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Chapter 1

“Fetch the belt,” Ariana said in that tone of voice.

The tone of voice he had learned not to question. David was grateful that it was the belt. Really, he was grateful for so many things. He loved Ariana so much, so completely, and he was so grateful that she was in his life. He adored her and appreciated that she cared enough to correct him and keep him in line.

And the belt felt good by comparison. Ariana would turn his ass bright red with the belt, but the process was much easier than the alternatives.

Ariana really liked her riding crop, which he intuited from the way she used it. When she had him fetch the riding crop, he knew he was in for it. She was going to go above and beyond just whipping him. She was going to really enjoy herself.

The paddle was formidable in its unquestioned authority. Ariana had an arm on her, David thought, and she proved it in using the smooth, wooden implement. But by far the most devastating as far as his ass was concerned was the cane. He could barely endure the six strokes she applied as a starting point, which always brought tears to his eyes.

As David returned to the living room and knelt, pants down, offering Ariana the leather belt, he thought about how much he loved her. He felt in some ways that he hadn’t really understood the word before he met her. And he endeavored to honor her in everything he did, as he felt she deserved nothing less. And he did cherish his time with her, and everything about her. But more than anything else, he strived to obey her. She demanded it, and David felt that she was worthy of it. Obedience was more than simply doing as she asked, however. This was something David had only begun to learn. He had a long way to go.

Love, honor, cherish, and obey. These words had any number of meanings to David Michaelson before he met, and married, Ariana McPherson.


Chapter 2

“Who is the woman walking toward us?” David asked his friend Scott after class, walking from the chemistry building toward the cafeteria. The shapely brunette walked past them, taking no notice of David or his friend Scott.

Scott smiled. He could tell that this was no casual curiosity.

“Oh, I don’t know, David,” Scott replied slowly. “I don’t think you want any part of that. Her name is Ariana McPherson. She is rumored to be a, um,” Scott began, then paused, unsure of what to call her. “Well, suffice it to say that she is probably way out of your league.”

“Really?” David retorted, sounding annoyed. “Come on. I mean, I get it, she is incredibly hot. Perfect, really, if you ask me. That’s why I want to know who she is. There’s nothing wrong with trying, right? At least I could talk to her. There’s no harm in that.”

“See, that’s what I am trying to say,” Scott replied. “I have heard that there might actually be some harm in that. She is known to be a bit, well, how do I say it? Dangerous.”

“What? How so?” David asked. “Because it doesn’t matter, I’m not afraid of a girl just because she’s really beautiful or because she’s really hot.”

“It’s not the heat I’d be worried about. She is known to bite,” Scott said mysteriously.

“Well, then my interest is piqued,” David replied, sounding upbeat. “Now I have to get to know her.”

“Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” Scott replied.

The next day, David noticed her walking in the same direction at the same time of day. He smiled at the ease with which his plan had been accomplished. It had occurred to him that he might have some difficulty in meeting her by chance, and he had been willing to put some time and effort into it. As it turned out, it had been almost effortless.

“Excuse me,” he said as she approached.

Ariana slowed as she turned to acknowledge him.

“My name is David. You are Ariana, right?”

“Yeah,” she replied as her pace returned to its long-legged, confidant stride.

David had to scramble a bit to catch up.

“Um, right,” he said, “I just wanted to know if you’d like to meet for coffee some time. Or have dinner with me.”

“Why would I do that?” she challenged him.

David noticed that he had to walk a bit faster than he was accustomed to in trying to keep up with her.

“Because I will not only pay for said coffee, or dinner, but I will be brilliant in conversing in the most entertaining manner. Plus, I’m hilarious. Ask anyone.”

“Hilarious?” she asked. “So you’re a clown?”

“Sure, if you like,” David replied. “If that would amuse you, that is.”

Ariana seemed to slow her pace for only a moment.

“No thank you,” she replied.

“I think you should re-consider,” David countered. “But how about I accompany you as far as the physics building?” he offered, indicating a destination that was less than a block away.

“How about you go fuck yourself, clown?” she replied, her voice flat and disinterested.

“Sure, if you like,” David replied.

Again, Ariana seemed to slow her pace for only a moment. Then she hastened and walked away, leaving David stymied by her refusal. David watched her walk, and he became mesmerized, watching the pendulum swing of her hips as she moved. David thought her stride was unmistakably confidant and sexy as hell. He was even more beguiled than he had been to begin with. Her rebuff of his advances had only raised her cachet in his eyes. And having walked next to her and having spoken with her made him aware of the fact that she was inexplicably more attractive than he had originally thought.

“I warned you, man,” his friend Scott reminded him when they next saw each other. “You should count yourself lucky. You could have ended up entangled in it.”

“I so want to be entangled in it, whatever that means,” David replied.

“It means she is like a spider,” Scott explained. “She has this web. It’s this crazy beautiful appearance she has, and it draws guys in. They get caught up, and then she comes and sucks their blood. You should really stay clear of her.”

David couldn’t help but laugh at what he thought sounded patently ridiculous.

“Maybe the guys who are telling you this are just the wrong guys. Maybe they just didn’t, I don’t know, fit in with what she wants?”

“Oh, and you do?” Scott asked.

“Stranger things have happened,” David replied.

David thought about Ariana almost constantly. He became fixated on getting a date with her. The place and time he had encountered her was, it turned out, a daily commute for her. He knew how to find her, he just needed to come up with a way to get her to give him a chance.

The following day, he met up with her again, and met her pace as she walked.

“So, I just wanted to point out that per your invitation to go fuck myself, I did, and let me tell you, it turns out I’m really good,” David said to Ariana. “I’m telling you; you’re missing out.”

David thought he saw the gentlest of curving at the corner of her lips, the merest suggestion of a smile. He counted it as a victory.

“You clearly have not considered the possibility that your standards are impossibly low,” she replied.

David tried to keep from being distracted by the sublimely gentle bounce of her perfect breasts while she walked.

“While I will admit that is a possibility, it just strengthens my certainty that you should go out on a date with me. Clearly, you are the finest woman in existence, so my standards would adjust accordingly, no?”

“I don’t care about your standards,” Ariana said, dismissively. “I only care about my own.”

“Well, are you sure that you have been given an opportunity to make an honest appraisal of me?” David said, feeling he had nothing to lose. “If I don’t meet your standards, then I would just have to work harder, right? Surely that would have a value, knowing that I am going to do whatever is necessary to arise to the level of what you expect and deserve.”

David was thrilled by the sight of Ariana coming to a full stop and turning toward him. He felt his heart rate accelerate as she seemed to fully pay attention to him, her eyes scanning up and down, taking in the sight of him. Her green eyes that had an intensity to them like she could see through him. Her beauty was intimidating, but her eyes were actually terrifying. David thought about what Scott had said about her being a spider spinning a web. He wondered if she was simply toying with him. He saw the suggestion of a smirk on her face.

“Strip naked,” she said abruptly, making it sound like a challenge.

David just stared for a moment, searching the expression on her face, and the attitude of her stance.

“Are you serious?” he asked.

“Yes,” she replied, “I am serious. If you want a date with me, then show me what you have to offer.

David thought about it for only a moment.

“OK, but where?” he asked, looking left and right.

“Here. Now,” she said. She looked at her watch. “Be quick about it.”

David panicked. They were in a fully public place, and though no one was within a block of them, he could see people in the near distance. People who could see him if they turned to look. They had stopped on the edge of a park, and there were people on the far side of it, as well as people in the buildings on the opposite side of the street, not to mention the cars that might pass by. It was not a busy street, but the appearance of an onlooker, even the police was entirely possible.

“I mean, that is illegal,” David pointed out. “I could be arrested for exposing myself.”

“OK,” Ariana said curtly as she turned and began walking away.

“Wait!” David called out, though he was unsure of what he was going to say. All he knew was that he had gotten her attention and he wasn’t going to let it go.

Ariana came to a stop. Then she turned to face him. She crossed her arms. The expression on her face was that of impatience, perhaps even annoyance.

“What?” she asked. “Don’t waste my time. Clothes off, now, or fuck off and leave me alone.”

David was surprised to feel his arms moving, his hands taking the hem of his T-shirt and pulling it upward. He was not aware of his brain having told his arms and hands to do what they were doing. He felt as though he was being manipulated like a puppet. Something else was compelling him to strip. He removed his shirt and dropped it on the ground. He slipped off his shoes and slid his cutoff shorts down.

When he had removed all but his underwear, he looked at her, still wondering if this was a dare to see how far he would go. Perhaps, he thought, he might just call her bluff.

She stood unmoving, looking at him with a gloating, haughty expression, clearly enjoying his compliance with her demand. Instead of prompting him verbally, she simply glanced at his underwear. Then she met his eyes and gave a subtle nod of her head. Her message was clear. David took a deep breath, looked nervously all around him, then slipped his underwear off.

Ariana said nothing at first. She seemed to be content with leisurely examining the entirety of his naked body.

“Please put your arms up and place your hands behind your head,” she directed.

David assumed the position she had indicated. From a block away, he heard someone whistle. He felt more exposed and vulnerable than he had ever felt before. He had never experienced a girl being so direct. So demanding.

“I will need you to be patient,” she said. “I am not going to be hurried. I am going to take my time in looking at you. For now, I would like you to turn for me, slowly, so that I might see all sides of you.”

David turned slowly, as Ariana had asked him to do. He felt that she was objectifying him in a way that he had never experienced. She definitely was not shy about it. David went to the gym regularly and was adamant about doing core exercises and squats, which had resulted in a tight and narrow waistline and a well-sculpted ass. Ariana’s head tilted to one side as she examined him, taking in the form and shape of his body. She had a faint smile as she observed his physicality.

When he had made a full rotation, and Ariana had made a final assessment, she looked him in the eyes.

“Put your clothes on. I’m done looking,” she announced.

Just then a car drove by and honked. David scrambled to put his clothes back on.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“David,” he replied.

“I will consider your proposal, David. I will let you know when I have made a decision.”

Ariana McPherson turned and walked away, while David stood watching. His heart was pounding in rhythm with Ariana’s footsteps. He felt lightheaded. Though now safely secured in his shorts, he had an erection.


Chapter 3

“I am aware that a lot of girls are going to ask questions like, what are you favorite movies, or what is your favorite band or something like that,” Ariana said once they had been seated at a table in the outdoor patio of the restaurant.

“That’s cool, everyone’s different,” she continued. “But I don’t particularly care about things like that. Some people, you know,” she began, laughing, “they think that because two people share an interest in double-chocolate brownies or Norwegian death metal that they’re going to have some kind of relationship that works out. I think that’s ridiculous. Also, it’s probably not the kind of relationship I want.”

David felt his head was swimming hearing Ariana talk about a relationship. He hadn’t even thought that far ahead. He felt happy just to be sitting at a table with her.

It was a nice, sunny afternoon, and there was a gently breeze that carried the scent of jasmine in the air. David sat listening intently, counting himself lucky to have finally secured a date with Ariana. Sitting across the table from her, he felt a pleasant buzzing sensation in the back of his brain. Every time he saw her, it was as though she had somehow become more beautiful in the interim.

“So,” Ariana said, focusing on David, “what I want to know is how you would wash a load of clothes that include panties.”

Ariana went quiet, staring at David. He realized she was waiting for his response. He thought about what his mother and his sister had done growing up.

“Well, first of all, I so rarely have panties in my laundry,” he said as a joke. He saw that Ariana did not laugh. “But I do know that they need to go in a mesh bag, wash cold if they are mixed colors, and air dry. Not the dryer, but after being hung up individually.”

Ariana observed him.

“And what would you do if the showerhead in the bathroom was covered with lime and mineral deposits?”

“I would probably take it down and soak it in one of a number of products that are made to dissolve deposits, then scrub it with an old toothbrush. Then rinse it thoroughly and apply new pipe dope to the threads and put it back in place.”

“And what is the best way to get a tile floor clean?” she asked.

“That will definitely get its cleanest if you scrub it by hand. Either with a sponge, or if there are stains, a scrub brush.”

“So, on your hands and knees?” she asked.

David felt a peculiar sensation. Ariana was absent-mindedly stroking her chest, just above her generously displayed cleavage.

“Yes,” David replied. “On my hands and knees.”

Ariana continued to ask very specific questions, and while some of them seemed to be concerned with domestic chores, ultimately, the conversation ranged widely and she began to ask him more philosophical questions.

“What do you think a man’s purpose is in an intimate relationship with a woman?” she asked.

David practically blushed.

“Well, as they say, happy wife, happy life,” he said with a broad, slightly embarrassed smile.

Ariana did not smile.

“Sure. But what does it mean to make someone happy?” she asked.

“Um, well, I guess that you do whatever it is that makes the person, I mean, the woman, fulfilled. Whatever it is that she wants,” he said with a small shrug.

