the sound of someone approaching quietly. His blindfold kept him from knowing who it was. But then his ears let him now that it was actually two someones.

“Are you sure we won’t get in trouble?” he heard a female voice say.

“Of course we won’t get in trouble,” came the response.

He recognized Lara’s voice. He realized that the other voice was probably her friend. Possibly Gina. Possibly Mila. He realized he had no idea who it was.

“My mom wouldn’t wake up if we were banging trash can lids together,” Lara said.

Lara’s friend Gina giggled quietly.

“Besides, Daniel isn’t going to say anything. He’s dumb, but he’s not that dumb. He knows that if he were to try and get me in trouble, I’d just say he was lying, and he would be the one getting punished. And you know how mom likes to punish him.”

“With his pants pulled down?” Gina proposed.

“Yes, with his pants pulled down. Speaking of which,” Lara said, turning her attention to Daniel, “why don’t you pull his underwear down?”

“Really? We can do that?” Gina asked.

Lara made a little snorting sound.

“We can do anything we want to,” Lara replied. “Daniel here isn’t going anywhere, and he certainly is in no position to stop us. He pretty much just has to put up with whatever we do to him. So why not? It’ll be fun.”

Daniel recognized that what Lara was saying was true. He was in no position to defend himself, and even more, he had to do whatever he could to stay on Lara’s good side, which meant following orders. After a moment’s hesitation, he felt Lara’s friend place one hand on the front of his underwear. She gave his penis a squeeze. She laughed, not because it was funny so much as she had never experienced so much power to do as she pleased with a boy. She felt a little nervous all the same, and her hand was trembling a bit as she took the front of the waistband of his underwear and slowly pulled it down.

“That’s right,” Lara encouraged her. “You can do anything you want. He’s not going to stop you.”

Gina continued pulling his underwear down until his dick popped out, semi-erect. She left his underwear pulled down to the tops of his thighs.

“Let me show you something I think is hilarious,” Lara said as she positioned herself to one side of Daniel’s body.

She drew her index finger back with her thumb, then flicked the head of his dick. Daniel made a small sound as his dick bounced from the impact. Gina laughed.

“You try it, it’s fun,” Lara said.

Gina stood on the other side of Daniel and copied what Lara had done. She made Daniel’s dick bounce the opposite direction, which made her laugh again. Lara quickly gave him a flick which sent it reverberating again. The two girls continued this game, flicking the head of his dick with their fingers as they talked.

“Oh my God, is he getting hard?” Gina wondered aloud.

“Yeah, he gets hard at pretty much every opportunity. He isn’t allowed to masturbate so he’s on edge all the time. Plus he’s a total pervert. I’ve seen him get an erection while he’s getting punished.”

“Interesting. I’d like to see that,” Gina commented.

Flick.

“Well that wouldn’t be difficult. He gets punished a lot. He has trouble knowing his place and following directions. You know, boys.”

“Yeah, I know,” Gina replied, laughing. “So, does Scott know what you do with Daniel?”

Flick.

“No, it’s none of his business, really. But seeing how Daniel has been transformed somewhat makes me think maybe Scott needs to be introduced to a new reality.”

“New reality?” Gina asked.

“Yeah. It’s made me rethink the whole relationship. Maybe I’ve been going about it all wrong. You know, there are a number of things I am not a big fan of, things that Scott doesn’t seem to understand. I have been thinking maybe he needs some correction to his attitude regarding me.”

Flick.

“Oh, I like the sound of that. So, what are you thinking?”

“Well, I’ve seen how a good old-fashioned, pants-down punishment can be effective,” Lara noted.

“That is too funny. I can only imagine Scott Carson getting his butt whipped by a girl.”

Flick.

“Yeah, but it’s got to be more than just that. Like, a whole new reality where I train him, essentially, to respond to me as his superior. Either he shows me the respect that I deserve, or he gets what’s coming to him. But I want him to realize that he’s better for it. I would want him to get to the point that he wants to submit because I deserve nothing less.”

Flick.

“Well, that sounds good in theory, but how do you go about it?”

“As it turns out, I have a plan,” Lara explained.

“You always have a plan,” Gina replied, clearly impressed.

“Do you want to see Daniel getting whipped with a belt?” Lara asked.

“I would love to see that,” Gina said.

“Say no more,” Lara said as she picked up the leather strap from where her mother had left it.

Lara whipped Daniel with the belt, while Gina watched, fascinated by his reaction.

“Wow, you whip him really hard,” she commented. “I love that. I bet this makes him really obedient.”

“Again, you know, boys,” Lara replied. “They seem to never learn. You have to punish them more frequently than you’d think.”

“I suppose you’re right,” Gina said.

When Lara was done whipping him, she allowed Daniel to thank her for the punishment. Gina was impressed that his gratitude came across as genuine and that he was so well-trained.

When Helen came down to untie him early in the morning, she saw that Daniel’s underwear had been pulled down. She realized that Lara must have visited him at some point and had forgotten to pull his underwear back up. She smiled.

A few days later, Scott Carson was on his knees in Lara’s bedroom, after she’d made clear to him that he was going to begin the process of re-conditioning, as she called it. He was naked, since she’d learned that being exposed made a boy more vulnerable and therefore more susceptible to being controlled. Lara sat on the edge of her bed and lifted one bare foot and placed it on Scott’s chest.

“Kiss my foot, Scott,” she directed him.

Scott was surprised by his girlfriend’s newfound attitude toward him. He had never encountered a situation where he was expected to submit to a girl, but something about how Lara spoke to him made her irresistible. He lifted her foot to his lips and kissed her foot. He looked up at her expectantly.

“Really, Scott? That’s it?” she asked. “No, fail. Try again. I want to see that you really mean it. If you want my pussy, then show me that you want it.”

This motivated Scott to do better. He raised her foot to his lips once again, and this time he kissed and licked her foot from her heel to her toes, then gently sucked on each of her toes.

“Nice, that’s a good start,” Lara assessed. “Now the other one,” she said as she lifted her other foot to his lips.

Scott obediently began to worship her foot as he had done with the other. Lara observed closely, noting that Scott had an erection while he licked her feet. She used the foot he was not attending to, and she began to play with his massive dick. She used her big toe to flick at the fat head of his cock.

“Very nice,” Lara concluded. “Now, you will receive a reward for your submission to me. I am going to use this program of rewarding your good behavior to train you, and I think you will come to appreciate the result.”

Lara placed each of her feet on either side of his cock. She began slowly stroking the length of his shaft between the arches of her feet.

“See how nice that feels, Scott? It feels good to submit to me, doesn’t it?”

“Yes, Lara,” Scott replied. His mind was swimming while contemplating this unexpected development. Lara had seemingly effortlessly transitioned to a dominant position, and Scott had no idea how he’d gotten to the point that he now thought of her in her new position of authority. He had been put in his place without ever really realizing what was happening. His girlfriend had become his master, and all he could think to do was obey her.


Chapter 3

“What I didn’t realize at the time,” Lara admitted, “was that Scott had these irritating habits that really needed to be broken. His arrogance came from never being challenged in any way. He actually just needed to be taken down a peg. He needed someone to step up to him and confront him on his bullshit. He needed to be put in his place.”

“I love it,” Dahlia said, “But I would love to have James make us another cocktail,” she added.

“James?” Kayla prompted.

“Of course,” James replied. “Right away.”

“OK, so anyway, did that happen?” Kayla asked. “Did he get put in his place?”

“Yeah,” Lara replied, laughing, which was a pleasant, melodious sound. “He learned an awful lot about himself that year. I think I changed his life just by showing him what it felt like to get owned by a girl. He got taken down for sure. Essentially, he got his ass handed to him. His ego got crushed, and my God, it was so satisfying to watch. He went from being this super alpha male stud, as he would have liked to have seen himself, to being, well, my little bitch. Breaking Scott Carson was one of the most rewarding takedowns I have ever experienced.”

Lara suddenly laughed again, as a memory suddenly appeared in her mind’s eye.

“He was so well-hung,” she explained, “and he was just flexible enough that he could reach his mouth to the head of his cock. When I found that out, I decided that I was definitely going to exploit that. I told him that from then on, he was going to suck my boyfriend’s cock whenever he wanted it. That was funny, because of course it meant that he was going to be sucking his own cock. I know I definitely never gave him a blowjob as often as I had him give himself one. Watching him make himself come in his own mouth, and then swallow, was deeply satisfying. I’d tease him about what a good little cocksucker he was.”

