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Matthew parked his car behind what appeared to be an abandoned foundry, in a large, gated parking lot. The building was old, built a century ago of what was now weathered brick, with soot and dirt adding a patina of age and giving it an overall, decidedly forlorn appearance. Matthew shut off the engine and paused, trying not to allow himself to feel nervous. He had decided to focus on the task at hand and not think too much about what was about to happen. About what he had agreed to do. He had to wonder if there was some mind control involved. How had he so readily agreed to come here today, with but the faintest outline of what would be required of him? Was it something about the way that she had spoken to him? The way that she leveled her eyes at him, seeming to look right through him?

She went by the name of Kat, and Matthew had met her at a dark nightclub. She had singled him out and talked to him about an event that she was producing. He could feel that she was assessing him, and she said a number of things that were flattering. She seemed to think that he would be perfect for her purposes, and she said as much. After they had spent a few hours talking, she handed him a card and told him that he should take a look at the website indicated on it.

When he got home later that night, his curiosity drove him to investigate. What he found was a peculiar and fascinating display of images that hinted at a very kinky and erotic kind of (what looked to Matthew) like witchcraft, with images that were suggestive, yet difficult to make out. His entrance to the website was unique, as it included a code that allowed him access to a page that indicated rules for an application process. He was unsure of what he was expected to apply to, and a bit taken aback by the fact that it clearly stated that he was to submit photographs of himself that were full frontal and completely nude.

He swallowed hard. His hands trembled above the keyboard. He read the information several times, and he thought about the woman named Kat. He thought about the effect she had had on him. The way that she held him in her gaze. The way that she had reached out and placed her hand on his hip while speaking to him. He thought about her own hips, which were curvy, round, and generously proportioned. He thought about the fact that he had gotten hard while they were talking. He suspected that she was aware that he had gotten hard.

He began filling out the application, which began by asking a number of personal questions. The first were concerning his physical measurements, those that followed were of a sexual nature. Matthew felt that the questions were a bit invasive in that they required him to detail rather intimate things about himself, but he felt her eyes on him, compelling him to submit the information that was requested. He felt as though he was being guided, and not fully under his own control.

When he had answered all of the questions, Matthew stood up, took off his clothes, positioned his phone on the edge of his dresser, then waited the ten second delay for the camera to take a photo. The website made clear that three photos were required. The first was described as full frontal, in which the applicant was to face the camera, the second was to show the applicant facing away from the camera, and the third was to show him from the front again, now fully erect. He took the required photos and uploaded them to the website as indicated in the instructions, along with the personal information that was requested. Then he waited. Twenty-four hours later, he got a response. He was to appear at an address at a specific time for what was referred to as a rehearsal. 

Matthew stepped out of the car, locked it behind him, mentally checked that he had everything he needed to bring with him, which was nothing, locked the car again, then found the six concrete steps that led to a rust-brown metal door. He raised his hand to knock. Suddenly, the door opened with a loud, metallic scrape that startled him. An extraordinarily petite woman whom he did not recognize held the door open, peering at him. Then she nodded in recognition and opened the door wider to allow him entrance. It surprised Matthew that she seemed to know who he was.

As it turned out, she recognized him from his photographs, the ones that he had submitted at the beginning of this series of events. Everyone had seen them, which included Kat, and the four women who assisted her in producing the event. They had looked at the five men who had completed the application process and selected two. They made their selection on purely superficial reasons, according to what they believed would be most entertaining to their audience. Specifically, they picked the two men who looked the most naked. There was some discussion on this point, as they had each of the five men’s photos displayed on a monitor before them. They examined each, and discussed which attributes were most desirable for their purposes. There was some discussion about whether a big dick or a small dick looked better in terms of making a man look more naked. At that point, they had adopted the shorthand of referring to each of the five men by number. 

“I mean, number five has a really small dick, relatively, but it’s cute, circumcised, and points straight upward, which totally puts his balls on display,” Andi noted. She was petite, almost elven in appearance with short, dark hair, and she had a stated preference for less well-endowed men.