“Whatever she wants,” Ariana repeated.

David was unsure if she was wanting a response to what she had said.

“Tell you what, David,” Ariana said after a moment’s thought. “I have some things I need some help with. Why don’t you free up some time tomorrow afternoon to stop by my place. I’ll give you the address.”

“Of course,” David replied, though he had no idea what he was agreeing to. At that point, it didn’t particularly matter to him, as long as he was going to be able to look at and talk to Ariana.

* * *

The next day, he stopped by her apartment, which was in a large, old house.

“Oh, hey,” Ariana said when she came to the door. “Follow me.” She walked out onto the porch and descended the front steps and continued around to the back of the house.

David had trouble focusing on anything other than the half-shirt and tight cutoff shorts she was wearing. He had noticed that her heart-shaped ass was perfect, by his estimation.

“We have a storage shed, and it needs some attention,” Ariana informed him.

She had turned in time to catch him looking at her butt, and though she might have been pissed off that he was ogling her, she saw the look of desire on his face. She decided it was better to tease him and play with his lust for her body.

She unlocked and opened the door of the shed. A cloud of dust and the smell of mold and neglect floated out of the open door.

“Just take everything out and sweep out the shed. Dust off everything, then organize it so that we can access what’s in here, OK? You think you can do that, David?”

“Um, sure,” David replied. He was not enthusiastic about this assignment.

“You don’t look very excited to be helping me,” Ariana observed, sounding annoyed.

“No, sorry, I’m fine. It’s not a problem to help out,” he replied. Though he couldn’t help but think that he wasn’t helping so much as he was doing. He was clear on the point that Ariana had no intention of being involved in the project, which meant that the one thing he had wanted, which was to look at her, was not going to happen. Then Ariana came forward and raised her hand to stroke the side of his face.

“Thank you, David,” she said sincerely. “I truly appreciate it.”

David felt his insides quiver. Ariana left him to his task. It took a few hours to get everything out of the shed, and then use the broom and dustpan to sweep out all of the dirt and dust. He had taken off his T-shirt and wrapped it around his face to keep from breathing in all of the airborne particles. Then he moved everything back into the shed, making use of all of the hours he had spent playing tile-stacking video games.

When Ariana came down to see how he was doing, he had just completed hanging the last item, a bike, from a rack mounted to the ceiling.

“Wow,” Ariana said, examining his work. “There’s so much more room in here. And it’s about as clean as a shed can be.”

She turned to look at David. He suddenly felt as though every bit of work he had done that afternoon had paid off when he saw the look of satisfaction on her face. He felt proud.

“Well, the shed is clean, but I can’t say the same for you!” she said, laughing. “Come here, let’s take care of that.”

She led him over to the side of the house, where there was a garden hose. She turned on the water and held the spray nozzle at the ready.

“Stand there,” she directed him.

David stood where she had indicated and waited for her to spray him. She put the nozzle down and looked at him with a furrowed brow.

“David,” she said in a voice that was both irritated and perplexed. “Do you take a shower with your clothes on as well?”

“What? No,” David replied.

“Right. So take your clothes off and put them over there,” she said, gesturing, “so that they stay dry.”

David had a now familiar feeling in his stomach. He looked around and thought about the windows in the house, as well as those to either side. He was standing in what was essentially a courtyard. He realized it was best not to think about it. He stripped off his shoes and his shorts and left all of his clothing on a white plastic table off to one side of the courtyard. Then he stood where Ariana had indicated. He tried not to wince in anticipation.

The hard jet of cold water burst forth and struck his bare chest. David inhaled sharply, gasping at the sensation. Ariana laughed.

“Don’t be a pussy about it, David,” she admonished him.

She slowly moved the spray of water all around his body. David found it difficult not to reflexively turn away from the sharp spray of water. After several chastisements, she told him to stand with his arms up behind his head like he had been the last time she had him naked. This left his body open and defenseless to her water jet.

She leisurely directed the water at his armpits, then his chest, then his stomach, then his hips. David was bracing for whatever might come next, so he was relieved when she sprayed each of his legs up and down. Then she aimed the jet of water at his dick.

He had tried to prepare himself, to steel himself for the eventuality that she would assault his genitalia with the spray from the hose, but ultimately it didn’t matter. There was nothing he could have done to prepare for the sensation. His body went tense, and he tried to stay still, but he couldn’t help wriggling away. David became aware that Ariana was laughing joyously at his predicament.

“Turn around,” she called out, still laughing.

He turned, and it was a relief that she began to spray his back and shoulders, which were much more prepared to receive the punishing spray of cold water. It actually even felt good, David observed. Again, Ariana leisurely sprayed him from his shoulders to his toes, before directing the spray at his bare butt. Then she lowered the stream of water to run down the crack in his ass, ending where it sprayed through the top of his thighs and struck him directly on the balls.

David yelped and turned away to the sound of Ariana’s peals of laughter.

“You really are such a pussy,” she teased him. “OK, come here,” she said.

She made an adjustment to the spray nozzle.

“Close your eyes,” she said.

David braced himself. Ariana pressed the trigger of the nozzle, and a soft, delicate, shower of water emanated from the hose, directed at his face. He raised his hands to scrub off the dirt and dust, then rinse out his hair. He realized at this point that she could have used this setting on the hose previously, but instead she had employed the hardest, most direct setting possible. It occurred to him that she had been enjoying tormenting him while he was naked.

When she turned off the water, David wiped the water from his face and opened his eyes. Ariana was watching him. She was not shy in the least about openly examining him.

“So, again, you did a really good job in cleaning out the shed,” she repeated. “And you were a good sport in letting me have fun spraying you with the garden hose,” she said with a gleeful laugh. “Although you need some discipline in standing still when directed.”

At that moment, a young woman appeared at the back door of the house.

“Hey, Ariana,” she said, “your laundry is done. I just heard the machine finish its cycle.”

“Cool, thanks, Jenny. I’ll get it in a minute,” Ariana replied.

“OK,” Jenny replied. She glanced at David, standing wet and naked in the courtyard. “It’s not a rush or anything, I just wanted you to know.” Then she disappeared back into the house.

Ariana turned back to David.

“Say, you need a towel to dry off anyway, so why don’t you come in and you can fold the laundry for me,” she said.

David noticed that Ariana asked questions that did not sound like questions as much as they sounded like demands.

“Sure,” he replied.

He felt extraordinarily naked at that moment, in part due to the fact that Ariana treated him as though he wasn’t. As though his state of undress was to be expected. As though he simply wasn’t allowed clothing in front of her.

He followed her into the house, leaving his shorts, shoes, and shirt on the white plastic table outside.

“Just take everything out of the dryer and fold it,” she said. “You can put it in the laundry basket, OK?”

“Sure, I can do that,” David replied.

The laundry room was in the basement, which was cool and quiet. He spent the next ten minutes folding Ariana’s laundry, feeling awkward about his nakedness, but happy to be of service to her.

When he was finished with the laundry, he wondered what he was supposed to do. He didn’t think it would be comfortable walking upstairs to find Ariana when he was naked. He had no idea how many people lived in the house. So he remained in place, waiting for her to come back downstairs. He thought about everything that had transpired so far in what he might have called his relationship with Ariana, but he was unsure of what to call it. It was unlike anything he had experienced before.

“David,” Ariana said.

David whirled around to face her, surprised that she he had not heard her come back downstairs. She looked down, then back up.

“What the fuck, David?” she demanded.

He had an erection. He blushed, embarrassed to be discovered in such a state of arousal.

“I’m sorry—” he began.

“What were you doing that led to that?” she asked, pointing at his cock.

“I was,” David said, then swallowed nervously. “I was thinking about you,” he admitted.

Ariana was silent for a moment.

“I’m sorry, I—” David began to say.

“Shut up, David,” Ariana interrupted.

She crossed her arms and stared directly at his erection. For almost a minute, she said nothing. David followed her order to remain silent. He felt aroused and terrified at the same time, feeling Ariana’s eyes on his body.

Her stare was unrelenting while she examined him as though he was a specimen on display. It just made David’s cock harder, until it was throbbing, to feel her peering at him so intently. At last, she raised her eyes to meet David’s.

“What I take from this is you need to learn self-control. Again, I think it’s a matter of discipline. These are things that can be learned. But it isn’t easy. You should think long and hard,” she said with a sly smile, “about how willing and able you are to begin the process of committing yourself to learning these things. To submit to training. When I next see you, I will need you to have thought carefully about what you are willing to commit to, as far as modifying your behavior is concerned.”

Once Ariana had finished her statement, she instructed David to collect his clothing and go home to think about what she had said. David had difficulty in recalling everything that had happened in that moment because he was in a bit of a daze. He had stood in the courtyard behind the house, trying to stuff his still erect cock into his shorts. He’d felt as though he was being watched.

When David arrived back at his apartment, he thought about his interaction with Ariana so far. He had never met a woman who was anything like her. She was unique. It was as though when he was around her, he had no ability to resist her or deny anything she wanted of him. It worried him.

He had heard the phrase “pussy-whipped” and wondered if that was what he was. He hadn’t even had her pussy. It was getting to the point where he couldn’t even think about her pussy, since she felt to him as though she were as unavailable to him as she had been the day he met her. The inverse was not true, however. He was beyond just being available to her. It seemed that in a very short period of time she had availed herself of the entirety of him.

She had assumed a mysterious control, he thought, mysterious because he was unsure of the source of this power. Certainly, he thought, she was undeniably attractive. She was hot. That was undisputable. But it was somehow more than that.

Something in the way she acted toward him seemed to short-circuit any ability he might have had to contradict her. Perhaps it was simply how forward she was, making demands of him he might never have imagined. But he suspected it was something about her he had yet to understand.

He would not have been surprised to find that she was practicing some form of witchcraft on him. His near constant thoughts of her and the resultant erection he would have certainly attested to this possibility.


Chapter 4

It was a few days later that David found himself on what appeared to be a date with Ariana. The thought was peculiar in his head, since everything he had experienced with her had seemed so different from anything else he had experienced. But now he was seated at a table at a restaurant for dinner.

He was wearing a white, long-sleeved shirt and a pair of charcoal-gray trousers. Ariana was wearing a short black dress that wrapped tightly around her body. Her breasts were framed nicely by the dress’s thin shoulder straps. David noted that it’s length was such that he caught sight of her panties more than once.

“Have you thought about what I said?” Ariana asked.

“I, um,” David stuttered, “I think about everything you’ve said.”

Ariana was not amused by this response.

“I mean specifically what I said when you were standing in my basement with a totally inappropriate erection.”

David felt his body temperature rise. Ariana did not say this quietly. David wondered if anyone in the restaurant was listening to what she was saying.

“Yes,” he replied smartly. “You were talking about me committing myself to learning self-control. And discipline.”

“Yes, very good,” Ariana replied. “And so?” she asked.

David looked down at the napkin in his lap, then returned his gaze to Ariana. The image of her was shimmering before him, transcendent in its beauty. Her piercing green eyes fixed him with a look.

“I am willing to do whatever you decide I should do in learning to modify my behavior to your standards,” he stated.

Ariana was silent. Then a small smile spread across her face. It made David feel warm, but it had a chilly appearance at the same time.

“I am so pleased with your answer,” she said in summation.

Then Ariana abruptly switched direction in the conversation. For the rest of dinner, she spoke to him as he might expect a woman would speak during the course of a dinner date. They talked about many different things in a manner that was consistent with two people getting to know each other.

David felt himself relax. For once, he became comfortable in his interaction with Ariana. Had he been aware of what was actually happening, he might have realized that she was luring him, even hypnotizing him. He might have become aware of the degree to which he had become her prey. And he would have recognized that she was a predator, slowly working to re-wire his brain in submission to her. But he was aware of none of these things. He had become her property without even realizing what had happened.

When Ariana brought him back to her apartment, she took him into her bedroom. She closed the door, then pushed him up against it and began to kiss him. He could do nothing more than surrender to her. She began unbuttoning his shirt, impatiently, while she held him by the back of the head and kissed him.

Once Ariana had removed David’s shirt, she pushed him, forcefully, backward onto her bed. He was surprised by the action, and then he was more surprised when she took ahold of his pants and wrested them from his body, stripping him naked. She climbed on top of him, sitting on his cock. She leaned forward and kissed him aggressively, holding him by the throat. Her tongue snaked into his mouth, and it felt almost as though she were using her tongue to fuck his mouth. Then she began moving downward, biting and sucking on his neck.

She was certainly leaving bruises, he thought, as he winced and gasped from the pain. He was breathing heavily in response to what felt like a physical attack. Ariana herself was not only breathing heavily, but she was making sounds that were practically animalistic in nature. She began to bite him, hard, on his chest, still holding him by the neck while making a low, growling sound. In spite of his reaction to her frenetic assault, which was approaching a kind of terror, he was fully erect.

