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Playback Payback

Honestly, he didn't understand the complaints. To him, it all sounded like whining. Online, lots of guys insisted that the bar scene didn't really work. These were the men who got shy and nervous. They were the losers, the ones who weren't bold enough or brazen enough to approach a woman, chat her up, learn all he could, and exploit her weaknesses to get what he wanted.

Michael understood, of course. He knew that there were whiny little feminists out there who would have argued he was doing something wrong with this perspective. And yet, he didn't care about those girls. Unless they were in front of him and gorgeous enough to earn his attention, they were ultimately worthless. He didn't care about “kindness” or “compassion”. He wasn't interested in “building a relationship,” either. He just wanted one thing.

Sex. Hot sex. He wanted to be sweaty, dirty, and primitive. When he brought a woman back to his place or her place, or a hotel, he wanted to hold her hand until that moment when he pushed her up against the wall, kissed her passionately, slipped his hand between her legs, and started to finger her. He wanted to hold her wrists against the wall as he pressed his body to hers, his stiff cock reminding her of exactly what was about to happen.

And of course, there was his other “unique taste”.

On this night, Michael stepped inside the White Star and let his gaze sweep the establishment as he took in the sight of the different groups of women and men assembled at the bar and various tables. Obviously, there were groups of guys out. They were laughing and joking. Simultaneously, they were probably trying to work one another up enough to go ask some random girl out.

“Pathetic,” Michael whispered under his breath. As far as he was concerned, those guys may as well have been back in middle school. Too shy, too weak, and too cowardly to actually approach a woman, they needed to pretend that they had gone out for some other reason.

Michael knew why he was at this bar. He knew what he wanted. More importantly, he knew what he would get.

Over the last few years, he had learned all the different tactics. He had studied pickup artists, rhetoricians, and even books on female romance. He didn't adopt any particular strategy. That was always going to be too specific, too rigid. Instead, he considered the various strategies at his disposal as he glanced along the women. If a girl was interested in him right away, he could get more aggressive. If she pushed back, he could lure her in.

One way or another, it would always be a hunt. He needed to use the right bait, he needed to get her into the correct position, but he would always have her down on her back or on her hands and knees. Better yet, he loved taking those elegant women who had clearly been successful in other parts of their lives and showing them where they really belonged. Sometimes, he loved seeing a woman with her hair tied up into a bun or back into a ponytail. He could pull those ties or ribbons or barrettes free, letting her hair fall down around her shoulders. Whenever that happened, she probably expected something sweet and romantic. Michael preferred it when he could grab her by her hair and use those long tresses as handlebars while he fucked her face.

Looking around the room, he scanned for potential partners. He smirked. He wasn't actually looking for a “partner”. Instead, he needed to find prey.

He spotted a couple of sorority girls.

At one point in his life, going after coeds like those would have intrigued him. After all, he wanted to feel their breasts, to wrap his arms around their narrow waists, to lean in and smell their hair. Not only that, there was a special kind of challenge when it came to confronting a group of girls. But at this point, he wasn't interested in them. They were too easy. He knew exactly how to find the weakest girl in those groups. He could tease her just a little bit, and suddenly her friends would get jealous of the attention she received. Within a few minutes, they would all be desperate to win his approval. And with that, he could take one or two or three of them back to his place.

He continued to scan across the bar.

He saw a woman seated alone.

Way too easy, he decided. First off, she looked like she was waiting for someone. There was a very good chance that she had already been stood up.

Then he saw someone else. Seated at a table off to the side and in the corner of the room, she had her phone out. Back straight, she stared down at her device as she typed out a message. Unlike some of the sorority girls who were obviously hiding in their phones to avoid any awkward conversation, this woman seemed focused. There was that little wrinkle of tension between her eyes as she considered some important decision. She was a little bit older. That was fine with him. If anything, it added to the excitement since he wanted to see what he could get away with.

Opening his mouth just a tiny bit, he ran the tip of his tongue along the edges of his teeth. He considered exactly what might happen next.

Finally, he made his move.

Michael strode across the bar and between the different groups.

As he approached, he didn't know exactly what he would say. He didn't have anything planned.

“Good evening,” he said when he was close enough. “May I join you?”

The woman turned back to him. She tilted her head to the side. She didn't say yes right away. Instead, she seemed to scan and assess him. Her gaze swept up from his polished shoes to his pressed pants, along his shirt, all the way to his tailored jacket. He looked formal and wealthy without seeming like he was trying too hard. Not only that, she could make out the silhouette of his muscles. Clearly, Michael was a man who exercised regularly. He may have been a little bit older, especially compared to the gym bros who usually frequented places like this, but he carried himself with a sense of dignity and gravitas. Unlike those boys, he had a real job.

“Do I know you?”

“Not yet,” he replied. “And hoping to make your acquaintance.”

He held out his hand as though this was nothing but a business meeting.

The woman hesitated again. She wasn't nervous or shy. That much was obvious. Rather, she was assessing him again. She had a little bit more information, and now she took her time as she made her decision.

She reached out, probably expecting a handshake. Instead, he turned her palm to the side, he leaned down, and he kissed her knuckles.

It was an easy and practiced move, yet she still smiled anyway. “My apologies,” he said. “This isn't a business meeting, and we aren’t competing.”

“Aren't we?”

“That depends,” he said. “May I sit?” He was very courteous. He seemed very trustworthy.

Finally, she made her choice. “Go for it.” He pulled out his seat, and he glanced over at her drink.

“Thank you,” he said. “And can I know, what is your name?”

“Melissa,” she said.

“Hello, Melissa,” Michael replied. “It's a pleasure to meet you.” From there, they started talking. In truth, Michael only paid a little bit of attention to her answers. Although he made a point of memorizing every important detail, he nonetheless remained focused on the contours of her cheeks, the texture of her hair, and the outline of her body. She was older. That much was obvious. She had experience. That much was also obvious. Even so, he considered exactly what this could include. He started thinking about how he could get her back to her place, or a hotel. Not only that, he wondered exactly how many positions he would be able to try her out in. Maybe she would be down on her hands and knees with her face buried in a pillow. He could yank on her hair, sending the spasms of pain down into her scalp as she cried out, moaning from the mixture of pleasure and discomfort. Or maybe she would just be on her back, gazing up at him as he pushed into her nice and hard and fast until she came.

They flirted. They played. They debated. They argued about different political maneuvers, business tactics, and pop culture. They talked about music, he asked questions, and he remained engaged. He focused on their conversation, giving her the sense that he really cared about each and every one of her answers.

It was working, he could tell. He could sense that excitement, especially when the waitress finally brought over a bill for their drinks. He reached over, took it, and set his platinum card on that little sliver of paper. She pretended not to notice.

“That's very generous of you,” she said. “I suppose that means I owe you a drink.”

Sounding truthful, Michael smiled, “You don't owe me anything, Melissa. I have enjoyed the quality of our time together. But if you're offering, I won't say no.”

She nibbled on her bottom lip. She glanced off to the side without having any genuine interest in the other denizens at the bar.

“You know, I only came here because I had a rough day,” she said. “I figured I would have one drink and go. After that, I’d probably go back to the office.”

“Please, tell me that isn't your plan for tonight,” he said.

“Oh? Why would you care?” Melissa asked.

He studied her pale skin, her dark hair, her vibrant green eyes, and the scattering of freckles across her cheeks. “I hope this doesn't sound patronizing or condescending because that really isn't my intent. I just think that a beautiful woman like you has so much more to offer. Don't get me wrong. I'm sure you have a useful career, and I'm sure it is very important to you. But life can't just be a question of work. Sometimes, we need to be able to enjoy ourselves.”

“You really are good at this, aren't you?”

“What?”

“Seduction,” she said.

“Only if you will let me take you by your hand and give you a ride back to your place? I would love to take you up on that drink.”

