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Chapter 1

Peter North looked out the kitchen window while washing a coffee cup in the sink. He had a nice, happy, and contented feeling that was due in part to the nice weather. It was unseasonably warm for early September. And discovering the apartment he had found to live in for his first semester in college had seemed like a stroke of luck. It was significantly cheaper than some of the other situations he had taken a look at, and it was better. It was a room in an old house, but not the kind of old that was run-down, but rather the kind of old that had a certain elegance to it.

The house still had much of its original woodwork, and it had been well-maintained. There were surprising amenities, like the free-standing, claw-foot bathtub. Not that Peter took baths, since he’d only used the shower in the house in which he grew up, until that was no longer an option. But the idea of taking a bath seemed nice. He had noticed that his roommates definitely appreciated the bathtub. He was unsure if he would be allowed to do so as well.

His roommates were really nice, Peter thought. They were three girls who had been wary at first about living with a man. He had told them he entirely understood if they were not comfortable with him living there. He mentioned that he was accustomed to such an arrangement having grown up in a house with his mother and two sisters. He did not explain that none of the three were actually related to him.

His birth mother had passed away and his father had started dating a woman who might have become his stepmother except that his father also passed away before they officially married. At that point, he was living in a house with the woman and her two daughters, and since Peter clearly had nowhere else to go, he remained living there until he left for college.

Whether it was because he had experience with living as the sole male in the house, or because he was well-mannered, or maybe just because there were a lack of suitable roommates to pay rent who were willing to live in the downstairs bedroom, Peter never knew. But they did allow him to move in, and they seemed to get along with him well.

So Peter felt happy. He was comfortable, and maybe more relaxed than he had ever been. He was looking forward to his first semester in college and getting to know everyone he was sure to meet.

He had gotten to know Wendy, Olivia, and Mia, his three roommates, and a few of their friends as well. Everyone seemed pretty chill. They had talked about having a house party, which sounded good to Peter. He hoped to get to know more people since he didn’t have any friends and he felt somewhat alone.

He was lost in thought and looking out the kitchen window when he heard someone behind him. It startled him, and the coffee cup he was washing slipped between his hands. It hit the counter and didn’t break, but then it bounced and landed on the floor, shattering on contact.

Peter whirled around, looking at the pieces of the coffee cup on the floor with horror. He dropped the sponge into the sink, and with both hands he grabbed either side of his shorts and his underwear and yanked them down to mid-thigh.

“I’m sorry!” he exclaimed, his voice frantic and sorrowful.

Wendy Mayer was shocked into silence for only a moment.

“What the fuck, Peter?” she blurted out.

“I’m sorry, it was a mistake!” Peter replied.

“Why are you showing me your dick?” Wendy demanded.

“Because I—” Peter started to say, then suddenly realized what was happening. He yanked his shorts up. “I’m sorry, Wendy, it’s just that I’m used to . . .” he trailed off, unsure of what to say in his defense.

“Used to what?” she demanded. “Flashing girls that you live with? Showing your dick in an inappropriate way?”

“No, it’s just that . . .” and again, he trailed off.

“Yeah, OK, Peter. You are going to need to explain what the fuck just happened or you’re going to have to move out. Like, today. And it’s kind of looking like maybe you’ll have to move out regardless, because I just can’t think of a good excuse for you pulling your shorts down when I walk in the room.”

Peter turned to look at Wendy. She was mad, obviously. She had her arms crossed as both a protective measure and as a defiant attitude toward him.

Peter took a deep breath. He looked truly remorseful by Wendy’s estimation, so she was at least going to allow him to attempt an explanation.

“Um, growing up, I had a, um,” Peter began attempting to explain, “I had a mother, I mean she wasn’t really my mother. She had been my father’s girlfriend I guess.”

Peter noticed that Wendy was growing impatient with his meandering story.

“She was very strict,” Peter managed to say. “And so whenever I was clumsy or forgetful or if I damaged anything, she would punish me. And when she punished me, it was always with my pants down. I learned over time that the best thing for me to do whenever something happened was to just immediately pull my pants down and begin apologizing. I’m sorry, it’s kind ingrained in me now. It was inappropriate, and I apologize and I will do everything in my power to make sure that it never happens again.”

Wendy was struck with how earnest Peter was in his apology. She couldn’t think that she had ever heard anyone apologize so completely, with such a degree of reticence. She was silent for a moment, observing him. He was clearly waiting for her to declare her judgement.

“So . . . really?” Wendy asked, sounding a bit taken aback by the whole thing. “You were punished with your pants down so regularly that it became an automatic thing for you to whip them down?”

“Yes,” Peter replied.

Wendy chewed gently on her lower lip.

“So, then what would happen?” she asked, her voice a bit gentler.

“She would punish me,” Peter replied. “With one of many implements she had for the purpose.”

“For even something as minor as breaking a coffee mug?” she asked, looking at the ceramic shards on the linoleum floor.

“Oh, this would not be counted as a minor infraction,” Peter explained. “She would whip me very hard if she thought I didn’t sound enthusiastic enough in thanking her for the whipping I had just received. And pretty much anything her daughters told her I had done I would be punished for. It didn’t matter if I had done it or not, since she always took what they said over anything I said. In fact, some of the worst punishments were when I claimed that something her daughters had said wasn’t true. She took it as if I was claiming that her daughters were liars, which was about the worst offense.”

“So, they got you in trouble? Your sisters?”

“Yes, but they weren’t really my sisters,” Peter said.

“Oh, right, I guess, well, they weren’t your stepsisters either. They were just two girls who lived in the same house? And they would get you in trouble with their mom?”

“Yes,” Peter replied. “Constantly.”

“Why, were they just really mean?”

“I don’t know,” Peter said. “I think they just liked the power they had to cause me to get punished. I think they thought it was really funny to watch.”

“They would watch?” Wendy asked.

“Yes.”

“With your pants down?”

“Yes,” Peter admitted.

Wendy was silent for a moment. She looked at the pieces of the coffee cup. She glanced at Peter’s shorts, and the subtle outline of his penis in the front. In the moment, she had been mostly shocked at what was happening. But now that everything had quieted down, she thought about the fact that Peter was surprisingly well-hung.

It was part of the anachronism that Peter appeared to be, Wendy thought. He was really cute, and well-built, and now, as it turned out, well-endowed. But he didn’t act like any of that was the case. She knew a lot of guys would be arrogant assholes if they’d had even one of Peter’s characteristics. But Peter was the most polite and well-mannered guy she had ever met. She and her roommates were kind of surprised that such a guy existed.

“OK, I accept your explanation,” Wendy said at last. “Pick up the pieces of the coffee mug and be sure to get all of them. And make sure that if I ever see your penis again it’s because I have asked you to show it to me, OK?”

“Yes, thank you, Wendy,” Peter said with obvious relief and gratitude.

Wendy walked out of the kitchen, having entirely forgotten her purpose in going in there. She went upstairs with the vague idea that she was going to her room, but when she passed by Olivia’s room, she saw her roommate sitting on her bed looking over a syllabus for one of her classes.

“Hey, Olivia?” she said, and leaned against the door frame.

Olivia did not notice her.

“Olivia?” she said again, slightly louder.

“Oh, what?” Olivia replied, pulling the ear buds out of her ears. She found her phone and pressed pause on the mix she was listening to.

“Hey, I just had a really weird thing happen,” Wendy replied.

‘What? What was it? Come in, come in,” Olivia said, gesturing.

Wendy walked into the room and sat down in the armchair facing Olivia’s bed.

“So, I just learned a whole bunch of crazy things about Peter,” she began. “And I saw his dick.”

Olivia was lying on her bed, propped up on her elbows. She seemed to be processing the information Wendy had just imparted one word at a time.

“OK, see, this just leads to whole bunch of questions, so you’re going to have to explain,” Olivia replied. She raised a hand to sweep her long black hair back and tucked it behind her ear, a thing she did when she was preparing to listen intently.

“So I walked into the kitchen, Peter dropped a coffee mug, it broke, and then he yanked his shorts down,” Wendy explained.

“Um, what?” Olivia asked.

“In the moment I was too shocked and kind of appalled at that development,” Wendy continued, “but I did notice, to my surprise, that he has a really nice dick. I mean, he wasn’t hard or anything, of course, but it was like a banana hanging there. Anyway, I’m all like, what the fuck, Peter, and so he starts apologizing. His dick is still out at this point, so, you know, this is getting weird. Then he pulls his shorts up and tells me that his, um, I want to say mom, but he went to great lengths to explain that it wasn’t his mom. It was the woman whose house he grew up in, and she had two daughters who weren’t his sisters. Anyway, they all saw him getting punished for any little thing to the point that he told me it was just automatic. He had learned to pull his pants down for punishment immediately when he thought he might get in trouble.”

Olivia had a faraway look, like she was imagining what Wendy was telling her.

“Do you think that’s why he is so, you know, well-mannered and stuff?” Olivia asked. “He grew up in a really strict household so he got punished for getting even slightly out of line?”

“Yeah, maybe,” Wendy replied. “It’s interesting. I mean, it’s kind of horrifying, thinking about him getting punished like that. Again, he said that the two girls in the house would get him in trouble for stuff he didn’t even do and then they’d watch him take his punishment.”

“With his pants down,” Olivia added.

“Right,” Wendy replied.

Olivia rolled over onto her bed and stared at the ceiling.

“My gosh oh golly,” she murmured.

Wendy was amused that Olivia said things like “my gosh oh golly.”

“So, what do we do?” Olivia asked.

“Do?” Wendy asked in turn.

“Yeah. It seems like a fascinating case study. I’ve only heard of one other situation like that. It seems like we should, I don’t know, investigate. Find out more.”

“Well, I am definitely, deeply intrigued by the whole thing. I absolutely want to find out more,” Wendy agreed.

Olivia chuckled softly.

“What’s that about?” Wendy asked, her curiosity aroused.

“Oh, nothing,” Olivia said slyly. “Just an evil thought.”

“Evil?”

Olivia rolled back over and faced Wendy.

“It’s just that again, it seems like an opportunity,” Olivia explained. “Maybe we could, and I mean this only in the spirit of discovery and good fun, maybe we could play with him a little.”

“Oh, boy,” Wendy said, “why whatever do you mean?”

“I don’t know,” Olivia replied. “I’ve only now just had the thought. But maybe we could, you know, find out what he would do in certain situations.”

“Certain situations?”

“Yeah. Just play with him a bit and see how he would react. Not anything mean, really. Nothing that would terrorize him. Poor thing, I can’t imagine . . .” Olivia trailed off. “But anyway, I don’t think it would be hurting anyone if we just asked him some questions. It seems like an opportunity to learn something, maybe?”

Olivia was a psychology major, so Wendy was not surprised that she couched her plan in the framework of examining human behavior. Wendy herself had to admit that the idea intrigued her. Peter’s reaction had frightened her at first, but aside from his being really apologetic, Peter seemed to act like it was completely normal to present himself to be punished. And so she had a something similar to Olivia’s curiosity. She wondered what they might do with the information they had learned, and the idea of “playing with him,” as Olivia had put it, sounded interesting.

Later that evening, she had a talk with Mia, in which she imparted all of the same information about what had happened earlier in the day, in addition to Olivia’s suggestion. Mia’s eyes had a mischievous look, which suggested that she was similarly fascinated with this development. Mia, who was extraordinarily petite, had been the most concerned with having a male roommate, and had wanted to make sure that he was not going to be a problem for her. It was her eventual conclusion that Peter was well-behaved and as she described him, “the perfect gentleman” that had swung the decision in his favor.

“So he isn’t just well-mannered, he is actually housebroken,” Mia commented.

Wendy was unsure of how to respond to that comment.

“I myself would be very interested in knowing more about what Peter would do if we, um,” Mia began to say, but like Olivia, she seemed to be unable to explain exactly what she meant.

Wendy was unsure if her two roommates hadn’t had the opportunity to really think it through, or if they were thinking things they were not prepared to say out loud.

Wendy herself felt inspired by her roommates and began thinking about what had happened that day as she lied in bed that night. She replayed it in her mind, the image of Peter standing in the kitchen with his pants down, only in this version, the one she was imagining, he didn’t pull them back up. Instead, he just had to stand there as long as she liked. Lying in the dark, Wendy smiled at the thought as she drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 2

“So,” Olivia said as she dropped herself into an armchair in the living room.

