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Chapter 1

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

She had opened a bottle of red wine, which she referred to as “top-shelf screw-top,” and poured half the bottle into two wine glasses. She lifted her glass of wine to her lips. She paused.

“Well, if you lived it, then the least I can do is hear it,” she replied, then took a sip of her wine.

“OK. Fair enough,” James said, thinking about how to begin. He stretched, feeling the soreness in his muscles. He closed his eyes and thought for a moment. The events of that year were remarkable. The things that had taken place were things he had never even imagined happening. Even more surprising was that it turned out the way that it did. After a moment’s thought, he opened his eyes and began to tell the story.

* * *

“My father was driving my mother and I home one night. We had gone out to dinner, and the weather had gotten bad while we were at the restaurant. The rain was turning into sleet and freezing on the ground, making the roads icy and dangerous. My mother was wondering aloud if we should actually get off the road when my dad lost control of the car. We skidded out of our lane and drove straight into a truck coming the other way. I don’t actually have a memory of this, so I am relying on what the police told me later. I survived the crash, but my mother and father did not. I was in the hospital for two weeks, and I wore a cast on my right leg and my left forearm for the next couple of months. I recuperated at home, and I grieved, and I wondered what would happen to me. I was living in the house alone. Then a lawyer who worked for my father came to talk to me, and he explained that my father, unbeknownst to me, was deeply in debt when he died, and so I was going to be inheriting nothing, and the house was going to be repossessed by the bank. The car was totaled, and I didn’t have any money, so not only was I an orphan, now I would be homeless and destitute.

We didn’t have any close relatives, since my parents were both only children, and my grandparents were no longer living. I was just finishing high school, and I had no way to support myself. I was so confused by everything that had happened in such a short period of time, that I never really understood how Helen Striker came to be involved in my situation. The casts had just been removed from my arm and my leg when I packed up the few things I wanted from the house to move across town. I had been informed that I would be living with the Striker family, who lived a few miles from the house where I had grown up.

Helen Striker was a divorced mother of three girls. They were Lara, the oldest, Dahlia, and Kayla, the youngest. They had attended a different high school than I had, so I had never met them before. Lara was attending a college that was a ninety-minute drive from the house, Dahlia was attending a local community college, and was still living at home, and Kayla had just finished high school, and she was just a few months younger than me.

When I arrived at the house, the three daughters weren’t there, since Lara was living away from home and Dahlia and Kayla were out shopping, or something like that. Their mother, Helen, opened the door and regarded me with what I would come to realize was her default facial expression, which was that of icy disdain.

“Hello, James,” she greeted me with a tone of indifference. “Please come in.”

Helen was a formidable woman. She wasn’t big in size as much as she was stern, even severe in appearance. She wore her hair in a style that hadn’t been fashionable for several decades, and she dressed in a manner that appeared prim, or even prudish. She had been divorced for as long as her youngest, Kayla, had been alive. There was some doubt if the ex-husband was even the father of Kayla. He had surrendered custody, which suited Helen, as she had nothing good, or kind, to say about him. She seemed embittered by the marriage and had a grudge against men in general.

I had a feeling of being ill-at-ease when I met her. We were standing in the foyer, just inside the front door, and she was eyeing me suspiciously, as I stood awkwardly holding my suitcases. I also had three boxes of stuff and a duffle bag I had left outside on the porch, which I intended to bring in once I learned where I would be staying.

When I entered the house, it felt so foreign to me. It felt like other peoples’ houses, you know? Like, the way that someone else’s house doesn’t feel like yours. You feel like a stranger there. It’s OK to visit, but you don’t live there. It’s not your house. Well anyway, that’s how I felt there. Like I didn’t belong.

I noticed a family portrait on the stairway leading upstairs, and I was struck by the image of Helen and her three daughters. It made me realize that at some point in her life, Helen had probably been a beautiful woman. Her daughters looked like versions of her, but they hadn’t become embittered and resentful the way that Helen had. The tallest and most mature was the eldest daughter Lara, and she was beautiful in a classical sense, with long blond hair, blue eyes, and a really spectacular smile. The second oldest was Dahlia, and she was similar to her older sister, but she was a bit more generously proportioned. She had a rounder face, and a fuller figure. The youngest was Kayla, and she was a bit of an outlier. She was petite, her hair was a golden brown, and she had a darker skin color than her sisters. She had green eyes, with a mischievous look to them that was incredibly alluring. I was immediately drawn to the image of her, for what reason I couldn’t quite put my finger on.

“Well, then,” Helen said with a cluck of her tongue. “Let’s show you to your room.”

She led me down the stairs off the foyer to the basement. The basement was only partially finished, and half of it was an open area that was carpeted, which opened up at the bottom of the stairs and had a sliding glass door that led outside at the opposite end of the room. Helen explained that this was to be my room. Only it wasn’t really a bedroom. She claimed that all of the bedrooms in the house were occupied, and that she had gone to great trouble in rearranging things to accommodate me.

There was nothing to separate the space from the rest of the house, so I wouldn’t have a door to close for privacy. There was a fold-out bed against the wall, to the right at the bottom of the stairs, and opposite the glass doors. The room had two additional areas that were connected to it by way of doorways, which also did not have doors, they were simply open to the rest of the house. They were both unfinished, with cement floors, concrete walls, and exposed rafters on the ceiling. The first room was functionally a laundry room, with a washer and a dryer, and it was to the left at the bottom of the stairs. It also had a toilet, a sink, and a shower. The shower itself was just a tiled area with a shower head, exposed plumbing on the wall, and a drain in the floor. The tiled part of the floor was designed to allow water to flow into the drain.

Helen indicated that I was to use these facilities, and under no circumstances was I to use any of the upstairs bathrooms. I nodded, showing that I understood, but I couldn’t help but be a bit confused about the fact that there wasn’t a door to this room. There wasn’t even a shower curtain. It seemed like anyone in the house would be able to walk by, or even just walk into this room while I was using it.

The second room was similarly unfinished. It had a cement floor, concrete walls, and exposed rafters on the ceiling. There was a single window placed high on the wall on one end, similar to the two windows in the laundry area/bathroom. It appeared to be mostly used for storage, but there were just a couple of shelving units with boxes haphazardly placed on the shelves. The pale shaft of light from the window high on the wall illuminated small specks of dust silently floating through the air. Otherwise, it was just an open space, forlorn and depressing, and slightly ominous.

Helen waved her hand in a gesture meant to indicate all three areas of the basement.

“You may have use of these rooms,” she explained, clearly implying I should be very thankful to her for her magnanimity.

I couldn’t imagine what I would use the storage room for, and the laundry room, with its lack of privacy, seemed strangely inhospitable.

“You may, of course, have use of the kitchen when it is mealtime, and the living room when it is not being used by the girls. Otherwise,” and her eyes narrowed into slits as she turned toward me, “all other rooms in the house are strictly off-limits.”

She glared at me, making her point quite clear. I was to never enter her room, or any of her daughter’s rooms, and practically, I was only conditionally allowed upstairs. I would come to learn that these prohibitions were for me alone, as she and her daughters had full run of the house, which included the entire downstairs area.

I settled in, unpacking the two suitcases and the boxes I’d brought to the house, using the shelves and the dresser that had been provided for me to use. I pulled out the bed, which wasn’t the most comfortable I had ever experienced, but it was better than nothing. I sat on the bed for a few minutes, wondering what to do next. I might have taken a shower, just to do something, but I was really uncertain about how that was going to work. The lack of a door, and the lack of privacy was intimidating, and frankly kind of embarrassing. I tried not to think of it and turned my attention to the sliding glass doors at the opposite end of the room. They looked out into the backyard, which was a large rectangle of grass with a modestly sized swimming pool in the middle, and it was lined with poplar trees. There was something oddly uninviting about it. The pool seemed nice, the lawn was a lush green, and the trees were tall and healthy, but it felt as though I wasn’t allowed to enjoy any of its amenities.

I sat for some minutes, just watching the trees gently swaying in the breeze, when I heard a commotion. The front door of the house flew open, and there was the sound of girls talking and laughing, which I had to assume was Dahlia and Kayla having returned from wherever they’d spent the afternoon. They made their way upstairs, which muffled their sounds somewhat, but I could hear them suddenly become quiet. I wondered what I should do, if I should go upstairs to meet them, or what manners would dictate, but I hadn’t gotten very far with this line of thinking before I heard footsteps descending the stairs. I stood up, unsure of what to do with myself. Moments later, the two girls appeared at the bottom of the stairs.

I was struck by how beautiful Kayla was in person. Her slim, petite body was full of energy, as evidenced by the way her long brown hair tossed about when she moved. Her eyes were an alluring and mysterious green color, and her extraordinarily smooth skin had a glow from having spent a lot of time in the sun. Dahlia was full-figured, and she had a feminine, voluptuous appearance. Her soft, round face was pretty, but her eyes had a piercing, somewhat cruel appearance.

“Hi, you must be James,” Kayla called out.

It was obvious that she was the more forward of the two.

“Yes, and you must be Kayla,” I replied.

We shook hands, which felt strange.

“I’m Dahlia,” the older sister announced, stepping forward.

We also shook hands, followed by an awkward pause. Kayla was looking around the room, in kind of a nosy way, but I reasoned that she lived here, and I had just shown up less than an hour ago.

“So this is going to be your room,” she said, sounding like neither a question, nor a statement.

“Yeah,” I replied, and I probably sounded as unenthusiastic as I felt about it.

Kayla laughed, for some reason.

“Well I’m sure you’ll get used to it,” she offered. “We used to have a ping-pong table set up down here,” she added, sounding like she might prefer that there was still a ping-pong table instead of some strange new guy living here.

Then she turned to look at me, and had a devious look in her eye, and I couldn’t help but notice that she was looking me up and down. Her attitude shifted, and she adopted a more sober attitude.

“We are sorry to hear about … everything that has happened,” she stated, clearly unsure of how to appropriately address and express condolences for all that had been going on in my life.

“Thank you,” I said, trying to sound gracious, but not wanting to dwell on it.

Kayla obviously did not want to dwell on it either, as she quickly shifted back to her more energetic presentation.

“So my mom showed you around, right? So you’ve seen where your bathroom is, and all of that?”

There was something really humiliating about the way that she said, “your bathroom,” like it was understood that I was a second-class citizen here. Not to mention the exact arrangement of that facility.

“Yeah, yeah, she did,” I replied, nodding.

“And have you seen the pool?” Dahlia spoke up, sounding like she just wanted something to say.

“Um, not officially,” I said, turning to look out the glass doors. “But I guess that is it right there,” I added, which sounded incredibly dull, and I felt stupid for having said it.

“Well thank God we have a pool boy now,” Kayla blurted out.

The two girls laughed, and I laughed as well, out of a sense of social obligation, but it occurred to me that she was referring to me when she said, “pool boy.” Which she then confirmed.

“I guess you’ll be the gardener as well,” Kayla said, smiling at me in a condescending way.

I looked confused, unsure of what she was meaning.

“Mostly mowing the lawn,” she clarified. “I’m pretty sure that my mom will having you do a lot of stuff like that.”

“Oh, right,” I said, nodding, though nothing had been said to me so far regarding what tasks would be assigned to me.

But I was beginning to get a sense that Kayla had assumed that my role in the house was to be something like a servant to the other members of the household, and she seemed to be taking some pleasure in introducing this fact to me.

“I’m pretty sure that my mom has told you that our rooms upstairs are off-limits to you?” she asked, her brow furrowing in a look of concern.

“Yes, she made that clear,” I replied, a feeling of dread beginning to creep into my mind.

“Right. Going into our rooms is a no-no,” she said in a manner that was so unmistakably condescending, as though she was speaking to a child, and I got the sense that she was really enjoying herself.

It also occurred to me that the two girls had simply walked downstairs into what would be my room, so the prohibition apparently only applied to me.

Kayla sat down on the edge of the fold-out bed that I was to use and bounced a few times.

“Well, I guess you’ll be comfortable enough sleeping here,” she claimed, though it seemed like she was comparing it to sleeping on a pile of hay, or something.

“Yeah, no, it’s fine, I think,” I offered, trying to sound hopeful.

Dahlia joined her, curious to know what amenities had been provided me, and she was much less tactful in her appraisal.

“Oh my God this is stiff,” she said with a surly look on her face.

Kayla laughed at her sister’s honesty, then looked at me.

“What do you wear when you sleep?” she asked, without any suggestion that she thought that was a personal question.

“Um, I, you know, I wear a T-shirt and underwear, I guess.”

“You guess?” she asked. “Well, you will want to be sure, since I am likely to be walking through here in the morning to go out to the pool, and if you are in the habit of throwing the covers off at night, then that could be embarrassing for you.”

She stated this in a very matter-of-fact way, indicating that she would definitely be looking to see if the scenario she had described would occur. I got the sense that the two girls would undoubtedly take any opportunity to exploit the situation, should I be in a compromised position. It made me nervous about the way that the bathroom area was so open and lacking any privacy.

“Oh, OK, sure,” I mumbled, shifting back and forth on my feet. “I’ll make sure to, uh, cover up.”

If I had only known at that point to what degree “covering up” would become entirely irrelevant, I might have answered differently. As it was, I was growing increasingly uncomfortable with what was feeling like an interrogation.

Suddenly, Kayla jumped up off the bed.

“Alright, well, nice to meet you, James,” she said in an overly friendly way, then crossed the room and bounded up the stairs.

Dahlia stood up and made a gesture like she was dusting herself off, as though she had just been sitting on something dirty. She followed Kayla, but before she started up the stairs, Dahlia looked over her shoulder at me. I looked back at her, curious about this hesitation, expecting her to say something. Instead, she just looked at me. Her eyes travelled downward, then back up again. There was something sinister in the way that she regarded me. Then she turned and disappeared up the stairs.

As Kayla had forewarned, I was soon assigned a long list of chores to do around the house. I was to mow the lawn no less than once a week, trim the hedges and the bushes around the house, clean the pool and the pool filters, clean the kitchen and the downstairs bathroom, vacuum the living room carpet and the stairs down to my room, and then make sure that the entirety of the basement level was clean.

Helen made sure to explain to me the way that I was to perform each task, as she was very particular about how everything was done. I asked if a mop was available to clean the kitchen floor, and Helen reacted as if I had asked if I could set the kitchen on fire.

“You won’t get it clean that way,” she said, dismissively.

She handed me a sponge.

“You will clean the floor on your hands and knees, James. That is the only way to make sure that you are getting the desired result. When I say that it should be clean enough eat off of, you should keep in mind the possibility that I will have you demonstrate that it is.”

I was struck by the implications of what she was saying. She certainly didn’t look like she was kidding. She didn’t really look like she was ever kidding, as she had a peculiar humorlessness about her. I had plenty of time to ponder this as I scrubbed the kitchen floor, on my hands and knees as Helen had proscribed.

Kayla and Dahlia had an annoying habit of coincidentally needing something from the kitchen whenever I was cleaning it.

“I think you missed a spot over there,” Kayla said, pointing toward some random point on the floor with a spoon in her hand, a cup of yogurt in the other hand.

“Oops,” Dahlia said, as a blueberry fell out of her hand and rolled across the floor. “You’ll be sure to get that, won’t you?”

They would walk on the clean part of the floor, requiring me to clean it again, or they would just hang out, doing nothing, and I would realize that they were watching me. If I looked over my shoulder, I would catch them looking at me, but they weren’t shy about it. Rather, they would just smile, doing nothing to hide their enjoyment of the fact that I was on my hands and knees, cleaning up after them.