Olivia, who was curvy, even voluptuous, and had a tendency to absent-mindedly stroke her cleavage when she was aroused, stated that she was solidly in favor of the two with the biggest dicks.

“The thing is,” Olivia opined, “their dicks are just there to be on display.”

“Although I agree,” Tara suggested, “I am in favor of making the selection based on the cutest butts.”

The others laughed at this, in part due to the fact that she would be one of the performers wearing a massive strap-on dildo, and for obvious reasons, wanted the nicest butt available for her conquest.

“What?” Tara asked innocently as she tucked an errant strand of her long brown hair behind her ear. She had a fascination with men’s butts in general, and was often pre-occupied with the subject, and she didn’t feel guilty about it in the least.

“Okay, taking into consideration all of your various comments, I think it should be number two and number three,” Kat weighed in at last. “If anyone has an objection?” She paused and looked about the room. 

“So, the guy with the cute butt and the well-hung guy?” inquired Lia, the tall, slender blond who was taking notes. She was gently biting the cap of her Bic pen as she spoke. 

“Right,” Kat responded. “I think our audience will appreciate those two the most. And I want one of them.”

“Which one?” Lia asked.

“Number three. His name is Matthew.”

“Do these guys have any idea what we’re going to do to them?” Olivia asked.

Kat gave a low, sinister chuckle.

“Not a clue.”

Matthew followed the woman through a maze-like arrangement that was dimly lit. In spite of her size, she moved with a supremely confident stride.

“I’m Andi, and I am guessing that you are Matthew,” she said over her shoulder.

“Yes,” Matthew replied.

When they reached a small room with a high window that had metal bars across it, she gestured for him to enter. The room was sparsely appointed with two folding chairs and a table. Upon the table were two black, hooded cloaks. 

“Alright,” she issued perfunctorily. “So, take off your clothes and put on one of the cloaks. They are both the same size, so it doesn’t matter which one. I will leave you to it, and be back in a minute.”

He was a bit taken aback by how abruptly she put the matter before him, but his second thought was what she had said as she left the room. She will be back in a minute, he thought to himself. So he had no time to think it over, and no time to hesitate. He unbuckled his belt, kicked his shoes off, slid his pants and underwear off, then took off his shirt. He debated taking his socks off first, or if the feeling of being exposed meant that he should figure out how to put the cloak on first. At any rate, he felt ridiculous standing in the middle of the room, wearing nothing but a pair of–

“Hello, you must be Matthew,” he heard over his shoulder.

He was startled, but turned, slowly, to see a woman he had yet to meet. How does she know my name, he wondered. She had the appearance of a woman who might be expected to thrust herself into any given situation, with an energy and commanding presence that silenced any objection to her having done so. She had her hand out, and he automatically extended his to shake her hand. It felt awkward to be meeting this woman wearing nothing but a pair of socks. 

“I’m Tara, and I’ll let you get back to it,” she said as her eyes scanned his body.

She left as quickly as she had appeared. Matthew quickly slipped off his socks and picked up the cloak, and was wrapping it around himself when Andi came back into the room. He would eventually look back on this moment with some amusement, thinking about how shy he felt about his nudity, and covering himself with the cloak. He was about to come to appreciate heretofore unknown levels of feeling naked, and feeling exposed, with all of the vulnerability and objectification that attended the events to come. 

“Cool, you’re ready,” Andi assessed. “Come with me.”

She led Matthew down a hall, up a short staircase, through another room, that eventually opened to a large backstage area. It occurred to him that he was a bit lost, and therefore unaware of where his clothes were. He realized he would need some direction to get back to them, so for now, he was entirely in the hands of the women he was only now meeting. It was with some relief that he rounded the corner and saw the woman who he had met the week before who called herself Kat. He followed Andi onto what appeared to be a stage to one side of a rather cavernous room. It looked industrial, with exposed pipes and vents, and he noticed two heavy chain hoists above the stage area, each hanging down from a pulley mounted in the rafters, about ten feet apart. The back curtain to the stage was a brilliant, blood red, more or less what you might expect to see hanging in Count Dracula’s castle. And a few feet in front of the curtain, center stage, was an enormous, and darkly sinister-looking throne. It had extravagant woodworking, with what appeared to be thorn and spiraling horn shapes emanating from the side and back of it. The lushly cushioned seat and back were covered in a soft, red velvet. 