“Wow. Good for you,” Kayla replied. I think you probably did the world a service.”

Dahlia laughed.

“Tell me again about the thing with the three belts that were sewn together,” Kayla said.

“This was kind of funny,” Lara began. “I had this elective called Crafts. We had this stupid joke where whenever someone mention Crafts, someone else would ask, Which crafts? Like I said, it was a stupid joke. Anyway, it was kind of somewhere between crafts and design. Everyone did different things. The idea just sort of came to me, envisioning leather straps that would keep a boy where I wanted him. Not that I couldn’t just tell him what to do, but I wanted him to feel like he didn’t have a choice, you know? I wanted this really intimate level of control. We had access to tools that were used in a variety of manufacturing, so I used some leather-cutting and sewing tools to make this thing I had come up with.

“I got a C on the final project because it turned out that I did it pretty well, it’s just that I couldn’t really explain its use. I had to pretend that it was a fashion belt or something. I couldn’t say it was supposed to go around my thighs with a neck collar in between to make a boy lick my pussy. By the way, it wasn’t just that, it was also this thing where I could spread my thighs or bring them together to completely control how he licked me. I could bring him closer or farther away without any effort. I wouldn’t have to tell him what to do, I could just make him do it.”

“That, to me, is an important relationship to have,” Lara commented. “It’s really one of my favorite arrangements to have a boy who will lick my pussy whenever I want, and he knows that’s all he’s good for as far as I’m concerned. It means a lot to me to have someone in that position, since you know that he isn’t doing it for any other reason than to be of service. He knows he isn’t going to be rewarded with an orgasm or anything. He’s doing it for no reason but that he wants to kneel and serve.

“Now, I’ve had a couple of boys over the years who were what I call tongue slaves, and while I would primarily have them lick my pussy, it was also important that they lick my ass. I just don’t ever want to go without that. So much so, that for a while, about a year ago, I had this guy named Theo who I had lick and kiss my ass whenever I wanted, and that was it. It was difficult for him to deal with the fact that he wanted more, but I just didn’t have the need for him to do anything else. All I wanted was when I called him up, he would come over and lick my asshole. I could just sit on his face, and not think about anything else for a while. It was really relaxing for me, and, you know, just nice to have a boy worship me in that way. I let him have his cock out, so I could see how hard he was, but I let him know that he’d have to stuff it back in his pants when it was time to leave. He was so good with his tongue, that I seriously considered having him for other purposes, but I didn’t want to give up having a boy just to lick my ass.”

“I totally support that,” Dahlia said.

Kayla smiled and winked at James.

“Well, the way I have it arranged,” Dahlia explained, “I have two boys. One is Devon, who is pretty much tasked with everything. He’s my little slave-boy. He’s so obedient it’s ridiculous. He’ll do anything I tell him to, of course, but what’s nice is that I can see that he loves taking orders from me. That’s what makes it nice. It’s what makes having a relationship with a boy so rewarding in the first place. When he’s not just responding to a command, but doing it in a way that, frankly, makes my pussy wet. Obviously, it’s fun to have full control of a boy. But when they respond immediately, and they get hard just doing something like giving a foot massage? That’s nice. Especially when they’ve been well-trained to understand that just because they have an erection doesn’t mean that I’m obligated to do anything with it. There’s something really sublime about noticing, but then ignoring a boy’s erect cock.”

“Yes, definitely,” Kayla agreed. “James will have a really beautiful erection, and it’s a like this tribute to me that means so much more when it gets denied. Not to say that I don’t encourage it, or even spend some time playing with it. But making him come is another thing altogether. The two things don’t need to be connected.”

“Right,” Lara replied. “I think that goes back to what mom taught us. Just because a boy gets his dick hard, that doesn’t mean you have to make him come. Sometimes, it just means that he needs to have his butt whipped. He needs a proper spanking for demonstrating a lack of control.”

“Anyway, you were talking about your two boys,” Kayla prompted Dahlia.

“Yeah, so I’ve got Devon, who’s my full-service boy-toy. Then I have Mark, who’s this guy who actually became kind of annoying. He was so clearly into me and kept trying to ask me out and whatever. So, I finally gave him this ultimatum. He could either fuck off, or he could become what I call a pussy slave, which is a title that makes me laugh every time I call him that, and his sole purpose would be to lick my pussy whenever I want, full stop. Turns out, he chose the latter of the two. I made really clear that he would never be allowed to do anything other than worship me with his tongue, and I would never allow him to come. He said that he would do anything I wanted, so I made him spend a few weeks just begging for it. I told him that when I felt like he was really being genuine in begging me, then I would allow him to earn it. I let him know that I already had a full-time slave, so he’d never be anything more than a tongue for me to sit on.”

* * *

The summer, which had seemed as though it would stretch on indefinitely, was now, like all things, coming to an end. Daniel arrived on time at the Striker household to be assigned a task to perform for Lara, an arrangement that had now come to feel normal for him. He knocked on the front door, and Helen answered.

“Lara knows that you are here, so you will wait here in the foyer until she comes down to assign you your task today,” Helen informed him.

“Yes, Ms. Striker,” Daniel replied.

Helen disappeared upstairs somewhere, leaving Daniel to wait for Lara. He stood in place, trying to be patient. His assignment to serve Lara meant that he would not be finished until she was satisfied with his efforts, and every minute he waited for her prolonged the length of time he would be in her service. It was well over an hour that he remained standing in the foyer before Lara came down to the foyer. Daniel practically gulped when he saw her, since she was wearing a bikini. He was amazed by how extraordinarily beautiful she was, and that her bikini was more revealing than he'd imagined she’d be comfortable wearing.

“Follow me, Daniel,” she said direct, but friendly way.

She walked downstairs to the basement. Daniel followed. Lara reached into a laundry basket of laundry that Daniel had washed and folded the day before.

“So my mom is pissed that you fucked up this pair of panties, so she told me to make sure that you wear them today. Go ahead. Put them on.”

Daniel eyed the pink cotton panties warily, but he knew the futility of hesitating. He removed his clothes and put the panties on. They were very small, so they were very tight. His balls hurt when he wore them.

“Now you are supposed to trim the hedges,” Lara explained. “Leave your clothes here.”

Daniel obeyed, going out into the backyard through the sliding glass door in the basement and getting the hedge trimmers from the shed.

“When he is done with his chores in the yard,” Helen mentioned to Lara, “have him present himself for punishment. He is in dire need of correction.”

When Daniel finished trimming the hedges, he put the clippers back in the shed. He walked up to the sliding glass doors at the back of the house. They were locked, which surprised him. He knocked, but no one came to the door. He took a deep breath, the exhaled. He walked around to the front of the house, mindful of anyone seeing him wearing a tiny pair of pink cotton panties. He knocked on the front door. He waited. After a minute, Lara opened the door.

“I’ve finished with the hedges,” Daniel explained. “May I come in and get my clothes? Or is there something else you need me to do?” he added, having learned not to assume that he was finished serving her.

Lara glanced at the panties he was wearing and tried to keep a straight face.

“Mom wants to punish you. Stay right where you are. You should be on your best behavior. She is really annoyed with you right now.”

Daniel had a worried look on his face. It seemed that he was unable to perform to Helen’s satisfaction no matter what he did. He remained standing on the porch.

“Mom will be down in a minute. Don’t move.”

With that, Lara went upstairs, leaving Daniel to contemplate what his fate might be.

When Helen came downstairs, she was carrying a long wooden paddle. Daniel’s stomach dropped at the sight. She came outside and took Daniel by the back of the neck and marched him out to the middle of the front yard.

“Take those ridiculous panties down, Daniel. Your need of correction is trying my patience, so I am forced to punish you more severely. You have no one but yourself to blame, so it would be advised that you focus your attention on how you might modify your personal behavior going forward.”

Daniel knew better than to hesitate, so he quickly yanked his panties down to his ankles. It was at this moment that the worst possible thing happened as far as Daniel was concerned. Two girls on bicycles were riding up the street. Their intention was to make a U-turn at the end of the cul-de-sac, but the sight of Daniel on the front lawn of the Striker residence caught their attention.