Mia looked up from her phone. She was sitting on the couch hunched over a bowl of noodles that was on the coffee table, and she was mid-chew.

“Mm-hmm?” Mia asked.

“So Wendy told you about the thing that happened with Peter yesterday?”

“Yeah,” Mia replied, putting her phone down and sitting back on the couch. “That was crazy. I mean, is crazy.”

“Yeah, it got me thinking,” Olivia said.

“OK, what were your thoughts?” Mia asked.

Olivia looked at Mia guardedly.

“I don’t know, it’s just that the whole thing makes me so curious. I’d never heard a story like that. I want to know more about it.”

“For sure,” Mia agreed. “But what do we do? Just like ask him about it?”

“Yeah, why not?” Olivia replied. “If he doesn’t want to tell us something he doesn’t have to, right?”

“Or does he?” Mia asked, mysteriously.

Olivia looked suspiciously at Mia.

“What do you mean?” Olivia asked.

“I don’t know, it’s just that if he is accustomed to women in a position of authority, maybe we can compel him to answer anything we want him to,” Mia said with a shrug.

“Or do anything,” Olivia said.

Mia paused, then allowed an almost silent laugh before she tightened her lips into a guilty smile.

“Yeah,” she almost whispered. “Do anything. Anything we want him to do.”

“At the same time, we have to be sure he isn’t, you know, traumatized by the whole thing. I would think I would be. I don’t know. It’s probably different for boys.”

“I’m sure it is,” Mia agreed. “But you know, there’s only one way to find out.”

Olivia looked at Mia and saw that they were in agreement about how to proceed.

“We should have Wendy here. And then we ask him a few questions,” Olivia said, a sly smile indicating that she was employing understatement.

Mia went back to eating her bowl of noodles as Olivia stared off into space, thinking about what they had discussed. This development was something that Olivia felt needed careful consideration.

* * *

Wendy, Olivia, and Mia had found the house independent of one another, and had formed a friendship based on their living situation. The downstairs bedroom was originally intended to serve as an office or, as the women thought briefly, a game room. They realized that was a silly thought, mostly because they had no use for a game room. They hit upon the idea of renting it out to a fourth roommate and decrease their rent accordingly. They’d seen a number of applicants, who were wrong for a variety of reasons. There was a woman who carried a fog of patchouli and body odor, a woman who laughed loudly and incessantly, a woman who either had a nervous disorder or a coke habit, and a woman who couldn’t afford the rent.

When Peter had shown up to look at the apartment, they were wary. They hadn’t really talked about the gender of the potential roommate, other than to agree that it was not particularly important. Now they were seeing a man who they thought was a formidable size and shape when compared to themselves. It took some conversation to become comfortable with him. They talked about it among themselves and came to the conclusion that Peter was the best candidate. He was friendly, respectful, and quiet.

“He’s kind of cute as well,” Olivia added.

“Super cute,” Mia agreed.

“Adorable,” Wendy added. “So it’s settled. We let the guy live in the downstairs bedroom. And if he does anything sketchy, we kick him out.”

* * *

Wendy, Olivia, each took a place on the couch while Mia sat in the armchair. They’d asked Peter to join them in the living room, and though they offered that he could get a chair for himself from the kitchen, he explained that he was fine standing.

“I am used to it,” he mentioned.

“Used to it?” Wendy asked.

“Growing up,” he explained. “There were house meetings.”

The three women realized that they were, essentially, taking the place of the three women he had grown up with. They each had a peculiar and even frightening feeling of control over the situation.

“So, the reason we are talking to you is to get a better understanding of what happened the other day in the kitchen,” Wendy explained. “We all think that it would be of value to the house, meaning all of us, if we learned more about why you did what you did. So, we wanted to ask you some questions about it.”

“Sure,” Peter replied. “I’m happy to tell you anything you want to know, and answer all of your questions completely and truthfully.”

The three women exchanged glances. They had begun to get an idea that Peter was unlike anyone they had ever known in the way that he communicated.

“OK,” Wendy began, “first, I think we need to know who these people are that you lived with growing up. I think it would help provide some context.”

“Of course,” Peter replied. “I was to address Veronica Ferris as Ms. Ferris. As I mentioned to Wendy, she was a woman that my dad had started dating before he died. The relationship lasted about two years, and they were intending to get married. My father, for what reason he never fully explained to me, invited Ms. Ferris and her two daughters to move into our house. The older daughter, who was a year older than me, is Jennifer, and the younger daughter is Katelyn. Right away, I noticed that Ms. Ferris was cold toward me, especially when my father was not around. She was very protective of Jennifer and Katelyn, and she tended to spoil them, allowing them to do whatever they wanted to do. Her relationship with me was different.

“One of the first things that happened was that Jennifer saw my bedroom and decided that it was the best room in the house. It had a view of the woods that were behind our house, and it was the largest room aside from the room Ms. Ferris shared with my dad. So Jennifer told her mother, who then explained to my dad that because Jennifer was the oldest, she should have my bedroom.

“Ms. Ferris had a way about her that was difficult to argue with. She could manipulate anyone to do whatever she wanted, and my father had a soft spot as far as she was concerned, so he gave in. I was unhappy with that decision and I made it known. I tried to argue the case, but it was futile. So I ended up having to move all of my stuff to a finished room downstairs. It was small and it looked out on the street in front of our house. Not terrible, but not as nice as the bedroom I’d lived in throughout my childhood. Adding insult to injury, Jennifer gloated about it. She would tease me about how I’d been ‘put in my place.’ Anyway, when my father passed away, the dynamic in the house changed completely. Ms. Ferris no longer needed to show restraint, and Jennifer and Katelyn had free reign to be as obnoxious toward me as they liked.”

“So what happened?” Wendy asked. “How did it come about that she would punish you the way you mentioned the other day in the kitchen?”

“That was initially because Ms. Ferris decided that because I was a male that I was to be assigned all of the unpleasant chores in the house. Her reasoning, though she informed that she was of the opinion that she did not need a reason, was that it was important for young men to develop character, and hard physical labor was the best way to do that. She also did not want her daughters to have to do anything they didn’t want to do.

“This meant that eventually, I was assigned to do everything that needed to be done in the house, including things that I saw no reason to do. Ms. Ferris seemed to enjoy coming up with work for me to do, and I got the sense that she felt I should never be unoccupied. When I realized that I was doing all of the work, and Jennifer and Katelyn were lounging around the house doing nothing, I complained to Ms. Ferris about it.

“She chastised me for being jealous of her daughters and lazy and slothful about the work I’d been assigned. She used the words ‘lazy’ and ‘slothful,’ which I thought was too much. I talked back to her, saying that I was being treated like a servant, and that it was her two daughters that were lazy and slothful. This set her off. She screamed at me that I was never to speak negatively about her daughters in any way and going further in saying I had no right to speak of them at all.

“She marched me into the backyard, where Jennifer and Katelyn were lying on lounge chairs getting some sun and told them what I had said. She explained that I was disrespectful and ungrateful, and that I was going to need to be taught a lesson. She demanded that I remove my belt and hand it to her. It’s difficult for me to imagine now, but at the time I had no idea what she wanted my belt for. Still, I didn’t see any reason to give it to her. But she was so furious with me that it was kind of terrifying, so I gave in and handed her my belt. Then she informed me that I was going to get a whipping across my bare butt, so I was to take my pants down.

“At that point, I protested, saying there was no way I was going to do that. This set her off, and her whole face turned red. I’d never seen someone so mad. She grabbed me by the hair and said that if I didn’t pull my pants down then she was going to do it for me, and not only would I not like the way she did it, but that my punishment would be exponentially worse. The way that she held me by the hair hurt, and it scared me. And she succeeded in making me more afraid of what was clearly going to be a far worse punishment.

“So, I unfastened my pants and pulled them down. Her teeth were clenched when she hissed at me to pull my underwear down as well. I was very aware of Jennifer and Katelyn observing me. It felt so humiliating the way that they were lying there watching me like they were casually amusing themselves with an entertaining performance. I pulled my underwear down in back but left myself covered in front. Ms. Ferris barked at me that they were to go all the way down to my ankles, and I was to be quick about it because every moment I failed to obey her was going to result in a significantly worse punishment. So, I pulled my pants and my underwear down to my ankles.

“I was mortified, and though I was not looking at the two girls directly, I could see that Jennifer lowered her sunglasses like she was getting a better look. Like I said, it was extremely humiliating. Then Ms. Ferris began to whip me with the belt, which at the time was the most painful thing I had ever endured. It almost made my eyes pop out of my head when I felt the first stroke of the belt across my butt.”

Wendy, Olivia, and Mia sat silent, listening to Peter’s story with rapt attention. It was a moment before they realized that he had concluded his explanation of the event.

“So,” Wendy said after a moment of silence, unsure of how to ask her question, “what happened then? I mean, what was the result of that?”

“What happened,” Peter continued, “was that Ms. Ferris whipped me with the belt until it brought tears to my eyes. The pain was intense, but it somehow made it even more embarrassing that Jennifer and Katelyn were watching me cry. Later, they were happy to remind me of it, and they openly mocked me for being a ‘crybaby.’

“When Ms. Ferris finally got to the point where she thought the punishment had been sufficient, she told me I had to apologize to Jennifer and Katelyn for what I had said about them. This was very difficult, as I was actually really furious that they had sat there clearly enjoying the fact that I was getting a humiliating punishment, and not only that, but they were doing the exact thing I had said they were doing, which was lying around doing nothing. But I knew that Ms. Ferris would just start whipping me again if I didn’t obey her, so I apologized to both of them.

“Then Ms. Ferris told me that I was to thank her for the punishment, explaining that it had been for my own benefit in correcting my behavior. This was inconceivable to me that she would want me to thank her for what had been so excruciatingly painful and embarrassing, but again, I knew that I had to do what she said. So I thanked her.”

“Wait, so you said Jennifer and Katelyn made fun of you?” Olivia asked.

“Yes,” Peter replied. “That would gradually increase over time, where they began to take pleasure in tormenting me. Eventually they would get me in trouble just to amuse themselves, but in general they delighted in mocking me and laughing about various things. They thought being mean to me was fun for them. It pretty much began at that moment in the backyard when Ms. Ferris finished whipping me. She allowed me to pull up my pants while she went back inside the house.

“Jennifer and Katelyn started giggling and whispering to each other, clearly not caring that I could hear them. I was mad at them and I wanted to say something back but I had just learned how that was going to go. So after that, things were very different in the house.”

“When you say that the two girls laughed about ‘various things,’ what kind of things?” Mia asked. “I mean, what would they make fun of you about?”

“Oh, wow,” Peter replied, “pretty much everything. “They would make fun of the size of my penis, and they would make fun of me for masturbating. Unfortunately, partly because it was a really stressful time in my life, I was in my bedroom one day and I was masturbating. I was always really careful about it because I knew it would be embarrassing to be caught doing it.”

The three women were struck by Peter’s admission, since it was unusual to hear a male talk openly about masturbating.

“I had thought that I was home alone,” Peter continued. “It was a rare opportunity, so I was in my room and I guess that I was distracted by being close to orgasm. Ms. Ferris never knocked. She would just throw open my bedroom door. She saw me lying on my bed, with my pants down and my erect penis in my hand. This enraged her, and she grabbed me by the arm and dragged me out into the living room. My pants fell down to my ankles in the process, so I was shuffling along as fast as I could to keep up.

“Jennifer and Katelyn had just come in the house, and they were sitting in the living room. They sat up and paid attention when they realized what was about to happen. Ms. Ferris made me stand in the middle of the room, and she didn’t need to tell me to lower my pants for a punishment since they were already bunched around my ankles.

“She told me to remain standing still in a voice that she had begun to employ with me. It wasn’t loud, but it was menacing. She left me standing there while she went to retrieve what, I did not know. That part of it was kind of terrifying. Also, I still had an erection, and I was very self-conscious about Jennifer and Katelyn seeing me that way.

“When Ms. Ferris returned, she had what looked like a long plank of wood. I learned that it was a paddle made for punishment. She had me put my arms up with my hands behind my head. Then she started spanking me with the paddle. She was relentless, and the sting and the soreness lasted for a couple of days afterward.”

“I have a question,” Wendy said. “You said that they, the two girls I mean, made fun of the size of you penis?”

“Yes,” Peter replied. “They made fun of how small it is.”

The three women noticed that Peter looked somewhat regretful in saying this.

“How small it is?” Wendy asked.

