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   Natalie’s Shy Boy 
 
    A. Ritter 
 
      
 
    Standing back and off to the side of their bedroom, Joshua kept his hands held in front of him as he nibbled on the inside of his mouth. His heart wouldn’t slow down even though nothing had happened for the last twenty minutes or so. 
 
    During this time, he could barely see her in the darkened, early morning gloom. The windows had started to brighten with the sunrise, but he couldn’t predict when she would wake up. He admired the way her hair framed her face and fell across her pillow. As he stood there, he did his best to memorize the lines and contours of her face. 
 
    Natalie. 
 
    He loved her, and he didn’t want to disappoint her, but he might be able to pull this off. 
 
    Technically, he knew this would probably count as disobedience. When he considered the many articles and blogs he saw on what a good husband should be, he knew what those writers would have said. 
 
    If she wanted him to attend, then he had to go. Not only that, Joshua would need to smile, shake hands with her colleagues, and be wildly impressed by everything. 
 
    Granted, he had already attended several parties before. She had no problem putting him in a tuxedo and showing him off at the fundraising and charity galas. He knew how to nod along and listen as the women discussed business. He could be bubbly and effervescent, smiling and drinking in their attention, but he also knew how to fade into the background while the women focused on more important issues. 
 
    Joshua was a good husband, and he would always work hard to please her. 
 
    But this? 
 
    His heart didn’t slow down for a very good reason, and he hoped she didn’t really care whether or not he went. 
 
    Exhaling slowly, he watched as she started to stir. The love of his life rolled over onto her back and sniffed the air. From the kitchen, the aroma of fresh bacon drifted through their home. 
 
    “Hey there,” Natalie said as the last vestiges of sleep faded away. “Do I smell bacon?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” he said, giving her the honorific she always enjoyed. 
 
    “What’s the special occasion?” 
 
    “I just thought you would like something nice,” he said with a trace of guilt in his voice and down in his chest. 
 
    “Right,” she said, probably too drowsy to really notice. Only then, she spread her arms over her head, stretched, and let out a slow, feline yawn. 
 
    “Would you like some special attention?” 
 
    Special attention. That was their euphemism for what he could to with his mouth. 
 
    “I really shouldn’t,” she said. 
 
    “You’ve been working so hard,” he said. 
 
    “You were very attentive yesterday,” she pointed out with a little smile. 
 
    Yes, he had gone down on her several times, eagerly licking. Although Joshua considered himself to be a skilled lover, he had tried twice as hard last night, working her slowly, massaging her, and giving this woman everything she might like. 
 
    “I thought you would like something special,” he said. 
 
    “You’re going to spoil me,” she pointed out. 
 
    “You deserve it,” he said truthfully this time. 
 
    “Okay…” Natalie said, making it sound like a big concession. 
 
    Her boy quickly slid underneath the blankets and settled between her legs. With his weight on his stomach and chest, he asked for permission, “May I?” 
 
    “You may,” she allowed. 
 
    He hooked his fingers into the elastic of her panties and sweats. Then he pulled them down, sliding the fabric away from her smooth, beautifully toned legs. 
 
    Taking his time, he brushed his fingers up along her ankles and toward her shins. 
 
    Before they got married, he never knew how sensitive a woman’s legs could be, but he had paid attention, so now he drew on all of his focused expertise. He tried to get the right speed and rhythm as he just barely touched her. 
 
    She giggled, almost ticklish. “Oh, wow,” she said as the corners of her mouth twitched upward. “That feels so good.” 
 
    He couldn’t see her smiling face, but he had no problem recalling the way she smiled or grinned, how she laughed and giggled when he did a good job. 
 
    “I’m glad you like it,” he said. 
 
    Natalie closed her eyes and waited as he slid forward and nuzzled her sex with the tip of his nose and his lips. He just barely touched her, and she soon squeezed her inner thighs against his cheeks. Then he leaned forward and started to lick, his tongue darting up and down her opening. 
 
    “Good boy. Such a good boy!” 
 
    She placed one hand on the back of his head. Technically, she didn’t apply any pressure, nor did she take a hold of his hair. And yet, that soft a gesture still made him feel so loved and owned at the same time. 
 
    He licked eagerly, working hard to please and satisfy her. Within a few seconds, she climaxed hard. Her muscles tensed, she squeezed his cheeks again, and she grabbed the sheets underneath her hands. Arching her back, she let the tremor of ecstasy run hot through her body. 
 
    “First a very hot wake-up call followed by my favorite breakfast,” she said. “What’s my boy up to?” 
 
    “Nothing, Ma’am,” he said a little too quickly. 
 
    Natalie didn’t argue with him. Instead, she said, “Did you set out my clothing.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good. I’m going to get dressed. I want the table set.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” he said. 
 
      
 
    Other boys would have sat down and waited at the dining room table. Other boys probably would have been playing on their phones, but Joshua wanted her to feel special as she came out from the hallway. 
 
