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Chapter 1

Taylor Ferris read the email with interest. It piqued her curiosity. She thought of typing out a reply, but instead, she walked out of her office, down the stairs and across the manufacturing floor to stand in the doorway of her husband’s office. He had been seated in his chair at his desk, but he stood when he saw her appear.

“So what do you think?” her husband, David Ferris, asked. “I assume you read the email. I mean, it’s weird, right?”

Taylor casually leaned against the doorjamb and crossed her arms.

“It is,” she agreed.

“What in the world are they going to do with five hundred units?” David asked.

Taylor smiled.

“That’s a lot of cocks getting locked up,” she replied.

It had been several years since Taylor and her husband, David, had come to an agreement that he would be locked in chastity, permanently, which had led to a number of unexpected developments. He had spent that first year wearing a device they’d chosen together, and it was only when he showed her a design he’d created that she realized the issues he had with the relative comfort and wearability of the model they had selected.

He made a prototype, and secured funding to set up the manufacture and sale of the device he’d created. It led, ultimately, to his leaving his job, working full-time to manufacture and sell the chastity device he’d designed. A year later, Taylor took over the responsibility of running the company, freeing her husband to focus on developing the products.

The success of David’s initial design, and the various models that followed, had turned the company into a very profitable venture. However, in the intervening years they’d never seen an order like the one that had arrived early that morning. It made Taylor deeply satisfied to see one so large, but it made her curious as well.

“The thing is,” David said, “it’s not a wholesaler, reselling them, it’s a single buyer. A residential address.”

“But they’ve paid?” she asked.

“Yeah, the payment cleared,” he replied.

“Can we fill the order?” Taylor asked.

“We’re going need to talk to Alan,” he replied.

David called Alan on the office intercom, followed a moment later by Alan appearing in the doorway. Taylor reached out and placed her hand against the front of Alan’s pants and felt the smooth outline of the polycarbonate device locked around his penis. She did it out of habit, a formality she’d instituted when she’d made it mandatory that all male employees wore the company’s product. She made it a condition of their employment, and she made certain of their compliance by checking them manually. Taylor had come to the conclusion that all men would benefit from using her company’s products and had become an ardent supporter in proselytizing the male chastity lifestyle.

“So tell me about the CBT19,” Taylor said to Alan. “What is our capacity for filling an order for five hundred units?”

“Five hundred?” Alan asked, sounding incredulous. “Um, that would completely wipe out our stock, for sure, and we’d need to turn over our manufacturing schedule to fill the rest of the order. If there’s a rush, we might possibly need to put on a second shift.”

“It doesn’t look like a rush,” David said, looking at the order. “But we don’t want a significant delay in fulfillment.”

“Certainly not,” Taylor agreed. “Apparently there are a lot of men out there who need to be locked up immediately. Where are they going?” she asked.

“1913 Arrowhead Drive,” David replied, looking at the order. “It’s in the neighborhood of Everly Woods Terrace.”

“I so wonder what is going on there,” Taylor wondered aloud. She smiled, imagining a large group of men who were soon to begin their new lives in chastity.


Chapter 2

Everly Woods Terrace was a picturesque neighborhood that was bordered on the north by an expansive wooded area, essentially what was left of the titular woods that had mostly been cleared to make way for the housing development. The Chirnock River ran along its eastern and southern edge, and a wildlife sanctuary that abutted the freeway on the opposite side lay to the west. These natural features separated the neighborhood geographically from the rest of the city, in addition to its being situated along the northeastern edge, along the county line. It was also distinct in its elevation and natural surroundings, creating a feeling of solitude.

Many people thought of the neighborhood as well-to do, as it was decidedly upper middle class. It didn’t have the mansions of West Teasdale on the opposing side of the river, but it was comfortable. The wide green lawns and two-story homes with their neatly manicured hedges along tree-lined streets looked more cozy than ostentatious. Many homes had a pool in the backyard, but having a pool was still considered a luxury.

A rash of break-ins several years previous had led to the meeting of some of the women in the neighborhood, headed up by a woman named Katherine Wyland. Everyone called her Kate, and her blond, blue-eyed, beauty pageant appearance was always the first impression she made on people, her irrepressible energy and self-confidence formed their second impression. If anyone were to be asked in private what they thought of her, intimidated would likely be their honest response. She was the kind of woman who naturally took control of any situation she was in owing to the way that everyone immediately deferred to her.

In response to the unusual criminal activity, Kate gathered together a number of women from the neighborhood. She invited the small group over to her house and proposed the idea that they form a neighborhood council. This idea garnered immediate support, and as a result, the Everly Woods Terrace neighborhood council was established.

They were effective in badgering local law enforcement to allocate resources to the investigation of the criminal activity, which resulted in several arrests and an end to the burglaries. This elevated the council in everyone’s estimation, strengthening its authority.

Some months later, an attack on a girl in the neighborhood by a young man who had lived there previously led Kate to consider a more strident approach to policing the area. She convened the neighborhood council, inviting them over to her house.

“I believe there is an opportunity here,” Kate said once the women had settled into the chairs and the sofa in the Wyland family living room. “There are a number of issues that need immediate attention. We had the break-ins, which we brought attention to, and for which we arrived at a solution. Now we have a larger problem, that of public safety. We need to not only exert our influence in this situation, but we need to become an effective governing body as well.”

Kate looked around her living room at the women she had personally selected for the council, in addition to her daughters, Sabrina and Ellie. Sabrina took after her father with her dark-hair and green eyes, yet took after her mother in temperament, confidently assuming authority over anyone she encountered. She was a remarkable young woman, and she had an unwavering sense of authority. Her presence alone was enough to put everyone around her in their place.

Ellie took after Kate herself, with blond hair as luminous as a ray of sunshine. Her beauty, inherited from her mother, showcased delicate features that were further enhanced by her striking blue eyes. With her appearance alone, Ellie possessed an allure that turned heads and captured attention effortlessly. However, there was much more to her than met the eye, as her gentle exterior masked a resolute determination.

There was Mariana Falls, a friend who appeared as an inverted image of Kate. The two had joked about how they were like Betty and Veronica from the Archie comics. Mariana was brunette, and like Kate, she was very beautiful, but whereas Kate looked deceptively friendly, there was something almost sinister about Mariana. She was a fiercely independent woman whose daughter, Stacy, shared not only her mother’s beauty, but an uncompromising attitude toward those of the male gender.

There was Riley Harbor, a seemingly lovely woman who believed in a strict application of discipline. She had a son, Dylan, and he was frequently the recipient of corporal punishment at her hand. She had a daughter, Brittany, who was quite obviously never disciplined in any way, and appeared to be spoiled by everyone’s estimation. And there was the somewhat reserved Lilly McConnell and the spritely Amber Jordan, each of whom had a son and a daughter.

Each of the women, to varying degrees, shared Kate’s beliefs about the place that men occupied in their lives. They were either married, or divorced, or single, but regardless of their circumstance, they had all decided at some point in their life that society would be better served by assigning men to a submissive role. At first, this would simply be a point of agreement among the women. Eventually, it would come into play in a rather comprehensive manner. All of the men and the boys of Everly Woods Terrace were soon to know an entirely new reality.

It was shortly after the women’s decision to form a neighborhood council that a young man perpetrated the attack on a young girl in the neighborhood. He was identified and captured by several of the council members. They did not notify law enforcement immediately. Instead, they brought the young man to the Wyland residence, where they interrogated him.

The members of the council, along with Kate’s eldest daughter, Sabrina, were all present when they had the young man tied to a chair in the Wyland family’s two-car garage. He had a look of terror on his face.

Kate lifted her foot and placed the heel of her shoe between his legs. She flexed her magnificently sculpted thigh and pressed her heel against his cock and balls. He winced and groaned, but Kate did not care the degree to which she might be hurting him.

“So,” Kate Wyland began, “do you like attacking pretty little girls? Does that make you feel big and strong?”

“No,” he responded, his voice sounding both meek and desperate.

“Well, that’s a fucking lie, now, isn’t it?” Kate asked, flexing her thigh to give him a quick jab with her heel. “You did it, so you must like it. Just admit that you like it. Admit that you’re a fucking pervert who should be castrated and we’ll consider letting you go.”

“Please, please don’t,” he pleaded, sounding pathetic in his futile attempt to beg.

“Shut the fuck up,” Kate growled. “Sabrina, get the garden shears for me, would you please?”

“No!” he exclaimed, his desperation causing him to become frantic. “I admit it! I, OK, I like it,” he confessed. “I am, I’m sorry, I couldn’t help it, I did it and I’m sorry! Please,” he begged pathetically.

Kate looked at the man tied to the chair. She kept her foot pressed between his legs. Her daughter, Sabrina, stood by holding the garden shears.

Once the young man had signed a hand-written document confessing to everything that he had done in attacking the young girl, he was driven downtown in the back of a van. The women stripped him naked and duct-taped his hands behind his back. They pushed him out of the back of the van, in the middle of one of the most crime-ridden area of the city.

“Have a good time!” Kate Wyland called out to him.

“We’ll come pick you up once you’ve earned fifty dollars,” Sabrina joked.

Then Kate called the police, who picked him up approximately two hours later. The young man was pale, trembling with fear, and he had marks and bruises on various parts of his body. Kate sent the police his signed confession, which assisted them in developing an official document, and securing an eventual guilty plea.

As a result, Kate began pushing the council to adopt a more aggressive stance. She appealed to the more hesitant members of the neighborhood by pointing out their track record of promoting a peaceful and well-maintained order.

“We need to institute a new set of rules,” Kate announced. “Males, as we all know, cannot be trusted with their urges. They don’t seem to learn to behave themselves. Therefore, I propose we establish a female-run order within the neighborhood of Everly Woods Terrace. Tomorrow, the world. But for now, we will put in place a number of rules for the governance of our little utopia.”

“Are you suggesting a specific plan for how we go about this?” Mariana Falls asked.

“I am open to any and all ideas,” Kate replied. “But I do have some rather specific ideas. This is the first,” she said, and she held up a printed image of a locking chastity device. “This is the CBT19. I have done extensive research, and this appears to be the ideal design for attaching a locking mechanism to the male genitalia. It is widely considered not only the most comfortable for the wearer, but also the most secure for the keyholder.”

“Keyholder?” Lilly McConnell asked. “I’m sorry, I am unfamiliar with the term.”

“That’s quite alright,” Kate replied. “It just refers to whomever attaches the lock. In the case of your husband, Rick, you would most likely be the keyholder.”

“So in my situation, what are you thinking would happen?” Amber Jordan asked. “I’m all in favor of locking up my husband, Joseph, but I also have my son, Wyatt.”

“What I would do is have a family meeting,” Kate proposed. “Once you’ve introduced to your husband that he will need to consent to being locked up, he will be useful in helping your son to adapt to the same set of rules.”

“So how long are they locked up like this?” Amber asked.

“Any length of time,” Kate replied. “In perpetuity is the short answer. But it would be up to whoever holds the key, naturally. Now, some of the keys may be held by this council in the case that there is no clear female authority. I am thinking of Harris Meyers in particular since he one of the few bachelors with no female relatives in the neighborhood.”

“Perhaps we might choose to avail ourselves of a particular key, do you see that as a possibility?” Riley Harbor asked.

“Absolutely,” Kate replied with a coy smile. “Any of the females in the neighborhood may, providing there are no conflicts, take possession of the key to any of the men.”

“How do you see this being introduced?” Mariana asked.

“So all of the married women on the neighborhood council will begin by enlisting their husband in the effort,” Kate explained. “We will likewise talk to all of the other women neighborhood who will do the same. They will then help convince all of the men and boys that this is an unavoidable reality. I believe it will be a quick and painless adjustment.”

Kate looked at the women, a few of whom appeared dubious about the endeavor.

“OK, well I guess it won’t be painless, exactly,” she admitted.

Several of the women laughed.

“I think we may be helped by the fact that the men will all be feeling a pretty substantial case of blue balls to begin with,” Kate explained. “Then they will start to crack. And then they will give in. I believe that within a month, two at the most, we will have every male in the neighborhood under lock and key. And then, we can begin instituting a fairly comprehensive set of rules for how they should behave. What they are allowed to do, what they are required to do, et cetera. Once they’re locked up, and we own their keys, we will own them.”

The women all looked around the room at one another as they began to see not only the potential of such an arrangement, but the practicality of it as well.

“I have a question,” Amber Jordan said. “What are blue balls?”

The other women in the room laughed.


Chapter 3

When Kate informed her husband, Dan, of the decision the neighborhood coalition of women had come to, he was dubious. He had never heard of a group of women deciding they were going to assume control over every male living within the boundaries of their community. But he also knew that his wife, Kate, tended to get her way in all things.

“How are you going to convince the men to be locked up?” he asked when she introduced the plan to him.

“Well, I won’t be doing it alone,” Kate replied. For one, you will be helping me. You’ll be locked up, of course, and you will help the other men adjust to the new regulations and rules. Or else. Understand?” Kate asked, placing her hand lovingly on the back of Dan’s neck. “Because if you don’t understand, I invite you to get across my knee for a lengthy correction.”

Dan Wyland occasionally wondered how his wife had so completely altered his reality. When he was younger, his physicality resulted in a natural confidence. He was tall, handsome, and athletically built. He was what everyone regarded as an alpha male. Dating was easy for him since any girl he wanted was attracted to him, all he had to do was give a look in her direction. He found they would melt at his command. It wasn’t something he had to think about, so he didn’t. He felt like he was at an all-you-can-eat buffet, with girls spreading their legs wherever he went.

He was casual, even careless, with no consideration of commitment to any woman. Then he met Kate. She appeared at the cafeteria of his dormitory one day, a freshman girl at his university. Dan was surprised to feel what he eventually came to realize was intimidation.

Kate was perfect, he thought, a rating he had come to feel was impossible. She was so precisely the vision of his sexual ideal that for the first time he wondered if he would measure up. She was blond, and in his mind the fact that she was naturally fair-haired as opposed to what he thought of as a “bottle-blond” meant that she was a superior example of the type.

He had dated a girl who was blond, but then he realized that her darker eyebrows meant that she had simply dyed her hair. She had shaved the majority of her pubic hair, but the narrow strip that remained was that of a brunette. He promptly lost interest in her, ending any future involvement with her as soon as she’d sucked his cock.

Kate, as he had learned she was named, was naturally blond, which he could tell because he had become more adept at observing women. But it wasn’t just the color of her hair, she was, from head to toe, the kind of woman he thought of as a “bombshell.” She was shapely, physically fit, and every single part of her body was remarkable in its perfection. Her breasts were prominent, but not too big, he thought, projecting her nipples outward like an offering. Or a challenge. Her legs, fully visible from the hem of her daringly short skirt to her painted-pink toenails, were spectacular in his eyes, as they were elegant yet powerful. He imagined her sprinting effortlessly. He imagined her legs casually splayed in a devastatingly sexy pose, draped over his shoulders.

The thing he found most alluring was that she appeared as the perfect cheerleader, her pink, pouting lips revealing a brilliant white smile. She clearly was going to be the most beautiful woman in any room, and the prospect of having her on his arm was irresistible. He was unsure why he felt uncertain of himself for the first time in his life, but he did his best to put the feeling aside and approach her. He assumed that once he engaged her in conversation that his alpha male confidence would return and she would swoon before him as so many other girls had done.

Dan was unprepared for the way that Kate would react to him. She was sitting with a couple of her friends at a table in the cafeteria when he went up to talk to her. He assumed that she would be impressed that he was talking to her. He was not prepared for her to be indifferent, even cold to him. Dan had never been shy about talking to girls in this situation, but something about Kate made him feel awkward about himself.

Generally the female in question would be flustered, and he would command her attention and secure a date. With Kate, he instead felt as though he had been called to explain himself to the principal of the school. Or his mother. He felt like he was in trouble. Kate looked him up and down, and she appeared doubtful that he should even be allowed to speak to her.

Perhaps the most unexpected aspect of his initial meeting with Kate was that in spite of the unforeseen discomfort he felt standing before her, he became inexplicably, unavoidably aroused. He had what would have been a full erection had his pants and his underwear not been restraining him, holding him down. He was certain that Kate’s friends noticed. He blushed. But if Kate noticed, she gave no indication. She seemed blithely unaware of him aside from the most cursory acknowledgment of his existence. She had the upper hand, he thought. She was dominant.

Ultimately, she did not consent to a date so much as she demanded his presence at a certain time and place. Then Dan felt as though he had been excused. He wandered off, feeling discombobulated by the event. It occurred to him that he had never met a woman like Kate. He became obsessed with her.

He went down on her that first afternoon in her apartment, while it was pouring rain outside and their plan to go for a hike up to the ridge had been abandoned. The weather had conspired, apparently, to bring them together in an intimate way. After an increasingly hot make out session, he’d gotten her clothes off and he began kissing her body, each kiss lower on her body than the last until he was positioned between her thighs.

Her hips were an extravagance of her physical development, like gravity itself emanated from the middle of her body. In observing her, Dan’s eyes were drawn to this epicenter, unable to withdraw his attention from the hedonistic allure of her body while simultaneously being enticed by its center, the magnetism of her pussy.

Her labia were a pale pink color, with pouting lips. She had the most spectacularly perfect pussy he’d ever seen or tasted, and he considered himself lucky to be allowed to do what amounted to worship. The scent of her was as an opiate that dulled resistance to its addictive qualities. It enveloped him, taking control of his mind and body. Her scent made his cock hard. When his proximity allowed him to inhale the scent of her, he grew painfully erect and was forced to surrender to its narcotic effect.

Dan felt as though he’d been dosed with some unknown drug. He became addicted instantly and found that he wanted nothing more than to taste her again, to feel his lips on her perfect labia, to lap up the aphrodisiacal nectar between her thighs. She took her time, luxuriating in his use of his tongue for a lengthy session before she had her first orgasm.

What followed was not the sex he might have expected. Instead, she lectured him. She explained to him what she demanded of men. What she expected. What she deserved. Then, after an hour of her clarifying his position in submission to her, she had him lick her pussy again. He had consented, desperate to acquiesce to her demands, to everything she had said. Again, she took her time with him, luxuriating in the pleasure of his lips and tongue.

After their first date, each successive meeting was similar in that she had him lick her pussy, always more than once and occasionally more than twice. She also spent a good deal of time explaining his position, which was entirely submissive to her own. It was only when he proposed marriage that she allowed him to fuck her, and by then she had assumed an ownership of him he’d not envisioned as possible.

After they were married, he learned that arguing with her was an act of futility. She had her ways of coercing his acquiescence. And she demanded that he do as she wanted him to, even threatening to give him a spanking over her knee from time to time. She demanded that he keep himself in good shape in part by doing so herself, even after their two daughters, Sabrina and then Ellie were born.

Then they had an argument that did, in fact, end with him consenting to an over-the-knee punishment. After that, she lost any hesitancy she might have had and began to employ the threat of a spanking any time she thought he might need some additional motivation. And then she began to spank him with a wooden paddle just to relieve stress.

Ultimately, he became very attentive to his wife’s demands, doing anything she asked of him and seeking to avoid the look that she gave him on occasion, and the words Or else, which she delivered as a threat. He had noticed that he often got the Or else regardless once she had pronounced those words.


Chapter 4

“We should have physical checkups for all the men and the boys,” Kate Wyland suggested early in the process of implementing the new regulations. “As we all know, men are so lazy about taking care of themselves in that way. We can have full check-ups and fittings for their chastity locks at the same time. Maybe we could make it more efficient by doing it all at one time in one place.”

“How about if we have them report to the gymnasium of the high school,” Mariana Falls volunteered. “That way they could accomplish the whole thing like an assembly line and get it all done in a day.”

“Excellent suggestion, Mariana,” Kate replied.

“Don’t you think the males won’t feel a bit overwhelmed by the prospect of being subjected to a physical exam in such an open forum?” Lilly McConnell asked.

Kate and Mariana smiled wryly at Ms. McConnell’s comment, having taken note of how hesitant she was about the proposed subjugation of the males in the neighborhood.

“I truly don’t think that it is of any significance if the boys feel embarrassment due to their being stripped naked,” Mariana said. “And I say that as a mother of a boy, Ethan, who I know can be very shy in that way. It's just that male nudity isn’t something we need to be concerned with as far as protecting their egos, you know? It’s good for them to be put on display. If nothing else, the females can get a good look at the boys when they’re in their natural state. Being objectified puts them in the right state of mind as far as their development is concerned. And the men, they could do with some full-frontal exposure as well.”

“I’m partly thinking how terrified my son, Jarred, is going to be when he learns of what’s going to happen to him,” Lilly said.

“I believe we should think about this in terms of what we want to see going forward,” Mariana said. “At least, that’s my approach. Not only for myself, but also for my daughter, Stacy, and my son, Ethan. I want Stacy to feel like she has her options open as far as her relationships with boys are concerned. And I want Ethan to learn to treat women with the respect we deserve, regardless of whatever short-term inconvenience that may cause him.”

“I suppose you’re right,” Lilly replied.

“My son, Wyatt, could certainly benefit from such exposure,” Amber Jordan said. “He’s so shy that it would be good for him to forced out of his shell.”

Ultimately, the council agreed unanimously, and so it was that one of the first requirements for every male in the neighborhood was for them to undergo a physical examination.

* * *

“So,” Sabrina said, finding a seat across from Stacy at the local café, “I guess that you’ve heard.”

“I’ve heard lots of things,” Stacy replied. “Like now, I’m hearing that guy over there who doesn’t seem to know what headphones are.”

Sabrina glanced over her shoulder at the man sitting against the wall in the café, watching a video on his phone.

“I’ll attend to that in a moment,” Sabrina said, but first, I wanted to discuss the neighborhood-wide physical check-up and chastity device fitting for all of the males in the neighborhood.”

“The . . . wait, what?” Stacy asked.

Sabrina broke into a wide, brilliant smile.

“I thought that would get your attention,” she said. “My mom just let me know about it. The requirement is as follows: everyone in the neighborhood who isn’t female will be required, and that’s the most important part, required, to show up to the gymnasium of the high school next Saturday.”

“The gymnasium?” Stacy asked.

“I guess that’s the only place big enough,” Sabrina said with a shrug. “Anyway, they will be required, again, that’s required, to strip down for a physical exam.”

“Oh, well, what, can we watch?” Stacy asked.

Sabrina flashed her brilliant smile again.

“That’s the best part,” she replied. “Yes. We can watch, and we are going to. We will have front row seats to watch every male in the neighborhood show everything, all completely naked. And even better, getting fitted for their locking devices. We get to watch their last moment of freedom before they begin their new lives of submission.”

Sabrina laughed, and she might have been joined by Stacy if Stacy had not been somewhat overwhelmed by the development.

“How in the world did your mom get this particular event to be approved?” Stacy asked.

“See, that’s the thing,” Sabrina replied, “you can never underestimate her.”

Sabrina looked over her shoulder at the man who was now watching a video that was significantly louder in volume.

“Yeah, that’s not happening,” she murmured. “Hold on,” she said to Stacy, then crossed the room to confront the man with the cell phone video playing loudly in the café.

“Hi, what the fuck are you doing?” Sabrina asked, glowering at the young man.

“I’m, what?” he said, sounding flustered. “What’s the problem?”

From a young age, Sabrina exhibited an air of confidence that set her apart. She possessed an innate sense of authority, fearlessly taking charge of any situation or conversation she found herself in. It was as if she had been born with an invisible crown upon her head, demanding attention and respect from anyone who encountered her.

“My problem is I can hear the stupid video you’re playing, and I don’t want to hear the stupid video you’re playing,” Sabrina replied. “Fix it.”

Sabrina's temperament mirrored that of her mother, who was known for her unwavering assertiveness and self-assurance. She carried herself with a commanding presence, unafraid to voice her opinion. Her confident demeanor allowed her to assume a position of authority effortlessly, and others were naturally drawn to her magnetic charisma.

“I, I’m sorry,” the young man stuttered as he muted the video on his phone. “I didn’t think about—"

“No, you didn’t, and that’s the problem,” Sabrina interrupted, “it’s the problem with the entirety of your gender,” she said as she leaned forward and pressed her hand between his legs.

There was a certain power that emanated from Sabrina, a magnetic force that compelled people to submit to her. Her ability to effortlessly assume authority over anyone she encountered made her a force to be reckoned with. She had a natural affinity for assessing people and identifying their vulnerability.

“But I see you fixed the problem,” Sabrina said to the young man, who was now frozen into submission. “Good boy,” she said as she removed her hand from between his legs and patted him on the head, then promptly returned to the table to continue her conversation with Stacy.

It was the following Saturday that the medical staff of one doctor, a physician’s assistant, and two nurses began by having all of the males in the neighborhood line up in the school gym and strip down to be examined. Since knowledge of the event was readily available, a number of women and girls from the neighborhood were in attendance.