“Thank you for showing up,” Kat greeted him warmly. 

“I’m, sure, I...”

Suddenly the sound system blared out a loud, dark, heavy sound, that was like a mix of drums, church bells, and a deep, industrial growl. 

“Aaagh!” Several of the women blurted out. Just as suddenly the sound cut out, and a woman’s voice came over the speakers. 

“Sorry.”

It was at that moment that Matthew realized that there were several people around, all of them women, it appeared. He had met Andi, Tara, and Kat, and he could see another woman lighting tall, black candles over to one side of the stage. And apparently there was a woman working the sound system. 

“Anyway,” said Kat, her eyes going wide for a moment, “you are here, and you have your cloak. There will be one additional male, who,” she said with a glance at her watch, “appears to be late.”

She had a perturbed look on her face. Matthew could see that she was the kind of woman who did not like to be kept waiting. Not that there was a kind of woman who liked to be kept waiting, he reasoned with himself. Rather, Kat looked like the kind of woman who would do something about it. He wondered if there might be some admonishment coming to the as-of-yet failing to appear male in question. Then a woman he had not met suddenly appeared with the almost, but not quite truant man, wearing the other cloak that had been in the changing room. 

Kat clapped her hands and yelled out, “Alright, everyone, bring it in.”

Matthew noticed that everyone did indeed bring it in, and with some haste. There was, apparently, no question about who was in charge. She briskly led the introductions all around, and learned that the other male was named Richard, though Kat immediately began calling him Ricky. And the two women he had yet to meet were named Olivia and Leah. Although later he would learn that her name was spelled “Lia.” 

“Without further ado,” Kat prompted, clearly in a hurry. But if she was nervous about the performance they would be putting on that night, she didn’t show it. “Boys to each side of the stage, I don’t care which one goes where.”

Matthew was closer to stage right, so he went there, and stood behind the curtain that obscured him from where the audience would stand. It occurred to him that he felt nervous, now conscious of the fact that he was indeed obligated at this point to take part in the show they were apparently putting on. He wondered how it was going to be possible to do whatever they were going to do with so little notice. How they could possibly perform for an audience that very same day, when he had only the faintest idea of what was going to happen. As it would turn out, his only requirement was to follow orders, so he would be fine, and if he made a mistake, it wouldn’t matter. The mistake would be corrected. 

Kat stood in the middle of the stage with her head bowed, and the same music that had played before began, much quieter this time. It sounded lush and actually kind of romantic to Matthew’s ears, but also oddly disquieting. Even disturbing. Matthew thought to himself that if he were watching a film and this music was on the soundtrack, then he would suspect that something ominous was about to happen. Something dangerous. He wondered if something dangerous actually was about to happen, and suddenly felt quite naked underneath his cloak. Andi was standing next to him, and on a certain cue, she took his arm, and flashed him a smile.

“That’s us. Let’s go,” she said.

She led him by the arm onto the stage. He could see that Ricky was being brought onstage from the opposite direction. At a certain point, both men were stopped, and rotated to face the audience. They were now standing fairly close to one another. They intuitively lowered their heads. Kat stepped forward, between them, and by extending both of her hands outward, raised both of their chins upward, as though to show their faces to the audience. 

She said softly, but loud enough for them both to hear, “Do that again tonight. Lower your heads and I will repeat what I just did.”

Both men nodded. 

Then she turned toward the front of the stage and said in a loud, commanding voice, “Strip them of their clothing!” 

At this, Andi took the shoulders of Matthew cloak and pulled it down and away from his body in one movement, causing him to become instantly naked. Ricky was exposed in the same manner. Matthew looked like he was about to cover himself with his hands, but a quick gesture from Kat made him keep his arms at his sides. She paused for a long moment, observing the two men. The music made the moment seem incredibly intimidating. Matthew wondered what he had gotten himself into. 