    She found him standing off to the side like a butler. He had on black pants, a nice belt, and his dress shirt. He looked excellent, just like an obedient husband or a dedicated servant. In this household, there really wasn’t a difference. 
 
    She found the plate on the table with beautifully sliced pieces of cantaloupe, honeydew, apple, and orange. Beside it, there were several pieces of beautifully crisped bacon and several slices of toast. 
 
    “This looks wonderful,” she said as she sat down and started to eat. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. I’m glad it pleases you.” 
 
    Joshua knew exactly what he had to ask, only he couldn’t figure out the right way to shape the words. At this point, he expected Natalie to pull out her tablet or phone. As an important woman with a successful company, she probably had dozens of emails which would require her attention. 
 
    Instead, she stabbed her fork into a piece of perfectly cut cantaloupe and plopped it into her mouth. She chewed slowly and swallowed. “So…” Natalie began, “What do you want?” 
 
    “I, I don’t know what you mean,” he said quickly, stumbling over the words. 
 
    Natalie looked up at her boy. 
 
    “Sit,” she said, only she didn’t indicate one of the chairs. Instead, she aimed the tines of her fork down toward the floor. 
 
    After a nervous gulp and a little grimace, he kneeled in front of her. 
 
    “Are you really going to try to manipulate me, Joshua?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am,” he said, his voice shaking with uncertainty. 
 
    “Then tell me what you want.” 
 
    “It’s about today…” 
 
    “Yes?” He glanced up at her, their eyes met, and he saw the way the light sparkled along her irises. Biting down, he inhaled through his teeth because he knew she wouldn’t make this easy on him. 
 
    He swallowed his reluctance and said, “Please, please don’t make me go in for Bring Your Naked Boy to Work Day!” The moment those words left his mouth, he dipped his head down, clenched his eyes shut, and waited for her disappointment. 
 
    For the most part, Joshua really didn’t mind how the world worked. He understood how women were better equipped both biologically and psychologically for public life. Sure, a few men might get menial jobs here or there, but it was obvious that the female half of the sex was destined and properly equipped to run the world. Whether this meant business, education, healthcare, or politics, women were superior. 
 
    To Joshua, it just seemed obvious and inevitable. 
 
    But then there were those frustrating little moments, like the time he got in trouble for being out past curfew where he wished things might be a little bit more flexible for the men of the country. 
 
    Bring Your Naked Boy to Work Day was another tradition he wished the women might cancel. 
 
    “Joshua, what is really going on here?” Natalie asked. “I’ve brought you to work before. I’ve shown you off to all of my friends. They think you are very sweet and a delight. Not only that, you told me you had fun the last time I brought you into the office.” 
 
    “I know…” Joshua admitted, letting his voice trail off. He glanced up at her again, “But this is different!” Again, he couldn’t summon the bravery to tell her the truth. 
 
    It didn’t matter. She loved him, knew him, and could read him easily. So many boys might have thought they were skilled manipulators, but that was only because the women in their lives let those males hold onto their adorable little fantasies and delusions. 
 
    “It’s because you are going to be naked, isn’t it?” 
 
    Josh glanced up again, but this time he didn’t speak. Instead, he gulped and nodded. 
 
    “What’s wrong with being a kid?” Natalie asked. “You’re a good boy, and I like showing you off. Besides, you have a really nice body.” 
 
    Joshua could be proud of his physique; as far as he was concerned, an important part of being an obedient and loyal househusband meant taking care of himself. Between chores, he made sure to work out and watch his diet. 
 
    “Thank you,” he said. “And I’m really glad you like the way I look, but what about the other women?” 
 
    “Are you worried they are going to tease you? Are you worried they won’t like the way you look?” 
 
    “I don’t care what they think about me,” he said. “I only care what you think about me.” 
 
    “But?” 
 
    “I get shy.” 
 
    “There’s nothing to be shy about,” she said. 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “But this is how you feel. Is that it?” 
 
    Joshua nodded his head. 
 
    Natalie glanced around the kitchen and dining room for a few seconds. She pondered his predicament. With each second, his heart beat faster and faster. He may have stayed there, sedate and apparently serene on his knees, yet the fear rushed hot along his extremities and pounded into his core. 
 
    “Joshua, this is an important event. All of the ladies at work are going to be bringing in their boyfriends and husbands. I’m sorry, but you can’t be an exception. Do you know how that would make me look? Do you know what my employees might think if they saw me playing favorites? This is a great opportunity for everyone to get to know one another. It’s really good for morale, and I know lots of the ladies at work want to see you naked.” 
 
    “That’s what I’m afraid of,” he said. 
 
    Natalie touched the underside of his chin and pinched his cheeks, “I’m not going to let anyone tease you or laugh at you.” He wrinkled his lips and pressed them together into a pouting line. After another second, she added, “But that’s not really what you’re worried about, is it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “My shy boy,” she said. That’s when she scooted her chair back and jumped up. 
 
    Bowing his head down again, Joshua stared at the tiled floor, and he wondered what he could say. 
 