Ariana continued to savage his naked body, sliding continually downward until she was leaving marks, scratches, and eventually, bruises, all along his chest and down to his hips. Her hair continually brushed against his erect cock.

Ariana suddenly flipped her hair back and sat up, then crawled forward and straddled David’s face. She reached between her thighs and pulled her panties aside, exposing her pussy. She sat on his face, grabbing a handful of his hair, and holding him against her body, pressing her labia against David’s lips. David licked her, sucked her, and due to the fact that she was endlessly dripping wet, swallowed her.

She rode his face, unrelenting in holding him exactly where she wanted him while her hips thrust back and forth against his tongue. David had to time his breathing, since Ariana was too focused on the pleasure he was providing to make such an allowance.

When Ariana had her first orgasm, she gripped him by the hair and by the throat and held him firmly. Her body began to vibrate with the pleasure emanating from between her thighs, echoing like ripples in a pool throughout her body. She gasped, then moaned, then cried out as she had a body-wracking orgasm on David’s face.

After she had recovered, she loosened her grip on David but she did not release him. She kept him exactly where she wanted him and began to slowly ride his tongue to her second orgasm.

It was just short of an hour that she had been using his lips and tongue for her pleasure when at last she sat back on his chest, seemingly satiated. She peered down at him, using two fingers to open and enter his mouth. She slowly fucked his mouth with her fingers as she looked at him, a satisfied look on her face.

“That was nice, David,” she said, softly. “Your tongue has some talent.”

Her fingers played with his tongue, admiring its length and dexterity.

“With practice, I think it will serve my purposes quite nicely.”

She leaned down and kissed him.

“Lots of practice,” she said.

* * *

When David arrived back at his apartment that evening, he took off his clothes and examined himself in the mirror. He noticed that he had marks all down the front of his body. There were small bruises on his neck, bite marks on his chest that made a trail down to his hips, and scratches on his back that went from his shoulders to his butt. There were many more bites and bruises on his rear end, from his lower back to the tops of his thighs.

He was unsure of what to think of these marks on his body. It aroused him that she had been so ravenous in practically devouring him. He had never experienced a woman who was so forward and so aggressively possessive with his body. The bruises and bites and scratches on his skin told the story of her desire. Her desire for him. When he turned back to face the mirror, he was fully erect.


Chapter 5

“What do you think about orchids along the center aisle?” Arian asked David, looking over plans for their wedding.

The past year had been one of the most dynamic and memorable of his life. He had fallen in love with Ariana, and she, apparently, had fallen in love with him. It felt easy, in a way, and natural, as though it was fated, as though it was simply meant to be. Though David would not describe his relationship with Ariana as easy, and it definitely was not simple.

“That seems nice,” David replied, hoping that he sounded appropriately enthusiastic about the idea.

He wanted nothing more than to get married to Ariana, but the particulars, such as placement of flowers, was something he had difficulty having an opinion about.

He had noticed that she was strong-willed and seemed to always take the lead. She tended to get her way. She was more than just “kind of bossy,” as he might have jokingly mentioned among friends. His friend Scott would smile and tilt his head to one side in an expression of “I told you so,” but he didn’t interfere in any way. He could tell that David was completely under Ariana’s spell. There was nothing he could do or say.

Perhaps the most telling detail of their relationship was that she insisted the wording of his vows include the word “obey.”

“I know it’s kind of old-fashioned,” she said. “But it’s traditional, and I like it. I think it should be included.”

David noticed that the vows Ariana chose for herself did not include the word “obey.” He thought perhaps this was a double standard, but he also did not think about it very much. He knew that there was no other way for him to interact with her. From the day he met her she had been so fully in control, and it was all that he could do to keep up. She had all but made him jump through actual hoops.

Her requirements were an exhaustive list of what he was expected to do and what he was prohibited from doing. She was extremely unhappy with him if he was even a minute late in meeting with her. She expected him to be on time, on point, and willing to do whatever she wanted to do. She wanted him to dress in a particular way, maintain his body to her specifications, and at all times be well-mannered.

She had initially sat him down and commenced what was, at the time, a very embarrassing conversation about masturbating. She grilled him on his masturbatory habits, and ultimately, he saw no other option than to be completely honest with her. She concluded by informing him that he was no longer allowed to play with himself, as she intended to take full and unrestricted possession of his cock, specifically, and his body in general.

David agreed to her demands. His only option, he had come to understand, was to whole-heartedly agree with whatever Ariana demanded. He stopped masturbating, putting himself into Ariana’s hands. Which is not to say that she made him come with any regularity. She expressed her preference that he remained somewhat on edge, as she called it.

Most often, their sexual interaction involved Ariana straddling his face and riding his tongue. She generally positioned herself in reverse so that she could see David’s desire for her as manifest in the intensity of his erection.

She got off on how hard he got for her, and how a prolonged period without release for him made his balls look full and even take on a bluish tint. She expressed to him that she simply had a preference for this appearance. She also thought that it helped David in focusing his attention on her pleasure, where she thought it rightfully belonged.

She also initiated a conversation in which she detailed what sounded like yet another double standard, in which she would be conducting herself in a manner entirely inconsistent with the way that she expected David to behave. She expected his loyalty to her, and his fidelity to her.

Her command was the only guiding force in the relationship, and it was David’s sole purpose to follow that command regardless. And while she was going to be faithful to the marriage itself, this did not preclude her from enjoying whatever pleasure she might desire.

“Our marriage is the most important thing to me,” Ariana explained. “Which is why you will need to understand that I am free to have sex with whomever I want. This is not up for negotiation. You should be proud to have a wife who is desired and take it as a compliment that I can have any man I want. I love you, and your love for me will be shown in your acceptance in its entirety the full expression of my sexual desire.”

David was taken aback by what she was suggesting. He readily committed himself to her, but he was unsure of what it meant that she was reserving for herself the option of having sex with other men.

“It’s just something you will have to accept,” Ariana explained. “If you are unable to make this commitment to me without condition, then you simply don’t love me the way that you claim to. When you realize that the happiness you seek in your life is only attainable by fully surrendering to me and my desires, then you will discover that your life is something better than you might have even hoped for.”

David eventually agreed to everything Adriana had asked of him. He saw no other option. He realized that he wanted her unconditionally and would consent to whatever she might desire. Ultimately, he was very happy and excited thinking about his life with Ariana. He was going to have the sexiest and most beautiful woman in the world as his wife.


Chapter 6

I, Ariana McPherson, take thee, David Michaelson, to be my wedded husband, to have and to hold, from this day forward, for better, for worse, for richer, for poorer, in sickness and in health, to love and to cherish, till death do us part.

I, David Michaelson, take you, Ariana McPherson, to be my wedded wife. I will be faithful to you and honest with you; I will respect, trust, serve, and care for you; I will love, honor, cherish and obey you, for as long as we both shall live.

* * *

After the wedding had taken place, and their lives had quieted down, they began their life together in earnest. Ariana was satisfied with David’s acceptance of his role in the relationship, and she loved him as he loved her. But there were things that caught her attention. Small things. What she thought of as little lapses in David’s behavior toward her.

There were moments when she did not want to be bothered in disciplining her new husband for certain infractions, and times she thought perhaps his behavior was an example of something that would reform itself through David’s growth in the marriage.

Eventually, she would come to regret being lenient, and felt she had to take the matter into her own hands and deal with her husband in a way that was more consistent with her demands of him.

“Sit down,” Ariana said one afternoon, using a tone of voice that allowed no room for dissent.

David sat facing her in the living room. Her attitude had gotten his attention. He focused on his wife.

“You need to learn a few things,” she began. “First, when I say that I am in charge, I don’t just mean I make decisions. It means you follow orders. Do you have a problem with following orders? Because if you do, then I don’t think you understand what a marriage is about.”

David had a look of concern on his face.

“I do not have a problem with following orders,” he replied.

Ariana observed him for a moment.

“As my husband, you are my property,” she explained. “Like anything else I own. Say, for instance, the car that is parked in the garage. It is a piece of property that I own, maintain, and use for whatever purpose I choose. It is responsive to my needs and has no difficulty in following my lead and doing what it is tasked with. Unlike you, it does not need to be trained to obey.

“In many ways, David, you are the most problematic of my possessions. You have many more functions and applications for sure, but this means that I need to do more in training you to respond to my needs. But I won’t let that deter me. I understand that it is just the nature of the human male that it needs to be conditioned to respond correctly. Care must be taken in providing discipline and guidance.

“I won’t expect results right away, so I will be patient. But I do expect to see gradual improvement. I hope to see that you eventually learn to anticipate my desires and do what I would have you do without my asking. At that point you will no longer think in terms of what you want for yourself, but only what I want. Your needs and wants will become mine. You will think only of what will be pleasing to me, and my pleasure will become your only goal. Your satisfaction will be in seeing that I am satisfied.”

Ariana paused to observe David’s response to what she was communicating. He was listening intently, which pleased her. Men so rarely knew how to listen, Ariana had observed. What had initially attracted her to David was that he knew how to listen. She continued.

“As you know, you are allowed an orgasm only when I say. It is a privilege afforded you because I have determined that you have proven yourself worthy. It is not an easy goal for you to achieve, I know. It does not come cheap, for what good would it be to you if it did? You will feel proud of yourself for having molded your behavior to my specification, and you will feel something beyond gratitude for my having allowed you release. Also, you will not have an orgasm with anything approaching frequency. Rather, it will be long enough between them that you will feel your body begin to ache for me. This is expected. It is part of the process. I want this for you, as I think it will be rewarding for you to feel this sensation, this ache.”

“I do,” David replied, softly.

“Yes, that is what you said when we got married. But what are you trying to say? You do what?”

“I ache for you.”

“No, silly,” she said, then she kissed him. “What you feel now is a mild irritation. A preference for a particular sensation. You would like to take the edge off, I am sure. But this is not what I am talking about. I am talking about a feeling that consumes you like a roaring bonfire. A feeling like you are drowning in a tsunami of desire. You have not even begun this journey or had even a taste of what you will eventually know.”

David had to wonder what exactly she meant. He knew for certain that whatever it was, he was soon to know it intimately.

“Why would I want something ordinary?” Ariana asked, rhetorically. “Because I don’t. I want the extraordinary. I want you to feel unimaginable pain and desire. For me. When you have arrived at the point to which I want to take you, you won’t be able to think of anything other than me. You will do absolutely anything I tell you to no matter what it is. You won’t even think twice. You won’t hesitate. Your body will feel like it is not your own. Because it’s not. It’s mine. This is a part of marriage that you will need to learn.”

She stroked his cheek, lovingly.

“Perhaps, before you met me, you could satisfy your sexual desire whenever you wanted. As you are well aware, this is no longer the case. Now your sexual desire is a tool for me to employ in training you to obey. So, you will come to know a whole new range of sensations and feelings that will stem from denial. Not because I don’t love you, but rather, because I do. That is why I will train you, and why you will learn obedience. And in doing that, you will need to feel things you have never felt before. You will need to feel as though you haven’t been allowed release in so long that you have a new appreciation for my authority to bring you that release.”

“But don’t you want to have that sexual release yourself?” David asked.

Ariana cocked her head and gave him a funny look. Then she laughed light-heartedly.

“Oh, I see. You misunderstand. No, I will not be ‘going without,’ as they say. You will be giving me an orgasm whenever I like, honey. That’s why you will continue to learn to use your tongue in pleasuring me. I will have an orgasm, preferably multiple, on a regular basis. First thing in the morning is nice, and before I go to bed, and occasionally after a frustrating day at work. Sometimes, in the middle of the afternoon, just for the sheer pleasure of it. There will be times when I want it for an extended length of time. Not with any urgency, not to make me come even. Just some time spent with you worshipping my pussy with some nice, soft, slow licks with your lovely tongue. I really like that.”

Ariana stroked his cheek, a loving gesture that communicated her affection for him.

“So, no, I will not be experiencing denial like you will be. I will want to be satiated on a continual basis. This is part of what your training is about. I know that you will be so much more focused on making me come when you have been denied. The longer it’s been since your last orgasm, the better you will be in making me come, and the more attentive you will be in pleasuring me. Really, the more attentive you will be in general. Plus, the mental, or psychological part of it will be really satisfying for me. I will come so much harder knowing that you are abstaining for me. You want that for me, don’t you?” she asked.

“Yes,” David replied, though he was sure what he was consenting to just yet.

“It’s just so hot to feel a man’s body when he’s desperate,” Ariana continued. “A man undergoes a physical change, almost, and becomes something so much better when his desire is enflamed and unquenched. You can feel that, right? You can feel it in your body. Your balls are more, how do I say it? Mine? But more than that, the yearning you feel flows through you, and focuses your attention on me. Every part of you becomes radiant, showering me with your affection and devotion. You feel that, but up until now you have only felt a whisper of it. A tiny portion. I want you to feel a tidal wave.”