“Arms forward!” Kat called out, extending her own hands forward to illustrate. Matthew followed the example, and Andi appeared before him with a piece of rope that she wrapped five times around his wrists. Ricky did the same, and the girl named Olivia tied his wrists. Then, the long chains that Matthew had been curious about, that hung from the ceiling, with large metal hooks at the ends, were brought forward. Each was hooked between the wrists of the two men, pulling the ropes snugly around their wrists. Then the chains gave a clattering noise as they were drawn upward by some machine assembly. It was actually somewhat alarming for the two men to have their arms pulled upward, feeling themselves drawn tight as they went up on the balls of their feet. Then the chains stopped. Andi and Olivia then knelt down to tie lengths or rope to each of their ankles, and spread their legs a bit wider than comfortable, and tied them to recessed points in the floor. The entire process took less than thirty seconds, from wearing the cloaks to being spread out tightly in an obscene display of naked objectification. It occurred to Matthew at that moment that this would be the manner in which he would be presented to the audience they were expecting. He wondered how many people were going to be in attendance that evening. 

For now, Kat stood before him, an audience of one. She was quite intimidating, but she was also reassuring in the way that she spoke to him. 

“How are you doing?” she asked with sincerity. 

“Um. I’m alright.”

She placed her hands on his body, gently caressing his bare skin. Her eyes scanned downward. 

“You look beautiful, tied up for me like this. And you look really, really naked. The audience is going to love this.”

As she turned away, her hand trailed behind her and brushed the tip of his cock. He was already starting to become hard, and this momentary touch hastened that process. Matthew tried to focus on something else, and observed that Kat was now addressing Ricky. He observed that she touched his body in the same way, and that the gentle brush of her hand across the dick was not accidental. He was in total admiration of her ability to compel obedience to her designs. Which in turn, caused him to think about how extraordinarily vulnerable he was, and that it was her intention to have him precisely this way. 

Matthew was brought out of this interior thought by the sight of Kat holding in her hand, and displaying triumphantly, three items: a long, thin, riding crop, an even longer and thinner birch rod, and a cat-o-nine tails whip. She held them erect, and splayed out so that they looked like talons in her left hand. 

She turned to face the two naked men, and speaking softly, said, “I am not going to whip you now, since I don’t want you to have marks on your bodies before the show tonight. Also,” she added with a wink, “I want to see your genuine, initial reaction to the way that it feels when I whip you.” She leaned in and whispered into Matthew’s ear, “Trust me. No one has whipped you the way I will.”

Matthew was now fully erect. Though he found it profoundly embarrassing to have an erection while displayed naked, he was simultaneously under Kat’s thrall, and was troubled by the thought that there was nothing he wouldn’t do if she told him to. He had barely processed the fact that he was going to be whipped for the entertainment of an audience. 

“Okay, place holder,” Kat declared aloud. “The whipping of our victims will take place at this point, so skip ahead ten minutes in the program.” She apparently was referring to the music, since the track stopped playing, and after a brief pause, another started. Matthew noted that the music became at once more ominous, and more aggressive in its intensity. In his peripheral vision, he could see a cloaked figure appear from either side of the stage. He would eventually learn that it was Tara and Lia, who progressed forward until they were standing directly behind himself and Ricky. Kat gave a cue that caused Tara and Lia to drop their cloaks. Matthew couldn’t see exactly what was happening, but he could see that Tara, who was behind Ricky, was not nude. What he could not quite make out was that Tara was wearing a leather harness around her waist, which held in place a massive, realistically shaped and colored dildo. She was also wearing a leather bra. Lia was dressed identically, and when he felt her hands on his hips, and the large, rounded tip of the dildo press up against his asshole, it suddenly occurred to him what was intended to happen. However, at this point Kat signaled them to pause. 

“Alright, again, I don’t want to go any farther at this point, so that the audience can see a genuine reaction to the moment of penetration. They’re going to want to see the exact moment our boys surrender to their fate. The moment they give it up.” She stepped up to Ricky and said something quietly to him. Then she came over to Matthew. 

“You’ll take it like a good boy for me, won’t you? You’ll get fucked in the ass proper and show us how sweetly you surrender to that huge strap-on?” 