“I saw that your son, Dylan, was initially a bit hesitant to comply,” Kate Wyland remarked to Riley Harbor. “But then you didn’t seem to have much trouble convincing him.”

“No, it turns out that being naked for an exam versus being naked for a humiliating spanking is an easy choice,” Riley replied, laughing.

Kate smiled her approval of Riley’s mention of the corporal punishment she had initiated in raising Dylan, then went to find Mariana Falls sitting in the bleachers.

“I’m glad we decided to have them lined up like this,” Mariana said to Kate once they’d found seats to watch the event. “Comparing them to one another is so much easier this way. We should have done this years ago. Maybe I wouldn’t have ended up with my ex-husband.”

Kate glanced over at two girls sitting down and to the left of them. Her own daughter, Sabrina, was sitting with Mariana’s daughter, Stacy.

“But, you know, then your daughter Stacy wouldn’t have come along,” Kate noted.

“True, I guess that was worth it,” Mariana conceded. “But take a look at Harris Meyers,” she said, pointing out a well-built young man standing in line. “That is one gorgeous piece of manhood right there. Seeing him naked is so, you know, revealing.”

“Literally,” Kate commented. “He is magnificently well-endowed.”

“Which is why it’s so ideal that it’ll be locked up,” Mariana replied.

“I won’t disagree with that,” Kate replied.

“Your husband, Dan, is in good shape,” Mariana noted as she observed Dan Wyland stripping down for the examination.

“Of course, I make sure of that,” Kate replied.

More and more, Kate was given reason to appreciate Mariana’s contributions to the neighborhood council. Kate wondered if it was her friend’s status as a divorcee had made her so naturally dominant, or simply her cleverness and creativity.

Kate’s friendship with Mariana had developed almost instantaneously when they met. The two had gotten together on a number of evenings and emptied a bottle of wine or two, and in discussions about any number of topics had come to realize they shared an outlook on the ideal relationship between men and women. Mariana was open and honest about her jealousy that Kate had her husband, Dan, so well-adjusted to her expectations, and Kate had an inverse jealousy of Mariana’s unquestioned freedom to pursue and enjoy whatever men she desired.

“You could have that too, of course,” Mariana offered one evening.

“True, but it requires some consideration,” Kate replied. “Dan is going to go along with whatever I say, of course, but I have to think of it in terms of managing his behavior. It isn’t as effortless as it appears.”

“Do you provide punishment when needed?” Mariana asked.

“Absolutely,” Kate replied.

The daughters of the two women, Sabrina Wyland and Stacy Falls, had also become friends, and they were also amusing themselves by examining each of the males lined up in the gymnasium.

“You know what’s interesting,” Stacy noted, “is that I’ve never really noticed Wyatt Jordan until now. He’s so quiet, you know, so I never paid any attention to him. I never realized he had such a nice body.”

“That’s what’s so good about this whole thing,” Sabrina replied. “I’ve always thought that a guy should have a full examination before anything happens, you know? Before it’s too late, and you get disappointed.”

“I think it helps put them in their place,” Stacy said, gesturing to the line of men. “All of the guys here, they all just need to be put in their place.”

“All I see is a lot of guys who need to be taken down,” Sabrina said. “Hard.”

Stacy laughed, though Sabrina’s comment was fairly predictable given her set of interests.

Sabrina Wyland didn’t hate boys the way some girls thought she did. To her way of thinking, she simply had a specific set of interests. To Sabrina, boys were fascinating. She loved the way they looked and she often thought about them, though she’d discovered that her thoughts were different than the way other girls thought about boys. While most girls seemed to think of them taking a girl to the dance, kissing her, and being romantic, Sabrina thought about them naked. She thought about them tied up and crying, begging her to stop as she abused them, grabbing them by the balls and spanking them.

She would daydream about particular boys, wondering what they would look like stripped of their clothing and terrified of what she might do to them. So she didn’t hate boys, she adored them. She just wanted them to be afraid of her. She loved the look of fear in a boy’s eyes when he saw her approaching him.

Sabrina became friends with Stacy Falls due to their common interest in dominating boys. Stacy was the first girl Sabrina had met who seemed to echo her own thoughts regarding the proper place of the male in relation to the female. The primary difference, Sabrina discovered, was that she herself was uniquely fixated on their inherent vulnerabilities. She was laser-focused on taking control of a boy by grabbing him by the balls, which her friend Stacy understood, but did not share.

It seemed to Sabrina that Stacy’s interest was also in exploiting an emotional or mental vulnerability as opposed to a physical one. Stacy spoke often about teasing a boy about the size of his penis as the primary entertainment with a boy, whereas Sabrina preferred a guy who was well-endowed. She liked the idea of taking control of a guy with a big dick.

“Why not?” she’d asked Stacy rhetorically. “The bigger they are, the harder they fall, right?”

“At any rate, it’s really informative to see all of them naked,” Stacy remarked. “I’d wondered which of them had a big cock and who had a tiny penis. Now we know.”

“Yeah, it’s so convenient for us to have them all lined up, so we can see what they’ve got,” Sabrina replied.

“OK, you don’t have a brother so you’ll probably think this is weird,” Stacy said, sounding wary.

“What’s that?” Sabrina asked.

“Well, unfortunately, it’s just about impossible to live in a house with your brother and not see him at some point,” Stacy said.

“Um, see him?” Sabrina asked. “I mean, right, of course.”

“No, you know, see him,” Stacy replied. “Like, all of him.”

“Oh, you mean naked?” Sabrina asked.

“Yeah. So anyway, I happen to know that Ethan is big,” Stacy said.

“Really? I’ll admit that I’m kind of fascinated with him,” Sabrina said.

“I kind of want to say ‘yuck’ right now,” Stacy replied.

“Of course, he’s your brother, but I don’t have that problem,” Sabrina said, laughing. “Anyway, why is he not here?”

“Oh, wow, right,” Stacy said, shaking her head. “He was so completely terrified of this whole thing that he rode his bicycle over first thing this morning and waited until they opened the doors so he would be first to be examined. He is so shy that he went to great lengths to make sure he would be long gone before anyone else showed up.”

“That’s hilarious and really frustrating,” Sabrina replied. “You have to somehow engineer a way for me to get ahold of him.”

“For your own devious purposes,” Stacy said, laughing.

“Of course,” Sabrina agreed. “What, is that weird? I mean, I know, he’s like a male version of you.”

“This is getting awkward,” Stacy replied.

“Come on, you’re beautiful, you know that,” Sabrina countered. “If I was into girls, I’d be all about you.”

“So you’re into my brother because he’s like me with a big dick?” Stacy said, half-jokingly.

“Um, yeah, kind of,” Sabrina admitted.

“OK, well that’s kind of weird, right?” Stacy asked.

“You’re weird,” Sabrina retorted.

“What’s weird,” Stacy said, “is look at Jarred McConnell.”

“Why?” Sabrina asked. “He’s such an asshole.”

“I know,” Stacy said. “Which makes it so much funnier that he’s had to strip down with all the other males. But the weird part is that his sister, Kali, is really cool. I like her. But her brother is such a dick.”

“Yeah, I like Kali,” Sabrina agreed. “But Jarred, I’ve never seen a guy who needs a kick in the balls more than that guy. It’s kind of perfect he’s going to be locked up. It’s going to be fun to put him in his place.”

“Well, I’m thinking about taking a closer look at Wyatt,” Stacy said. “Look how tiny and cute his penis is. And his pale blond hair makes his body look so naked somehow. He’s fascinating to look at.”

“You like them small, which I still find um, unusual,” Sabrina said.

“I just love the idea of teasing a boy about being small,” Stacy admitted. “Tease and denial, of course.”

“I think it’s more like, tease, tease, tease, tease, tease, um, yeah, more teasing, a bit more of a tease, oh, what’s that? That’s right, tease, and oh, oh, ha-ha, oh fuck, that’s right, deny.” Sabrina said, laughing at the thought.

Stacy laughed, then turned her attention back to Wyatt Jordan, watching as he was relocated to stand in a separate line.

Wyatt Jordan hadn’t the ability to see himself the way that a female might see him. He thought of himself as too small, primarily. His body was slim, or slender, the kind of descriptor he thought was ideal for a girl, but not for a guy. In fact, he thought the word, guy, was more indicative of the large-chested and muscled men he saw as being desirable to females. There was no way for him to see his own physicality as something a female might find not only attractive, but even desirable. And though he knew he wasn’t ugly; he didn’t know he was considered cute. Really cute, per some of the girls he knew, but he was too shy to have spoken to the kind of girls who thought so about him.

Above all, he had become aware that he had, relatively, a small penis. Perhaps as a result, he thought the word, penis, was one of the most embarrassing words he had ever heard. He had seen other, bigger males, who had what he thought would rightly be called a cock. Big, thick cocks with veins and pronounced, bulbous cock heads, dicks that would swing heavily as the owner walked from the showers to the locker room. The guys that were supremely confident of their body and their endowment, for good reason, Wyatt thought. They were men, he thought, and he felt he was a boy, and he didn’t think that girls, let alone women, would be attracted to the shape of a boy.

He felt insecure, even embarrassed by his thin body and his small penis. So when it was decided that he would be subject to a physical exam in a public venue, he felt something akin to terror. He had no way of knowing that the exposure of his physical body that he so feared, and the reveal of his secret, would in fact be what would attract the girl he most desired. He didn’t know that he might be deemed attractive, and he didn’t know that his size could suit a particular preference. The idea that a girl might prefer a boy with a small penis precisely because she wanted him to feel humiliated about it was entirely outside of his awareness.

Wyatt had been told to move to another part of the gym to wait for the fitting of his chastity device. He’d not been given a reason for why they felt he should remain naked as he waited, but he was in no position to ask questions.

He felt awkward about being completely exposed while he waited, and what made it more awkward was the fact that he noticed a few of the girls from the neighborhood were openly staring at him. They seemed to find the whole development of particular fascination.

What the doctor did not explain was that those with a very large or a very small penis needed additional consideration regarding the way their device was going to fit. Wyatt was considered to be on the far end of the spectrum, as he had a remarkably small penis. When he was re-examined later, it was determined that the standard device would still fit.

Following the examination and fitting of the device, Wyatt found that the physical sensation of wearing a lock around his genitalia was awkward, and he found that it took some getting used to. But it was the psychological aspect that made it difficult to endure. He felt like he no longer had full ownership of that part of his body. Because he didn’t, the lock made certain that was the case.

* * *

The neighborhood had undergone a transformation since the establishment of the rules put forth by the neighborhood council. Gone was any feeling of bodily autonomy for the men and the boys. The husbands had undergone a transformation in the way they treated their wives. Fathers were obligated to introduce their sons to their new reality. The boys in the neighborhood had been put in their place.

Perhaps the most dynamic change was seen in the way the females behaved. They had a newfound freedom to act as they had always wanted to, exploring, and expressing themselves in ways they’d only imagined before. They had adopted a variety of attitudes about the situation they’d created for themselves, but one thing was universal among the females of the neighborhood: they were not going back. The changes they’d seen enacted, the rules they’d set in place, these would be permanent. The males were to adapt and learn to respond to female authority. Or else.

As Kate Wyland had predicted, it was easier than anyone would have thought for the women to enact their plan. At first, it was simply the fact that the women were resolute in communicating that the men’s lives were to be sexless until they surrendered completely. They also made clear that the women themselves were not going to deny themselves other men. Then the women kept their men in check by using or withholding the keys the women maintained in their possession. Soon, the men adapted to their new reality.

The plan was not implemented entirely without friction, as there were those who were shocked by the decision of the neighborhood council. They thought the council had so clearly overstepped any semblance of a boundary in assigning the wearing of chastity devices. And they felt they couldn’t possibly be expected to submit as a matter of course to any of the females in the neighborhood. For the most part, however, the male inhabitants of the neighborhood came to recognize what would truly be their only option. Surrender.


Chapter 5

One positive aspect of being locked in chastity Wyatt Jordan discovered was that Stacy Falls, who was in Wyatt’s estimation the most beautiful girl in the neighborhood, had begun paying attention to him. She began to look at him differently. It was a peculiar look, Wyatt thought, one he couldn’t place. Everything was different now. When he had undergone the physical exam in the gymnasium, he had seen Stacy watching him. So she knew about his endowment. And she knew that what he had had been placed under lock and key.

Stacy approached Wyatt one afternoon and told him she wanted to talk to him privately.

“I have some questions for you,” she said.

“OK,” Wyatt replied, while his pulse quickened and his head felt a buzzing sensation.

He followed her down to an area along the river, which was a common area for people to hang out in the neighborhood. She had him sit down with her on a large rock on the embankment.

“So I wanted to get to know you better,” Stacy said. “This whole situation where the boys are locked up has changed some things. One, I’ve realized I can just go ahead and ask whatever I want. And two, I’m really interested in what it’s like for you.”

Wyatt was quiet, listening to Stacy speak to him in a way that struck him as supremely confident, which unnerved him.

“Since you’re locked up down there, I feel differently about you,” Stacy explained. “You always seemed so aloof because you’re so quiet. Now it’s like you’ve been taken down a notch or two.”

Wyatt was unsure how to respond.

“Thank you?” he replied, sounding uncertain.

Stacy showed her brilliant, devastatingly beautiful smile. It disarmed him, seeing her give him such a warm and friendly expression. She played with a tendril of her long, almost black hair, which was an unself-conscious habit Wyatt found attractive.

“When all the males were lined up in the gym for your medical checkups, I noticed you,” Stacy explained. “It allowed me to see you in your entirety, of course.”

Wyatt felt his face grow warm.

“I noticed during the physical exam in the gym that your body is actually really nice,” Stacy commented.

“Thank you,” Wyatt said.

“I also noticed, of course, that you have a really small penis,” she said.

Wyatt’s face felt a burning sensation from blushing. Not only was Stacy apparently comfortable using the word penis, which embarrassed him, but she described it as small. In fact, he realized, she had gone further in calling it really small.

“You do know that it’s small, right?” Stacy asked. “Like, tiny.”

Wyatt felt his throat become tight.

“Yes,” he admitted, his voice strained.

“Good, at least you know. But it made me curious,” she said. “I mean, what is that like? You knew that you have this tiny little penis and were going to be naked for everyone to see, of course. So everyone was going to know your little secret. What went through your mind when you realized what was going to happen?”

“I didn’t realize it until it happened,” Wyatt said, feeling more and more embarrassed by Stacy’s line of questioning. But he decided he should just be honest since she knew everything already. “When I walked in, I was surprised that there were girls there watching us. I had no idea until it was actually happening.”

“Were you embarrassed to be naked like that?” Stacy asked. “Knowing we were watching you?”

“Yes,” Wyatt replied.

“Hmm, that’s interesting,” she mused aloud.

“Were you scared?” she asked.

“Well, yeah, I guess I was,” he admitted.

“Good,” Stacy said. “I like that. Boys stripped naked and scared.”

Stacy smiled, observing Wyatt. Wyatt felt his face blushing.

“I want to see it,” Stacy said after a moment of silence between them. “Up close, I mean.”

Wyatt noted that she didn’t say what it was that she wanted to see, but he knew exactly what she meant. She wanted to see his chastity lock. The way she said it sounded like she wanted proof of its existence. Verification that he was, in fact, locked up the way she knew he was.

He looked around, aware that they were potentially visible to anyone who might be looking. He didn’t see anyone, however, and the way Stacy had asked made it impossible for him to resist. He pulled down his pants so that she could have a look. The smooth surface of the large slab of rock they were sitting on felt cold on his bare butt.

“That is so fascinating,” Stacy said as she examined the device. “You really can’t take it off?”

“No,” he replied. “The key is, well, I’m not sure exactly where the key is. It’s at home, I guess.”

“So tell me how it happened,” Stacy said. “Who introduced you to what was going to happen to all the boys?”

“Uh, it was like a family meeting, I guess,” Wyatt replied, and started to pull his pants back up.

“Stop,” Stacy said firmly.

Wyatt paused and looked at Stacy.

“Pull your pants back down, like I told you to do, and keep them that way until I say otherwise.”

Wyatt’s face had a wary expression as he pulled his pants back down.

“See, Wyatt, it’s not so hard to follow orders, is it?” she asked.

“No,” he replied.

“Good boy,” she said. She paused, observing him with his pants down waiting for her to give him direction. “Continue,” Stacy said after a few moments. “Family meeting, you were saying.”

“Right,” Wyatt replied. “My mom had me and my dad go to the living room and she explained what was going to happen. I got the impression that she’d already told my dad, since he didn’t seem surprised by it, and when I said that there was no way this could possibly be happening, he told me that there was no point in trying to fight it.”

“So did that make you scared?” Stacy asked, “knowing how much control you’d be losing and how much you were going to be under the control of the females?” she clarified.

“I guess I didn’t realize it right away,” he replied.

“No, I guess boys can be a bit slow to understand certain things,” Stacy said. “But you do now, right? I mean, here you are with your pants down, and I have the power to make you do anything I want you to.”

Wyatt looked at Stacy, clearly nervous about what she might decide to do to him. She was tiny and petite, but her personality was significantly larger than her physical size. It was not unlike her breasts, which Wyatt thought were larger than practical on a body the size of hers, not mentioning the fact that her nipples always seemed to be erect beneath her shirt, as though leading the way whenever she moved. Stacy observed his reaction and laughed.

“So I guess you’ve come to understand your situation, because now you do look scared,” she said, smiling. “That’s so cute. Pants down and scared. Perfect.”

Wyatt blushed, which Stacy thought was nice to witness.

“Take off everything below the waist,” Stacy said at last. “On second thought, maybe you should be completely naked. I mean, why not? I can have you however I want.”

Wyatt looked around again, feeling nervous, but ultimately took off his clothes as Stacy had told him to do. He felt remarkably vulnerable sitting naked beside her in full view of anyone who might happen by. Like the exam in the gym, he had been more exposed recently than he’d ever been before, but he still was not used to the feeling.

“That’s so nice,” she said appreciatively. “I can’t imagine why any of the women ever had you boys without these. It’s clearly an improvement to have it locked up.”

Wyatt noticed that she was not shy in directly examining his chastity cage.

“So tell me what this is like for you,” she said. “I mean, from the moment you heard that the rules were established that you were going to be locked up down there until now, where your naked body is pretty much public property for any female to examine. What’s that like?”

“I’m having some difficulty adjusting,” he admitted. “I still get embarrassed too easily.”

“Oh yeah?” Stacy asked, her face lighting up. “So are you embarrassed right now, sitting here completely naked?”

“Yeah, kind of,” Wyatt confessed.

“Does it have to do with your tiny penis?” she asked.

“Yeah, partly that,” he admitted.

“See, you said ‘that,’” Stacy repeated. “Like you are too embarrassed to say it out loud. Let me help you. Say ‘I am embarrassed because of my tiny penis.’”

Wyatt took a deep breath.

“I am embarrassed because of my tiny penis,” he replied, which caused his face to blush, turning almost crimson.

“Interesting,” Stacy replied, playing with her hair, winding it around her slender index finger. “It’s been such a revelation for me to think of you boys as, well, playthings, I guess. I mean, I now realize that’s what you clearly are. Just looking at you sitting there all embarrassed to be naked is way more fun than I’d have imagined. I guess you’ve always had the potential to be this way, it just wasn’t revealed until recently.”

Wyatt’s feeling of vulnerability continued to increase as Stacy not only openly stared at his naked body but teased him about it as well.

“So the reason I wanted you here is to have a talk with you,” she began. “Now, don’t misunderstand me, I don’t mean that we are having a discussion or something like that. You won’t be talking so much as listening. When I want you to speak, I will ask you a direct question, to which I will require an honest response. And when I say honest, I mean that you won’t lie by omission. If you are given the opportunity to respond to my questions, then you will make a full confession. Like your practically naked body, you will fully expose yourself to me by telling me everything I want to know. Do you understand?”

“Yes,” Wyatt replied, nervously.

Stacy was wearing a short skirt, and due to the way she was sitting, Wyatt realized he could see the tiniest bit of her white panties. It was all he could do not to stare.

“Good,” she said. “If I am going to invest any of my time with regards to you, I need to know that you are going to be responsive to my demands. I need you paying attention to me at all times.”

She seemed to be enjoying herself more and more as Wyatt felt increasingly embarrassed about being so exposed.

“I want you to wade into the water,” Stacy said after a moment’s silence.

“The water?” Wyatt asked nervously. “But the water is freezing cold.”

“Yes, I know, Wyatt,” Stacy replied, sounding annoyed. “I want to see the effect it has on you.”

Wyatt did not need her to explain the effect she was talking about. He realized that she wanted to see if his dick would look even smaller when exposed to the freezing cold. He took another look around, then got up and walked to the edge of the slowly moving water. He waded in, finding it was even colder than he had anticipated. He eventually managed to submerge himself to just above his waist. He turned to look at Stacy, who was now smiling at him with an expression of approval. After a few minutes, she told him to return to sit next to her on the rock so that she could have a look at how the cold water had affected him. Wyatt was grateful to be allowed to return to sit on the rock next to her.

“Even with your chastity device, I can see that it makes you even smaller, which doesn’t seem possible,” she commented, laughing at the thought.

She reached over and took his device in hand, examining him. At that moment, Lilly McConnell, who was out for a walk, noticed Wyatt and Stacy. She was surprised to see how brazen Stacy was in exploiting the young man’s nakedness, but she didn’t say anything. It was as though Wyatt’s predicament and exposure was so humiliating that Lilly herself became embarrassed for him. She was unsure if she was appalled by the display or jealous of how emboldened Stacy appeared to be.


Chapter 6

Later in the afternoon, Lilly ran into Kate Wyland outside the grocery store.

“Oh, hi, Kate,” Lilly greeted her. “I’m glad to see you, because I just saw Wyatt Jordan, and Mariana’s daughter, Stacy, sitting beside the river when I was out for a walk. He was completely naked in full view of anyone looking, and it was obvious that it was Stacy’s idea for him to be like that. She was being really, um, forward with him.”

“Is there a problem with that?” Kate asked, sounding amused.

“Don’t you think it’s gone too far?” Lilly McConnell asked Kate. “The stories I’ve heard, some of the girls have decided to, how do I say it, take advantage of the situation.”

“They should,” Kate replied.

“But the things I’ve heard they’re doing,” Lilly countered, “they’re doing things to these boys that are beyond. . .” she trailed off.

“So?” Kate asked. “Again, what’s the problem? I’ve heard the stories as well, where one of the boys gets in a bit of trouble with some of the girls. As long as he does exactly as he’s told, he’ll be fine. So, I don’t see the problem.”

“The girls are making them fully strip naked,” Lilly said. “And that’s just the beginning. Then they, well, they humiliate the boy. They make him do things that I can’t even imagine.”

Kate laughed.

“Good for them,” she said approvingly.

“Did you know there’s a group of girls who punish boys for no reason?” Lilly asked.

“There’s always a reason,” Kate argued. “Even when there’s no reason, there’s a reason. It’s totally justified. Believe me, boys getting their pants pulled down for a humiliating punishment is exactly what should be happening. Every day. You might not think the boys deserve it, but have you thought about the fact that the girls do deserve it? Because they absolutely do. It’s good for our girls to get what they deserve, which is to have fun terrorizing the boys. I think that all the boys in the neighborhood should be made to live in fear every moment that at anytime, anywhere they go, they will be subject to the most humiliating takedown by any of the girls. They should be wondering when, not if, they are about to receive their next terrifying punishment.”

“Don’t you think it might have a negative effect on the boys?” Lilly asked.

“I couldn’t care less if the boys get stripped and humiliated by the girls,” Kate replied, then issued a lighthearted laugh. “Really, so what if a boy gets his ego hurt, or he gets his butt whipped. I encourage my girls, Sabrina and Ellie, to do anything they want. I tell them not to be shy, not to show any mercy. If it’s fun for them, then I wholeheartedly endorse it.”

“The thing I worry about is my son, Jarred,” Lilly admitted. “He’s so nervous about what the girls might do to him. I would think that the rest of the boys are in a similar situation.”

“They’ll get over it,” Kate, said, waving away the concern. “Or not, but maybe they’ll even come to realize that they’re nothing more than playthings for the girls. They’re, I don’t know, like  balls of yarn for a house cat. Or maybe  frightened little mice. The girls just want to play with them a bit, amuse themselves with how much they can scare the boys. It’s how it should be. That’s how girls should see them, so the boys just need to adapt. Maybe if they worked at gaining favor among the girls in the neighborhood, the boys would have an easier time of it. And that would be a positive result.”

“Well, maybe you’re right,” Lilly said, still sounding doubtful. “Maybe if we look at it as a situation where the boys just need to step up and do what’s necessary to put the girls at ease, knowing that they’ll be more comfortable while in command of the boys.”