David felt his stomach churn.

“You will so appreciate it,” Ariana concluded. “You will be so grateful to me for allowing you to feel how overwhelming your desire can feel. You have only begun this journey, and though there may be some difficulty or discomfort, believe me, it will be so worthwhile. The reward will be greater than you can imagine.”


Chapter 7

The first few months of their marriage was without further incident, and the newlyweds felt it was mutually satisfying to be married to each other. Ariana kept David on his toes, and she punished him for any failure to satisfy her expectation of him.

“My sister will be stopping over today, so I expect you will be on your best behavior,” Ariana communicated to David.

He was kneeling in the corner of the living room, naked, enduring what Ariana referred to as a “light punishment.” He had not been subjected to a whipping or a paddling but was simply being made to show his respect for her authority to do with his as she pleased.

“May I get dressed before she arrives?” David asked.

Ariana slapped David hard across the face.

“Don’t you dare speak out of turn. Fetch the paddle and be quick about it. I will have you across my knee and then we will see about correcting your attitude.”

David fetched the paddle, hoping that his haste in accomplishing the assigned task would serve to reduce the punishment he was going to receive. It would not, he had learned, but he made the effort regardless.

Once David was in position on his hands and knees on the living room floor, Ariana paused to examine his posture, and the attitude it displayed. She felt it important that he showed the respect she deserved by appreciating the purpose of his punishment. She was training him to obey her without question, but she knew that it would be so much more effective if he understood when he needed to be punished. And if he understood that it was a favor to him when she provided guidance and correction.

She raised the paddle, then began to beat his bare ass with its smooth, hard surface. Each stroke made a loud smack as it made contact with his soft skin. Ariana enjoyed David’s response. She could tell that he was in pain, and also that he was willing to endure that pain for her.

Following the paddling, Ariana demanded that David kneel facing her.

“David, you know that I love you,” Ariana said softly, stroking his face. “That is why I punish you. The question you asked implied that I had not thought about you. That I have not cared for you. What you need to understand is that I adore you, and if I have not given you an instruction, then there is nothing that I need you to do for me.”

She paused for a moment.

“I want you to feel proud of yourself and your submission to me,” she continued. “So I am going to challenge you to go above and beyond in your service to me. I believe in your ability to adjust your behavior to fit my expectations. If I didn’t, then I would not have accepted the obedience you offered in your wedding vows. The punishment I give you is a gift. It is to compel you to try harder, and for you to become the man I believe you can be. You will learn to think only of my desires, my wants, and my needs, and they will become yours. Don’t feel discouraged when I punish you, thinking that you will never measure up. Instead, think of it as a testament to my faith in you. If I didn’t think that your being punished would have the desired effect, then I wouldn’t do it. If I am beating your ass, then it means that I think you are able to rise to the challenge.”

She paused, observing him as he waited and listened.

“I do want to amend one thing that I said,” Ariana added. “I mentioned the prospect that you will ‘measure up.’ This is a bit more complicated than the way I phrased it a moment ago. To be clear, you will never measure up, because with every success, I will adjust the goals I set for you. I want you to continue to strive for better. Better than you have done in the past. More devoted, more obedient.

“What I am saying is that I believe that you will continue to strive for that elusive goal, no matter how unreachable it may be. Because it is the striving that so delights me, that pleases me. I like to see you trying your very best. And then, to encourage you to aim higher, I will punish you severely, not because I am displeased with you, but rather, because I am very pleased, and I want you to endeavor to outdo yourself. Have I made myself clear?” she asked.

She placed her hand below his chin, raising his head up farther.

“Yes, I think that you have been clear with me,” David replied. “I believe that I understand. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, David,” Ariana said with a warm smile. “Now, I think it would be good for you to receive another round of punishment, don’t you think?”

David knew that he had few options in responding to his wife. He could say that he disagreed, but that would not only result in the paddling she had intended to give him, but it would be far worse.

“Yes, Ariana,” he replied.

David returned to his position on his hands and knees, raising his head to face forward, showing that he was proud to have a wife who attended to his correction through punishment.

Once again, Ariana repeatedly slammed the paddle against his ass. She was unrelenting in its application, and she made every stroke count. There were no teasing, playful taps, only hard, forceful swings of her arm that resulted in a loud smack and a shocking reverberation of pain emanating through David’s body. She took her time. The punishment was not over quickly.

* * *

Ariana’s sister, Liv, arrived later that afternoon. David had been impressed when he met her that she was just as imposingly beautiful as her sister, though he would have rated Ariana as better looking. Now, he had been once again assigned to kneel in the corner, his head down out of respect.

“Don’t mind David, he’s obviously being punished, and he tends to get really embarrassed when he’s naked,” Ariana explained, gesturing toward her husband.

Liv laughed and nodded in understanding.

“I know, my husband, Mark, gets like that too. It’s ridiculous how humiliating they think it is to be punished naked. Like we haven’t seen a man’s body before. Or we haven’t seen a man who is being punished. The thing is, really, it’s just for their benefit. I mean, c’mon, grow up. Men need discipline, and they should be proud to have a wife who provides that for them.”

While David recognized that what Liv was saying was probably true, she seemed to ignore the fact that she had never seen him naked. Or rather, he had never been seen naked by her.

Liv examined David kneeling in the corner.

“Have you considered having him pierced? I mean, for the purpose of having him locked in chastity,” Liv asked.

Ariana looked at her sister with a mysterious smile.

“Yes, I have, but I’m still undecided.”

“Well, obviously it’s entirely up to you, but I can tell you that I had Mark pierced and it’s really nice. I liked the process, for one, but the result is even better. It just makes the penis look so owned, which, you know, is nice since I own it,” she said with a laugh.

“What piercing did you get?”

“I opted for the prince albert since I like that one. It just looks cool, you know? Plus, it can be used in connection with his chastity lock, which makes it so it won’t come off, for sure.”

“What length of time do you prefer before you unlock him?” Ariana asked.

“Totally depends, really. I’ve gone different lengths of time depending on my mood. Sometimes it’s just that I’m really enjoying the effect it has on him. So anywhere from a few days to a few weeks. Occasionally longer.”

“Hmm. I haven’t decided just what I want to do.”

“You don’t have to, you know,” Liv pointed out. “Decide, that is. You can just play it by ear. Have you taught him to beg? Because men generally don’t really earn how to beg until they’ve been locked up for a while. I think it’s a good way to teach them that. Recently I’ve been teaching my husband to crawl, fetch, heel, and beg, which is a really nice combination. He’s at the point where I have him do it with a dildo in his ass.”

Ariana laughed.

“Sorry for laughing,” she said, “it’s just that what you said put an image in my mind.”

“Don’t be sorry, it really is hilarious to watch him. And you don’t have to imagine it,” she said as she picked up her phone. “Here, I have a video.”

“Seriously? You have a video of him crawling on the floor with a dildo in his ass?”

“Yeah, of course. It’s pretty much the funniest thing,” she said as she brought up the video and pressed play.

She turned the phone to face Ariana, who made a gesture like she was covering her eyes while peeking in between her played fingers.

“Oh my God, this is so embarrassing for him!” Ariana exclaimed.

“I know, that’s what makes it so funny.”

The video showed Mark crawling down the hallway in their home. Liv was apparently following him with the camera, and a silicone dildo with a flared base could be seen fully penetrating his ass. The video’s sound was primarily the sound of Liv laughing, but also encouraging him.

“That’s awesome,” Ariana said in admiration. He looks like he is really dedicated to learning how to crawl to your specifications. You’re right, I do need to teach David how to do that. It looks like fun.”

“That’s what I’m all about. I mean, it should be fun, right? Not everything has to be me being all bossy and stuff. Sometimes it’s nice just to play a game or something. Make him do something to make me laugh. I’ll have him dance around, naked, and he’ll really get into it, like lip-syncing with a song that’s playing. It’s hilarious,” Liv claimed, laughing at the thought. “Seriously, men are fun to play with. From when we were little girls, you know, and we could do what we wanted with boys, only now there’s no adult supervision? So it’s just a process of upgrading those games we used to play with boys.”

“Oh, wow, I remember Robert Everhard,” Ariana recalled.

“You mean Robert Everhard-on?” Liv replied, laughing.

“Yeah, that guy. I’m just remembering how he would get so embarrassed when he had an erection while he was over at the house.”

“He ended up being the first guy to make me squirt when I come,” Liv mentioned.

“Really? I mean both, I didn’t know you went that far with him and I didn’t know that you squirt when you come.”

“Yeah, you know, you can learn how. Or rather, your husband can learn how to make you. If he knows that a punishment is coming, it might motivate him in the right way.”

“Well, David is no stranger to being punished, for sure. I had to paddle him rather severely this morning,” Ariana said with a sigh.

“Mind if I see?” Liv asked. “I just want to check out how impressed I should be with my little sister.

“David, stand up and come over here,” Ariana commanded.

David instantly complied.

“Turn around and show how proud you are to have gotten your ass beaten,” she added.

“Wow,” Liv commented. “That is a really nice shade of red. I am dutifully impressed. David’s a lucky man to have a wife who cares about him enough to give him an appropriate correction.”

“David,” Ariana said mischievously, “why don’t you dance around for us? Show off your freshly spanked butt for us. It looks so pretty when I’ve turned it a nice shed of red. It’s practically glowing. Let us see that you’re proud to have had your butt so spanked so thoroughly.”

David began dancing as Ariana had commanded, to the sound of his wife and his sister-in-law laughing.

“That’s right, show it off,” Ariana encouraged him. “It should be fun, right? Like my sister said. Show us how happy you are to have gotten your butt spanked so nice and hard.”

“You should be proud that your wife keeps you in line with such pretty-looking marks from your punishment,” Liv commented.

The two sisters laughed, enjoying David’s attempts at entertaining them, while David realized they were right, he did feel proud to have been corrected. His butt still stung with a throbbing pain, so he made sure to show it off for the two women, in celebration of Ariana’s loving ownership of his body.


Chapter 8

“You haven’t had a physical this year,” Ariana noted. “I want you to start seeing Dr. Reed. She’s a friend of mine, and I trust her completely. I’d feel more assured if you were to see her as your doctor.”

“OK, sure,” David replied. “My doctor is kind of unremarkable. He seems mostly interested in getting through the appointment so he can get back to working on his golf game.”

“Good. You have an appointment on Thursday,” she replied. “I will go with you to make the introduction.”

When they arrived for David’s appointment, the nurse brought David and Ariana into an examination room to wait for the doctor. She told David to remove his clothes and put on the gown she handed to him. David removed his clothing and put on the gown.

“The doctor will be in soon,” the nurse said as she departed the room.

“Hello, Ariana,” Dr. Reed said cheerfully when he walked into the room.

David noticed that she was tall, and she had curly red hair and a warm smile.

“Dr. Reed, it’s nice to see you again,” Ariana replied. “This is my husband, David. I feel more comfortable with you as his primary physician, and he is in need of a physical examination.”

“Absolutely,” Dr. Reed said, and turned her attention to David. She performed all of the basic eyes, ears, nose, and throat examinations while asking Ariana basic questions about David’s physical health.

“Now go ahead and remove the gown,” she directed.

He slipped off the gown and stood beside the exam table.

Dr. Reed surveyed his naked body.

“Wow, he has quite a few bruises,” the doctor observed.

“I like to mark my property,” Ariana replied.

Dr. Reed laughed.

“Does he have an exercise regimen?” she asked Ariana.

“He does, though I have been thinking I might intensify it a bit.”

“It is always a good idea to make a man push himself physically, especially when he’s younger,” Dr. Reed advised. “Turn and face the wall,” she directed at David. “Now bend over and place your hands around your ankles.”

David assumed the position.

“He could be more flexible,” Dr. Reed noted. “You might add some flexibility exercises to his routine.”

“That’s a good suggestion, I’ll make sure to do that,” Ariana replied.

“You want the tendons to be stretched regularly. Do you remember that guy in the dorms, I think his name was Jacob or something like that? He was really, really flexible?”

“Oh, right,” Ariana replied. It had been a while since they had been in college, living in the same dormitory. “The rumor was that he could fellate himself,” she said, laughing at the thought.

“It turns out it wasn’t just a rumor,” Dr. Reed said, and began to laugh as well. “I actually saw him doing it. Well, not in person. You remember Sandra? She had him do it while she made a video, and she showed me the video later. I was really impressed that such a thing was even possible.”

“Oh, right. I do remember Sandra. Anyway, I’m not sure I’d even want David to have that ability. My suspicion is that he’d make use of that skill without permission,” Ariana replied.