Matthew felt dizzy. He looked into her eyes, feeling overwhelmed to see her smiling warmly back at him. 

“Don’t worry, you’ll do fine,” she purred, while she gave his erection a little squeeze. 

“Okay, again, we are jumping ahead in the program,” Kat declared loudly with a clap of her hands. “Forward the music another ten minutes.”

When the next musical cue was played, Matthew became aware of quite a bit of activity happening around and behind him. Tara and Lia departed from the stage with their cloaks, and Olivia and Andi entered from either side. They were pushing what appeared to be wheeled tables, with a panel covering the front. The panels had designs on them, of what, Matthew couldn’t see. Each girl positioned her table to either side of Matthew and Ricky and locked the wheels. Their feet were untied, and the chains that held their hands above their heads began descending. Matthew thought that the ropes that bound his hands together might be untied, but instead, he was led over to the table that was nearest him. Andi directed him to get up on the table and lie down, facing upward. She held the rope that bound his hands and brought it up above his head again and secured with a padlock to an eyebolt at the edge of the table. Then she bound each of his ankles in turn to either side of the other end of the table, tying them with rope that was already secured in place. Lying on his back, Matthew was surprised how high the ceiling was. And then he thought about how he must look, spread out on this surface, and he realized that he wasn’t on a table so much as a sacrificial altar. He swallowed hard, wondering what would come next. Kat suddenly appeared over him, looking down with a peculiar smile on her face. 

“Are you enjoying yourself?” she asked, but gave no indication that she was attempting to elicit a response from him. Rather, she placed her hands on his naked body and began to caress him. His erection, which had subsided drastically, began to stir. And when she placed her hand, in a commanding fashion, upon the base of his cock, and took his balls in her grip, squeezing them firmly, possessively, he became fully hard. 

“Good boy,” she murmured as she gave his cock a single stroke.

Then she disappeared from his field of view. He assumed that perhaps she was now doing the same to Ricky. Then Andi appeared above him, holding a long, tapered, black candle. Its tip glowed with an amber flame. She held it out some twelve inches above his body, then paused and waited for Kat’s signal. 

“Excellent!” Kat called out. “Advance the music to the next cue!” The music stopped and then started once again, at which point Andi blew out her candle, and then she and Lia assembled at opposite ends of the table that Matthew was tied to, unlocked the wheels, and rolled it offstage. Once they were behind the black curtain that separated the audience from the performers, they set about untying Matthew. 

“Great job!” Andi declared to Matthew. “You were perfect. So tonight, we just do all the same cues.”

“Um, except that we won’t skip ahead in the program like we did just now,” Matthew observed, wryly. 

Andi laughed.

“Right. No, we won’t skip ahead,” she admitted, giving him a pat on the chest. 

Matthew sat up, threw his legs over the edge of the table, then stopped, unsure of what to do next. It appeared as though the rehearsal was over, and the music stopped playing, though soon started up again with a decidedly different vibe. Now it was some chill, ambient music, most likely whatever the DJ felt like playing at the moment. 

Kat came over and said, “Good, you’re still here. I am telling everyone to go home and rest up for the performance tonight, but I wanted you to stay for a bit so that I could speak with you individually. You’ll wait right here?”

Matthew nodded, and said, “Sure,” although his mind was a whirl with all that had just taken place, and he had already agreed to everything Kat had asked of him, so this was no different.

She turned and walked away with the same confident motion she always seemed to be in, and he couldn’t help but admire her wide hips and magnificently round posterior as she moved away. He looked down, and suddenly felt tremendously exposed, waiting for her to return. He thought about his clothes, which were in a small room on the other side of the building. And looking around, there was nothing to cover himself with, though he would had felt ridiculous trying to hide his body at this point. As everyone seemed to disappear, and even the sound of them collecting their belongings and saying their goodbyes died down, Kat returned. 

“Come with me,” she said in her manner of speaking that didn’t allow contradiction.