“My daughter, Sabrina, she has definitely transitioned quite naturally,” Kate said. “And my daughter Ellie as well. These girls just take it in stride, assuming their position without second-guessing it.”

“I don’t know, maybe I’m just jealous of these young women,” Lilly said with a shrug of her shoulders.

* * *

Kate Wyland had expanded her thoughts concerning the proper relationship between females and males once the chastity requirement had been put in place. She decided that males should be expected to submit to females as their superiors. She not only altered her relationship with her husband, Dan, but she began raising her daughters, Sabrina and Ellie, differently. She decided to make sure that her daughters would come to understand the way their relationships with boys were going to change.

Shortly after all of the males had been fitted with their devices, it became common for the girls in the neighborhood to tease them about it. Sabrina and her sister, Ellie, had a number of discussions about the boys being locked up, and what they themselves might do to capitalize on the development.

“I thought it was the funniest thing in the world when I found out that every boy in the neighborhood was going to have his dick locked up,” Ellie said. “Every last one of them under lock and key, and they wouldn’t even have the key. The rule that a female family member would have the key, I just thought that was hilarious. I mean, how much more humiliating could it be for them? I think I laughed about that for weeks. Actually, it still makes me laugh. It made me think about certain boys, and how they’d been so arrogant. Now everyone knows they’re locked up down there. Perfect.”

“I know, it so puts them in their place,” Sabrina said. “But when you say certain boys, who are you thinking of?”

“I was thinking about Jarred McConnell,” Ellie admitted.

“Really?” Sabrina asked.

“Yeah,” I think he’s cute in this certain way.” Ellie said.

“In an asshole way?” Sabrina suggested.

“Actually, yeah,” Ellie admitted. “Like I want to be really mean to him just for the fun of it. I want to strip him naked and humiliate him because I think he deserves it.”

“Fascinating,” Sabrina replied, giving her sister a look that was partly due to her being intrigued, and partly due to her being impressed.


Chapter 7

That evening, Sabrina Wyland became incensed when her father attempted to give her advice regarding her apparel, which he felt was perhaps a bit too revealing. They were in the living room of the Wyland residence, and Sabrina objected strongly to her father having any opinion whatsoever about how she conducted herself.

“Don’t you dare talk like that to me,” Sabrina Wyland hissed at her father, Dan Wyland, sticking her finger in his face. “You need to keep yourself in line or it’ll be a trip to the woodshed for you. Is that what you want?”

“No, Sabrina,” her Dan said softly. “I was just attempting to—” he began to say.

“I know what you were attempting to do, Dan,” Sabrina interrupted, “you were attempting to assert an authority you so clearly do not have. So what I don’t understand is where you think you can talk to me like that. You should be humble, gracious, and respectful at all times to your superiors. You’re the only male in the house, so naturally you are the lowest in status. Even Ellie outranks you,” Sabrina said, mentioning her younger sister. “Why don’t you get on your hands and knees? Then I might let you beg my forgiveness.”

Dan turned bright red in the face, but knew his options were severely limited. He could obey the order, or he could submit to a severe punishment, after which he would still be compelled to obey the original order. If he was lucky. He lowered himself onto his hands and knees.

“Apologize,” she demanded. “Let me hear that you are truly ashamed of your behavior. I want to hear it in your voice that you recognize your inferiority to me, and that you understand you have no right to address me with anything less than full submission to my authority.”

Dan knew he had no choice but to follow her orders.

“It shames me deeply to have overstepped my bounds,” he said, doing his best to sound genuine in his delivery. “Please allow me to apologize to you and beg your forgiveness. Hopefully I will learn my lesson and treat you with the respect you deserve.”

“Hmm,” Sabrina replied, sounding unimpressed. “All right. I’ll tell mom you need a punishment with the strap, and that you will be grateful to her for the correction. Then, if you show me going forward that you’ve learned your lesson, I’ll forgive you this error in judgement.”

“Thank you, Sabrina,” her father replied.

He knew that his wife would not hesitate to punish him, and that she was very generous when she applied the strap to his bare ass. The pain she delivered meant he would be sore for a day or two going forward.

Sabrina ordered her father to stay in position while she went to find her mother. Dan knew that his wife would likely take him to the woodshed immediately for a lengthy session with the strap. He would not have to wait long for the punishment he was to receive.

It was almost a month previous that Kate had Dan arrange an area in the woodshed out behind their house to punish him. She had him clear it out, then clean it, then set up a sturdy wooden table at a height appropriate for him to lean across and offer his rear end for punishment. She preferred him with his pants down, and his shirt pulled up.

It had been in the first month after having instituted the new rules that she put in place her preferences, which specified that he was to keep his hands flat on the table, set far enough forward that his back arched and his butt was sticking out in offering to her. The initial process required her saying farther, farther, repeatedly until he was correctly positioned. Once he had mastered the positioning she demanded, he was to hit the mark consistently and immediately when so ordered.

* * *

At dinner that evening, Sabrina had a smirk on her face as she watched her father slowly lower himself into his chair, wincing as he settled onto the seat.

“Looks like mom did a good job correcting Dan’s attitude,” Sabrina mentioned to her sister, Ellie.

“Oh, what, did he get yet another trip out to the woodshed?” Ellie asked.

“Of course,” Sabrina replied. “I’m guessing he got what was coming to him?” she asked her mother, Kate. “A few dozen with the leather strap?”

“Yes,” Kate replied. “And it may be satisfying for you to know that he really did appreciate the punishment. He knew that he was in the wrong and he expressed his remorse. That doesn’t mean that I was lenient, he still got the full measure. But as I’ve told you girls, they feel the sting of the strap so much more acutely when they know they deserve it.”

“Don’t they always deserve it?” Ellie asked.

Kate gave her daughter a warm smile and had a feeling of pride.

“In that their punishment may be for no other reason than the amusement of the woman who delivers it, yes, they always deserve it,” Kate replied. “As you both know, you should take every opportunity to put the boys in their place.”

“I know,” Sabrina replied. “My friends and I have been pretty systematic in taking down each of the boys one at a time. They’re scared of us,” she said, laughing. “But I think Ellie has been shy about it.”

“What, I don’t think I’ve been shy,” Ellie replied. “I’m just planning what I’m going to do. I have a target.”

“Who is that?” Kate asked.

“Jarred McConnell,” Ellie replied.

“Oh, Lilly McConnell’s son,” Kate said. “That’s interesting.”

Kate thought about her conversation with Lilly about Jarred’s fear of being dominated. She smiled at the thought.

“Anyway, if you’re anything like me, then you’ll agree that boys are more attractive when they’ve gotten a spanking,” Kate said.

“I don’t really think they’re attractive until they’ve gotten a spanking,” Ellie replied.

* * *

When Kate and Dan were getting ready for bed that evening, Kate came up behind her husband and placed her hands on his butt. He winced at the pain.

“Still sore?” she asked, though she knew it was sure to be sore for at least another day. She asked because she wanted to hear him say as much.

“You know it is,” he replied. “My wife has an arm on her, that’s for sure.”

“And I keep my man in line,” she whispered into his ear.

She kissed him on the back of his neck, then bit him not too gently. Then she led him over to the side of their bed and had him kneel on the floor before her. He was naked, per her preference that he remain completely available to her when in their bed.

“I know what you want,” she said. She smiled and ran her fingers through his hair. “The more you lick me the more you want it. It’s like an addiction for you, isn’t it? Every time I let you taste my pussy you just go deeper into your obsession. You can’t get enough, can you?” she asked rhetorically, emitting a soft chuckle.

“That is exactly what I want,” he replied.

“I know you do,” she said, stroking the side of his face. She glanced down again and saw that he was as hard as his cage would allow. He was on edge, precisely where she wanted him. “I want your tongue deep inside of me. I know that isn’t easy, it requires some effort on your part. But you know that I am worth it, don’t you? Your reward is that you can taste me better. And you know that I will appreciate your effort.”

When Kate first started dating Dan, she’d already decided that her standards had been too low with previous men. She had almost accepted it as an inescapable reality that men were not particularly talented at performing oral sex. They had been fun, in a way, with their various attributes appealing to her in certain ways, but they generally weren’t dependable in making her come. By the time she’d met Dan, she’d decided that the bar should be higher. Dan showed that he was devoted to licking her pussy and he displayed a virtually endless patience. He licked her slowly, passionately, until he had her practically writhing with pleasure. But what not only surprised her but impressed her as well was his determination and effort.

Kate would have admitted that it was not easy to make her come. She herself found it required a commitment in time even when she was doing it herself. The men she’d dated had a good excuse, she had thought, since it was her own body that was so slow to react and achieve orgasm.

But with Dan it didn’t seem to matter. She got the impression that he wasn’t motivated by making her come when he licked her pussy. Her orgasm wasn’t his goal so much as endlessly teasing her clit with his tongue. She felt as though he belonged there between her legs, mostly because he made it clear to her that it was where he wanted to be.

“I think you should begin, don’t you?” she asked. She did not wait for a reply, but rather pulled his head down between her thighs. She spread her legs wide, lying on her back as he began lapping up her now dripping wet pussy.


Chapter 8

“Lock-check,” Sabrina Wyland said, her voice steady, calm, and defiant.

Jarred McConnell was cornered, late in the evening, between two houses on Lake street. Jarred had thought it would shorten his trip back home by cutting across the lawn between the houses and jumping the fence in the backyard that adjoined his. He noticed Sabrina, her sister, Ellie Wyland, and her friend, Stacy Falls, emerge from the shadows a moment too late. They backed him up against the side of one of the two houses.

If only it hadn’t been Sabrina, Jarred thought. She was known for being enigmatically beautiful, but better known for being terrifying. She was slender, with long dark hair and emerald eyes that had a look of imperious cruelty. She seemed to look down on the boys in the neighborhood, mostly because she truly thought of them as lesser beings. She knew that no one could resist her and she used it to her advantage. And that was before the mandatory confinement and requisite submission of the males in the neighborhood. Now, she was unrestrained in her total domination of every boy she encountered. Jarred recognized that he was in trouble.

In addition to Sabrina’s unrelenting dominance, there was Ellie Wyland, who not only had her mother’s blond, blue-eyed beauty, but she also had the influence that came with her mother being head of the neighborhood council. Ellie alone would have been formidable, but with Sabrina she was unstoppable. And Jarred couldn’t overlook Stacy Falls, whose beautiful, spritely appearance masked a certain unmistakable menace. He'd heard stories about Stacy and Wyatt Jordan in which she had basically taken ownership of him. She had been seen openly humiliating him in public for her own amusement.

Jarred looked at the three girls with eyes pleading, though it was futile to even think of contradicting Sabrina’s order. No boy was allowed to refuse a lock-check. Since the assignment of rules according to gender, this was perhaps the most important one.

His faced reddened, flushed with the embarrassment of having to follow the direction, especially in front of these three girls. He unfastened his pants and lowered them, bringing them down to mid-thigh, then he placed his hands behind his back. This was the required protocol. He was to display his chastity lock on demand for inspection.

Sabrina had a look of satisfaction on her face as she watched him comply. It had become a singular fascination for her that boys could be made to obey certain demands without question. She had an authority they couldn’t appeal. They were compelled to do exactly as she told them to, and she intended to indulge herself in watching them do precisely that.

Sabrina took a step forward, staring Jarred down. She watched as he offered his submission, remaining in place in spite of his impulse to run and protect himself. She reached out and placed her hand on the locked device. Jarred expected this as part of a routine lock-check, in which he was to submit to an examination, making himself available per the examiner’s specifications.

Sabrina gave the device a tug, feeling the resistance as it pulled against his balls. She pulled upward, making Jarred groan.

“What was that, Jarred?” Sabrina asked. “Is there a problem with the way your lock fits around your penis?”

“No, I apologize,” Jarred replied quickly.

“No, Miss Sabrina,” she corrected him.

“No, Miss Sabrina,” Jarred repeated, “I apologize.”

“You apologize for what, Jarred?” she asked, moving down to gather his balls in her hand.

This was not a customary part of a lock-check, Jarred thought, but he was in no position to complain or resist. He was in trouble as it was.

“Miss Sabrina, I apologize for having made a sound, I guess,” Jarred replied.

“You guess,” Sabrina repeated.

Jarred realized it was not a question. So he remained at attention. If only Sabrina was not so devastatingly beautiful, he thought. If only he hadn’t begun fantasizing about her, making his locked device feel tight against his cock. Straining at the restriction of the device as he imagined her long, dark hair framing his vision as she kissed him. Dreaming about touching her slender body, placing his hands up her shirt.

Sabrina squeezed his balls in her hand. Definitely not part of the lock-check protocol, Jarred thought.

“What do you think, are we satisfied that Jarred is appropriately locked in place?” Sabrina asked over her shoulder.

“I can’t say, I haven’t had an opportunity to check it myself,” Ellie replied.

“Me neither,” Stacy said. “I think we each need to have a closer look.”

Sabrina gave Jarred a tweak on the balls, then surrendered her position to the other two girls. They each placed their hands on him, pulling and rotating the device, making sure that it was a proper fit.

“I think you made Jarred get hard,” Stacy noted, laughing at the sight of his cock straining at its confines.

“That’s so inappropriate,” Ellie said. “I still don’t know why an attempted erection isn’t cause for immediate punishment.”

“I guess it’s because they can’t help it,” Sabrina suggested. “Their dicks just show how stupid they are. That’s one of the reasons they need to be locked up, because they get hard even when the situation does not call for it.”

“He’s not as small as Wyatt is,” Stacy commented.

“That’s pretty much all the boys,” Sabrina said, laughing.

“But he is still pretty small. Can you imagine,” Stacy said, “standing in front of the three of us at this moment and you get an erection? Seriously, Jarred, why do you think we’re going to want your penis to be hard? Do you think that’s the situation you’re in right now?”

“He probably does,” Ellie said dismissively. “Just like a boy to think that his penis should be hard for us, like we want that. We don’t,” Ellie said, directing her comment at Jarred. She flicked him across the balls with her middle finger. “It just shows what a little pervert you are, which we already knew.”

“Tell you what, Jarred,” Sabrina said, “since the three of us all saw you trying to pick the lock on your device so that you could freely masturbate, we could, if we wanted to, get you in huge trouble.”

“But I—” Jarred began saying, but quickly realized it was a hopeless situation. No one was going to take his word over that of the three girls. If they said he was in violation of the rules, then he would be punished, and there would be no appealing the judgement.

“Here’s what’s going to happen, Jarred,” Sabrina said as she reached up between his legs and grabbed him, holding him firmly and authoritatively in her hand.

Ellie and Stacy suppressed their laughter as they watched Sabrina take Jarred by the balls. They always thought it was funny to watch Sabrina own a boy by grabbing him by the balls. They thought it was hilarious to see the way that each boy reacted once she had them in hand. And the two girls admired Sabrina’s unrelenting forwardness in demanding every boy recognize her authority to do with them as she pleased. She inspired them.

“You’re going to take off your pants, and your underwear, and your shoes and socks, and then you’re going to take off your shirt. You’ll be naked,” Sabrina explained, ignoring Jarred’s growing fear as he listened to her demands. “You are going to leave your clothes right here. Then you will be allowed to make your finger all wet with your saliva, because you are going to put your finger in your ass. Don’t worry, we won’t laugh at you,” Sabrina said with a brilliant smile, then turned to glance at Ellie and Stacy.

Jarred realized she was teasing him, and that the entire purpose of her demand was to put him in a situation where the three girls were going to laugh at him.

“Then,” Sabrina concluded, “while you keep your finger deep in your asshole, you are going to run all the way to the streetlight on the corner, circle it three times, then run back.”

Sabrina glared at Jarred with a menacing expression of amusement.

“Or we could put you on the ground,” she offered, “and the three of us can hold your legs spread wide while we each kick you in the balls. So if you’d prefer that, we will happily give you what you want.”

Sabrina took a step back and observed Jarred process what she’d said. Jarred was trembling, and there were tears in the corners of his eyes as he began taking off his clothes. The three girls started laughing, quietly at first, as they watched Jarred comply with Sabrina’s command.


Chapter 9

“Hey,” Kate Wyland called out from the kitchen when Sabrina walked into the house later that evening, “how was your day?”

“Me and Ellie and Stacy were just having some fun with Jarred McConnell,” Sabrina explained as she walked into the room and took a seat at the kitchen island. “It turns out that he’s really compliant. It was just so easy to make him do whatever we wanted him to.”

Sabrina was still laughing at the thought of making Jarred humiliate himself.

“Well that’s odd. Your sister came in about ten minutes ago and she didn’t say anything about it,” Kate replied.

“I think she’s a bit more, let’s say, interested in Jarred,” Sabrina said.

“You’re not?” Kate asked.

“Not in the least,” Sabrina replied. “I just like seeing boys get humiliated.”

“Of course. It’s important that you take this time to really explore that dynamic,” Kate replied. “Making him do anything you want him to is indeed one of the more pleasurable activities you can embark upon with a boy.”

Kate poured herself a glass of wine.

“You’ve probably noticed that boys have certain weaknesses,” Kate said.

“Um, yeah,” Sabrina replied. “They’re pretty glaring.”

“Right, well the thing you need to know is that those weaknesses can be exploited for your own benefit,” Kate explained. “They are highly controllable, for one.”

“And they’re really sensitive about their testicles, I’ve noticed,” Sabrina said. “I tried to kick this boy between the legs at school and he ran away like he was so scared. It made me mad, so I had to sneak up on him and get him when he wasn’t expecting it.”

“Did you get him good?” her mother asked.

“Yeah, good and hard,” Sabrina replied, laughing at the memory.

“Right, so you should take advantage of the opportunity before you,” her mother said. “It was many years before I could even imagine all that I could do with a man, and how it could enrich my life to do as I pleased with him. Your father has accepted his status quite well, but that’s not always the way men react to being made to submit. So you should use this development to allow yourself to learn all you can about what you want from a male. Or multiple males. Don’t be afraid to express your own interests. Make your demands of them and don’t be shy about it. It’s on them to comply or suffer the consequences.”

“OK,” Sabrina replied. “I have been thinking about having them by the balls.”

“You should,” her mother said admiringly, “and you will.”

“Positive thinking!” Sabrina exclaimed, then laughed as she got up and walked out of the kitchen, headed to her bedroom.

Growing up, Sabrina had wondered if there was something wrong with her. She had only tentatively and hesitantly mentioned to her closest friend, Stacy, her inclinations when it came to boys. The result of these conversations was that she felt alone in her fascination with the fact that boys had testicles. In discussions with a wider group of friends, she had come to realize that other girls were ambivalent at best about them. No one had voiced an interest that echoed her own. No one had said anything that suggested the kind of interaction with which she was obsessed. She wanted to take a pair of balls in her hand. It had taken possession of her fantasy life, imagining a boy in her control, her hand clamped down on his balls.

One thing the reassignment of the males in the neighborhood had done was to allow Sabrina to pursue her interest in an unrestrained manner. Owning them, she thought of it. It didn’t matter to her if the boy in question was attractive to her, or if she had any interest in him. She wanted to show him that she was the boss. She wanted him to be afraid of her. Taking him by the balls was the most convenient way for her to accomplish her goal. One by one, she wanted to take every single last boy in the neighborhood by the balls and introduce them to their new reality. She wanted them to cower in fear at the sight of her. So far, she had been more successful in her plan than she even could have imagined.

When Sabrina was alone in her bedroom, she didn’t need to slip off her panties since she wasn’t wearing any. She liked to wear a short skirt with nothing underneath when she was out hunting for boys, as she thought of it. She slipped her fingers between her thighs, aroused not by Jarred, but by what she had done to him.

Embarrassing a boy, making him follow orders to humiliate himself turned her on and she got herself off to the thought of it. When she thought of what she had done to Jarred, she pictured Stacy’s brother, Ethan. It made her jaw clench in frustration that she had yet to have her hands on Ethan. The only way she had to deal with the frustration was to determine that it was a foregone conclusion. She was going to have him. It was only a matter of time.


Chapter 10

When Jarred McConnell arrived home, his sister, Kali, couldn’t help but notice that he walked into the house completely naked.

“What the hell, Jarred!” she exclaimed. “What have you been doing?”

“I,” Jarred began to say, covering his chastity device with his hands, “I don’t want to talk about it.”

He intended to go into his bedroom, but Kali was standing in the hallway, blocking his path.

“Right, but my question was not, ‘do you want to talk about it,’ it was ‘what have you been doing?’” Kali replied.

“It wasn’t anything I did,” Jarred protested. “It was Sabrina.”

Kali suppressed a smile. Oh, Sabrina, she thought. Of course.

“What did she have you do?” Kali asked.

Jarred’s face blushed red.

“I, um, do I have to tell you?” he asked.

“Yes, Jarred, you do,” she replied.

Jarred McConnell was a year-and-a-half older than his sister, Kali, but she had taken the assignment of males to a submissive status quite seriously. It did not help Jarred’s relationship with his sister, as far as he was concerned, that while he still looked like the lanky kid he had been growing up, Kali had recently fully developed into a full-figured, beautiful woman. She crossed her arms across her chest and eyed him in a way that did not suggest she would let him off the hook.

“She had me strip naked,” he admitted. “It was Sabrina, Stacy, and Ellie. Then they made me run around. Outside. With, um, with my finger up my ass.”

Kali bit her tongue to keep from laughing.

“With your finger in your ass?” she asked.

He nodded.

“And the alternative?” she asked.

“She wanted to kick me,” Jarred replied. “In the balls.”

“Well, then I guess you made the right choice,” Kali replied. “How long did that go on?”

“I don’t really know,” Jarred replied. “Until they got tired of it.”

“So they didn’t allow you to take your clothes back?” she asked.

“No, they sent me off to ring Ms. Harbor’s doorbell and when I got back, they were gone. And my clothes were gone.”

Kali had been restraining herself from laughing out loud, but now she couldn’t help but laugh at her brother’s predicament.

“Well, all right,” Kali said as she stepped to the side of the hall, allowing Jarred to pass. “I guess you should put some clothes on. Maybe wash your hand.”

Kali thought the decision by the neighborhood council was the best thing that had ever happened. She also felt it served her brother, Jarred, right in making him submit to female authority. He had been particularly disrespectful of women and girls, and Kali had become completely disgusted by his chronic masturbation, which she could occasionally hear through the wall of his bedroom. She knew that he had looked at porn constantly and jerked off to it, and she thought it was a vast improvement that he was locked in chastity.

If someone like Sabrina Wyland got her hands on him, then that was even better. Sabrina was known for being really sadistic with boys, which she thought was perfect for her brother. Kali thought that it would be not only perfectly suited to her brother, but it would actually be good for him if he were subject to a devastatingly humiliating ordeal. And not only once, but continuously.

Part of what made Kali McConnell feel that it was ideal that the assignment of the males in the neighborhood to a subservient status was her own experience growing up. She had been chubby when she was younger, which turned out to be a temporary phase while her body was developing, but it was during this phase that she found out how mean the boys could be to her. They made fun of her weight, which made her feel self-conscious.

As it turned out, as Kali’s body had continued growing, she had become taller and her curves had smoothed out, resulting in an hourglass figure. The teasing she had gotten when she was overweight still stung. But she realized that the boys in the neighborhood who had ignored her at best, mocked her at worst, were now giving her their attention. They stared at her body without reservation. She liked it that they weren’t making fun of her anymore, but she was unsure if she wanted them looking at her all the time. When the neighborhood council ruled that all males were to be subject to female authority and locked in chastity, it meant that she had regained some control over how and when they could give her attention, and she didn’t have to feel objectified at her own expense.

It was miraculous, by her estimation, when it was established that she had authority over all of the males in the neighborhood. And now Kali had been thinking that she needed to have a boy of her own, and she had set her sights on one in particular, a boy named Dylan Harbor.


Chapter 11

Kali McConnell’s bedroom window faced the backyard, so it also gave her a view of the back of the Harbor residence. Riley Harbor, Dylan’s mother, would occasionally make Dylan go out into the backyard for punishment. Kali had observed him being punished three weeks earlier, and now she found herself waiting for another opportunity.

It had been particularly satisfying watching Dylan take his punishment. A couple of years prior, he had been one of the boys that were mean to her. Dylan had teased her, calling her fat, and mocking her about her weight. The incident had made her cry, and she’d ever after wanted to see Dylan get his comeuppance. Now, it seemed, he was getting the humiliation and punishment she’d long wanted to witness. And seeing the boy she resented most getting punished was deeply satisfying.

The first time it happened, she’d heard a sound that drew her attention. She saw Dylan walk out into the backyard of his house, clearly in a bad mood. He was angry, he was upset, and to Kali’s surprise, he came to a stop in the middle of the backyard and took off his shirt. She watched with interest, as she had noticed that his physical body was becoming increasingly fascinating. His development seemed to be going in all the right directions. On top of that, she thought he was cute. It was confusing for her to have such resentment of him for having mistreated her and simultaneously thinking he was beautiful to look at.