    “You did an amazing job this morning,” she said. “I feel wonderful, but you shouldn’t try to manipulate me. It’s my job to take care of you and to give you exactly what you need.” He heard her high heels clicking against of the tiles as she came back. 
 
    Joshua still couldn’t look up. 
 
    “I think this will help,” she said. 
 
    Joshua lifted his head, and he saw her hold up the apron. 
 
    “Since you did such a good job cooking such an amazing little breakfast, I think this is exactly what you’re going to wear today.” 
 
    “An apron?” 
 
    “That’s right,” she said. Judging by her tone, Joshua knew instantly that this wasn’t up for debate or discussion. Natalie wore the dress in this household, and she had made up her mind. 
 
      
 
    As they parked outside of her office building, Joshua shifted his naked buttocks against the seat and bunched the edge of his apron underneath his fingertips. Nervous energy pulsed along his arms and legs, making him wish he could run or go back home and lift some weights. 
 
    Instead, she turned off the engine and got out. He waited, still nervous. 
 
    A few feet away from the vehicle now, she glanced over her shoulder and waited for him to follow. Reluctantly, he opened the door and hopped out. 
 
    He scurried after her, and she grabbed his hand, lacing her fingers through his, which definitely helped. 
 
    “Looking good there, Natalie! You’re a lucky woman!” called out one of her female colleagues. 
 
    Another one strolled by and glanced at her husband before saying, “You definitely make this one work out!” 
 
    Joshua heard those words, and she gave his hand a little squeeze, but he still didn’t like this. He felt his manhood sway underneath the apron, and he had no idea what the women might say if they saw him utterly naked. 
 
    They went into the office building’s large atrium. A small table had been set up, and there was a girl who looked like an intern seated on the other side. When she saw Natalie, she immediately jumped up onto her feet. 
 
    “Hello, Ma’am,” said the college girl. She had sandy blonde hair and a huge smile. “It’s good to see you. Would you like an identification tag for your boy?” 
 
    “That’s part of the requirement for today, isn’t it?” Natalie asked. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” said the girl a little bit sheepishly as she searched through the different tags. Finally, she found Joshua’s name, and she pulled it out, only the tag was attached to something else. 
 
     Joshua bit down, but it was Natalie who started to laugh. “Really? That’s what the committee came up with?” 
 
    Joshua watched as his wife took the dog collar from the intern and held it up for him to see. Sure enough, there was a heart shaped tag with his name dangling from the leather band. 
 
    “That’s cute,” Natalie decided. 
 
    “Your name and contact information are on the other side.” 
 
    Natalie checked. Sure enough, there was her name, plus their address, and her phone number. 
 
    “Come here,” Natalie instructed, and Joshua obeyed. He stood there as she wrapped the collar around his neck, drew it tight, and secured the clasp. Then she readjusted it so the tag could hang there at the base of his throat. 
 
    “Perfect,” Natalie decided as she brushed her fingers through his hair. “My handsome boy.” 
 
    He may have been almost entirely naked, and the shy embarrassment still gripped him tight, but in that moment, he focused just on his wife, and he wished he could disappear into her gaze. 
 
    Unfortunately, Natalie took him by the hand, and it was time to head to her office. 
 
      
 
    Natalie and Joshua were halfway down the corridor when a woman rushed up. “Natalie, we have an emergency.” 
 
    “What is it?” Natalie asked, letting go of Joshua’s hand as the woman passed her a tablet. Holding the device in both hands, Natalie scanned across the displayed text. At a moment like this, Joshua knew he had to be quiet and get out of his wife’s way while she did her work. 
 
    “You’re right,” Natalie said. “This is bad. Can you get our associates from Kyoto on the line? I want to deal with this right now.” 
 
    “I already have Keiko and Alexis on a conference call. My assistant is tracking everyone else down now.” 
 
    Natalie licked her lips and glanced over at Joshua, “Honey, can you be a good boy and go to my office? You’ll wait for me for a little while, right?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” he said. He spoke with the professional diligence of a boy who needed to prove himself to a superior. 
 
    “Thank you,” Natalie said as she followed her colleague down an intersecting hallway. 
 
    Standing there, collared and mostly naked, Joshua was grateful he had paid attention to the layout of the office. He quickly bowed his head down, kept his eyes on the floor, and ignored the women he passed. 
 
    Just a couple of minutes later, he came up to Natalie’s office door, and he grabbed the handle. He pulled, but it didn’t budge. 
 
    Locked. 
 
    “Hey there, sweet cheeks,” came a female voice. 
 
    Joshua tensed up as he turned around. 
 
    The woman saw him, and he quickly said, “Hi, I’m Natalie’s husband.” If he hoped referring to this woman’s boss might give him some cover or respect, he was quickly disappointed. 
 
    “It’s Joshua, right?” 
 
    “That’s right,” he said. 
 
    “What are you doing here? Shouldn’t you be with your wife?” 
 
    “Natalie is busy with some issue that popped up, but she told me to wait in her office.” 
 
    The woman put her hands on her hips and asked, “Did she now?” 
 
    “Yes, that’s right,” he said. 
 