“Yes,” Peter replied, looking as though he was ashamed. “Jennifer was the one who told me. I didn’t really know, since I had never seen other guys when they were undressed, obviously.”

“You didn’t see other boys in the showers at school?” Olivia asked.

“No, Ms. Ferris had me excused from physical education classes. I think she thought it was just a useless expenditure of energy that could be more productive when applied to my household chores.”

“How did she get you excused from P.E.?” Olivia asked.

“She was a physician’s assistant. It’s like this level between a doctor and a nurse. She can do anything a doctor does except proscribe medicine. It was shortly after she moved into the house that she took over all healthcare-related things. So she used her own professional standing to have me excused.”

“So she was, essentially, your doctor?” Mia asked.

“Yes, she would do physical examinations and all of that,” Peter explained. “I really liked my doctor, but Ms. Ferris thought it was a waste of money. She also thought my doctor wasn’t thorough enough.”

“Not thorough enough?” Mia asked? “What does that mean?”

“She thought that a yearly examination was not enough, and she spent longer, a lot longer, doing the exam. She was also, I guess I would say, more invasive. Again, more thorough.”

“Sorry, I have to go back to something you said,” Wendy said. “You said that you didn’t see other guys undressed. So did you not see, like, porn or anything?”

“No,” Peter said somewhat forcefully. “I was never allowed to see anything like that. And I wouldn’t have wanted to, to tell the truth, as it might have just encouraged me to masturbate, which as I mentioned, was prohibited.”

“What?” Olivia asked. “I mean, surely you could still have privacy, right?”

“No. After the day I got caught masturbating, the door to my room was removed, and either Ms. Ferris or her two daughters could walk in at any moment. So I didn’t even risk it.”

“Not in the shower?” Mia asked.

Peter blushed slightly.

“There was a point where I was no longer allowed to use the shower in the house. Ms. Ferris felt that it was inappropriate for me to be using the bathroom that her daughters used, so I was to use the garden hose in the backyard.”

“She made you shower using a garden hose in the backyard,” Mia said, her intonation flat as though she weren’t asking a question, but rather she was simply incredulous.

“Yes,” Peter replied. “It wasn’t as bad as it sounds. It actually felt really nice in the summer.”

“And the winter?” Mia asked.

“Then it was really cold. But it was invigorating, I guess,” Peter replied.

The three women felt stunned by the information Peter had given them. They all fell silent, and Peter remained standing before them, uncertain of what to do or say.

“OK,” Wendy said at last. “Thank you, Peter. You have been very helpful in explaining all of that. It’s surprising, to say the least.”

“Yeah, surprising is an understatement,” Mia agreed. “And yeah, thank you for telling us all of that.”

“Sure,” Peter replied, “as I said, I am happy to tell you anything you want to know.”

Olivia was gently poking her lower lip with her thumbnail, deep in thought.

“I wondered why you were so good at cleaning,” Olivia said almost to herself. Then she turned her attention to Peter. “You can use the shower here, you know.”

“Thank you, Olivia,” Peter replied.


Chapter 3

“That was . . .” Olivia said later that day, failing to find the right word to describe it.

“I know,” Mia agreed.

“Can you believe that he thinks he is small?” Wendy asked.

The three were sitting outside at a patio table that was sitting in the middle of the backyard behind the house. They’d each gotten a bottle of beer from the fridge to have what Wendy called a de-briefing.

“Well, you saw it, right?” Olivia asked.

“Right, that’s what started this whole thing, and it seems impossible. I mean, I didn’t see it hard, but it was plenty big.”

“Like, big big?” Olivia asked.

“Well, it wasn’t like, oh, put him in the circus or anything. But it looked like he could probably be in porn,” Wendy explained.

“And he has never seen porn,” Mia added, shaking her head.

“Oh my gosh,” Olivia suddenly blurted out, bringing her hand to her mouth in surprise. “Do you think that means, he’s a, you know, a virgin?”

“I hadn’t thought about that,” Wendy replied. “But now that you say it, the things he was telling us today, it seems likely. He had no privacy of any kind and it sounds like Ms. Ferris was really strict, which means that he probably wasn’t allowed out of the house except for school, or whatever. She didn’t even take him to a doctor.”

“That part was crazy,” Olivia said. “Can you imagine a woman who scared the shit out of you because she punished you in the most humiliating way possible, that she’s the one doing an examination?”

The other two shook their heads in disbelief. They were all silent for several moments, each with their own thoughts about what they’d heard Peter say. At last, Olivia spoke up.

“I want to fuck him,” she said, looking back and forth at the other two to gauge their responses.

Mia laughed.

“Really?” Wendy asked.

“Yeah, kind of,” Olivia replied. “It’s just that his whole story, you know, when I think about the horror show of these three females treating him that way, and he gets punished, and he actually stops masturbating. I would think it would drive him crazy. It seems like we owe it to him to fuck him.”

Mia laughed even harder.

“What, you think we should tag-team him or something?” Wendy asked, joining Mia in laughing at the idea.

“What?” Olivia asked. “It’s just being hospitable, you know. It seems like someone should.”

“Well, I tell you what,” Mia said once she had quieted herself, “I won’t speak for Wendy, but I think you should feel free to do whatever you like. I myself think it would be weird.”

“Hmmm, I guess I’ll side with Mia,” Wendy said. “You can do whatever you like. I’ll admit to being curious. I’ve seen a bit more of him than I might have expected to. I guess just tell me if you want him in a way that’s, you know, exclusive or something, so that we don’t step on each other’s toes.”

“Wait, are you two just assuming you can have him like that?” Mia asked.

“What?” Olivia asked. “I’m totally cute, and I’ve got a nice figure and big tits.”

Mia laughed.

“Wow, I guess you have a positive self-image,” Mia replied. “Not that you shouldn’t, you’re right, and I would not be surprised if Peter took an interest in you. Or you, Wendy.”

“Thank you,” Wendy sniffed. “I don’t have Olivia’s tits, but my perfect, heart-shaped butt is to die for if I’m being honest.”

“No, please, be honest,” Mia replied. “I would totally be into you both if I was a guy. Or a girl, but one who was interested in girls that way. You’re both cute as hell.”

“Thank you,” Olivia replied. She drained her beer, then told the other two she was calling it a night.

“Are you going to go crawl into Peter’s bed?” Mia asked.

“Maybe,” Olivia said jokingly as she made her way into the house.

“Well give us a full report,” Mia called out to her.

Mia turned back to Wendy.

“Well that’s a surprising development,” Mia mentioned.

“Yeah, I guess,” Wendy replied. “But I kind of got the idea when I first told Olivia what had happened that she was, I don’t know, kind of turned on by the whole thing. I was telling her about how he had to pull his pants down for punishment and she had this glazed over sort of look. Like she was visualizing it.”

“I noticed that today,” Mia concurred. “When Peter was telling us all that stuff, she seemed to be kind of into it. Like it more than just intrigued her.”

“Well, I guess we will see,” Wendy replied.

“But wait, you seemed to be interested as well. I mean, the thing you were saying when Olivia was telling us that she was interested in him,” Mia pointed out.

“Yeah, well, it’s just that I think he’s attractive, and maybe it’s just that usually when I see a guy’s dick that close up and personal, I’m already dating him, you know? So it did sort of put the idea in my mind. I don’t know.”

“Well, like you said, I guess we’ll see,” Mia replied.

* * *

The next day, Olivia went downstairs and stopped by Peter’s doorway. The door was open, and Peter was sitting at his desk, reading.

“Knock, knock,” she said.

“Oh, hi, Olivia,” Peter said. “What may I do for you?”

So well-mannered, Olivia thought.

“Oh, nothing,” Olivia replied. “Per your story the other day, I am surprised that you leave your door open. That thing you said about how Ms. Ferris had your door removed made me think you would keep this one closed just because you could.”

Peter smiled and put down his book.

“It’s just that a lot of things just became habits, you know?” he explained. “I realized at some point that I was going to be better off just going along with whatever happened than if I tried to fight it. That would have been a losing proposition. Also, I didn’t want the three of you to think I am unfriendly.”

“No danger of that,” Olivia replied.

Olivia executed a movement she’d employed around guys before. She turned her head to one side like she was contemplating something and leaned back against the doorjamb, arching her spine in a way that pushed her breasts forward. She had noticed that it gave guys an opportunity to get a good look at her breasts, which she felt were her best feature. When she turned back to Peter, he had his eyes turned from her. Her brow furrowed, realizing that he was probably trained not to ogle female bodies.

Damn, she thought.

“So there’s something I was curious about,” Olivia said. “The way you described your life at home kind of suggests that you wouldn’t have had a girlfriend. Is that true, or am I wrong about that?”

Peter had a look that Olivia felt was sorrowful.

“No,” he replied. “I was not allowed to date girls.”

Olivia felt impatient. She thought about what she wanted to accomplish. It was either going to be very easy or it was going to be impossible, she had decided. She turned, closed the door to his bedroom, then walked across the room and leaned against his desk. Peter looked up at her, clearly intimidated by her forwardness.

“So have you ever kissed a girl?” she asked.

“No,” he said, his voice making it clear that he was nervous.

“What if I kissed you right now?” she asked.

Peter looked shocked, but he maintained eye contact with Olivia.

“You can do anything you want to me,” he said.

Olivia was surprised by his earnest response, seemingly fully surrendering to her. She raised her hand to touch his face.

“You’re definitely a good-looking guy, Peter,” she said. “And though I’m sure it was very difficult being raised the way you were, it has made you into a remarkably well-behaved man. I appreciate that.”

“Thank you,” Peter replied.

Olivia leaned in and kissed him. She expected that Peter’s inexperience would make him awkward, but instead she found that his lips were receptive and passionate in returning the kiss. Olivia lingered for a moment, then sat back and observed him. She glanced downward.

“You have an erection,” she said. She looked up and met his gaze once again. “Just from one kiss?”

“I apologize,” Peter replied.

“You don’t have to apologize, Peter,” Olivia replied.

She looked downward again. Her body was subtly rocking back and forth. She was thinking.

“Can I see it?” she asked.

Peter was silent for a moment. The question had surprised him.

“Yes,” he replied.

He began unbuttoning his pants. Olivia inadvertently licked her lips. Peter drew his zipper down and reached into his underwear, then pulled out his erect cock. He pushed his pants and his underwear down a bit and pulled up his shirt. He returned to look at Olivia. She was staring directly at his erection. She was silent for some moments.

“It’s really nice,” she said, and though her words themselves didn’t sound as though she was impressed, the way that she said them did.

“Thank you,” Peter replied.

Olivia found it difficult to believe that he thought it was small. She wondered if she should tell him the truth. She noticed that Peter was apparently going to continue exposing himself until she said otherwise. This pleased her. He remained still. She looked him in the eyes.

“Do you mind if I touch it?” she asked.

“No, I don’t mind, Olivia,” Peter replied.

Olivia sat motionless for a moment, relishing the feeling it gave her to have Peter being so compliant. She slowly lifter her hand and extended it, finally making contact by gently stroking the head of his cock with the tip of her forefinger. A small drop of clear fluid was slowly dripping down. She used the tip of her finger to spread it around the rim of his cock.

Peter was almost panting. Olivia was enamored with how easy it was to tease him to the point where he had completely given himself over to her. She wondered if he was going to come soon. Using her thumb and forefinger, she slid them slowly down the length of his shaft. His breathing was louder and harder and his cock was beginning to throb. She gently placed her hand around the base of his shaft. She kept her eyes on his and saw that he was almost delirious with ecstasy. Her hand gradually increased its pressure, gripping him firmly. Olivia was impressed with how thick and how hard he was.

She leaned in and kissed him again, and she thought it was searingly hot to feel his cock throbbing in her hand as she kissed his soft, sensuous lips. She did not ask for what she wanted next. She simply knelt down beside his chair and placed her lips on the head of his cock. She gave it a single kiss, then took as much of it into her mouth as she could in a single movement.

She heard Peter gasp, and he emitted a low moaning sound as his cock jerked and began forcefully ejaculating into her mouth. He emitted an almost panicked sound as he grabbed the sides of the seat of his chair and his body stiffened and locked into position. His orgasm caused his mind to go blank as he continued coming into Olivia’s mouth. She sucked and swallowed, draining him until he was empty.