Kali thought that the way a boy’s chest looked when he took off his shirt was attractive. At least with some of them it was. Their bodies elongated in this sensuous way, she thought, highlighting the appearance of nakedness. And then there was the moment when the shirt was up above the boy’s chest, but still across his face, when he was essentially blindfolded. She had thought she might like to press pause at this moment, so she could study this moment. She could look without being seen. She could be a voyeur undetected.

Kali had watched Dylan’s strange behavior, yanking off his shirt as though it was against his will. Then she saw something she hadn’t anticipated. He kept going. He took off his shoes, his pants, his socks, and before Kali’s widening eyes, he slipped off his underwear. Then he stood at attention, with his arms up and his hands behind his head.

Kali stared at his naked body, having no idea why this display was suddenly available for her to view. She wondered how many were in the audience aside from herself.

“Wow,” Kali said under her breath. She had imagined he’d have a small penis. Imagining her revenge for his being mean to her, she’d thought about stripping him naked against his will and exposing his little dick to the world to humiliate him. Now, she could see that he was magnificently well-hung.

Then Dylan’s mother, Riley Harbor, stormed out the back door with a belt in her hand. She strode purposefully across the lawn to where Dylan was standing and wasted no time in putting the belt to its purpose in whipping him repeatedly across the butt.

Kali could hear the crack of the thick leather strap. She could see Dylan react to each stroke of his punishment. She slid her hand up her skirt and into her panties and played with her clit while she watched Dylan’s naked body getting whipped with the belt. She hoped it wasn’t going to be over anytime soon. It was fortunate for her that Dylan’s mother was so thorough in her application of the belt that Kali was provided with a lengthy performance during which she could get herself off.

The intensity of the arousal she felt at the sudden and unexpected display of Dylan being punished naked made her orgasm before the whipping was over. And then, when his mother was finished with his correction, she spoke to him briefly, apparently ordering him to remain in place for some length of time. She departed, going back into the house, leaving him standing at attention. Kali, continuing to stare at Dylan being humiliated naked in his backyard, made herself come a second time.

It was some time later, perhaps a week, more or less, when Kali happened to hear the sound of the belt and looked out to see a repeat of the show she’d seen previously. This was almost as thrilling as the first, since it suggested that she might see Dylan being punished on multiple occasions in the future. She looked forward to it.

Finally her patience was rewarded when Dylan came out into the backyard already shirtless. He wore only a pair of shorts, which he removed. Kali licked her lips in anticipation. Then, to her surprise, the next person out of the door was not Dylan’s mother, but his older sister, Brittany. She crossed the lawn to stand before him. Kali was grateful for the fact that Brittany remained slightly off to one side, allowing for an unobstructed view of Dylan.

Kali wished she could hear what was being said. She couldn’t imagine what it would be like for Dylan having to remain at attention with his clothes off in the backyard while his sister lectured him. Kali thrust her hand into her panties thinking about how humiliating it must be for him.

After a lengthy lecture from Brittany, Dylan’s mother appeared with the leather strap. She wasted no time in beginning the whipping Dylan was in for, and Kali could see that his sister was clearly enjoying herself as she continued taunting him. Kali imagined herself being in position to tease and torment Dylan while he took a whipping across the bare butt. She also thought about being the one to whip him. She brought herself to orgasm twice before it was over.

Over the next few days, Kali pictured Dylan in her mind getting whipped over and over again. She imagined the strap in slow motion as it sailed through the air and struck him across his bare ass. She thought about the mark left by the strap, like a rosy stripe across his butt. After every stroke, Kali thought about the way he reacted, the expression on his face as he clenched his jaw and winced, trying hard to remain still and endure it. Kali slipped her fingertip rapidly across her clit as she thought about his naked body being whipped relentlessly.

When she brought herself to orgasm, she would come thinking about him looking up at her as she stood over him, holding the strap in her hand. She imagined him thanking her for the punishment. She thought about his cock fully erect while he thanked her. She would kiss him in her imagination.

Finally, Kali decided she needed to investigate. She would have to go over to the Harbor residence and talk to Dylan. She had no idea what the result would be or how he would react to her. But she had to get him alone, and she had to find out what all she could do to him.


Chapter 12

It was a few days after Dylan’s latest punishment in the backyard that Kali walked over to the Harbor residence, thinking she might talk to Dylan’s sister, Brittany. Kali was still unsure of how to ask what she wanted to know.

How do I ask her if I can take advantage of her brother? she wondered.

She knocked on the door, but no one answered right away, and Kali found herself looking at a potted marigold for no particular reason. Suddenly the door opened, and Brittany Harbor stood looking questioningly at Kali.

“Hey, Kali. What’s up?” she asked.

“Oh, hi, Brittany,” Kali replied. “Um, I was wondering if I could talk to you for a moment.”

“Um, sure,” Brittany replied, “come on in.”

Kali entered the Harbor residence, which she felt was relatively cool and quiet, though there was an odd tension being around Brittany. Kali realized that Brittany was kind of unnerving.

“So, as you know, my backyard faces yours,” Kali said.

Brittany nodded, then suddenly laughed.

“Oh, right,” Brittany said. “You are talking about Dylan?”

Kali thought Brittany had a funny look on her face.

“Um, yes,” Kali replied, unsure of how Brittany guessed her purpose in coming over.

“Don’t look so surprised,” Brittany said, seeing the look on Kali’s face. “I mean, obviously, he gets punished a lot. Which he totally deserves.”

Brittany Harbor hated her brother intensely, so she felt it particularly appropriate that he be made to endure his punishments stripped naked in the backyard. She was endlessly amused by the fact that she could not only witness his utter humiliation, but occasionally be the cause of it, since a word from her would immediately result in her brother being sent out to the backyard.

“So I guess it made me curious,” Kali said. “I kind of wanted to talk to him. I want to know more about how he feels about it.”

“Really?” Brittany asked, since she couldn’t imagine caring how Dylan felt about anything. But she saw Kali’s interest as being an opportunity of a sort.

“Well OK,” Brittany said, “why don’t you go downstairs? You’ll find him down there. Feel free to ask him anything you want to know. And tell me if he is anything less than completely honest with you. I’m always looking for an opportunity to have him punished.”

Kali walked down the stairs into what was a recreation room. It was where the Harbor’s usually entertained guests. She heard a sound in the adjoining room, so she made her way back into an unfinished part of the basement area.

She was surprised to see Dylan, standing against an upright support post. She stopped and remained silent, not knowing what she was actually seeing. Dylan Harbor was blindfolded. Other than the piece of fabric across his eyes, he was naked. What was unusual was the fact that he was unlocked. His chastity device had been removed, obviously, and she could see the entirety of him. And once she’d taken a moment to examine him, she realized that he had his hands tied behind his back, securing him against the post.

On silent feet, she crossed the room. Dylan was still, and he was breathing slowly. It was as though he was meditating, trying to calm himself. Suddenly her shoe made the tiniest sound as it scuffed the floor. Dylan’s head jerked up.

“Hello?” he asked warily.

She stopped, holding her breath, then she smiled. She took a step closer. Then she noticed that though he was unlocked, he had what looked like a piece of string tied around his cock and balls in some manner she couldn’t work out yet. She took another step closer.

“Who is it?” Dylan asked, pleading softly.

She decided to take pity on him.

“It’s Kali,” she answered.

Dylan’s face flushed red, a heated blush appearing on his neck and cheeks. No, not Kali, he thought. Not when I’m like this.

Kali took another step forward and stopped directly in front of Dylan. She was close enough to touch him, but she did not do so. Not yet.

Out of curiosity she did take a look and saw that his hands were secured behind his back, on the opposite side of the wooden post by rope. Not only were his wrists tied, but his upper arms as well, forcing him into an upright position with his chest thrust forward in a way that Kali found deliriously attractive.

She purposefully placed her hands behind her back, mirroring Dylan’s position. She did not want to break the building anticipation, since it was too perfect. So she restrained herself, conscious of the fact that her restraint was self-imposed, whereas his was involuntary.

“Why are you unlocked?” she asked him.

As though that’s the most remarkable thing about my predicament, Dylan thought.

“I, um, I’m being punished,” he replied hesitantly. “The string around my . . .” he began to say, then became too embarrassed to continue.

“Yeah, I see that you’re tied with what, a piece of string or something?” Kali replied. “Let me take a look.”

“No, please!” Dylan exclaimed, quietly pleading with her.

“What?” she said, pausing momentarily in the act of reaching out with her hand.

Then she took ahold of his penis to examine him more closely. As she pulled upward on the head of his penis, she saw that the length of string was tied tightly around his balls, and also around the shaft of his penis just below the rim with a short length between the two. It took a moment before she worked out what she was seeing. Then she realized that if Dylan were to become erect, the short length of string meant that it would pull on his balls.

“I see,” Kali said, “if your penis gets hard, then you’re in for something painful, maybe even torturous. It’ll pull on your balls, for sure, and it seems like it would maybe even hurt where your penis pulls against the string, right? I wouldn’t really know.”

“Yes,” he admitted. “Please,” he begged her, but didn’t say specifically what he was begging for.

She had noticed that her presence alone, not to mention her hand on the tip of his penis had already made him begin to stiffen, and his dick was now in a tight curving shape and already pulling tightly on his balls. The piece tied around his shaft had become tight as well as he swelled within its confines.

“Who put you like this?” Kali asked.

“My sister, Brittany,” Dylan replied. “She thinks I get erections too easily. She said that this will somehow help to condition me by making me associate pain with getting hard.”

Kali examined the arc of Dylan’s penis as it strained against its restraint, pulling upward on his balls. She decided she liked the way it looked. The ingenuity Brittany had displayed in creating this torture for Dylan was impressive, she thought. Using his own erection against him was a level of deviousness that Kali herself found inspiring. She noticed that there was a clear drop of precum at the tip of his dick. She had a wicked-looking smile on her face, which would have made Dylan’s blood run cold if he’d been able to see it.

Kali crossed her arms and regarded Dylan, who she realized was completely helpless before her. She realized that she could do anything she wanted to him. This pleased her.

“You know, Dylan, I’ve never forgotten what you said to me,” she said.

Her voice made apparent her lingering resentment and anger. Dylan felt his stomach drop. He was vulnerable to her in the extreme, and it appeared that she was intending to exercise the upper hand she had in the moment. He remembered teasing her and had even felt a bit guilty about it. But he had never apologized. Now it was too late.

“Say it,” she demanded. “Tell me again what you said that one day. I want to hear you repeat it so that you understand why I’m about to be really cruel to you.”

Dylan swallowed hard.

“Kali, please,” he began to say.

“No,” she said, cutting him off. “You aren’t getting out of it. The only choice you have is to admit it. Admit what you said to me.”

Dylan’s head slumped down as he realized his defeat. Kali placed her hand under his chin and raised his face up to hers. He felt even more intimidated by her when he was unable to see the expression her face.

“I called you fat,” he confessed. “But I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have said that,” he added quickly, his reticence accompanied by his desperation.

“Oh, I am definitely aware that you shouldn’t have said that,” Kali replied. “It was mean. And yeah, that was an awkward phase for me. But you’ve noticed that I grew out of it, haven’t you, Dylan?”

Dylan nodded his head.

“I’m sorry,” Dylan said, pleading with her for forgiveness.

“I don’t want to hear your apology,” she retorted. “I want to hear what you think of how I look now.”

Kali was glad that Dylan was blindfolded, so her comment couldn’t be misconstrued as an invitation to ogle her body.

“I think you’re perfect,” Dylan replied, and winced as his penis stiffened further as he envisioned Kali’s voluptuous body.

Kali noticed.

“Hurts, doesn’t it?” she said, obviously amused. “Interesting reversal. One day you’re teasing me about being overweight, making me cry, and yes, it did make me cry, Dylan. And then fast forward to today, when just thinking about my physical body makes your penis get harder, causing you pain. It’s really kind of perfect, isn’t it? Wouldn’t you say that I deserve to see you suffering? I mean, I kind of think maybe I should cock-tease you until your erection is trying to break the string tied around your balls. That’d hurt, wouldn’t it? I bet I could make you rock hard, couldn’t I? Probably be effortless for me.”

As though attempting to demonstrate the truth of what she was saying, Dylan’s cock began straining against its restraint, pulling his balls up and out toward Kali. Dylan groaned from the pain. To make matters worse, Kali reached down and gently teased the tip of his cock, making little circles with the lubricating drop of precum.

“Please,” Dylan pleaded, “please, I’ll do anything. Just—” he began.

“Anything?” Kali interrupted. “Hmm, anything. Interesting. Dylan Harbor has just begged me to allow him to do anything I want him to. Is that right?”

“Yes,” Dylan admitted.

“Well, maybe I don’t want anything,” she said. She looked down and examined the tension of his cock thickening into a pronounced bow-shape as she teased it. “Maybe I just want to watch you suffer.”

The low moan that escaped his throat let her know that he was doing precisely that. Kali felt a jolt of excitement as she considered her options.

“I’ll tell you what,” Kali said at last. “You have two choices. One, you can just remain as you are, and suffer the pain you deserve. And you do deserve it, Dylan. Or two, you can make good on your word to do anything I want. Then, I will untie you. This will relieve you of the pain that you are in, and maybe I’ll even make you feel really, really good.”

Dylan tried to follow what she was saying, as the sensation caused by his predicament, exacerbated by Kali’s ministrations was clouding his mind. But the choice itself was clear. He would do anything to relieve the tension on his cock and balls.

“Anything you want,” Dylan blurted out breathlessly. “Anything. Please.”

Kali’s look of amusement slowly spread across her face into a beaming smile. She used both hands to release the string from around his cock, which instantly sprung up and out from his body, now fully erect.

She placed her fingertips alongside his thick, hard shaft and slowly slid them down his length.

“Please, can you untie my balls too?” he asked.

“Already asking for more, I see,” Kali replied. “You’re just getting yourself in deeper.”

Kali untied the string from around his balls. She placed the palm of her hand underneath his ball sack and slowly closed her hand into a fist around them. She moved closer, until her face was inches away from his and whispered into his ear.

“You will make good on your word, Dylan,” she said in a menacing tone of voice. “You will, going forward, do anything I want you to.”

She squeezed his balls in her hand.

“Do you understand?” she asked.

“Yes, I understand,” he replied.

“And you notice that I said, ‘do you understand,’ not ‘do you agree.’ This is because I don’t care if you agree with what I am going to do to you,” Kali said. “I’m going to do anything I want, just like you said, and all I need you to do is understand that this is your fate. From now on you do whatever I want you to. You will follow orders. Like an obedient little puppy dog. You will understand this, and you will respond. My word is your command.”

Kali squeezed his balls harder.

“I understand,” Dylan said desperately, his voice strained.

“Good,” Kali replied, releasing him from her grip. “And now, I’m going to make you feel good. See, when you respond to my command, you will receive benefits. When you’re a good boy, you get a reward.”

Kali began slowly stroking Dylan’s cock.

“That feels really good, doesn’t it?” she asked.

“Yes,” Dylan said in a hoarse whisper.

“I’ll bet,” she replied. “Especially after being locked up for such a length of time. I could probably make you come in, what, ten seconds? Five? But I won’t. You’ll notice that my hand is moving so slowly. I’m barely even touching you. But you’re right there. Right where I want you. On edge. You’re probably desperate to come, right?”

“Yes,” Dylan replied, inhaling sharply.

Kali pulled her hand away and watched Dylan’s cock throbbing like he was going to ejaculate at any moment.

“That’s so pretty,” she said. “I think if a gentle breeze were to blow across your cock right now, you’d probably explode. You’d just spurt your cum everywhere. How long has it been? You’ve probably got a lot pent up. I’m actually curious. I kind of want to see how much cum you’ve got to unload.”

Kali gently placed her fingertip on the smooth, hard surface of the head of his cock. She slid it underneath and pushed it upward. She held his cock pointing toward the ceiling on the tip of her finger.

“Funny, isn’t it?” she asked. “Well, it’s funny to me. I’ve got your big dick completely under my command. Just the very tip of my finger,” she said, laughing. “Ever since we put the boys in their place it’s become apparent how easy it is to control them. Your dicks really are your weakness. But now we arrive at another predicament. What if I make you come? You’ll spurt your cum all over the floor, I guess. And I’m not going to clean that up. You’re tied up, so you won’t either. Hmm, what to do? What will Brittany do if she sees that you’ve ejaculated all over the floor?”

Dylan realized the predicament he was in, knowing that his having come all over the floor of the basement would, at the very least, mean a severe punishment for him. He would most definitely be whipped, and he wasn’t even sure of what he would be whipped with, never having been in such a situation before.

“Please,” Dylan whispered.

Kali examined him. She realized what he was saying. He was asking her to make sure she left no evidence of what she was going to do. He wanted her to let him come in her mouth.

“From now on you will do whatever I want you to,” Kali said, wrapping her fingers around his cock.

“Yes,” Dylan replied in earnest.

“You will follow orders,” she said, lowering herself onto her knees.

“Yes,” Dylan replied.

Kali opened her mouth, and her lips were close enough that he could feel the warmth of her breath on the head of his cock.

“Like an obedient little puppy dog,” she said, looking up at him.

“Yes,” Dylan replied.

She took almost half his length deep into her mouth in a single swallow, which made him begin to come immediately. He ejaculated forcefully into her mouth in several successive thrusts, draining him as an orgasm unlike anything he’d ever experienced surged through his body and seared his brain with excruciating pleasure.

For some length of time his mind was blank, as though it had been wiped of any awareness of where he was or what was happening. He resurfaced with his cock still in Kali’s warm, wet mouth. Then he felt the unique sensation of Kali retying the string tightly around his cock and balls.

“It’s like a little leash,” Kali said, amused by her own observation. “Remember what I said, Dylan. You are, in essence, on a leash. Imagine that one end is around your balls, and the other end is held tightly in my hand. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Kali,” Dylan replied.


Chapter 13

Harris Meyers had inherited enough money for a down-payment on a house when his grandmother passed away, and he had purchased a modest home in Everly Woods Terrace, thinking that perhaps he might get married at some point and his future wife might move in with him. Everything seemed to be going to plan with his girlfriend of two years until he found out that she was cheating on him. What was most surprising to him was that once he realized her infidelity, she confessed that a primary motivation was that the man was not as well-endowed as Harris.

“I didn’t want it to be a thing, you know?” his girlfriend said. “I thought I could just learn to deal with it. But maybe I can’t. I’m sorry, I really am. You’re too big. I can’t take it like I know you want me too. Maybe it’s your fault, in a way. I’m not blaming you, but did you consider how tiny I am when you started dating me? You’ve got that monster cock, Harris. You need, I don’t know, a bigger girl.”

Harris did not want a bigger girl. Not that he was opposed, but he wanted the relationship he had with his girlfriend. He had noticed that he had to be extremely careful when they had sex. He had to restrain himself, never thrusting hard, and never more than halfway. But apparently, it was not going to happen. She left him, and he had begrudgingly acclimated to the life of a single man. It was less than a month later that the neighborhood council made its decision about men wearing a chastity device at all times.

Like all of the other males in the neighborhood, Harris was made to present himself for a physical examination and the fitting of his device in the gymnasium, during which his physical shape and endowment was made public knowledge.

Following this event, a number of the women in the neighborhood had begun taking advantage of Harris Meyers and his various physical gifts. What was curious to Harris, however, was that thought the size of his cock was discussed widely, the women had no particular interest in employing its length and girth. Rather, they wanted his tongue. Recently, he’d been getting more attention from women than he’d ever imagined possible. It seemed that word-of-mouth led to him being passed around among the women in the neighborhood, and he began serving them in any way they desired.

Because he had no female relatives in the neighborhood, the key to his device was held by the neighborhood council. He learned that women might avail themselves of his key without his being involved in the decision. Kate Wyland herself was, essentially, his keyholder, and she was in charge of decisions regarding who might have possession of his key at any particular time.

What shocked Harris initially was when Kate Wyland herself requested he stop by her house.

“Are you sure your husband won’t mind?” he had asked.

Kate laughed at the question.

“He is in no position to think anything about it,” she replied. “See, that’s why we had to change the culture here. Women should be free to pursue a sex-life as they see fit, and what I see as fitting oh-so-nicely is your tongue inside my pussy.”

Then she slapped him on the butt. Soon after, he was in her bedroom. She had him kneel on the floor while she was lying on her bed, and she tended to be hands-off, almost as though she thought of him as a self-operating vibrator. She closed her eyes and placed her hands on what Harris thought were a perfect pair of breasts, cupping them and pinching her nipples while she moaned softly. He kissed and licked in between her orgasms, of which she had several.

The fact that she had been instrumental in establishing the council that had decided all males were to be caged and rendered powerless and submissive to women figured into his thoughts. It would have bothered him more if her pussy wasn’t so perfectly alluring. He couldn’t resist licking her, in spite of the fact that she had been instrumental in establishing that all males were to be locked in chastity.

Following that afternoon, he had consistently been called upon to satisfy a growing number of women in the neighborhood. The experience had allowed him to learn a great deal about how different women were in the way they wanted to enjoy oral sex.

Harris had a unique experience with Riley Harbor. She was divorced, so she was generally voracious in her appetite. Harris was taken aback by how forward Ms. Harbor was in her approach. She had always been aggressive in her personal interaction with men, and everyone knew she was unsparing in disciplining her son, Dylan. Harris thought Ryley Harbor was beautiful. She had a remarkably curvaceous body, with a narrow waist, but extravagantly wide hips and a fully round butt. Her face had the appearance of adorable innocence, but it was entirely at odds with how cruel she could be to anyone of the male gender.

“I’ve heard you can really put your tongue to work, so I thought I’d try you out,” she said with brazen forwardness.

She had asked him over to attend to some handyman work, which he had realized was simply her preferred manner of foreplay. She’d made it clear that she had some handyman work she needed done, and her hand placed alongside his hip while she spoke to him made it clear that she had other interests as well.

When he stopped by the Harbor residence, she brought him to the pantry area off the kitchen where she wanted some shelving units installed.

“I’d have Dylan do it,” she explained, referring to her son, “but he’s tied up right now.”

She did not explain that he was literally tied up.

“When you’ve finished installing the shelving unit, come upstairs,” Riley said to Harris. “You’ve got a cute face, and I want it between my thighs. And make sure the individual shelves are level, OK? I don’t want anything sliding off to one side.”

“OK,” Harris replied. “I’ll be sure to do that.”

“I’ll be waiting, so hurry the fuck up,” she said, then left him to his work.

Harris Meyers was conflicted in his thoughts. He had been resistant to the idea that as a male, he was to be locked up at all times. He was also resistant to being treated as a submissive, being made to respond to females as his superiors, following their orders as though he was a slave. It was shocking to him the way that these two developments had affected his life, and the way the women in the neighborhood had taken advantage of them. It was as though something had been unleashed, a hidden or restrained desire that had been set free.

Now that his cock was under lock and key, women felt comfortable to express their sexual identity and indulge their appetites. And they seemed to be insatiable, as though a repressed want had built up over time and was now like a roaring fire.

Harris finished his installing the shelves, then felt an almost unbearable nervous feeling in his stomach as he mounted the stairs to Riley’s bedroom. When he walked in, she was lying on her bed. She looked up at him.

“Take off your clothes,” she said casually, as though it was expected of him to do so.

She leaned back, propped up on her elbows. She spread her legs apart, which caused her skirt to raise enough that Harris could see that she wasn’t wearing panties. She had a full bush of thick, dark hair, which drew his attention.

“Did I tell you that you could look at my pussy?” Riley demanded.

Harris forced himself to maintain eye contact with Riley’s eyes, which had a look of disgust.

“Just because I spread my legs doesn’t mean that you are allowed to look,” Riley said as she scowled at him. “Don’t think I won’t whip you with the belt. You’ll get your ass whipped for even the slightest display of disrespect. Is that what you want?”

“No, please, I apologize,” Harris said frantically.

“Shut the fuck up, Harris,” Riley said. “It was a rhetorical question. You aren’t that smart, are you?”

She looked at Harris standing naked at the foot of her bed. She examined his cage, which barely contained his massive dick.

“I just can’t imagine trying to fit something that big in my tight little pussy,” Riley said. “I mean, it’s not even fully erect. It’s good you’re locked up, right? I mean, I have your key at the moment, but I like it better locked in its cage. No way you’re going to get fully hard, and you’re definitely not going to fuck me. You aren’t even going to come. Which is perfect.”

Riley licked her lips.

“Now get on your fucking knees and crawl,” she said. “Then you can start licking me. If you don’t make me come harder than I’ve ever come, then you will absolutely get the belt.”