“Well, it’s not just flexibility. Jacob could do it because he was also remarkably well-endowed, which is not entirely the case with David, here. Speaking of which, David, return to the standing position and approach me.”

Dr. Reed sat down on a wheeled stool. David stepped forward and stood directly in front of her. She slipped on a pair of latex gloves and began to examine his penis.

“Have you considered having him re-circumcised?” Dr. Reed asked Ariana.

“Re-circumcised?” Ariana replied, sounding puzzled. “I don’t understand.”

“He has some extra skin here,” she explained, pulling on the shaft of his penis. “It’s really just for aesthetic reasons, but it could be tighter.” She pulled the skin tighter to demonstrate. “You might prefer it like this. I see a lot of men whose circumcision just wasn’t done as well as his wife might like. Generally, it’s because they’ve received a ‘low’ circumcision, where the cut point is close to the corona, or rim of the glans,” she explained, indicating the area of the shaft of his penis.

David had an embarrassed look on his face as he started to become erect while the doctor was examining him.

“David!” Ariana exclaimed. “I am sorry,” she said to Dr. Reed. “He can be disobedient at times and an embarrassment to himself. He will definitely be receiving a punishment when we return home.”

Ariana fixed David with a look to let him know that he was in trouble and would indeed be receiving a well-deserved spanking when they got home.

“Don’t worry about it on my account,” the doctor said with a little laugh. “It tends to happen. And it does provide some benefit since it allows me to assess this aspect of penile health. I can tell you that his erection is remarkably firm, which is a positive,” she noted, pressing firmly on each side of his erection.

“Since we’re on the subject, I have wondered about the slight upward curve of his erect penis.”

“Oh? There is nothing wrong with it, it’s a naturally occurring phenomenon. Anyway, what we can do is perform a secondary circumcision that’s referred to as ‘high and tight.’ What this would mean is that there will be no loose skin even when he is flaccid.”

“I like the sound of that,” Ariana replied.

“Again, it’s entirely up to you,” the doctor explained. “If it helps you feel more confident, I can tell you that I perform the procedure all the time. There are a lot of women who want their husbands high and tight, so I have a good deal of experience with the operation. It’s simple enough, I just nip off the excess skin to make it look and feel tighter. It would mean a few weeks of recovery, of course,” Dr. Reed said with a sympathetic smile.

“Oh, of course. That wouldn’t be a problem since I have him locked in a chastity device most of the time.”

“Oh, OK,” Dr. Reed replied, unfazed. “Will you be milking his prostate? Some women choose to do that with husbands in chastity.”

“I’ve considered it. But I really like the way his balls look when he hasn’t ejaculated in a while. Is there any medical reason I shouldn’t do that?”

“Men will tell you yes, but the answer is no, there is no reason that a male needs to ejaculate more than, say, once a month, for the most part. It really depends on how long-term the period of chastity is.”

Dr. Reed palpated each testicle rather aggressively.

“Mmph,” David grunted.

“Shhh,” Ariana said to quiet him. “Sorry, he can be immature at times,” she said to Dr. Reed. “He tends to overreact to any discomfort.”

Dr. Reed laughed.

“It’s not a problem, I deal with a number of patients whose sensitivity is an issue. It just takes some getting used to. Perhaps he isn’t as accustomed to testicular examination as he should be. Do you perform an examination of his testicles on a regular basis?”

“Not often enough, apparently,” Ariana admitted.

“Yeah, I know, you’re busy, but you will want to examine him at least once a week. It’s as simple as taking each testicle in between your thumb and forefinger and rolling it back and forth. You are looking for any lumps or abnormalities. Here, go ahead,” she prompted.

Ariana placed her hands on his testicles and began an examination.

“What do you think of the size of his testicles?” Ariana asked.

“They’re fairly average in size,” the doctor replied.

“I feel as though they are too close to his body,” Ariana commented.

“If you would like them to hang lower, then you might consider stretching the scrotum. It takes a while to see results, but there are devices which will encourage them to hang lower.”

The doctor turned her attention back to David.

“All right, now I’ll need you turned around, with your forearms on the examination table. If you could please, lift your rear end up a bit to give me access.”

David turned around, grimacing at the thought of what was coming next. The doctor applied some lubricant to her gloved fingers.

“OK, I need you to relax,” she said as she placed on hand on his hip. “And lift up a bit more, if you could please.”

David responded by arching his back and going up on the balls of his feet.

She slid two fingers into his rectum.

“Relax, David,” she reminded him. “Up a little higher. Keep your back arched,” she encouraged him.

Dr. Reed then slid her finger in as deep as it would go. As with everything else she did, the doctor was more thorough than any he’d been to before.

“The prostate gland can be felt just inside the rectum,” the doctor noted. “If you wish to drain his seminal fluids, you can massage this gland for a period of time, it doesn’t take long. But if, as you said, you prefer a fuller look to his testicles, then you will want to restrict his ejaculation. The sphincter muscle is nice and tight, by the way.”

Dr. Reed withdrew her gloved hand and placed her gloves in the trash. She found her clipboard.

“All right, it looks like he is in good shape overall. Just let me know if you would like to schedule a re-circumcision.”

“Thank you, Dr. Reed,” Ariana said. “OK, let’s go home,” she directed at David, giving him a hard spank across the butt with her hand.


Chapter 9

“So, how have the two of you been getting along?” Ariana’s mother asked.

She was sitting at her daughter’s kitchen table, drinking a glass of lemonade. Ariana was seated across from her while David washed the dishes from lunch.

“We’ve been great, overall,” Ariana replied. “We just went to the doctor, and it appears he’s in good shape. The doctor recommended what she calls a re-circumcision, and so I think we’re going to have that done next week or so.”

“I’ve never heard of that,” her mother replied. “So, what is the problem? Is there something wrong with his penis? You never said anything about it before now.”

“No,” Ariana said, amused by her mother’s concern. “His penis is fine, it’s just that the doctor is just going to tighten it up so there’s no loose skin. It’s normal.”

“Tighten it up?” her mother asked. “I wish they’d had that when your father was alive. He could have benefitted from that. Speaking of, is David as obedient as you like?”

“Nothing a regular spanking can’t straighten out,” Ariana replied.

“Have you tried punishing his penis? Or his balls?” she asked.

“Mom! No, I haven’t. I would be worried about hurting them.”

“Nonsense. A quick rap on the balls never hurt anyone. I mean, not permanently. You have to hold them in one hand and use the other to give them a few slaps. Likewise, a slap across the penis can be effective. I had to do that to your father on many occasions. Sometimes it takes men a little bit more motivation to learn their lesson.”

“That, we can agree upon,” Ariana said, though her mother’s words did make her think.

“Say, a friend of mine discovered this wonderful little class they have available at the community center. It’s for anyone wanting to improve their oral skills.”

“Oral skills?” Ariana asked, somewhat taken aback. “What makes you think I am lacking in my oral skills?”

“Oh, not for you, sweetie,” her mother replied. “For David. It’s a course on pleasuring women.”

“You mean cunnilingus?” Ariana asked.

“You know, I don’t particularly like that word. It sounds too technical or something. Like it would involve charts and maps.”

Ariana laughed.

“Well, for some men, charts and maps might not be a bad idea. But no, David is actually fairly capable. I wouldn’t have married him if he didn’t have some talent in that endeavor.”

“Well, you can never be too rich or too good in bed, as they say,” her mother replied, wistfully.

“Do they say that, mom?” Ariana asked, sounding doubtful. “Well, at any rate, you’ve given me something to think about.”

At this point, David came and stood beside the table.

“Yes, David,” Ariana asked.

“I’ve finished the dishes,” he informed her. “May I go and attend to mowing the lawn, please?”

“Yes, thank you for asking,” Ariana replied.

David gave a nod to Ariana’s mother, then took his leave to attend to the lawn.

“Well, I suppose he is nicely behaved,” she observed. “And he’s got that cute little butt. You say you keep him in a line with a regular paddling, is that right?”

“Yes, of course,” Ariana replied. “David understands what a successful marriage requires. He has gotten to the point where he will inform me when he has done something wrong. I don’t even need to tell him what he has done, he figures it out right away. And he will come to me and ask if I think he needs to be punished.”

“Well, it could be worse, but hopefully he will get to the point where you will have no reason to punish him. Then you can do it just for fun.”

“Oh, I know,” Ariana replied. “I am looking forward to that day. Anyway, Liv stopped by a while ago, and she seems to be doing well.”

“Oh, good. I’ve been meaning to see your sister, but I have this dance class that’s keeping me busy.”

“You’re in a dance class?” Ariana asked, surprised.

“Yes, I have this delightful man, Romeo, who is teaching me all of these Latin dances.”

“His name is Romeo?” Ariana asked, trying not to laugh.

“Well, no, that’s just what I call him. And speaking of your husband’s tight little butt, my Romeo has a pair of buns so tight you could bounce a quarter off of them.”

Ariana laughed.

“What kind of Latin dance is that?” she asked.

Her mother laughed in turn.

“Oh, it wouldn’t be during class, we are very serious when we are in the studio,” her mother explained. “But after class? Well, while I haven’t ever actually bounced a quarter off his butt, I dare say I’ve done everything else to that tight little body. He is practically inexhaustible.”

“That’s my mom,” Ariana observed.

“Well, speaking of your mother, I should get going. Tell your husband it was lovely to see him so well-behaved today. And think about that class I told you about for David. I think it could be rewarding for the two of you,” she said as she was leaving.

“Will do,” Ariana replied.

When David returned from mowing the lawn, he asked permission to take a shower.

“Sure,” Ariana replied. “When you’re finished, and you’ve toweled off, come lie down on the bed in the bedroom. Also, do you happen to have any quarters?”


Chapter 10

David walked into the meeting room of the community center, which was set up with a number of desks, like a schoolroom. He took a seat, and noticed that the small group was mostly men, although there were two women as well. On the wall at the front of the room was a poster-sized print of a vulva, showing the labia minora, labia majora, as well as the clitoris and the clitoral hood. There was a slightly smaller print of a graphic showing the cross-section of a mouth and tongue. At seven o’clock, a curvy, full-figured woman walked into the room.

“Good evening, my name is Desiré,” she began. “I am going to be teaching all of you the art of cunnilingus, or as I like to call it, pussy worship. You should think of worshipping pussy as a performance art.”

She looked around the room at the twelve students seated and listening.

“If the phrase ‘pussy worship’ makes you embarrassed, then you will need to get over that. In this class we will not hesitate to talk freely and openly about very intimate details. We will be talking about your tongue, and your lips, and your fingers. They will be discussed at length as far as their relationship to your partner’s body.

“Her labia and her clitoris will be a focus, but we will also pay attention to all of the other parts, getting to know them if you are not familiar, and getting to know them in a deeper and more profound way if you are. You will want to look at the diagrams and read the information I will provide you so that you are familiar with all the different elements of female anatomy.

“Something to keep in mind is that performing cunnilingus takes some practice simply because every woman’s preferences are different. So the first step is learning to communicate with your partner about what she likes. We will be discussing different techniques, each of which you should learn and employ.”

Over the course of the next hour, the teacher went over female anatomy, as well as a number of basic techniques in bringing a woman to orgasm. She dispelled some myths and misconceptions and quizzed the students at various points about their experiences.

She emphasized that no two women are alike in their preferences, so each approach would need to be tailored to fit the woman who was receiving cunnilingus. She stressed continually throughout the importance of listening and following directions. And she was adamant that the students themselves would never be in the position of determining the length of time spent giving oral sex. That was solely up to the woman receiving, the teacher said repeatedly, and the signs a woman might give when she is finished were discussed at length.

“Now, we are going to have homework,” Desiré announced. “The thing to keep in mind is that your partner is under no obligation to help you with your homework. She will not be graded, but you will. So it will be up to you to entice her to take part in the assignment. I recommend a massage, or a foot massage, or maybe take her out to dinner, take out the garbage, wash the dishes. Whatever works. It’s up to her if she feels like helping you.

“Once you get clearance for take-off, so to speak, employ the techniques we have discussed in class. And listen to her. I can’t stress that enough. Not just what she says, or the ‘oohs’ and ‘ahhs,’ but pay attention to the way that her body moves. Her hands on the back of your head if she puts them there. Or maybe she will rest her feet on your body or hold your head between her thighs. She may thrust with her hips. All of these are indicators of what you may be doing right or may be doing wrong. She will let you know in the way that she responds if it’s too hard, too soft, too fast, or too slow.