Helen made a habit of inspecting everything I did around the house, and I soon came to learn that her standards were significantly higher than anything I was accustomed to. Certainly my own mother and father weren’t so demanding when it came to cleanliness. The house I’d grown up in was never what I would call dirty, but Helen’s expectations were extreme by contrast. And she made certain that I was made to understand where she thought I had fallen short.

“James, come here,” she said to me one afternoon, only a few days after I had moved in.

“Yes, Helen?” I replied, appearing at the door to the first-floor bathroom, my hands still soapy from scrubbing the kitchen floor.

“Look at this, please,” she said, pointing at the toilet.

She had a way of saying “please” like she didn’t mean it. Like she wasn’t asking, she was telling, and she fully expected compliance. I looked at the toilet.

“No, not from over there,” she said impatiently. “Over here.”

I walked past her to look directly down at the toilet.

“No, not from up here. Down there,” she explained, pointing.

I looked at her, then turned back to the toilet, then got down on my hands and knees to inspect it as closely as she seemed to be indicating.

“Closer. Really look at it,” she demanded.

The lid was open, so I lowered my head until it was practically in the bowl of the toilet and looked all around, underneath the rim. What I noticed is that it looked remarkably clean.

“Keep looking,” she said curtly. “My daughters, as you know, occasionally make use of this toilet. Do you think it is clean enough for them? Because if you do, then you should be disabused of that notion, and a correction in your attitude about your place in the household is in order.”

I didn’t know how to react to this situation, so I just continued looking around, with my head in the toilet bowl. My “place in the household” as Helen had put it, was becoming much clearer to me.

“Stand up,” she demanded.

I was only too happy to do so, but when I turned to face her, there was something terrifying about her that made me want to back away.

“I will go easy on you this time, James, and I will allow you to correct your mistake. The next time, there will be a punishment.”

With that, Helen turned and walked briskly out of the bathroom, leaving me with a sinking feeling. Punishment? For what? The bathroom looked clean to me. Nonetheless, I went about scrubbing every inch of the bathroom again, hoping that I never found out what the word “punishment” meant to Helen Striker.

The Striker residence was at the end of the street, in a cul-de-sac, so it was relatively private. The other house at the end of the street was the Holden residence. The back yard was separated from the neighbors by a tall, wooden fence, along with the row of poplar trees that line the property. The neighbors on one side of us were an older couple who seemed to always be off somewhere in their RV, spending their retirement travelling around the country, and on the other side there was a wooded area that created a barrier between the suburban neighborhood and the rest of the city.

One of the tasks I enjoyed the most was mowing the lawn, even though it was a fairly large property. I could be outside, and I could be alone. I wore work boots and a pair of cutoff shorts, and I could take my shirt off to get some sun. Deborah Holden, who lived across the street, would occasionally appear, tending to her rose bushes in the front yard, and wave hello to me as I pushed the lawnmower around the front yard. She was also a bit nosy. She would pop over from time to time, and she was generally interested in whatever was going on with me.

Ms. Holden was a middle-aged mother of two boys. The boys had grown up and moved out, and though she had been married at one point, her husband was “no longer in the picture,” as she would say. It was never clear if he had just left, or if he had died. Though she was very interested in everyone else’s business, but she was very hesitant to offer many details about herself.

There was something very friendly about the way that she interacted with me, unlike what I had become accustomed to at the Striker residence. She was also a rather attractive woman. She had a full figure, long black hair, and she had a smile on her face by default, in marked contrast to Helen, who rarely smiled.

A dynamic that quickly established itself was that while I was out in the yard, mowing the lawn, or trimming the bushes, or cleaning the pool, Kayla and Dahlia would often be lying poolside, sunning themselves. It was like a form of torture, because I could only imagine how much trouble I would be in if I got caught looking at them. I could see in my peripheral vision Kayla’s slim, petite body, in whatever color of tiny string bikini she was wearing that day, lying on one of the poolside chaises lounges. And opposite Kayla was Dahlia, her generous curves barely contained in whatever bikini she was wearing. I would do my best to focus on whatever task was at hand, pretending that the two girls weren’t there. However, they had a different agenda. They seemed to want to be as distracting as possible, calling out to me with whatever crossed their minds in the moment. They might ask inane, irrelevant questions, or direct my attention to some detail of my work they felt that I might have missed, or even worse, call me over to stand directly in front of them for whatever reason. They would make up questions to ask me, or tasks to assign me, and they expressed their preference that I be directly in front of them to answer to them.

The feeling that I was a guest of the house was never lost on me. But the truth of it was that I wasn’t even a guest. It felt more like I was a servant. The girls certainly didn’t see any problem with ordering me to go fetch something for them, and though I often thought to myself, why don’t you go and get it yourself, it just seemed like it would be rude to say so. And I really didn’t have a choice, as I was entirely on their good graces. I had no where else to go, and no way to support myself, so it became a job for me to make sure that everyone in the house was happy with me. In spite of my attempts, however, it seemed that it was impossible to make any of them happy with me for any length of time. It seemed that they were always finding fault with everything that I did.

Kayla called me over one hot, sunny afternoon, while I was tending to the pool.

“Hey James,” she called out. “Come settle a disagreement I’m having with Dee.”

I stopped scooping debris from the surface of the water and put the pool net aside. I walked over and stood before her, trying to look at anything but her body.

“You’re a guy, so what do you think looks better, a string bikini like I have on, or a strapless bikini like Dee is wearing?”

I had a feeling of dread that made my stomach churn.

“Um, I don’t know if, um, I –“

“Well, you have to look,” Kayla implored.

I hesitated, then I began looking at them, turning my attention from one to the other, hoping that Helen wasn’t watching. Kayla was wearing a white string bikini that was really small, and fit her tan, slender body remarkably well. Her seemingly permanently erect nipples could be clearly seen in outline, and the bottom piece of the bikini was so form-fitting that I could see that she was completely shaved. Then I glanced over at Dahlia, who was wearing a dark blue, strapless bikini top with a matching bottom piece that was like a thong. Her large breasts were barely contained, and she was lying on her belly, so her extraordinarily round butt cheeks were completely exposed.

“I guess that they both seem, um, very good,” I assessed, awkwardly.

“What the fuck,” Dahlia blurted out.

“Yeah, that is a terrible critique,” Kayla said. “Do better.”

I made a second attempt, this time allowing myself the indulgence of really looking at the two bikinis. Which meant really looking at the two girls, and closely examining their physical appearance. I tried to keep myself from twitching due to nervousness as my eyes traced the curves of their bodies, and the way that their swimsuits did more to reveal than cover them.

“Maybe a combination of both?” I suggested. “Like, a string bikini top, with a thong-style bottom?”

Dahlia laughed.

“That would be terrible,” Kayla said dismissively. “You’re an idiot, James. Go away.”

I was actually relieved to be done with the task of comparing their bikinis, and as I turned away, I heard Dahlia wonder aloud if I was gay.

Following any task involving working outside, I would want to take a shower, since I would be dusty, sweaty, and hot. I was initially very hesitant to make use of the shower due to its lack of privacy, but ultimately, I realized that I had no choice. I undressed, turned on the shower, and as always, I was very aware of the fact that I was in plain sight of anyone walking past the doorway at the foot of the stairs.

I had simply resigned myself to the situation, since I didn’t see that I had any other option. There were a number of occasions where I would be taking a shower and I would feel someone watching me. I hadn’t caught sight of anyone standing there yet, so I began to feel as though it was just my imagination. Maybe it was just the fact that I was entirely exposed. So I had become accustomed to it.

And then I became too comfortable.

After being called upon to critique Kayla and Dahlia’s bikinis, I felt a level of arousal that simply demanded to be attended to. I was taking a shower, and I had an irrepressible erection, and without thinking clearly, I began masturbating. I was turned away from the door, and I suddenly felt as though someone was watching me. I turned and was surprised to see Kayla standing in the doorway. She was looking directly at my erect cock, which my hand was still wrapped around, and though my hand was no longer sliding back and forth, it was obvious what I had been doing.

“Mom!” Kayla shouted up the stairs.

I panicked. I turned off the shower and grabbed a towel, which I quickly wrapped around me. I thought to try and stop Kayla, and try to explain, not that I had any idea how I would explain, but Kayla had already turned and run up the stairs. I heard her telling her mother that I had been masturbating in the shower, followed quickly by the sound of angry footfalls on the stairs. I was almost to the doorway when Helen appeared, her face contorted by rage, and she reached out and grabbed me by the ear. She led me that way, and I had no choice but to follow, bent over, as she pulled me into the empty storage room.

The room had been a curiosity to me since it didn’t seem to be used for much of anything. There was an old desk, some shelves, and what I guessed was an old-fashioned razor strop hanging on the wall. I had some feeling of dread when I first looked around inside this room, so I tended to avoid it. Now I was being taken there, ear first, and my initial feeling of dread about the room returned.

“Lean across the desk!” Helen shouted as she practically threw me into that position. She grabbed the long, heavy, leather strap from the wall. “Your inability to control yourself has left me with no options. I can’t have a boy who thinks he can masturbate in my house with my daughters living here.”

At this point I became aware that Kayla had followed her mother, and was now standing just inside the room, watching. Dahlia was standing just behind her, watching over her shoulder.

“You have no one to blame but yourself,” Helen barked at me. “So you should realize that this punishment is for your benefit.”

With that, she reached out and grabbed my towel and whisked it away. She dropped it on the floor and positioned herself beside me. She began whipping me with the strap, which landed hard across my ass and left a stinging welt. My mind reeled with the realization that Kayla and Dahlia were watching me getting whipped while I was completely naked. As Helen unleashed a flurry of painful strokes of the strap across my ass, I looked up and saw that Kayla was smiling as she watched. I immediately looked down at the desk, as the humiliation was too much to bear. The pain was intense, but the look of smug satisfaction on Kayla’s face was somehow even worse. Helen continued to apply the strap, without pausing between strokes, for what felt like a full minute.

“If you’re smart, then you’ll correct your behavior,” Helen declared when she had finished whipping me. “Otherwise, I’ll have to punish you again, and I won’t go easy like I did this time.”

I didn’t want to imagine what she meant by “I won’t go easy,” since my ass was on fire at that point.

“Now since Kayla had to witness your disgusting display, I want you to apologize to her,” Helen said.

Her tone of voice made me think that the only course of action would be to just do what she said, so I looked up at Kayla, who was still standing just inside the door, with her arms crossed and the same smugly satisfied smile on her face.

“I’m sorry, Kayla. It, um, won’t happen again.” I offered, staring at her feet.

“Hm.” Kayla murmured, a terse little sound that sounded judgmental.

“Contact with the air is what makes it sting, so keep it uncovered for a few hours,” Helen said dismissively as she placed the leather strap back on the hook on the wall and left the room.

I realized that “it” was my butt, and my face felt hot from the humiliation of the whole thing. Kayla and Dahlia remained standing there for a moment longer, then they both turned and left. I slowly stood up straight and hobbled out of the room, over to my bed. I had to lie on the bed face down, and I buried my face into the pillow. After about fifteen minutes, I heard footsteps on the stairs. I turned my head to see Kayla walk in and sit down on the edge of the bed. She had changed into a T-shirt and cutoff shorts, but I could see that she still had her bikini on underneath.

“Well, I hope you learned your lesson,” she said softly.

“Fuck you,” I said into the pillow.

“Don’t you ever speak to me that way,” Kayla retorted. “I’ll have my mother come back down here.”

“No, OK, I’m sorry,” I pleaded.

“That’s right. I didn’t do anything wrong, so don’t be mad at me. I’m not the one who thinks it’s okay to jerk off in public.”

“Public? I wasn’t in public, I was in the shower. What were you doing watching me?” I protested.

“How dare you,” she snapped. “You think I was watching you? I just happened to be walking by.”

I knew that was a lie. She looked like she had been standing there watching me for some time before I noticed her.

“So what were you thinking?” she inquired. “Was it because we’d asked you to look at us wearing bikinis?”

I thought about her question and realized that it would probably be easier to just tell the truth.

“Yes.”

“Hm. So, which one of us were you thinking about while you were playing with yourself?”

I was stunned that she was so casual about interrogating me after all that had happened, especially when I was lying on my bed with my beet-red rear end exposed to her. But again, it seemed easier to just tell her the truth.

“You.”

“Hm. So just looking at me wearing a bikini made you so turned on that you had to jerk off thinking about it?”

I paused.

“Yes.”

“Hm.”

She sat quietly for a moment. I looked over my shoulder at her and saw that she was looking at my butt.

“She turned it red,” Kayla observed.

“Yeah,” I mumbled, turning my face back to the pillow.

“Well, I guess that you’ll just have to be better behaved going forward,” she said as she got up and walked over to my side of the bed. “Because if you don’t …”

Kayla slapped me hard across the butt with her bare hand.

“Ow!” I protested.

“Well, you’ll just need to learn to keep your hands off your penis,” she said as she turned and left the room.

That evening at dinner, I noticed that Helen, Dahlia, and Kayla all watched as I slowly lowered myself into the chair. I was beginning to see that this living arrangement was going to be more difficult than I had originally envisioned. When I went to bed that night, I had conflicting thoughts. I felt humiliated by being punished in front of everyone in the house while completely naked, but at the same time, I kept having these visions of the two girls, especially Kayla, standing there wearing their bikinis. It was even more humiliating to me that I was lying in bed with an impossibly hard erection, thinking about the way that Kayla was looking at me while Helen was whipping me with the strap. Even worse was the realization that I was afraid to touch my own cock out of fear that I might get caught, since that was what got me in trouble in the first place. So I tried to put the events out of my mind, without a lot of success.

* * *

“Wow, so it sounds like the girls kind of wanted you to get into trouble, James. I mean, the youngest actually went and told on you, and it seemed like she was kind of baiting you into doing what you did.”

“Yeah, I came to think that as well. I mean, later, when it became more obvious. Because it got a lot worse.”

“Gosh. A lot worse? How did it get worse?”

“You sure you want to hear it?”

“Yeah, if you want to tell me. Again, if you lived through it, the least I can do is listen.”

“Okay, well, the next thing that happened served to clarify some things for me.”

“OK,” she said as she turned her attention from James to the bottle of wine she was holding. “I don’t mean to interrupt, but do you want any more wine?”

“No, I’m good, thank you,” James replied.

She refilled her glass, then put the bottle aside.


Chapter 2

“Kayla and Dahlia certainly made no alteration to their habit of sunning themselves wearing tiny and revealing bikinis, and what had originally seemed harmless, now carried an underlying threat. They watched me closely, each with a little look that implied that the whipping I had gotten was always in the back of their minds.

Kayla and Dahlia seemed to get along fairly well, maybe because they were so different. They were never in competition with each other, so they had an easy camaraderie. I had initially thought that Dahlia was the friendlier, more easy-going one, and that she didn’t present as much of a danger to me as far as Helen was concerned. This would prove to be incorrect.

It was hot that day, so I was wearing a pair of shorts without a shirt as I washed the dishes. This was a task that was assigned to me even though there was a dishwasher in the house because Helen felt that the china and the glassware were too valuable to be trusted to a machine. So she explained to me how each item needed to be sparkling clean and spot-free, which meant that I would need to towel-dry everything individually and transfer it to the cupboard. I was in the middle of this process when Dahlia walked past me in the kitchen and tripped me. I was so surprised that she would do something so juvenile, and I had no reason to expect it, so it sent me to the floor, the two wine glasses I was holding flying out of my hands and smashing against the base of the cupboard a few feet away. I remained on the floor for a moment, feeling the shock of what had happened. I heard Dahlia laughing, and I heard Helen’s angry footsteps approaching quickly.