True to his word, he extended his arm. She considered him for another moment or two. She wasn't some horny sorority girl who desperately needed the approval of a guy she just met. Even so, Michael seemed like the kind of man she could enjoy. That was why she made the decision.

They went back to her place. Before they even made it through the front door, they were kissing hard. He ran his fingers up along the nape of her neck and into her hair. His mouth pressed against hers. There was the heat, the friction, and the wild excitement of trying something and someone new.

Back at work, she oversaw the marketing specialists, the production engineers, and everyone else. As the CEO of Vibrant Cosmetics, she had to contend with every major issue. It was always frustrating, of course. Even if this was essentially her company, she couldn't do everything all at once. Rather, she had to delegate; she had to trust people.

For a powerful woman like Melissa Spearman, that could be a significant challenge.

She let it go.

Tonight, she wouldn't stare at Excel sheets, revisit old meetings, write emails, or consider proposals. Instead, she would just have this man with her. She would enjoy this time. She could be superficial and enjoy a one night stand. After all, it wasn't as though she expected anything more than that.

They didn't get to the drinks. Instead, she grabbed him by his hand, she escorted him through her penthouse apartment, and she brought him into her bedroom. Once he saw the mattress, he grabbed her by her shoulders and pushed her down. Her hair flashed around her face as she fell. He pounced, grabbing her, pushing her down, and straddling her. His hands went to her wrists, and he pinned her deliciously.

“One last thing,” she said, her tone shifting. “What's your last name?”

Michael didn't see the harm in telling her the truth, so he told her, “Drake.”

“Michael Drake? Really?”

“Really,” he promised her.

At that moment, she didn't know whether or not he was lying. Only then, Melissa decided she didn't care. After all, this man was handsome. He was well dressed. He knew how to talk, and she had enjoyed herself up until this moment.

“Close your eyes,” he said, surprising her.

“What? Why?”

“Because it heightens your arousal,” he said. “You won't know where I am or where I'm going. You won't even know what I’ll be doing,” he told her.

“That sounds ominous,” she said.

“Ominous or exciting?” He smirked. “It's okay if you're nervous. That's the point. A little bit of fear can heighten the arousal.”

“Okay,” she said, fully cognizant of the fact that he wouldn't be able to do anything truly dangerous. After all, she could open her eyes at any moment.

Michael got up. He reached into the pocket on his jacket, and he fished out the small device. He placed it there on her bedroom dresser. Within seconds, it was running.

She didn't see it. She didn't hear it either. Instead, he chuckled. There was that low, throaty sound. Then he moved back into position. He was right there with her, and he started to touch her again. He grabbed her wrists, he straddled her, he kissed her, and he savored the way she squirmed beneath him.

“You feel amazing,” he said. “You feel like you belong to me.”

She threw her head back, laughed, and finally grabbed him. Her arm slipped out from under his grip, and she placed her palm on the back of his head. She pulled his face down, and she kissed him hungrily. Not only that, there was this eager moan vibrating from deep within her body.

Apparently, he didn't like that as much. When Michael grabbed her wrists again, he tightened his grip. Clearly, he wasn't going to let her go.

For some reason, that triggered something amazing within her. If this had been a regular David, she probably would have been annoyed. But then, she just wanted to have fun with him, so she didn't argue.

Pretty soon, he was working the buttons on her shirt. She did the same for his top. He shrugged off his jacket, and she sat up, removing her blouse. His shirt followed. Next, he grabbed onto the zipper attached to her skirt. He pulled it down from her waist and slipped behind her. She scrambled, moving fast to kick off her shoes, peel away her stockings, and throw her skirt to the floor. Soon, she was down to her bra and panties. He wore his boxers.

Just as she expected, he looked good. There was something about the definition of his pectoral muscles. He had this strong, powerfully built abdomen. Maybe he was tensing his muscles to look especially good for her. In any case, it worked!

She squirmed out from underneath him, grabbed him, and shoved him down onto his back. This time, she grabbed his wrists.

“You know, I can get back on top whenever I want,” he said.

“Aren't you curious about what could happen next?” Melissa asked him.

“Definitely,” he said.

She smiled down at him, only then he saw how she revealed the edges of her teeth. Still, she kissed him on the neck. She brushed her lips down toward his clavicles. From there, she trailed those soft kisses down along his chest.

From there, she started to stroke his bare biceps and forearms. It felt good. It felt really good.

Even so, he lost his patience and grabbed her. He pushed her down, and then she laughed. “I think you want me out of my bra and panties,” she told him.

“Strip,” he ordered.

“Bossy,” she answered.

“You have no idea,” he said.

He withdrew just long enough for her to strip. She removed her bra, followed by her panties. Then she was naked. He yanked down his boxers, and she decided that he had a pretty nice cock. There was something about his girth, and the way his erection pointed forward. She smiled, and he repositioned himself. She spread her legs, and she motioned for him to come into position.

Michael obliged.

He leaned down and kissed her. He pushed his arms against her sides as he started to tease her crevice. He rubbed the tip of his cock along her opening. Then he pushed in. Little by little, he made her moan. Unlike some overly excited frat boy, Michael took his time. He enjoyed this, as he gave her body the opportunity to adjust. More and more, she relaxed. There was that wet heat between her legs. He pushed forward again. He pushed into her, stretching the walls of her crevice.

She bit down, locking her teeth together. “Fuck,” she hissed. “Yes.” She didn't raise her voice. She didn't need to. There was that mixture of desperation, eager desire, power and control all mixed into those syllables.

He pumped into her, pulled back, working. He kissed her again, and he savored the way their bodies connected. This was amazing. This was better than he had expected. They grunted and moaned together, the sound spinning up into the air until they hit that point of completion.

After her one night stand with that guy, Melissa only very rarely thought of him again. Just a couple of days had gone by, and maybe she sometimes lamented the fact that she didn't get his number. Instead, she accepted that random rendezvous for what it was. Besides, she didn't actually know that man, and there had been no guarantee that they could have any kind of real or serious relationship.

Only then, she started to hear the whispers. As the CEO of Vibrant Cosmetics, Melissa routinely walked along the different floors. Other managers and executives made all of their subordinates come to them. Melissa did this from time to time, especially when it came to different meetings. Even so, she tried to make herself as visible as possible for her staff. As far as she was concerned, there was nothing worse than a CEO who didn't seem to actually understand what was going on within her own company.

At one point, she had been walking along, and she heard someone whisper.

Later on, she headed between another row of cubicles, and there was laughter. It quickly stopped, morphing into tight silence.

She glanced over her shoulder at her employees. They studiously looked away.

Unwilling to ask what was going on, she instead focused on the day-to-day operations of her company. Managing all of these people, all of these products, suppliers, plans and marketing campaigns required a tremendous amount of effort. She could handle it, of course.

Finally, she decided she couldn't take it.

There was something about the way everyone at the company started to look at her. She still had the respect. Only now, something else seemed to infect those errant glances and stolen glimpses.

She talked to her most trusted advisor, Kelly Tillerick. “What is going on? What the heck is going on?”

“I don't know,” said the attorney. “I promise, I'll figure it out.”

Less than an hour later, Kelly came back. She knocked on Melissa's door; the CEO waved her in.

“You're not going to like this,” Kelly said. As a lawyer, she had a lot of practice when it came to delivering bad news. All too often, her clients didn't understand how the law works, and they often underestimated the weakness of their various positions. Even with a skilled lawyer like Kelly on their side, that didn't guarantee victory.

“What is it?”

“I emailed you the link,” Kelly replied. Then, uncharacteristically, she added, “I'm sorry.”

Melissa didn't like the sound of that. She didn't like the sound of that at all.

Worse, Kelly added, “If you want, I can track him down. Just let me know.”

Melissa still didn't really understand. Him?