    “Interesting.” 
 
    Joshua resisted the urge to drop his shoulders and groan. He didn’t know this woman, but he had met females like her before. Since she worked as a secretary and an assistant, she probably enjoyed lording her authority over the boys who wandered through this office from time to time. 
 
    Technically, Joshua probably could have found Natalie and complained, but he didn’t want to give her any additional stress, nor would he risk distracting her from whatever problem took her away in the first place. 
 
    “Um…” he said nervously, “Do you think you could let me into her office?” 
 
    “I have her key,” she said, “But I’m not sure you’re supposed to be here.” 
 
    “Please? I just want to stay out of the way while my wife does her work.” 
 
    “What if you wander off? What if you are hiding from her? What if you were a disobedient boy?” 
 
    Wander off? Hide? He wasn’t some high school kid who hadn’t yet learned his place in the world. He knew how to be a good man and an obedient househusband. Despite the indignation flooding through his body, he kept his head down and said, “I’m not.” He didn’t have any other defense. 
 
    The woman stepped forward, and he studied her curly blonde hair and her blue eyes.  
 
    That’s when he remembered her name: Mariah. 
 
    “Are you sure you’re a good husband?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” he said, using the honorific and hoping that might be enough. 
 
    “Oh, wow. They really put dog collars on you?” 
 
    Joshua grimaced, “It’s just a joke.” 
 
    “If you are really a good husband, tell me about your place in your household.” Mariah crossed her arms over her chest as she waited for him to comply. 
 
    Joshua straightened his back, rolled his shoulders down, and held his hands in front of his apron.  
 
    He had learned plenty of mantras back in school. While the young women in his classes worked on math, science, history, and language, Joshua and the other boys focused on what would be expected of them in the future. 
 
    Thinking back to those lessons, he said, “As a househusband, it is my responsibility to help my wife succeed. I must be loyal, obedient, and put her first. I need to be the kind of boy who creates a refuge for her. She goes out into the world and fights the battles, and I help her recover every night. That is my place.” 
 
    The words came out uncertainly at first, but he picked up momentum with every syllable. 
 
    “Good,” she said with a smirk. Mariah strode past him, unlocked the door, and motioned for him to scurry inside. 
 
    The door closed behind him, and he exhaled, instantly relieved. 
 
      
 
    At first, Joshua didn’t know what to expect, so he walked over to the windows and looked down at the cityscape below. He watched the cars and marveled at the women who were all on their way to important jobs and meetings. He could make out a few male silhouettes on the ground, either walking or biking. 
 
    Eventually, the door opened again, and Natalie reappeared. She kept her back straight, and she exuded strength and confidence for the first few seconds. But once the door closed behind her, she leaned forward. 
 
    Joshua rushed over to her. 
 
    “Are you okay? Would you like a massage?” 
 
    Natalie glanced up, almost like she had forgotten that he had come to work with her. “Actually, yes. That sounds like a delight,” she said. 
 
    Natalie crossed the office and sat down in her chair. Joshua took his spot behind her, and he started to massage her shoulders. She dipped her head forward, and he brushed his fingers along the nape of her neck and further up along the smooth lines of her hair. 
 
    “Can I take your ribbon out?” She had her hair tied back into a ponytail. 
 
    “Yes,” she said, giving him permission. 
 
    Joshua untied the ribbon carefully; he made sure he didn’t accidentally pull or tug on any of her hairs. Then he began to massage her scalp with one hand while he lightly brushed her neck with the other. 
 
    A contented purr vibrated from deep within her throat as she enjoyed all of his hard work. 
 
    Joshua wondered if he should ask what kind of crisis had called her away, but if she wanted to talk about it, she would bring it up. In the meantime, she decided to ask about something else. “How did it go? Did you have any trouble?” 
 
    Although he considered complaining about her assistant, he decided against it. Again, he didn’t want to make his wife worry. 
 
    “No. Everything is good,” he said. And as he worked on helping his wife relax, he meant it. 
 
    “I’m glad,” she said. “I still have some conference calls to get through, but I’m hoping you can stay here with me.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” he said, making himself sound like one of her employees. 
 
    “And you know, I was thinking about something else.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “As a part of Bring Your Naked Boy to Work Day, we’re going to have a little barbecue. But you know, I was thinking you would make an excellent cook.” 
 
     The muscles along his arms and back tightened, but Joshua wouldn’t argue with her, so he said, “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Joshua,” she began, “I know you’re nervous, but you’re my boy, and I’m proud of you, so I want to show you off. Are you okay with that?” 
 
    Several different answers popped into his head, but he focused on the man he wanted to be for her and said, “Anything you would like, Natalie. I just want you to be proud of me.” There. He told the truth. 
 
      
 
    It was a beautiful day, so the naked boys didn’t need to worry about getting cold. Most of the young men stood off to the side, patiently waiting or following their wives and girlfriends around as the women enjoyed their extended lunch break. 
 