By the time I had gotten to my feet, Helen was standing in the kitchen. She grabbed me and spun me around, pushing me over onto the island in the middle of the kitchen. She reached into a drawer and pulled out a wooden spoon, then she grabbed the waistband of my shorts, taking my underwear in her grip at the same time, and yanked them down to my ankles. Then she began furiously beating my bare ass with the heavy wooden spoon. She was screaming at me throughout, delivering an almost incoherent tirade about how inattentive and lazy I was. Dahlia was standing on the other side of the kitchen counter, casually observing my punishment. You bitch, I thought to myself. You made this happen, and you did it intentionally.

When Helen finally finished beating me with the wooden spoon, she tossed it onto the counter. I made a move to retrieve my shorts from around my ankles, but she stopped me.

“Don’t move!” she yelled. “You stand here and think about how you are going to pay to replace the broken wine glasses, and how you are going to pay attention to what you are doing in the future.”

Helen stormed out of the room, and I remained standing with my hands on the kitchen counter, my shorts around my ankles. My butt was probably bright red, and it stung. Dahlia was still standing there, watching me, and she started laughing quietly.

“You bitch,” I said to Dahlia, speaking my thought from earlier now that Helen was out of earshot.

“Did I just hear you call my sister a bitch?!” Kayla asked angrily as she walked around the kitchen island to face me.

I hadn’t realized that she was in the room, and now the two girls were standing before me, staring at me.

“Ha-ha, he can call me a bitch if he wants, I don’t care,” Dahlia said, laughing. “He’s the one with his shorts around his ankles and a bright red ass.”

Kayla laughed, but she disagreed.

“I think he needs another round of punishment. He shouldn’t think that he can speak to you that way.”

“You’re probably right, Kayla, but I can’t be bothered now.”

Kayla turned to look at her sister and followed her line of sight.

“Are you looking at his penis?” Kayla inquired, laughing.

“Yeah. So?” Dahlia asked off-handedly. “I was looking at it when he was getting his ass beaten, and it was really funny. Every time he got smacked, his penis would swing back and forth from the impact.

“Do you think it’s big? Because I was kind of thinking that.”

“Hmm. I don’t know. I mean, it’s not like, super-big.”

“Yeah, I guess I see what you mean.”

They were silent for a moment.

“How long does he have to stand here?” Kayla asked.

“Mom didn’t say.”

“Well, someone has to clean up the broken glass.”

“Obviously, he’s going to do it, as soon as mom says he can.”

Kayla nodded, then turned to me and stuck her finger in my face.

“You call my sister a bitch again, and you’ll come to regret it. You understand me?”

I didn’t want to unnecessarily inflame the situation.

“Yes,” I said tersely, through clenched teeth.

Then the two sisters left, being careful to avoid stepping on the shards of glass, and left me to stand there in the kitchen, my face hot from the humiliation. I remained there for almost an hour before Helen reappeared.

“Pull your shorts up, clean up the broken glass, and finish with the rest of the dishes. And don’t break anything this time,” she warned me. Before she left the room, she paused, and added, “Wash the spoon and put it away.”

Helen left promptly, leaving me to the task she had assigned. It felt like one final indignity that I had to wash the spoon she had beaten me with and put it away. I thought about not washing it, but like I did in so many situations that occurred during that summer, I decided that the easiest path through it was to just do what I was told.

Though the sting of the beating remained forefront in my mind, the fact that Kayla and Dahlia had openly talked about looking at me naked featured prominently in my thoughts. I had a feeling I’d never experienced before, which was this overwhelming feeling of being embarrassed and aroused at the same time. And the fact that I was aroused made the embarrassment so much more humiliating. Though I wanted to steer clear of Helen and her daughters, time spent alone caused these thoughts to dominate my brain. The fact that I was attempting to refrain from masturbating only served to exacerbate the situation.

I was tasked with laundry, which was surprisingly difficult, since the two sisters and their mother were all very demanding in specifying the way in which everything was handled. I had to learn a great deal of information about wash cycles, detergents, softeners, something called a “color catcher,” and a lot of other things that were new to me. I had always simply put all of my clothes in the washing machine, followed by putting them in the dryer. Done. But it seemed there was a never-ending list of do’s and don’ts related to the laundry in the Striker household.

The first time I forgot to remove some items from the dryer ten minutes into the cycle, I ended up leaning against the washing machine, my pants around my ankles, while Helen whipped my ass with what I learned was a long, birch rod. It made me wonder how many implements she owned for the purpose of punishing me. And I started to wonder why she had any at all, since I never saw her raise a hand to any of her daughters. In fact, she never seemed to punish them in any way, regardless of what they did. She could be short with them, as she had a hair trigger, but it never went beyond that.

The birch rod had a sting to it that took my breath away. I mean literally, that I had trouble catching my breath while she whipped me, and it brought tears to my eyes as well. By the time she was finished, tears were streaming down my face, which had flushed red from embarrassment. She told me to remain in place and think about how I would correct myself in the future, so I was left standing with my hands on the washing machine when Kayla appeared and hopped up onto the dryer.

“You’re crying,” she observed. “I guess you won’t fuck-up the laundry next time.”

I didn’t have the energy to be angry with her, and I thought maybe that she might be lenient if I could get her to feel sorry for me.

“I tried,” I offered, sounding pathetic. “I really tried to do it right.”

Kayla observed me for a moment, then she laughed.

“My God, you really are hopeless, aren’t you? Boo-hoo, I get whipped with my pants down because I fuck up everything.”

She remained sitting on the dryer, and initially, my embarrassment caused me to stare straight ahead, hoping she might go away. But after a minute of silence, I turned to look at her out of curiosity. She was looking directly at me, and our eyes met. For some reason, I didn’t turn away, even though the situation was incredibly humiliating for me. After a moment, Kayla’s gaze lowered, and she made a point of looking directly at my dick. She stared at it for a length of time, until I felt really self-conscious about it, then she slowly brought her focus up to look me in the face. She was silent, and she had an unusual smile on her face. Then she hopped down off of the dryer, and as she was passing by me, she slowed down, then came to a stop. She placed her hand on my butt, and I could feel her fingertips as she traced the red stripes across the surface of my skin. She said nothing as she continued examining me for a few moments longer, then she left the room and went upstairs.

I had to wonder what that was all about. Was Kayla actually interested in me in that way? It was weird to think about, since living in the same house implied that we couldn’t think about each other that way, not to mention the fact that she was mostly interested in getting me in trouble with her mother and seemed to enjoy watching me get punished. Maybe she was just fascinated with seeing how the whipping had marked me. Or maybe she thought it might just be another way to humiliate me. I kept going over and over the possibilities, wondering just what to make of my relationship to Kayla.

Throughout that summer, the rhythms of the household were strange and unpredictable. There were days, sometimes weeks that would go by and everything seemed fine. Things would almost seem normal. I stuck to a routine of doing my assigned tasks, keeping my head down, as it were, and I had a manageable relationship with the other members of the household. Kayla and Dahlia could even seem friendly at times, talking to me without strongly implying that there was an ever-present threat of being punished. They could even be nice, doing something to help me, or at least not make it harder for me. Other times, they would go out of their way to make my life difficult, but there were stretches of time where they seemed to forget about tormenting me.

It was during these times that I began to see the two girls differently. Though Helen didn’t visit upon them the punishment she so readily delivered to me, they did have to put up with her icy demeanor. And in addition to all of her other charms, Helen was also a bit of a drunk. I did my best to avoid her when she was drinking, as she became surly and she was quick to start berating me for what she referred to as my failures. I was actually grateful that I had such a long list of chores to do around the house, as they kept me busy, and away from Helen. The girls tended to stay away from her as well when she was “having a cocktail,” as she would refer to it, and I came to see their behavior as a means of coping with a difficult mother. Also, there was the issue of boredom, wherein they took part in my punishment and humiliation to amuse themselves. On occasion, they didn’t mind taking advantage of Helen’s short temper when she was drinking to use it against me.

It was during one of the stretches of time where I almost forgot about the ever-present danger of my situation that the following happened. Kayla and Dahlia were sitting on the couch in the living room, just hanging out, and I was vacuuming the carpet. Suddenly, the vacuum cleaner stopped running, and I looked over to see that Kayla had unplugged it. She was still holding the electrical cord in her hand, and I gave her a look of what the fuck?

“You’re too loud,” she said in response the expression on my face.

“C’mon, I have to finish this,” I protested, and crossed the room to plug the cord back into the wall.

First, I needed to take it from her, but when I reached out, she yanked it away, like it was a game. I tried to grab it, but she kept moving it away from me. Finally, I tried to pre-empt her movement, to get my hand on it before she could move it away, but I missed, and ended up with my hand on her breast. It happened so quickly, that we were both as surprised as the other. I saw Kayla’s eyes flash anger as she had leapt up from the couch.

“I’m sorry, it was an accident!” I was starting to say, but Kayla was already out of the room, calling to her mom.

My blood ran cold. I was fully expecting Helen to appear, charging into the living room, but something far more sinister occurred. She came into the room, with Kayla in tow, and stopped, staring at me.

“I’m sorry –“ I tried to say.

“Shut up,” Helen barked at me.

She slowly approached where I was standing in the middle of the living room. The hair on the back of my neck was standing on end. Kayla returned to her seat on the couch, like she was getting ready to watch a show.

“It doesn’t appear that your punishments have been severe enough for you to learn your lesson, James,’ she began, in her icy tone of voice. “It appears that whatever I do, you still can’t resist putting your filthy paws all over my daughters.”

I protested that description of events in my mind but knew better than to voice such thoughts out loud. Helen stood beside me, silent for a moment, while I stared at the floor.

“Take off your clothes,” she said at last, and she sounded so terrifying that I didn’t even think to question her.

I began taking off my shirt and my shorts, my hands trembling as I pulled my underwear down.

“Maybe I have been too lenient, or maybe I’m punishing you in the wrong way. So I will have to try harder,” Helen mused aloud. “Perhaps your punishment hasn’t been humiliating enough for you to learn your lesson.”

I was now standing in the middle of the living room, completely naked. I could feel Kayla and Dahlia staring at me. My face blushed red from embarrassment.

“Place your hands behind your head and stand still,” Helen instructed as she picked up one end of the vacuum cleaner’s extension cord.

She arranged it in her hand, creating a long loop of cord, and then swung it, landing it across my butt. It stung like hell, but I managed to suppress the urge to yelp.

“Girls, feel free to examine his penis while I punish him. Because that is what gets boys in trouble. They think with their penis, they’re guided by it, they let it make all the decisions. It would be funny, if it wasn’t so pathetic, that something so small, so inconsequential, should be the cause of so many problems.”

Helen continued to whip me across my ass as she spoke, but then she changed position, and sent the extension cord across the front of my body, just below waist level. The first time she struck the front of the top of my thighs, but the second time the cord struck me across the dick. I almost went to my knees.

“Stand still!” Helen commanded. “If you’d learned to keep your hands to yourself then you wouldn’t be in this situation.

She began alternating between whipping me across the front and the back, and the randomness of where the cord landed kept me in a state of terror, never knowing how much it was going to hurt. The two girls seemed to be particularly enjoying this aspect of my punishment, and I could hear little giggles whenever the cord landed across my dick, making it slap against my thigh. I focused on remaining on my feet, since the sharp pain made my knees buckle.

When Helen finished with the whipping, she dropped the cord to the living room floor.

“Now, since you have offended Kayla with your inappropriate behavior, you will now offer her your sincere apology,” Helen demanded.

“I’m sorry, Kayla, it was an accident, I didn’t mean to offend you. I will be more careful in the future, and it won’t happen again,” I offered, trying my best to sound sincere.

Suddenly I felt a hard slap across my butt.

“Don’t even try to suggest that it was an accident,” Helen snarled. “Boys like you just wait for any opportunity to try and get your hands on a girl’s body, and you clearly need to learn to restrain yourself. Try again.”

“I apologize for failing to restrain myself, Kayla,” I offered. “I will do my best to be respectful to you and keep my hands to myself.”

“Do you accept his apology, Kayla?” Helen asked.

“I guess,” she replied. “But when he says that he’s going to keep his hands to himself, that makes me think that he’s going to try playing with himself again, like he did before.”

“You’re right, Kayla,” Helen praised, then spanked me hard across the butt with her hand again. “So keep your hands off my daughters and keep your hands off your penis. Do you think that you can manage that?” she asked.

“Yes, ma’am,” I replied.

“Good. Now remain in position,” she cautioned me. “Maybe the humiliation will help correct your behavior. Perhaps you will stop thinking with your penis and show a little more respect. In fact,” she said, pausing to think for a moment, “maybe we should call you Penis, until you learn to control your urges. What do you think, girls?”

Kayla and Dahlia started laughing.

“I think that’s perfect, mom,” Kayla replied. “I mean, if Penis can’t restrain himself from trying to grab my tits, then he deserves a really humiliating nickname.”

“Little Penis!” Dahlia exclaimed. “It’s super humiliating, and he totally deserves it.”

“Well then, feel free to do anything you want to him,” Helen concluded. “Maybe you’ll have better success than I have had in correcting him.”

With that, Helen left the room, leaving Kayla and Dahlia to their own devices. After a few moments, both girls jumped up and came forward, standing directly in front of me. I remained at attention, as directed, and tried to keep my focus on the wall on the other side of the room.

“You heard what she said, right, Penis? We can do anything we want to you.” Kayla reminded me.

“And if you step out of line, we just tell mom, and it’s another punishment for you,” Dahlia added.

Kayla looked down and gasped.

“Wow, you actually have a few little welts on your dick. You think we can touch it, to look closer?” she asked her sister.

“Yeah, we can do whatever we want.”

Kayla reached out, and took ahold of the head of my dick, and pulled it up and over to one side to examine the side of the shaft.

“Look at that,” she said, indicating the reddish mark along the side of the shaft.

She pointed at it with the forefinger of her other hand, then placed her finger upon my skin and traced the mark. I reacted to the stinging sensation, inadvertently twitching from the pain.

“Don’t move, Penis,” Dahlia warned. “Let’s see the other side,” she said to her sister.

Kayla pulled my dick over to the other side, where there was another, smaller mark.

“She didn’t get this side as well, but that’s still pretty good. That must have hurt.”

She released the head of my dick from her hand, and the two girls almost gasped when it didn’t drop to its former position, but remained extending outward, semi-erect.

“Oh my God, is Penis getting an erection?” Dahlia exclaimed. “Wow, Kayla, good job. Just touching it made him start to get hard.”

Kayla laughed, but I could tell that she actually felt kind of proud of herself.

“Yeah, well, I think he has a thing for me,” she said casually, then slapped me across the dick in a playful way.

The slap was really painful due to the previous whipping from the extension cord and the semi-erect state of my dick, and I winced, gritting my teeth,

“Please,” I said, sounding desperate.

“Listen to him beg,” Dahlia teased, laughing at me.

“Oh please, please, don’t hurt my penis,” Kayla added, mocking me.

Dahlia laughed but expressed boredom with the game.

“Ok, well, I’m sure I have something better to do with my time right now, so I’ll leave him in your hands,” she stated, then laughed at her own joke. “Behave yourself with my sister, Penis,” she cautioned me, then left me alone with Kayla.

Kayla stood there for a moment, saying nothing, then reached out and gently stroked the head of my dick with her fingertip. Then she drew her finger back with her thumb, and flicked me across the head of my dick, giggling at the sight of it swinging back and forth.

“I guess that you’re going to be a little more obedient now, aren’t you?” she asked.

I thought that she was asking a rhetorical question, so I remained motionless, and didn’t respond.

“Answer me!” she demanded and flicked me across the head of my dick again.

“Yes, I will be more obedient now,” I replied, my voice sounding weak.

“That’s right,” Kayla replied. “Good Penis,” she said as she patted the head of my dick in a condescending manner.