To Peter’s surprise, she didn’t stop after he had come. Instead, she continued to suck him into her mouth then retreat, unhurriedly. Peter had never experienced anything remotely like it. He couldn’t have imagined that anything would feel as good as Olivia’s lips and tongue on his cock. He felt badly that he had come so quickly, having no idea that it was exactly what Olivia had expected and wanted. She knew that it was going to be over quickly, and she loved the fact that it had been so easy for her to do. Also, she knew what was going to happen next.

She kept sucking his cock, even though he was now entirely limp. She held it in place with one hand and used the suction of her mouth to pull him into her. Peter was unsure of what he was supposed to do at this point. He had been under the impression that his having come meant that it would be over. Olivia apparently had other plans.

She kept sucking his cock, and after a length of time, Peter started to become hard again. He moaned with the pleasure of Olivia’s mouth. She thought about the fact that by definition this would be the best blowjob he’d ever had. The thought pleased her.

She knew that she was good at it not because guys had told her so at the time, but because they had told her so years later. They would tell her she had been the best they’d ever had when they knew they had no chance of her ever doing it again, so they had no ulterior motive.

In Olivia’s mind, she had decided to bring what she thought of as her A-game. This was when she put aside any other thoughts and focused entirely on the guy’s reaction to what she was doing. She would challenge herself by taking him so deep into her throat she risked gagging on it. Her lips and her tongue were employed in relentlessly searching for ways to surprise him with new, untapped sources of pleasure.

She recalled a guy who told her that she made it impossible not to come. This had made her laugh. “Are you trying not to come?” she had asked him. “Yes,” he replied, “for as long as possible.”

Peter, she realized, didn’t have a chance. She had made him hard again, and within minutes she had him on the edge of his second orgasm.

“Oh,” Peter exclaimed, “Olivia . . .”

His cock throbbed and Peter came for the second time. Olivia was surprised that although she felt that she had drained him completely the first time, she realized that she clearly had not. When at last his cock had become soft again, she pulled it out of her mouth and kissed the head of his dick softly. She raised her head to kiss him.

“Thank you,” Peter said.

“Thank you,” Olivia replied.

She stood up, then took his face in her hands. She kissed him again. Then she sat back on the edge of his desk.

“Should I put my pants back on?” Peter asked.

Olivia smiled. He’s so obedient, she thought.

“Hmmm, I haven’t decided,” she said.

The thought of playing with Peter and doing anything she wanted with him was an exhilarating thought. Peter’s hands remaining on the sides of his chair excited her. His penis was laying across the top of his thigh.

“I am going back and forth in my mind,” she said. “Part of me wants to enjoy something I probably shouldn’t, and the other part tells me I should be honest with you.”

Peter looked at her, his eyes betraying an innocence she found charming.

“Here’s the thing,” she said, giving in to her better self. “The things you said yesterday, while I realize they were probably a nightmare for you, I have to confess that parts of it kind of, um, aroused me. Maybe that means there is something wrong with me. Maybe that means I am a bad person. But the thought of a guy getting whipped has always done something for me. I apologize if that sounds awful. I certainly wouldn’t wish for anyone to have to go through what you had to go through. But it turns me on all the same. Not the reality you lived, but the idea of it. Does that make sense?”

Peter thought for a moment.

“It does make sense,” he replied. “I mean that I understand what you’re saying. I know that at some point I realized that Jennifer and Katelyn weren’t just entertained by watching me getting punished, but they were actually getting off on it. But it’s different, you know? They, I think, were just being mean and they liked the sadistic part of taking pleasure in it. With you . . .” Peter trailed off.

“Yes?” Olivia asked.

“With you it would be different,” Peter replied.

Would be, Olivia thought.

She leaned in and kissed him again.

“Yes, I think it will,” she replied.

She turned toward the door, then stopped and turned back.

“You can put your penis away,” she said. “And by the way, those bitches lied to you. Your cock is huge. Trust me.”

She opened Peter’s bedroom door and went back to her room.


Chapter 4

“So,” Mia said when she saw Olivia later in the day.

Olivia had been lying on her bed reading. She looked up at Mia expectantly, then realized that nothing was forthcoming.

“Uh-huh?” she asked.

“Oh, I don’t know,” Mia replied, sauntering into the room and sitting down in the chair facing Olivia’s bed. “I saw Peter a few minutes ago.”

“And?” Olivia asked.

“Oh, it’s just that you can tell, you know?” she replied. “He is a different man. It’s obvious. His energy is different. I am going to venture a guess that he has had his mind blown recently.”

“It wasn’t his mind, Mia,” Olivia replied with a clever smile. “Well, now that you say it, I suppose it was.”

“Yeah,” Mia exclaimed, “I am pretty sure that would have fucked him up pretty good. I happen to know that you have an unusual talent.”

“How dare you. Also, thank you. I do,” Olivia replied. “And how is it that you know this?”

“Jamie told me for no reason. He was at a party that I was at a month ago. He knows we are friends, so he just blurted it out. He was a bit drunk.”

“Oh, right. Jamie,” Olivia replied. “Well, you’ve found me out. I totally took advantage of Peter, but I can’t think he minded it.”

“He appears to be in love or something. It looks like a fifty-pound weight was lifted off his shoulders.”

“He did come a lot,” Olivia replied.

“Olivia! Criminy.”

“What? I mean, clearly, it’s been building up for a long time. Like a freaking firehose.”

“OK, we have officially crossed over into too much information,” Mia observed.

“Well, speaking of information, I told him that he wasn’t small, like the girls in his house said it was. And I keep wanting to say ‘sisters,’ but I know that’s not correct.”

“Yeah, I would think that part would have been creepy for him.”

“The weird part is that he doesn’t seem as affected by it as I would have thought,” Olivia said. “I mean that it made him really polite and all that, but it didn’t seem to scar him psychologically like I would have expected.”

“Yeah, that is odd. It’s like he’s an alien or something,” Mia replied.

That night, as Olivia was lying in bed, her thoughts were swirling about, keeping her awake. She kept finding that she had questions to things that she couldn’t answer. Her curiosity could not be satisfied because there was no way for her to guess the answer to things she wanted to know. Adding to that was the arousal she experienced when she thought of any particular detail of Peter and his situation. Although she was unaware of it, she eventually did fall into a fitful sleep with unusual dreams, dreams in which Peter was naked at her command and she could do with him as she pleased.

* * *

The next afternoon, Olivia walked into Peter’s bedroom, shutting his bedroom door behind her. He looked up from the textbook he was reading and offered a hopeful smile. She sat down on his bed.

“Come over here,” she said.

Peter put down his book and stood up from his chair. Olivia patted the bed next to her. He sat where she indicated. She was initially leaning back, supporting herself with her hands on the bed, but ultimately found it was more comfortable lying on the bed propped up on one elbow. Peter rotated to face her.

“Here’s the thing,” she said. “I want to know more. If you don’t mind.”

“More?” Peter asked. “You mean about what happened?”

“Yeah,” Olivia replied. “About what happened.”

“I will tell you anything you want to know,” he offered. “Was there something specific you wanted to know?”

“See, that’s partly why I want to know more. I’m not even sure of what to ask you,” Olivia explained. “Maybe start at the beginning. After the first time you were punished.”

“OK,” Peter began.

Olivia noticed that he really did seem amenable to telling her anything she wanted to know.

“As I mentioned,” Peter continued, “Jennifer and Katelyn didn’t seem to mind that I could hear them laughing about seeing me getting punished the first time. And there was a dramatic change in the dynamic between everyone in the house that took place pretty much immediately. When we all came to dinner that evening, I could see that they were watching me carefully when I sat down. I had to do so slowly, and I couldn’t help but wince when my butt made contact with the chair. I was really sore from being whipped by the belt, and apparently Jennifer and Katelyn both found this to be highly amusing. Jennifer actually said that I should be given the option of standing for dinner. I could tell that she wasn’t saying it out of consideration for me, but just because it was amusing to her that I was clearly in pain. Then Katelyn said that no, I should be made to eat out of a bowl on the floor. She had always exhibited a flair for being cruel in unusual ways. This made both Jennifer and Katelyn laugh. Ms. Ferris said that if I didn’t learn to behave then that was a distinct possibility. This was enthusiastically received by the two girls.

“After dinner I cleared the dishes and washed them as usual. Generally they would leave me alone and go up to their rooms, but Jennifer took the opportunity to walk past me and pinch my butt. I had both hands in the sink and I was washing the plates and glasses, so it took a lot of self-control to endure it. This made the girls giggle as they contemplated the possibilities. Instantly they decided they could do whatever they wanted to. To my relief they let me be for a while. It was maybe a week, maybe less, before I realized this had been a false sense of security.

“It was my responsibility to do all of the laundry. This was difficult enough, but happily I had been doing this chore since my mother passed away so I knew what I was doing. I didn’t make any mistakes. But it apparently put the idea in Jennifer’s mind to make use of it by telling her mother that she had seen me playing with their panties. I was within earshot, and I couldn’t believe she was saying such a thing. It was like the world was suddenly turning upside-down. Ms. Ferris approached me and I immediately protested what Jennifer had said. I said that I absolutely did no such thing. I really hadn’t,” Peter said, sounding defensive.

Olivia saw that he seemed to be imploring her to believe him. She nodded in response to show that she did.

“My insistence that I hadn’t done what Jennifer was accusing me of did not go over well,” Peter continued. “Ms. Ferris crossed her arms and glared at me. She asked if I was daring to contradict her daughter, because that meant I was calling her a liar. I should have seen the trap closing around me, but in the moment all I could think to do was just be as honest as possible and say that it didn’t happen. Ms. Ferris explained quite forcefully that there would never be a situation where she would take my word over Jennifer’s, and if there was any question of who was lying it was clearly me. She became very icy in her attitude toward me as she explained that she would in no way tolerate a pervert playing with her daughters panties, and her judgement that I had gone further in lying about it meant that the punishment I was about to receive was going to be quite severe.

“I still thought at that point that if I begged for leniency and pleaded my case that it might have an effect. I would eventually learn that it only made it worse. Regardless, Ms. Ferris told me to pull down my pants and stand in position. My memory of getting whipped with the belt was fresh in my mind, so I was practically in tears. But Ms. Ferris reminded me that I was making it so much worse for myself by attempting to postpone the inevitable. So I finally gave in and pulled my pants down. I realized the futility of being modest, so I pulled my underwear down as well, down to my ankles as I’d been instructed to do previously. The position she wanted me in was with my arms up and my hands behind my head, standing at attention. Once I was correctly positioned, Ms. Ferris made certain that I was aware of the beating I would receive if I dared to move out of place. This was in the living room,” Peter explained.

“Jennifer was sitting on the couch, watching, having engineered the whole thing just for her entertainment. The commotion caused Katelyn to come downstairs, and she took a seat on the couch next to Jennifer. Ms. Ferris left the room to get something she referred to as ‘the rod.’ I couldn’t help but tremble at the thought of whatever that was going to be. While Ms. Ferris was out of the room, Jennifer took the opportunity to gloat about the whole thing. ‘That’s right, pervert,’ she said, taunting me. ‘You’re going to get what you deserve. And we’re going to have fun watching.’ This made my face feel hot, and a fury rose up within me. It was so unfair. ‘I didn’t do anything,’ I hissed at her. She told me that I shouldn’t dare to speak to her like that, and when her mother came back into the room, she said I called her a bad name. I made the mistake of saying that I hadn’t called her anything. Ms. Ferris silenced me, and I could see that she was holding a long, thin rod. It looked like it would break if she whipped me with it, but I would learn that it was made of a very strong, flexible material. It was not going to break, but it was going to sting worse than anything I had ever felt before.

“Ms. Ferris did not begin my punishment right away. Instead, she began a lecture about how my disobedience was really trying her patience. Furthermore, her belief that I had been doing something perverted was going to be addressed quite harshly. She demanded that I explain myself. At this point, it occurred to me that the only way forward was to confess, whether I had done what Jennifer said I did or not. I was going to be standing at attention with my pants around my ankles and what I had to assume was going to be a painful beating hanging over my head until I gave in and admitted it. The whole thing made my head swim.

“Jennifer and Katelyn sat there watching me, obvious in their enjoyment of my predicament. I said that I had simply been curious and I didn’t mean any harm to anyone. I said that I had not intended to do anything with the panties, I simply became distracted while I was folding the laundry. This apparently gave Jennifer an idea. She spoke up to say that I was still lying because it wasn’t the clean laundry that I was folding, that it was the dirty laundry. ‘You know what that means,’ she added, suggestively. Ms. Ferris said that indeed, she did know what that meant. She drew the rod back and let me have it. It was a searing pain that left a sting that lasted well into the next stroke. That way, the longer she whipped me the more each stroke hurt.