Initially, her mind went back to Michael Drake. Instead, she started thinking about some of their competitors.

Despite her trepidation, she turned back to her pewter, checked her email, and saw the message from the attorney. Next, she spotted the video attachment. She opened it. The file downloaded, and then she saw her bedroom. Not only that, she saw Michael Drake on top of her, pumping into her, grunting as she moaned through the ecstasy. Worse, Melissa saw her own face. She heard her own voice.

“That bastard,” she said.

Immediately, she thought of that moment when he had instructed her to close her eyes. Maybe that had made her just a little bit nervous, but she never imagined he would have a camera on him. His phone? Maybe. Then again, she didn't think he would have been able to set it up that quickly.

Those were foolish assumptions, she quickly realized. Then again, she had been aroused by his presence. Slightly tipsy, she had been overconfident. She had also been very tired after a full week of work.

Those excuses didn't change anything, however.

Instead, Melissa Spearman leaned back in her chair, she crossed her arms, and she watched the video. This was probably only a segment of it, she realized. After another minute or two, it stopped. She watched it again. She watched it repeatedly as she considered exactly what she would do. Finally, she returned to her computer, and she typed out the instructions for the attorney.

The first step had been to find him.

Kelly, true to her word, had been able to track him down within just a few hours. She had his phone number. Technically, he hadn't given this to her. Even so, she typed in his number, pulled her phone to her ear, and she waited.

“Hello?” Michael sounded genuinely confused, like he didn't really answer the phone like this. Maybe he expected some automated voice to tell him about a home warranty or some new car insurance she could purchase.

“Hello, Michael,” she said.

“Hey,” he said.

“It's okay if you don't recognize my voice,” she said. As she spoke, she injected a little bit of shy enthusiasm into her voice. “I'm sorry. I know this is really silly of me, but I did a little bit of cyber tracking, and I found you. I was thinking about the other night. I had an incredible time.”

“Cyber tracking?”

“Okay,” she admitted. “Some cyber stalking.”

“It's not too much, is it?” Melissa asked, doing her best to sound shy and demure.

He could hear it in her voice, of course. He understood exactly what was going through her head. Or at least, he thought he did. As an experienced man, he had dealt with clingy girls before. They started to catch feelings; these were the girls and women who usually believed in some form of feminism, only to get swept up in a romantic notion of what a relationship “should” be.

On his end of the line, Michael smiled. He was at work, yet he enjoyed this pleasant distraction, especially since it had been so unexpected. When it came to Melissa Spearman, Michael had assumed he would have some fun with her, get his recording, post it, maybe pleasure himself a couple of times to it, and move on with his life. After all, it was a big city and an even bigger world. There were always other women out there.

In fact, he reflexively considered just hanging up on her. That would have been the simplest course of action. He didn't need to say anything else. He could have just ended the conversation, gone back to his life, and enjoyed some time with another girl.

Something held him back. It was a different kind of temptation.

Maybe it was the way she had resisted him when they fucked. She hadn't fought, not exactly. Ultimately, he had enjoyed himself. Even now, his cock twitched as he considered the excitement from seducing her. Unlike one of those insecure college girls, Melissa had something special.

“Not at all,” he finally said. At the same time, he thought of getting this girl into some really dirty position. He wanted to feel her mouth around his cock. He yearned to pump down into her, to take her every hole and to use her hard. He wanted to leave her sweating, dirty, and utterly spent. Maybe he was playing with something marginally dangerous here, but he could handle it. He could handle her. “I’m actually a little bit flattered.”

“Well, it's going to be my birthday soon,” she said. “I was hoping you would come to the party.”

A party? Really?

Because she couldn't see his face, he allowed himself the privilege of a frown. He wasn't interested in a relationship; he didn't care about anything they might do outside the bedroom.

Maybe she sensed that or it could have been dumb luck on her part. Either way, she told him, “Then maybe we could have some fun. After? You could be my special birthday present.”

“You have no idea,” he mouthed. “That sounds lovely,” he told her, automatically reverting to that gentlemanly tone. “If you would like an escort for the evening, I would be happy to take care of you.”

“I'll text you the information,” she said.

Michael surprised himself by spending a little bit of extra time to get ready. Initially, he had assumed he would head over to her party right after work. Instead, he turned this into a little bit of a game. He left the office earlier than usual, headed back to his place, shaved, showered, and put on a new jacket. When he glanced back at his bathroom mirror, he nodded with approval.

He looked good. He was definitely ready for her.

He added just a touch of cologne, double-checked the address she had sent him, and headed over.

Another strategy would have been to show up a little bit late. That way, he could leave her waiting. He could make her uncertain and doubtful. That was always fun, especially because he loved that piquant expression on those women's faces when he used that strategy in the past. Again, he thought of those feminists who insisted they were strong, independent, and capable of surviving all on their own. And yet, they still needed him. They craved his approval. Better yet, they wanted to stand next to him. That way, they could show off to all of their friends.

That probably would have worked with a woman like Melissa.

Then again, she was smart. She was the kind of woman who knew how to think through corporate strategy. Consequently, he wondered if she would be prepared for that kind of tactic. Instead, he did the opposite. He showed up just a little bit early.

When he parked outside of the restaurant, he nodded approvingly. This place was nice. He saw the marble pillars, the glass walls, and the inside fountain. He closed his car door and headed inside, thinking there should've been more people out here. Then again, he smirked, thinking that he was early.

He made it to the front door, only for it to open a second before he could reach out toward the handle. She slid out, she looked amazing.

She looked good. As a beautiful woman, she knew exactly how to trigger these reactions within him. Excitement flashed across his body, especially as he drank in the sight of her pale shoulders, those red straps, and the fabric clinging to the rest of her body. In this crimson dress, she looked incredible. All too often, women would go to their own parties or other events and dress “sexy”. Unfortunately, they didn't usually understand what that meant. They would put on something elaborate, something creative, something with lots of flowing inches of fabric. As far as Michael was concerned, that was gross.

When a woman wanted to be sexy, she needed to show off her body just as Melissa was doing right then and there in front of him. He loved the cleavage she revealed, the contours of her waist, and he couldn't wait to turn her around to see her ass. He already suspected that the fabric of her dress would run down along the small of her back to the curves of her butt. It would be beautiful, and he looked forward to gently running his fingertips along those contours. Better yet, he would get to shove her down onto her hands and knees, he'd glance up her skirt, probably tearing the fabric right before he yanked down her panties and plunged forward, his cock penetrating her as she cried out and moaned.

Deviant thoughts continued to play behind his eyes even as he maintained that chivalrous expression on his face. Once again, he reached down, he took her by the hand, and he gently kissed her knuckles. With that little bow, he probably reminded her of some Disney prince.

“I hope it's okay that I'm a little bit early,” he told her.

“It's perfect,” she replied. “This way, we can spend a little bit of time together before the entertainment begins.”

“Entertainment?”

“You know how these events go,” she said. “Technically, it's my birthday, but it's going to take a lot of work.”

“I can see how that goes,” he told her. “I have been to events like this. Technically, it's supposed to be a party, but one person always ends up doing all of the work.”

She looked at him. “You have no idea.” And now, she smiled, “Would you like me to get you a drink?”

“I can get it,” he said.

“No,” she replied. “Let me. I appreciate your indulgence, especially since I tracked you down. I know that would have scared off a lot of guys.”

“It's fine,” he reassured her. Better yet, he stepped back, and he let his gaze sweep down from her hair to her face, her shoulders, that tight waist and those toned legs. Maybe she was older than the other girls he often went after, but there was still something incredible about her. Most of all, he still searched for the opportunity to conquer her. That would be the best part, of course. She would be down on her hands and knees, and he would pull on her hair. He would turn those lovely tresses into nothing but handlebars. He would thrust forward, savoring the tight heat of her pussy as she moaned just for him.