She chewed her lip, thinking to herself for a moment.

“I know you weren’t intentionally trying to grab my breast,” she admitted. “But it was fun getting you in trouble for it.” Kayla smiled broadly, with a mischievous twinkle in her eye. “You know, I do have a question for you, and I want you to tell the truth. When you had your hand on me, would you have wanted to keep it there? Would you have wanted to keep touching me?”

There was something about Kayla that made me want to be honest with her. Part of it was that I thought it might help keep me out of trouble, and part of it was that she had a way of disarming me, in spite of how cruel she could be.

“Yes. I would have wanted to keep touching you,” I replied.

She regarded me silently for a few moments longer, then reached up and took ahold of my wrist. She brought my hand down from behind my head and deliberately placed it on her breast. I felt something akin to terror, as this was the exact thing I had just been whipped for doing. Only now, I had my hand directly on her, cupping her breast, feeling the roundness and the fullness of it. I looked into Kayla’s eyes and saw that she was aroused. Her breathing changed, inhaling and exhaling forcefully as my hand massaged her extraordinarily pert breast. It only lasted a moment before she pulled my hand away.

Then she left the room, and I remained standing in place, wondering what this new development would lead to. Kayla had so completely dominated my thoughts, but I couldn’t begin to understand her motivations. My mind whirled with the realization that the two girls had now been officially elevated to a position of authority over me, and the searing humiliation of the nickname I had just been given was overwhelming. I hoped that the novelty of it would wear off, and they would all go back to referring to me by my name, or better yet not refer to me as anything, and just leave me alone to do my chores. But I knew that this was a futile thought. The more opportunities the girls had to humiliate me, the more they seemed to enjoy it.

Helen seemed to settle on a method of punishment in which my humiliation wasn’t just a by-product, it was a central feature. While I was scrubbing the floor in the kitchen on my hands and knees, Helen happened to decide that I was moving too slowly.

“You have a lot of work to do, so you should be moving a lot faster. Apparently, I have failed to provide you with sufficient motivation. Therefore,” she said as she reached down and took ahold of my shorts and underwear and pulled them down to my ankles, “you will only be allowed to pull your shorts up when you have finished all of your chores. Perhaps your feelings of shame will compel you to work harder.”

Then she left me alone in the kitchen. It occurred to me that I had a lot of things on my to-do list for that day, and the thought of trying to finish everything with my shorts around my ankles was kind of overwhelming. Adding to that, of course, was the fact that at some point, Kayla and Dahlia would become aware of the fact that I was being punished, and they were, generally, only too happy to help with that effort. As soon as I had that thought, as if on cue, Kayla walked into the kitchen.

“What the hell, Penis!” she exclaimed. “The last thing I want to see when I walk into the kitchen is your asshole sticking up in the air.”

“I’m sorry, Kayla,” I replied, though it seemed unfair that I would need to apologize when it wasn’t my decision to have me in this position.

“I’ll make you sorry,” she said as she kicked me in the ass.

Her kick sent me sprawling to the floor, which was wet and soapy. I slid forward a bit, which made Kayla laugh.

“Are you trying to scrub the floor with the front of your body? Because I don’t think that will work very well.”

The sound of Kayla’s laughter brought Dahlia into the kitchen to find out what was happening.

“Why is he lying on the floor with his shorts around his ankles?” she asked.

“He thinks he is a mop,” Kayla replied.

I started to get up on my hands and knees, but I felt Kayla’s foot on my ass, pushing me back down again.

“Stay down. You look better when you are on the floor. At least it shows that you know your place.”

“Yeah, stay on the floor where you belong,” Dahlia chimed in, laughing. “How about you use your shirt, instead of a sponge? That way, you can really get into your work, and appreciate what it takes to get the floor as clean as we deserve.”

In my attempt to satisfy them in the game they were playing, with the hope that they would become bored with it and leave me alone, I started to remove my T-shirt.

“No!” Dahlia exclaimed. “Leave your shirt on. Use your whole upper body to scrub the floor.”

I grimaced, an expression that would have gotten me in trouble if they had been able to see my face, then resigned myself to the task of scrubbing the kitchen floor with the shirt I was wearing.

“Here, we’ll help you,” Dahlia said as she picked up the bucket and poured the soapy water up and down my back.

My shirt became soaked, which actually did help as I did my best to scrub the floor with my chest. The girls started laughing at the sight.

“Get into all the corners!” Kayla encouraged me.

“Yeah, scrub it hard, Penis!” Dahlia added. “Use your dick to scrub the floor too. You want it to be really clean, don’t you?”

Kayla laughed at her sister’s encouragement.

“Oh, shit, that’s right. His dick is on the floor with all the dirty sponge water. Gross.”

“I know,” Dahlia realized, “we should have him turn over so that he can use the back of his shirt.”

“Perfect,” Kayla replied. “Turn over, Penis, and use the back of your shirt.”

I reluctantly turned over, but I found that it was a bit easier to move about on my back.

“Oh, that’s better,” Dahlia pointed out. “This way we can see the look of humiliation on his face.”

“Yeah, I think that’s like, the best look for him, when he is totally humiliated,” Kayla observed. “I mean it’s the only appropriate expression for him. He should always be completely humiliated.”

My hope that they would tire of their game was not to be. Apparently, the sight of me half-naked, cleaning the floor with my entire body, was entertaining enough for them to stay and watch the whole process. Once I had finished the kitchen floor, I wanted nothing more than to take my shirt off, since it was soaked with dirty water. Unfortunately, the next thing on my list was dusting the blinds and cleaning the windows in the living room, which I would now be doing practically naked. Even worse than naked since I had to shuffle around with my shorts around my ankles. Apparently, this was really entertaining to watch as well, since the girls relocated to the living room. Thankfully, however, they didn’t pay a lot of attention to me. Also thankfully, the mailman didn’t pay a lot of attention to me when he came by, since anyone outside the house was able to see me cleaning the windows. At some point, Kayla and Dahlia grew bored with teasing me, and left me to finish my work.

After that, the practice of having me completely naked for punishment became standard. I was standing in the living room, naked, facing the corner one afternoon, when Helen walked into the room. I had been there for over an hour, and when she saw me standing in the corner, even though she was the one who had assigned me the punishment, she became angry that I wasn’t getting any of my chores done. Specifically, she wanted me to mow the lawn, and she was about to send me outside to do just that.

“Mom,” Kayla protested, “he can’t go outside without any clothes on. Someone will call the cops.”

Helen paused, thinking about the fact that what Kayla was saying was reasonable.

“Hmm,” she said, thinking, then to me she said, “Stay here.”

I remained in place, wondering what nightmare was going to happen next. Helen returned with a small piece of material in her hand.

“Here,” she said to me, curtly.

I took from her hand what appeared to be a small piece of white lace. I then realized that what she had handed me was a pair of panties. They were new, which I could tell because the tag was still attached.

“Oh my God,” Dahlia said, “Are you really going to send him outside to mow the lawn in that?

“What?” Helen asked. “They’ve never been worn. He should be thankful.”

She directed the last part to me, so I said, “thank you,” as I put them on. It took a moment to sort out how they were to go on me, since I first had to work out that it was a thong, so there was slightly more fabric in the front than in the back. They were tight on me, and it took a bit of pulling at them to fit them in place. They barely covered me in front, and even then, the lace did little to conceal me. And the back left me almost entirely exposed.

“OK, he’s covered,” Helen said to Kayla. “Do you have any concerns now?”

“No,” Kayla laughed. “The tag hanging off his panties looks ridiculous, but then so does the fact that he is wearing panties.”

“Oh, who cares about that?” Helen asked rhetorically. “Now go mow the lawn,” she barked at me.

“Have a fun time,” Dahlia said in a sing-song manner.

When Deborah Holden saw that I was mowing the lawn in a pair of panties and a pair of work boots, she promptly made her way across the street, her plump, round face twitching with curiosity. Apparently, she made a comment to Helen about how she wouldn’t mind if I mowed her lawn as well, dressed the way I was, because as soon as I was finished, Dahlia appeared and informed that I was to go over and mow Ms. Holden’s lawn. I had been counting the minutes until I was done with the humiliating task, and now I realized that I had to start over again.

I crossed the street and spent the next hour as I had spent the last, doing yardwork while dressed in the most humiliating way possible. When I had finished, Deborah came outside.

“Would you like something to drink?” she inquired.

I was really thirsty, so I accepted the offer graciously.

We entered through the back door, and I took off my boots before I entered the kitchen. She filled a glass of water and handed it to me.

“Please, come into the living room,” she offered.

I followed, and I drank half the glass by the time she had settled into an overstuffed chair. I was unsure of where to go, so I remained standing, and she didn’t prompt me to do anything else. I kind of got the idea that she wanted me to stand there, as she took the opportunity to look me over.

“They do look very good on you,” Deborah commented. “They fit you well, and the sheer lace front is very pretty. Would you mind turning around?”

I turned around, feeling strangely objectified.

“Yes, they fit you very well,” she repeated.

I thought it odd that she used the word “fit,” since I thought that they didn’t fit very well at all. I would have thought “barely fit” would have been more accurate.

At some point I left her house, and went back to the Striker residence, and was relieved to be allowed to change back into my regular clothes.

Kayla and Dahlia had clearly caught on to the fact that they could get me in trouble at will. The occasional bouts of boredom that occurred during those summer months turned out to be dangerous for me, since the girls could decide, on a whim, to entertain themselves by torturing me.

I was enjoying to the fullest a rare opportunity to be alone with no immediate housework, lying on my bed with a graphic novel I’d wanted to read for a while. I was fully immersed in it when I heard the dreaded footsteps on the stairs. I sat up, at full attention, wondering what might happen next. Helen came into the room and demanded that I get to my feet. She was carrying the birch rod in her hand. I jumped up, and saw Kayla and Dahlia walk in behind her.

“Your sloppiness and your carelessness will not go without being punished. The ice tray you left on the counter has melted completely, so now we have no ice.” Helen declared.

“But I didn’t touch the ice tray!” I protested. “And I definitely didn’t leave it out!”

Helen’s expression grew even colder. I realized that she was annoyed in part because she had wanted to make herself a drink, and not having ice was problematic for her.

“Kayla saw you get it out of the freezer. Are you calling her a liar?”

“I’m just saying that I didn’t touch it, and I haven’t used any ice, so I don’t know what happened, but it wasn’t me!”

I could see that Helen was losing her patience with my protestations.

“If you think for one minute that I am going to take your word over that of one of my girls, then you are sorely mistaken. And calling either of them a liar is worse than your original offense. So remove your clothing and stand in position, because your punishment is going to be doubled to begin with, and any hesitation on your part is just going to make it worse.”

I quickly removed my shirt, shorts, and underwear, and stood at attention, with my hands behind my head.

Helen positioned herself to one side of me and pressed the birch rod across my butt. I stared straight ahead, but I could see that Kayla and Dahlia were watching, and they looked like they were trying to keep from laughing. Helen began laying into me, applying the rod with such precision that it kept landing in the exact same place, such that when she was done, it would look like there was a single stripe across my butt. Continually striking the same place made the whipping incredibly painful, as I hadn’t time to recover from the last stroke of the rod before I’d receive the next. In addition, the place that she was aiming for was between the top of my thighs and the beginning of the upward curve of my cheeks, which is one of the most painful places to be whipped. By the time she was done, I had tears streaming down my face.

“Now, I think that you owe Kayla an apology, don’t you agree?”

No, I fucking don’t. I thought to myself.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Then let’s hear it.”

“Kayla, I apologize for making it sound as though I was calling you a liar,” I started saying.

Helen suddenly gave me another stinging stripe across my butt.

“No, you were calling her a liar. Admit it,” Helen demanded.

“Kayla, I am sorry that I called you a liar, and I am sorry that I left the ice tray out. I promise to do better going forward.”

“What do you think, Kayla? Was that an appropriate apology, or do you think he needs another taste of the rod?”

“Hmmm,” Kayla pondered. “Nope, I think he needs another whipping, to be honest.”

I could tell that she was enjoying herself.

“Well, then I think it’s only fair that you are the one to deliver the punishment,” Helen said.

“OK, I guess that seems fair,” Kayla agreed, taking the rod from Helen’s hand and positioning herself behind me.

She lined up the rod along the crimson stripe that was already there and took a few practice strokes before she really laid into it.

After a dozen or more, she stopped, and observed the expression on my face.

“I think that might have served to correct his attitude,” Kayla said.

“Well, then I think he owes you a show of gratitude. Penis, I think that you should say thank you to Kayla for your correction.”

“Thank you, Kayla,” I said, trying not to whimper.

“You’re welcome, Penis,” she replied.

“Well now I am going to have to go to the store to get some ice. Make sure he remains well-behaved while I am gone,” Helen announced.

When she left, Dahlia turned to Kayla.

“That was awesome,” she said, laughing. “I am impressed.”

“I know, mostly because I was the one who left the ice tray out, and not only did Penis have to take a whipping for it, but then he had to apologize to me.”

“I know, and then thank you for his punishment!” Dahlia added, laughing.

I wanted to say something, but I knew it would only get me in more trouble, not to mention the fact that Kayla still had the birch rod in her hand.

Kayla came around to stand in front of me, and she held the rod up and tapped it against the palm of her hand.

“I guess you realize now how easy it is for us to get you into trouble, huh? And that what we say goes? Because it really isn’t any difficulty whatsoever for us to tell mom that you, oh, I don’t know, Dee, what do you think we should tell mom that he did now?”

“Please,” I said, desperate.

“Shut up, Penis, I’m not talking to you.”

Kayla turned back to her sister.

“I don’t know,” Dahlia replied. “I guess that we can just make up whatever we want. It doesn’t matter, because whatever it is, he’s going to take the punishment for it,” she claimed, laughing.

After Dahlia lost interest, and went back upstairs, Kayla remained to address me in private. She extended the birch rod toward me, touching it against my inner thigh. She slowly brought it upward until it was touching my dick.

“See what I can do?” she asked, her voice a whisper.

I did, in fact, see what she could do, and had learned to be afraid of her in a profound manner. But I was also drawn to her, in a way that brought to mind the moth that flies too close to the flame.

A week later, Helen instructed me to go over to Deborah’s house again, as she had requested that I come over and do some “handyman” work in her house. I went across the street, knocked on her door, and couldn’t help but notice the disappointment on her face when she saw that I was wearing a T-shirt and a pair of shorts. I had been doing some work out in the yard, so I was a hot and sweaty as well. She invited me in nonetheless, and I found myself standing in her living room once again. I was looking around, wondering what task she might need me to do, when she suddenly brightened.

“I have a present for you,” she announced.

I was curious as she disappeared into a back bedroom, then re-emerged carrying a small gift bag.

“Here, this is for you,” she announced. “It’s just a little something to thank you.”

I reached into the bag and pulled out a triangle of soft, silk fabric, which was a pale pink in color. I realized that it was a pair of panties.

“Before you try them on, I see that you are all hot and sweaty from working outside. Would you like to take a shower?”

“Oh, no, I don’t want to impose,” I said, though the idea of taking a shower was actually really inviting.

“No, it’s really no trouble,” she said. “I’m sure that it would feel nice for you.”

“Um, OK, I guess that I shouldn’t refuse.”

She showed me to the bathroom, and it was actually kind of novel for me that there was a door to the room, and I could close it while I took a shower.

While I was taking my shower, I was surprised to hear Deborah enter the bathroom.