    Joshua, however, found himself behind the grill as the meat sizzled. He prepared one plate after another, setting up the crisp lettuce, fresh bread, and perfect dollops of ketchup, mayonnaise, and mustard. 
 
    The women lined up and made their requests while Joshua prepared their orders. 
 
    Standing aside, Natalie observed as her boy impressed her coworkers. From the secretaries and administrative assistants up to the senior associates and vice presidents, they all marveled as Joshua prepared one delicious meal after another. He didn’t let the meat burn. He didn’t let the bread get soggy either. 
 
    Under the warm rays of sunlight, Joshua juggled those complicated orders. He made sure each woman got exactly what she wanted. Sometimes the meat needed to be well done or rare. Sometimes an associate or data analyst asked for crispy bacon or soft. Either way, he didn’t mess anything up. 
 
    As he lost himself in the tasks before him, he started to bob his head and shake his butt to the rhythm of cooking. A few women started clapping. More and more joined in. They stuck to the rhythm, and he hardly noticed as he relaxed into his hard work. 
 
    All the while, women would stop by and whisper to Natalie. 
 
    “Wow. You have done such a good job with your husband. Just look at him. You are a lucky woman.” 
 
    “This burger is delicious. Thank you so much for bringing him in!” 
 
    “Just look at those cute buns!” 
 
    “How did you train him like this?” 
 
    “Where can I find another one like him?” 
 
    “Don’t ever let this boy go!” 
 
    Natalie graciously accepted all of the accolades as her househusband continued to work. By this point, he had his arms in the air, and he continued to dance around even as he cooked. He flipped burgers, tossed lettuce onto the buns, squirted ketchup, and wiggled around in front of the assembled ladies. 
 
    Before she could even think about what this might mean, Natalie cupped her hands to her mouth and called out, “Lose the apron, cute boy!” 
 
    Recognizing the sound of her voice—the most important sound in his world—Joshua froze for a second before lifting his head. In that moment, time seemed to stop. He still had the bright smile on his face, but nervous energy crashed into his body. He looked around for just a moment. 
 
    All of these women were watching him. 
 
    And now, there was something his wife wanted. She took such good care of him, and he trusted her. She would never put him in a bad position. 
 
    That’s why he reached up, pulled on the knot holding the apron in place, and he let it fall to the grassy ground. 
 
    The women let out a roar of approval. They clapped, hooted, laughed, and called out encouragement like, “Wow! Just look at that boy!” 
 
    Another shouted, “I want one just like him!” 
 
    Other women nudged Natalie approvingly. Yes, she was the boss, so she deserved the cutest and most competent househusband, but they saw Joshua in action. 
 
    Whenever he came in to work with her, he knew he had one goal: make her look good. 
 
    And today, he succeeded. 
 
      
 
    After he finished with the last burger, most of the women remained around him. This was the moment Natalie had been waiting for. She strode over to him, leaned in, and whispered a quick question, “Are you embarrassed about your body?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” he said, careful to keep his voice down. 
 
    “You’re very well endowed,” she said as she brushed her fingers along his chest. “And now I’m going to show the ladies here exactly what I own.” 
 
    The power she wielded over this boy sent this eager, buzzing desire through his body. As a boy, he couldn’t help himself. He started to stiffen right there in front of all of these women. Even as his cheeks started to turn red, she put her hands to the sides of his head, pulled him forward, and kissed him hard on the mouth. 
 
    As he pressed his body to hers, his shaft stiffened as the excitement pulsed through his body. 
 
    With her boy’s manhood on full display, she broke off the kiss and turned back to her employees. She reached down, wrapped her hand around his hardened shaft, and called out, “This is mine!” 
 
    On some level, Joshua wondered if he should be embarrassed or ashamed. And yet, he looked over at his wife, and he saw the proud glee play across her face. At that moment, he knew this was exactly where he belonged. 
 
    Unfortunately, the barbecue couldn’t last forever. Of course, the women had to get back to work. 
 
    Since it was still Bring Your Naked Boy to Work Day, most of the boys found themselves kneeling beside the various desks while their wives and girlfriends handled the complicated office tasks. Women analyzed data, drew conclusions, summarized, checked, and made important decisions. 
 
    Natalie was no exception. 
 
    As she worked her way through one conference call after another, Joshua stayed on his knees right beside her. Sometimes she absentmindedly stroked his hair or brushed her fingers along his neck. He loved the way her fingertips could play between his hairline and the collar with his nametag. 
 
    She got into arguments, asserted herself, analyzed data, and pointed out one good reason to take her advice after another. 
 
    When she really focused on talking to her distant colleagues and clients, she stopped petting him, but Joshua didn’t mind because he knew how important this work was. Not only did she take care of them, earning the money they needed to survive, but she was just amazing. 
 
    At home, she always took care of him. And yes, she asserted herself, occasionally spanking him or ordering him to redo a chore. But that was her right. In fact, that was her obligation. She knew how their household should be run, and it was his job to make it as easy as possible for her. Still, she was almost always gentle with him. 
 