Daniel might have thought it couldn’t be worse, but then he saw who the two girls were. It was Kelly Fetch, the girl he’d had a crush on, who’d kicked him in the balls. With her was her friend Juliana. They were friends, and since Kelly despised Daniel, so did Juliana.

Kelly hated Daniel because of something that had happened that year in which he had been overheard saying something about her weight. She was a curvy girl, and Daniel had mentioned that fact, but he wasn’t trying to be mean. It didn’t matter since Kelly took it as a derogatory comment.

Ever after she had taken every opportunity to mock Daniel for being a pathetic loser. And then she had an opportunity to kick him between the legs, and she’d taken advantage of it. The truth of the matter was that although Daniel had fantasized about Lara Striker, as did pretty much every other boy in school, he’d also fantasized about Kelly. He thought she was beautiful, just in a different way than Lara. But the animosity had risen to a point that he made every attempt to avoid her, since trying to explain himself and even apologize had gotten nowhere.

Now he was about to be punished with the wooden paddle in front of Kelly and her friend. Completely naked. This was an event that Kelly was not going to miss the opportunity to watch. The two girls stopped at the end of the street and sat on their bikes, watching as Helen Striker began paddling Daniel across his bare butt. The sound of the paddle making contact with his skin made a loud smack! Daniel tried to maintain control of his reaction to the paddle so as to not allow Kelly and Juliana the pleasure of seeing how much it hurt. But it was futile since Helen was in no mood to go easy on him. Rather, she let him have it.

Kelly and Juliana had a good long look at Daniel as he began to cry tears of shame and pain. They laughed at the sight of his naked dick bouncing from the impact of the paddle. Kelly made a gesture like she was crying to mock Daniel, which made Juliana laugh. Helen ended up delivering fifty strokes of the paddle across Daniel’s bare ass, which left it with a rosy, crimson blush.

“Now remain in place and think about how you will change your behavior going forward,” Helen commanded. “Lara will come let you know when you may leave.”

With that, Ms. Striker returned to the house, leaving Daniel standing in the front yard with a pair of panties around his ankles and a well-disciplined butt.

Kelly and Juliana circled on their bikes, drawing closer.

“That was really satisfying to watch,” Kelly called out to him. “Not as satisfying as kicking you in the balls, but it’s nice to see a boy get what he deserves. Oh, and by the way, you have a small penis.”

Juliana laughed and her friend’s comment.

“Yeah,” Juliana seconded, “it’s smaller than my brother’s penis, and he’s like, half your age.”

“What?” Kelly asked, turning to her friend. “How do you know how big your brother’s penis is?”

“My mom punishes him just like this,” she explained, indicating Daniel. “Pants down and everything. I will say, however, Lara’s mom is way more, um, thorough. That beating she gave Daniel was impressive.”

“Maybe, but I think it’s that Daniel is just a really big pussy.”

“That’s true,” Juliana agreed.

“OK, bye, Daniel,” Kelly called out. “Have fun standing in the front yard with your tiny penis out for everyone to see.”

“I hope your ass still hurts tomorrow,” Juliana said as the two girls rode away on their bikes.

It was at least half an hour before Lara came outside and handed Daniel his clothing.

“You’re done for the day,” she explained. “You can keep the panties. We’re not going to take them back after you’ve worn them.”

“Thank you,” Daniel replied, though unsure of what he was thanking her for. At least he’d be allowed to bring an end to the humiliation of having to stand in the front yard with a pair of panties around his ankles.

When Daniel arrived back home, his mother, Deborah Holden, was waiting in the living room.

“I saw that Helen felt she needed to punish you out in her front yard,” she said calmly. “What did you do that prompted her to do that?”

Daniel didn’t see any good options better than simply being honest about what happened.

“I made a mistake with the laundry, apparently, so Helen thought I should be punished,” he explained.

“Did you thank Helen for punishing you?” his mother asked.

“I, um, I forgot. I was distracted because Kelly and Juliana rode up on their bikes when I was being punished.”

“And that distracted you?” she asked. “Daniel, I think you may need an opportunity to appreciate the discipline you are being offered. You should embrace this and recognize the privilege it is to mold your behavior and conform to a higher standard.” Ms. Holden observed Daniel standing before her, wearing the little pink panties, and looking ashamed. “I think I might have an idea that may prove useful toward that end. I will have a talk with Helen tomorrow.”

* * *

The next time Lara had her boyfriend Scott over to the house, she told him that she had decided that he was going to be allowed to lick her pussy.

“But more than that, Scott,” she informed him. “You are going to learn to worship me with your tongue. However, first things first. You have yet to be punished. So we are going to correct that.”

“Punished?” Scott asked, taken aback. “For what?”

Lara laughed.

“Not for any particular reason, but that you need to learn. It’s part of your training. Trust me, you will come to appreciate what it will do for you, both mentally and physically. What I am looking for is a transformation. See, as it is, you are under the assumption, incorrect as it may be, that we are equals. I am being generous, as it does appear at times that you may even think you are superior to me. My intention is to prove to you how wrong that is. The easiest way for me to do that is to show you. Take off your clothes, Scott, and get on your knees.”

Scott searched her face to see if she was serious. He could see that she was. He was unsure of what all she intended, but he began taking off his clothes, nonetheless. When he was naked and kneeling before her, Lara had a satisfied smile on her face.

“You see, Scott, this is your first clue. You have consented to kneel naked before me. This signifies something important about our relationship. In fact, it is symbolic, in a way. It symbolizes our ranking, so to speak. I am your superior. It only remains for you to acknowledge this fact. To assist you with this transition, mentally and physically, you will now make a quarter turn to your right and lower yourself onto your hands and knees.”

Scott was surprised to find himself obeying her command without question. Something about her insistence, as though it never crossed her mind that he might object, compelled him to do as he was told.

“Very good. Now,” Lara said, placing her hand on his beautifully formed ass, “raise your butt up in the air, in preparation for your punishment.”

Scott was unsure how to go about it, but he straightened his thighs and rotated his hips as well as he could.

“Nice,” Lara commented. “I appreciate you presenting yourself this way. Now, I am going to whip you with a leather belt. It may hurt in the short-term, but you will observe that it has its benefits in the longer-term. You will become more submissive to me, and therefore you will be of greater value to me. Are you ready, Scott?”

Scott was unsure of what to say.

“I don’t know,” he replied honestly.

“Of course you don’t,” Lara replied, laughing. “It’s OK to be scared. You should be.”

With that, Lara began to whip his ass with the belt. She was thorough, and she got her point across. She turned it bright red, and throughout, Scott remained obediently in position.

When Lara had finished whipping his ass, she had him lie on the floor. She slipped off her panties and straddled his face in reverse, so she could see his erection while he worshipped her pussy with his tongue. It was important for her to see how serving her pleasure kept him rock hard, which it did.

It had become clear to Scott what was to be expected of him, and what his place was in his relationship with Lara. She had taken control and assumed a position of absolute authority. He would never question her again.

* * *

The following weekend, Daniel was assigned the task of mowing the Striker household’s lawn after he had finished with his own. For both tasks, he was made to wear his work boots to protect his feet, and a tiny pair of pink panties. They were a thong design, and lacy in the front.

Daniel noticed that Kelly and Juliana, who now realized that he would be available for them to humiliate on a fairly regular basis, had shown up. They were on their bikes, watching him and taunting him. They clearly enjoyed watching him getting humiliated and were interested in doing whatever they could to make it worse. Daniel was somewhat grateful that the sound of the lawnmower kept him from being able to hear them.

At some point Daniel was mowing the strip of grass between the sidewalk and the street, which positioned him within earshot of Kelly and Juliana. They took advantage of his proximity to yell over the sound of the lawnmower, teasing him about cute he looked in his little panties.

“Fuck off!” he yelled back, which just made them laugh harder, since it meant that they were getting to him.

They continued taunting and teasing him until they grew bored with the game. When Daniel had finished mowing both lawns, he put the mower away in the garage and went into his house to take a shower. His mother called to him from the kitchen.

“Yes?” he said as he entered, seeing his mother sitting at the kitchen table. He noticed the wooden spoon lying on the table in front of her.

“I am unsure what to make of your behavior, Daniel,” she began. “I happened to witness your interaction with your friends outside while you were mowing the lawn, and I was quite taken aback by your reaction.”

“My friends?” Daniel objected. “Kelly and Juliana? They aren’t my friends.”

“Well, not if you speak to them like that. You will apologize to them.”