“Excuse me, I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m just going to …”

I didn’t hear the rest of what she said, since I was thinking about the fact that the shower door was glass. Apparently, I had as little privacy here as I did in the Striker household. When I got out of the shower, I noticed that my clothes were no longer where I had put them. Maybe that was what Deborah had been talking about. Did she wash them? That seemed like something she would do. I toweled off, then put the towel around my waist and walked out into the living room.

Deborah was still in her armchair, and she looked up at me as I entered the room.

“I bet that felt refreshing, didn’t it?” she asked.

“Yes, thank you,” I replied, feeling sincerely grateful.

“Oh! Your panties,” she exclaimed.

She held the gift bag out to me and looked at me expectantly.

“Try them on!” she exclaimed, obviously very excited for me to do so.

I couldn’t help but notice that my hands were trembling as I held the garment, in part because the amount of fabric didn’t quite cover the palm of my hand.

“I think you will really like these, and if they fit, then they’ll look very good, I think.”

I was a bit stunned at the thought that she was under the impression that I would think of a tiny pair of panties as a gift. But I didn’t know how to refuse, since she was so obviously excited about giving them to me as a present.

“Um, OK, I guess I’ll try them on in there,” I said, indicating the bathroom.

She couldn’t hide her disappointment.

“No, try them on here,” she said with her customary, friendly tone of voice.

I felt embarrassed, but it felt awkward to refuse, so I took off my towel and stepped into the pair of panties. They were extremely tight, and it took me a moment to pull them all the way up, at which point I realized that they just barely covered me in front. The straps that went around my waist were narrow, and they were like a thong, with a thin piece of material that went vertically up the back. I noticed that there was a small, pink bow where the string that went around my waist met the string that went between my legs. Once I had pulled them up all the way, I looked down and noticed that the material was pulled away from my body at both the waist and along both sides in front. In profile, I was fairly exposed.

“Oh, my, those look wonderful!” she exclaimed. “Please come closer so I can see them. It looks as though they fit you well.”

Again, I got the idea that her definition of the word “fit” was very different from mine. The lace panties barely fit, and as far as the ones I was wearing now, I would use the phrase “not at all” to describe how they fit. I stood before Deborah as she examined them.

“I thought this fabric would look perfect, and I was not wrong,” she observed, sounding pleased. “But I think you might want to shave this area. I think your panties would look better that way.”

I was surprised by her suggestion, but I had to agree. The small triangle of fabric was really form-fitting, and it barely covered me.

“Turn to the side a bit, if you don’t mind,” she prompted.

I turned, aware of the fact that this allowed her to observe the way that I was left exposed on the side.

“Hm, yes, these fit you very well. Can you please turn around?”

I turned around, and I was surprised to feel her hand on the thin strap that went vertically between my legs. She pulled on it, making it slightly tighter.

“Yes, these fit you very well,” she assessed.

She sat back in her armchair, and she didn’t say anything further, so it was a moment before I turned around, slowly, unsure of what I was supposed to be doing.

“Was there something you wanted me to do? I thought there was some job you needed help with,” I said.

“Oh, for heaven’s sake,” she said as she got up out of the armchair. “Yes, I need some help getting some things from the attic.”

She had me follow her down the hall, where she opened the door of a small closet and withdrew a long pole with a hook on one end. She handed it to me and indicated a notch in a small door on the ceiling.

“If you could please just put the hook into that little door and pull it down,” she directed.

The little door opened downward, and a set of stairs unfolded. Deborah took the hook from my hand.

“You shouldn’t need to go all the way up into the attic,” she explained. “I am just looking for a box that should be right at the edge.”

I became self-conscious about the fact that I was wearing nothing but a pair of panties, but I didn’t see any other option but to ignore that fact and start up the stairs. When I reached the point where I could see into the attic, I felt Deborah’s hand on my thigh. It seemed that she was doing so under the pretense of helping me keep my balance, but the way that she was touching me felt more intimate than necessary. I couldn’t find the box she was looking for at first, so I had to turn around, which caused her hand to brush past the front of my panties as I turned on the stairs. At last, I was able to locate what she was looking for, and I picked up the box and brought it down to her.

“Thank you, James, that is very helpful. I don’t like having to use these stairs, because I am always worried about falling off the ladder.”

“Not a problem. Was there anything else you needed me to do?”

“Oh, yes,” she said as she took the box back to the living room and set it on a side table. “I noticed that Helen’s kitchen floor always looks so clean, and I asked her about it. She said that you were in charge of that, but she credits herself for developing your abilities in that regard. Anyway, I was hoping you might help me make my kitchen look as good as hers.”

She said all of this with the warm, friendly smile she always displayed, which made refusing anything she requested seem rude. Also, helping Deborah meant staying out of Helen’s way, so I was up for any opportunity. A few minutes later, I was on my hands and knees with a sponge and a bucket of soapy water, with Deborah standing over me, watching.

“See, that’s what the secret is. You get down on all fours to really scrub the surface. That’s why you do such a good job.”

I looked over my shoulder at her, and I thought about the fact that I had nothing but a thin strand of fabric covering me.

“Um, thank you,” was all that I could think to say, and I returned to my work.

She watched me, sometimes chatting, sometimes silent, and occasionally she would disappear for a few minutes, only to reappear to “supervise” as she called it.

When I was getting ready to leave, Deborah thanked me profusely, and I thanked her for the “gift” she had given me. I looked around for the clothes I had worn on my way over, but then I remembered that they had gone missing when I was in the shower. My work boots were there, but not my shirt and shorts.

“Oh, I am sorry,” she said. “They looked like they needed a wash, so I threw them in the washer while you were taking a shower. The wash cycle should be done by now, and they’ll go straight into the dryer.”

“Oh, OK, thank you,” I said, as opposed to Wow, you really just fucked up my life right now.

We said goodbye, and I walked back across the street, wearing work boots and a new pair of panties, hoping that I could sneak in without anyone noticing. I would not have any luck with that. When I opened the door, Kayla was standing in the foyer, watching the door. Apparently, she had already seen me crossing the street.

“What the fuck am I looking at,” she wondered. “Hey, Dee, c’mere and look at what Penis is wearing!” she yelled up the stairs.

“Oh, c’mon, please?” I pleaded with her. “It’s something Ms. Holden wanted me to wear.”

“Uh-huh,” Kayla replied, sounding unconvinced.

Dahlia appeared at the top of the stairs.

“Holy shit, you got a new pair of panties!” she cried out. “Those are so adorable on you, and the color is perfect!”

Kayla laughed at her sister’s assessment.

“Please, just let me go change,” I pleaded.

“No way, you clearly want to be wearing panties, so you should just man up and admit it. Now give us a spin,” Kayla implored, making a circular gesture with her hand.

I humored her by turning, slowly, and both girls started laughing when they saw that I was wearing a thong.

“What a slut you are, showing your ass off like that,” Dahlia exclaimed.

“Yeah, you better behave, or you’re going to be showing off the marks of a punishment,” Kayla added.

The girls finally let me go but made it clear that I was to continue wearing the panties until dinner. Thankfully, they realized that it would be disturbing to have me dressed that way at the dinner table.

* * *

“Wow, it sounds like you were getting it from every angle, James,” she observed, sinking the corkscrew into a second bottle of wine. “I mean, you had Helen, the two girls, and now the neighbor lady making you do things for her, and it’s all pretty humiliating for you.”

“Yeah, and on top of that, it was all kind of confusing. Ms. Holden was really nice, actually, as nice as Helen was mean, and though the girls were pretty mean to me as well, I was starting to feel this attraction to Kayla. I mean I was attracted to her initially in just a physical way, but I was starting to feel something else. It doesn’t sound like it, because she says all of these mean things to me, but I don’t know, it was like there was this chemical thing happening. When I was around her, I could feel this tension, this vibration or something. It was drawing me toward her, in spite of everything that was happening. I didn’t know what she really thought of me at that point, but it kind of seemed like she felt something, too.”

“Hmmm, OK, I can see how that would be really confusing,” she replied, then took a sip of wine. “What about the oldest sister? You mentioned her, but I guess she was never home?”

“Yeah, she was away at college, even though it was summer. She had an apartment and a job there, so she came home to visit sporadically. Actually, the next part of the story is about her.”

“I’m all ears,” she said, tucking her hair back behind her ears in demonstration.


Chapter 3

“When Lara came home one weekend, everyone seemed to be in a good mood. She showed up infrequently, and the family seemed to miss her when she wasn’t there. I was in the backyard, thankfully just wearing my regular shorts and a T-shirt, when I noticed that she was beside the pool, talking with Kayla and Dahlia. I was unsure of what I should do, if I should stop what I was doing and go and introduce myself, or just continue what I was doing, trimming the bushes. Before I had made a decision about what to do, I heard Kayla call out to me. She referred to me as “James” when she called me over, which was nice, but it almost felt strange at that point.

“So James here is the guy we took in, and he’s been living here for the past month,” Kayla explained.

“Hi, James,” Lara said.

“Hello, Lara,” I replied, happy to hear her use my name.

Which didn’t last for long.

“We’ve given him the nickname “Penis,” and it really suits him well,” Dahlia mentioned. “He likes to be called that.”

I couldn’t help shooting Dahlia a look, at risk of angering her. Instead, she just looked amused.

“Penis?” Lara asked. “Are you fucking kidding me? Is this something mom came up with?”

“Yeah,” Kayla replied. “You know, sometimes she really is hilarious.”

“When is she home, anyway? I thought she would be here when I arrived,” Lara wondered.

“I think she is getting party supplies,” Dahlia offered, in a way that made it clear that she meant alcohol.

It was interesting watching the interaction between the three sisters, as they shifted somewhat in their roles when all three were together. Lara clearly had a dominant, yet very protective role, and Kayla stepped back a bit and became friendlier, and more charming. Dahlia was clearly the referee between the two, allowing the older, more mature Lara to play “big sister,” while the younger and more precocious Kayla vied for attention.

For the most part, the three sisters ignored me over the weekend, which was a relief to me. But I kept noticing that Lara would stare at me when I was occupied doing something else. I would see her out of my peripheral vision, seemingly lost in thought, and if I turned toward her, she would quickly turn her attention elsewhere. There was something unsettling about it.

The last night before she was to go home, with a plan to drive back in the morning, we all had dinner as normal, and all three girls were drinking wine. Helen always had wine with dinner, but it was unusual to see the younger two drinking. Obviously, Lara’s presence changed the family dynamic. I was glad to be excluded, as I didn’t want to run afoul of the girls when they were drunk. When I went to bed, I could hear that they were still up, talking and laughing, and it took a bit longer than usual for me to fall asleep.

At some point in the night, long after midnight, when everything in the house was quiet, I woke up, surprised to see Lara pulling the covers off of me. She was wearing a white, terrycloth bath robe, and I could see that it was her from the moonlight streaming in through the window. She noticed that I was awake, and she climbed onto the bed and placed her hand over my mouth.

“Shhh,” she whispered softly, leaning in quite close.

I could smell alcohol on her breath. She straddled my body, and then sat on my hips. I didn’t know what to think of what was happening, but I certainly wasn’t going to yell out, or anything. I was curious about the fact that she had decided to get into my bed. It was definitely an interesting development. Lara was really beautiful, and I had never had a girl suddenly climb on top of me in the middle of the night. I was unsure of what she wanted, but she soon made it quite clear.

“Do you want to lick my pussy?” she whispered into my ear, and then backed off to examine the look on my face.

“Um …” I began, not knowing what my answer should be. It was the most forward proposal I had ever received.

“I’ll take that as a yes,” Lara replied.

She untied her robe in the front, opened it wide, and let it fall from her shoulders. In the moonlight, her naked body was spectacular. She had full, round breasts, a flat stomach, and soft, feminine hips. She crawled forward, and the sculpted triangle of soft, curly hair between her legs appeared before my face. She lowered herself onto my face, and I parted my lips and extended my tongue. She sighed, softly, and the scent and the taste of her filled my senses. She placed her hands on the side of my head, directing me as her hips slowly undulated back and forth over my tongue. I did my best to recall everything I had ever heard or read about pleasuring a woman with your tongue, mostly trying to follow Lara’s lead. What was most surprising, aside from the fact that she had appeared in my bed at all, was the fact that it was not a brief encounter. Rather, she continued to enjoy herself for what seemed like, well, a really long time. I think she had an orgasm at some point, but she didn’t stop, instead she just slowed down for a bit. By the end of it, she was pretty frenetic in her response, and I was worried she might wake up someone in the house.

At last, she sat back on my chest, and stroked my face with her hands. I looked up at her, enamored with her body, impressed with her forwardness, and really just so aroused that I could barely see straight. Lara sat up, then re-positioned herself to lie beside me.

“Did you like that, James?” she asked quietly.

“Yes,” I replied truthfully.

“I thought you might. You have some talent,” she said as she slipped a finger between my lips. “That’s good. My sister will enjoy that.”

“What?” I asked, with Lara’s finger still in my mouth.

What do you mean, your sister will enjoy that?

“Kayla,” she replied, matter-of-factly. “I can tell that you like her.”

“What?” I repeated, stupidly.

She laughed, softly.

“I can tell when a guy likes my sister. It happens a lot. The difference this time is she likes you, too.”

I was confused because what she was saying didn’t make sense to me.

“She’s really mean to me.”

“Yeah, she’s like that. You’ll get used to it.”

The thought of getting used to the treatment I received from Kayla seemed impossible. But Lara’s words made me wonder. Did Kayla actually like me? And what was it that I felt about her? And then the other thing, which was the idea that Lara was, what, trying me out? For her sister? Or did she think she was teaching me something? These thoughts began rolling around in my head.

“Oh, one more thing,” Lara said.

She put her hand on the waistband of my underwear and pulled it down. I’d had an erection, and now it was semi-hard. She looked at my dick for a moment.

“Hmmm. OK,” she said.

Then Lara rolled over and got to her feet, pulling the bathrobe around her.

“Thanks,” she offered as an afterthought, then quietly slipped up the stairs, back to her room.

I lied there awake for some time, thinking about all that had happened, and all that Lara had said. It really didn’t make a lot of sense to me at the time. My thoughts about Kayla were so confusing to me, since she seemed to effortlessly switch back and forth between teasing me, exerting her ability to be cruel, and seeming like she was attracted to me. And this was only one facet of what was going on, as I had this incredibly strange dynamic with the neighbor across the street, and her fascination with me wearing panties. Holy crap.

The next time I was scheduled to go over to Ms. Holden’s house, I thought about what she had said about shaving. It felt a bit ridiculous, but seeing her happy with me was so nice, and it seemed like a small thing to do for her. Hoping that no one would walk past and see what I was doing, I took a shower, and I quickly trimmed and shaved around my pubic area. I toweled dry and put on the pair of panties she bought me the previous week. Then I put my work boots on and went across the street.

Deborah Holden greeted me warmly as always and invited me into the living room.

“Thank you for wearing the little panties I bought you,” she exclaimed. “And I see that you shaved, which looks very good, I think. I mean, not to criticize, but I think you should be completely shaved. Maybe your legs, too.”

My face apparently showed my concern because she suddenly brightened.

“Well, don’t worry, all of that can be taken care of. In the meantime, I have another little gift for you!” she chirped, then scooped up a gift bag that was sitting on the floor next to her armchair.

She handed it to me, and I felt dizzy, knowing what to expect. Except that I didn’t know what to expect. I reached into the gift bag and pulled out what looked like a piece of gauze. It was a sparkly, silver color, only it was completely see-through. And instead of a triangle in front, it was a narrow strip, connected with thin strips of fabric that were the width of a piece of spaghetti. The strip of fabric that went up the back was just as thin as the one that was to go around my waist. I swallowed hard, trying to imagine how I was going to try and fit myself into this garment.

“I guess I should go try this on,” I said, sounding nervous.