She led him onto the stage to where the enormous, ornate throne was positioned. She whirled around and placed her extraordinarily well-shaped rear end on its seat. She leveled her eyes at Matthew. He had followed her to this point, and now stood directly in front of her. He felt, inexplicably, even more naked at this moment than he had at any other point in the day. For a moment, she said nothing. She simply looked at him. Matthew couldn’t have felt more intimidated. It was with great effort that he restrained himself from trying cover his nudity with his hands, as he felt this would be even more embarrassing in its juvenility. 

“So, to explain,” Kat said at length, “I enjoy male bodies, stripped naked, and made to stand before me. Like you are now. I make no apologies for that. Also, I feel that the image of the naked female has for so long been associated with the type of performance we are showing here tonight, so I am doing my best to contradict that. Your presence serves two purposes. One, it is enjoyable to me personally, and two, it feels justified to me politically.”

She remained in repose, her eyes assessing Matthew throughout. He wondered if there was something he was supposed to be doing, but then he had noticed that Kat was not shy about saying what she wanted, so he assumed that he must be already doing it. Her gaze traveled down his body. 

“I want you to shave the entirety of your body before the show this evening. It makes for a better nude look, I think. And I believe that our audience will appreciate the attention to detail. And the humiliation of it. You will do that for me?”

“Yes, I can do that,” Matthew replied.

“Excellent. I appreciate your complaisance with all that I ask of you. Also, don’t masturbate. I want you on edge.” She appeared lost in thought for a moment. “Oh, and before you go, Matthew, I want you to lick my pussy.”

Matthew was taken aback by how brazen she was, but his almost immediate erection answered for him. Kat glanced at his erect cock. 

“I will take that as a yes.”

Kat pulled the hem of her dress upward and spread her thighs, placing one leg over the arm of the throne. She observed Matthew, whose eyes widened with desire, a lustful look of sexual excitation she found incredibly attractive. He moved toward her, lowering himself onto his knees. Kat adored the sight of a man on his knees, even more so when they were about to lick her. She placed her hand on his head as he drew near, combing her hand through his hair, then gathering it into her fist at the back of his head. She pulled his hair tight, holding him in place a few inches from her body. He looked up, meeting her eyes with what she found to be an adorable look of expectation and an appropriate appearance of being more than willing to please. She licked her lower lip as a smile spread across her face. Her other hand slipped between her legs and she spread her labia open with two fingers. She observed the intensity of lust and desire that came over him like a fog, as his tongue slid out between his lips and bridged the distance between them. Her eyes narrowed as she took in the sight of his remarkably long tongue, which drew to a point and curved upward at the tip as it began to gently caress her clit. She was in no hurry whatsoever for this to be over, so she luxuriated in the deliberately slow, serpentine movement of his long, wet, obedient tongue.
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Matthew unlocked the door to his car and sat in the driver’s seat for a moment, collecting his thoughts. He was still unsure of what he had gotten himself into, but it felt as though he was onboard a train that had left the station. He started his car and drove home, one of those drives where he realized he had no memory of it once he was parked in his driveway. He went inside and got something to eat, then took a shower. He pulled out a fresh blade for his razor and spread shaving cream over the majority of his body, shaving off the entirety his body hair until his body was completely smooth. It took approximately four times longer than he could have imagined it would, but when he looked in the full-length mirror, the result appeared to be worth it. He definitely looked more naked than he had ever seen himself. He began shaving his face, but found that he needed to change the blade in his razor before he attempted that again. Finally, he was prepared himself as he had been instructed to, so he went to his bedroom to lie down on his bed. He remained naked, feeling the air on his skin. He tried to meditate, to clear his mind in preparation for what was to come, but he found it impossible to banish thoughts of Kat from his mind for any length of time. It was as though she had taken up residence in the back of his mind, and was directing his thoughts toward her. As distracting as it was, it actually felt incredibly pleasurable to have her dominating his thoughts.

He had never met a woman so perfect. Even her feet are cute, he thought. He thought about the upward curve of her calves from her ankles, the majestic lines of her thighs, her magnificently round hips and butt, the hourglass shape of her upper body, her hedonistically full breasts, the elegant length of her neck, her classically beautiful face crowned by a waterfall of thick, dark, lustrous hair, and suddenly he stopped and shook his head. He looked down at his cock, which was pointing straight upward and was slowly throbbing.