“The whipping felt like it was never going to end. Ms. Ferris would simply readjust, finding ways to make it more excruciating. She targeted a place between the bottom of my cheeks and the top of my thighs and began laying stroke after stroke in exactly the same place. She wasn’t even close to being halfway done when tears started streaming down my face, to the delight of Jennifer and Katelyn. I was beyond trying not to cry in front of them, knowing that they took pleasure in that, because the pain of the whipping was just too great. By the time Ms. Ferris was done, I had what looked like grill marks from the top of my butt to the middle of the backs of my thighs. I was shaking, as waves of pain just kept emanating through me.

“Finally, Ms. Ferris put down the whip and introduced yet another punishment. She announced that because I was apparently so fascinated with panties, that I was now going to be wearing them. She informed me that she was going to buy some for me and I was going to show my gratitude by wearing them exclusively. Then she had me apologize to both Jennifer and Katelyn. I was to express my regret for not being able to control my perverted interests and violating their trust in mishandling their property. Then I had to thank Ms. Ferris for correcting me. And finally, I was to remain in place until she said otherwise, thinking about what I had done, and how I was going to show self-control going forward, and gratitude for my punishment.

“She left the living room, basically allowing her daughters to begin torturing me for their entertainment. Which they did.”

Peter went silent. Olivia was silent as well, feeling somewhat overwhelmed by this information.

“So then did she buy you panties?” Olivia asked.

“Yes,” Peter replied. “It was the next day that she came in with a bag from a department store. She brought it to my room and reminded me that it was my own fault that I had to wear them, since she clearly thought I had some abhorrent sexual deviance. I had expected that they would just be, you know, like regular cotton panties. When I looked in the bag and started pulling them out one-by-one, I realized she had bought me tiny thong panties. They were in all different colors, and they had lace and little bows and stuff. I held one up and saw that it failed to cover the palm of my hand. I felt my stomach drop because I didn’t know how I was even going to get them on, let alone wear them. She remained standing in the doorway, and she demanded that I put them on immediately. So I took off my pants and underwear and stepped into a pair that I had picked at random. They were a dusty rose color. I pulled them up my legs, and I had to pull to get them over my thighs. When I finally got them in place, they were ridiculously tight, and of course I didn’t really fit into them, if you know what I mean.”

“I think I know what you mean,” Olivia replied. “So then you had to wear them after that?”

“Yes,” Peter said. “They would check.”

“They?” Olivia asked.

“Yes, Ms. Ferris and Jennifer and Katelyn could at any time tell me to show them that I was, as they said, properly attired. So I had to pull down my pants so they could see if I was wearing a pair of panties.”

Olivia was still for a moment, thinking to herself. Peter waited patiently.

“You don’t wear panties now,” she observed.

“No,” he said with a laugh. “I stopped the moment I left that house. They were never really comfortable.”

“I’ve actually always preferred thong panties myself,” Olivia said, “but that’s because of my butt. And I they don’t have to cover all of what you have,” she said as she reached over and placed her hand between his legs.

There was a moment of silence as she gently groped his cock and balls through his pants.

“Take off your clothes,” Olivia said. “I want to see you naked.”

Peter was surprised by her directive, but he did as she asked. In a few moments he was standing beside the bed, completely naked and fully erect.

“Lie down,” she said as she got up and slid off her thong panties.

Peter lied down on the bed and Olivia straddled his hips. She took his cock in her hand and used it to rub her clit slowly and sensuously in a circular pattern. She gazed into his eyes, seeing the varying emotions he displayed, from lust to surprise to gratitude. Olivia’s pussy had become dripping wet by the time she gradually guided him into her. She maintained eye contact as she slowly descended, taking the length of his cock inside of her. Peter’s head tilted back as his eyes closed and his mouth opened, emitting a low, lustful moan. Olivia placed her hands on his chest and began to ride him slowly so as to not make him come too soon.

She allowed his hands to roam upward, lifting her dress, until his hands were on her tits. Peter’s eyes widened, a sight that amused Olivia as his hands were filled with her generously proportioned breasts. She had more than a handful, and Peter seemed to be overwhelmed by the way they felt in his hands. She raised her hips and then descended like she was riding the waves of the ocean. His stamina seemed to have improved since her first experience with him, though it was yet to be what she would eventually require. She could see that she was pushing him over the edge.

“You may come now, Peter,” she said.

He emitted a low moan, almost a growl as he spurted seemingly endlessly inside of her, thrust after thrust filling her with his cum. Once she had completely drained him, she used her vaginal muscles to squeeze and milk every last drop. He gasped at the tremendous pressure she was able to exert on his cock. Then she gently lifted herself, and slowly crawled upward until she was straddling his face.

“Now it’s my turn,” she said.


Chapter 5

“He had to wear panties?” Mia asked.

“Yeah, and he said the mother and the two girls would check to make sure,” Olivia replied.

“Check? Like make him pull his pants down?”

“Yes,” Olivia said. “I know, it would have been so humiliating for him. And he said they were little thong panties. You know, tight.”

“Wow,” said Mia, imagining what that would look like.

The three roommates were sitting in Olivia’s bedroom that evening, having been invited by Olivia to discuss what she had called a house matter. Wendy had asked if she should get Peter, but Olivia had a mysterious look on her face when she commented that no, he was going to be the topic of conversation.

“So what’s happening now?” Wendy asked. “Are you, um, taking advantage of the situation?”

“Full advantage,” Olivia replied with a wide grin across her face.

“I am so jealous,” Wendy admitted.

Olivia was silent for a moment.

“I’m not going to have a problem if you two want to, you know, have some fun with him yourself,” Olivia stated, sounding earnest in her offer.

“Really?” Wendy asked. “I mean, I’m not saying I am going to take you up on that, but you’re sure it wouldn’t bother you?”

“Yes, I’m sure,” Olivia replied. “I kind of like the idea. It’s weird, I guess, but I have these two competing thoughts in my head. One, I feel sorry for him when he tells me these outrageous stories of how he was treated. And two,” Olivia said, then paused. “Two, it kind of turns me on. I know that sounds messed up, but the image in my mind of Peter getting his ass whipped while he’s naked? And the two girls sitting there watching? It just fascinates me,” she admitted.

“Because you’re a freak,” Wendy said, the laughed. “But I know what you mean. There’s a part of me that kind of wants to see that.”

“Which part?” Olivia asked, teasing. “Just kidding, Wendy. Maybe we should.”

“Should what? Whip him?”

“Yeah. Why not? It could be fun,” Olivia said.

“Oh, that’s a thought,” Wendy mentioned. “And having a guy who we don’t need to worry what he might think about what we do to him, that could be highly amusing.”

Wendy’s eyes unfocused, as though she were looking at some faraway place. In her mind, she was imagining the situation. She was thinking about what it would feel like to not only watch Peter’s ass getting whipped, but what it would feel like holding the whip.

“We don’t have anything to whip him with, do we?” Wendy pointed out.

“I do,” Olivia replied. “And you do too. Remember that guy you were dating, Armand? He left that leather belt and never got around to picking it up again?”

“Oh, right,” Wendy replied. “Man, he was so lazy. But you’re right, that belt would be perfect. I’ve never seen a leather belt that thick and wide. It’ll deliver one hell of a welt.”

“Right,” Olivia said. “But we should talk to Mia as well, and maybe she would have an interest in taking part. It could be a lot of fun. And it might just change the dynamic around here in a way that would be amusing. And fun for us, you know. Who knows what all we could do. The possibilities are endless.”

“Yeah,” Mia replied. “It seems like an opportunity we shouldn’t waste. I don’t know how you feel about it, but for me, it’s been since I was, well, really young,” she said with a slightly sheepish look. “I know I shouldn’t feel embarrassed about it, and I don’t really, it’s just that the thought has seemed out of reach. Like, impossible. But I wanted to have the ability to do whatever I wanted to with a boy, and now that the situation presents itself, it seems almost better to be able to share it. It just serves to heighten the reality of it in a way. Having a boy who will do whatever I want is better if it’s out in the open and shared by my two best friends. That way we can really capitalize on it.”

“I am completely in agreement,” Wendy replied. “As you know, I have a guy that I’m dating right now, so I would just want one that will be nothing more than something to play with. Maybe that’s perverted or whatever, but I want a guy who will do what I want and I don’t have to care about what he thinks. I mean, is that so wrong?”

“No, at least I don’t think so,” said Olivia. “I think that we are in agreement, and this is going to be nothing but fun.”

““I’m in,” Mia said, sounding more enthusiastic than her roommates might have anticipated. “Ever since that first day when we had Peter explain what was up with him, I’ve kind of been turning the idea around in my mind. It’s fascinating to think about. And he’s got such a cute, tight little butt,” Mia observed. “It just makes me want to . . .” she trailed off, lost in her own thoughts.

* * *

Later that evening, Mia closed the door of her bedroom. She opened her closet and pulled out a black, lacquered box and lifted its lid. The thick leather straps were folded over themselves, loosely arranged around the centerpiece of what was essentially a harness. The harness had been fitted to her petite, narrow hips, and in the middle was a long, thick, realistically shaped dildo.

Mia had an almost sinister smile as she regarded her strap-on. It had been a while since she’d had occasion to pull it out and contemplate its use. She stroked its length gently with her middle finger, thinking about Peter’s tight, virgin, unsuspecting ass. She imagined him on his hands and knees, looking over his shoulder with a look of apprehension. The thought made her wet. She knew that  she would not have to simply imagine it for long. Soon, it was going to be a reality.

She lifted the dildo with its attached harness from the box. Its weight had always been a bit surprising to her. The soft, lifelike silicone material was of a quality that it had some heft to it.

“All the better to ream your asshole,” she said quietly to herself.

Mia lifted the hem of her short dress and fastened the straps around her hips, then the straps that went between her legs and fastened to either side of her hips. Once maneuvered into place, she stood before her full-length mirror.

The size of the cock was such that it was visible beneath the hem of her dress, lifting it in front. She looked at it in profile. She slid her dress up to reveal it completely. Its weight made it arc downward. She squirted some lubricant on her hand and made the cock slick. Then she placed her hand on the shaft and lifted it, presenting it like a porn star to the mirror. She had a nasty little smile on her face as she thought about Peter on his knees, taking the cock in his mouth. She wondered how much he could take. Probably less than a third of it, she guessed. But it didn’t matter, she decided. What mattered was his enthusiasm. How much he challenged himself to take it deeper, even deeper than he was able. She wanted to hear him start to gag on it as she shoved it hard into the back of his throat. She looked forward to watching him, on his knees and completely naked, struggling to breathe as she fucked his mouth. Maybe she would back him up against the wall so that she could control the depth. He’d be trapped between the wall and her massive cock, thrusting relentlessly into his throat, unable to do anything other than comply, taking her as deep as she wanted.

And then for the main course, she thought, she would have him spin around and offer up that deliciously perfect ass, so firm and sculpted, its tight little asshole so ready to be penetrated. Or not ready, Mia thought, deciding that was better. Peter having no idea just what it was going to feel like to have his ass so violated as she droved every inch into him. Up to the hilt, she thought lustfully. She envisioned the look on his face and the beautiful sounds he would make as she held him by the hips and pressed her hips against his bare butt, giving him the entirety of the massive cock between her legs. And then, beginning to ride him, gradually increasing her pace until she was rhythmically pounding his ass, a relentless and seemingly endless assault on his tight and vulnerable asshole.

The base of the strap-on was directly against Mia’s clit, and it she was hardly even aware that she had been stroking the dildo as she envisioned fucking Peter, getting herself off on the thought of taking his anal virginity.

* * *

While Wendy was taking a bath in the upstairs bathroom, she employed the services of her waterproof vibrator pressed against her clit while imagining having Peter as what she decided she would call a tongue slave. She had long been enamored of the idea of a guy servicing her with his tongue in a completely uncompensated manner. She had what she thought of as a healthy attraction to men and their cocks, but it was an unaddressed desire in the back of her mind to have a guy whose only purpose in her life was to slavishly pleasure her with his tongue and nothing else. If she wanted to have his cock she would, but it would be understood between them that he had no right to expect as much.