Harris sank to his knees and crawled forward to bury his face in Riley’s thick bush. She held him by a fistful of his hair, keeping his face between her thighs. When she had her first orgasm, her hips began to buck wildly, and he had to anticipate her movement to keep his tongue on her clit.

After she came, she had Harris remain on his hands and knees while she stood up and retrieved a long, thick, leather strap.

“Now, I’ve decided that you are going to get the belt. I guess you thought you were going to get out of it, huh?” she asked, mocking him. “Yeah, no fucking way. It’s just way too much fun to see a guy getting his ass whipped. I so love the way the leather strap makes his ass turn pink. Then red.”

Riley readied the thick leather strap.

“You’re pretty good with your tongue, I’ll give you that,” Riley said. “Going forward, your tongue is going to be in my pussy whenever I want. And it’s going to make me come whenever I want. But the belt across your naked ass, well that almost makes me come just watching it. By the way, this is going to hurt. A lot.”

Harris thought she was particularly cruel in her treatment of him, clearly enjoying whipping his body.

“Believe me, your cute little butt looks better when it’s been whipped hard with the belt,” Riley said to him. “You should be grateful.”

It was a week later that Riley’s daughter, Brittany, came down into the basement, into a room just off the rec room, where Harris was screwing eyebolts into an upright post. Harris was unaware of the fact that Brittany had spoken to her mother, asking her why she couldn’t use Harris for her own purposes. “Who says you can’t?” her mother replied.

Harris was unsure of how to negotiate the situation, serving the sexual appetites of Riley Harbor and her daughter, Brittany. He had no idea that they had made an arrangement between themselves concerning their use of Harris, and freely discussed their use of his tongue.

“So you’re my mom’s fuck toy, right?” Brittany asked.

“Um,” Harris began.

Brittany began laughing, then she interrupted him.

“Yeah, shut up, I know that’s what you are,” Brittany said. “Get down on the floor. I’m going to sit on your face.”

Like her mother, Brittany was unapologetically forward in making her demands. She had Harris get on his back so she could straddle him. Straddling him in reverse meant that her asshole was in his face, and he got the impression that she enjoyed that aspect of it.

Brittany’s pussy was unlike any he’d ever seen. Her labia were long, hanging down an inch or more between her legs. She used two fingers to spread her lips as she lowered herself onto his face. She was extremely wet, and she would drip into his mouth while he licked her, and he had to swallow her continuously to keep up. Brittany raked her fingernails along his body while he licked her, then she would hold him by the neck, her other hand holding him by a fistful of hair. When she came, she would squirt, something Harris had never experienced before.

“It’s a good thing you have a talented tongue, otherwise you’d be completely useless,” she said once she’d recovered from her first orgasm. “Now, do it again.”

Prior to being locked in chastity, Harris had steered clear of Riley and her daughter, Brittany, out of fear of them. Now he had his face shoved in Riley Harbor’s pussy whenever she wanted, and her daughter, Brittany, was equally demanding. With Brittany straddling his face in reverse, he ended up looking at her asshole more than her face. And she seemed to think that having multiple orgasms was simply a starting point at which she would begin to enjoy herself.


Chapter 14

Kate Wyland strolled into her bedroom wearing a short silk robe, open in front, which revealed the massive strap-on dildo swinging heavily between her legs. Her husband, Dan, was positioned on his hands and knees on their bed. She approached the side of the bed and took ahold of Dan by the back of his neck with one hand and used her other hand to lift the thick, fat dildo and pushed it into Dan’s mouth. She’d trained him well, mostly eliminating his gag reflex, so when she thrust with her hips, she shoved the dildo deep into his throat.

“So there’s a young man named Harris Myers,” she said as she began fucking her husband’s mouth. “Good looking, well-built, and well-hung. I’ve had him lick my pussy, and his tongue is quite remarkable. Apparently, a number of women in the neighborhood have been using him for his tongue because he’s got some skill. But I’m curious about his massive cock. I’d like to see what it’s like fucking him.”

Kate was rhythmically thrusting into Dan’s mouth, and even though he was sucking her as well as he could, ultimately, he had to surrender to her fucking his mouth, bottoming out deep in his throat.

Finally, Kate pulled the dildo out of Dan’s mouth.

“Turnaround,” she demanded.

Dan turned around and stuck his ass up in offering. He’d already lubricated his asshole, since that was something his wife required, so Kate took ahold of his hips and sunk her cock deep into him.

Kate marveled at the fact that her husband’s asshole felt just as tight as it had when she’d first fucked him with a strap-on dildo. It felt to her like he was perpetually a virgin, and she was deflowering him for the first time.

“That’s right,” she said. “Just like that.”

Kate had married Dan Wyland when she was still fairly young. Kate thought he had a cute butt, and if she’d cared to examine her motivations, she’d have admitted that it was one of the reasons she’d been attracted to him in the first place. He was naturally athletic, and his butt was sculpted and tight, which Kate enjoyed visually. The availability of his butt to grab in her hands was enjoyable to her as well, as she had always felt free to objectify her husband’s physical body.

Early in their marriage, she had established her fixation on his butt by touching him there frequently or giving him a flat-handed slap across his cheeks as she walked past. Whenever he was fucking her, she primarily placed her hands on his butt, feeling the rhythmic thrust of his hips.

Kate had imagined using a strap-on dildo with a boy when she was still fairly young. She fantasized about penetrating a boy anally. She’d never really questioned this fascination, she simply allowed herself to indulge in imagining a boy on his hands and knees while she violated him. She thought of boys as assholes. Not figuratively but literally. She thought of boy’s assholes and imagined fucking them with a massive cock on the front of her body.

She introduced the concept of anal penetration to Dan by occasionally inserting a finger, doing so as if it were entirely unintentional. Then she talked him into taking a dildo into his ass. He was hesitant at first, and he questioned why she wanted to do so. She didn’t have an answer aside from stating that she simply wanted it. It was something that turned her on, so he went along with it. She made sure to stroke his cock at the same time, and she noticed that it made him intensely hard.

Then she talked him into taking it with a strap-on dildo. She decided to purchase one first, so that he could see her wearing it. She imagined the sight of it strapped to her naked hips might lure him into accepting her use of it in taking his anal virginity, as she thought of it. She was right, and he consented to taking it in the ass.

Kate had purchased a dildo that was modest in size, approximately the size of Dan’s own cock. It seemed to her that he would have less objection to it if it was no larger than what he himself expected her to take when he fucked her. Dan did consent to her penetrating his ass with the strap-on, and she had even made him come while she fucked him. But it was infrequent that he agreed to indulge her by taking it in the ass.

When Kate convinced the neighborhood council that the method by which they would gain control of the males was through locked chastity, she made a number of changes to her relationship with her husband. Aside from the wide variety of behavioral adjustments, she instituted that Dan was going to consent to taking it up the ass on a regular, consistent basis. But the first thing she did was to make a significant upgrade to the equipment.

She decided that money was no object and purchased one of the most expensive models. Primarily, she wanted an increase in size. She selected one that was incredibly long and thick. The result of this was that instead of pointing up and out, as did the first one she’d bought, it hung downward and swung heavily between her legs as she walked.

Dan’s eyes widened in surprise when he first saw it. This transformed into a look of fear. He realized what the magnificent size of the dildo meant for him. She intended to ream his asshole.

Kate also expressed her preference for fucking him in the ass after his butt had been given a bright red glow from her application of the strap. She would whip him until his cheeks were a rosy color, then take his hips in her hands and drive the massive girth and length of the cock into him. She had been gentle and slow at first, gradually increasing the rhythm and intensity.

Once he’d demonstrated an ability to take it like she wanted him to, she raised her expectations. She began turning each violation of his asshole into an event, where she would ride him hard, pounding his asshole relentlessly while she held him by the back of his neck, thrusting the full length of the cock and burying it as deep as she was able repeatedly.

“That’s right,” Kate growled once she’d begun fucking him hard.

Dan noticed that his wife frequently employed the phrase That’s right while she was fucking him in the ass. He had come to think that it was short for That’s right, bitch. He was more or less correct, though his wife would have amended the phrase to include I’m going to pound your tight little asshole.

For his part, Dan made sure to keep his ass up in the air, offering himself to his wife’s unrelenting assault on his ass. He loved her without question, so he had simply adjusted to doing everything she told him to do without question. This meant that he was taking it in the ass several times a week at minimum.

Kate placed one foot up on the bed, holding Dan by the back of the neck while she began reaming his asshole with her dildo. He was panting hard, moaning with the relentlessness of his wife’s anal assault.

“I’ve never had a really big, thick cock and I’d like to have some fun with one,” Kate said, still thinking about Harris Meyers. She felt her pussy getting wet just thinking about it. “I want to know what it feels like in my mouth too. He’s got such a beautiful cock, so I want to have him fuck me and then come in my mouth. He’s young and in good shape, so his cum probably tastes really good.”

Kate put her hand on the back of Dan’s head and pushed his face down onto the bed as she continued to pound his ass with her dildo.

“Maybe I’ll really like it and I’ll let him come in my pussy,” Kate said, pondering the idea. “Then I can straddle your face and let his come drip into your mouth so you can taste it too.”

She began thrusting hard, riding his ass.

“Although I bet ‘drip’ isn’t the right term for it,” Kate said. “I bet he comes like a fucking firehose. If I let him come in my pussy it would probably come pouring out into your mouth. Good thing you’ve gotten rid of your gag reflex.”

The thought made her come as she fucked Dan, whose cock was straining at the chastity device locked around it.


Chapter 15

Amber Jordan was pleased that her son, Wyatt, had won the attention of a girl like Stacy Falls. She had been concerned that her son was too shy with girls and would remain awkward around them. It was a pleasant surprise when she learned that Stacy, who Amber thought was one of the prettiest girls in the neighborhood, had begun spending time with Wyatt.

Amber had been a gymnast when she was younger and gotten very close to qualifying for the Olympic team when an ACL injury halted her progress at a crucial time, resulting in her retirement.

She married Joseph Jordan and gave birth to Wyatt not terribly long after. Her single pregnancy had been difficult, such that she made the decision not to try for a sibling for Wyatt.

Her relationship with Joseph, who then became her husband, never veered particularly far in the direction of being dominant and submissive. But Amber did notice how much Joseph liked, as he called it, “her tight little body.” He would spend as long as she allowed him licking and kissing the entirety of her. He would travel the length of her body to her feet, licking and kissing the entirety of her. After they had sex, he loved to lick and kiss her ass. She had been hesitant at first, until she realized how much he loved to do it.

Finally, Amber decided to let her husband lavish attention on her asshole, sliding his tongue into her as deeply as he was able, and for extended periods of time. She found that with occasional manual assistance, she could reach orgasm with his tongue in her ass. Then it became a regular occurrence, and soon, Amber decided she couldn’t go without it. One of her favorite things to do with her husband was to unlock him and tease his cock while she straddled his face. She would sit on his tongue while she played with his erection, bringing him to the edge and keeping him there. Her petite hands and fingers were quite talented at stroking him just enough to keep him right at the point where he was about to come without pushing him over the edge.

It was during such an extended session, straddling Joseph’s face in reverse and teasing his cock while he worshipped her ass that she heard the front door of the house open, then close.

“Time’s up,” Amber said as she twisted away from him and slipped off the bed to throw on some clothing.

Joseph groaned as she forced his cock back into its device. Eventually she was able to get it onto him and click the lock shut.

“Thank you,” Joseph said.

“Of course,” Amber replied.

When Amber arrived downstairs, she saw, to her great satisfaction, that her son Wyatt had brought Stacy Falls over to the house.

“Stacy,” Amber Jordan said, “I’ve heard so much about you. I’m so pleased that Wyatt has been able to get the attention of such a wonderful young woman such as yourself.”

“Mom,” Wyatt said, sounding embarrassed.

“What?” his mother asked. “Clearly she’s a catch.”

“Well, thank you,” Stacy replied to Ms. Jordan. “Your son is a perfect gentleman, so I’m happy to be meeting the woman who raised him.”

“That’s so kind of you to say, Stacy,” Amber replied.

She thought for a moment.

“I don’t know if you would be interested,” Amber said, “but if you would like, I could give you possession of the key.”

“The key?” Stacy asked.

“Yes, the key to Wyatt’s chastity cage,” Amber replied. “I’ve learned that such a person is called a ‘keyholder,’ and I think it would be good for the two of you if he knew that you were his keyholder, don’t you think?”

Wyatt had a stunned look on his face.

“Well, yes,” Stacy replied. “Sorry, I don’t mean to sound disinterested, it’s just that I didn’t expect it. Yes, I would love to have the key to his lock. I think you’re absolutely right that it would have a positive effect on him.”

“It’s just that I know it’s been such a positive for Joseph, my husband,” Amber explained. “Until Kate Wyland mentioned it, it had never occurred to me to institute such a rule as having the males locked in chastity. But I think it's been such a revelation.”

“I absolutely agree,” Stacy replied. “I can’t imagine why it didn’t happen sooner. I really like how well-mannered the boys have become,” she said, running her fingers through Wyatt’s hair.

“All right, well I am sure that the two of you have better things to do than stand around talking to me,” Amber said with a wink. “Here you are,” she said as she retrieved Wyatt’s key from a drawer in the kitchen.

“Thank you so much for trusting me with this,” Stacy replied.

“Rather, I should thank you,” Amber replied. “There is a practical limitation to my ability to provide guidance and training, so I am grateful to you for your attention to Wyatt’s education in certain matters.”

Wyatt felt embarrassed by the way his mother was speaking to Stacy, and he was relieved to depart and bring Stacy to his bedroom.

“How awesome is this?” she said, holding up the key.

Wyatt eyed the brass key warily.

“Are you going to . . .” he began to say.

“Use it? To unlock you?” Stacy asked. “Absolutely not,” she said, then gave a gentle laugh. “At least not now. It’s just for the mental aspect of it. You know that I have the key, and I know that I can unlock you any time I want. I won’t, but the potential is there all the same.”

Stacy leaned in and kissed Wyatt, and she allowed his hands to travel underneath her clothing. He was surprised and fantastically aroused by the fact that she didn’t stop him. Soon he had her clothes off and he was kissing and touching her body all over. He ended up kneeling between her thighs while she sat on the edge of his bed.

He was entirely uncertain what to do, but Stacy was patient with him, guiding him in where to put his tongue and what to do with it.

“It’s OK, we have all afternoon,” she said, looking down at him between her thighs. “Just slide your tongue upward, slowly, and not too hard. When you hear me respond, that’s it. Just stay right there.”

Wyatt followed her directions and soon heard her gasp, with a sudden intake of air through her mouth, so he began slowly circling that spot. He had never licked a girl before and was surprised by how sexy he thought the taste and scent of her was.

Stacy’s comment about having all afternoon turned out to be appropriately descriptive. They would spend the rest of the afternoon on Wyatt’s bed with him learning and exploring how to pleasure her body. She clearly was in no hurry with him as she taught him how to go down on her. When she wanted a break, she would send him farther downward to kiss her thighs, then farther down to her feet. He kissed and licked and sucked on her toes for a length of time before she had him reverse direction and come back up.

“Does it make you hard?” she asked. “I mean, when you’re going down on me. Do you get hard in your little cage?”

Wyatt noticed that she always used the word “little” when talking about his device.

“Yes,” Wyatt replied. “Very much so.”

“I want to see,” she said.

Wyatt sat up and showed her how the chastity device restrained his erection.

“Oh my God it’s so small,” Stacy purred appreciatively. “So tiny, so cute. I just love that.”

She reached down and placed her hand on the lock.

“Boys are so much more fun to play with when they’re locked up,” Stacy said, sounding amused.

Stacy had his key in her hand, and she realized that she liked taunting him with it.

“Just imagine if I unlock your tiny penis. Imagine how good that will feel if I play with it and give you a tiny little hard-on.”

Then she pushed him down between her thighs.

“It’s time to lick me again,” she said.

Wyatt’s tongue slid between her labia, lapping upward to encircle her clit.

“I love watching your tongue while you lick my pussy,” Stacy said, her voice dripping with pleasure. “Lap it up. Just like that, Wyatt. Every time you make me come you draw ever closer to earning your reward.”

Stacy combed her fingers through his blond hair, holding him in place as his tongue swirled around her clit, then delved between her labia to lap up the wetness. Wyatt noticed that with repetition, Stacy’s insistence on referring to the size of his penis had begun making it hard, or as hard as his device would allow. It was as though she was hypnotizing him, changing his reality to one in which her belittling of his endowment actually aroused him in way he’d never encountered before. And her mention of unlocking him had begun to consume his thoughts, as he realized that he would do anything for her in exchange. But if he thought about it, he would realize that he would do anything she asked regardless.

“Let’s go for much longer this time,” Stacy said. “Yes, much longer,” she said as she sighed contentedly.


Chapter 16

“So I’ve gained possession of this,” Stacy Falls informed her mother, Mariana, when she arrived home later that day. Stacy held up a small key. “It’s the key to Wyatt’s chastity device.”

“Oh, that’s an interesting development,” Mariana replied. “His mother gave it to you?”

“Yeah, I was surprised, but I’m glad she made this decision. It’s so effective.”

“Are you planning on having him unlocked?” Mariana asked.

“No,” Stacy said, scoffing at the idea. “It’s just for the mental impact, that he knows I have it. It raises the stakes when he feels hopeful, you know?”

“Yes, I imagine it would be effective that way,” Mariana replied.

“I think Ethan should have a keyholder,” Stacy suggested. “It could have a positive effect on him.”

“Is there someone in particular you think should have your brother’s key?” Mariana asked.

“Apparently Sabrina Wyland might be interested,” Stacy replied.

“Really?” Mariana replied, both amused and impressed. “She’s a remarkable girl. Kate has done such a good job in raising her, and her sister Ellie as well.”

“I know, I’ve talked to a number of boys who are terrified of Sabrina,” Stacy replied. “Not Ellie, so much, but you never know. She’s quiet, so it’s hard to tell just what she’s thinking.”

“Maybe she just needs to have some time to decide what she wants, you know?” Mariana suggested.

“Well something Sabrina said was that she had a plan,” Stacy said. “I kind of laughed when she told me because it made me think of like a mama bear or something like that, bringing home some prey for her cubs.”

Stacy laughed at the thought, then realized her mother was unsure of what she was talking about.

“Sorry, what I mean is that Sabrina told me something about having Jarred McConnell over to their house. It made me think of when a predator doesn’t kill an animal but just kind of stuns it a little. Then she brings it to her cubs who then try to learn to kill it themselves. Like, they practice with, like, a rodent or whatever.”

“Jarred McConnell is kind of like a rodent,” Mariana replied. “I wonder why him? I mean, why would Sabrina pick him for her sister to play with?”

“The weird thing is that apparently Ellie likes him,” Stacy replied.

“Really?” Mariana asked. “He’s such a little creep.”

“I know, but I think that’s part of it for her,” Stacy replied. “She wants someone she can do with whatever she wants and maybe not feel bad about it. Or think he deserves it. I don’t know.”

“Fascinating,” Mariana replied. “I would so love to know what happens.”

* * *

Kate Wyland and Mariana Falls met for lunch the next day at a local café, which Kate had indicated was for the purpose of planning an event. Mariana’s curiosity was piqued.

“So the thing is, I think it would be fun to organize a hunt,” Kate Wyland proposed. “Something for entertainment, where we select a few boys, and the girls in the neighborhood can enjoy hunting them down.”

“What do they do if they catch one of the boys?” Mariana Falls asked.

Kate laughed.

“Whatever they want,” Kate replied. “But of course, it should be something that motivates the boys. We want them to make it a challenge. Otherwise where’s the fun in it? The boys will necessarily need to be properly terrified of being caught so they really try to get away.”

“Well, it seems to me that the females of Everly Woods Terrace have been doing an excellent job at putting fear into them,” Mariana replied. “It’s had such a beautiful effect on both the males and the females. The boys and the men are all so much more respectful and attentive. My daughter, Stacy, she’s dating Wyatt Jordan, and according to her, he is always such a gentleman around her. Practically anything she wants of him he’ll do immediately. It’s so attractive seeing the boys behave that way. My son, Ethan, he's someone I’d think the girls would be interested in, but he has been reluctant to put himself out there. Maybe he’s shy, I don’t know.”

“That’s why this would have such a positive effect on the neighborhood,” Kate replied. “I absolutely want to make it clear that the boys are being put in position to be terrified. This is an opportunity to recognize the dominant position the females in the neighborhood have assumed.”

“I can only imagine what effect this will have on the boys in the neighborhood,” Mariana said, laughing.

“Right?” Kate replied, laughing as well. “Ideally, it will inspire them to continue re-examining their place in our community.”

“I think this will send a powerful message to the boys about their place,” Mariana noted.

“How about this,” Kate proposed in a moment of inspiration, “we make a weekend celebration of it. We host a block party on Saturday evening, once the hunt has been concluded. We can recognize the victories of the hunters, and then here’s an idea, we make a show of punishing a number of the men in the neighborhood and solidify our solidarity in establishing the superior rank of females in Everly Woods Terrace.”

“That sounds perfect,” Mariana replied. “But what punishment do you have in mind? And who is getting punished?”

“As far as who will be selected, I have a list. And I will be taking suggestions as well. As far as what the punishment will be, have you ever heard of a pillory?” Kate asked.

“For some reason the word makes me think of the Puritans,” Mariana replied. “So, no, I guess I’m uncertain what that is. Punishment of some kind?”

“Exactly,” Kate said. “They are sometimes confused with the stocks, but it’s the thing where a person has their head and hands locked in a large wooden device, standing up, and the whole thing is happening in public. It was meant as a humiliating punishment, and I’ve been thinking that it would be perfect for a select group of men. We could place them at the edge of the park, so that anyone who wanted could come by and observe what happens to those who disobey the rules.”

“So they are made to stand there unable to move and on display?” Mariana asked. “I think that sounds fair, as far as a punishment is concerned. I’m assuming you intend for them to be naked.”

“Of course,” Kate replied. “The funniest part of it is their little bare butts will be totally exposed. Anyone who wants can come up behind them and have their way with them. Anyone placed in the pillory will be unable to even turn their head to see what is happening and who is doing what to them.”

Mariana laughed.

“This is starting to sound like it will be rather humiliating indeed,” Mariana said, approvingly. “How long will they be positioned like that?”

“As long as it takes,” Kate replied. “It will be up to each of them how long they want to continue being punished before they offer their absolute surrender.”

The next day, Kate sent an invite to everyone in the neighborhood, announcing the hunt that was planned for the following Saturday, as well as the proposed public punishment of a group of four men, each of whom were personally selected by Kate. It was to coincide with a neighborhood block party, so that everyone could come and celebrate and take part in the various activities. The names of the four men were included, so that anyone who was  unaware would know who was involved. The names of the males to be hunted for sport was also listed, which was a number of names that Kate had decided upon after hearing from her daughters and their friends.

It was decided that the hunt was to take place early in the day, with the male participants, or the prey, given a starting time of ten in the morning. The female participants, called the hunters or the huntresses depending on their preference, would begin half an hour later.

“That seems like a lot of lead time,” Sabrina said to her mother, who had made most of the arrangements.

“Perhaps, but the lead time is just going to terrify your prey,” Kate replied. “It prolongs the experience and heightens the anticipation of the inevitable. Giving them more time increases the potential for them to feel hopeful, when in reality, they haven’t a chance. They’re all going to hunted down, ultimately, but if we give them some time to run and hide it will mean a longer period where they’re cowering in fear.”

“That is one of the best parts, I guess,” Sabrina conceded. “Thinking of our prey all terrified and naked. It’s difficult for me to think that they might go so far as to feel hopeful, however.”

“Don’t underestimate your prey,” her mother replied. “They will definitely entertain the delusion that they might escape their fate. We know that every single one of them is going to be collared and brought back on a leash, but they don’t. They will come to understand that their humiliation was a foregone conclusion, but for now they will unwittingly contribute to your entertainment, trying their best to evade you.”

Sabrina and Ellie laughed gleefully at the thought.

“That’s the funniest part,” Ellie noted. “The thought of the boys actually making it more fun for us by trying to avoid us. It makes their inevitable capture so much more rewarding. I so look forward to the looks on their faces when they get caught, knowing they’re going to be brought back in humiliating defeat.”

“Exactly,” Kate replied. “And you girls should take advantage of the situation to make that humiliation as spectacular as possible.”


Chapter 17

“I see that you’ve recommended Harris for the show of punishment at the block party,” Brittany mentioned to her mother.

Riley was unpacking groceries and placing the canned goods on the shelving unit that Harris Meyers had installed. Brittany was helping, though she was somewhat distracted at the moment.

“Yeah, I think that’ll be fun,” Riley replied.