“OK, stop,” he said aloud to himself. I am not allowed to masturbate right now, but more importantly, why am I being so shallow? He chastised himself for not only becoming distracted in his attempt at meditating, but also for becoming so focused on Kat’s physical attributes. He tried to employ her dominant nature in an attempt to quiet his mind, as though she were able to control him by remote.

He waited.


3

The industrial space appeared transformed. The remnants of its past as a manufacturing facility blended into the background, as the lights, the stage dressing, the music, and the audience itself transformed it into something unworldly.

Kat stood in the middle of the stage with her head bowed. Though her posture might have read as submissive, she was anything but, as her presence was commanding, and she clearly had the attention and the respect of the audience. Music rumbled ominously at the periphery of the scene. It projected the aural equivalent of something getting ready to pounce. Stage smoke and strobing lights created a garish, though effective, ambient menace. All eyes were on Kat, unblinking, as the anticipation built to a nearly intolerable level.

Matthew stood offstage, behind the curtain, his stomach churning as he contemplated the size of the crowd. There were roughly five times the number of people he had expected might show up to witness the event. He felt overwhelmed by the energy being projected by the crowd of several hundred people. He started to become worried that he might pass out. Andi appeared at his side and placed her hand on his shoulder.

“You OK, Matthew?” she asked, her voice sounding hopeful.

“Uh, yeah, under the circumstances,” he replied. “There are a lot more people here than I had expected.”

“Oh, right. Yeah, this crowd is a little bigger than we had anticipated,” she observed, then realized that her words were doing nothing to quiet Matthew’s nerves. “Don’t worry, you’ll do fine. They’ll mostly be watching Kat, since she’s running the show,” Andi lied, knowing full well that watching the two men playing the “victims” was the most entertaining part of the event.

Suddenly, the music cue that Matthew had been dreading flooded the stage with its thundering proclamation, rapturous and terrifying in equal measure.

“Here we go,” Andi said.

She led Matthew onto the stage, and Matthew was both stunned by and grateful for the intensity of the illumination, as it partially obscured the audience from his view. They remained in darkness while his eyes were almost blinded by the spotlight’s harsh glow. Andi brought him to a halt, and he stood, waiting, knowing more-or-less what was coming next, but unable to anticipate what it was actually going to feel like. Now that there was an audience eagerly awaiting, everything felt more intense, more real. It was as though their eyes upon him had changed the women on the stage into forces of nature that he couldn’t anticipate or protect himself against. His only course of action was to submit to everything that was going to happen.

Kat stepped forward, and as she had done in rehearsal, raised his chin upward to show his face to the audience. The fact that she extended her other arm to do the same to the man named Ricky reminded him that he was not alone in being displayed in this manner.

“Strip them of their clothing!” Kat bellowed.

Andi took the shoulders of Matthew cloak and disrobed him, which caused the audience to let forth a roar of exaltation. There was something sinister in their appreciation, something at once gleeful and furious, as though they were owed the spectacle of seeing not only the exposure of these two men, but their humiliation as well.

“Arms forward!” Kat called out.

Andi appeared before him to tie his wrists, and his body was pulled upward until he was displayed fully before the audience, and his ankles were tied as they had been earlier in the day. Once he was bound in this position, the audience once again roared their approval, as though they deserved nothing less than the ultimate exploitation of his naked body.

“How are you doing now?” Kat asked, standing before him. 

Matthew had no words for how he was feeling, so he simply looked into her eyes. She smiled, and leaned in to kiss him. She hadn’t planned on doing so, so it surprised her. She caressed his body as she had done in rehearsal, but it felt more meaningful in the moment. She allowed her hand to linger while touching his cock.

“For what it’s worth, I am really impressed with you. I think you will find that you are really grateful that you gave me this moment.”

Matthew felt lost in this reverie, wondering what exactly Kat meant, when he became aware that she was holding a riding crop against his ass. The next ten minutes or so was a blur, as the audience made clear their enthusiasm for witnessing the continual punishment of the two men on the stage by various means, and across every part of their body. Matthew felt a strange and compelling feedback loop begin to occur, where the pain of the whipping became an erotically charged sensation that caused him to become erect, which drove the audience to demand that he be whipped harder, until he wondered if he might spontaneously ejaculate on the stage.