She looked at me, expectantly, and to humor her, I slipped off the panties I was wearing in front of her. I took a moment in trying to figure out how this sheer, practically invisible pair of panties was supposed to fit me. I pulled them up my thighs and noticed that they were already tight. It took me a moment to get myself into it, and I had to arrange my dick so that it was covered by the narrow strip of fabric in front. The top of the panties came to just above the base of my dick, which was a bit wider than the fabric that was supposed to cover it. I realized that it would be difficult to keep from falling out. I pulled the thin strands into place, then turned to Deborah see her reaction.

“Oh, perfect!” Deborah exclaimed. “Let’s have a look at you,” she said as she settled into her armchair and motioned for me to come closer.

She placed her hand on my hip and peered intently. I felt more naked than if I had been wearing nothing.

“Well, they do fit perfectly,” she concluded. “But it appears that you will need to be shaved completely to wear them. I think that you are a bit large, and so you end up a bit more exposed. So follow me, and we will get that taken care of.”

She stood up and led me to the bathroom, having apparently decided that she would attend to this process herself.

“We don’t want these to get all wet, so take them off and leave them on the counter,” she said, and I realized she was talking about the panties that I had just gone to some trouble to put on.

Deborah had such a gentle, insistent manner of speaking that I felt compelled to do what she wanted me to. So I took off the panties.

“Just step into the shower, and we’ll have you looking clean and perfectly smooth in just a moment.”

She pulled up a short stool and sat next to the open shower. Her wide hips and large, round butt spilled out over either side of the small seat. My vantage point had me looking down the front of her white, long-sleeved shirt, which was unbuttoned in front to the point that I could see her generously proportioned breasts pressing against one another. She rolled up her sleeves and took the handheld shower head in her hand.

The shower head was the kind that detached from the wall and could be used to direct the spray of water wherever you wanted it. When the water was warm enough, she directed it between my legs. Then she covered my pubic area with shaving cream and began to shave me. She necessarily had to place her hand on my dick to access the areas to each side, and she pulled it downward to shave above it. She proceeded as though this was absolutely normal, and I almost felt like I would just embarrass myself if I expressed how unorthodox this situation was. When she had finished shaving me, she continued to hold my dick in her hand as she used the shower head to rinse me off. The combination of her hand on me, and the warm water caused my dick to become erect. She did not register surprise at this, as she continued to direct the spray of warm water at me. Then she removed her hand from my cock, and dialed the shower head to a hard, pulsing spray. She made eye contact with me as she again placed her hand on my cock, pulled it upright, then directed the spray of water directly against the underside of the head of my cock.

“That feels nice, doesn’t it?” Deborah asked.

“Yes,” I admitted, though I needn’t have said anything.

She could see how pleasurable it was for me, and it didn’t take long before I was on the edge of having an orgasm. She wrapped her hand tightly around the shaft of my cock, and stroked it slowly, letting the spray of water take me over the edge. I began to come, which caused Deborah to make sounds of approval.

“Hmmm, that’s right. Come for me,” she murmured.

It felt like I hadn’t come in the longest time, and my legs felt weak. It seemed as though the only thing holding me up was Deborah’s hand gripping me tightly.

“That appears to have been enjoyable for you,” she commented. “Now, let’s just get your legs shaved, why don’t we, because that will make you look so much cleaner.”

I hadn’t the energy to protest, and just having come made me highly amenable to whatever she said. So ten minutes later, my body was completely shaved. She rinsed me off, then grabbed a towel for me to dry myself.

“I think that looks spectacular, James,” she commented.

Her approval made me feel better about the fact that I was going to be ridiculed for being fully shaved when I got home.

“Now let’s put your new pair of panties on again and see how they look now.”

She held them out for me, and I stepped into them. She brought them up my legs, and it felt different now that the soft fabric was sliding against smooth skin. She spent a moment pulling the thin straps into place and arranging the narrow strip of fabric over my dick.

“Well, now that looks perfect,” she pronounced, giving me a look of approval. “I hate to assign you your next task, when you are so perfectly dressed.”

I had almost forgotten that I was there to clean the windows of the house, inside and out, and it occurred to me that the main difficulty was going to be keeping my dick from falling out of the panties.

Several hours later, when I was finished with the windows, I found Deborah sitting in the living room. She had been watching me for most of the process, and she commented that she was impressed with me.

“You only fell out of your panties a few times, and you were able to rearrange them very quickly,” she said, smiling her approval.

She gestured for me to come and stand directly before her. She no longer had any hesitation about placing her hands on me and began gently stroking me through the sheer fabric.

“I am so grateful to you for the help you have been so far. I truly appreciate it,” she said as she stroked my dick through the sheer material.

“You’re welcome,” I replied, giving in to the sensation of her hand gently stroking me.

When I got back to the Striker residence, I again hoped that I might slip in unnoticed, and again, this would not be the case. Both Kayla and Dahlia were standing at the top of the stairs, clearly waiting for me to come in.

“Holy shit, now we know something is up,” Dahlia pronounced. “That is the tiniest pair of panties I have ever seen, and I can just straight-up see your naked dick.”

“Yeah, I mean at that point, why even wear anything?” Kayla pondered.

“And my God, are you completely shaved now? Because looking like that, I would expect you to have a few one-dollar bills sticking out of your panties,” Dahlia commented.

“So you went over to Ms. Holden’s house and shaved? Because I don’t know who is weirder, you or Ms. Holden. Anyway, show us ten jumping jacks,” Kayla demanded.

“No, c’mon,” I protested.

“No?! Did you say no?” Kayla scowled. “How dare you. We want ten jumping jacks, right now.”

Reluctantly, I began doing jumping jacks. My dick fell out about half-way through, so I finished with it flopping up and down. As soon as I was done, I quickly tucked it back inside the panties. Kayla and Dahlia were practically falling on the floor laughing, and my hope was that this would appease them and they would let me go. But that was not to be. Rather, it inspired them to have me do another set of jumping jacks, followed by another, followed by another. Each time, my dick would pop out, which seemed to amuse them no end. But eventually, they grew tired of the game and let me go to my room.

One afternoon, Dahlia had a friend of hers over to the house. Her friend’s name was Olivia, and she was attractive, and she had a figure like Dahlia, only her breasts were significantly larger. She talked loudly and laughed loudly, and there was something about her I found annoying. I was grateful for the fact that I wasn’t being punished at that time. As humiliating as it was to be punished in front of Kayla and Dahlia, at least it was just the two of them.

At some point Dahlia found me hanging up some clothes to dry in the laundry room.

“There you are. Come with me,” she said, and turned toward the door.

I was just finishing hanging up a shirt, so she turned back to look at me.

“Now,” she said curtly.

I hurried to catch up to her, wondering what she was on about. She wasn’t acting like I was in trouble, so I was hopeful, but I couldn’t imagine why she wanted me to follow her. When we got to her bedroom, I started to feel uneasy. I had never been inside her bedroom before, as I had never defied the prohibition against entering the girls’ bedrooms. But Dahlia had been clear in her directions, so I followed her into her bedroom, and saw her friend Olivia sitting on the bed.

I was struck by how feminine the interior of the room was, at least by my estimation. I didn’t have much of an opportunity to look around at the room, since Dahlia immediately turned her attention to me.

“Take off your clothes,” she said sternly.

I hesitated, feeling uncertain about what to do. I knew Dahlia could get me in trouble if I didn’t do what she said, but I was really reluctant to be naked in Dahlia’s room, and in front of Olivia, who was a stranger to me.

“Now!” Dahlia demanded.

I took off my shirt, dropped my shorts to the floor, then slipped off my underwear.

“Oh my God, he’s completely shaved!” Olivia observed.

“Yeah, I told you, he’s a total pervert,” Dahlia replied. “That’s why we can do anything we want to him. He’ll probably get off on it.”

Then she turned her attention to me.

“Make it hard,” she demanded.

I realized that “it” was my dick, and I was nervous about doing what would essentially be seen as masturbating, especially when I was in one of the girls’ rooms. But she was demanding in a way that didn’t allow me any other option, so I put my hand on my dick and began playing with it.

“Do you have any lotion, or something like that?” I asked.

“Oh, right,” Dahlia said as she got up and grabbed a bottle of baby oil. She handed it to me, and I poured a little bit on the palm of my hand. I stroked my shaft with my hand while the two girls watched intently. I thought maybe they just wanted to know what it looked like when a boy masturbates.

“He looks like he’s in a porno when he’s oiled up like that,” Olivia commented.

“You should be making a porno then,” Dahlia said.

“What do you mean?” Olivia asked.

“With your phone, you should shoot some video.”

“Oh, right,” Olivia said as she pulled out her phone. “That will be totally hilarious.”

She started shooting video, and I could only wonder how much of me was in frame. I was completely hard, and I was stroking myself slowly so as not to come, since I had no idea what would happen if I accidentally ejaculated in Dahlia’s room.

“Could you please explain to the audience,” Dahlia said, “how much you like playing with yourself?”

“It, uh, it feels good,” I replied, unsure of what to say.

Dahlia and Olivia laughed.

“Oh, it feels good?” Dahlia asked. “So you like stroking your dick for us?”

I wasn’t sure how to answer that, and thankfully, Olivia interrupted.

“Do you think I should touch it?” she asked.

It was obvious that she was asking Dahlia, and not me.

“Yeah, of course,” Dahlia answered. “You can do whatever you want.”

Olivia came over and sat down in a chair next to where I was standing. She was still holding her phone, shooting video, as she reached out with her other hand. I moved my hand away, and she wrapped her fingers around my cock, and slowly slid them down the length of my shaft.

“Oh, I think he likes that,” Dahlia remarked. “You must have had a lot of practice.”

“Shut up,” Olivia replied, laughing.

“Don’t laugh, you’ll make the camera jiggle. Your audience will find that distracting.”

“Do you think the audience will appreciate my hand modeling skills?”

“You should totally be a hand model!”

“That doesn’t sound like a compliment.”

“What? That’s a great compliment. Tell us,” Dahlia directed at me, “how does her hand feel on your dick? Isn’t that, like, the best thing ever?”

“Yes,” I replied, not even considering whether or not it was true, since it was the only answer I could safely give in the situation.

“She does it better than you do, right?” Dahlia asked. “Admit it.”

“Yes,” I answered, trying my best to sound sincere, “she does it better than I do.”

“Did you hear that?” Dahlia asked Olivia. “You have a natural talent. Be careful, or you might make him come.”

Dahlia thought for a minute, watching Olivia stroke my cock in her hand.

“Do you think we should make him come? Just to make him do it?” Dahlia asked.

“Uh, maybe,” Olivia replied as she removed her hand. “But if we let him, we should get something in return,” she suggested.

“Interesting. Go on.”

“Well, to begin with, he has been trying to look down my shirt the whole time, so maybe he should have to admit to it.”

“Oh my God, you fucking pervert,” Dahlia yelled at me. “Then again, every guy tries to look down your shirt, right?” she asked Olivia.

“Yeah, but then they try to deny it. I want him to admit it.”

“Were you trying to look down her shirt?” Dahlia asked me. “We’ll let you start playing with yourself again, but only if you are honest.”

I thought the best thing for me to do in the situation would be to tell the truth.

“Yes,” I replied.

“See, that was easy,” Olivia said.

“OK, you can start playing with yourself,” Dahlia said to me. “Did I tell you about the time that he was masturbating in the shower because he got so worked up seeing me and my sister wearing bikinis?”

“Yeah, and you said that your mom whipped him for that, right?”

“Yeah, she kind of has a thing where she does that,” Dahlia admitted.

“The part I didn’t get is how did anyone know what he was doing in the shower?”

“Oh, he likes to shower downstairs, and he leaves the door open. He’s kind of a pervert like that.”

“Then he must love jerking off for us while we make a video, huh?”

“Oh, yeah. He loves this. I bet he would even like to come while we watch. Wouldn’t you?” Dahlia asked me.

“Um, OK,” I replied. Mostly I felt incredibly embarrassed.

“Wait,” Olivia said, backing up, alarmed. “Where is he going to come?”

“Oh, right. I don’t want him to get it on anything in here.” She thought for a moment. “Come in your hand, Penis,” she said.

“Did you just call him “penis”?” Olivia asked.

“Oh yeah, that’s his nickname. He likes it when we call him that.”

“Well then I am sorry, Penis,” Olivia offered, “I didn’t know that you wanted to be called that. I’ll call you Penis from now on.”

“Why aren’t you coming yet?” Dahlia asked.

“It’s just a little distracting. And also, I don’t have anything to, you know …”

“Inspire you?” Dahlia suggested. “Hey, Olivia, you should unbutton your shirt so that he can come looking at your gorgeous cleavage.”

“You think? I guess since he couldn’t keep his eyes off it earlier.”

Olivia reached up and unbuttoned the two top buttons of her shirt and arranged it so that her cleavage was displayed for me. I couldn’t help but focus on it, and in less than a minute, I was coming into my hand. Olivia held the camera so that it could capture what happened. When I had come, I stood there, not knowing what to do with a handful of my own ejaculate.

“I think he should swallow it,” Olivia stated.

“Ha-ha, that’s gross!” Dahlia replied. “But it’s perfect. Penis, swallow your own cum,” she said to me.

“Wait a moment,” Olivia interjected.

She reached out and dipped the tip of her finger in the handful of cum. She brought it to her lips and tasted it.

“Oh my God, that’s the grossest thing I have ever seen!” Dahlia exclaimed.

“What? I just wanted to know what he tastes like,” Olivia said in her defense. “It’s OK. Go ahead,” she encouraged me.

I brought my hand up to my mouth, unsure of how to do what they wanted me to, so I put my mouth on my hand and tipped it back. My mouth was suddenly filled with my own cum, and I had no other choice but to swallow it.

Dahlia was laughing and clapping, and Olivia followed suit, like I had just made some major accomplishment.

“You’ve got some running down your chin,” Olivia noticed. “You better lick that up.”

I used my finger to wipe off my chin and licked it clean.

“That is the most disgusting thing I have ever seen. Now get the fuck out of my room, Penis,” Dahlia said.

I quickly gathered up my clothes and left, feeling deeply humiliated in a way that I have never experienced before.

The next week went by without incident. Dahlia always had a little smirk on her face when she saw me, and she continually found ways to make fun of me for what she and Olivia had made me do in her room. But other than that, I was pretty much left to my own devices, attending to my chores around the house.

On Friday afternoon, I was hoping that the two girls would go out for the night, and Helen would keep to herself, and I could just focus on my remaining chores for the day. This was not to be.

I became aware that something was going on, but no one had informed me of what it was, exactly. There were some conversations over the phone, and the two girls were talking to Helen, and there was a strange tension in the air. I remained alert, trying to work out just what it was that was making the Striker family so concerned.

Sometime later, Lara came through the front door, and everyone went upstairs. This was a surprise, since the last time she was home, there was some forewarning. She generally didn’t just show up. I had to wonder if she was okay. I would eventually come to learn that she had a very frightening experience, where a stranger approached her at school, and she came very close to being assaulted. If not for the serendipitous arrival of an off-duty security guard, there might have been a very different outcome. Nonetheless, it rattled her, and she wanted to come home for the weekend to put the incident behind her.

All of this was unknown to me at the time, and I was putting away some of my own laundry in my room when I heard footsteps on the stairs. It made me nervous because it sounded as though everyone in the house was coming downstairs. Which is what was happening.

Helen appeared at the bottom of the stairs, caught sight of me, and ordered me to what I had come to think of as the punishment room. Not that I hadn’t been punished in many of the rooms in the house, it was just that nothing else seemed to take place in this particular room. I was confused by this development, because I couldn’t think of what I had done to deserve a punishment. Not that Helen ever needed a reason, but there was generally something that had set her off.