It had been one summer years ago that she had such an arrangement, though it had turned out to be temporary. Her first serious boyfriend lived in the neighborhood, and during summer break she’d had him come over at least a few times a week. She informed him that she was amenable to the idea of “fooling around,” employing the term he had used when he’d tried to talk her into it. But she had some rules, she explained. She was going to allow him to undress her and use his hands and his lips and his tongue, but he was not going to be allowed to do anything else. Essentially, she explained, he could either do that or nothing. She was not going to have sex with him and she was not going to give him a blowjob.

In part, she had decided, she wasn’t ready to do any of that, and also, she wanted to explore and feel what he could do to give her pleasure. She made sure that he understood that this was an all-or-nothing proposition. Wendy was not surprised when he accepted the offer.

For the rest of the summer, he would lick and caress and play with her body for hours, and she felt it was an even exchange because he got a first-rate education. Later he would express his gratitude to her for having trained him so well. He indicated that it had so impressed any girl he had been given the opportunity to go down on that he had become known for his skill and talent.

Now, lying in the bathtub with her vibrator, Wendy made herself climax thinking about employing Peter in the same manner, serving her pleasure by licking her at her command.

* * *

Olivia was lying in bed, mulling over her thoughts on the matter. She smiled wistfully at the image in her mind of Peter, who at present was downstairs in his bedroom, completely unsuspecting of what she and her roommates had decided.

She thought about the previous day, when she’d made him come while straddling his hips, then moved upward to straddle his face. He’d licked her pussy with what she thought was a surprising amount of talent. She had expected he’d be a beginner and need some guidance, but his tongue showed a great deal of aptitude in serving her. He also applied himself to lavishing her with attention regardless of the fact that her pussy was dripping his cum into his mouth. He lapped up the wetness of her pussy as well as the full load of cum he’d pumped inside of her. She held him by the top of his head and by his neck as she smothered him with her pussy. Her orgasm built slowly, then came crashing down, leaving her body shaking as she came on his face.

Olivia relished her memory of the encounter, and she looked forward to repeating it. But even more, she looked forward to introducing him to his new reality in the house. She and her roommates were going to have a plaything, a boytoy, and they were going to use and abuse him at will. It was going to be nothing but fun for them. The thought made her smile as she drifted off to sleep.


Chapter 6

“Peter,” Olivia said as she entered his bedroom, “Wendy and Mia and I would like to speak with you in the living room.”

Peter looked up from his textbook, and he had stood up before he had even asked, “Now?”

“Yes, now,” Olivia replied, then turned and walked out into the living room and took a seat on the couch. Wendy and Mia had already seated themselves and they were waiting.

Peter emerged from his bedroom and came to stand in the center of the room, a look of curiosity and also apprehension on his face. He stood more or less at attention, waiting to hear what they were wanting to speak with him about.

“We have been discussing recent developments,” Olivia began. “Wendy and Mia both have made some excellent suggestions for what we might do going forward. As you know, our course-loads and homework and mid-terms and essays and reading are all, well, a lot,” Olivia explained. “It can be stressful, but there are ways to relieve that stress. One way is for us to take some time and amuse ourselves with something to take our minds off of our studies. Ideally, it’s something where we can work out aggression and frustration. That’s where you come in,” Olivia said with a bright smile. “We have come to realize that you, Peter, could be instrumental in all of what I have said. I have related to each of these lovely girls,” she said, gesturing to her roommates, “the excellent stress-relief that I have enjoyed in playing with you. And we have had to acknowledge that it is due, in part, to your upbringing that you are so compliant in your role in serving the desires of the female body. However, we feel that your history, though seemingly comprehensive, is insufficient in training you to do exactly as we would like you to do for us.”

Peter had a look of concern on his face. He had a great deal of experience in being lectured about his shortcomings, so he naturally focused on what he might need to do to correct any lapse in his behavior. He listened intently.

“Primary of our concerns, “Olivia continued, “is that though you have been suitably punished such that it has molded your behavior and manners toward females, we feel that it has been wanting in regard to the way we would like you to behave. So,” she said with a tone of finality, “we are going to attend to it ourselves. We are going to see to it that you have been properly trained to provide us with what we would like from you.”

“It’s not a big deal or anything,” Wendy added. “We just think that it will be of benefit to everyone concerned if we make some small adjustments.”

Peter looked at each of the three women nervously.

“I think it would be appropriate,” Mia suggested, “if you would pull down your pants now so that we could begin the training we have been discussing. That will best clear up any misunderstanding you might have.”

“We are acutely aware,” Wendy added, “that in spite of whatever discipline you might have received, that boys can sometimes fail to fully comprehend their position in any given situation.”

Peter knew better than to try and talk the three women out of whatever they were proposing. He pulled his pants down as he had been directed to do, realizing that full compliance was his only option.

“I don’t mean to contradict what Mia said,” Olivia said, “but I think Peter should be completely naked. You two should have a look at his entire body.”

“Oh, I agree,” Mia replied. “I guess I just meant that he should pull down his pants in a figurative sense. He should be completely naked for this house meeting.”

“Is that a rule we should implement?” Wendy asked.

“Why not?” replied Olivia. “That would set the correct tone, I think. It would be instructive for Peter in knowing his place if he were to be fully exposed and vulnerable when we gather to discuss any issue that comes up.”

Though they had not given him a direct order, Peter removed the rest of his clothing and stood at attention. He hoped that his complaisance with their suggestion would in some way alleviate the punishment he assumed was coming to him. It was in the process of stripping naked for the three housemates that he noticed they each had an implement at the ready.

Olivia stood up first, an equestrian riding crop in hand. She had owned the crop since she was young, when she and her family would go to a local stable to ride horses. She had never used the riding crop on the horses, it was more of an accoutrement that went with the riding outfit she wore at the time. She had always liked it in an abstract sense. When she was younger, she’d gotten herself off more than once imagining using it on a man’s naked body, but she’d never conceived she would have an opportunity to use it. Now she raised it slowly and pressed it against Peter’s inner thigh.

“We know that you have been conditioned to take your punishment without complaint,” Olivia began, “but we want to see that you have the appropriate respect for the three of us. We would each like to see how you respond. You are allowed to fully express yourself as long as it is nonverbal. Obviously, we don’t want to hear any talk-back. But we would like to know in intimate detail the pain that you feel. So if it hurts, make sure that we know. And now assume the position, with your arms up and your hands behind your head.”

Peter assumed the position. The three women studied his face as he steeled himself for what was to come. Peter would later realize that he had underestimated the three of them. His assumption was that they were going to give him something of a ceremonial punishment, to demonstrate their right to have him submit to them. He would soon become aware that he was mistaken. Having previously discussed what they intended, Olivia, Wendy, and Mia decided they were interested in impressing Peter with their resolve. Their intention was to see if they could make him cry.

“Now,” Olivia announced as she positioned herself beside Peter, viewing him in profile, “let’s examine how well you do with the riding crop.”

She lifted the whip and placed it across his bare butt, at the midpoint between the top of his thighs and his lower back. His ass was nicely rounded, Olivia thought as she observed the crop laid across it. It looked so naked and vulnerable by her estimation, and she noticed that her mouth watered at the sight. She couldn’t help but emit a soft, sinister chuckle, relishing the anticipation. Eventually, she brought the riding crop back, then paused, eyeing the expression on Peter’s face. He looked a little too confidant, she thought. She was going to have to correct his notion of what was to come. She rapidly brought the whip back to his body with her arm, then gave it a determined flick of her wrist, such that it landed across his skin at maximum strength and speed. Peter was the first to experience the shock of the impact. Then Wendy and Mia, who had front-row seats, observed the effect on him. And then Olivia herself was able to appreciate how Peter’s body absorbed the whip’s merciless strike. It was more than obvious that he had not been expecting her to whip him as hard as she did, and he had to adjust as she inspired a newfound respect in him.

“That’s right, Peter,” she said, smiling broadly at the sight of him gaining a new understanding of what was about to occur. “I’m not fucking around. You’re about to get your ass branded by my whip, and you will gain a deeper appreciation for my authority.”

With that, Olivia let him have it, unleashing a series of punishing strokes of the whip across his butt. When she was satisfied that he had been properly introduced to the implement, she relented.

“It seems as though you have been properly warmed up, so now I think you should get a taste of Wendy’s belt,” Olivia said as she returned to her seat on the armchair to watch.

Wendy stood on cue, holding a thick long strap of black leather doubled over in her hand.

“Before I begin,” Wendy announced, “I think you owe Olivia an expression of your gratitude for having given you such a nice attitude adjustment.”

“Thank you, Olivia,” Peter said. “The whipping you provided was impressive, and I am grateful to you for applying it without reserve.”

“You’re welcome,” Olivia replied, sounding pleased.

The three women noticed that although Peter’s cock was far from fully erect, it was arcing outward from his body and somewhat thicker than it had been minutes earlier. The head of his cock in particular appeared more pronounced.

“Now, while your position may have been correct for Olivia’s purposes, my needs are different,” Wendy explained. “So, you will bend over and grab your ankles for me, Peter.”

Peter did as she commanded. He demonstrated a greater flexibility than any of the three women might have guessed he would have. Wendy took a moment, surveying him in position. Then she brought the belt back and swung it hard, landing with a loud smack across his ass. She applied it methodically, reddening the entirety of his butt then moving down the backs of his thighs. Then she reversed direction and worked her way back up until she reached the middle of his butt.

Peter held onto his ankles as she applied the belt, his position heightening his vulnerability to its punishing ministration.

“Return to the standing position,” Wendy commanded.

Peter straightened up and placed his hands behind his head.

“Now feel free to express your appreciation for my use of the belt in marking you,” Wendy offered.

“Thank you, Wendy,” Peter said, his voice trembling slightly. “You are kind to allow me to wear the marks of your belt, and I owe you my gratitude.”

Wendy was silent for a moment, considering his statement. She decided it was sufficient, so she returned to her seat on the couch.

“I believe that it’s my turn,” Mia said as she stood up and walked around to view Peter from behind. “Wow,” she commented. “Your butt looks so cute with a nice crimson blush, Peter. I can’t resist.”

Mia placed her hand on his butt and felt the heat rising from its surface. She dragged her fingernails along its hemisphere, causing Peter to inhale sharply, wincing at the pain. Mia chuckled at his reaction, then gave him a pinch on the butt. Then she raised the wooden paddle she was carrying and pressed it against Peter’s butt. The paddle had holes drilled into it to reduce air resistance.

Mia had acquired it the day before in anticipation of this house meeting. It had been a delight to peruse the various implements, imagining each in its use, and envisioning the reaction they would inspire. Finally she decided on this particular paddle, determining that the sting Peter would feel was of paramount importance to her. She was surprised and impressed with how lightweight it was, yet how formidable it could be in delivering a painful smack.

“The sting this provides will last for quite a while,” the woman at the shop informed her while she was considering it. “Whomever is on the receiving end will not soon forget the sensation of its application.”

Mia smiled at the woman’s florid description, thanked her, and then purchased the paddle.

Now, Mia admired its appearance while pressed firmly against Peter’s rear end. But she wasn’t completely satisfied.

“Peter, I want you bend at the knees, and stick your butt out. I want you to keep your upper body erect but arch your back as much as you are able, positioning your ass held out to me as an offering.”

Peter endeavored to assume the position she described. His head remained held erect and facing forward, but he lowered himself to present his rear end to Mia’s paddle.

“Very nice, Peter,” Mia commented. “I can see that you are suitably enthusiastic about your submission to the punishment you are about to receive. I would say that I will go easier on you as a show of appreciation, but I won’t. Rather, so that you don’t get the wrong idea, I am going to spank your butt in a way that will clearly demonstrate my authority. Are you ready?”

“Yes, Mia,” Peter replied, his voice shaking.

Mia smiled mischievously.

“We’ll see,” she replied.

Mia began to spank Peter, and it took him by surprise that the initial strokes of the paddle were relatively gentle. They were no harder than what she might have delivered with her bare hand. Then, she began to slowly, gradually, increase the intensity of each stroke until she was swinging the paddle with the full strength of her arm, giving it a snap of the wrist just before contact.

Wendy and Olivia were impressed, and then delighted as tears began to course down Peter’s cheeks. His knees were shaking as though they might buckle. His entire body was trembling in anticipation of every stroke of the paddle. Finally, Mia concluded his punishment and dropped the paddle to her side as she placed her hand on his bright red rear end.

“It’s on fire,” Mia commented to her two roommates. “We’ve done a good job.”