And when he was done, he could move on. It would be simple and easy. Even if she developed feelings for him, that wouldn't be his problem.

“I insist,” she told him. She stepped back, skittered away on her high heels, and left him alone, standing there by the entryway into the restaurant. He looked out at the different tables arrayed to his left and right. This really would be a lovely location for a fancy dinner.

Out in the parking lot, he saw the empty spaces, and he nodded to himself. At the same time, he wondered exactly how many people would be here tonight.

Then again, another possibility occurred to him.

The notion of taking this woman and conquering her like some horny sorority slut obviously appealed to him greatly. He didn't get everything he wanted from her the first time. But now, he contemplated the possibility of blowing this girl off altogether and finding one of her friends or colleagues.

He had done that before. It was easy to go to a party with one girl, only to find someone else, to start flirting, and to move on. The first time it happened, it hadn't even been intentional. Seriously, Michael showed up with one young woman, and he assumed he would take her home as well. Only then, he decided he really wanted his date to get desperate, so he started flirting with her best friend. Eventually, he went home with that best friend instead. Apparently, these girls had been arguing; fighting over one thing or another, so he got into the middle of it. After that night, he hadn't bothered calling either of them, so he had no idea what happened to their friendship. Then again, it was none of his business.

Since it was early, he didn't have to worry about it one way or the other.

Melissa came back, and she extended the wine glass. He took it, they clinked their drinks against one another, and he took that first sip.

“How is it?”

“Good,” he said.

“I'm glad,” she told him. “I think it's going to be a fun night.”

“I agree,” he replied, but he had no idea of what she had planned. He couldn't envision what she had just done to his drink either.

Back in college, he had been vaguely aware of the dangers the girls faced. But for him, it was always abstract. He never really considered how it probably made them feel to know that they couldn't go to a bar and just relax or have fun. They always had to be defensive, thinking about what someone might have done to their drinks. Since he had been mostly focused on honing his skills and learning how to seduce the girls around him, Michael hadn't worried about what the girls actually went through.

Maybe, once or twice, he had even considered the idea of using some chemical concoction to get what he wanted. Eventually, he shrugged off the idea. It hadn't been a question of ethics. Instead, he remembered dating one girl, and she had been pretty lifeless in bed. He hadn't known any better back then. He hadn't moved on quickly. Instead, he had consistently hoped that maybe love or practice would have made her more fun underneath her blankets. He figured drugging a girl would be even worse.

But now, he sipped from his drink, and he considered the texture and flavor of that line. It had a little bit of bite to the back of his throat. It was still sweet along his tongue. He couldn't decide whether or not he really enjoyed it, but he told her it was good, and he followed her past some of the other tables when she turned and started to walk. She was speaking.

Michael covered about twenty steps between those cloth covered tables before his vision started to blur at the edges. He didn't understand how something like that could happen. Instinctively, he rubbed his eyes. His knee bent as he took another step, only his muscles seemed to go slack. He didn't understand how something like this could be possible. He paused for a moment. He braced his hand against one of the tables.

When Melissa turned and glanced back at him, she marveled at how quickly the drug had kicked in. Truthfully, she had assumed it would take at least a little while longer. She had worried about him getting concerned, and deciding to leave. But now, he braced both of his knuckles against one of those tables. His shoulders tightened, and he shook his head from side to side, jerking back and forth, but he thought that would be enough to dislodge whatever had started to bother him.

Melissa turned back toward him, she reached out, touched a hand to his shoulder, and she almost expected him to knock her arm back. Instead, he shook his head again like a dog trying to get dry. “What is it? Are you okay?” She let the faux worry slide into her voice.

“I'm fine,” he growled back.

“Are you sure about that?”

He didn't bother answering. Instead, he pushed himself away from the table. His plan had been simple: stand up straight, prove that he could still maintain his balance, and finally fight through whatever was bothering him. In truth, he had never lost control, not like this. There had been moments when he had been sedated at a doctor's office or while sitting in a dentist's chair, but that had always been expected. This time, he didn't know what to do, what to say, or how to react. Usually, he could rely on his instincts as he flirted and danced around with the different women near him.

This time, that wouldn't work.

“Here, let me help you,” she said again.

If he had glanced up, maybe he would have seen that triumphant smirk on her face. But as he tried to fight through that little disorientation, the world spun, and he finally pushed himself away from the table, although Michael wasn't sure whether or not that was a conscious movement on his part.

He took one step, his knees buckled, gravity yanked him down, and he hit the tile floor. It probably hurt, but he didn't feel it.

He lost consciousness.

Michael groaned. He could hear that sound vibrating within his chest, only he couldn't pull himself together. He couldn't think clearly. Everything seemed distant and far away.

For a long time, he just lay there. He didn't attempt to move, nor did he try to say anything. As far as he was concerned, he could just lay there for as long as it took for the world to come back into focus.

For a little while there, he thought he was getting better. But then, he became more aware of his body, and his muscles remained sluggish. He licked his bottom lip. That was easy enough. He could sense real physical sensations. Somehow, that didn't tell him anything useful. He tried to get his eyes open. He didn't succeed the first time. He tried again. Before, he thought he had made some successful attempt, yet his mind continued to drift for quite some time. The disorientation and unease refused to abate. It felt like a long time had passed. A few hours? A few days? He seemed to hover for a very long time.

Then he finally opened his eyes, and he wasn't dreaming.

At first, Michael had assumed he was down on his back. The obvious explanations flashed through his skull. He must have had too much to drink. Maybe he ate something rotten, got dizzy, and slipped, hitting his head on the way down. Those ideas seemed plausible enough. Normally, he thought of himself as a healthy, dexterous male. He was the kind of guy who didn't have those sorts of accidents. Then again, he was getting a little bit older, so maybe it was just time for some mental glitch to finally take place.

And yet, he wasn't on his back.

As his eyes fluttered open and he really gained his sense of awareness, he realized that he was somehow on his knees. He started to lower his head. He tried to move his arms. For some reason, he couldn't.

Overhead, a light shined down on him. It created a vibrant circle of illumination around him. After that, however, he couldn't see anything. He couldn't see anything at all.

Michael tried to say something. At the last moment, he stopped himself, thinking better of it.

He tried to move again.

Turning his head to the side, he saw the smooth, polished wood. His eyes widened. He flexed his fingers, he could move them easily enough, only his wrists pushed up against the wood around them. What was this? What was going on?

Then he dropped his gaze downward, and he started to squirm. After a few more seconds, another detail clicked into place. He was naked.

In his first opening seconds, he had assumed he was on his back, and maybe in his bed. If not there, then maybe some beautiful woman had allowed him to sleep with her. He shivered at the thought, if only because he always enjoyed having fun with his targets before he disappeared back into the night. Even if they took her car, he had no problem grabbing a taxi or a rideshare.

Only this time, he wasn't on his back, he wasn't in a stranger's bed, and he wasn't wearing any of his clothing either.

He tried to think through the previous night. Closing his eyes since he couldn't see past the unyielding dark anyway, he concentrated. Michael focused, summoning every ounce of concentration he possessed. He remembered getting a call. It was a call from a woman. It was a call from a beautiful woman. Melissa. Her name popped back into his head, and he remembered that instant attraction. She'd offered a different sort of chase, a better flavor of challenge, and that had been good enough. He had enjoyed seducing her and recording all of this. Better yet, he had posted the video.

Normally, he didn't monetize his videos. Sharing them represented something else to him.

Another man might have been inclined to come up with some ideological justification. Maybe some misogynist would have insisted that these girls acted like sluts, so they shouldn't be entitled to any sort of privacy. Maybe, since they allowed themselves to be seduced, they deserved to have their sexual exploits broadcast out into the world. Michael wasn't that sort of hypocrite. Instead, he did it for just one reason: power. It made him feel good. He loves taking those girls, stripping away their veneers of demure independence, and showing them off. He recorded them, posted the videos, and let them spread across the internet because it turned him on. He loved knowing that they had been recorded, that they didn't understand how they were performing. He loved the sense of power and control.