    Here, at work, he saw her talents. He watched and listened as she eviscerated bad ideas. When one of her colleagues or coworkers questioned her arguments, she didn’t shout, nor did she draw simply upon her own position of authority. Rather, she came up with logical and compelling reasons. 
 
    Yes, she could be brutal, but she didn’t leave resentful enemies or subordinates in her wake. 
 
    After the end of each discussion, the women on the other ends of the conference call agreed with her. That was far more impressive, Joshua thought. 
 
    “One more…” Natalie said after her most recent call. 
 
    “You don’t sound happy about it,” he said. 
 
    “Let’s just say it’s pretty boring,” she replied. 
 
    “How much time do you have?” 
 
    “Just a few minutes,” she replied. 
 
    “Enough time for me to give you a massage,” he said hopefully. 
 
    Natalie glanced down at her kneeling boy and gave an almost imperceptible nod. 
 
    Surprising her, he didn’t to jump up to his feet and rush over to massage her neck or shoulders. Instead, he crawled under the desk, and he slipped off her right shoe, then her left. 
 
    “Who said you could go down there?” 
 
    “I thought you would like it,” he replied in that adorably subservient tone he sometimes used when he took the initiative and maybe pushed the boundaries of good behavior. 
 
    Natalie was about to say something, only he gently took her left ankle in his hand, raised her foot, and started to press on her heel, her arch, the ball of her foot, and her toes. He worked her methodically, a soft, easy rhythm that allowed her to relax, all while not knowing exactly what he might do next. 
 
    “Oh, that feels really nice,” she said as some of the tension dissipated. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. I’m glad it feels good.” 
 
    He worked her foot diligently, applying just the right amount of pressure. As her husband, he prided himself on knowing exactly what she needed. 
 
    “I really, really wish we could just go home right now.” 
 
    “Did you have something in mind?” 
 
    Her tone shifted into something animalistic and predatory as she said, “I want you.” Underneath the table, he couldn’t see her face, yet he had no problem imagining Natalie gliding her teeth along her bottom lip as she contemplated just taking him. 
 
    “This is your job!” Joshua squeaked. 
 
    “And I’m the boss, which comes with a few perks,” she said. 
 
    “But don’t you have another conference call in a couple of minutes?” 
 
    “One minute,” she said, “to be exact.” 
 
    That’s when she drew her foot away from his hands, sat up, and hitched up her dress. She pulled down her tights and panties in one movement. She kicked them off, sat back down again, this time on the edge of her office chair. 
 
    “Come here,” she said. 
 
    In the small confines beneath her desk, he felt caged. 
 
    Yes, Natalie had every right to order him around, but he gulped nonetheless and felt the snug collar around his neck as he said, “Can’t you get in trouble for doing something like this?” 
 
    “Is that really something you should be worried about?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am,” he said, careful to sound respectful because he recognized and understood her authority, both here at the office and at home. 
 
    “Exactly,” she said. “And what should you be worried about?” 
 
    When she chose this authoritative tone of voice, both commanding and slightly condescending, Joshua knew he had to behave himself. “Your pleasure, Ma’am.” 
 
    “There is my boy,” Natalie said approvingly as she leaned down, slid her hand through his hair, and took a grip on the back of his head. She nudged him forward, and he couldn’t believe they were going to do this. 
 
    Like so many other boys, Joshua knew it was important to follow the rules. Then again, if a boy disobeyed or got in trouble, the consequences could be fairly severe. As children, girls could mess around and make mistakes. If they broke a couple of rules, it was okay. After all, everyone knew, “Girls will be girls.” 
 
    But boys? No. They had to learn to be perfect little gentlemen, diligent and obedient. Those were the traits that would make them successful boyfriends and husbands later on in life. While women needed to learn to take risks and push themselves, boys had to follow the rules and stay within those boundaries. 
 
    Torn between behaving appropriately at her job and pleasing his wife, Joshua hesitated for another second. But then he remembered that this was Natalie; more importantly, this was her world, so he had to trust her. 
 
    Like an obedient husband, he slid his cheeks between her inner thighs, and he started to nuzzle her opening. 
 
    “You’re excited,” he purred as he felt the heat and dampness along her crevice. 
 
    “I have a naked boy who I got to show off to all of my friends,” she said. “You’re damn right I’m excited.” 
 
    A grin played across his face right before he concentrated on her. He leaned forward just a little bit more, tilted his face up, and slid his tongue along her crevice. He worked diligently to please her, gently stroking his tongue along her sex in those first few moments. 
 
    “Oh, that feels incredible,” she said. “Good boy. That’s right. Show me where you belong.” 
 
    He pulled back for just a moment. In a small voice he knew she would still be able to hear, he said, “Yes, Ma’am. I’m your husband.” 
 
    “And you belong to me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am!” Joshua had heard of other boys who complained about this kind of language. They resented being told that they were owned or belonged to their girlfriends and wives. 
 
    Joshua didn’t have that problem; as far as he was concerned, he was the luckiest boy in the world to be hers. 
 
    With that in mind, he plunged his tongue between the walls of her opening. He flicked his tongue, gently working her in those first couple of seconds as she relaxed. 
 