Knowing what would happen if I disobeyed, I followed Helen, noticing that all three of her daughters were close behind. I also noticed that Helen was a bit drunk, which was also cause for concern. When we all arrived in the unused storage room, Helen had me turn around and face the three girls, who had filed in and were now standing like a three-woman panel, before which I was to be judged. This was terrifying, as I had no idea what Helen’s plans were.

“OK, girls,” Helen began.

Her manner of speaking when she had been drinking was less severe, and not so abrupt, but it was actually more terrifying, since I didn’t know what she was thinking.

“The most important thing to know about the male body, is that in spite of its physical strength, it has weaknesses. Vulnerabilities. There are ways that you can use these vulnerabilities to your advantage. If you are in a situation where you are alone, and there is a man who is threatening you, you will want to know how to employ some simple techniques to give you an upper hand.”

I was beginning to feel really nervous, listening to what Helen was saying. I noticed that the three girls were listening to her monologue, but they were eyeing me.

“So, for demonstration purposes, we will use James, here.”

I was surprised to hear her use my name, and it was a surprise to Kayla as well, which I knew because I heard her say “Who’s James?” to Dahlia.

“So let’s have a look, shall we?” Helen said, then turned to me. “Take off your shorts,” she demanded.

I pulled my shorts down and put them aside, and heard Helen say, “Your underwear too,” in an annoyed manner.

When I was naked from the waist down, Helen resumed.

“As you undoubtedly know, the testicles are very sensitive. So one of the most effective methods of fending off a man is to focus your attack on this area of his body. However,” she cautioned, “if you miss, he may become more dangerous, since men are very protective of their little sack.”

The phrase, “little sack” drew some giggles from the girls.

“So, we are going to practice on James. Lara, you will go first. James, stand in position, as though you are intending to attack Lara.”

My blood went cold. I had just realized what this was all about, and what was going to happen. I felt sick to my stomach and had begun to focus on trying not to cry. I knew that there was no way out of it, and the best that I could do would be to just play along, and hope that it would be over quickly.

I assumed an “attack” position, which felt ridiculous. It would have been funny if I wasn’t so scared of what was about to happen. I looked at Lara, and tried to draw some sympathy from her, hoping that she would go easy on me. But when I observed her standing before me, it was as though she didn’t see me. She seemed to be conjuring a memory of the traumatic event that had just happened to her, like she was seeing me as the man who had nearly assaulted her. She squared up on me, and with a sudden movement, sent her foot up between my legs and kicked me in the balls. I cried out in pain, and the impact caused me to drop to my knees. I could hear Kayla and Dahlia’s jubilant praise of their sister’s accuracy, though the sounds were a bit muffled in my ears. I heard Helen implore me to stand up, though it took me a few moments to recover to the point that I was able to get back on my feet. Helen told me to assume the position again, and I saw that Dahlia was readying herself to go next. It was difficult for me to hold the position since I was trembling with fear. Dahlia did exactly as Lara had before her, but harder. I ended up on my knees again, and the pain was so intense that my eyes began to water. I realized that Lara had actually gone easy on me. I could hear Dahlia laughing, and it was deeply humiliating to know that she was really enjoying the effect she had on me. Again, Helen ordered me to my feet, which was even more difficult than it had been the first time. I tried to gain some sympathy from Kayla by making eye contact with her and letting her see the agony that I was in, but instead of softening her, it seemed to excite her. She was actually kind of bouncing around like a boxer getting prepared for a fight. It took everything I had to force myself into the position I was to assume. I kept my eyes on Kayla, trying to prepare myself for what was about to happen, but instead of getting it over with quickly, she seemed to be enjoying herself in drawing it out, letting the anticipation build.

“Are you ready, Penis?” she taunted me. “This is what you get if you try and attack me.”

She bounced around a bit more, then took a step forward and nailed me in the balls. It not only put me on the floor, but I ended up on my hands and knees. I could hear Kayla celebrating her success, the other two girls congratulating her, and Helen resuming her lecture.

“Now, you see girls, how effective a kick in the balls can be. It looks like this one won’t be trying to molest any women anytime soon.”

To my surprise, I felt the toe of Helen’s leather shoe press against balls from behind. I whimpered involuntarily, which was a humiliating sound to make.

“Alright, good work, girls. Remember, just do it like you did here tonight, and you might get yourself out of trouble.”

I felt a tremendous sense of relief that it seemed to be over. I heard the girls making sounds like they were getting ready to go upstairs, and it encouraged me to think that they were finished with the demonstration. Then I heard Kayla speak up.

“Mom, do you think it would be okay if I got a little more practice? I mean, maybe I just got lucky, and since it’s so important, I think that I should make sure that I know what I am doing.”

I was up on my knees at this point, and my stomach dropped. I prayed that Helen would say no, that’s enough, but that was too much to hope for.

“You’re a smart girl, Kayla, I’m proud of you. That is a very sensible request,” Helen replied.

She stood before me and waved her finger in my face.

“If I hear that you are anything less than exceptionally obedient to Kayla, your punishment will be severe. Do you hear me?”

I nodded, too terrified to speak.

“Good. Don’t even think of trying me, Penis,” Helen said, then left the room. Lara and Dahlia departed as well, which was actually kind of surprising. Usually Dahlia would stick around to watch whatever was going to happen, but there seemed to be an understanding between the sisters that I was not privy to.

“So,” Kayla began once we were alone. “Still on your knees, huh? I guess I got you pretty good.”

“Please, Kayla,” I began, hoping that I might be allowed to beg her for leniency.

“Shut up,” she barked at me. “If I want to hear you beg, I will tell you to beg. You heard my mom. You are going to obey me. And the first thing you are going to do is take off your shirt.”

I took off my shirt, relieved to be doing anything that didn’t involve getting kicked in the balls.

“Now, I would tell you to stand up, but it turns out that I like seeing you on your knees.”

There was something in the way that she was speaking to me that caught my attention. Her voice was softening a bit.

“Now spread your knees farther apart,” she ordered.

I did as she asked, continuing to be encouraged by the change in her tone.

“Place your hands behind your back.”

When I had assumed the position, I gazed up at her, wondering what was going to happen next. She was standing a few feet away with her arms crossed, and her head tilted to the side a bit, like she was considering whether or not she was satisfied with my obedience. She stared at me for half a minute, saying nothing.

“You heard me ask my mom if I might do a few more practice kicks, so you know what I can do to you right now,” she began. “And I might, so you should respect the fact that whatever happens to you is up to me.”

I didn’t know where she was going with her line of thinking, but anything that sounded like she might not kick me was going to be received very enthusiastically by me.

“So I am going to ask you some questions, and you are going to answer them as truthfully as possible, do you understand?”

“Yes,” I said, nodding, with a feeling of relief.

Kayla smiled, seeing how motivated I was to comply with her offer.

“Hmmm,” she murmured with obvious pleasure. “Tell me, what is going on over at Ms. Holden’s house? Why is she giving you panties to wear?”

“She saw me wearing them one day when I was mowing the lawn and decided that I must like wearing them.”

“Do you? Do you like wearing panties?”

“Not particularly. It’s difficult keeping everything in place, and it’s kind of humiliating wearing them outside.”

“I see. So what does Ms. Holden do with you? Are you doing anything sexual with her?”

“No, not really. I mean, she shaved me that one day, and while she was doing that, she used the shower head to spray the water in a way that made me come.”

Kayla looked disturbed by this.

“She made you come? By spraying water at you?”

“Yes.”

“Did you like it?”

“Well, I mean, the water felt good,” I tried to explain.

“Oh, right. You tried to jerk off in the shower that one day,” Kayla remembered. “But that day, you admitted that you were thinking about me.”

“Yes.”

“So when Ms. Holden sprayed you with the water, were you thinking about me?”

“Well, actually, yes,” I replied, but I didn’t explain that I was thinking about the fact that Kayla was going to enjoy humiliating me about the fact that I was completely shaved.

“Hmmm,” Kayla mused, sounding pleased.

“So how do you feel about being completely shaved?”

“It feels cleaner, I guess, but it’s kind of annoying trying to keep it up.”

“OK, different line of questioning. What happened between you and Lara?”

I swallowed hard, nervous about how to answer. I didn’t want to say anything that would make trouble for anyone.

“Well, I didn’t, uh, initiate anything,” I tried to explain.

“Right. What happened.”

“She was, well, she just showed up late one night. The last time she was here.”

“Yeah, she told me what happened. Did you like it?”

“Yes,” I answered truthfully. “But it wasn’t anything I asked her to do, I just went along with it.”

“I mean did you like licking pussy? Did you like having a girl straddle your face?”

“Oh, that part. Yes.”

“OK. And then what did you do the last time Dahlia had her friend Olivia over?”

“Dahlia wanted me to masturbate so that Olivia could watch me.”

“Did you like doing that?”

“It was embarrassing. But it felt good.”

“Apparently. She made you swallow your own cum, right?”

“Yes.”

“Right. I knew that already since they showed me the video. And did you like doing that?”

“Not really.”

“Why? Is there something wrong with your cum?”

“No, it’s just that it was humiliating to have to do it in front of Dahlia and Olivia.”

“What if you did it in front of me? How would you feel about that?”

“It would still be humiliating, but it would be okay, I guess.”

Kayla appeared to be pleased with this response.

“Last line of questions. Though I have seen you naked, a lot, you have never seen me naked. What would you do in exchange for being allowed to see my naked body?”

I was surprised by the question, and it took me a moment to collect my thoughts.

“Anything you want,” I replied.

Then I realized that simply hearing her question was starting to make me hard.

“Anything I want,” Kayla repeated. “And what if I allowed you to come, would you come for me?”

“Yes,” I replied, and I was unsure of what to do about the fact that I was semi-erect at this point.

“And what if I could get my mom to leave you alone, but in exchange, you would have to answer to me? Would you like that?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“You would like it if you had to answer to me? And you had to do anything I told you to?”

“Yes.”

I was fully erect at this point.

“Though I like seeing you on your knees, I want you to stand up now.”

I got to my feet, but I was still nervous about Kayla’s intentions. She took a step forward and placed her hand on my chest.

“Then we will see how obedient you are, Penis. We’ll see if you will do anything I tell you to do without question.”

She brought her other hand up between my legs and wrapped her fingers around my cock. She locked eyes with me as she began to slowly stroke the length of it. I shuddered from the intensity.

“What’s wrong?” she asked, pausing the movement of her hand.

“It’s just, the friction,” I replied.

“Oh. What should I do?”

“You could use your saliva,” I suggested.

“You mean, like, spit on your cock?”

“Yes.”

She smiled, amused by the thought, then leaned forward and drooled her saliva onto the head of my cock. She leaned back, wiping her lips with her other hand, and began lubricating my cock with her spit.

“I can see that worked,” she observed. “That feels really good, doesn’t it?”

“Yes,” I answered, sounding overwhelmed by the sensation of her hand stroking my cock.

She watched me closely, clearly fascinated by the power she possessed to control me through the pleasure she was providing. It didn’t take long before I was on the edge of orgasm.

“I’m going to come,” I admitted.

She brought her other hand up and cupped it around the head of my cock and observed as I began to cum in her hand. My knees almost went out with the pleasure I was feeling. When I finally recovered, she slowed the movement of her hand to a stop, then lifted the hand I had filled with cum up to my lips.

“Open your mouth,” she said.

She placed her hand against my lips, spilling my cum into my mouth.

“Lick my hand,” she said.

When my hand was clean, she regarded me for a moment.

“You know, when I go upstairs, my sisters are going to ask me if I got you good. So don’t you think I should at least give you one good one?”

“I guess I’ll do whatever you say,” I offered.

Kayla smiled sweetly, pleased with my response.

“OK, nice and gentle,” she said.

She brought her knee up between my legs and pressed it against my balls. She gave them a little bump, then she smiled warmly at me.

“See, that was nice, right?”

“Yes, thank you,” I replied sincerely. “And thank you for, um …”

“Jerking you off? You’re welcome, James.”

She stroked the side of my face with her hand, then turned and walked out of the room. Left alone, I knelt down to pick up my clothes, but then found myself on my knees, kind of overwhelmed by everything that had just taken place.

* * *

“OK, so sorry to interrupt again, but I have to ask what you were thinking at this point. It sounds like Kayla has established an arrangement of some kind, like she wants you to really focus on her.”

“Yeah, she more-or-less inserted herself in this position where I was to answer to her alone, but at that point I was really unsure if she would be able to do that. It also occurred to me that she might lose interest in me.”

“Really? I suppose that wouldn’t be so bad though, right? Because it sounds like you were kind of in for it as far as she is concerned.”

“Yeah, you’re right, and I was in trouble as far as Kayla was concerned. She was going to be every bit as demanding as always, and she would have a newfound level of authority to get her way.”

“It sounds like she kind of assumed this total authority over you at that point, is that right?”

“Yeah. That’s right.”


Chapter 4

“So the next morning, I woke up, and though everything seemed the same, I felt different. This new development with Kayla intrigued me, and I had a feeling that I couldn’t explain. It was this strange, excited feeling, and I both looked forward to and dreaded whatever was going to happen.

I got dressed and went upstairs for breakfast, and since Lara was home for the weekend, everyone came down to eat pancakes. Kayla was acting a bit different, by which I mean that she was trying very hard to act normal. Dahlia mostly ignored me as per normal, but Lara would give me these little sideways glances. I was unsure of what that was about. I had wondered if Lara would show up in the middle of the night the way she had the last time she was home, but she didn’t. Helen seemed as cold and indifferent as always, but at least she didn’t seem to be working to find something to criticize about me.

After breakfast I started working on my list of chores for the day, and at some point, I realized that Helen and the three girls had gone out somewhere for the day. It was the first time since I had been alone in the house since I had arrived. I had this feeling of freedom, and I loved the sensation of it.

A couple of days later, I mowed the lawn as I normally did. I was allowed my regular clothing, and no one told me to head over to Ms. Holden’s house. Afterward, I took a shower, and at some point, I could feel someone watching me. I looked toward the doorway, and saw that Kayla was standing there. She didn’t move, and she didn’t say anything, she just stood there and watched. I slowly turned to face her and continued taking my shower. When I rinsed the shampoo from my hair, I leaned back and closed my eyes, and when I opened them again, I was startled to see that she was now standing closer, about halfway into the room. I turned off the shower and reached for a towel.

“No,” Kayla said, suddenly.

I stopped, my hand extended toward the towel rack, and looked at her. I slowly brought my hand back and faced her, as though waiting for her next instruction. Which I was.

“Come with me,” she said, and turned toward the doorway.

It was then that I noticed that she had the birch rod in her hand. I followed her as she led me into the storage room. When she reached the middle of the room, she indicated a spot on the floor with the birch rod.

“Stand here,” she said.

I stood where she told me to and waited as she silently observed.

“Place your hands behind your head,” she directed. “Place your feet a shoulder-width apart and keep your back straight. Keep your head up, but your eyes lowered out of respect for me.”

She repositioned herself beside me and placed the birch rod against my ass.

“This is just to show you that I am serious, and that the penalty for disobedience is a steep price to pay.”

Kayla began to whip me. Hard. Really hard. And the difference between Helen punishing me and Kayla punishing me, is that I had an erection for Kayla.

“I appreciate the compliment you are paying me by getting hard, though it seems to be a show of disobedience,” she chastised me. “I think I should whip you for that.”

Then Kayla gave me a whipping specifically for having an erection. When she was finished, she stood directly in front of me.