“Then,” Desiré said as she picked up a piece of paper from her desk, “you will have a print-out that I will provide you with. Again, your partner is under no obligation to help you with this assignment, so you will need to ask her as a favor to you. What she may want in return for the favor is up to her. Should she consent, then you will use this sheet to prompt questions to ask her. She also may decide to fill it out herself. The questions are designed to assess your performance, so you will be on the honor system. Do not simply fill it out yourself, rating your performance in an unrealistically positive manner. Trust me, I will know. I have been doing this long enough that I can tell the difference between an authentic response and a fabricated one. Also, you will be cheating yourself out of learning something. This series of questions will help in determining areas where you will need to improve, so it is of great value to you as a student.”

* * *

When David arrived home, Ariana expressed a curiosity about how it went.

“Did you learn anything?” she asked.

“I did,” David replied. “It was a lot of biology to begin with. The teacher wanted us to have a better understanding of the female body in general. I have learned that you are a miraculous machine,” he imparted with a mischievous smile.

“Machine?” Ariana asked, raising an eyebrow.

“Not literally, of course, but sort of. Clearly, your brain is running things, but the body performs something like a machine. Just a soft, sexy kind of machine.”

Ariana laughed.

“That’s an odd way of looking at it,” she responded. “So do you think you learned anything about how to service this soft, sexy machine?”

David smiled.

“I hope so. We, I mean I, have homework to do, so whenever you like, I will want to put what I have learned into practice.”

“Homework?” she replied. “Intriguing. So what is your assignment?”

“Well, we are supposed to ‘worship pussy,’ as the teacher calls it, and then fill out a form she gave us. The form has questions for which I will want to get your input. You will be grading me, essentially. I apologize if that feels like a burden on you. I will treat it as a favor to me if you assist me.”

“And what will you do in exchange for this favor?” Ariana asked, sounding amused.

“Anything you like, honey,” David replied.

“Hmmm, I will have to think about that. As far as your homework is concerned, I will let you know when you may attend to the first part. The ‘pussy worship,’ as you call it. I am very interested to see if it lives up to its name,” she said with a wink. “And the second part, giving you a grade, we will have to see when I have time for that. I am happy to help, of course, but I want you to always feel as though my time is something you need to earn. It should have value, and your actions should reflect that.”

“Of course, Ariana,” David replied. “Thank you.”

Later that evening, Ariana allowed David to demonstrate what he had learned in class. One of Ariana’s favorite positions was sitting in one of the upholstered armchairs, with each of her calves resting on either side of the chair. She raised her skirt to her hips. She pushed her hips forward so that her butt was at the edge of the front of the seat and her pussy was spread wantonly before him.

David found the way that Ariana spread her legs was uniquely her own. He had never seen a woman who looked the way she did when she had her thighs spread wide, even in pornographic pictures or video. Ariana made all other women look chaste, somehow. Shy, even. She had a way about her that when she spread her legs, she looked so unbelievably sexy, like she was presenting her pussy as a challenge.

It seemed to David as though she was defying him to do anything other than fall to his knees and worship her. It wasn’t just the brazenness with which she spread her legs, or the forward thrust of her hips, pushing her lips out toward him. It was her attitude as well, where she seemed as though she had her arms crossed in defiance even if they weren’t. David felt there was something unquestionably regal to the way she appeared in this position. She seemed to be supremely confident and comfortable presenting what she occasionally referred to as her cunt before which he was to genuflect.

David stripped naked, as she had made it clear that he was to be unclothed when he licked her. He knelt before her and brought his face between her thighs. Then he began licking her slowly, the tip of his tongue sliding up the length of her slit. He kissed and licked her clitoris softly, listening to her response to determine the precise amount of pressure and the speed of his tongue. Ariana combed her fingers into his hair and then closed her hand into a fist, holding him and directing him as she desired.

After she had her first orgasm, he began kissing her softly all around her pussy, allowing her to recover before beginning again, slowly building toward her second. After her third orgasm, she slid her legs down off of the arms of the chair and laid them along his back, clamping his head between her thighs. She held him this way for a while. David held his lips against her but did nothing else. He knew that this was her time to simply enjoy having his face held tightly against her pussy. She used her fingers to comb through his hair, as she bathed in the pleasure of his service to her.

The next morning, David asked Ariana if he might go through his questions to finish his homework assignment. She consented, so he asked her what grade she would give him.

“That’s it?” she asked. “I just give you a grade?”

“No, there are other, more specific questions,” he replied.

“Well, then let me think about that. Come back to it after you ask me the other questions.”

“OK, did your partner spend an appropriate amount of time being intimate, either caressing or kissing, even licking your body before beginning cunnilingus?”

Ariana thought for a moment.

“I suppose,” she said. “But is this a yes or no question, or do I give you a grade, or how does it work?”

“It’s just yes or no for this one,” David replied.

“OK, then yes.”

“Were you satisfied with the amount of pressure applied by the tongue?”

“Yes, you’ve gotten fairly good at that,” Ariana replied.

David felt proud to hear her say so.

“Did your partner express satisfaction with the taste and scent of your genitalia?”

Ariana laughed.

“What, are you supposed to say as much every time? So mark that one ‘no,’ even though at this point I’m not sure how much I care about what you think of the scent or the taste of my pussy, since I already know that you love it. I mean, I’ve seen how hard you get.”

“That’s true,” David replied. “Were you satisfied with the length of time your partner spent licking you?”

Ariana thought for a moment.

“I think you should mark that one ‘no,’ since I am never totally satisfied with the length of time. Sometimes it’s just me, I can’t really take it anymore, but I always wish that it could go on longer.”

David recorded her response.

“So then the last question is the first I asked you. What grade would you give your partner in how well your pleasure was attended to?”

Ariana thought for a moment.

“I suppose it only makes sense to leave room for improvement, so I will give you a B. That way, if you continue to learn and grow as a student in the class, your grade will improve.”

“Thank you, Ariana,” David said sincerely. “I hope to do exactly that, so that at some point I am deserving of an A. Maybe even an A-plus.”

Ariana smiled warmly, pleased to hear David’s admission that he yearned to please her even more than he was capable of at present.


Chapter 11

Ariana drove David to his appointment with Dr. Reed.

“I am looking forward to the results of the procedure,” she said, placing one hand on his thigh as she drove. “Are you nervous?” she asked.

“A little. I mean, I hope that she knows what she is doing.”

Ariana frowned.

“Of course she does, David,” Ariana replied. “I wouldn’t have taken you to her in the first place if I’d had any doubt.”

When they arrived at the doctor’s office, David was escorted into an operating room by two young women who did not introduce themselves. They had David lay down on a specialized examination table that supported his legs in a spread position. One of the two assistants announced that she was going to be shaving him as she raised the front of his gown, only to stop and register a look of surprise.

“My wife prefers that I am completely shaved all the time,” he said in response to the expression on her face.

“Oh, OK,” she said with a laugh. “Makes my job easier. But I am going to need to check.”

She lifted his penis in her hand and examined all around it, then lifted his balls and examined them carefully.

“Good job,” she assessed.

“Thank you,” David replied.

“The doctor will be in in a minute,” she mentioned to David. “She had a patient with a really large endowment this morning. This won’t take as long,” she said, gesturing to David’s penis.

She left the gown raised, exposing him from the chest down while she and the other woman attended to making preparations for Dr. Reed.

“That was interesting, I’ve never seen anything like that,” the other woman mentioned.

“I know, that was one gigantic penis. I’ve never seen one that big, and I’ve been working for Dr. Reed for a while now.”

“Yeah, that took a lot longer than normal.”

“Hello, David,” Dr. Reed said as she entered the room.

“Hello, Dr. Reed,” David replied.

He noticed that the doctor seemed to be in a good mood.

“So we’re going to tighten up your circumcision today,” she announced. “It is a quick procedure, but it will take some time to heal afterward. I’m sure your wife will enjoy the results, so I think you will find that it is worth the temporary discomfort. I will be employing the sleeve surgical technique, which has an excellent track record for success.”

She placed the anesthesia mask over his mouth and nose. David felt a peculiar feeling being so completely exposed and vulnerable to these women as he slowly lost consciousness.

When he awoke, Ariana was standing before him. She and one of the two assistants were examining his penis, which now had a bandage wrapped around it.

“Just call us if there is anything unusual,” said the assistant. “Sponge baths until the bandage comes off, and aspirin or similar analgesic for the pain. Otherwise, he should be fine. Also, Dr. Reed would like to have him come back when he’s fully healed so that she can take some photographs of the result for her website.”

“Oh, sure, we can do that,” Ariana replied.

David opened his eyes, and for a moment was unsure of where he was or why these women were looking at the lower half of his body. Or why he was exposed so completely to them.

“Oh, hey, sleepy head,” Ariana said, noticing that David had come around. “The doctor said it went really well. She also said you might just want to lie here for a bit before we go home. How do you feel?”

“I’m, um, fine,” David replied, slurring his words a bit.

Ariana and the assistant had to laugh.

“The anesthesia will wear off in a bit,” the assistant noted.

When Ariana had driven David home, she had him lie down on the sofa.

“You’ll need to relax a bit to recover,” she said. “I am so appreciative that you had this little procedure. I think we are both going to enjoy the results. But for now, rest up. If you feel any discomfort, just let me know.”

“Thank you, Ariana,” David said in a dreamy voice.

Ariana smiled. She gave him a kiss on the lips and combed her fingers through his hair.

“You’re welcome, David.”


Chapter 12

“So I met up with an old friend today,” Ariana mentioned. “His name is Damian. We went to high school together. I had such a crush on him.”

“Oh,” David replied. “So how did that go?”

“How did it go?” she asked.

“Yeah, sorry, I wasn’t sure of how to respond. I mean, how was your meeting up with him?”

“Are you asking if I had sex with him?” Ariana asked.

“No, I wasn’t asking that,” David replied. “I’m just hoping you had a nice time.”

“We did have a nice time,” Ariana replied. “And I was thinking that while you are recovering, I would fuck him.”

“You want to fuck him while I’m recovering?” David asked, sounding crestfallen.

“Don’t be a child, David,” Ariana chastised him. “It’s nothing. He’ll just be fucking me. Besides, it’s not like I could take him on a regular basis. He has an enormous cock, so my pussy ends up really sore after we have sex. My jaw too. I have to open my mouth so much wider for him.”

“So you have had sex with him before?” David asked.

“Yes, this afternoon,” she replied. “That’s why we met up. I called him and told him to meet me because I wanted to get my pussy fucked and you aren’t able to do that right now.”

“But shouldn’t we have talked about this before now?” David asked.

Ariana was silent for a moment.

“You know , if you weren’t in recovery from your little surgery right now, I would cane your ass until you couldn’t walk,” Ariana replied sternly. “We have talked about it, David. We talked about how I do absolutely anything I want to, and you do absolutely anything I want you to. It is an arrangement that you not only willingly agreed to, it’s also what you legally agreed to. What do you think ‘love, honor, cherish and obey’ mean? You have a legal obligation to fulfill your duty to me as my obedient servant and husband. And since you are unable to serve me with your cock, you should be grateful that I have arranged for that particular need to be satisfied. That is all that is important. If I am satisfied, then nothing else matters.”

David was silent. He kept his eyes down, which was generally the position she preferred he assume when he realized he was in trouble.

“I apologize, Ariana,” he said softly.

She could hear that he was ashamed of himself. She reached out and stroked his face.

“I accept your apology,” Ariana replied. “And I don’t want to reward bad behavior, but I do want to have you lick my pussy right now. I think it would feel nice if you showed your adoration in that way. Plus, I really like getting licked nice and slow after I get fucked.”

She raised the hem of her dress and allowed David to kneel and slip off her panties.

“Slowly,” she reminded him. “Just soft, and slow, and don’t stop.”

She placed both hands on his head and held him in position. She appreciated that he knew his place. And when he forgot, momentarily, he was quick to correct his attitude and recommit himself to her. She felt his lips as he reverently kissed her clit. She realized she was going to have to give him the caning she had mentioned, but for now, she was going to do nothing more than focus on the pleasure of his devotion to her.


Chapter 13

“All right,” Desiré announced as she walked into the classroom. “I believe you all have homework to turn in. If you will hand them up to the front, I will collect your forms.”

After collecting the homework, she began her lecture. She had a habit of sauntering slowly back and forth in front of the class as she spoke, her generous hips making a wide arc at the end of each point in her travel.

“Now, we are going to be talking about positions. Any position whereby you can get your mouth to her pussy works, however some do work better than others for both you and her. The position you choose is going to depend on what you are trying to achieve, and how long you intend to be doing it for.

“You, as the giver, need to be comfortable, and she, as the receiver, needs to be correctly positioned to get the desired benefit. The desired benefit may be an orgasm, or it may be pleasure. Positions that result in orgasm may not be the same as those that offer simple pleasures. Now, you may be unfamiliar with the concept of performing oral sex without the goal of giving her an orgasm. So, get familiar. There will be times when a woman is more interested in simply having you lick her pussy for the sheer pleasure of it, enjoying your devotion to her.