“Apologize?” Daniel repeated, sounding incredulous. “They were making fun of me.”

“What did they say?”

“They said that I look cute wearing panties,” he explained.

“What’s wrong with that?” she asked. “That’s a compliment. Anyway, I do not wish to discuss it further. You will apologize to them. I’ve invited them over for that purpose. Go take a shower, so that you look nice when they get here.”

Daniel realized that his mother was very serious and would not hear anything more about it. He went upstairs and took a shower. When he got out of the shower, he toweled off and went into his room. His stomach dropped when he saw a new pair of panties lying on his bed. The implication was clear. They were a red satin material with a waistband that he might have referred to as dental floss. Essentially, they consisted of a small triangle of fabric with tiny strands connected at each of the three points.

“Mom!” Daniel called out.

“Yes, what?” she responded from downstairs.

Daniel put the towel around him and stood at the head of the stairs.

“Are you seriously expecting me to wear these?” he asked, sounding incredulous.

“Yes, I am,” she replied. “Your friends were so kind as to give you a nice compliment that you should show your appreciation.”

“They’re not my friends, mom,” he repeated. “Plus, they don’t even cover, you know.”

Deborah Holden came to stand at the foot of the stairs.

“Oh, you mean that you look too hairy when you are wearing them,” she suddenly realized. “I should have thought of that. It’s OK, you still have some time,” she explained, looking toward the front door as if Kelly and Juliana might appear at any moment. “Go and shave, I’ll entertain them until you come down. But understand this,” she said turning her attention to Daniel. “You will be wearing the panties when you come downstairs, and you will make yourself look as nice as possible. Do I make myself clear?” she announced sternly.

“Yes,” Daniel replied, sounding defeated.

He turned around an went back to the bathroom to shave.

“Hurry,” Deborah Holden called upstairs.

Daniel could hardly think straight in view of this development. His only course of action was to attend to the task of shaving his pubic hair until he was smooth and bare between his legs. The fact that he was doing so for the benefit of Kelly and Juliana infuriated him, so he tried his best to put it out of his mind. When he was as hairless as he was able to make himself, he toweled off again and went to his bedroom to put on the pair of panties. He could hear Kelly and Juliana talking to his mother downstairs. His face blushed from both his anger and his embarrassment. He looked at himself in the mirror. The panties had been difficult to put on due to their being so small. They barely contained him in front. He swallowed hard, took a deep breath, then started down the stairs.

“There he is,” Deborah Holden announced. “Finally. Your friends have been very patient, you should apologize for making them wait.”

“Sorry,” Daniel mumbled.

“Daniel!” his mother responded. “You’re being very rude. Apologize properly.”

“I am sorry for making you wait,” he said, while awkwardly trying to cover himself.

“And don’t be so shy, Daniel,” Ms. Holden said. “Let the girls see how nice you look in your new panties.”

Daniel was blushing furiously as he put his hands to either side and stood still so that Kelly and Juliana could examine him.

“Oh, yeah, those are really cute,” Kelly said, giggling.

“Definitely, and they fit you so well,” Juliana agreed.

“Spin around so they can see them better,” Ms. Holden said.

Daniel turned in a circle, self-conscious about how his bare butt was completely exposed.

Kelly and Juliana laughed.

“Very risqué,” Kelly observed. “I just can’t tell you, Ms. Holden, how nice it is to see a boy wearing such a tiny garment so proudly. A lot of boys would be really embarrassed to be seen like this. So exposed, I mean. But Daniel here, well, I can tell that he is really proud to show off his new outfit.”

“See, Daniel?” Ms. Holden said. “Your friends are so very kind to give you such nice compliments. You behavior earlier was really so inappropriate.”

Ms. Holden turned to Kelly and Juliana.

“I have tried to raise him to be more grateful and accepting of praise,” she explained. “It seems that I have failed in this regard, and for that I am sorry.”

“You shouldn’t feel sorry, Ms. Holden,” Kelly offered. “It’s clearly Daniel’s fault that he was being so rude.”

“Well thank you,” Ms. Holden replied. “And you are right, Daniel does owe you an apology, but I think he has earned himself a spanking as well. I fully intend to deliver that, but I don’t want you two to feel obligated to witness it.”

“That would not be a problem, Ms. Holden,” Juliana replied. “Kelly and I agree with you that Daniel is in need of a spanking.”

“Absolutely,” Kelly added. “We are happy to hear his apology, and it might be more effective if we were here for his punishment so that Daniel could more fully appreciate the reason for it.”

“See, Daniel?” Ms. Holden repeated. “Your friends are more than gracious in allowing you to apologize and make amends by accepting your spanking while they watch.”

Daniel had to focus on his breathing to remain calm. He found himself nodding his head in agreement, though he was unable to speak. He kept his eyes down, unable to make eye contact with Kelly and Juliana, both of whom were looking at him and barely able to keep themselves from laughing.

“If you two girls will excuse me for a moment, I will just pop into the kitchen to retrieve my wooden spoon. It’s the implement that Daniel likes to be punished with. Or, at least, it’s always been the most effective,” Ms. Holden explained.

When she was out of the room, Kelly and Juliana found themselves unable to keep from laughing, but they did their best to stifle the sound.

“It looks like you’re about to get your ass beaten again,” Kelly teased Daniel, sneering. “We are so going to enjoy this.”

Daniel’s ears felt hot at this point due to his blushing so completely.

“Here we are,” Ms. Holden said as she returned to the living room, wooden spoon in hand. “Daniel, please pull your panties down.”

Daniel might have pointed out at this point that it wasn’t necessary, since the panties didn’t even cover his butt, so they wouldn’t be in the way, but he knew that this would only make the punishment worse. So he dutifully lowered his panties to his mid-thighs. He was very self-conscious about the fact that he was fully exposed, and Kelly and Juliana had no compunction about openly staring at his exposure.

“Now, before I begin with your spanking, I think you should apologize to your friends for being rude to them earlier,” Ms. Holden said.

“I am sorry for being rude to you earlier,” Daniel managed to say, unconvincingly.

“Well that just earned you another ten,” Ms. Holden announced. “Perhaps if you accept your punishment graciously, the girls might allow you to try again.”

With that, she began to beat Daniel’s bare ass with the wooden spoon, each stroke leaving a pink welt. Kelly and Juliana made no secret of how much they were enjoying watching Daniel get his beating, a fact that Daniel was well aware of. After no fewer than twenty strokes, Daniel was given permission to offer a more sincere apology.

“I am sorry, Kelly, and Juliana, for my behavior earlier,” Daniel began. “That was very rude of me, and I apologize.”

“What do you think, girls?” Ms. Holden asked, sounding discouraged. “Did that sound like an appropriate apology?”

Kelly and Juliana read Ms. Holden’s reaction to Daniel.

“Not really,” Kelly replied.

Juliana shook her head slowly. Ms. Holden sighed.

“I have an idea,” she said, brightening. “Do you think the two of you might deliver his punishment? Perhaps I am too lenient.”

Kelly and Juliana looked to one another and smiled.

“If you think that would help,” Kelly offered.

She jumped up and received the wooden implement from Ms. Holden.

“If you are too lenient, which I’m not saying you are, does that mean I should spank him harder?” Kelly asked.

“It couldn’t hurt,” Ms. Holden replied.

Couldn’t hurt? thought Daniel. I’m pretty sure that this is going to hurt. A lot.

“We’re doing this for your benefit, Daniel,” Kelly said, clearly enjoying herself. “You’re rude and inconsiderate and you need to be put in your place.”

With that Kelly smacked him hard across the ass, repeatedly, clearly having fun at Daniel’s expense. When she had given him another twenty strokes, she paused.

“What do we think, is it time for Daniel to make another attempt at his apology?” Kelly asked.

“Why not? Daniel?” Ms. Holden prompted.

Daniel exhaled forcefully.

“Kelly, I am deeply ashamed of how I acted earlier. My behavior was an embarrassment to myself and you did not deserve to have to witness such a shameful display. I apologize, and I promise that I will do whatever I must do to make it up to you.”

There was a silence in the room.

“Well, I’m good with that,” Kelly said. “That seemed appropriate. Though I do wonder if he really means it. How is he going to make it up to me?” she asked.

“That’s a good question,” Ms. Holden replied. And by the way, I am impressed with the punishment you gave him,” Ms. Holden said. “Perhaps Daniel would benefit by being of service to you. That could be a way for him to make it up to you.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” Kelly replied.