Only now, he found himself trying to pull away. Little by little, he came to the conclusion that he was definitely on his knees. Not only that, his arms were spread, his elbows bent, and his fists pointing forward. He kept looking around at the pieces of wood holding him in that position. He tried to kick out, to stretch his legs, but he couldn't. More and more, he came to the inevitable conclusion. His legs had been strapped down. He couldn't turn his head far enough to see what was going on. Instead, his cheek just pushed back against that polished wood.

Another word popped into his head. He wasn't even sure exactly where it came from. Vaguely, he remembered. Maybe learning it back in middle school? Maybe he even learned it in elementary school. It was an old term, one that he never really thought about on a day-to-day basis.

He was strapped into a pillory. He could feel the stocks around his wrists, his neck, and that wasn't all.

When he tried to pull away, there was pressure between his legs, especially around the base of his cock and down toward his balls. He was on display, utterly powerless, and he still didn't know what was going on or how he could make this stop.

On some level, he wondered if maybe he had been kidnapped…

Right away, he did his best to dismiss the idea. First off, he wasn't some politician or CEO. As far as he knew, he didn't have any real enemies. Granted, he had certainly angered plenty of women, but there was no way they could do something like this to him. Instead, he had to come up with a different and better argument. There had to be another explanation for all of this.

Nibbling on the inside of his mouth, he raised his gaze toward the ceiling, only to see the bright light beating down against his spot. He was right there in the center, and he glanced out toward the black again. He kept wondering if maybe there was anyone out there. He could have called out for help.

Something stopped him. Something held him back.

Breathing faster now, he decided he was strong enough. He wasn't sure if he had been drugged, but the sedatives seemed to finally be fading from his system.

After one nervous gulp, Michael started to pull. He began to tug. He tried to jerk out with his arms and legs. He did his best to punch his arms forward.

The pillory rattled just a tiny bit. He didn't really shake it, nor could he tear his way free. He tried harder. His heart started pounding. His breathing came faster. The clarity had finally returned, but he didn't like anything he was seeing.

This couldn't seriously be happening, he tried to tell himself. Oddly enough, Michael started to search for some evidence that he remained incapacitated. Maybe he was still lost within some hallucination or something.

As much as he wanted to believe it, he couldn't. Instead, he could feel the reality of that situation. There was something about the texture of the polished wood, the cool air flowing across his body, and the sharp light stabbing down into that rounded perimeter. This was real. This was actually happening. Even if he wished this could have been some kind of nightmare, it wasn't.

His nostrils flared, his nose twitched, and he concentrated on getting angry.

Rage, pure and unfiltered, might have given him the strength to break free. He jerked and bucked from side to side, thrashing as hard as he could.

Then, he called out, “What is this? What the hell is this?”

Truthfully, he hadn't expected anyone to answer or respond. Instead, he kept fighting, and then the other lights came on, and he saw them.

Women.

There were so many women standing out there in that ballroom! They all wore expensive looking gowns and dresses. They all looked so regal and put-together. They wore makeup, high heels, and those elaborate dresses that probably came with the names of fancy designers a man like Michael had never heard of. He saw women with brown hair, black hair, red hair and golden yellow. They were all smiling at him. A few held up their wine glasses, toasting him without saying anything.

Then his eyes sped over to the middle of the group, and he saw her.

Melissa.

“What, what is this?” Michael asked, only now the anger drained away from those words. Instead, he stared at her. Uncomprehending, he didn't understand what this meant, how she could be there, or what she had in mind.

Melissa sauntered forward. She moved with quick, easy steps, despite her two-inch heels. Suddenly, she was right there in front of him, and she casually reached down. She tilted her head to the side as she came closer and closer. She could have kissed him. Instead, she dropped her hand out of his line of sight, and her fingers brushed along his cock. Trapped in that stock, she stroked his balls before gliding her nails gently up to the base of his shaft. His body reacted. Stimulated, he got hard.

“You can't do this,” he told her. “This is illegal. You're breaking the law.”

“Quick,” she asked with a little smirk. “Ask me if I care?” She didn't raise her voice. In fact, the other women probably couldn't hear her. None of them seemed to mind, however.

Louder, he called out, “This is kidnapping! If you try to keep me here against my will, there are going to be consequences! I can ruin you! I can ruin all of you!”

The women didn't respond. Even if there were close to a hundred of them out there, they just watched him, their eyes sparkling. A few glanced over at their friends and whispered something, but she couldn't make out that soft hush of sound.

“They're going to listen to you,” Michelle promised. “They all know what is going to happen here.”

“What? What is going to happen here?” Michael asked. The desperation soaked into every syllable leaving his mouth. He couldn't help it! With his face, hot and his heart pounding, he couldn't strategize for something like this. On a day-to-day basis, he knew how to survive in the modern world. He considered himself to be a very successful individual. Except now, they held him as a prisoner, and he couldn't break free. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't rip himself away from the pillory. The stocks kept him locked in place and trapped there for her amusement.

She proved it as she brushed her fingers along his cock again and again.

Michael loathed how his body responded to her gentle ministrations. Then again, they had spent the night together. She knew how to read his frame. More than that, he was just a guy. As a man, he was susceptible to that sort of stimulation. He could hate it or rage against it, but he couldn't change those autonomic responses. Instincts and evolutionarily programmed reactions stole control.

“We are going to punish you,” she promised.

“Punishment?” Michael started to ask, only she tilted her head to the side, leaned in, and kissed him. She pressed her mouth to his. Confused, he didn't know how to respond. She continued to enjoy herself, sliding the tip of her tongue along the edges of his teeth before she finally pulled back.

“That's right,” she told him. “Punishment. You need it. You need it badly, Michael. I know what you did. In fact, everyone here knows what you did. Don't worry. Only a few of your victims decided to come out tonight. The others are my friends, colleagues, and associates. Even if you haven't hurt them specifically, they know all about the men out there who are just like you. Officially, you might be a good guy. Maybe you donate money to charity. Maybe you volunteer. But behind closed doors and when you think no one is looking, you let your worst instincts take control, don't you?”

He stared back at her, his eyes narrowed to frustrated splits.

She grabbed his stiffened cock, her fingers encircling his shaft. “Don't you?”

“Yes,” he admitted. “There. I said it. You're right. But don't worry. I will do better from now on. I swear!”

“Maybe,” she said. “But you know, I think we want to punish you first. I think an orgasm would be a good start.”

An orgasm?

He didn't understand what she meant. This didn't make any sense! Only then, she stroked his cock. She brushed her fingers along his member, working him from the base to the tip, then back again. With every second, she gave more in that slow, seductive rhythm. Her fingers tightened every few seconds, stimulating him. Fresh waves of need gripped him.

Then she laughed, and she lifted something up with her free hand. “Don't worry, it’s going in here,” she said. Then she placed the bucket down in front of his cock.

She squeezed again.

Right away, he told himself that he wasn't going to react to her touch. He didn't care if she knew what she was doing. He didn't care if she had practiced. Despite her expert touch, he wouldn't allow himself to embrace those instincts, not in front of all of those strangers.

Even if he didn't look at them directly, he knew that they were out there. There were girls amongst their ranks, young women as young as eighteen. Many of them looked older, probably around Melissa's age. Whether they were blonde, had black hair or brown, they all smiled at him. They watched him with their blue, green, and brown eyes. They were smiling. Some of them wore pink lipstick. Others wore darker shades of red, or even something close to dark blue or black. They smiled, they giggled, they whispered back and forth to one another. But most of all, they watched!

He could feel their sparkling eyes aimed at him as they enjoyed the show.