“Absolutely,” Brittany responded. “I noticed that there are a few men assigned to building these restraints at the edge of the park. Like the stocks, or whatever they’re called, from centuries ago. You know, where the person is standing up and the have their head and their hands secured in an upright wooden device?”

“The pillory, apparently,” Riley replied. “That’s what Kate called it. And yeah, it’s equally bizarre and hilarious. So I couldn’t help but want to have some input as to who would be secured like that in public. I think it will be very educational for each of the males when they’re secured that way.”

Brittany thought for a moment, her mind changing gears to another thought she’d wanted to discuss with her mother.

“By the way, I might have started a thing,” Brittany admitted.

“Started a thing?” Riley Harbor asked. “That’s kind of vague, really.”

“Yeah, well, I’m not sure what to call it,” Brittany replied. “Kali McConnell stopped by. She was asking about Dylan. She is clearly interested in him, which at the time, didn’t really cross my mind. Kali is really cute, you know? She’s a beautiful girl, she could do so much better. But anyway, Kali came over to the house and she was asking about him. You know, her backyard faces ours so I’m sure she’s seen Dylan being punished. I figured she thought it was funny watching him get his butt whipped with the belt. I was like yeah, he’s downstairs, because I thought it was funny that she was going to find him down there naked and tied up.”

“So you sent her downstairs?” Riley asked. “And can you hand me that bag?”

Riley pointed, and Brittany leaned down to pick it up.

“My God, that’s heavy,” Brittany commented, using both hands to pick it up.

Riley took the bag in one hand, and Brittany noticed her mother’s biceps flex.

“Holy crap, mom,” Brittany said, “your arms are so, you know, ripped.”

Riley smiled. She’d always been in good shape, physically, and had recently been focusing on more serious weightlifting and gaining muscle.

“It’s all about those gains!” Riley said in a comically deep voice.

Brittany laughed.

“Sorry, you were saying?” Riley asked.

“Right, yeah,” Brittany replied, “So Kali was asking about Dylan, and I just thought she wanted to make fun of him or whatever. It was kind of perfect because he’d gotten his penis tied up. I thought she’d think that was hilarious. Then I kind of forgot all about it until later when it was time to untie him. He was different. He was relaxed, kind of, I don’t know, docile. So I asked him, what did she do to you?”

“And what did she do?” Riley asked.

“Well at first, he was like, nothing, we just talked,” Brittany explained. “You know how bad a liar he is, so I knew they didn’t just talk. So I asked him if he wanted to get whipped with the belt across his penis. Then he confessed that she’d untied the string and teased him, made him hard. That pissed me off, because the whole point of the punishment was for him to feel the pain of getting an erection while being tied up with the string. I thought Kali would, you know, she’s really kind of sexy, so I thought she’d make him hard and the string would just make it hurt a lot. Not untie him, for fuck’s sake.”

“Interesting,” Riley replied. “So what did she do with him? Did she play with him when he was untied?”

“That’s what I asked, and this is the thing,” Brittany said, “apparently she made him agree to be her, and this is what he said, obedient little puppy dog.”

Riley laughed, which sounded both pleased and spiteful at the same time.

“Well, that’s fitting, I suppose,” Riley said. “Though I have to wonder why she didn’t say she was going to make him her bitch.”

Brittany laughed and shook her head.

“I just can’t imagine why she’d want Dylan,” Brittany said. “He such a dick.”

“Where is the little dick, by the way?” Riley asked.

“That’s the thing,” Brittany said. “He’s over at the McConnell’s right now. I think that Kali is introducing him to what being her little puppy dog means. Which is fine, I guess. ”

* * *

Lilly McConnell walked into her daughter Kali’s bedroom, and stopped when she saw Dylan Harbor, naked and kneeling beside Kali’s bed.

“Oh, sorry!” Lilly exclaimed and began backing out of her daughter’s bedroom.

Kali laughed.

“It’s OK, mom, we aren’t doing anything,” Kali said.

“Oh, I thought, well, I see that you have a naked boy in your room,” Lilly explained, “so I thought I’d invaded your privacy.”

“Nope, just having a talk with Dylan,” Kali said. “And he’s not naked, he has his little chastity device on. And his clothes are off because I said so, not because we’re doing anything.

“It’s Dylan Harbor, right?” Lilly asked.

“Yeah,” Kali replied. “I’ve been introducing him to a few rules. He’s going to be kind of like a little slave to me.”

“Isn’t this the boy who was mean to you a while back?” Lilly asked.

“Yup,” Kali replied. “I’m,” she began, then laughed, “I’m getting my revenge.”

Kali reached down and grabbed a fistful of Dylan’s hair and pulled his head back.

“Who owns you, Dylan?” she asked.

“You own me, Kali,” he replied.

“See?” Kali said to her mother. “He’s my obedient little puppy dog. He does whatever I say. I’m teaching him to fetch.”

Kali flung one of her fluffy, leopard-print slippers across the room.

“Fetch!” she called out.

Dylan dutifully crawled across the floor and picked up the slipper with his mouth, then brought it back to Kali. She didn’t take it from his mouth, instead allowing him to remain in place, offering the slipper.

“See? He’s such a good boy,” Kali said, stroking his hair.

Lilly smiled, a look of admiration and wonderment on her face. Lilly McConnell felt continuously surprised by the impact on the males in Everly Woods Terrace since the decision was made to lock them in chastity. She had serious doubts as to the likelihood of it being successful when it had been first proposed, but now it seemed like it had always been this way. The men and the boys seemed to adjust more quickly than she would have thought possible.

“Impressive,” Lilly said. “I wonder if it would actually help your brother Jarred to have someone train him like that.”

“He told me there were some girls who cornered him the other night,” Kali mentioned.

“Oh, he didn’t say anything about that to me,” Lilly said.

“I think he was really embarrassed about the whole thing,” Kali replied. “They made him strip naked and run around with his finger in his ass.”

Lilly couldn’t keep herself from laughing.

“I probably shouldn’t laugh, but the image is really funny,” Lilly said.

“I know,” Kali replied. “Then they made him walk home naked, which is what made me demand that he tell me what the reason was, and he was so completely humiliated by it that he didn’t want to say.”

“I’d imagine,” Lilly replied. “All right, well, have fun, you two,” Lilly said, then she left the room, closing the door behind her.

Kali looked at Dylan, on his hands and knees, holding the slipper in his mouth.

“You look so cute when you’re all naked and humiliated, following orders,” she said.

Kali reached over and tousled Dylan’s hair, giving him a warm smile. Then she brought her hand down and held it open in front of him.

“Release,” she said.

Dylan dropped the slipper into her hand.

“Turn around,” she ordered.

Dylan turned around, and Kali playfully slapped him hard across the bare ass with the slipper. Then she tossed it across the room.

“Fetch!” she exclaimed.


Chapter 18

That evening, Mariana Falls enjoyed the fact that her daughter, Stacy, and her son, Ethan, were both home for dinner. It wasn’t often that their schedules aligned so as to make it a possibility.

“So what’s up?” Mariana asked Ethan, who seemed preoccupied.

“I’ve, um, I’ve been selected for the hunt,” Ethan said, doing his best to keep his voice from trembling.

“Well, it’s an honor for you to be selected,” Mariana replied.

“Is it?” he asked. “I don’t know, mostly I just feel nervous about it. I have no idea what’s going to happen.”

“If they catch you?” Mariana asked.

“Yeah, if they catch me,” he replied, his voice softening and sounding more fearful with the thought.

“Well that’s good, it will motivate you to put on a good chase,” his sister, Stacy, said. “If one of the girls does manage to catch you, I guess you’ll be in for it. I can’t imagine she won’t take full advantage of the situation. I mean it’s up to the girls that catch you, what they decide to do with you. I would be surprised if they devise some humiliating punishment for you.”

Stacy laughed at her own frank and honest appraisal of the girls in the neighborhood.

“Well, if that does happen, you’ll want to be on your best behavior,” Mariana said to Ethan. “No sense in angering them by putting up any resistance. Just do anything and everything they tell you to do and impress them with your willingness and enthusiasm in being obedient and submissive. Otherwise, just don’t get caught.”

“I guess,” he said.

“I know that Sabrina Wyland is targeting you,” Stacy mentioned. “She said that you’ve somehow managed to avoid falling into her hands. I guess that she’s gotten most of the boys to fall in line but she hasn’t been able to get you straightened out. She said something about making you pay for that.”

“Yeah,” Ethan responded, his eyes widening in a unique expression of terror.

“She’s someone you don’t want to have as an enemy,” Mariana pointed out. “I almost wonder if you shouldn’t make a gesture by offering yourself voluntarily before the hunt. Go and see her and offer her your full compliance. An offer of obedience will go a long way toward gaining her favor. I don’t know if it will lessen her interest in targeting you during the hunt, but it couldn’t hurt.”

“Oh, I’m pretty sure it will hurt,” Stacy said, laughing at the thought.

“Are you ordering me to do that?” Ethan asked his mother.

“No,” Mariana replied, “I think this is a situation where you should show maturity in making the right choice.”

“Hmph, I think you should order him to do it,” Stacy said.

“It’s occasionally of benefit in a boy’s development to allow him to make a choice,” his mother said. “Usually you don’t, you’re correct, as they so often will make the wrong choice. They need to be guided more often than not. Speaking of which, how is your boyfriend, Wyatt, responding to your training?” Mariana asked her daughter.

“As well as can be expected, I guess,” Stacy replied. “I’ve been teaching him not to speak until spoken to and he’s had some trouble getting used to it.”

“Are you consistent with his punishment?” Mariana asked.

“Oh, that part is great, actually,” Stacy replied. “I don’t really need to punish him. I just let him know that I am disappointed in him and he gets really compliant. And afterward he’s really sweet in showing gratitude for the correction.”

“Well that’s nice,” Mariana replied. “Does he show any promise in licking you?”

“Mom!” Stacy exclaimed. “I mean, yes, but I’m not going to talk about that.”

“That’s fine, I’m not being nosy,” Mariana replied. “It’s just that if I were you, I wouldn’t exclude the possibility of a wider experience. You should avail yourself of other boys as comparison. I’d hate to think that you’re denying yourself the ability to observe how they’re differently capable. They each have a natural skill set.”

“Sure, and I have done what you’re saying,” she replied. “With different boys. But I’ve come to think it’s a matter of training, and Wyatt takes instruction really well as far as that’s concerned.”

“See?” Mariana said to Ethan. “Taking instruction. That might help you in your situation with Sabrina.”

“Do you think he should offer that to her?” Stacy asked.

“Offer to lick her? Of course,” Mariana replied. “That’s always going to be helpful. A boy should always think in terms of speaking being the second most important of his tongue’s purposes.”

Stacy laughed.

“Saying yes, Miss, I’ll do whatever you say,” Stacy said, laughing, “that’s about it for the talking part. Otherwise shut up and listen.”

“Listen to directions and obey,” Mariana added. “That’s really all a boy needs to learn.”

“You’d think they’d have an easier time of it,” Stacy noted. “All they need to do is what they’re told to do.”

“Listen to your sister,” Mariana said to Ethan. “She is smarter than you are and her wisdom would be of benefit to you.”

“I will,” Ethan replied.


Chapter 19

Sabrina Wyland was surprised when Stacy Falls stopped by her house to deliver a small brass key.

“My mom and I thought you should have this,” Stacy had told her.

“You both were right, I should have this,” Sabrina replied. “Wait, this is Ethan’s key, right?”

“Of course, what else could it be?” Stacy replied, laughing.

Sabrina had been frustrated that Stacy hadn’t arranged for her to have the key to Ethan’s chastity device. But now she felt that the situation had been corrected.

“I think he’s going to stop by sometime soon,” Stacy said. “But he’s terrified of you, so I’m not sure when he’ll get up the courage.”

“Well, the longer it takes for him to accept his fate, the harder it’s going to be for him,” Sabrina said with a sly smile.

It was later that afternoon when Ethan knocked on the front door of the Wyland residence. In spite of Stacy’s head’s up about the situation, she was still surprised to see Ethan right where she wanted him.

Sabrina was pleased to see that he couldn’t hide the fear he felt standing before her. She had made it clear to every boy in the neighborhood what her intentions were. At no point did she ever hold back or show any leniency. It had been established that she would do anything she wanted to any of the males that found himself in her grasp. There was no boundary she wouldn’t cross.

Sabrina was fairly certain that each of them had come away with a fear of and respect for her. And she knew they talked among themselves, though she doubted any of them had communicated the full details of everything she had done to them. It would have been too humiliating for them to admit all that they had done at her direction. She’d made sure of it. With each and every boy who’d fallen into her clutches, she’d visited upon them an ordeal so personally embarrassing that they were sure to never tell anyone all she had done to them. But she figured they would have at the very least told one another to stay clear of her.

She wanted it that way. She loved the challenge. It made it more of a game, for one, and two, she found that it was so much better to see the look of dread on a boy’s face when she’d cornered him. It worked in her favor, she’d decided, that all of the boys now had a fear of her. The look in their eyes showed this to her when she got her hands on them. That, she had come to realize, was her favorite thing.

And now, here was Ethan standing before her, seemingly having volunteered for whatever she might do to him. And the fear she most liked to see he was displaying quite brilliantly, she thought.

He had come to the front door of the house and even introduced himself as if she didn’t know who he was. As if she hadn’t done everything she could to make sure he was selected for the hunt. As if she hadn’t been thinking, planning, strategizing how she was going to capture him as well as every painful, humiliating thing she was going to do to him once she caught him. Now she was leading him down the stairs and into her bedroom. This kind of takes the sport out of it, she thought.

“So how is it that you’ve wandered into my spider web?” Sabrina asked.

“Spider web?” Ethan wondered aloud.

“Hmm, yeah,” she mused, “I have to think you’d have heard by now. It makes me think that either no one told you about me, or there’s something wrong with your brain. However, I suppose there is a third option now that I think about it. Maybe you want it. Is that true, Ethan? Did you come over here voluntarily to offer yourself to me, knowing what’s going to happen to you?”

Sabrina felt a peculiar thrill at the thought.

“My mother and my sister both thought it was a good idea,” he replied.

“Oh,” she said, deflated.

“But they left it up to me,” he added.

“Oh?” she said, her curiosity piqued.

“They thought it would be good for my, um, development if I were to be allowed to decide. I have been selected for the hunt, and I guess it seemed like a good idea for me to talk to you,” he explained.

“Ah,” she said, smiling broadly. “You thought if you came before me and made an appeal that I will go easier on you if I catch you during the hunt.”

Sabrina’s flashed a wide, incandescent smile. It was not an expression that was intended to put him at ease, rather it was the opposite. It unnerved him.

“I guess,” he said quietly. “Yeah, I thought . . .”

“Did you?” she asked. “Did you think about it? Tell me what you thought, Ethan.”

Sabrina had come to the conclusion that she was going to have to do something spectacularly humiliating to him. She just needed to decide what that was going to be.

“So let’s make this clear,” Sabrina said slowly and deliberately.

She was sitting on the arm of an upholstered armchair, and Ethan was standing before her somewhat awkwardly, not knowing what to do with himself. Sabrina wore a pair of very short cutoffs and a tight T-shirt. Ethan was trying not to look at Sabrina’s body, but her bare legs, smooth and tan, were fully visible to him, as well as what he thought were very sexy bare feet.

“You want something,” she said. “You want me to be lenient, perhaps?”

Ethan was unsure how to respond. He had begun to wonder if this was a bad idea.

“So you thought you would come over and ask me directly,” she continued. “You would, what, beg? Is that what you wanted to do? Did you want to beg me to go easy on you? Because you know I can’t do that, right? I mean, come on, how would that look? No, I’m going to have to be every bit as cruel as is expected of me. So your plan isn’t going to work. However, you have wandered in here with the intention of offering yourself, so I am going to take advantage of that,” she said, looking Ethan up and down in an openly objectifying manner. “So not only did your little plan not work out the way you thought it might, now you’ve made it worse for yourself.”

Sabrina smiled, a cruel expression of mockery that turned into laughter.

“Strip naked,” she said, her voice suddenly demanding and mean, communicating the fact that she intended to embarrass him by making him expose himself to her.

“But—” he said desperately.

“Hey, look,” she said curtly, interrupting him, “you completely misread your situation as far as me going easy on you should I capture you during the hunt, which, by the way, I will,” she said, both self-assured and sounding ominous. “You’re also misreading your current situation. I could make things so much worse for you, Ethan. Just imagine how badly it could go for you and then do everything you are able to keep that from happening. Understand?”

Whatever you do, don’t piss off Sabrina, his sister, Stacy, had told him. The only smart move on your part is to do everything she tells you to, she had said.

Ethan, like every other boy in the neighborhood, had always had a crush on Sabrina. He felt overwhelmed by her presence, having never been so close to her physically. She had a magnetism to her that only increased in close proximity. Even the scent of her body affected him when she stood so close to him and he felt his cock hardening in his chastity device in spite of what she was saying to him. Ethan nodded his head, looking down at the floor and blushing furiously. He realized the situation he was in. He surrendered.

“Who do you think you are, anyway?” Sabrina asked while Ethan reluctantly began taking off his clothes. “What, do you think you’re too good to be stripped naked and made to embarrass yourself? You think that you have any right to refuse what I tell you to do? The thing is, Ethan,” she continued, “every other boy in the neighborhood has taken what’s coming to him, and you’re no different. The only difference is that you’ve somehow avoided your fate so far. And that has pissed me right off. So you’re going to get it worse.”

Ethan felt his hands trembling as he lowered his shorts to the floor and stepped out of them.

“I think you’ll ultimately come to respect how thorough I am going to be in taking you down. I’m going to make it special, just for you. It’ll be spectacular. You’re going to have an attitude correction that you will never forget. I think you will even come to appreciate how epic your humiliation is going to be, and how completely I am going to take you apart. You won’t even be able to walk after this, partly because you will be so in awe of me that you’ll realize the only correct position for you is on your hands and knees, crawling on the floor.”

Sabrina was uncharacteristically silent as she took in the sight of Ethan, who was now completely naked. She took note of the massive pair of balls below his chastity device.

“Guess what I have, Ethan?” Sabrina said in a sing-song way, holding up a small key. “It turns out that your mom and your sister had a conversation in which they both came to the conclusion that I should have this.”

Ethan was surprised at the development. It was like a form of checkmate in a game of chess he hadn’t even known he was playing.

“Put your hands on your head,” Sabrina demanded. “And stand with your legs spread wider apart.”

Ethan complied.

Sabrina stood directly before Ethan and she slipped the key into his lock. He heard the lock click and felt the device open. Sabrina removed it. What might have felt like relief only made him more nervous, not knowing exactly what she planned to do with him. He hadn’t long to wait to find out. She put his chastity device to one side, then she slapped him across the balls. She laughed as Ethan groaned in pain.

“Ooh, that hurt, didn’t it?” she asked, taunting him.

She walked around to stand behind him. She reached between his legs, grabbed ahold of his balls, and squeezed tightly. Then she gave him a slap.

“Nice,” she commented after she caused Ethan’s knees to buckle. “On your knees.”

Sabrina remained standing behind him, and his awareness of her position terrified him. He felt the top of her bare foot on his balls, raising them and pressing them against his body. Ethan thought Sabrina had really beautiful feet, and it scrambled his brain to think of them threatening his balls.

“Tell me, Ethan,” Sabrina said, “before you got locked up, did you ever jerk off thinking about me?”

Ethan felt his stomach tighten.

“Yes,” he admitted.

Sabrina did not respond, instead she simply kicked him in the balls.

Ethan groaned, loudly, and felt tears brimming in the corners of his eyes.

“So, what did you think about?” she asked. “Was I naked?”

Ethan’s face grimaced, his jaw clenched tightly as he tried to think of how he should respond to the question.

“Yes?” he responded meekly.

“What, was that a question? It sounds like you are asking me,” she replied.

“No, I mean, yes,” Ethan answered.

She kicked him in the balls again, which sent him sprawling onto the floor.

“I was right,” Sabrina said, sounding amused. “The bigger they are, the harder they fall. And those are some really big balls,” she said, clearly impressed.

She examined Ethan’s body lying on the floor of her bedroom.

“Roll over onto your back,” she said.

He obeyed, and his eyes widened at the sight of Sabrina unbuttoning, unzipping, and then slipping off her cutoff shorts. She wore thong panties, which were sheer, black, and quickly slipped down her tan legs to be dropped on the chair where she placed her cutoff shorts. Ethan’s cock throbbed in its locked device as he watched Sabrina straddle his face and lower herself until her pussy was pressed against his face.

“Lick my pussy, Ethan,” she commanded. “Then we’ll see what else you will do for me.”


Chapter 20

Jarred McConnell felt nervous. Ellie Wyland had approached him the day before and demanded that he come over to her house. The way she spoke to him left no room for dissent. He got the idea that if her were to attempt to defy her, then whatever was going to happen would be much, much worse. So he consented, arriving at her house at the time she had indicated.

He had come to realize that he had developed something of a crush on Ellie Wyland. She was lithe, and slender, and Jarred felt she was almost fragile looking with her pale white skin and her long blond hair. It seemed that if one were to attempt to put one’s hands on her they’d be no more successful than in grabbing ahold of a ray of light on a golden-colored afternoon. But her soft appearance and quiet demeanor were evidently a cover. She was, in fact, a very determined girl as Jarred was about to discover. In spite of being fairly quiet, she was unquestionably dominant.

He arrived at the Wyland residence, afraid of what was going to happen.

“Jarred, you’re here for a very specific purpose,” Ellie explained once she’d brought him downstairs to the basement of the house. “I had you come over because I think you need to be put in your place.”

Ellie took a seat on the sofa, with an expression on her face that appeared as a look of indifference.

“You will stand at attention. When I give you a command, you will do as I tell you to do. If you hesitate in the slightest, you will be punished. Do you understand?”

Jarred’s lip trembled.

“Yes, I understand,” Jarred replied.

“I kind of think maybe you should be punished regardless,” Ellie commented, “but we’ll see.”

Jarred tried not to react. He stood silently, waiting to see what Ellie might do to him. Ellie said nothing for some moments, examining Jarred standing awkwardly in the middle of the basement floor.

“You look like you’re scared,” Ellie said. “Are you?”

“No,” Jarred replied, which was a lie.

“That’s dumb,” Ellie said. “I’m going to hurt you.”

Jarred felt a jolt of adrenaline.

“Strip naked,” the usually quiet, unassuming girl said in a demanding tone of voice.

Jarred was surprised by the demand because he hadn’t expected things would accelerate so quickly. But he had understood what Ellie had said as warning, and he began taking off his clothes. His hands were trembling. He was scared.

“I want you to be naked when I inflict pain on your body,” Ellie said as she watched him. “I think it will be more fun for me that way.”

When Jarred was naked, he stood silently waiting, his eyes focused on the floor.

“I think it’s hilarious that you’re such a pussy,” Ellie said. “You’re too scrawny. So I’m going to really make this painful for you.”

Ellie stood up from the couch and moved to stand directly in front of Jarred. She waited, watching him. He kept his eyes down, feeling intimidated by her forwardness. He found that he was staring at Ellie’s bare feet.

Then she reached up and pinched his left nipple, hard, pulling downward. Then she slapped him across the face. Then she punched him in the stomach.

“Ha-ha, you take a punch like a little bitch,” Ellie said, laughing.

She took a step back.

“Get on your hands and knees and crawl toward me,” she demanded.

Jarred lowered himself onto his hands and knees and crawled forward.

“Stop,” she said.

Ellie lifted her bare foot and placed it on the back of his head, pushing his face to the floor. She kept him in that position.

Jarred felt Ellie’s bare foot pressed against the back of his head. It felt cool relatively, as his face and neck were burning hot from the humiliation she was visiting upon him.

“Press your lips against the floor,” she said.

Jarred did as she told him to.

“Kiss the floor, Jarred,” she demanded.

Jarred dutifully kissed the concrete floor. He heard Ellie laughing.

“The best part about it is when you think about this later your little dick is going to get hard,” Ellie said, holding his face to the floor wither foot. “How humiliating is that? You’re going to think about everything I did to you and you’ll want to jerk off to it. But you can’t, and that’s because your little dick is locked up. That makes me laugh, just knowing it’s going to happen. Ha-ha, fuck you, Jarred,” she said, still laughing.

She removed her foot from the back of his head and began walking around him, observing him closely. Then she gave him a kick him in the ass, followed by another. Finally she gave him a kick in the balls, the top of her bare foot landing squarely between his legs.

“Please,” Jarred said through clenched teeth.

“Oh, what, are you begging?” Ellie asked, laughing. “That’s so cute!” she exclaimed. “Adorable, actually. It’s so funny to me when boys think they can talk their way out of getting put in their place by a girl. As if I would relent. Like, why would I do that? I think the most hilarious thing in the world is getting a boy like you alone to laugh at your humiliation. Seriously, it’s more fun than you can imagine.”