* * *

“I am going to introduce you to something I think might help you adjust,” Lara informed her boyfriend, Scott.

He had become accustomed to this new reality where Lara would have him in her bedroom during the afternoon and she’d begin with some explanation of a rule she had instituted, or something he was going to learn. She would have him strip naked and kneel on the floor beside her bed. She would sit on the edge of her bed and speak while he listened. She would often have taken off her skirt and her panties, teasing him with the sight of her naked pussy.

“This is . . . ,” she paused, holding and assemblage of three leather straps. She laughed. “Well, it doesn’t have a name yet. But anyway, these two straps fit around my upper thighs like this.”

Lara fastened the straps as she had described.

“The third strap goes around your neck,” she continued, pulling his head between her thighs, and fastening the strap with the buckle.

It was tight enough that he wasn’t going anywhere, but it was not uncomfortable. This kept his face pressed against her pussy, and she did not need to prompt him to start licking her. Lara was pleased that it worked as well as she’d imagined. By spreading her thighs, she kept his lips and tongue precisely where she wanted them.

“That’s right, Scott,” she murmured. “You’re a good little pussy slave.”

When Scott had brought her to orgasm no fewer than three times, she dismounted and announced that he had earned a reward. She had him sit on the edge of her bed and knelt in front of him. She put one hand on the thick shaft of his cock and placed her other hand on the back of his head. Lara’s discovery of Scott’s ability to suck his own cock became an endless fascination for Lara.

“That’s right,” she encouraged him as she pushed down on the back of his head, watching the head of his cock enter his mouth, sliding between his lips. “That feels so good, doesn’t it? Getting sucked off by such a good little cocksucker?”

Lara found it beguiling watching a boy take a cock in his mouth, but the fact that it was his own cock was what made it so hot for her. She stroked the shaft in part because she loved how long and thick and hard it felt in her hand, but also because she loved the mental aspect of being a part of bringing him closer and closer to coming in his own mouth. She wrapped her other hand around his balls, not only for the feeling of control, but also so that she could sense when he was getting close. His balls would tighten up moments before he ejaculated, his cock throbbing and jerking as he filled his mouth.

“Swallow every drop,” she reminded him.

Later in the week, Lara had her girlfriends Gina and Mila over to the house and had arranged to have Scott there.

“This is only because I am proud of how you have progressed,” Lara explained to Scott. “I want to show you off. Perhaps it will be inspirational to my friends in their own relationships with boys.”

She had borrowed the paddle her mom used, and Lara made Scott carry it around, asking each of the three girls to please paddle him across the ass. They did not make it easy for him. When Scott would ask for a paddling, they would invariably tell him it wasn’t good enough, explaining that he would have to beg. And then when he begged, they invariably decided it wasn’t humiliating enough for him. They clearly wanted to make it excruciatingly embarrassing. And if he managed to completely denigrate himself to the point that they were beyond just being amused and entertained and were laughing at how sincerely he was begging for his own punishment, they’d allow him to pull his pants down.

Then, a new round of fun would begin. They’d tell him he hadn’t done it correctly, so he would have to start over, begging, then pulling his pants down, until the girl with the paddle was satisfied with his effort and participation in humiliating himself for her entertainment. Then whoever had the paddle would start smacking his butt nice and hard. Of course, they didn’t stop there. He had to show his appreciation. He had to thank the girl who was paddling him, and he had to ask, politely, for more. He had to tell them what he loved about getting his ass beaten by each of them and how he wished he could be a slave and do whatever they told him to do. Finally, when each girl was done with him, he had to pull up his pants and move onto the next, repeating the whole humiliating process.

When he’d made a round with the three of them, they’d assess the color of his butt. There was some discussion of whether the term was ‘beet-red’ or ‘beat-red.’ At any rate, they decided that Scott did not look like he’d had his butt paddled as hard as they wanted, so they had to step it up. They stated that they wanted it to look really cherry red, with a uniform, almost glowing appearance. They talked about how boys’ butts look better when they were spanked. They wanted to give Scott the opportunity to show off a really pretty, bright red butt. The girls could not stop laughing at his reaction to this game. They knew it was really humiliating for him, knowing that they were going to tease him about it later. Which they did. Endlessly.

* * *

Daniel rode his bike over to Kelly Fetch’s house, making sure to arrive a few minutes early. He had a nervous feeling in his stomach. The impending appointment had been on his mind for the past week, ever since his mother had suggested the plan and Kelly had agreed. He was to provide the same level of service to Kelly that he did to Lara. He had no idea if Kelly’s mother was anything like Helen Striker. As it turned out, that would not be an issue.

“Hello, Daniel,” Kelly greeted him at the door.

She was clearly mocking him by pretending to be gracious. The problem for Daniel was that he was required to be truly genuine in his gratitude and willingness to serve her.

“Hello, Kelly,” he replied. “Thank you for allowing me to come over and help out in any way I can.”

“Shut the fuck up, Daniel,” she said, still sounding sweet and friendly. “If I want you to speak, I will tell you what to say.”

She led Daniel into the house, and he quickly surmised that Kelly’s mother was not at home. No one was, besides Kelly. He was alone with her. He swallowed hard. He had reason to be scared.

“Here’s the thing, Daniel,” she began. “Your mother told me that you are to do whatever tasks I assign you. She is under the impression that I am going to be having you do housework.”

Kelly suddenly laughed, in a way that startled Daniel.

“But I’m not going to have you doing housework, I’m going to strip you naked and humiliate you. It’s going to be so fun for me. I’ve been looking forward to this. You’re going to do whatever I tell you to do, and if you don’t do exactly what I say, then I am going to tell your mother that you were disobedient. She has informed me that you will be punished if I have any complaints.” Kelly explained. “So, you’re fucked,” she added, laughing at his predicament.

Daniel looked scared, which pleased Kelly. She led him downstairs, into what looked to Daniel like a rec room. She had Daniel stand in the middle of the room. He tried not to stare at Kelly’s bare legs and feet. She wore a short skirt that Daniel thought looked good on her. She took a seat on the sofa. The room was cool, in spite of the warm weather. It was quiet, as well. Daniel could hear his heart pounding.

“Do you remember when I kicked you in the balls?” she asked. “You may respond.”

“Yes,” Daniel replied.

“I bet you do. I got you good. I remember you falling to your knees, moaning in pain. It still makes me laugh, just thinking about it. My friends laugh about it too. Because you know I told all of my girlfriends.”

Daniel had heard that she had done so. Gossip travels fast.

“But you deserved it, didn’t you, Daniel? Because of what you said about me,” Kelly explained.

Daniel wanted to defend himself, explaining the miscommunication, but he knew he’d be in trouble if he spoke out of turn.

“I couldn’t believe it the other day, when Juliana and I saw you standing out in Lara Striker’s front yard wearing a pair of panties. What exactly was that about? You will respond.”

“She, um, I mean, my mom and Lara’s mom decided I would go over to her house and do whatever Lara tells me to do. Lara’s mom is really strict, so I . . . I get punished.”

Kelly laughed at this, noticing that revealing this information was clearly embarrassing to Daniel.

“And not only punished,” Kelly observed, “but punished with your panties pulled down. That’s hilarious. I thought it couldn’t get any better when your mom asked me to come over so you could apologize. And then now, this situation? Where you have to come over her to my house? Well now this is perfect. You have no idea how much trouble you’re in. I’ve been waiting to get revenge on you. The kick in the balls was just an appetizer, if you will. Now I’ve got you right where I want you. So why don’t you take off your shirt, Daniel?”

Daniel took a deep breath. He pulled off his T-shirt. He dropped it on the floor.

“Pick that up!” Kelly blurted out. “Put it on the side table.”

Daniel did as he was told.

“So how often do you get punished when you are over at Lara’s house?” Kelly asked.

“Um, not all the time,” Daniel replied.

“Not all the time? So, a lot of the time?”

“Yes.”

“I imagine that’d be the case. You’re kind of a fuck-up. So is it always with your pants down?”

“No. Sometimes it’s . . .sometimes it’s all my, you know. All of my clothes off.”

Kelly laughed a deep, throaty laugh.

“Holy crap, Daniel! Wow. Completely naked, and getting your ass whipped? Does Lara watch?”

“Yes.”

“My God, how humiliating is that?”