“Anyway, like I said, we are going to talk about positions. Having the woman lying down or reclining allows you both to relax your bodies. Her legs must be spread and held open comfortably. She may want you to look her in the eye while you lick her pussy, and your mouth and tongue need to have full access. This includes being able to penetrate her with your tongue, use your fingers and hands, and be flexible in your movement.

“Now, this can be on a bed, a couch or really any place that has enough room for you both to move around. Lying between her legs isn’t always the best option because your head is on a sharp angle, reducing your tongue mobility. It is of paramount importance that your tongue has full mobility.

“You can also be on the floor while she has her hips on the edge of the bed. Your body will provide a natural resting place for her legs and feet. If she would like to straddle your face, that will allow her more control. Every woman is different, and a lot of women are unsure about how to ask for what they want, when they may not even know themselves. Keep in mind that her only obligation is to lie back and relax. She doesn’t have to do anything, except tell you what she does and doesn’t like at any point in the proceedings. The manner by which she communicates with you may be moving your head, telling you how to move your tongue or fingers, or trying to explain what she wants. She may say anything she wants to say.

“It’s important that you make it clear to her that you are learning. She needs to communicate how you are doing until you get better at it and you can tell just by how her body moves whether she likes it. It’s not OK for you to just hope you are doing it right.”

Desiré looked at each of the students in the class, making sure her message was getting across.

“Let’s start at the beginning. Consider worshipping her pussy to be part of a greater sexual experience that includes kissing, making out, touching. You can’t just dive right down and stick your tongue in her pussy. Once she is warmed up, work your way down her body, but take your time. Go slow. The longer you take, the more turned on she’ll be when you get there, which is exactly what you want. You want her to get wet. The more you have to lap up, the better you have done your job.

“Work your way down her body, kissing, removing clothing, licking, caressing, touching. She needs you to pay attention to her whole body and her mind. The longer you spend on her body the better. Lick her all over, but not her pussy directly. You really need to understand the value of anticipation.

When she wants it, she will tilt towards your face. If she doesn’t want it, you will feel her move away from you. Obey that command.” Desiré gave the students a stern look.

“Then, when she starts grinding her pelvis against you, stop. Yes, that’s right. Stop. I know I told you never to stop until she tells you to, but this is the one exception. Now you’re going to tease her some more. Lightly brush against her and breathe against her ever so slightly. Get her arching her back to get more, and then give it to her.

“You need to make sure she knows that you love her body. Talk about her pussy. If you like her taste, her scent, her lips, then tell her. Remember, you are eating the most delicious dessert in the world.”

Desiré paused to make her point, making sure that the students knew she was sincere in describing pussy worship in this manner.

“Now,” she continued, “moisten your fingers and touch each part of her pussy and look at it. Get to know it. Taste it, smell it, and gently use your fingers and tongue to touch it. Slide your tongue into her and see what her response is. Suck and lick her lips, her clitoris, put your tongue inside of her, lick from the bottom of her pussy to her clitoris.

“Run your tongue between her inner and outer lips. Stiffen your tongue and lick her all over, always returning to her clitoris, keeping in mind some women are very sensitive, and it can be uncomfortable. You will need to talk to her. Her clitoris will be the thing that makes her come, so you need to get that part right.

“When you are sure that your lover is close to orgasm, you can pull her exposed clitoris into your mouth and suck it quickly, gently at first, and start to finger her with one or two fingers. This is enough for some women to orgasm, but every woman is different so keep in touch with her about what she wants.

“There is no exact way to do this, no special formula. You are just going to have to practice, get feedback from her, and watch and observe closely how she responds. Most of all, enjoy yourself and worship her body, and your chances of successfully bringing her to orgasm with your mouth are increased exponentially.”

When class was over, David briefly glanced over his notes, then collected his belongings. He felt grateful that Ariana had recommended the class. Though the material was somewhat basic, he found it not only informational, but inspirational as well. When he stood up, the bulge in the front of his pants was noticeable. Desiré gave him an approving look as he passed by her desk.

“Be sure to do your homework, David,” she said to him.

“Of course,” David replied. “I am looking forward to it.”

“I see,” Desiré remarked, glancing once more at the obscene bulge in his pants. “You certainly have the right attitude.”

When David arrived home, Ariana was rather impatient to have him show her what he had learned in class that evening.


Chapter 14

“So, I think it would be a good idea to lock you in a chastity device,” Ariana announced. “Your penis seems to be healing nicely, but I want to prevent the possibility that I become impatient and create problems. So I am going to have you in this device for the next week.”

David looked at the metal cock cage Ariana was holding up for him to examine. It looked small. It had a brass lock.

“If you think that’s for the best,” David replied, sounding wary.

“I do. It’s in your best interest as well,” Ariana replied. “I think I want to explore having more control, and I want you to come to appreciate that aspect of our marriage.”

David was uncertain what to make of Ariana wanting more control. He couldn’t imagine how she could have more control than she already had. But the device she intended to lock him into was a good indication of what she meant. She wanted full control of his body in the most intimate manner possible.

Ariana had David stand before her as she placed the metal cage around his cock and balls. She closed it slowly, which was to avoid pinching his skin as well as to heighten the drama of the moment. Finally, the metal pieces clicked into place, and she slid the padlock into its groove. The padlock made a small click as she closed it.

“There,” she announced, sounding satisfied. She looked up at David. “You’re all locked up now,” she teased, swinging the small key she had on a small silver chain around her neck. She looked back down to admire the chrome metal cage that contained her husband’s cock. “It looks so good on you,” she observed.

“Thank you, Ariana,” David replied. “Thank you for locking me up and taking possession of me in this way. I believe that it will help condition me to think of myself as belonging to you in a more profound manner.”

Ariana smiled.

“I believe that it will,” she agreed. “Now, I have to get ready. I am meeting Damian tonight. I would like to have you lick my pussy for a while before I go out to get me warmed up.”

“Yes, Ariana,” David replied.

When Ariana had dressed and done her makeup, she had David kneel on the floor and slowly stroke her pussy with his tongue. He noticed that she was not wearing panties. Her dress was short enough that he wondered where she might be going, since the slightest breeze would cause her to flash her naked pussy. She had a pair of shoes on that had what he guessed had five-inch heels. She pressed the heels into the sides of his body as he worshipped her. After twenty minutes or so, she had him stop.

“That was lovely, but now I must go,” Ariana said. “I want you to remain kneeling here until I come back.”

“Yes, Ariana,” David replied.

She kissed him, lovingly, then left him kneeling, waiting for her to return. He thought about the key that hung from the chain around her neck. The key that meant that she owned his cock. He was grateful that he was in chastity, since he would have had a difficult time restraining himself from masturbating, thinking about what she was doing with Damian.

She had shown him an image of Damian that she had on her phone. She had taken the photo while he was lying on a bed, completely naked. His cock was impressive, David had thought. Ariana thought as much as well. David couldn’t help but think of her sucking Damian’s massive cock before he spun her around to fuck her.

He had never imagined that he would end up married to a woman like Ariana. He could do nothing but think about his absolute love and admiration of her. His undying devotion and respect for her. His complete submission to her. It felt as though the places on his sides where she had pressed the heels of her shoes still carried an echo of that sensation. He could still taste her on his tongue. He focused on that feeling and he focused on the scent of her pussy. He waited.

It would be several hours before Ariana arrived back home. David was still kneeling in position where she had left him. She was well aware that he would have gotten up to stretch, drink water, and go to the bathroom. She had told him to do such things as necessary. She had also told him that if he mis-timed any of those activities and he was not in place when she arrived back home, he would be punished severely. So he was allowed to attend to any of his needs so long as he understood that he did so at significant risk to himself in getting punished.

Ariana entered the house, and David noticed that her hair was tousled and messy. She looked like she had just gotten fucked. Well.

“Hello, dear,” she greeted him. “I trust that you missed me while I was gone?”

“Yes, Ariana,” he replied. “Desperately.”

“Desperately? I like the sound of that,” she said as she sat down before him and ran her fingers through his hair. “Well I had a lovely time. I can’t tell you how much I loved playing with my necklace with the key to your cock on it while Damian fucked my pussy like he was possessed. It made me think about you watching us. Which I think you should. I think it might be fun for me to have you watching while he fucks me.”


Chapter 15

“Here’s the game,” Ariana explained the next day. “Don’t worry, it’ll be fun. First, you roll two dice. We record the result of the two numbers you rolled. Then you roll the dice again and write down that result. Now,” she said as she set the dice down on the table before him, “The rules are that the highest number will always be written first. So, for example, if you roll a one and a six, then it will be recorded as a sixty-one, not a sixteen.

“Once we have the two results, I determine which number means either the days you spend locked in chastity, and which number means the number of minutes you spend worshipping my pussy, for obvious reasons. I might not necessarily want you licking my pussy for sixty-six minutes, because sometimes I just don’t want that. But sixty-six days in chastity for you will be fun, don’t you think?

“Obviously, if one of the numbers is too low, then we will have to have a re-roll. I don’t want to be cheated out of a nice, long session with your tongue, nor do I want you to feel cheated out of a nice, long duration of wearing your chastity device. Remember, it’s a gift to me that you are willingly agreeing to be locked up. It’s a little tribute you are paying to honor me. So, you don’t want it to be too short, do you?” Ariana asked, tousling David’s hair.

“No,” David replied. “In paying tribute to you, that tribute should be worthy of you. So the more formidable it is, the more appropriate.”

“That’s very sweet of you,” Ariana replied. “And correct.”

David rolled the dice. The result was a one and a four.

“Very nice,” Ariana said, writing down the number forty-one. “Roll again.”

David rolled a three and a five. Ariana started laughing.

“Oh, David!” she exclaimed. “That’s fifty-three days in chastity for you!”

David winced. He was not looking forward to that length of time with his cock locked up. But he was looking forward to the forty-one minutes licking her. He smiled to himself, thinking that Ariana was likely to let it go longer than that.

He spent the rest of the day cleaning the house in preparation for the house party Ariana had suggested. She wanted some of her friends over, some she hadn’t seen since the wedding.

That evening, Ariana’s friends Jenny, Lily, and Dana showed up as well as her sister Liv, and Liv’s husband, Mark.

David was mainly occupied with getting drinks for each of the guests, or anything else they might need.

At some point in the conversation, in response to the mention of chastity, Ariana spoke up.

“David,” Ariana said, “pull down your pants so that we can have a look at your chastity cage.”

David obediently lowered his pants.

“Well this is a perfect opportunity,” Liv pointed out. “Mark, let’s have a look at yours. Like I said, I had him pierced, so I know it’s not coming off under any circumstances without my approval.”

Mark dutifully responded by lowering his pants.

“Wow,” Dana said. “That’s really cool. I’ve never seen that before, it’s kind of inspiring. And I like the side-by-side comparison.”

“How long do you two have your husbands locked up?” Jenny asked.

“For me, it really depends on whether or not he behaves,” Ariana replied. “You know how men can be. He knows that he has to earn the privilege of having it removed, so it does motivate him. But I am setting my sights a bit higher. I am looking toward training him to not even want it removed. Right now he has just started a fifty-three-day stint in chastity.”

“Wow!” Dana exclaimed. “That is impressive.”

“Yeah,” Liv added, “My little sister is a ballbusting bitch!”

This got a laugh from a few of the women.

“I have a different scenario, something that works for us,” Liv explained. “He pretty much wears it all the time.”

“Do you mean like, what? Permanent chastity?” Lily asked.

“Pretty much,” Liv replied. “Have you ever considered that?” she asked her sister.

“Possibly,” Ariana replied. “I have considered it. But the thing for me is more that he arrives at a level of understanding that it’s a tribute to me, and since he does not want to disappoint me, he is happy to wear it as long as I want.”

“That makes sense,” Liv replied. “I think the most important thing is that any particular woman should make up her own mind about what kind of chastity she wants for her husband and for how long.”

“Well, I also want him to prove to himself that he can endure it,” Ariana explained. “I tend to think of these things as loftier goals. I think that a man’s training should be goal oriented. As soon as he learns to clear the bar, so to speak, you raise the bar. It keeps him striving toward something better. It keeps him sharp. On his toes.”

“I couldn’t agree more,” Liv replied. “Men respond well to challenges, so it’s really a disservice to them if they are not constantly given tasks and goals to achieve.”

“My husband has to work really hard and truly impress me before I allow him to lick my pussy,” Lily added. “And when I reward him, he really is grateful since it feels like an accomplishment. He feels he is receiving a reward for his efforts when I straddle his face.”

“My husband’s reward is my ass,” Dana said. “When he’s been really good, and I haven’t had to spank him for a while or lecture him on anything, I’ll let him lick my ass.”