“I should think so,” Olivia replied. “Peter, since Mia went so far as to bring you to tears, I think you should kneel and kiss her on the hand while you show her your appreciation. It’s only right. She clearly owned you, so you should thank her for doing so.”

Peter knelt down as Olivia had suggested, and Mia raised the hand in which she held the paddle.

“Thank you, Mia,” Peter said as he reverently kissed her hand. “Olivia’s estimation that you have owned my ass by spanking me with the paddle is an understatement. I am deeply, profoundly in your debt for having so thoroughly shown me my place.”

Then Peter volunteered a suggestion.

“If I may, I would like to thank all three of you for having punished me today. It had been unclear to me my position in the house, and you have clarified that in a way that allows for no other interpretation. I am grateful to each of you for allowing me to realize my place in service to the three of you.”

“You’re welcome, Peter,” Olivia replied. “We are pleased that you have come to understand our superior ranking, and by extension, your inferior position. We trust that this will be instructive going forward. Anything the three of us say is to be taken as a command, and your obedience and submission will be assumed. It will be expected. We look forward to your consistent demonstration of your understanding on this point.”

Mia had joined Olivia and Wendy in sitting comfortably before Peter, who had remained kneeling at Olivia’s command. They noticed that he was now fully erect.

“The fact that your penis is aroused prompts us to address another issue,” Wendy began. “The three of us have discussed it among ourselves and we have decided that you only be allowed to touch yourself for pleasure when we allow you to. In that we have decided to share you, you have become something of a plaything for us. Which means, of course, that you are no longer allowed to play with yourself. This will make sure that you are always focused on our pleasure, and it will keep you on edge as well. Your obedience will improve, which is a goal for everyone in the house. And by everyone, I mean the three of us since it has been determined that you will no longer have a vote in household matters.”

“Speaking of voting,” Mia said, “what do either of you think about marking our new arrangement by allowing Peter to masturbate for us. It will be the last time he will be allowed to do so, and it will allow him to show us he understands his new position.”

“That’s so sweet of you, Mia,” Olivia replied. “I agree.”

“It’s unanimous,” Wendy announced.

“Peter, you may begin stroking your cock,” said Olivia, “keeping in mind that you are doing it not simply for your own pleasure, but as a demonstration of your submission to us as your superiors in the house. We want to watch you jerk it for our amusement, so that is what you will do.”

Peter was unsure if he was expected to say anything, but he understood their direction. He began to stroke his cock while they watched. At first, they peered at him intently, amused by his willing participation in his humiliation. Then they relaxed somewhat, sitting back to enjoy the performance.

“I’ve noticed that guys all seem to jerk off in different ways,” Mia observed. “For instance, Peter here doesn’t do that pinky out thing that some guys do.”

“That ‘pinky out thing?’” Olivia asked.

“Yeah,” she replied. She held her hand as though it were wrapped around the shaft of a cock with her little finger extended straight out. She jerked it back and forth. “You know, like that.”

“Oh, right,” Olivia replied. “Yeah, I guess I’ve seen guys do that.”

“I haven’t,” Wendy replied.

“You haven’t?” Mia asked.

“I’ve never watched a guy jerk off,” she admitted.

“How is that possible?” Olivia asked, genuinely curious.

“Well,” Wendy began, looking like she was going to make a confession, “I’m not that into seeing guys come. I mean, it’s not like a problem, like an aversion or something. It’s just not that important to me. I like it when they make me come, obviously. And having sex with me might be part of that, but no, I’d rather a guy has blue balls than have him jerk off.”

“But we took a vote to allow Peter to jerk of in front of us,” Mia pointed out. “You said you were in favor of it.”

“Yeah, I just kind of figured that you two should have it if you wanted, You had both already voted yes, so I thought I might as well make it unanimous. I also would have made it unanimous if you’d wanted him to go dunk it in a bowl of ice.”

Mia and Olivia laughed.

“OK, how about next time we do that,” Mia suggested.

Suddenly Peter moaned, a gasping, desperate sound, and the three women turned their attention to him.

“I believe that Peter is going to make himself cum,” Olivia noted. “Good thing I pulled the area rug and he’s on a hardwood floor.”

“Why is that?” Wendy asked.

“You’ll see,” Olivia replied.

Peter brought himself to orgasm, ejaculating surprisingly powerfully, shooting his cum straight up into the air. It landed on the floor, and was followed by three or four more spurts, until there was a puddle of cum on the smooth wooden floor in front of him.

“Fuck,” Wendy commented. “Yeah, I’ve never seen that before.”

“Neither have I,” Mia added. “That is a lot of cum.”

“And now, Peter is going to clean up after himself,” said Olivia, cheerfully. “Peter, we want you to be in the habit of keeping the house in order without being prompted, so please begin by licking the floor clean.”

Peter leaned forward, lowering his face to the floor, and he began to lick up his cum.


Chapter 7

Over the following week, Peter gained a more thorough understanding of what each of the three women required of him. Olivia would enter his bedroom at will, close the door, and then have her way with him. She had no reservations about using him for whatever pleasure she might desire, and on occasion she would even suck his cock simply for the pleasure of doing so. She liked to make him come and had no qualms about making him lick it up. She liked to ride him, straddling his hips, but she would also have him fuck her in missionary position, or even fuck her from behind. Peter was enamored of her wide hips and round ass, and she liked the intensity with which he would fuck her when he could have his hands on her full, rounded curves.

* * *

Mia had her own interests, and therefore a very different set of requirements. She would have Peter come to her bedroom, but he was to strip naked and wait for her on his knees on the floor. When Mia felt she was ready to enjoy those pleasures that awaited her, she would enter the bedroom from her adjoined bathroom. She liked to wear a sort, black, silk robe, open in front, with her massive strap-on dildo attached around her hips and thrusting out from between her legs. She allowed him to raise his eyes to view her approach, relishing the look of trepidation on his face when he took in the sight of her. Her body’s small frame made the cock look so much bigger by comparison. It bobbed as she walked, projecting a certain menace. She walked toward him until she was positioned directly in front of him.

“Open your mouth,” she said.

Peter opened his mouth and Mia placed her hand on the back of his head and pushed him forward, penetrating his mouth until it reached the back of his throat.

Mia had once told a girlfriend about her interest in strap-on dildos, to which the friend wondered aloud how that even worked.

“You can’t feel it, right?” the friend asked. “I mean, it’s not real, so it doesn’t feel like anything.”

Mia just smiled, seeing the futility in explaining that while it did press against and reverberate against her clit, it was the mental image, the psychological aspect that really worked for her. Shoving a dildo into a man’s open mouth, thrusting with your hips, and watching him take every inch was something that made Mia get off every time.

She began to fuck Peter’s mouth without holding back, unconcerned when he’d make desperate gagging sounds. That just drove her to hold his head more firmly and rock her hips back and forth harder and faster.

When she couldn’t restrain herself any longer, she’d drop down onto her knees behind him and slide it into his ass until the harness itself was pressed tightly against the rim of his asshole. She held onto his hips with both hands and fucked him seemingly endlessly, perpetually pulling out the full length of the dildo, then driving it back deep inside of him.

“Your ass is so much tighter than I would have expected,” she hissed. “I love that. I am going to so enjoy training your ass to take my cock. You might think I’m riding you hard now, but I like to go so much harder. You have no idea. But you will, Peter, you will.”

Then Mia went silent as she began to ream him, pounding his ass relentlessly until she was satisfied.

* * *

Wendy had very different desires, which Peter served by reporting to her bedroom. She might have him naked, though not always. Of greater interest to her was his attention to pleasuring her with his tongue. The first time she had him attend to serving her, she laid on her bed while he knelt on the floor. Wendy had only envisioned him licking her until she had an orgasm. She’d determined that he would be serving her until that happened, regardless of how long it took for him to accomplish the goal. It completely took her by surprise when he exhibited a remarkable skill in teasing her clit and making her come.

“How in the world did you do that?” she asked him afterward.

“I’m sorry,” Peter replied, “how did I do that? I don’t understand.”

“How did you learn how to do that is what I meant. Olivia said something to me about how you seemed to know what you were doing, but I was not expecting that.”

“Oh,” Peter replied, looking a little embarrassed. “It’s, um, something I learned.”

He was unsure of how much Wendy wanted to know, but she shifted her body in a way that showed she was listening intently.

“It was toward the end of my time living with Ms. Ferris and her two daughters,” Peter explained. “The older daughter, Jennifer, had become entirely comfortable with her understanding that I had no say in anything that took place in the house and that I had no credibility with her mother. So she came into my room late one night and told me that I was going to do something for her. I could tell right away that there was something different about the way she was speaking to me. She was pushy and demanding as always, but she seemed distracted. Like there was something that was on her mind and it was compelling her to do something. Finally she just came out with it and told me she was going to sit on my face. Then I realized what she meant. I knew that she didn’t just want to sit on my face, she wanted me to lick her but she felt self-conscious about saying it.

“The odd thing about it is that for the first time I actually kind of sympathized with her. She was unsure of herself in asking for something she wanted. She wasn’t asking, of course, she was just going to take it, but it seemed to kind of humanize her in a way. Then she went through the whole preamble of telling me that I was going to do what she told me to or else she was going to get me in enormous trouble. She said that she was going to tell her mom that I had tried to grab her ass and that my hand went between her legs. She knew that I would understand that if she did that, her mother would beat me until I couldn’t stand up or walk for a few days. And then she reminded me that she would contradict anything I said so there was no point in trying to tell on her. She would just make it sound like I was saying something perverted and I would get a severe punishment for that too.

“So she lied down on my bed and had me go down on her. It took a while, but I made her climax. It occurred to me that she might have faked it until I realized that she wouldn’t have done that. She didn’t care if I thought I did a good job or not. So the fact that she acted like I made her orgasm meant that I did. But she also told me I had a lot to learn. I almost smiled when she told me that, since that was much more in keeping with who she was to me. She had returned to being her pushy, demanding self.

“So after that, she would come to my room late at night whenever she wanted to. She would tell me what to do, and she expected me to memorize it. Over time, she actually admitted to me that she had never imagined that I would have internalized everything she’d told me. She got to the point where she would come multiple times, even twice in quick succession, then many times over the course of an hour or so.”

Wendy sat listening, absorbing what he was saying, but still finding the whole story incredible. As always, she was unsure of whether to feel sorry for Peter or get off on his story or both. Then a deep desire overtook any other consideration, and she placed her hand on the back of Peter’s head and guided him back down to begin licking her pussy again. She decided that no matter the reason, Peter had a skill that she wanted to take full advantage of and she was going to do so without feeling guilty about it.


Chapter 8

The house ran smoothly, the three women noticed, once Peter had been assigned with completing all household chores. He rarely needed to be reminded to complete a task, so it was not particularly often that he was required to present himself for punishment. His attention to detail was sufficient that none of the three women had any complaints, so if he were directed to offer himself across anyone’s knee, it was more to inspire him to exceed expectations rather than a punishment for failure in any regard. Mia in particular enjoyed having Peter across her lap, clamping his penis between her thighs as she spanked him, often just using her bare hand. She knew it didn’t hurt him very much, since her hands were fairly petite, but it was fun for her. And she felt it helped keep him in line.

As the weeks went by, the brisk autumn weather gradually gave way to a winter chill. The trees had given the last of their pageantry in color, and now stood barren, like stark and spidery sentries along the street in front of the house. The evenings were approaching earlier in the day, and the pale purple twilight stretched shadows long across the backyard. The first snow came, laying a soft white blanket upon the ground. Peter had shoveled the front walk and the back deck, as well as the path out to the garage and the shed. He came into the house after shaking and brushing the snow off of his boots. He hung up his coat and placed the snow shovel in the back entry way. The house was cozy and warm, in part because it had a fireplace, which Peter attended to by bringing in firewood from the woodshed out back. He put another log on the fire and was startled when Mia suddenly began to speak. He had not realized she had been curled up on the couch with a blanket over her lap.

“Peter,” she said, and she was amused when he snapped to attention, clearly caught by surprise. “Across my lap,” she said curtly.

Peter immediately lowered his pants and knelt beside her on the couch. He crawled forward and lowered himself onto her lap. She had her legs spread slightly, allowing his penis to hang down between her thighs. Then she brought her knees together, securing him in place.

“Spread your legs a bit,” she said.