“This isn't going to work,” he said, focusing his attention on Melissa again. “I don't care what you do. This isn’t going to work. You can't do this to me!”

“Let's see, shall we?” Melissa replied. She laughed, squeezed, massaged and manipulated him.

He opened his mouth, and he tried to speak. That was a mistake. He divided his focus, and when he lost that concentration, the muscles kicked in. He could feel it up along his inner thighs, down into his balls, and along the length of his shaft as she squeezed. She fondled him, and he felt that first spurt. His shaft started throbbing. He did his best to deny it; he tried so hard to fight it.

She milked him. Right there in front of all of those people, she milked him! She squeezed him and ran her hand up and down along his member until the orgasm left him drained.

“That was just the beginning of your punishment,” she said.

He started to answer with a smile, only she lifted her arm and called out to the other ladies in the room, “Girls, are you ready?”

About a dozen of them stepped aside. Tracking that movement, he saw the table now.

He saw the paddles, the crops, the whips, belts, and more.

Melissa stepped away from the platform, and she walked over to the table. She grabbed a paddle, lifted it up, and smacked it down hard against the palm of her hand.

Jerking him off had only been the beginning. She showed him he wasn't in control of his body, and now she would illustrate exactly what she could do to this hapless boy.

Panicking, he jerked and thrashed. He bucked and pulled, punching and doing his best to kick his way free. The pillory contained him, however. He couldn't move more than a quarter of an inch in any direction. Worse, the women were enjoying it. He could see those vibrant smiles on their faces as they laughed and giggled.

Melissa returned to the pillory, and she stepped behind him.

Desperate now, he called out, “Look, I'm sorry. Okay? I'm sorry for everything I did.”

“What did you do?”

“I seduced you!”

She paused. She waited for him to add more. He didn't say anything, probably because he still couldn't envision a scenario where she truly figured out exactly what had happened.

Only then, she swept the paddle down, and a solid surface crashed hard against his backside. The pain exploded along his skin, starting at the curves of his ass before flaring into the rest of his body. He bit down and shut his eyes. Lost to that darkness behind his eyelids, he experienced the full brunt of that rush of agony.

“Try again,” she said.

“I seduced you, and, and…” Despite his best efforts, he couldn't say anything. After all, he knew about the laws against revenge pornography. Technically, this hadn't been revenge, but he doubted any judge or district attorney would care about that.

With his lips pulled back, he sucked in a breath. He tried to think of some way to get out of this.

Before he could come up with something good, she struck again. The pain exploded along his nerves. He couldn't take it! His eyes watered, and he found himself panting from one breath to the next as he tried to contend with those different sensations as they roared across his nerves. She struck once, twice, then a third and fourth time. She brought the paddle down at intermittent moments, meaning he couldn't lose himself to any specific rhythm.

Then she stopped, and she came up to him. She grabbed his ass, squeezing him. Worse, his legs were spread, meaning she could slide her hand down between his buttocks, between his inner thighs, and along the base of his cock. The wood guy offered him some small degree of protection, yet she could still touch him and manipulate him. Every second of contact sent another jolt of desire racing through his body.

Those kinds of urges should have been impossible now. He still tried to fight them, yet his cock stiffened again. A couple of the women watching let out little wolf whistles. They were laughing, and now she touched the paddle to his backside.

“Tell me what you did,” she commanded.

“I, I…”

Michael still couldn't force the words out of his mouth.

She struck again, slamming the paddle down hard and fast. Soon, he lost count as the barrage stretched on and on. In reality, just a couple of minutes probably went by. For him, it felt like hours!

“Who would like to go next?” Melissa called out to her friends.

There were so many women out there.

They were laughing, cheering, and they swarmed the table!

He drank in those details, and he finally understood what was about to happen.

The women formed an actual line behind him!

“No,” he called out to them. “No. Please! Please, you can't do this! You can't do this to me!” He shouted out the words louder now as the desperation punctuated every syllable.

But then, the real punishment began. He felt the bite of the whip, the snap of the belt, another paddle, and other even more esoteric instruments as they crashed down against his reddened flesh. He screamed again and again. At first, he tried to maintain some stoic defiance, like they could punish him, and inflict the sensations, yet he wouldn't react.

They shattered his hopes in the span of just a few seconds. After all, these women were relentless. Worse, they knew what they were doing. They struck over and over, delivering one blast of agony after another.

He panted and cried out. He screamed.

The women weren't done with him. On the contrary, they were just getting started!

After that miniaturized eternity of pain, a woman stepped in front of him. She had blonde hair. The strands were tied back into a beautiful ponytail. Her bangs curved along her forehead, and she smiled, the red of her lipstick shining as she looked into his eyes. “Are you ready?”

“No more,” he said.

“Don't worry. We can make you enjoy this,” she said with a smug smile.

She grabbed his cock, squeezed, and started massaging just like before.

His lips parted, and he stared back at her for those first couple of seconds. At this point, he didn't know what to do. He didn't know what to say or how to react. His chest tightened, his stomach clenched, and yet she continued to push him closer and closer to that rush of desperation.

Pretty soon, the heat overwhelmed him. Those urges shattered any kind of defiance he tried to summon. Then, all at once, he came again. The orgasm rippled through his body, and he cried out. The explosion of pleasure gripped him.

The girl finished. He added another contribution to the bucket, and she laughed before patting him on the head.

Another woman came up behind him. She looked young. Really young. She was probably a recent high school graduate, but she still took the time to tell him, “I have met so many boys who are so bratty and immature. I guess they don't ever really change, do they?”

He tried to answer. He needed to respond with something. He wasn't even sure what the words were supposed to include, but it didn't matter because she had her belt, and she struck, snapping it down in one tight movement after another. With every blast of searing pain, he cried out. He shouted. He screamed!

Before this, Michael would have assumed that he would have been better and stronger and more resilient. He would have assumed that he would be able to endure anything these women dished out. And yet, he kept screaming. The sounds echoed across the open expanse of the ballroom and up against the walls. Those noises ricocheted from one minute to the next.

It was time for another orgasm.

A different woman, one he had never met, grabbed him by his most sensitive body part. She massaged him, working her hand furiously. Of course, this required extra effort on her part. He had already climaxed, and he didn't feel like he had anything left.

It didn't matter.

She took him. She claimed him. Once again, she showed him just how little control he had over his new existence.

“Please,” he tried to beg breathlessly. “Please. I, I can't take it…”

Another girl stepped in front of him. She was a little bit older, but she just shook her head from side to side. There. Just like that, she denied his plea for mercy.

And then there was Melissa. She stepped up next to him, grabbed him by his hair, and forced his head up. The back of his neck pushed along the top curve of the opening for his head. “You know how this goes, don't you? Sometimes, someone is just helpless and dirty. They don't get to control what happens. That was how you made me feel, Michael. I mean, I didn't think we were going to get married. I didn't think we would even see each other again. But I never imagined that you would record it and post everything like that.” She sneered, “Disgusting.”

Michael tried so hard to answer her. Again, he wanted to apologize, to beg or plead for her forgiveness.

That wasn't going to happen.

The other women lined up again.

Again and again, they whipped him. They paddled him. They belted him until he couldn't take it!

Then they allowed him to breathe.

They gave him a few minutes to catch his breath and attempt something close to a recovery.

Another woman grabbed his cock. By now, he didn't know exactly how many times he had been milked. Each orgasm produced less and less. But now, she squeezed and worked him. A different kind of pain seemed to sear from between his legs and up into the core of his being.

“There’s nothing left,” announced the woman.

“I guess that means it's time to move on to the next phase of tonight's festivities,” Melissa called out.

He didn't understand what she meant. Even so, he heard those words, and the fear tickled the back of his brain. Hairs rose up along the nape of his neck, and he squirmed again with what little strength he still possessed. He did his best to wiggle free.

“Ladies, shall we begin?”