“It’s, um, it’s humiliating. A lot.”

“Hmm. Take off your pants.”

Daniel took off his pants and put them on top of his shirt on the side table. He returned to stand before Kelly, now wearing only his underwear.

“I am so disappointed that you aren’t wearing panties,” Kelly said. “You are going to get demerits for that.”

Daniel had to wonder what a demerit was in this situation.

“Well, I sure don’t want to look at your stupid underwear, so take them off,” she commanded.

Daniel removed his underwear and put them on top of his pants. When he returned to stand before her, he stood at attention with his hands to his sides. He was accustomed to how strict Ms. Striker could be in this situation, so he naturally assumed this position.

“All right,” Kelly said. “So, at this point, there are a number of things I could do to you. Apparently, I can have you doing household chores for me, which sounds nice, but it seems like a waste. It would be so much more fun for me to torture you in various ways. I could beat your ass with, I don’t know, anything. I could kick you in the balls, I know you’d like that,” Kelly said with a smile, teasing him. “But actually, what I am going to do is make a video.”

Kelly pulled out her cell phone.

“Get on your knees,” she commanded. “And play with your dick. Don’t you dare come. Just stroke it.”

Daniel did as she asked, kneeling before her and slowly masturbating. Kelly held up her phone and pressed the video function on her camera.

“This is Daniel Holden,” she narrated for the video, “and he is playing with his dick. I beat his ass the other day and it was really satisfying. He loved getting his ass beaten so much that he came over and begged me to jerk off while on his knees before me. Oh, and also, I kicked him in the balls a while back, so I’ve pretty much made him my bitch. Anyway, feel free to laugh at his little dick. That is all.”

Kelly giggled at her own narration while she continued to watch Daniel play with himself for a while. Then she clicked off the video.

“OK, hands off your dick,” she demanded. “Now I want you to tell me something. You will be completely honest, because if I think you are lying,” she said, and extended her foot until it was between Daniel’s legs. “Then you’re gonna get it. Understand?”

Daniel looked down at Kelly’s foot between his legs.

“Yes, I understand,” he replied.

“Good. You said that I was fat. Tell me why I shouldn’t kick you in the balls for saying that.”

“Because I didn’t say that,” Daniel replied, hoping that his honesty would be his best defense.

He winced when he saw her thigh flex slightly.

“You’re lying,” she said, but there was at least some doubt in her tone of voice.

“Please, Kelly, I am not lying. I think that your body is beautiful. And sexy. I never said that you are fat because I don’t think that.”

Kelly considered what he was saying.

“Then why did I hear that? Are you saying that my friends are lying?” she demanded to know.

Daniel shook his head.

“I have no idea why people distort words like that. Maybe I said that you have a curvy figure, but anything I said was meant in the best way possible. I think you are really attractive. Please, I’m being honest.”

Kelly sat for a moment, observing Daniel kneeling naked before her. He seemed to be telling the truth. He still had an erection. She raised her foot and pressed it against his balls.

“What about Lara Striker? Aren’t you her servant or something? I imagine you jerk off thinking about her,” Kelly said accusatorially.

Daniel thought about how to reply. He thought his best option, as always, was to be as truthful as possible.

“Lara is, just like you are, very beautiful,” he explained.

It pleased Kelly to be compared favorably to Lara, who was widely recognized as the prettiest girl in school.

“And yes, I confess to having jerked off thinking about Lara,” Daniel admitted. “But I’ve jerked off thinking about you more often. I’m sorry if that feels like I’ve taken a liberty. I don’t know what it feels like to know that a boy has fantasized about you. But I have.”

Kelly pressed her foot against his balls.

“What did you fantasize about?” she asked.

Daniel took a deep breath.

“Everything. Kissing you. Licking your pussy. Making you come.”

Kelly sat still for a moment considering his words. Then, without saying a word, she withdrew her foot from between Daniel’s legs, then slid her skirt up and took off her panties. She spread her thighs. She peered at Daniel.

“Lick my pussy, Daniel,” she demanded.

* * *

Summer was drawing to an end. Lara had applied and had been accepted to the college she’d wanted to attend and would be moving out soon. She had enjoyed the evolution in her relationship with Scott Carson, ultimately taking him down and making him her slave. She credited the experience of having Daniel as her servant, which she realized had happened due to the efforts of her mother and Ms. Holden. It would be years before she really understood what had taken place that spring and summer, but the education she gotten would last forever. Never again would she have anything less than complete obedience in her relationships with men.

For the rest of the remaining few weeks, she had Scott as her plaything. She enjoyed the services of his tongue, and he became very skilled at worshipping her and serving her pleasure. She found that he was remarkable better at making her come once he’d taken a whipping, so she rarely went without doing so. She was impressed with Scott’s transformation, and his endurance as well. It would be some time before she found a man who could take a whipping like Scott did.

The Striker household had, of course, not seen the last of its servants. Nick, the exchange student would show up the following year, and James, the year after. After that the three daughters would all have moved out on their own, but not long after, another servant would appear.


Chapter 4

“The thing is,” Lara explained, “I’m grateful that mom showed us that a girl can take control of a boy and do anything she wants with him. It’s just a matter of finding the right boy. You need to look for what I now see as the tell-tale signs. It goes beyond just being well-mannered,” Lara advised. “He needs to demonstrate a willingness to listen. And I don’t mean, like, conversational listening. I mean the kind where you have your finger pointing in his face, and he knows he’s in trouble, so he shuts the fuck up and pays attention. That kind of listening.”

“I love a boy who knows how to shut up and listen,” Kayla commented.

“I just love obedient boys,” Lara stated. “They are so much more fun to play with when you can get them to do anything you want them to. I have a boyfriend now, I mean more than one, but one in particular who hasn’t been allowed to come for the entire semester. He’s so frustrated it’s amazing. He’d get hard if I snapped my fingers, but he’s locked up, so he can’t. I think of it as an experiment. I want to see what happens. His balls are huge, and they actually have this bluish tint. I think they’re more attractive like that, by the way. If for no other reason, I like keeping a boy from coming for extended periods of time because it makes their balls look better.

“They need all the help they can get,” she observed, laughing. “I’ve told a few of my boyfriends that they really should appreciate the fact that making their balls look a little nicer in my estimation is totally worth whatever frustration they feel in not being allowed to come for, you know, however long. I’ve been wondering how long I can keep a man in that state.”

“Right, now why don’t you go put your dick in a mousetrap,” Dahlia said, laughing.

This struck Lara as particularly funny.

“Wait, what? A mousetrap?” she asked.

“Yeah,” Dahlia replied. “Have you never done that to a boy? Set up a mousetrap on the floor and have him slowly lower his dick onto it?”

Lara laughed even harder.

“No, I can’t say that I have. Have you?”

“Actually, yes,” Dahlia admitted.

“Really?” Kayla asked.

“Yeah. It was with Devon. I really like these cruel little games I play with him. It never fails to make me laugh when I see the look on his face after I tell him what he has to do. He’ll get this really hilariously intense erection as he succumbs to whatever torture I plan for him. The mousetrap was one thing. He had to straddle it, then lower himself until the head of his cock set off the trap. It wasn’t really that big a deal, it’s really just the mental aspect of it. He was anticipating the snap so he was really scared. And in spite of how silly it was, as you both know a boy who is naked, hard, and scared is pretty much the hottest thing there is. The other things were like when I had him massage Icy-Hot onto his balls. I’ve done that to a few different boys. That’s always fun. Then I made him stroke his cock with baby oil and a few drops of hot sauce. That was really funny to watch. The thing is, he’s so expressive. I appreciate that, because I can really see how torturous it is for him to comply with the little games I make up for him.”

“It’s fun to torture boys,” Lara said with a shrug. “They have to learn to accept it because it’s just a fact. And you know they like it too because their dicks get hard. So, sorry, not sorry, but if I strip a boy naked and make him crawl across the floor for me to watch him get humiliated and he gets an erection, then, well, he deserved it, obviously.”

“I love a humiliation hard-on,” Dahlia replied with a sigh. There’s this process, I guess,” Dahlia said, “where you have to take a boy apart. Find out what he really thinks is embarrassing, find that point, or button, and press it fucking hard. Push him until he gets to the point of absolute and total humiliation, until he thinks he can’t take it anymore. Until he cries. Then laugh in his face and do it harder. Seriously, taking a boy to the point where he is on his knees, begging you to stop and then laughing at his abject humiliation and total degradation is pretty much mandatory.”