This struck Peter as unusual, but he complied. Mia placed her hand between his legs and took his balls in her hand. She wrapped her hand around them and squeezed firmly. At first it was just a gentle grip she employed, adjusting and readjusting her hold on him. Then she clamped down firmly. Peter gasped but remained in position. He expected her to make a demand of some kind, but instead, she just held him, observing his submission to her will. She pressed her fingers against his balls, held in place against the palm of her hand.

“That’s right,” she spoke at last. “I’ve got you by the balls, Peter. You’re not going anywhere. No, you’re going to stay right here, doing exactly as you’re told. Submitting to a superior female. It feels good, doesn’t it, Peter? To submit. To relegate yourself to your true, servile position. To admit your inferiority. To serve. Tell me, Peter, you love to kneel before your superiors, don’t you?”

Peter was taken aback by the sinister turn in Mia’s countenance.

“Yes, Mia,” he replied.

Mia said nothing in response. She gradually released his balls, only to gather them in the grip of her other hand, hold them in place, then deliver a slap across his balls with her other hand. Peter gasped, clenching his teeth and wincing from the pain. She held him for a moment longer. Then she released him.

“You may go now,” she said.

Peter climbed off of her lap, pulled up his pants, and got back to the task at hand. He wondered what Mia’s sudden change in attitude was about.

* * *

“I want to hear more about what the two girls did to you,” Olivia said to Peter.

They were lying in his bed, after Olivia had come while riding his cock. Peter had one arm around Olivia and the other up over his head. He brought his hand down and absent-mindedly scratched the side of his face, a gesture Olivia had noticed he did when he was thinking.

“OK,” Peter began. “I guess there was a point where Jennifer and Katelyn had become interested in upping the ante,” Peter explained.

“What does that mean?” Olivia asked.

“It’s from the game of poker,” Peter began to explain.

“I know that,” she interrupted, laughing. “Do you think I haven’t played poker before? I mean, you have to learn the game to play strip poker. No, what I mean is what did that mean in that context?”

“Oh, right,” Peter replied. “They thought it was fun to torment me, but they apparently had grown bored and wanted to do something else. Or maybe they wanted to impress their friends that they could do anything they wanted to me. I don’t really know. But they had two friends over one day, Kylie and Mara, and they decided that humiliating me in front of their friends was going to be pretty much the most fun thing ever, so they made me come with them down into the basement.

“I was dreading it, because I got the sense that they wanted to shock their friends by having me do things that clearly demonstrated their control over me. It all actually made me wonder if I shouldn’t just take whatever punishment Ms. Ferris might give me. But then it occurred to me that if I embarrassed Jennifer and Katelyn in front of their friends, they would feel motivated to come up with something extraordinary, like I walked in on one of them while they were taking a shower or I was naked in their room. Something where whatever punishment I would receive would be worse than anything I had ever gotten before.”

“So what did they have you do?” Olivia asked. “I mean, when their friends were there?”

“So like I said, they had me go down to the basement with them, and at first they were just teasing me, calling me names and stuff like that.”

“What did they call you?”

“They called me stupid names. They took the nursery rhyme Peter, Peter pumpkin eater, and changed to things like ‘Peter Penis Beater’ and dumb things like that. But generally it was just dirty words, like fuck-stick or dickhead. Jennifer told Kylie and Mara that I was obsessed with her and her sister Katelyn and that I jerked off constantly, fantasizing about them. She claimed that I wasn’t allowed to handle their dirty laundry because I was always masturbating with their used panties. Jennifer had told the same lie before, only now she made it sound worse, saying that I’d been caught jerking off to them. Their friends believed her and it made them think I was deserving of whatever they did to me.

“Anyway, Jennifer started saying things like, ‘I bet dickhead would like to crawl around and kiss everyone’s feet.’ And then she told me that they were going to be really nice to me and let me do what she said I so clearly wanted to do. She said that if I begged them really politely, they would let me, but then I had to do something nice for them to thank them. Jennifer gave me a look like I was going to be in huge trouble if I didn’t do what she wanted me to do, so I begged them to let me kiss their feet. She said, no, that’s not how you beg, you’ve got to get on your knees and really show that you mean it. So I got on my knees and begged them. At some point Jennifer said OK, I was allowed to do it, but they were going to want a lot in return. I went to get up and Jennifer snapped at me to stay on my knees and crawl. So I crawled around the room and kissed each of them on their feet.”

“With their shoes on?” Olivia asked.

“No, we didn’t wear shoes in the house, and it was summer, so they would have been wearing sandals or flip-flops or whatever. So they each had bare feet. The first was either Kylie or Mara, I don’t remember, and I knelt down and kissed the tops of her feet. That made everyone laugh. Then the next was Katelyn, which I remember because she lifted each foot one at a time to make me kiss the soles of her feet. Then the next was the other of the two friends and she followed Katelyn’s example and made me kiss the bottom of her feet. And then the last was Jennifer. She didn’t raise her foot, but then when I went down to kiss it, she used her other foot to press down on the back of my head. And when she allowed me up to kiss her other foot, she lifted her other foot and shoved her toes into my mouth. She barked at me to suck them. This made the other three laugh like it was the funniest thing they’d ever seen.

“When I thought I was done, they all decided that I hadn’t done a good enough job. So I had to go around again, and this time, all four of the girls had seen the options they had to torment me in creative ways, and it inspired them to come up with the most humiliating way to make me kiss their feet, starting with Jennifer’s directive that it should be a French kiss, as she decided to call it, with lots of tongue. And so I ended up kissing and licking their feet in an attempt to satisfy their interest in making it embarrassing for me.”

“So was that it? They just wanted you to kiss their feet?” Olivia asked.

“No,” Peter replied. “They wanted me to do a lot more than that. I think that Kylie and Mara had never seen a male without clothes on in real life, at least not one they could do whatever they wanted to, so Jennifer told me that I had to strip for them. I pleaded with her not to make me do that, but she was not going to even entertain the idea of relenting even a little bit. I think she had planned out what she wanted to do, and she had no interest in hearing me protest in any way. So I had to strip naked. And then they wanted me back down on my knees.”

“What did they do then?” Olivia asked.

“The basement was where the washer and dryer were, so there was dirty laundry in a basket waiting to be washed. Jennifer’s bathrobe was in the basket, so she pulled the terrycloth belt from around the waist of the robe and tied it around my head like a blindfold. Once I was unable to see them, it kind of emboldened them and I guess they felt free to do whatever they wanted to. I don’t know who started it, I would guess it was Jennifer, but someone kicked me.”

“Where?” Olivia asked.

“The side of my body. I’d say she kicked me in the butt, but it was more on the side. But that encouraged the rest of them so they started taking turns, kicking me anywhere. Everywhere.”

“Between the legs?” Olivia asked.

“Not at first. But eventually, yes. They had me get on my hands and knees and they kicked me from behind. Apparently, this was the funniest thing ever for them, and they kept laughing while they were kicking me, and they were encouraging each other to kick me harder. When they got tired of that, they had me get up on my knees. Then they told me they wanted to see what it looked like when a boy jerked off. So they told me to put my hand on my dick and play with it while they watched.

“You were still blindfolded?” Olivia asked.

“Yes. And it was really intimidating. I kept thinking one of them might kick me at any moment. So it took a while for me to get hard. Plus, they continued saying whatever mean, humiliating things they could think of. Almost immediately they turned it around, saying that I was the one who had been begging them to allow me to masturbate in front of them. When I was fully erect, they went silent for a while, just watching me. Then they had a discussion about whether or not I should be allowed to come. They discussed the pros and cons, and eventually they took a vote.

“I guess their curiosity won out because they decided that they wanted to see it. But Jennifer said that I had to come on my face. They took off my blindfold and had me lie on the floor and put my feet up on the wall. By this time they had grown impatient, so they told me to jerk off really hard and fast. In less than a minute I ejaculated. They couldn’t decide if that was more gross or funny because they thought it was both. They had me get up on my knees again and they laughed about the cum that was all over my face. They took photos of me like that. They kept telling me to smile and pose for them. It wasn’t until later that I found out that they had shot video of me jerking off and coming on my face.”

“How did you find out?” Olivia asked.

“I heard a girl at school laughing about it,” Peter explained. “She was someone I didn’t really even know.”

Olivia’s slid her hand slowly down the front of Peter’s body until she had taken his cock in her hand. She leaned over and kissed him.

“Did you feel humiliated when we had you jerk off for us? And made you lick up your cum?” Olivia asked.

Peter thought for a moment. He was distracted by the sensation of Olivia’s hand slowly stroking his cock.

“Yes, but that was different,” Peter explained.

“Different?” Olivia asked. “Different how?”

Peter closed his eyes for a moment and moaned softly, his cock growing hard in Olivia’s hand.

“I will do anything you want me to, Olivia,” he said, looking her in the eyes. “I am happy to do it, no matter what.”

“No matter what?” Olivia asked. “How about Wendy and Mia? Is it the same for them?”

“No,” Peter admitted. “I only serve them because you want me to.”

Olivia squeezed Peter’s cock in her hand, her fingers wrapped tightly around the base of his shaft. Peter groaned lustfully, now fully erect.

“They don’t make you come do they?” she asked.

“No. They don’t have any interest in that. Wendy just has me lick her pussy, and Mia fucks me with her strap-on dildo.”

“Do you think that it makes Mia come to do that?” Olivia wondered aloud.

“It sounds like she does. I kind of think the dominance of it is what she gets off on. She did something unusual the other day. She had me across her knee and she just started squeezing my balls really hard.”

Olivia smiled.

“I told her to,” she replied.

Olivia began stroking Peter’s cock more aggressively.

“I so get off on the thought of girls dominating you. Humiliating you. I love it that you live in a house where the females can do anything they want to you. So everything that happens to you is intentional. It happens because I want it to happen. And now I want you to come for me, thinking about how I own you. Think about the fact that whatever I want to happen to you will happen. You have no say in the matter.”

Peter looked at Olivia, his eyes revealing the depths of his respect and admiration for her. His breathing came faster and heavier, While his body stiffened and his back began to arch. His hips thrust forward and he had an orgasm, his cum ejaculating upward in an arc that landed on his chest. Several more spurts of cum followed, until Olivia had drained him.

“That’s beautiful,” she said, observing his bare chest covered by his cum.

She ran her fingers through it, then lifted them to his mouth. Cum dripped from her fingers into Peter’s mouth.

“That’s right,” she said. “Lick it up for me.”


Chapter 9

“I ran into an old friend the other day,” Olivia mentioned to Peter. “She was this friend of mine in high school. I credit her with my discovery of how fun it is to humiliate boys,” Olivia said with a laugh. “It started when I went over to her house one afternoon and she told me that there was this boy named James living with them. Apparently, he had a situation similar to yours. The two girls, Dahlia Striker, and her little sister Kayla, they could do whatever they wanted with this guy. He’d get in huge trouble if they wanted him to.

“So she had James come to her bedroom and take off his clothes. Then she had him masturbate so we could watch. I was so fascinated with the whole thing. I actually made a video of it. After that, I became really intrigued with the idea of having a guy do whatever I want. Then I met you,” she said, and gave Peter a kiss on the lips. “I’d like for you to meet her. I mentioned that you were living with us and she was really happy for me. She was really surprised at the arrangement, where you have to submit to my roommates, but she thought it was interesting. Ultimately, she was totally in favor of it, of course.”

“So you want me to meet her?” Peter asked.

“Yeah, she’s coming by later today,” Olivia mentioned casually. “You will be on your best behavior, because I want her to be impressed with how obedient you are, OK?”

“Of course,” Peter replied. “I’ll do anything you ask of me.”

“That’s so sweet of you,” Olivia replied, giving Peter a look of affection. “One little favor to ask of you, I want you to shave your entire body. Make it smooth and hairless. I think Dahlia will appreciate that. You’ll do that for me, won’t you, Peter?”

“Yes,” Peter replied. “Anything you want.”

Olivia kissed him again.

“You’re so much fun to play with, Peter. I think I want to own you. You’ll be my plaything on a permanent basis. I just love thinking about all the things I could do to you.”

Peter smiled, looking at her with adoration and respect, a feeling inside of him that he would gladly do anything she wanted him to do. She had, in fact, already taken possession of him in a way, in that there was nothing she might want him to do that he wouldn’t happily do, just to show her that he was devoted to her and would submit to her always.

“I would love nothing more, Olivia,” Peter replied.

She kissed him again.

“Lucky for you,” she replied with a smile. “Because you don’t have a choice.”

Peter smiled warmly, feeling happy that he had met a woman as perfect as Olivia.
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