    That’s when he heard the voice come through her speakerphone, “Good afternoon, everyone. I hope you all are enjoying Bring Your Naked Boy to Work Day.” 
 
    “Absolutely, Gabrielle,” Natalie said. Several other women agreed on the line. 
 
    Joshua licked more slowly now. He settled into an easy rhythm as his tongue moved up and down, then left and right. He took his time, all because he didn’t know whether or not Natalie would mute her side of the conversation. 
 
    The women started talking about numbers, contracts, and other details he couldn’t possibly understand. In the meantime, he knew his place and what was expected of him. 
 
    “What do you think about that, Natalie?” 
 
    Joshua didn’t freeze up, but his shoulders stiffened nonetheless as he wondered exactly what his wife would say. Suddenly, this sweeping fear rushed through his body because he didn’t want to mess her up. If he had distracted her so she made a mistake, he didn’t know if he would be able to forgive himself. 
 
    Natalie loved her job, so it was his job to support this woman in her career. 
 
    Despite having her husband down underneath the desk, licking away eagerly at her excited sex, Natalie said, “I think we need to revisit those numbers. There is some good data there, but we have to go deeper. I want to know exactly what caused the aberration.” 
 
    “Good idea,” someone else said. 
 
    Natalie continued, “Can we put Jessica on that?” 
 
    “You think she is ready?” 
 
    “Absolutely,” Natalie replied. “I know she’s new, but she has demonstrated a great deal of potential, and I think she could be an amazing asset to our company. If we ask her to do it, we can probably get a report on this issue by next Friday.” 
 
    “Sounds good.” 
 
    After that, the conversation seemed to get boring again. 
 
    That’s why Joshua sped up. 
 
    He still couldn’t see her, but he imagined this beautiful woman grabbing the desk, biting down on the inside of her mouth, and struggling hard not to make a sound. 
 
    With every second, he wondered if he should pull back and maybe suggest she mute her side of the call, but he knew that wasn’t his place. This was her world, and he was just a visitor: collared and naked to remind him of this fact. 
 
    After several more minutes of his gentle ministrations against her opening, she placed her hand on back of his head and pulled him forward, sliding his face right up against her crevice. His tongue plunged in deeper, and he licked eagerly. He found the small button of her clit and licked just the way she enjoyed most. 
 
    Seemingly from far away, he could hear her panting now. He had to focus. At the same time, he hoped none of the women on the conference call would be able to hear this. 
 
    What if they got in trouble? 
 
    Again, he reminded himself that it wasn’t his place to question what she wanted. 
 
    She was the wife; he was the husband. She led and he obeyed. That was how it worked. 
 
    Natalie grabbed onto his hair, pulled his head back, and rolled her chair away. She looked down at him. 
 
    He didn’t hear any sounds. 
 
    Had the conference call come to an end? Had he missed it? 
 
    “You did a very good job,” she said. 
 
    “Are you still talking to your colleagues?” 
 
    She gave a quick shake of her head, “No. We finished. But you know, you’ve been a very good boy, you made me look amazing in front of my employees, and you made me feel really good. I think someone deserves a treat.” 
 
    “Are you sure?” Yes, his shaft was hard, but he still didn’t want to risk getting her in any trouble. 
 
    “Crawl out,” she said as she rolled her chair away from the desk. 
 
    He obeyed, and then she stood. She motioned for him to follow, so he rose to his feet. “Lay down on my desk,” she said. 
 
    Joshua gulped, uncertain of himself. 
 
    Then she leaned forward and whispered into his ear, “Remember, I’m the boss.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am,” he answered, scurrying into place. He lowered himself down onto her desk. That’s when he realized she had mostly cleared it off. Aside from the phone and computer monitor, everything had been pulled away. He felt his shoulder blades and buttocks press against the cool surface as he stretched. 
 
    Gazing down at her boy with a hungry expression on her face, she grinned ferociously and climbed up onto the desk. She straddled him, reached down, and started to stroke his inner thighs, his legs, the flat of his stomach, and his pecs.  
 
    “What do you want?” 
 
    “Sex?” he asked nervously. Clearly, she loved his uncertainty. He was like some intern who could be seduced by the powerful woman at the office. 
 
    “Eager boy,” she said. Just like that, she peeled her skirt away, leaned down, and started kissing him as she positioned herself above him. 
 
    With this handsome boy beneath her, she lowered herself down and enveloped him, squeezing his shaft from every angle with the walls of her slick crevice. She took him, and he felt owned. 
 
    A little growl resonated deep within her throat as he started to moan. He loved the way her tongue teased his. He loved how she held him down and kissed him. He loved the feel of her body and how her weight and heat reminded him of his place. 
 
    Then she sat up, straightened her back, lifted her chin, and closed her eyes. She relaxed into the sensations of having his manhood right there between her legs. She lifted herself up, sliding along his length until she slid down again. She enjoyed enveloping this boy, hugging him from every angle, holding him tight and taking him. 
 