“Do it!” shouted out one woman. Another stranger called out, “Do it!”

The chant began, “Do it! Do it! Do it!”

“It's time!” Melissa answered, and that flock of women laughed.

Although he didn't want to know, Michael still did his best to brace himself. He struggled to envision the next “phase” of their plan. He didn't understand what sort of game they might have in mind, but if he understood it, then maybe he would be able to create some kind of psychological barrier. If he could conjure some mental defense, then maybe he would be able to retain some independence or freedom.

Despite his best efforts, he didn’t know what to expect. He didn’t know how to anticipate this pack of women.

Tentatively, he looked back up at their apparent leader.

Melissa. He saw that beautiful woman, and he considered what he might be able to do or say to get her to change her mind. There had to be something. He wondered how he could seduce her. If he couldn’t seduce her, then what could he offer to bribe her?  If a bribe didn’t work, he could try a threat again, yet these women seemed utterly untouchable.

As far as they were concerned, they would get away with this.

Weakly, he raised his head, and he looked out at the assembled women. Moment by moment, he did his best to find some detail, some weakness, something he might be able to use. He just needed one point of leverage. If he could get that, then he would have a chance.

Locking his teeth together, he struggled.

He failed.

Michael couldn’t come up with anything good. Whether he liked it or not, he was bound and exhausted. Even then, a couple of women came up to his left side. Others appeared on his right. They opened up the pillory, removing the straps and locks before freeing him. They even pulled his cock free from the miniature stocks for his genitals.

“What is this?  What do you have planned for me?  What are you going to do?” he did his best to utter those questions like some threatening competitor. He wanted her to understand that she had to take him seriously.

Melissa ignored him.

Instead, those women freed him from the pillory, and they grabbed him by his arms. Immediately, he did his best to pull away. After those repeated orgasms and the constant bursts of pain, his legs barely moved. His arms felt like dead weights.

They had a problem dragging him forward.

Melissa addressed her friends and colleagues, “Ladies, you know what this boy did. What did he do?” The CEO of Vibrant Cosmetics allowed that question to hang on the air for several more seconds. “He lied to me. He recorded us together. This boy thought he could get away with it. He thought he could violate my privacy without facing any consequences. That’s what he needs. That’s what this boy needs. He needs consequences. He thought he could get away with it.” Melissa carefully made each point, one after another. He heard those words, and he tried to pull himself away from the women closest to him. It didn’t work. They had left him exhausted; he could barely move his entire body. No one there worried about Michael escaping, especially because there was something almost enchanting about her voice as Melissa continued, “We all know that this is unacceptable. We all know that he needs to be punished. So let’s see what we can do with him, shall we?  We drained him, we spanked him, and now look at him. Is he some big, powerful man who can go out and do whatever he wants?”

These ladies called out their answer immediately, “No!” it was emphatic, defiant, and utterly unyielding.

In previous generations, women didn’t have any kind of recourse like this. When a man misbehaved, they could complain. More often than not, however, they would’ve been accused of hysteria or some “mistake”.

Melissa didn’t have to deal with that sort of nonsense. She had her cadre of women arrayed around her. There were dozens of them, maybe even a hundred. All alone he wouldn’t allow himself to be defeated like this. Even now, he searched for some strategy.

There was none.

The women held on to him, and he panted out one offer after another. He wasn’t even sure of what he was saying himself.

But then, the other women separated, forming a corridor between their numbers, so then he saw the bed. He hadn’t been able to view it from his previous position, but they were dragging him forward.

“What are you doing?” Michael demanded. “Tell me!”

They laughed.

“Don’t worry about it,” Melissa said to him. “We’re just giving you exactly what you need.”

Michael didn’t know what that meant. He didn’t want to know!

Again, he tried to speak. Again, he failed. At least, he tried to raise his voice, but now the women pushed him toward the bed. Seconds later, they shoved this naked man down onto the mattress. He bounced just once, and they started to restrain him. He scrambled, desperate to break away. That sudden rush of fear gave him another burst of strength, but it wasn’t enough.

Hands grabbed him by his wrists and his forearms, his ankles and his thighs. They shoved him down. One on one, he probably could have overwhelmed any of those women. Outnumbered like this, however, Michael thrashed and fought, but they pushed him to his back, spread his arms and legs, and tied him into place.

Leather shackles encircled his wrists and ankles, rendering him completely and utterly helpless.

As he struggled and fought, he twisted his body from side to side. Drawing on his last reservoirs of strength, he tried to show these women that they couldn’t control him. No matter what they did or how many laws they broke, they wouldn’t be able to defeat him!  They couldn’t tame his spirit!

“Settle down,” came a smooth and soothing voice.

It was Melissa. Of course, it would be her. Frustrated, horrified, humiliated and degraded, the naked man lifted his gaze, and he saw her right there, poised above him. Just like at the bar where he found her, she looked so beautiful. When he first focused on her, she had been playing on her phone. There had been that look of concentration. He saw it again here as she gazed down at him, only now something else slid into her expression. It was amusement. It was joy. It was the easy knowledge that she had captured her prey, so now she could do whatever she liked with him. More than that, he wouldn’t be able to stop her…

“Michael, this is going to be very uncomfortable for you, but that’s okay. You need to learn your lesson. Tell me. Are you learning your lesson?” Again, her voice sounded so soothing.

“You can’t do this,” he breathed out.

“Yes, I can,” she answered.

“Can I do it? Can I give them to him?” asked one of the women.

“Yes, you can,” Melissa said.

That was when a petite girl pulled herself up onto the bed. She straddled him, pushing her knees against his sides. He opened his mouth to speak, but that was when she shoved her hand down against his lips. Not only that, something fell down against the back of his throat. She had just shoved something into his mouth!

He tried to spit it out, but this girl kept her hand locked against his lips. Whether he liked it or not, he would swallow those pills.

Worse, Melissa leaned down, and she whispered to him, “Swallow them. If you don’t, I’ll put you back in those stocks, and let each and every woman here punish you for at least an hour…” Echoes of imagined pain flared across his skin.

One hour each…one hour with each woman standing behind him and slapping or whipping or striking his ass…

That would’ve meant days of punishment. Days. He couldn’t take those countless seconds and minutes. He couldn’t tolerate that kind of torment. Even if he outwardly insisted that he was strong enough to defy these women, he could sense the truth at the core of his being. His façade didn’t matter; he couldn’t seduce these women. They saw the truth and knew who he really was. That was why they could do this to him. That was why they could do whatever they liked to him, and he wouldn’t be able to stop any of it.

Once he swallowed down those pills, he clinched his eyes shut.

“Michael, I want you to know that you just swallowed a dose of the fast-acting formula.”

“What? You’re drugging me again? I’m going to pass out in a few seconds? Is that it?”

“No,” Melissa replied. “Not at all. That wasn’t a sedative.”

“Then what was it?”

“A stimulant,” she told him.

“What kind?”

“I think you already know,” she said as she reached down between his legs and wrapped her fingers around his circumference. Taunting him, she stroked his shaft again.

Fresh excitement should have been impossible. Arousal should have been impossible!  He understood that fact, and he could feel it along every fiber of his existence. Only then and there, she squeezed again, and the urges flashed along his skin again.

His eyes widened, and she started chuckling. “You’re figuring it out, aren’t you?”

“No…” Michael whispered emphatically. He didn’t want to believe it. He didn’t accept it!  He couldn’t!

Unfortunately for this boy, his acquiescence had become irrelevant. It didn’t matter what he did or said. The fiscal reality of those chemicals running through his body sent shivers dancing across his skin. Not only that, there was a different kind of pain along his manhood. His cock stiffened as she touched him.