“Now, get up on your knees,” she demanded.

The moment Jarred had gotten up on his knees, Ellie had made her way around to stand in front of him and she slapped him across the face.

“I’m not locked up, am I?” she asked. “Of course not. That’s your first clue that my pussy is your master and you are meant to serve. Maybe if you show some gratitude and worship my pussy with your tongue, then maybe, just maybe, I won’t decide that you need to be repeatedly kicked in the balls. Maybe I won’t unlock you just to give the tip of your dick a spanking with the leather strap.”

Ellie grabbed a handful of Jarred’s hair in her fist and pulled his head back.

“You know I can do that, right? Short leather strap across the head of your dick? Makes you wince, doesn’t it? Just thinking about it,” Ellie said with a hint of a smile on her face.

She pushed him down onto his hands and knees, then she retrieved a leather strap, took it in hand and returned to stand beside Jarred.

“You have no idea how much I’m going to enjoy this, Jarred,” she declared.

She began to unleash a series of strokes across Jarred’s bare ass. After twenty or so strokes of the strap, she took a step back to survey the marks she’d left across his butt.

“That looks like a nice start,” she said.

Ellie sat down on the couch and raised the hem of her dress. She spread her legs apart. She was not wearing panties.

“Lick it,” she ordered him. “Suck it. Make my pussy drip in your mouth. Then lap it up, Jarred. When you’re done, I’m going to whip your ass with the belt again. Only harder. Not so nice like the first time.”

Jarred crawled forward and put his face between her thighs. He tried to lick Ellie’s pussy as well as he was able, using his tongue tirelessly in service to her pleasure. Ellie still had the belt in one hand, so she employed it in wrapping it tightly against the back of Jarred’s head and holding him in position. When she approached her first orgasm, her hips began to buck, and she made use of the belt in keeping Jarred’s lips and tongue exactly where she wanted them.

“Mmm, fuck you, Jarred,” she said under her breath as he gave her an orgasm.


Chapter 21

There was a chill in the air on the morning of the hunt. Ethan Falls, Jarred Mitchell, Dylan Harbor, Harris Meyers, Wyatt Jordan, and three other males were each standing where they were assigned, at what had been determined would be their starting line at the end of Arrowhead Lane. They were each attempting to look less intimidated than they actually were, with varying levels of success, until they were instructed to strip down by Riley Harbor, who had been assigned the task of preparing each of the males for the hunt.

“Every last stitch of clothing,” she barked, demanding compliance. “Obviously, it will be more fun for everyone involved if you all are hunted naked.”

“Fun for everyone?” Harris murmured.

“What was that, Harris?” Riley called out in a stern tone of voice.

“Nothing,” Harris replied smartly.

“That’s what I thought,” Riley said with a smirk on her face. “I want each of you to keep in mind this is for the entertainment of the group of young women who will be hunting you today. You will make it fun for them by making it at least somewhat challenging. We want to see each of you try your best to evade capture. However, we also don’t want to make it too easy for you. So I want each of you to turn around and present your wrists behind your back.”

Riley watched as each of the males complied, then began cuffing each of them to secure their hands behind their back.

“As you have been made aware, you will also get to enjoy a bit of freedom,” Riley said as she began unlocking each of the males from their chastity devices. “Since your hands are secured, you’re unlikely to misbehave. And to be honest, it’s hilarious to watch you boys run around with your penis slapping back and forth.”

Riley laughed, then examined Wyatt.

“Well, except for you,” she said as she flicked the tip of his penis with her middle finger. “You’re too small for that.”

Riley took a step back and addressed each of the males.

“When I give you permission, you may begin your attempt to avoid being captured by our hunters,” she announced. “If anyone can make it to the guard tower where the river and the wildlife sanctuary meet, then they will be given a prize. For those of you who fail to make it that far before being captured, well, then you are the prize,” she explained. She did not give any indication that she was joking.

Once Riley gave the signal, each of the “hunted” had a choice of direction. They could head off toward the river, though they would be hemmed in by the water unless they crossed it, in which case there was just a narrow strip of land before the highway. They could head directly into the neighborhood, running down the streets and into the yards between the houses. Or they could head into the woods, a large expanse of undeveloped land with plenty of tree canopy for cover and multiple places for them to hide and move about undetected. Predictably, most of them chose to head off into the woods.

The “hunters” were waiting, impatient to begin. They included Ellie, who was wearing a light, cotton sundress and a pair of sandals and a pair of oversized sunglasses; Sabrina, who was wearing denim shorts and a tank top without a bra; Stacy, who was also braless underneath her T-shirt and she wore a pair of cargo shorts and sturdy hiking boots; Kali, who was wearing a lilac-colored summer dress and a pair of white sneakers, and Brittany, who wore a blouse that was slightly see-through, and a short skirt. There were a few other girls as well, each of whom appeared anxious to start.

A few of the girls were curious about the backpack Sabrina had with her, slung casually over her back. They also noticed the bag with the shoulder sling that Stacy had across her body. Everyone clearly had their own approach to the event, and it appeared that the outcome was going to be every bit as interesting as the chase itself.

At some point, everyone turned their attention to Riley Harbor, who had made it clear that she would signal when they were allowed to begin the hunt.

“And that would be now,” Riley finally said, looking at her watch.

* * *

The morning sunlight filtered through the dense foliage of the woods, casting a dappled pattern on the forest floor. Jarred found himself alone in the eerily quiet setting. As he moved deeper into the woods, a sense of solitude enveloped him, accompanied by an unsettling silence.

His footsteps were almost silent as he cautiously navigated through the woods on bare feet. The rustling of leaves and the distant chirping of birds were the only sounds he could hear. As he ventured deeper into the dense thicket, a wave of unease washed over him. The whispering of the wind took caused Jarred's heart to beat faster. The trees cast elongated, distorted shapes on the forest floor, further fueling his imagination.

A rustle in the underbrush nearby startled Jarred, his eyes darting towards the source of the sound. With his senses heightened, he became acutely aware of his vulnerability. Jarred tried to steady his breathing, yet he felt his fear growing with each passing moment.

* * *

Ethan felt conflicted based on Sabrina having seemingly set her sights on him. Like every other boy in the neighborhood, he was both attracted to and terrified of Sabrina Wyland. Having gone over to her house a few days earlier, he was at once both entranced by her irresistible beauty and mysterious sexuality, and fearful of her power to compel him to do anything she wanted him to.

She’d made it clear that she had every intention of capturing him during the hunt. He had no doubts concerning her ability to do just that, to the point that he wondered what, exactly, he was even doing. Attempting to evade her was surely just prolonging the inevitable. Maybe even making it worse. He even considered simply giving himself up to her, but his feeling of uneasiness about what she planned to do to him forced him to do whatever he could to avoid capture, no matter how unlikely he was going to be successful in that effort.

Having grown up in Everly Woods Terrace, he knew the woods fairly well, and thought perhaps if he were to cross the creek that ran through it and find his way up to the ridge, he would be able to see anyone coming. It seemed like the best option, as he could think of no other possibilities.

* * *

Wyatt was motivated by Stacy to make it fun for her by providing a challenge. She had demanded that he truly apply himself to the task and do his best. He was unsure of the reason that she’d wanted him to remove all body hair below his neck, as he couldn’t see how that had anything to do with the game they were playing, but she issued it as a demand, saying that she thought she would like to see him that way. She further mentioned that it may be a requirement from here on out, which made his heart race, thinking that perhaps she wanted something long-term with him.

He had at one point wondered if he might not be falling in love with Stacy, but quite recently he realized that he absolutely was in love with her. So he had made certain there wasn’t a single hair on his body. Now, walking through the woods, completely naked, he felt more exposed than he’d ever felt before. He shivered not only from the cool morning air, but from his feeling of vulnerability.

* * *

Harris Meyers, with a furrowed brow and a hint of resentment, found himself grappling with his anger about being forced to participate in the hunt while not only naked, but with his hands cuffed behind his back as well. His resentment simmered beneath the surface, clouding his mind.

As he made his way through the woods, his eyes continually darted around, watching for any sign that he’d been discovered by any of the hunters. Harris felt  his frustration intensifying with each passing moment. His footsteps became purposeful, even heavy, as if carrying the weight of his resentment. His mind became consumed by thoughts of how he might escape from the dictate that he submit to any and all of the females in the neighborhood.

It was in this mindset that he became pre-occupied, failing to notice what otherwise would have been an obvious trap. The rope snapped tightly around his ankle and flipped him onto his back as it was sent upward, ultimately stopping once his leg was pulled straight up and his hips were off the ground.

Harris clenched his jaw in an attempt to avoid crying out in pain. He felt helpless while tied by the ankle, and his attempts to pull himself up to untie himself were futile. So he resigned himself to his fate, lying on his back and looking up at the canopy of trees overhead.

“Fuck,” he said quietly, under his breath.

* * *

Sabrina, exuding confidence, walked through the woods alone with an undeniable air of self-assurance. Sunlight filtered through the trees, casting a radiant glow on her path, as if nature itself was acknowledging her commanding presence.

As she navigated the winding trails of the woods, her gaze swept across her surroundings with a mix of curiosity and assurance. With every footfall, she felt a sense of empowerment, reinforcing her unwavering self-confidence.

Sabrina's determination was reflected in her eyes. As she walked deeper into the woods, the filtered sunlight cast a flattering glow upon her, accentuating her natural, undeniable allure. Her every movement showed purpose, as if she were a force of nature herself.

With each passing moment, Sabrina's self-assurance deepened, fueling her determination to not only capture Ethan, but conquer him as well. She readjusted her backpack, thinking about the items she carried within it, and all that she was going to do to Ethan once she’d found him.

* * *

Stacy Falls was amused with herself as she allowed her mind to entertain her with thoughts of Wyatt, his body shaved smooth and naked, trying his best to evade capture. She had been so impressed with how well he had shown he was able to conform his behavior to her demands. He had, in the preceding months, shown an aptitude for subjugating his own interests in deference to her own. She appreciated his willingness to practice obedience, and she had shown him as much by letting him lick her pussy with an increasing regularity. She was very optimistic about the promise he showed in becoming something more to her, something she might possess and own for the foreseeable future.

* * *

Kali had a very different approach to the hunt than any of the other girls. She explained to Dylan that she was interested in certain aspects of the activity, but she had no interest whatsoever in expending any effort in trying to find him.

“So instead of me having to spend my time searching, you, my obedient little puppy dog, are going to offer yourself up in the loveliest way possible. I’m going to have you line up for the hunt with all of the other boys, but when you are given the go-ahead to give chase, you are going to go directly to the place I will tell you to go. There, I will find you, and your pretty, entirely naked body will be ripe for my taking. And I will take you, and I will march you back, triumphantly. It’ll be fun,” she said with a warm smile. “And then I am going to bite you and leave marks all over you while I fuck you. Sound good?”

“Yes, Kali,” he responded, a slight smile and a sudden glint in his eye signaling that he thought it more than just OK.

* * *

When Sabrina caught Ethan, she grabbed a handful of his hair and pulled, causing Ethan to scramble up onto his knees.

“Open your mouth,” Sabrina demanded.

Standing behind him, she placed a ball gag in his mouth and pulled the straps tight.

“Now that you’ve been caught, are you going to be a good boy and accept the humiliation you’ve got coming to you?” Sabrina asked.

The ball gag prevented him from responding verbally, so he reluctantly nodded his head.

“That’s so cute,” she said as she pushed his head back down into the dirt. She took ahold of his balls and fastened a leather strap around them, attaching a leash. Then Ethan felt the lubricated tip of a butt plug being pressed against his asshole. Before he was able to relax his body enough to accept it, she forced it into him, stretching and penetrating him simultaneously.

“There,” she said with satisfaction.

She held the leash that was attached to the strap around Ethan’s balls and took up the slack.

“Come along now,” Sabrina commanded. “And keep up.”

Ethan crawled on his hands and knees, doing his best to keep pace with Sabrina so as to avoid the leash pulling tightly on his balls. The butt plug seemed to be perpetually thrusting deep inside his ass as he crawled at Sabrina’s heels.

* * *

Jarred never even saw Ellie coming.

“Oh, what a surprise,” she said, laughing. “Jarred got himself caught, and he’s completely naked.”

Jarred realized he had been captured, and Ellie appeared to have done it entirely without effort. She was dressed as though she was going to go out to brunch, with her little dress, her sandals, and her sunglasses.

“Please,” he murmured, a mistake he was going to regret.

Ellie stepped forward and slapped him across the face with her bare hand.

“Shut the fuck up, dickhead,” she said, laughing.

She raised her sunglasses, perching them up on top of her head. Then she looked Jarred in the eyes, staring him down, challenging him to defy her authority. He clearly surrendered to her, as she’d given him every reason to be afraid of her. Ellie glanced down. She had a smirk on her face. She swung her hand up between his legs and grabbed him by the cock and balls.

“Now, you’re going to follow me,” she said, in a tone of voice that carried the threat of what she might do to him were he to disobey her command. She squeezed him firmly. “Do you understand me, dickhead?”

“Yes, I understand,” Jarred replied, his voice a hoarse whisper.

“Do you?” she repeated. She gave his penis another squeeze.

“Yes, Ellie,” Jarred replied.

She was silent for a moment, observing him.

“We’ll see,” she said.

Then she turned, and her hand slipped forward until she had him by the head of his cock, leading him as though it were a leash. She allowed him no slack, which required him to walk in lockstep with her back toward the neighborhood. His face turned crimson at the thought of being seen while Ellie led him by head of his penis. But he knew that he had no option but to give in and let her do with him as she wanted to.

* * *

Stacy managed to anticipate Wyatt in such a way that when she suddenly appeared, she was ahead of him. He had been so focused on looking over his shoulder that he was entirely taken by surprise to see her standing less than ten feet away in the direction he was travelling.

“Well, that was hardly even a challenge,” she said, sounding a bit disappointed.

Wyatt was worried that she might be unhappy with him, but she soon brightened.

“No matter, I have something that I think you’ll like,” Stacy said.

She reached into her shoulder bag and pulled out a pair of pink, thong panties.

“I got you this super-cute pair of panties. Your penis is so small you’re practically a girl,” Stacy said, laughing, “so I’m going to dress you like one. Well, almost dress you.”

She told him to put the pair of panties on. Then she pulled out a matching bra.

“This should fit,” she said. “It’s essentially a training bra.”

Stacy helped  him by fastening it behind his back.

“I’ve got a pair of stockings as well,” she said as she pulled out a pair of thigh-high stockings with little bows on either side. “And finally, the look wouldn’t be complete without a pair of pretty high-heeled shoes. She pulled out one shoe at a time, revealing what appeared to be at least a five-inch heel. “I know, mostly it’s strippers that wear shoes like these,” Stacy admitted. “You’ll probably need some practice walking in these, but you’re in luck, since we have at least a mile walk to get back to the neighborhood.”

Wyatt was uncertain that he would be able to walk that far in the shoes Stacy wanted him to wear, to say nothing of the rest of the outfit, but he also knew that he didn’t have a choice.

“Don’t look so worried,” Stacy said. “You’re going to look so cute wearing your little outfit. Everyone is going to think you look adorable.”

* * *

Brittany took her time in approaching Harris, whose left leg was now secured by the rope snare and held up overhead. He’d exhausted himself in futile attempts to free himself before Brittany arrived to stand over him with one hand on her hip, smirking at the sight of Harris bound in such a compromising position. The sound of her laughter of the sight of him caught in the snare made his face hot with humiliation.

“Ha! Holy shit, that is one hilarious display,” Brittany exclaimed. “Don’t get me wrong, it’s a good look for you,” she added, which made her start laughing all over again.

Brittany placed each of her feet on either side of Harris’s body. He could see that she was not wearing panties, but he did his best not to look at her pussy, afraid of what she might do to him if he angered her. She raised the hem of her dress, and after a moment’s pause, she began to pee on his bare chest.

“Ha-ha!” she exclaimed, laughing triumphantly at the sight of Harris being made to endure the humiliation of her peeing on him.

He shut his eyes and pressed his lips closed tightly just as she directed the stream of pee onto his face. He turned his head to one side, shocked that she’d go so far as to force him to endure such an embarrassment.

Brittany finished peeing on him, but she made evident that she was nowhere near done laughing about having done so. She reached down and slapped him across the balls with her bare hand. Harris groaned, his back arching as the pain coursed through his body.

“Oh, did you like that?” she asked. Well there’s more where that came from,” she said, laughing as Harris looked up at her, his eyes wide with fear.

She straddled his face, as she often did, but now she pressed her asshole against his lips.

“Lick my ass,” she demanded. “If I don’t think you’re really applying yourself, licking my ass as well as you’re able to, I’ll let you know with a slap across the balls.”

Harris did as he was told and used his tongue to the extent of his capability in lavishing attention on Brittany’s asshole.

* * *

Stacy brought Wyatt back into the neighborhood, enjoying the spectacle of leading Wyatt, who was now dressed in the bra and panty set as well as the stockings and high-heeled shoes she had chosen for him.

“You are doing so well,” Stacy commended him. “It’s as though you’re meant to be dressed like this, looking so pretty.”

“Thank you,” Wyatt said, experiencing an entirely new sensation in showing gratitude for such a compliment.

Wyatt felt flushed as they walked past two girls he knew, each of whom were staring with fascination. One of the girls gave a low whistle, a sound that signaled appreciation, yet was indistinguishable from mockery. It was as though the girls approved of his apparel but wanted to tease him about it at the same time. Wyatt was unaccustomed to the curious new sensations he was feeling.

“While I am enjoying showing you off, you’ve kind of gotten me worked up,” Stacy said with a laugh. “You just look so sweet in your little outfit. I’m definitely going to continue to explore ways I can dress up your cute body. But right now, I think we should stop by my house.”

When she had brought Wyatt into her bedroom, she sat on the edge of her bed.

“To show your willing submission to me, I want you to kneel before me,” Stacy said to Wyatt.

She loved watching him lower himself to his knees to comply with her order.

“Take off my hiking boots,” she said.

Wyatt untied her boots and pulled them off of her feet one at a time, followed by her pair of white, cotton socks.

“Oh, that feels so good,” she said as she slid her cargo shorts off, revealing a pair of black, cotton panties.

Stacy lifted her foot to his lips and pushed her toes into his mouth. He obediently sucked on her toes while she watched, delighted by the sight of Wyatt worshipping at her feet. She pulled her toes out of his mouth and then slid the front of his panties down with the toes of her right foot. She had to bite her lip so as not to laugh about the fact that his penis fit neatly between the first and second toes of her foot.

“Does that make your little penis feel good?” she asked.

“Yes,” he felt compelled to admit.

He was grateful she was moving so slowly in stroking his penis since he was on edge already and didn’t want to come too soon.

“It’s a good thing your tongue isn’t as small as your penis,” she said.

Wyatt was unsure if that was true, but he wasn’t about to contradict her.

“Say, Stacy owns my tiny penis,” she ordered.

“Stacy owns my tiny penis,” Wyatt repeated.

Stacy had a smirk on her face as she realized that he was being earnest in his admission to her.

“Perfect,” Stacy said. “I never realized how much I wanted to own a little panty dick before now.”

She used her toes to slide the waistband of his panties up over his penis again and began to stroke him with her foot inside the small triangle of silky fabric.

“Do you want to come inside your panties?” she asked.

“Yes, Stacy,” he replied.

“I bet you do,” she said. “But you haven’t earned it yet, Wyatt,” she said, spreading her thighs. “Show me how well you’ve learned to lick my pussy, and I’ll think about making you come in your panties.”

She reached down and slid the crotch of her own panties to one side, revealing her pussy to Wyatt’s eyes while she placed her hand on his head and pulled him toward her body.

* * *

Kali brought Dylan back to her house as she’d promised, and once she’d gotten him into her bedroom, she pushed him down onto the bed. She crawled on top of him, wasting no time in beginning to satisfy her appetite. She began to strip off her clothes, and Dylan was surprised when he saw Kali’s enormous breasts tumble out of her bra. He was aware of the extravagantly feminine shape of her body, but somehow her breasts were significantly larger and rounder than he’d had thought possible. They appeared as though they’d been desperate for release, so as to press themselves against Dylan’s naked body. Which they were in moments, as Kali descended upon him, her mouth ravenous to bite and suck his naked flesh.

She was without reserve as she pressed him onto the bed and began sucking each of his nipples into her mouth, biting them each harder than he might have thought himself capable of enduring. He gasped at the intensity of her savage teeth as they all but fed upon him, leaving bruises and bitemarks from his neck down the front of his body to his hips and thighs.

“And now for dessert,” she said in a menacing tone as she devoured his cock, plunging it into her mouth in a single thrust.

She could take Dylan farther into her mouth deeper than he’d ever thought possible, and she could tell that he was impressed with her talent. She had no intention of letting him come yet, so she soon crawled up his body to straddle his hips.

Kali mounted Dylan with the same voracity with which she had been ravishing his naked body, fucking him, causing her large, pendulous breasts to swing toward his face with every thrust.

“No one has ever shown you what your body is for,” Kali said in a low growl. “It’s to be used, hard. Exhausted. Wrecked. Ruined. I’m going to train you, Dylan. You’re welcome,” she said with a smile. “You will experience new horizons of excruciating pleasure as I devour you, as I locate and tease out every raw nerve ending, torturing you with ecstasy, bringing you to the edge and keeping you right where I want you for what will feel like an infinity. Your cock will be fucked and abused until you’re ready to explode. Until you are breathless and helpless and begging me for release. You’ll do anything for me. Anything I say. You’ll come to want it, wanting simultaneously to be pushed over the edge while not wanting it to stop. You will love being my servant, my slave. You will suffer willingly in exchange for making my pussy wet, making me come endlessly. My pussy and my mouth will clamp down so hard on you it will make you feel like I own it. Because I do, Dylan. I own you, and I definitely own your cock.”

Without prompting, Dylan replied.

“I want nothing more, Kali,” he offered.

Kali met his eyes, impressed that Dylan understood his position so quickly and so well. She could tell that Dylan could hold out no longer, so she rolled his body on top of hers.

“Come on my tits,” she demanded. “Now.”

The demand itself pushed him over the edge, and within moments he pulled out of her and his cock began to jerk, squirting thick, creamy cum onto Kali’s beautiful breasts, which she displayed wantonly for him, encouraging him to drain himself onto her chest.

“You’ve made a mess,” she said sweetly. “You’ll clean up after yourself, right?”

“Yes, Kali,” Dylan said, panting hard.

He began licking his cum off of her tits as Kali closed her eyes, reveling in the pleasure of having her obedient little puppy dog attend to her with the devotion he had for her.

* * *

Damien knelt facing the corner of the room, still wearing the ball gag and butt plug Sabrina had inserted into his mouth and ass, respectively, before she  brought him back to the neighborhood, eventually ending up at the Wyland residence. He was in the position Sabrina had taught him, which was up on his knees, with his arms up and his hands behind his head. His ass was a brilliant shade of red. He was motionless and silent.

When Sabrina had brought Ethan to her bedroom, she located a thick, leather belt.

“I think you need to get a taste of the belt,” Sabrina explained.

“The belt?” Ethan asked, eyeing the implement warily.

“Are you confused?” she asked. She took the belt and doubled it in her hand. “Yes, the belt. Get in position. Now.”

She snapped her fingers and pointed.

“On your hands and knees,” she said.

Ethan felt his throat tighten. He assumed the position.

“I’m going to start you off with twenty,” she explained.

Sabrina began whipping him across the butt with the belt, and quickly brought a nice, crimson blush to the surface of his skin. When she was satisfied, she ordered him to kneel in the corner.

Sometime later, her sister Ellie arrived with Jarred in tow.

“Nice,” Ellie commented, observing Ethan’s naked body in a submissive position. “And he’s been disciplined. That’s cute.”

“Yeah, he’s adapted so well,” Sabrina replied. “How is your boy toy?”

“He’s a dick and he needs endless punishment,” Ellie said, her gaze shifting to Jarred. “On your hands and knees,” she demanded.

Jarred got down on his hands and knees, and Ellie took a seat in an armchair and put her feet up, resting them across his back.

“Don’t you?” she asked Jarred as she repositioned one foot to present it before his face. “Isn’t it true that you need to be punished?”

He kissed her foot reverently, realizing that she did not need him to respond verbally. His response was taken for granted, and his willing acceptance of being her foot-slave was testimony to this fact.

“What’s his punishment?” Sabrina asked. “I mean, for regular maintenance.”