“Nice,” Liv replied. “Mark is a devoted ass-licker as well. I like to straddle his face and ride his tongue. He gets so hard when I do that. I can go for a nice, long ride.”

After the party, David was cleaning up in the living room while Ariana relaxed on the sofa.

“Dana and my sister’s comments made me think about the fact that you never lick my asshole,” Ariana said.

“I was not aware that you wanted me to do that,” David said, pausing in his task.

“That’s a problem, because you might have offered, only you didn’t think to do that,” she replied.

“I apologize, Ariana,” he said. “I would love to lick your ass.”

“Hmmm. Well, do a good job in cleaning up and we’ll see about letting you do that. How about you make me come three times, then I’ll let you worship my ass.”

“Yes, thank you, Ariana,” David replied, carrying the dishes he was holding into the kitchen.


Chapter 16

David was in the shower when he made what he would soon realize was a colossal error in judgement. He had been unlocked for the purpose of cleaning himself, and while working the soap into a lather, he surrendered to the pleasure of it and began stroking his cock.

“David!” Ariana exclaimed, her voice loud and unmistakably angry.

She was observing him quite clearly through the glass shower door.

“Oh, fuck!” David called out, realizing the mistake he had made.

“Rinse off, then join me in the living room!” she demanded, then left the bathroom.

David hurried to rinse off the soap, then moved as quickly as he could to where his wife was sitting on the couch.

“David, get across my knee and be quick about it,” Arian said curtly.

David knew better than to hesitate and he was soon laying across her knees on the sofa. His cock hung down between Ariana’s legs. She clamped her knees together, trapping him in place. She used the paddle to warm up his bare butt, then began to spank him in earnest, until it was a uniform, glowing red.

“Now, because you have really tried my patience with you, and made me very angry, you are going to spread your knees apart.”

She reached between his legs and took his balls in hand. She held them tightly, presenting them to her paddle. She pressed the paddle against his balls.

“You are going to have an opportunity to apologize. And then you may be given the opportunity to show your gratitude for having been corrected. But first, I am going to paddle your balls, David. Do you understand?”

“Ariana, please,” he began to say.

“No, David, you are not going to be allowed to beg right now. I am not negotiating with you. Your punishment has already been determined. It will only get worse for you if you don’t accept your punishment like a man.”

David felt like he might cry from fear. He trembled.

“Yes, Ariana,” he managed to say, his voice sounding unsure.

“Yes, what?” Ariana demanded.

David took a deep breath.

“Yes, I understand that I am in need of a punishment,” he said. “I deserve a paddling across my balls. Thank you, Ariana.”

She used the paddle to smack him across the balls while lecturing him on his lack of self-control and his disobedience.

“It’s offensive to me that you seemed to have forgotten whose property that is. I own your cock, David. You do not have the right to play with it without my permission.”

David felt tears welling in his eyes. He was looking forward to being allowed to apologize. Thankfully, Ariana was lenient in giving him no more than half a dozen smacks with the paddle.

“You’ve earned another month in chastity,” she informed him. “Go get the cage. I’m locking you in it now.”

David moved quickly to retrieve the device, though waling was a bit difficult after his punishment. He was silently cursing himself for having been so disobedient. He was ultimately grateful for his wife correcting him.


Chapter 17

David’s balls had a swollen appearance, with a slightly bluish tint. They felt heavy, and an aching desire emanated from his balls and his cock as well. He thought he might have an almost constant erection if it weren’t for the metal cage that was padlocked in place. Ariana had instituted the rule that his body and the locking device he was wearing were to be visible and available to her at all times. When he was in her presence, he was generally expected to be positioned on his knees, unless he had been assigned a task that required him to stand. Otherwise, movement was to be accomplished by crawling on his hands and knees.

“I so love to see you in that position, David,” she said sweetly. “Your body just looks like it was made to be observed like that.”

“Thank you,” David might have said if earlier in the day he hadn’t spoken out of turn, which had resulted in him being fitted with a ball gag.

He was still wearing the ball gag when Ariana invited Damian into the house.

“My husband, David, is being punished at the moment,” she informed Damian. “And as you can see, since his penis is locked up, I am going to be requiring the services of your beautiful cock.”

David was kneeling off to one side of the living room, positioned such that he had an unobstructed view of his wife pulling Damian’s cock out to begin sucking it. David felt his balls aching for release as he watched Damian’s cock plunging into his wife’s mouth. Over the course of the next twenty minutes, he watched as Ariana’s clothes were taken off piece by piece, until she was completely naked. David was overwhelmed, as he always was, with how exquisitely beautiful Ariana’s body appeared, and how arousing it was to watch her in the throes of lust and desire. She pulled Damian’s cock from her mouth, then climbed up onto the sofa to straddle his cock. She began to ride him, her tits bouncing in Damian’s face, her head thrown back in extasy. Her long, dark brown hair began to take on a frenzied appearance, as though she was an animal in the wild. She bucked her hips powerfully against Damian, riding him like a cowgirl. David had never seen his wife fucking from this perspective and thought it was impressive to see her undulate her hips in such a provocatively sensual manner, while also thrusting so hungrily against her lover’s body.

Damian took ahold of her body and swung her around to lie on the sofa. He began to fuck her with long, rhythmic strokes. He sucked on her nipples, then arched his back, then isolated his hips while he pounded her pussy with his massive cock. David was impressed with Damian’s stamina and noticed that Ariana was in a state of blissful, erotic pleasure. David couldn’t help but watch the mesmerizing thrust of Damian’s hips as he fucked Ariana’s pussy, enflaming her desire, and satiating her lust for his cock. When Damian was about to come, he pulled out and moved upward, sliding his cock into Ariana’s mouth. He fucked her until his come erupted into her mouth and dripped from the corners of her lips.

David watched as Ariana continued to suck his cock until it had fully softened in her mouth. She used her fingers to wipe the come off of her face and then she licked the come off her fingers. Then she pushed him back onto the couch and lied between his legs. She began kissing the head of his dick softly, even reverently, then took it between her lips to slowly suck on it. David could tell that Damian was experiencing a pleasure he himself could only fantasize about.

After a length of time while Ariana luxuriated in sucking Damian’s cock, during which she took advantage of the fact that he was soft to take the entirety of him into her mouth, he began to get hard again. After another ten minutes or so, he was fully erect. At this point, Ariana got up and straddled his hips and began to ride his cock. David was impressed that Damian seemed to be indefatigable as his wife appeared to be insatiable.

* * *

Once Damian had left their house, Ariana collapsed into the armchair. She had David crawl forward to kneel before her.

“You were such a good boy to kneel in place for me,” Ariana said as she stroked the side of his face.

She reached around to the back of his head where she unfastened the ball gag he was wearing. She tossed it aside. She placed her legs up on the arms of the chair. She did not need to direct him, as he immediately began to lick her thighs, then all around her pussy, until finally sliding his tongue up her wet pussy to tease and pleasure her clit. Ariana allowed her head to roll back with her eyes closed, letting the pleasure of David’s lips and tongue wash over her in endless waves of ecstasy. She placed one hand on the back of his head, though it was no longer necessary for her to direct him. He had learned how to tease and excite every nerve ending in her body, and his talent was undeniable. She could tell that he worshipped her, and she reveled in the sensation.


Chapter 18

Desiré entered the classroom, collected this week’s homework, then launched into her lecture for the evening.

“All right, we have been talking about the importance of starting off gently around her whole body, then as she gets more and more turned on, narrowing your focus on the clitoris. Unless the woman asks specifically for you to do so, no biting or nibbling on her clitoris. For most women, it’s way too sensitive for that. You may lick, suck, and kiss her clitoris. Take her to the edge of orgasm, then slow back down. Unless she says otherwise, you do not want it to be over too quickly. Use your fingers, but generally not all the time.– it can get a bit much to be fingered constantly. Also, don’t neglect her labia. They are made from the same cells as your testicles, so you can safely assume that’s what they feel like to be licked and touched. Run your tongue from top to bottom slowly, and like I always say, do it seductively.”

Desiré gave the class a look, as she always stressed seductiveness as an important part of what she called pussy worship.

“You want to make eye contact with her and make it clear you are enjoying yourself. Use your hands on her body while your mouth is on her pussy. Touch her breasts, her butt, her nipples, her stomach, her hips, and her thighs. Lick her ass if she wants that. Pull the clitoris in and out of its hood by sucking on it.

When you can tell she is near to orgasm, don’t leave the clitoris alone. If you suddenly change your technique, the build-up to orgasm can dissipate a bit.

“Most importantly, once she starts to orgasm, don’t stop until she makes you, even if you are suffocating. Her body will keep its vibrational frequency for some time after orgasm, so wait for her cue. She might even orgasm twice, so keep going. Remember, the woman is in charge. Her only responsibility is to receive sensation. It’s your responsibility to provide that sensation, to her specification.”

Desiré stood still for a moment, eyeing the students.

“Now we’re going to go over something called the Kivin Method. This is where you lie perpendicular to her at a ninety-degree angle to her hip. Put your face at a right angle to her pussy. Use a back-and-forth tongue stroke over the hood of the clitoris. When the clitoris is aroused it becomes erect. Keep in mind here that the clitoris is anatomically the same as the head of the penis. So when it becomes erect, suck on it. She will give you immediate feedback when you are in the right place. Place your middle finger on the perineum, which is the smooth area between her pussy and her asshole. When your tongue is stroking in the correct place, the woman will experience involuntary, pre-orgasmic contractions in this area. Do not move your finger. Keep it still, because if you do move your finger, you may move her concentration from the clitoral hood area to the perineum.

“Now, perineal massage is a fantastic technique and can be a compliment to the oral stimulation of the clitoris. This is just one more tool in your toolbox in stimulating the entire woman. But for this method, you want to keep it still. Then, by reading the recipient’s body, you will be able to maintain correct tongue placement. Just relax into it and your tongue will know how to move with and respond to the woman’s arousal. And as always, once you have started, don’t stop. Continue past her initial orgasmic response, as often this stimulation is the most intense and satisfying part of the orgasm. Only stop when she pushes your head away, or she grips your head and holds you still. Listen to her and follow the movement of her body. And then you will learn how to give her multiple orgasms.”

When class was over, Desiré asked David to come to her desk. He did so, dutifully, somewhat embarrassed that he had what would have been erection in his pants if he hadn’t been locked in chastity. As it was, his arousal caused the cage itself to press against the fabric in an obscene manner.

“I have been examining your homework, David, and it appears as though you are making great strides in improving your technique. Your wife seems to be very pleased.”

“Thank you,” David replied. “I believe she is.”

“What makes me curious, is that I have noticed that you are obviously aroused, but I can tell by the outline of the bulge in your pants that you are locked in chastity. Is that correct?”

“Yes, it is,” David admitted, blushing slightly.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” Desiré replied. “I think it’s actually quite romantic that you would sacrifice your own pleasure in exchange for your wife’s interest in ownership of your cock. And it appears from the homework you have been turning in that you are serving her in the way she deserves. I find that commendable.”

David smiled, feeling a particular pride in himself.

“It’s nothing more than she deserves,” he replied, his humility on display.

Desiré glanced at the outline of the device pressed against the front of his pants.

“Well, good for you,” she said. “I am glad that you are serving your wife in the manner all women need to be treated. Just keep worshipping her pussy as well as you are able, and make sure that she is always satisfied.”

“Thank you, I will,” David replied.

On the drive home, David thought about what Desiré had said. He thought about Adriana, and he thought about his love for her. Even watching her body being ravished by Damian, watching her pussy being fucked by Damian’s massive cock, made him worship her even more. He thought about pleasuring his wife, licking her pussy, kissing her body, worshipping her ass. He thought about serving her in every way. Even the punishment she provided made him adore her even more, knowing that she wanted him to be endlessly, perfectly obedient to her at all times.

Ariana had informed him that when he came home from class that evening, he was going to receive a caning. She had instructed him to take off his clothes and assume the position first thing upon entering the house. He was looking forward to it, as it was an opportunity for him to show his obedience and pay tribute to her. She deserved nothing less, he thought to himself.

The chastity cage that he wore had begun to feel natural to him. He no longer wanted to be without it. The symbolic nature of it was of paramount importance, as it showed his willing surrender to his wife the ownership of not only his cock, but all of him. His desire, his mind, and his body. The entirety of him. He wanted nothing more than to give her everything for no other reason than to lay at her feet the full expression of himself as a person. Even if she chose to do nothing more than observe him making this offer of himself. Even if she wanted nothing more than to tease him and make him endure denial. Even if she wanted to beat his bare ass with the cane. He wanted her to have all of the above as far as he was concerned. He loved her, and he honored her, and he cherished her. And so he obeyed. David felt that she deserved nothing less.
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