Kayla and Lara nodded their approval.

“Not just for the entertainment value of it, but for his benefit as well,” Dahlia clarified. “Boys need to be humiliated into submission, to the point that they are truly begging to lick the heel of your boots, and not just in a figurative sense. They need this because that’s their starting point. Once they’ve been taken to this place in their mind, where they feel completely, oh I don’t know, devastated, maybe? And they’ve been entirely dominated, then you can begin reshaping them into something of use. They can be trained, and they can be taught how to be of service to us.”

“Service to us,” Kayla repeated. “That’s the operative point there, I think. Boys serving girls. Absolutely. It’s so much better that way, so what’s a little humiliation, or even a whole lot of humiliation,” she said, laughing, “when the result is so worth it. I mean, boo-hoo, you got your pants pulled down and you were so embarrassed,” she said, laughing harder. “Oh no, everyone saw your penis and they laughed about how small you are, and now you get red in the face whenever a girl points at you and whispers in her friend’s ear and then they both laugh at you. C’mon, it just serves to put you in your place. Grow up.”

Dahlia laughed.

“I know, it makes me cry laughing thinking about how embarrassed boys get when they get called out like that,” Dahlia replied. “Seriously, the only problem is when a boy has an oversized ego in the first place. We’re just course-correcting.”

“Yes, that,” Lara seconded. “I’ve had to ‘course-correct’ more than a few boys.”

“I had this kid in one of my classes,” Dahlia mentioned, “it was a course in psychology, and this asshole, he was one of those guys who will begin a statement with ‘well, actually,’ and holy crap did he need an attitude adjustment. I was out at this bar one night and I ran into him and he was about to get into it with me on some random stupid thing, and I said, Well, actually, why don’t you show me your tiny penis. I’m sure that will shut you the fuck up. The hilarious thing is that, yeah, I could totally tell that he had a small dick. Everything about him just screamed, I have a small dick. But the thing of it was that really, I was just guessing. He actually knew that he did, and now I was challenging him to prove it. He wanted to be all dominant and over-confidant, but all the while he knew that if he got called out on it, he’d have to show that he was tiny. And now here I was, doing exactly that. I could see it on his face while he processed what I’d said, and he knew that if he showed it to me then I’d be proven right. It’s so funny thinking about it now because he had this look on his face like he was going to be sick to his stomach. His arrogance would have him whip it out to prove me wrong, but he couldn’t. So instead, he just looks at me and says, Here? I can’t do it here. I mean, we were sitting at a booth in this bar, and it was pretty busy that night. So, I told him that he had to admit that on top of having a small dick, he was a pussy too. That was effective. Boys just can’t turn down a challenge to their manliness,” she said with a laugh. “So then he unzipped his pants and pulled his dick out.”

“Let me guess,” Kayla said.

“You don’t have to,” Dahlia replied. “He was so fucking tiny, that even if I hadn’t been prepared to laugh at him, I would have laughed anyway. This was seriously like a jerk-off-with-his-thumb-and-forefinger type of dick. And he has to sit there while I laugh my ass off, totally humiliating him, and all because his ego was so over-inflated. The best thing about it is that it entirely changed his attitude. I mean, he got put in his place so hard. I told everyone, of course, so he was never allowed to step out of line again without someone reminding him. I’d see girls in class just give him this look, and some of them would go so far as to extend their pinky finger and give it a stroke. He’d get so red in the face. It was hilarious.”

“So, what happened to this guy? Did he just take it, or did he drop out of the class?” Kayla asked.

“Oh, right, That’s the best part. Not only did he stay in the class and put up with the humiliation, but he actually came up to me at the end of the semester and thanked me. He said that he’d never had a girl put him in his place like that, and that he really respected me for it.”

“That’s completely awesome,” Kayla replied.

“And that’s the point,” Dahlia summed up. “Boys who get properly humiliated are always better for the experience. It teaches them a lesson.”

“Definitely. Scott Carson still contacts me every once in a while,” Lara mentioned.

“Really? What’s that about?” Kayla asked.

“I think he just gets drunk and then he thinks back to that time, so he reaches out to me. He’ll go on these long monologues about how he regrets not recognizing female superiority earlier and shit like that. He’ll tell me how much he appreciates the fact that I showed him what an arrogant prick he was, and then he’ll basically beg me to let him kiss my ass. He’ll get really fixated on that and want to talk about worshipping my ass with his tongue. It’s funny, you know, but it gets annoying. I’ll tell him to take his balls in one hand and spank them with the other. What’s hilarious is that he does it. So, then I make him tell me how much he deserves it for being such an arrogant prick.”

“I have that situation,” Dahlia mentioned. “I’m still in contact with Nick, you know, the exchange student. He’ll get really obsessed with his memories of living in our house and being my little plaything. It’s kind of sweet, really, how submissive he can be in telling me how much he misses getting his ass whipped by me. I know what you mean about it being annoying, though, because he gets obsessed with telling me how beautiful and perfect my tits are, and I’m like, yeah, Dick, I know.”

“Your tits are beautiful and perfect,” Kayla said in a deep voice. She was clearly making fun of Nick with her impersonation.

“OK,” Lara said, shifting gears. “Let’s officially settle the issue of cock size.”

“Yes!” Dahlia exclaimed. “However, first we need to define the context in which we are making this determination.”

“How do you mean context?” Kayla asked.

“I mean what am I doing with it?” Dahlia replied. “If it’s a guy I am involved with, like this guy is going to be my boytoy, then he has to be fucking enormous. Huge. Nothing less. I mean, if he’s just average, or even above average, then get the fuck out of here. Maybe I was just spoiled having Nick as my first experience with a cock that became my property, but if I’m going to own it, then it has to be really impressive.”

“Yeah, but . . .” Kayla began to say, then paused. “How do you even, you know, take it when it’s that big?”

“I don’t remember saying anything about taking it,” Dahlia retorted. “I just like the visual. Whether or not I have him fuck me is an entirely different question. And if I do, then at that point he’ll be really well-trained. If and when Devon is allowed to fuck me, he rarely uses more than half his length, and his girth is managed because I have a harness on his balls with a leash attached. I keep the leash held taut in my hand, so it’s almost effortless on my part to correct him. That way he doesn’t get out of control.”

“That’s smart,” Lara offered. “So what if the guy is not, as you say, in the context of being your boytoy?”

“Well if he’s just some guy that I’m playing with, dominating him for the purpose of entertaining myself, then it depends. As I explained, it is funny as hell when he’s tiny and I can humiliate him about it.

“I have to agree somewhat,” Lara said. “Though I can’t say that I want him to be enormous if he’ll be fucking me. I like his tongue better than anything else, but sometimes I will want him to fuck me, so larger than average is a good size.”

“As far as I’m concerned, James is the perfect size,” Kayla added. “Sorry, I know that’s boring, but it really isn’t any more complicated than that. He fits me perfectly, so he’s multi-purpose. I mean, I’m hearing what you’re saying, and I can’t disagree with any of it, but it just makes me happy to have James be like a one-stop shop for me. I have him do all of the above, and it just seems like a logistical headache to have different boys doing all of that for me.”

Dahlia and Lara laughed.

“Well, speaking of your one-stop shop,” Lara said, “I think maybe we should leave you to it. By the way, your new apartment is lovely.”

“Yes, lovely,” Dahlia agreed. “I bless this home and may you have, I don’t know, many years of whatever you want here.”

“Thank you both, my good, sweet sisters,” Kayla said in a dramatic fashion. “Please come by any time. But let me know beforehand so I can have James make it nice and clean.”

“Will do, kisses,” Dahlia said as she leaned in for an air kiss.

“I’ll give you a hug, no kisses because that’s weird,” Lara said.

When Dahlia and Lara finally called it a night and went off their separate ways, Kayla turned her attention to James.

“See, you survived,” she said sweetly.

“I appreciate it,” James said with a gracious smile.

“Don’t get complacent,” she warned. “You still need to serve me this evening.”

“And whatever might you wish for me to do, Kayla?” James asked.

Kayla smiled warmly.

“That,” she said. “That, and always and forever that. Simply always be in the state of mind that you are willing and prepared to do whatever it is that I want you to do for me, loverboy.”

“Of course, Kayla,” he replied. “Anything you desire.”