    “You belong to me, Joshua,” she said. “My boy, my man, my husband, and now my little office helper.” She grinned. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am!” His voice rose, so he flinched, suddenly worried that he might attract the wrong kind of attention. Her secretary, Mariah, might wonder what was going on in here. 
 
    Then again, Natalie was a powerful woman. Maybe these kinds of hijinks were expected at an office like this. 
 
    Joshua didn’t say anything; he couldn’t. He soon lost himself to the hot, wild torrents of pleasure pulsating through him. He felt it between his legs as the desperation rushed into the rest of his frame. 
 
    “You want it, don’t you? You want to come so badly,” she teased. 
 
    “Yes! Yes, please!” 
 
    “I love it when you are this desperate,” she said. She scratched her nails down along his shoulders and toward his pectorals. All the while, she continued to tease him, gently gliding her body up and down as she enjoyed the heat and friction of his shaft deep within her. 
 
    “Good boy. Such a good boy,” she said. 
 
    As he absorbed of those words, Joshua held back the temptation. He could do it. He wouldn’t climax without permission. 
 
    But then she leaned forward and kissed him. He nearly lost control! Her lips brushed along his mouth, and he yearned for more. Then she slid down and whispered, “Now you can come.” 
 
    All at once, he jerked his hips up, lost control, and felt the delicious throbbing. Distantly, he knew his wife was enjoying her own orgasm. Joshua bit back those shouts and screams of ecstasy. Instead, he panted past his teeth as every second of bliss surged through him. 
 
    Then she pulled back, leaned down, and kissed him on the tip of his nose. 
 
    “Are you going to be embarrassed or nervous for the next Bring Your Naked Boy to Work Day?” 
 
    Joshua answered honestly, “Probably? I’m sorry.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I guess I’ll just have to kiss you in front of all of the ladies until you realize just how handsome you really are.” With that, she stroked his cheek and made him feel so valuable, so desired, and so very loved. 
 
      
 
    The End 
 
    

  

 
  
   Connect with me: 
 
      
 
    My name is Anna Ritter; thank you for reading my story. I love books about erotic power play, and I’m eager to connect with my readers and talk about our favorite fantasies. You can email me here at ARitter664@gmail.com. Feel free to ask questions or send me ideas for future stories. I’m also available for commissions. 
 
      
 
    My favorite games: 
 
      
 
    Female supremacy is my favorite fantasy. I love stories and novels about entire societies where women have seized control. Men are reduced to the status of chattel, slaves, and toys for their female superiors. In these storylines, men can fight, but they’re destined to lose. Sometimes women have taken control based on magic or technology. In other stories, women are just smarter and work to outmaneuver the boys who foolishly thought they were in charge. 
 
      
 
    Dominant women make up many of the characters in my stories. These tales focus on wives, girlfriends, and other female rivals who take power in specific microcosms. Here, the women are still very much in charge, but their control is limited to a single man. He’ll still be enslaved, but the rest of the world remains largely the same. 
 
      
 
    Chastity training is intense. Boys are obsessed with their libidos, so there’s something magically enticing about locking a man up and reducing him to a pathetic, kneeling slave ready to obey every command. Sometimes these males need to be tricked. Maybe they need to be blackmailed or even kidnapped and forced into a chastity cage. One way or another, they’ll give in. Holding his key is one of the most delectable pleasures I can imagine. 
 
      
 
    Cuckolding is another incredible fetish. Since I am interested in how men can lose control, I’m fascinated by the idea of a wife or girlfriend who’s decided that her man just isn’t good enough. Yes, she still cares about him and wants to keep him around, but he will be a slave, forced to watch his girl with another man—if he’s lucky. This kind of the trail is one of those ultimate expressions of power and control. 
 
      
 
    Bondage can be psychological, but I tend to prefer the literal restraints. The notion of having a man strapped down, his arms and legs spread, his naked body on display is powerfully erotic. I love knowing his girlfriend or wife can touch him and tease him, forcing him to beg and plead. His dignity drains away as he succumbs to that overwhelming desperation. 
 
      
 
    Spanking is an amazingly simple punishment. Take a man, put him across your lap, and spank him. Make him cry out. Pain might be one of the oldest incentives, but it works beautifully. When a man whimpers, he understands what he’s lost. 
 
      
 
    Humiliation is one of those tools men seldom acknowledge. They want to believe they’re capable of dealing with any slight or insult, only this isn’t true. So many men are incredibly fragile. They tell themselves that they’re powerful, but they still worry about what the women nearby might think. Getting collared, leashed, and crawling before a woman is an incredibly humiliating experience. It strips him of his identity now that the world can see who he really is. 
 
      
 
    These are just a few of my favorite fetishes. If a game involves taking or losing control, I’ll probably love it. So please, if you have any fantasies or ideas you would like to share, feel free to email me: ARitter664@gmail.com. 
 
      
 
    Commissions: 
 
    Do you have a fantasy you just have to explore? If you’re interested in hiring me for a commission, you can get started by sending me an email. 
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