“Like you, I gravitate toward the leather strap,” Ellie explained. “Personally, I love it, the way it looks, the way it makes a boy beg me to stop, promising he will be on his best behavior. Of course it’s too late at that point. Should have thought of that earlier,” Ellie said with a laugh. “Now it’s going to be, what, twenty? Twenty hard slaps with the strap across the head of his dick? And once I start, I can’t possibly be expected to stop. It’s too much fun. And it’s too funny, watching a boy squirm and try begging me to stop. His tight little hips and butt gyrating all around, his face looking frantic and helpless. It’s adorable. Really, it’s so cute the way boys look when they’re getting what’s coming to them. And the way that tight little butt looks is just going to make me want to give it a good spanking as well. A lot harder, of course. That’s when I can just unleash the punishment he really deserves.”

“They’re so adorable when they’re getting it with the belt,” Sabrina agreed. “Some girls will say they like to see a well-trained boy take it like a man and remain in position while he accepts his punishment. Granted, there is something to say for that, but it always amuses me to see a boy unable to control the way his hips and butt jerk when I whip him, like when I first punished Ethan. Untrained, undisciplined, and so deserving of what he receives by my hand. Fresh, unmarked butt up in the air, uncertain of what’s to come and unsure if he can measure up to what’s expected. What’s demanded. He's probably going to buckle from the pain. At least, that’s what I’m hoping for. I just love to see that.”

“One of the things I love about all of this is that the boys who were so confident, so cocksure,” Ellie said, laughing, “now they don’t even have a dick anymore since it’s gotten locked up. Now if they want to get a girl’s pussy all they have is their tongue. Every guy I see, I know that all he’s going to be able to do is lick my pussy, which, sure, yeah, I’ll let them lick my pussy. Let’s go, I’ve got all day,” she said with a laugh. “It’s like, show me what you can do with your tongue and maybe I’ll think about it, you know? I’ll consider having a boy as my little tongue slave, licking me whenever I want it.”

Ellie paused for a moment.

“And that’s what you are, aren’t you?” Ellie asked, giving him a little shove with her bare foot.

Jarred knew to remain silent and wait for Ellie to continue. She had given him every reason to be afraid of what she could do to him.

“And they know that denial is just part of it, right?” Ellie continued. “The boys are going to get these hard-ons, not even fully erect because the lock is on too tight for that. I so love the restraint of it. Seeing their dick straining for release but the lock won’t let it get all the way hard. It actually makes me wonder why it took so long. I mean, why isn’t it mandatory for all males everywhere? A tightly restrained cock is so much better. It changes them in a good way. It’s way better. Don’t you agree?”

Sabrina laughed.

“Of course, I totally agree,” she said. “At the same time, since we have them unlocked at the moment, I have an idea I think could be a lot of fun. Ethan, crawl over here and get up on the chair,” Sabrina said, indicating an empty armchair in the room.

Ethan turned from his position in the corner and crawled toward the chair, getting himself up into position.

She pulled out her phone. “I’m going to take some photos of you while Jarred puts your balls in his mouth.”

Ethan felt like he’d been punched in the gut and had gotten the wind knocked out of him.

“What?!” he exclaimed. “You can’t be serious.”

In seconds she was standing in front of Ethan with his balls in her hand. She made a fist, practically crushing his balls in her grip.

“What the fuck did you say to me?” she demanded.

“I, I’m sorry,” Ethan said through his teeth. He was wincing from the pain of Sabrina squeezing his testicles. He was trying not to hyperventilate. “It’s just that I’m not, I’m not like that, you know.”

“I don’t fucking care how or what you are, Ethan,” Sabrina replied. “You’re a little bitch-boy, and you’ll do whatever I say you’ll do. So stick your hips out now, nice and slutty, so that Jarred can try and fit your big balls into his mouth. Do you understand me?”

“Y-yes,” Ethan squeaked.

Sabrina held him in her grip for a moment longer, staring him down. Then she released him, at which point he resigned himself to his fate and positioned himself as Sabrina had directed.

Jarred dutifully crawled toward Ethan, as Ellie led him into position. He raised himself up on his knees. He opened wide and tried to fit both of Ethan’s balls into his mouth. Sabrina had repositioned herself to one side and she was laughing as she began taking photos. Ellie stood just out of the camera frame and watched with great curiosity.

“Use your tongue,” Ellie said. “Lift his balls with your tongue and then kind of suck them into your mouth.”

Sabrina took a photo as Jarred successfully got both of Ethan’s balls into his mouth.

“Jarred the ball-licker,” Ellie said, then she laughed.

“When I show everyone these photos,” Sabrina noted, laughing at the thought, “I think it’s fair to say he’ll become known for it.”

“Since you’ve unlocked Ethan, I want to watch Jarred suck Ethan’s cock,” Ellie said.

“So do I, as it turns out,” Sabrina replied. “Guess what that means, Jarred?”

Jarred hadn’t time to reply before Ellie grabbed a fistful of his hair and pulled his head back, causing Ethan’s balls to pop out of his mouth. Then Ellie took ahold of Ethan’s cock and stuffed it into Jarred’s mouth.

“Suck it, Jarred,” Ellie demanded. “Suck it nice and hard.”

She kept her hand on the back of his head, shoving his lips down around the base of Ethan’s cock, then pulling him back up, watching as he made Ethan get hard in his mouth.

“We should have him make Ethan come, don’t you think?” Sabrina asked.

“Only if you take photos,” Ellie said. “I’d love to see a nice cum shot.”

“Of course,” Sabrina said, readying her camera. “But a video would be better.”

Sabrina activated the video function on her camera as Jarred took Ethan’s cock into his mouth and began to suck it. He couldn’t take it very deep into his mouth, even with Ellie’s hand on the back of his head, pushing it into his mouth.

“I bet Ethan will come a lot after being locked up for so long,” Sabrina mused aloud.

“I am so looking forward to seeing that,” Ellie said.

“I don’t think you’ll have to wait very long,” Sabrina replied. “Jarred has gotten Ethan’s cock hard already, and it looks like he’s on edge. I bet he’s going to spurt his cum pretty soon.”

When Ethan was making sounds like he was close to coming, Ellie watched closely, and when she saw his cock throb, she pulled Jarred’s head back so Sabrina’s camera could capture the first spurt of cum that shot into Jarred’s open mouth. Then she pushed his head down onto Ethan’s cock and repeated the action so the camera could capture the second spurt of cum as well. Then Ellie pushed his head back down, trying to make him take it as deep as he could into the back of his throat.

“Nice,” Ellie said, “It looks like Jarred’s a little cum-slut. Swallow every drop, fuck-face,” she commanded him, laughing.

“Look at Jarred, the little cocksucker,” Sabrina said with an unmistakable menace to her voice. “Or maybe I should call him a big cocksucker. Ethan has a big cock, right? It looks like Jarred really loves taking a big dick in his mouth.”


Chapter 22

That evening, as promised, the neighborhood council held a block party, where the entirety of the neighborhood was invited to gather on Arrowhead Drive, which naturally dead-ended in a cul-de-sac and provided the perfect location for the erection of a small stage.

Though modest in size, it became a focal point, drawing neighbors closer and enticing them to join the celebration. Decorated with colorful banners and lights, it held the promise of entertainment and performances that would entertain all those who gathered before it.

As the sun began to set, the lights on the stage and around the cul-de-sac twinkled, casting a warm glow over the festivities. The night sky provided a breathtaking backdrop, studded with stars that added an ethereal touch to the celebration.

The previously quiet street transformed into a lively hub of activity. The neighborhood came alive with laughter, music, and food. The energy was that of a group of women and men who had not only accepted their respective places in the community but had begun to grow and thrive in their respective roles as unquestionably dominant females and willing, submissive males.

No could have predicted how the neighborhood block party would turn out. Many residents had previously gathered in one or another’s backyard for a barbecue or pool party, and there were any number of house parties over the years. Some of the house parties, particularly those held at the Wyland residence, were known to get a little out of hand, with couples sometimes finding their way into a spare bedroom or even outside under cover of the dark for various intimate entanglements. Now, however, with the rules regarding the conduct and status of the males in the neighborhood, it seemed as though everything was on the table as far as the no-holds-barred nature of the women’s attitudes and behavior.

Amber Jordan, her tight, petite body wrapped in a form-fitting, platinum-colored dress, had her husband shirtless and on hands and knees, performing as a bench for her to sit upon. She would occasionally give him a swat across the butt with her bare hand, signaling for him to crawl, carrying her to wherever she wanted to go next.

Lilly McConnell seemed at last to have acclimated to her new status and could be seen casually grabbing and pinching any and all of the unattached males at the party. She had no particular designs on any of them, she was simply enjoying her right to handle the men as she pleased.

Mariana had, to everyone’s amusement, become taken with one of her son’s friends, a boy by the name of Lucas. He was tall, and broad-chested, and she seemed to have her hand somewhere on his body at all times, directing him in how she expected him to behave. He appeared exceptionally attentive to her, deferring to her at all times and waiting upon her as a servant would. When she decided he would take off his shirt, he complied without question. When she suggested he undress further, he blushed magnificently, but he did as she asked him to.

After a few hours of drinking and partying, most, if not all of the males were naked from the waist up, and more than a few were undressed from the waist down. And there were a few more who had been ordered completely naked, a fact that seemed to be not only casually accepted, but it was encouraged.

Kate Wyland, as head of the council, got up on the small stage and using a microphone plugged into a sound system with a set of speakers, made an announcement. She explained that there was a group of men who had been selected to receive a special punishment for the entertainment of the audience.

“These four men will be stripped naked and placed in the pillory,” Kate announced. “Then they will receive a caning, one at a time, until all four of them have taken a rather spectacular punishment. Then we’ll have them remain in place so they can receive further humiliation. Everyone will probably want to give them each a few strokes of the paddle, which will be provided. This will leave crimson, perhaps even purplish bruises across their bare butts. Then they will be available for any additional humiliation.”

“Are you ready to be punished and humiliated in the most excruciating manner possible?” Brittany asked Harris. “Because that’s what’s about to happen to you.”

Harris felt his stomach twist into a knot.

“I’m, um, I don’t know,” Harris managed to reply, his voice small in his throat.

Brittany laughed.

“No, you don’t know, do you?” she said, laughing. “That’s what you’re going to learn.”

She leaned in and whispered into his ear.

“Don’t worry, everyone is going to be so busy looking at your big fucking dick,” she whispered, “they will barely notice how your face is blushing bright red from the pain and embarrassment.”

Kate Wyland had each of the four men forcefully stripped naked and locked in the pillory. In the cool night air, each of them felt a chill not only due to their nakedness, but also due to their vulnerability. They were each terrified of what might happen to them while restrained in such a compromising manner. It would turn out to be far worse than any of them had imagined.

Kate began by addressing the four men who were locked in place, awaiting their punishment.

“The main lesson you boys need to learn is how to surrender,” she began. “Surrender and submit. Kneel before your superiors. Give in and admit defeat. You’ve been beaten. You all like games, right? And in a game, there are winners and losers. Recognize that you’ve lost this particular game. Know when you’ve been bested and don’t be sore losers. Accept your fate and show some humility. There’s a reason why your dicks are locked up. Your weakness has been identified and now you’ve been properly assigned a place of servitude to your female superiors.”

Kate then produced a long rattan cane and displayed it for both the audience and the four men to examine.

“The implement used in carrying out this punishment is the rattan cane,” Kate explained, holding it in two hands and forcing it to bend. “Rattan is a strong, yet very flexible material, and it is unlikely to break, even when used with force,” she explained as she walked around to stand behind Harris.

He felt the long, thin rod placed being placed across his ass. He held himself firm. He did not want to show weakness. His entire body went stiff in preparation. But Kate, apparently, was in no particular hurry. Rather, she was taking her time, allowing the anticipation to build. Allowing his fear to force him into submission.

The assembled crowd seemed to be in high spirits, enjoying the tension that built in anticipating the commencement of punishment.

“The standard punishment is six strokes of the cane,” Kate announced. “I will double that, to make a point. To make an example of these men.”

Harris felt a sweat break out across his forehead. He attempted to steel himself.

Kate withdrew the cane from against his cheeks. He sucked in air and held it, clenching his hands into fists. He heard the sound of the cane slicing through the air. It made a dry whistling sound. He clenched his jaw. When it landed, the cane delivered a spectacularly painful jolt that sparkled electrically through his body.

The audience responded with an approving cheer.

Harris felt the waves of pain crash into his senses, then slowly ebb. He realized he was breathing harder than normal. He tried not to hyperventilate when she contemplated eleven more strokes of the cane. Each of them were, without question, going to land across his bare ass. All he could do was submit. All he could feel was the cane. The punishment seemed to happen in slow motion. He could hear the crowd assembled before him, watching as he endured Kate’s searing application of the cane across his naked body. They were clearly enjoying the spectacle. His neighbors, once a diverse collection of people he thought of as random people who lived in close proximity, were now gathered and united in observing his humiliation. He could feel them watching, examining his reaction to the cane as it seared his bare skin. A sound of approval followed every stroke, and it occurred to Harris that the harder Kate landed the implement across his ass, the more appreciative the audience was in response. Once the final stroke of the cane had landed across his bare skin, he felt himself go limp.

Following his caning, Harris could hear the sound of the audience cheering Kate’s efforts, as well as signaling their enjoyment of seeing Harris endure the entirety of his humiliating punishment. Then he heard the sounds of Kate caning each of the other three men, like an echo that continued on into the night.

Finally, the men were left as they were, each locked in position, which allowed any of their neighbors to openly humiliate them.

Lilly McConnell, who Harris had seen in the neighborhood but had never formally met took a handful of his hair and pulled his head up.

“I guess you’ve been shown you proper place, haven’t you?” Lilly asked.

Harris was unsure how to respond. She slapped him across the face.

“Answer to your superior,” she said curtly.

“Yes,” Harris said, his voice hoarse.

“Hmm, we’ll see,” Lilly replied.

She released him from her grip, then went around behind him where he could no longer see her. She placed her hand on his bare ass, then spanked him with her hand. It stung more than Harris could have imagined.

“How about now?” Lilly asked.

“Yes,” Harris replied, then quickly added, “thank you.”

This seemed to satisfy her, to his relief.

The public humiliation of the men, which went on for hours that evening, was effective in confronting them with their only option. Submit.

* * *

“Well that was a success,” Kate said to her husband, Dan, while lying in bed that evening. “I have to say that caning Harris made my pussy really wet. Just knowing he has that big cock,” she said as she slid her hand down her husband’s body, landing on his chastity device. “It made think about fucking him. I know that Riley and her daughter, Brittany have been taking full advantage of his talents. But I don’t think they’d mind if I fucked him, since I don’t think they have any use for his cock.”

Kate brought her hand up and slid two fingers into her husband’s mouth.

“I mentioned straddling your face after I fuck Harris’s huge cock, after I make him unload his cum inside my pussy. But I wonder what it would look like to have him fuck your mouth. I mean, can your jaw even open that wide? Would your lips even stretch far enough to get the head of his cock in your mouth? And how deep could you take it? I’m guessing that it would be all you could do to take it far enough that your lips could make it past the rim of his cock head.”

Kate crawled up onto her knees and turned around, straddling her husband’s face.

“Fuck, it makes me so wet thinking about you taking that enormous cock between your lips, watching him fuck your mouth,” Kate said as she pressed her dripping wet pussy against Dan’s face. She began grinding against his lips and tongue, and the first of many orgasms came quickly, soaking Dan’s face with her deliriously sexy scent and taste.

* * *

That night, Harris and the three other men were restrained, each suffering their own fate in a unique manner. At one point, Harris felt a pair of hands on his ass. They were the hands of a woman, he could tell, but he was unaware of who it was that began groping his butt cheeks and became increasingly aggressive in violating him. He could still feel the sting of the caning he’d received as the woman’s hands stroked him. He winced as she began grabbing and squeezing his butt, then he gasped as her fingers slid into his asshole.

“Shhh,” the woman said as she wrapped her hand around his balls and squeezed them tightly as she slid two fingers deep into his ass.

Harris suddenly realized that it was Brittany. Of course, he thought. Of course it’s Brittany.

She then pressed the tip of a truly massive dildo against his asshole and shoved it inside his ass.

“Your ass is mine,” Brittany said in a voice that sounded menacing. She issued the words in a forceful, low hiss.

It felt humiliating when she first penetrated his ass with the dildo. He thought the humiliation might lessen as he became accustomed to the violation, but it did not. This was partly due to Brittany’s insistence that he feel humiliated by being fucked in the ass. She intended it to be that way.

“You have a big cock, that much is true,” Brittany mused aloud. “But my cock is bigger than yours,” she said as she reamed Harris’s ass.

Brittany slapped his previously reddened ass cheek with her hand as she began riding his ass hard and fast.

“Your tight little hole is going to get so fucking owned,” Brittany said as she continued pounding him. “Not only are you my little bitch, but I’m going to keep making you my little bitch. Over and over again.”

There was nothing Harris could do but submit, just as Brittany had said he would—over and over again.


Chapter 23

The following morning, first thing, as the sun came up over Everly Woods Terrace, there were still dew drops of moisture on each blade of grass and on each and every one of the flowers that dotted the lawns and gardens of the neighborhood.

Harris Meyers’s body felt exhausted, having been used to its limit. He’d been whipped, humiliated, and had his ass violated beyond anything he’d have thought he was capable of enduring, all while mounted in the pillory and on display for everyone to enjoy his punishment. What happened as the sun was just coming up surprised him. Kate Wyland herself appeared before him for the purpose of releasing him and the other three males. She stood before him and placed her hand below his chin. She lifted his face to look into his eyes.

“Do you understand now?” she asked in what Harris felt was the sweetest, most empathetic voice he’d ever heard. “Do you understand your place in our community? What your obligations are to the females who reside here, and what your status is in contrast to them?”

Harris thought about her question, looking up into her extraordinarily beautiful, blue eyes. He realized that he did, in fact, understand.

“Yes, I understand,” he replied, his voice hoarse and practically a whisper.

And he did understand. He had come to realize his position, and he had even come to appreciate it. It felt right, somehow, a feeling he couldn’t have imagined before this very moment.

Kate smiled, looking into his eyes, and she gently stroked his face.

“Very good, Harris,” she said as she unfastened the latch and raised the wooden slat that imprisoned him in the pillory.

He slowly brought himself to a standing position, then immediately fell to his knees. Kate came to stand before him.

“Excellent, Harris,” she said approvingly. “You will kneel before your superiors without hesitation.”

She placed her hand on his head and pulled him close to her body. She wore a thin, cotton dress, and her realized that she was not wearing panties. He could detect the alluring scent of her pussy.

“Thank you for punishing me,” he said as he inhaled her scent.

Kate looked down and observed that Harris’s cock was fully erect.

“You’re welcome, Harris,” Kate said, stroking his hair and pulling him closer to her body. “I am so proud of you for having learned your lesson. I have a reward in mind for you, something for your having endured your punishment. You’ll be allowed to come, perhaps harder than you’ve ever come before.”

Harris felt his cock begin to throb at the thought, he and felt deeply grateful for being allowed to kneel before a woman, a position he now recognized as his rightful place.


Chapter 24

“I got the loveliest email today,” Taylor Ferris said, glancing down at her husband, David, who was kneeling beside her desk, massaging her right foot.

“From whom?” David asked as he worked her heel with his thumbs, applying the precise amount of pressure she preferred, a talent he’d developed through years of repetition.

“You recall that order for five hundred units we received some months back? For the CBT19?” she asked.

“Yes, of course,” he replied, slowly working toward her toes along her instep, taking his time to address each and every millimeter of the sole of her foot.

“Oh, right there,” she informed her husband. “That’s perfect. So I followed up with the customer, a woman named Katherine Wyland, and she got back to me with the most wonderfully detailed response, indicating the enormous impact it’s had on her community to have all of the males wearing your chastity device. Apparently, she is head of what she referred to as a neighborhood council. Now, imagine our neighborhood enacting such a requirement, that everyone with a dick is going to be wearing a CBT19.”

David had begun massaging the ball of Taylor’s foot, and he smiled at the thought of his design becoming integrated into the lives of all of the people in his own community.

“It’s remarkable, really,” Taylor said. “Imagine. It’s like an experiment on a large scale. The effect it had on our lives, and the lives of our employees, well, that was something to witness. I mean, we all know the positive impact it’s made on our lives,” she said as she lifted her foot slightly.

David, who was well-accustomed to catering to his wife’s desires, took the subtle movement as a cue to lift her foot in both hands to his lips. He began kissing her toes, softly at first.

“Now imagine an entire neighborhood, where all of the women living there know that the men are under lock and key,” Taylor said. “And families, where the boys are growing up with the understanding that this is the way it will be for them going forward. Well, this is what they established in Katherine Wyland’s neighborhood. She referred to it as Everly Woods Terrace, which brough to my mind like, the most serene and bucolic . . .” Taylor paused. “Am I using that word correctly? Bucolic? Anyway, it sounds like the nicest place, and to think that all of the cocks are locked up there and the women are in possession of their keys, that sounds so perfect. And Ms. Wyland was so nice to let me know how it’s had a marvelous effect on the way of life there.”

Taylor slid her toes into David’s mouth, and he responded by taking them deep into his mouth and swirling his tongue around each of her toes, sucking on them with the appropriate degree of reverence and respect for her as befitted her status as his dominant wife.

“She told me that the women in her neighborhood were really set free by putting the men in constraints,” Taylor explained. “And she has a couple of daughters, so she mentioned that the girls have taken to this new reality quite naturally. It seems that they weren’t shy about taking full advantage of the situation. She said that each of her daughters now have what she playfully referred to as ‘boy-toys,’ and they are really enjoying having their way with them.”

Taylor pulled her toes out of David’s mouth and pressed the sole of her foot against his face. He responded by performing long licks of his tongue from her heel to her toes, a show of devotion he was well-aware that his wife enjoyed.

“Obviously, it is an elevated existence,” she said, “a superior way of life to have females positioned such that their authority goes unquestioned. The device you designed not only reminds the boys of their place, but it regulates their submission to the females as well. I mean, you know that already, but my point is that here we have an entire neighborhood that has come to this realization. It’s fascinating.”

Taylor allowed David to kiss her foot once more before shifting position, lifting her left foot to his lips for a repeat of the treatment he’d provided her right foot.

“She related a funny story in her email,” Taylor mentioned. “At least, I find it funny. It seems they had a block party for everyone in the neighborhood and while I want to say that things got out-of-hand, I’m thinking perhaps it would be more appropriate to say that they got into hand. Is that a thing?” she asked. “Into hand? It seems like that should be a way of saying it. Like, the women have taken their place and instituted their authority so completely, that the event became a demonstration of their power to do anything they wanted. The men have adjusted to their position as servants, or I don’t know, maybe even sex-slaves to the women. You know, whatever each individual female wants the male, or males, in her life to be. She said that any neighborhood parties in the past were pretty tame events, with maybe a couple or two disappearing into the bushes for a bit of fun. This, she explained, was different. The women were free to do whatever they pleased right out in the open, without anyone judging them. And the fact that all of the men were shirtless, or in some state of undress, even fully naked, inspired them to really enjoy themselves.”

Taylor pushed her toes into David’s mouth again, appreciative of how compliant her husband was in applying himself to worshipping her feet.

“She wrapped up the email with a question,” Taylor said. “Not for me, but I guess it was more a question for the universe. She said that they made a show of punishing a group of males for the entertainment of the rest of the neighborhood. Really humiliating and painful punishment, as she described it,” Taylor said with a mischievous smile. “It was kind of a celebratory moment for the women in the neighborhood, I guess. They wanted to make a point of demonstrating their power to do absolutely anything they wanted to any of the men without feeling guilty about it or feeling compelled to explain themselves. So she wondered what’s going to happen. The males had already adjusted to being under lock and key, and individual males had begun to respond to the females as an authority over them. But now, it seems that it’s been proven to each of the men that they are not only to be subjugated to female authority, but they have no status whatsoever. They have only to follow orders and obey, without question, the command of any female. She wonders just what their lives are going to be like now that they’ve established this new, deeper reality.”

David was allowed one long, last lick of her foot from her heel to her toes before his wife brought her foot down and placed it between his legs. She could feel his chastity device being presented forward by his semi-erect cock.

“When we went into business selling our devices, I didn’t foresee having such an impact on people’s lives,” David said. “It’s rewarding to have had some contribution to the establishment of a female-led reality for so many people.”

Taylor smiled, a beautiful expression that told of her deep pleasure in having a dominant status in relation to her husband, and all of the men in her life. She slowly raised the hem of her dress, as she spread her knees wide, exposing her inner thighs and the most spectacular pussy David had ever seen. Taylor placed her hand on the back of his head and combed her fingers into his hair.

“It is a much finer existence for you, isn’t it?” Taylor asked. “Being dominated completely by your wife?”

“Without question,” David replied as his wife pulled him forward onto his hands and knees, with his face between her thighs.

“That’s right,” Taylor purred. “Absolutely, positively without question.”
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