* * *

Kelly Fetch reclined on her bed, kissing Daniel Holden. It took no prompting on her part for Daniel to begin kissing her neck, moving slowly downward toward her full, round breasts. He took each of her massive tits in his hands and sucked her nipples, kissing and sucking one, then the other. Kelly extended one arm upward, luxuriously, while the other remained on the back of Daniel’s head, directing his lips and tongue. He continued downward, tracing the curves of her voluptuous body with his hands, while he ravenously kissed and licked her. Sliding down between her thighs, which she spread luxuriously to allow him access, he kissed all around her panties, pressing his tongue between her legs. He slid her panties down her thick, beautifully formed thighs, then pulled them off of her. She could sense his lust and desire in how he returned to lap up and devour her pussy.

“That’s right, Daniel,” Kelly purred. “Nice and slow. We’re not in any hurry, are we? No, we have all night. All night long, and then more in the morning. Because I do love the way you use your tongue.”

Daniel would, of course, never forget Lara Striker since his experience with her had completely altered his life. Much of what he had learned about women, about himself, and about the world was learned that summer while serving Lara. And ultimately, it was the sequence of events that led him to be at Kelly Fetch’s house that afternoon in late summer that became the most important moment in his young life. He would eventually end up married to Kelly, in a relationship that both of them would describe as perfect.

She had him as a perpetual servant to her desires, and she made sure that he never forgot her ability to bring him to his knees with a kick in the balls. It became a symbol of their relationship, a totem of an intimate understanding between them. She held an absolute authority over him, and she made sure that he would never forget it. He never did.

* * *

Scott Carson could never quite let go of his memories of Lara Striker. He thought of her reverently ever after their last summer together. If at any point Lara had given him the slightest indication, he would have dropped everything to be with her. But Lara had moved on, to have new experiences and meet new people.

It was a few years later that Scott found himself at the Striker residence again. The purpose of his visit was to assist Helen Striker, and attend to some repair of a shelving unit. But over the course of an afternoon, a very different assignment had been initiated.

Scott stood at attention in the middle of the living room, at Helen Striker’s direction. Once she had assessed his compliance with her demands, she had directed him to take off his clothes. Helen sat in an armchair and observed him, surveying the totality of his appearance. It was mid-afternoon, and the warm glow of the yellow light showed off his naked body to its advantage.

“I can see what attracted my daughter to you, Scott,” Helen said, examining his physical attributes. “You are a remarkable example of the male species. You have clearly spent time attending to your development. But you have come to understand that it is the male brain that causes it to be considered a lesser, or shall I say, sub-species of human? That it is your mental conditioning that is in question? Because although you are naturally inferior, you may be, through rigorous training, worthy of consideration by the female. You may assume a position of servitude, and in doing so, elevate yourself to the highest position you might expect to reach. The male who dedicates itself to service may be allowed to do so by proving its worth to the female. You understand all of this?”

“Yes, Ms. Striker,” Scott replied.

“Please, call me Ms. Farrow,” Helen corrected him. “Striker was a name I retained only for the benefit of the girls. I felt it gave them an advantage. It is, I suppose, like the sound a rattlesnake emits—it serves as a warning. Any man who learns their names will have been forewarned. But now I will retire it for myself. I no longer need to provide a warning to men. I am clearly a formidable threat just by the way I conduct myself.”

“Yes, Ms. Farrow,” Scott replied.

It was a few weeks later that Lara came to visit her mother and learned that she had taken Scott Carson, her ex-boyfriend, as a plaything and servant to her.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” she asked Scott later when her mother was out of earshot. “You’ve become my mom’s slave? Because that is the most hilarious thing I’ve heard all year.”

“I’m sorry, I hope you don’t mind,” Scott replied, which made Lara laugh.

“Oh my God, Scott, I could not care less. It serves you right, now that I think about it. You are in need of some serious punishment, and she is the right woman for that job. You better obey, or you’re going to get it. Actually, you’re going to get it either way, so just do as you’re told, dickhead,” Lara said, laughing.

Later that afternoon, Scott had failed to lower the toilet seat after he’d used the bathroom, so Helen had his pants down for a whipping with the belt. Lara watched, laughing at the humiliation of it. Before she left, she made sure to remind Scott of his obligation to serve, and the punishment he’d be sure to receive.

“You should thank her when she’s done,” Lara recommended. “It will go a lot easier for you if you do.”

It would be fair to say that Lara never truly left Scott’s thoughts. This was the reason, perhaps, that he now found himself standing naked before Lara’s mother, willing to do anything she told him to do. It was an act of desperation that he reasoned he could somehow be closer to Lara by serving her mother.

Helen was aware of Scott’s motivation but saw no reason not to take full advantage of it. She’d long been aware of Scott’s beautifully sculpted butt and had envisioned whipping it for quite some time. She was delighted when he came to visit her and it occurred to her that she’d have the opportunity. She’d been patient, allowing his desperation to mold his behavior toward her. Since being assigned little tasks seemed to motivate the male mind in submitting to the female, she had been having him perform chores around the house. Now, she felt that he was prepared to prove himself worthy of her by subjecting himself to her whip.

“I will admit that I’ve thought about whipping your naked body for some time now,” Helen explained. “I look forward to seeing your reaction. Your fear is apparent, which I appreciate. I enjoy seeing a man willing to face his fears. And though I am sure that you will eventually be even harder than you are now, your erection is satisfying to observe. It’s so obvious that a man recognizes his natural inferiority when he becomes erect while anticipating his punishment. This means that he recognizes the superiority of the female and her right to assign him to pay tribute to her through pain. Do you think that you are prepared to pay that tribute to me, Scott?”

“Yes, Ms. Farrow,” Scott replied. His cock twitched.

Helen smiled, though her appearance was more sinister than friendly.

“Very good. You are not prepared, of course,” she mused. “Nothing can prepare a man for what I can and will do to his naked body. But it’s nice that you have offered yourself to me. I will enjoy seeing you confront your limitations. The point where you realize that I am so far beyond anything you might have imagined. Believe me, your imagination is incapable of conceiving of anything as dominant as me. You will be shown no mercy, Scott. I expect that you will cry before I am done with you. This will be deeply satisfying to me to break you, Scott.”

With that, Helen stood and placed a long, thick rod against the beautifully formed cheeks of his ass. Scott took a deep breath. Without warning, Helen raised the implement and brought it swiftly down across his ass, causing a searing pain that almost made Scott’s knees buckle. His eyes widened with disbelief that this was the starting point for his whipping. For Helen’s part, she was just getting started. She was just warming up.

* * *

“I believe my daughter has introduced you to this particular item,” Helen mentioned to Scott. She had in her hands the three straps of leather, two of which Helen fastened around her upper thighs, the third around Scott’s neck.

Scott Carson was positioned on his knees, his face between Helen’s thighs. He was licking her pussy as well as he was able, using his tongue to lavish attention on her. Helen was not impressed. She was considering the whipping he would receive for his efforts. Afterward, she had Scott kneel before her.

“Your punishment is going to be painful, and it is going to be humiliating,” Helen explained. “You will spread your legs and keep them that way.”

Helen Striker was holding in her hand a short leather strap. She looked serious, an expression that terrified Scott.

“I am going to whip your penis, Scott. Your balls too. This will hurt. But you will show me gratitude, because this will be for your own benefit.”

“Yes, Ms. Farrow,” Scott replied. “Thank you,” he added, having learned his place.


Epilogue

“I own you. You’re mine,” Kayla said.

“Yes, Kayla,” James replied.

Lying in bed together, James brought his arm around Kayla and held her close. She lay her head on his chest and listened to the sound of him breathing. She brought her hand up and splayed her fingers out across his muscular chest. The night air was cool and their new neighborhood was calm and quiet. Kayla sighed, contentedly.

“Tell me the story,” she said, speaking softly. She drew a single wisp of hair away from her face. “If you don’t mind telling it,” she added.

“No, I don’t mind,” James replied, shifting his position slightly.

He knew which story she wanted to hear. It was their story. The story of what brought them together.

“I mean, if you don’t mind hearing it,” he added. “It’s, um, kind of a crazy story.”

“Well, if you lived it, then the least I can do is hear it,” she replied.

James smiled.

“You know I love it when you tell me the story,” Kayla whispered.

“Any time you want, Kayla,” James replied.
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