“As I mentioned the other evening, I am going to assume responsibility for your discipline. I had a conversation with my mother, and she has agreed, as long as I am effective in securing your obedience. I plan to be effective,” she said as she tapped her palm with the rod. “Your part is going to be making sure that no one has any reason to doubt that I am capable in this regard. And my part is going to be making sure that your fear of me is greater than any other motivating factor.”

She paused, allowing me to process everything she had just said.

Then she simply put the birch rod aside and left me standing there. I had thought perhaps that she might take advantage of me in some other way, but she did not. Instead, she went back upstairs, while I went back to doing whatever I was doing on that day. And then it happened again the next day. And the day after that.

The last month of my time living in the Striker household, Kayla would take me aside and whip me every day. Every day I would take off my clothes, and while she whipped me with the birch rod, she would ask me questions. She expected me to answer truthfully, and if she suspected that I was being dishonest in my response, she would punish me for it.

“Do you fantasize about me?” she asked.

“Yes,” I replied.

“Then you get ten strokes of the rod. Say “thank you,” and say it nicely.”

“Thank you.”

“Do you think about seeing my naked body?”

“Yes.”

“That’s another ten strokes.”

“Thank you.”

“Do you think about putting your tongue between my legs?”

“Yes.”

“Hm. That’s worth twenty, I think.”

“Thank you.”

She would also whip me for having an erection, followed by a short lecture, and then she would leave. There was no discussion, no conversation, and nothing about it would be mentioned at any other time. At the same time, Helen never punished me again, I was never sent over to Ms. Holden’s house, and Dahlia left me alone. It was as though Kayla had made a deal that I was to submit to her alone, and I was otherwise protected. In exchange for taking a whipping from her, every day, nothing else would happen to me. Ultimately, I felt grateful to her for this arrangement, however it came about.

Summer was coming to an end, and I was looking forward to Autumn. I had applied and was accepted to the college that had been my first choice. My unfortunate situation turned out to be advantageous to me, in that I was given a scholarship that would make the tuition affordable. To my surprise, Helen offered to help me financially, but there were strings attached. She would help me secure an apartment just off campus, with the stipulation that I would provide any of her daughters a place to stay should they wish to visit. Dahlia had the intention of transferring to a four-year school after her two-year community college, transferring her credits to graduate, and Kayla was still trying to decide where she wanted to go after high school. Helen felt that having a place for Kayla to live near the campus would allow her to get a closer look and help her decide if it was right for her.

At some point during my last week living in that neighborhood, I went across the street to say goodbye to Ms. Holden. She came to the door with her customarily warm smile, and invited me in.

“I just wanted to tell you that I am off to college in a few days, and so I thought I should say goodbye,” I told her.

“Oh, my, how exciting!” she exclaimed, and she had a look on her face that was simultaneously hopeful, encouraging, and sad.

I guessed that she felt happy for me, but also the bittersweet feeling that marked the passage of time.

“Well, before you go, I just would like to give you one last thing.”

She went over to the hall closet and brought out a small, black box with a white ribbon tied around it.

“Don’t open it now, but whenever you get to where you are going,” she said, then she paused. “Where is it you are going?”

I told her the name of the school I was headed to and saw that her face lit up.

“Ah! Very good. Anyway, when you get there, feel free to open the box. It’s just a little thank you. I hope you will like it.”

Before I left, she gave me a warm hug, and I actually felt a bit sad to leave.

On my last night at the Striker residence, Kayla came to me as she had done over the past month. It required no words between us at that point, I simply stood up, removed my clothes, and remained at attention. She whipped me, as she always did, and when she was finished, she put the birch rod aside and came to stand in front of me. She looked directly into my eyes. For some moments, we simply stood there looking at one another. Then she reached out, and gently wrapped her hand around my balls and my erect cock. She held them firmly in her hand, maintaining eye contact. We stood there, silently contemplating the moment. Then she leaned in and kissed me. And then she left the room. It struck me that in some ways, this was the most impactful moments of my time at this house. It was a first kiss, but it wasn’t a hot, passionate kiss, it was something even deeper, something more profound. It was an acknowledgement. It was an understanding. There was this thing between the two of us, something that didn’t have words to describe it. It simply was. And even though I was moving out of that house the next day, it didn’t feel like it was the end of something. It felt like the demarcation of a transition, from one thing to another, and the next thing was just beginning.

The next day, with all of my stuff packed into the same two suitcases, three boxes, and one duffle bag that I had arrived with, I left the Striker residence. It was a sunny day, but there was a slight chill in the air, signaling the arrival of Autumn. Helen made sure that I had everything that belonged to me removed from her house, then disappeared from my sight, which suited me perfectly. Dahlia and Kayla showed up to watch me load my stuff into the trunk of the car that was going to drive me the forty-five minutes to my new apartment.

“Bye, Penis!” Dahlia called out, waving at me from the porch. Then she turned and went back into the house.

Kayla didn’t say anything, she just looked at me, and she had a look on her face like this was simply one step in a grand design. I smiled at her, raised my hand in farewell, and I saw her lips move, silently mouthing something I couldn’t pick up on. I almost asked her if she had said something, but she had already turned away and was walking back to the house.

I got into the car, told the driver that I was ready, and we drove away from the house. It was a remarkable feeling, knowing that everything that had happened was quite literally in the rear-view mirror. I was happy that the driver wasn’t the kind that was going to want to talk the entire way, since everything that had taken place over the previous three months was swirling around inside my head, and I needed to sort through it. I was so happy to be rid of Helen and her stupid house and her stupid lawn and her stupid pool and her stupid rules. And I was happy that Dahlia wouldn’t be around me on a daily basis, though the threat that she had the option of visiting me at school at any time hung over my head. I had mixed feeling regarding Ms. Holden since she really had been very kind to me. And Kayla, I was beginning to realize, was going to haunt my thoughts. From the first moment I met her until the last moment, when she mouthed something, what, I didn’t know, she had become something I couldn’t define. Something that demanded space in my thoughts. Something that demanded attention. I would have some time now to work out just what that “something” was.

Over the next few weeks, there was so much happening that I barely had a moment to think. I moved into a very small apartment, and I was grateful for the fact that I had practically nothing, as that is about all I had room for. The apartment was on the third floor of an old house, what had originally been an attic, and it was just one main room with a tiny bathroom and a closet-sized kitchen. It would have felt stifling if it hadn’t been for the fact that I felt an incredible freedom. I no longer had Helen waiting for me to make the smallest misstep. I was just really happy to have a space that felt like I could relax and be myself in it.

I got a part-time job at the coffee shop down the street, and I began attending classes. I was relieved to find that all of the courses were both interesting to me, and challenging in a way that occupied my thoughts, pushing away everything that had happened over the summer. Well, not everything. Because as always, thoughts of Kayla continued to dominate my thoughts. But I managed to stay focused on my coursework and established a routine that felt comfortable to me.

At some point, I noticed the black gift box with the white ribbon that Ms. Holden had given me before I left. I couldn’t help but smile at the sight of it, and my curiosity led me to unwrap the ribbon and open the box. On top, there was a small note, which simply read,

“Thank you for everything, I wish you the best. – Deborah”

Then there was a P.S. which read, “Send me a photo, if you are able, I would appreciate it.”

I put the note aside and was not surprised to see what I assumed were a pair of panties. I was surprised, however, when I pulled them out of the box, and saw that there was no front panel to the panties. There were a few strands of black silk, no wider than the lead of a pencil, and one strand that went horizontally across the front, where the front panel would have been. Out of curiosity more than anything, I undressed, and attempted to put them on. As I expected, they were tight around my thighs, and it took a bit of effort to pull them up into place. The triangular shape in front created a boarder on three sides of my cock and balls, and the horizontal strap went across my cock just above the rim of the head of my cock. Otherwise, I was naked. Since I was already wearing the panties, I decided to take a photo. I thought that it was the least I could do, since Deborah had gone to the trouble of gifting them to me. I took two photos, one that was full frontal, and another that was a closer view, which showed how the panties fit. Or didn’t, since that seemed to be the way that Deborah preferred. I emailed the photos to her, and she sent me a very warm and friendly reply, again wishing me well.

It was a little over two months before I heard from anyone at the Striker household. I was attending an Astronomy lecture when my phone vibrated. I knew that it was a message, but since I couldn’t think of anything that would require my immediate attention, I ignored it. Then my phone vibrated again, about ten seconds later, and then a third time. I pulled my phone out of my pocket, curious to know what was so important, and I saw that it was a series of three messages from Kayla.

“Hey, it’s Kayla, I’m coming this weekend.”

“I’ll be there around 8 p.m. on Friday.”

“I leave on Sunday.”

The rest of the lecture was lost on me, as I could think of nothing other than the texts I had just received. The fact that Kayla was coming for to visit on Friday, the fact that she didn’t ask, she simply informed me it was going to happen, and the fact that she intended to stay for the entire weekend, these thoughts precluded any consideration of neutrinos and their speed of travel. Neutrinos travelling at the speed of light would pass through my body without me even noticing, while Kayla, travelling at any speed, could have a devastating impact. I realized that it was Thursday. She had given me one day’s notice. I went home after class and began cleaning the apartment, surprised at how messy it had become in the two months I had lived there. At some point I wondered if it was Helen’s doing, that I assumed Kayla had a higher standard for cleanliness to which my apartment had to conform. I guess it didn’t matter, because the only thing that kept me from obsessing nervously about her arrival was cleaning and organizing. Otherwise, I would have just sat there with a vague feeling of dread.

A little before 8:30, a car pulled up out in front, and I saw Kayla jump out with a small duffle bag over her shoulder. She came up the front walk, and I walked down the stairs on the side of the house, since my apartment was a little difficult to find for anyone who had never been there.

“Hi!” she called out, and she seemed to be genuinely happy to see me.

“Hi, Kayla,” and I was a bit surprised to find that I was extending my arms to hug her.

She made a little jump closer and threw her arms around me. I could feel her petite body practically vibrating with excitement.

“I guess you are excited to be here,” I observed.

“Yeah, I’ve been looking forward to it. I want to see where you’ve been living, and what you’ve been up to.”

“Well, that’s what we are going to do. I don’t have anything scheduled for the next few days, which is convenient.”

I didn’t mention that I had been scheduled to work at the coffee shop and had asked a coworker to cover my shift. I took her duffle bag, which was a bit heavier than I had anticipated, and led her up the stairs.

“Wow,” she said as she walked through the door of my attic apartment. “This is not spacious. But it is adorable, and the dormer windows are pretty cool.”

“Um, thank you, I think,” I replied, laughing.

I’d situated my bed against one of the dormer windows, which helped make more space in the rest of the room. Kayla immediately went and plopped down onto the bed, which amused me, since that was the same thing she did when I first met her.

“So tell me what has been going on at the house since I left. And do you want some water?”

“Oh, a bunch of shit, and yes, but make it a beer, or something.”

I opened the refrigerator and found that I had a few beers, so I took two of them out, popped the lids off, and handed one to Kayla.

“OK, what is “a lot of shit,” if I may ask?”

“Hm. Well, it turns out that you did a lot of stuff that Dahlia and I don’t want to do, and mom doesn’t want to do, and she is really getting worse, if you know what I mean.”

I had a difficult time imagining Helen being “worse.” But I did know what she meant.

“So she’s been drinking a lot.”

“Yeah. I have to get out of there. Besides, without my pool boy there, it’s not as fun.”

“I was more than just the pool boy, I think.”

“I know. More importantly, you were my whipping boy,” she said, and her tone of voice indicated that it was a term of affection.

I left my beer on the kitchen table and walked over to stand in front of her.

“Maybe I still am.”

Kayla put her bottle of beer on the side table, then reached up, and pulled me down to kneel in front of her.

“You are definitely still my whipping boy, Penis,” she said as she put her arms around me and pulled me close to kiss me.

“Really?” I asked. “You’re still going to call me that?”

“Why not? Does it bother you when I call you Penis?”

Kayla started laughing, but I could tell that she wasn’t being spiteful the way that she had been when I lived in the house.

“It just reminds me of how mean you girls were to me when I was living there in the house.”

“Oh, boo-hoo. Were we too mean?” she asked in a mocking tone, then she leaned in and kissed me on the tip on my nose. “I seem to recall you had an erection while I was whipping you.”

“Right. See? You admit that you were whipping me!”

“I’ll do oh-so-much more than whip you,” she said as she reached her hand down and pressed it between my legs while she started kissing me.

Within a minute, we were both completely naked. It felt as though it had been forever that I had wanted to be this close to her, to feel her body against mine, to kiss and touch every inch of her. The way that our bodies felt together was as though we had been held separate from one another, and that which had held us apart had now snapped. We collided, and rode a wave of discovery, of exploration, of release. We fucked each other with an intensity we had never experienced before, letting every sensation explode like a firework until we were lying in each other arms, just kissing, and touching each other. After an hour or so, we fucked each other a second time.

We were lying in bed, gently caressing each other’s body, feeling the kind of exhaustion that makes you feel rejuvenated.

“Oh, I forgot to ask, is this apartment haunted? I only ask because it looks really haunted,” Kayla suddenly asked.

She looked at me with a half-joking, half-serious expression on her face. I looked at her for a moment, wondering if I should respond the way that my first reaction dictated.

“Only by you,” I replied. I wasn’t sure if I would regret going with my first answer.

“What do you mean? Am I haunting this place right now?” she asked in a way that suggested that she wasn’t sure if she should be offended or not.

“You’ve been haunting me, and therefore everywhere that I am, from the day that I met you,” I replied. “So, yeah, you have been haunting my apartment since I moved in.”

I had looked away from her, uncertain of how she would react, and was looking at the angled ceiling. She was quiet, so after a moment, I looked at her. She had a smile on her face, and a devious look in her eye. She suddenly lurched forward and kissed me. Only it wasn’t like any other kiss I had ever had. It had an intensity to it that I couldn’t have anticipated. There was an urgency to it that overwhelmed me. There was a passion to it that I couldn’t have expected. I wrapped my arms around her and held her body close to me and we kissed for a long time. I had never before felt so close to another person as I did at that point. I was beginning to think that I was in love with Kayla.

* * *

“You were in love with her?” she asked, then took the last sip of wine from her glass.

“Yes,” James replied.

“So was this the first moment where you realized this, or had it been developing for a while?”

“Well, I think that it had been developing for a while, this was just the first moment where I couldn’t deny it. It was a feeling that had been building up, and now it was undeniable.”

“Do you think that at that moment, she was in love with you too?”

James smiled. He looked up at the angled ceiling for a moment.

“I don’t know, Kayla, were you?”

Kayla set her wine glass down on the side table and crawled onto James’ body. She placed her hands on his bare chest and looked into his eyes.

“I’ve always been in love with you, Penis.”

She kissed him, deeply, then lifted her head to look out the window. Snow was falling, and it was beginning to pile up on the windowsill outside. The scene made the interior of the apartment feel that much cozier. She looked back down at James, and saw that he was looking back at her with a dreamy look of adoration. She smiled and lowered her head to rest it upon his chest.

He thought about something he hadn’t thought about in a while, a question he’d had in the back of his mind and had kept forgetting to ask. “You know, I never have asked you what you said the day that I left the house. You looked like you were saying something, but it was like you said it silently, or maybe just whispered it to yourself. Do you know what I am talking about?” James looked at Kayla to see if her eyes showed any recognition.

Kayla held the expression on her face neutral, not giving away whether she knew what he was talking about or not. She had a faraway look in her eyes as she thought about the question for a moment.

“Yeah, I know what you are talking about,” she admitted.

“What was it that you said?”

Kayla smiled.

“I said, I own you. You’re mine.”

“Really? I mean, I believe it, knowing you. But retelling that story reminded me. I’ve always wondered.”

“I love it when you tell me that story,” Kayla whispered.

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