Despite his reticence, Michael raised his head, and he looked down along the length of his body. He saw his bare chest, his tensed stomach, his shins and thighs and…

Michael struggled to ignore that last detail, but he couldn’t hide from it. She toyed with him, and she laughed. “They’re watching you,” she reminded him. “All of my friends and colleagues are watching you right now. Isn’t that right, ladies?” For that last part, Melissa raised her voice. She called out to the women assembled in the ballroom.

They were clapping. They were laughing. Others were bustling. The cheers rolled across his body. The entire room seemed to vibrate and thrum with the collective approval of those women.

He clutched his eyes shut and tried so hard to hide from them.

Spread out, strapped down, naked and vulnerable, there was no real way for him to hide from the truth. They had him, and they could continue to play with him for as long as they liked.

Michael couldn’t stop them. He wasn’t strong enough. He hadn’t been smart enough to escape.

“I want you to know something, Michael.” Her tone shifted. She sounded sincere. At first, he figured she was just messing with him again. She wasn’t. She looked down into his eyes, and he saw her. He focused on her, and he understood that she briefly meant all of this. “You hurt me. You hurt me because you didn’t care about me. I’m not talking about a relationship or some romantic connection. I’m a big girl, and I knew what our one-night stand was supposed to be. But you couldn’t just enjoy yourself, could you?  You had to show me off to the world. You had to make yourself feel big and important by denigrating me.”

She slapped her captive across the face. There was just one quick blow. It snapped across his face, making him cry out. Strangely enough, the pain hadn’t been as bad as the shock, yet that was enough. “Tonight, you pay for all of your misdeeds.” She had sounded so sincere, so dedicated to these simple feelings. But now, she pulled away, and she looked out at her associates, “Isn’t that right, ladies?”

“Yes!  Absolutely!” Cheers and approval rang out from the crowd. Those women shouted and clapped and laughed. That wall of sound seemed to collapse down on this man as these women made it clear that his kind of behavior wouldn’t be tolerated or accepted.

“Diana,” Melissa shouted.

Diana?

Michael didn’t understand. He blinked, and he looked around. He pushed himself up despite the restraints. Then he saw the women part once again. They cleared a path, and a naked woman strode forward. She was big. Very big.

Panicking, he turned to the left, then the right. He looked around, perhaps hoping to see some sympathetic face. Instead, he saw something else altogether.

The women around him had grabbed their phones, and now they pointed their cameras right at him. They were recording this!

“No…” he mouthed. As hard as he tried, Michael couldn’t even force real breath past his lips, teeth or tongue. Instead, he just looked panicked as this woman strode forward. She climbed up onto the bed, and she grabbed him. She took his stiffened cock and lowered herself down.

She was so big! She was so powerful! The weight of her body pushed down against them, trapping him. Even without the restraints around his wrists and ankles, he wouldn’t have been able to get up.

The women were laughing. They were pointing. They were watching and recording all of this. Second by second, they captured his fate in the digital memories of each device. This would be captured from dozens of different angles.

He squawked. He cried out. And now, he was moaning as the tight walls of her pussy ensnared his shaft. She was hot and wet right there between her legs. Her pussy squeezed, and he hated this even as he bit down. Eyes wide, he arched his back and struggled to escape, but he couldn’t get away.

He shouted something.

That was when someone handed Diana a pair of panties, and she shoved them down into his mouth, gagging him.

Eyes wide, he stared up at her. Uncomprehending, he did his best to scream again.

It didn’t work.

She was bouncing now, sliding up and down. He saw the jiggle of her bare breasts and endured the rhythm as she took what she wanted.

Within seconds, his member started throbbing. Too bad. The drugs kept him stiff!  She continued to play with him, one moment into the next. His balls had been so thoroughly emptied, but it didn’t matter. The chemicals forced him to maintain that erection as this woman used him.

Around him, the women laughed. They continue to record it. He moaned and groaned. He tried to say something, yet he couldn’t speak through the soft fabric wedged between his teeth.

Those noises continued to wash over him, second by second as he lost himself to those sensations. For this boy, there was no escape.

“What do you think, ladies?” Melissa asked. She sat at the head of the conference table, and now she leaned back. “I’m thinking our little soiree restored my reputation, don’t you?”

The women assembled around the table nodded and smiled knowingly.

“Absolutely,” said one of her colleagues.

“No question,” declared another.

“That boy is never going to forget about the lessons he learned.”

“No, he won’t,” Melissa agreed. “Can we see the recordings?”

At the center of the table, the projector activated, illuminating the blank wall behind Melissa. She turned around, and she sought the different panels. Sixteen separate squares showed Michael as he got paddled, whipped, belted, teased, and fucked from more than a dozen different angles.

“We have more,” one of her associates said.

Melissa didn’t respond for quite some time. She allowed her gaze to drift across the different squares as she studied that man. She saw the looks of frustration, desire, humiliation, anguish and anger dart across his handsome face. There was something so delicious about those contortions, especially as he couldn’t do anything to stop this from happening.

“This is perfect,” she said as she considered exactly when the footage would be revealed to the public. His reputation would never be the same.

The End
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If you’re interested in a commission, you can reach me at amandacarver664@gmail.com, or you can check out my other titles!

The Verger Treatment

James has power and respect, so he views the people around him as servants and tools. Still, he isn’t invulnerable—no matter what he thinks. His wife suggests a wellness retreat, so James is brought to Crestwood Asylum, a facility where wealthy individuals are imprisoned, trained, and broken. They can be modified with surgery and electroshock therapy, and later sold off as personalized slaves or monetized. James initially feels secure, but his world is about to change when he is stripped, shaved, and locked in a straitjacket. His "cure" begins with a diagnosis, chastity, intensive punishment, and surgery. This is the first novella about a facility where anyone can be enslaved as they’re subjected to surgery and brainwashing. The cruel doctors and surgeons know what it takes to transform any patient.

*This 34,000-word novella features extensive domination, bondage, cuckolding, chastity training, feminization, electroshock therapy, medical play, surgery, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Jasmine’s Sissy

Jasmine, a traditional girl with a passion for fashion, started her own business. Now she needs a model to showcase her clothing, so she picks Michael. He’ll be perfect! With the right incentives, Jasmine manipulates him into modeling for her. She designs various outfits for him, but eventually wants to own him entirely. She plans to tie him down, force him to clean her apartment, and even creates an adorable uniform for him. Michael may struggle to resist, but if it comes down to a battle of wills, he’ll lose. There’s no way this boy can compete against a woman like Jasmine.

*This 27,000-word novella features female domination, sissification, feminization, chastity training, spankings, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of eighteen.

Black Widows

Miranda uses her beauty, charisma, and gravitas to attract men. She teasingly taunts them until she gets bored. Her new husband, Christian, faces a darker fate as Miranda's true intentions are to strip him of his assets, dignity, and freedom. Miranda's two daughters, Alyssa and Katrina, help her tease and humiliate Christian; these women can work together to break him. Christian is locked in chastity and trained to crawl as Miranda enjoys herself. Outnumbered and outsmarted, he doesn’t stand a chance against this woman and her two daughters.

*This 26,000-word novella features extensive female domination, cuckolding, humiliation, findom, light CBT and SPH. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.

Bullied Cuckold

Dylan feels like a lucky guy since he’s dating Alyssa. She’s so pretty—definitely out of his league. It won’t last. Dylan gets into a fight with Ryan, a guy who bullied him all through high school. Alyssa can only watch. And when it’s done, she’s turned on. She can’t help it. More importantly, Alyssa decides to have sex with Ryan whenever she wants, and Dylan can't stop her. He offers everything he has, but he can’t satisfy his girl. As Alyssa explores this new side of herself, she humiliates Dylan and teaches him to obey his superiors. Pretty soon, she’ll have this boy on his knees as he begs and pleads and gives up everything.

*This 9,000-word story features cuckolding, extensive humiliation, male chastity training, reluctant bi, elements of SPH, and more. All characters are consenting adults over the age of 18.
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