Matthew suddenly became aware that the whipping had subsided, and the music and lighting had changed. He no longer had a sense of what was coming next, and was fully dependent on the women on stage to direct him. He became aware that one of the women had placed her hands on his hips, and he could tell from the sound of the audience that something was about to happen, but he had no memory of what it was going to be. He was not aware that it was Tara who was behind him. Then the smooth, rounded tip of something that felt almost like flesh pressed up against his asshole, which served to remind him of what he had been really nervous about. He was about to get fucked in the ass with a strap-on dildo. He felt the massive cock penetrate his ass, and could tell by the sound of the crowd that they were really enjoying the expression of panic on his face. He had not anticipated that the dildo would feel so enormous. It was unrelenting in its dominance, forcing him to submit to its massive girth and its perpetual and insistent violation of his ass. The expression on his face told the story of what he was experiencing, with either his eyes or his mouth alternatively wide open. Once Tara had buried every inch of the dildo inside of him, she retreated until it popped out. Then she repeated this action, slowly increasing speed with each repetition, until she was fucking him, riding his ass like she owned it.

When the next musical cue was played, Matthew became aware of quite a bit of activity happening around and behind him. Tara pulled out of his ass, and he was quickly untied from his bondage and placed on the altar, and then tied down in that position.

Kat suddenly appeared over him, looking down with a smile that told of a profound satisfaction. 

“Watching you get fucked in the ass was magnificent,” she exclaimed.

She placed her hands on his body and began to stroke him in a possessive way. She took ahold of his cock and teased it fully erect. Then she disappeared from his field of view. Andi appeared above him, holding the black candle, its flame dancing seductively on the wick. She held it at an angle, which caused the wax to begin dripping onto his chest. His back arched in response to the sensation of hot wax dripping across his skin. Lia appeared next to Andi, and placed her hands on his cock. She had poured mineral oil onto her palms, and now lubricated the length of his shaft. Lia’s hands would occasionally slide all the way down his shaft until they were wrapped around his balls, at which point Andi would move her candle horizontally until it was dripping on the head of his cock. The two women then alternated between delivering pleasure and pain, until Matthew could hardly tell the difference. It felt like an eternity of excruciating ecstasy before Matthew’s body locked into an arched position, his hips thrust upward, and he ejaculated to the final roar of approval from the audience.
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Matthew climbed into bed, moving slowly due to the soreness of his body. He lowered himself gently to the surface of his bedsheets, then allowed his full weight to be taken by the mattress. He rolled over, and stared upward. The light from a streetlamp one block over spilled through the blinds, splaying their pattern across the ceiling. He slowly stretched his arms, which had taken the stress of holding his body erect throughout much of the evening. His ass was still on fire from Kat’s surprisingly intense whipping. Such was her skill that he hadn’t even realized during the whipping how completely she had branded him until later, when the sensation of her relentless application of the three whips reverberated through his body. And of course, his asshole was sore from being pounded by Tara’s strap-on dildo, a sensation that was clearly going to make it difficult to do anything involving walking, standing up, or sitting for the next day or so. And finally, Matthew realized that even his tongue was sore, due to Kat’s insatiable desire that he pleasure her so comprehensively. What Matthew felt was most unique to this totality of sensation was that he felt grateful for it. It made him feel alive, present, and honored, ultimately, to have been selected to serve Kat in such a manner that he ended up so completely exhausted. He closed his eyes, aware of the fact that he had an extraordinarily intense erection, but too fatigued to do anything about it.

It felt as though it was a minute or so later that he opened his eyes to the sight of sunlight streaming in through the window. He had slept so soundly that he hadn’t even been aware that he had fallen into a dreamless sleep. Though he was certain that his erection had subsided while he slept, when he awoke, he was fully erect again. He rolled over, feeling his erection pressing against the bedsheets, then slid his legs off the edge of the bed to stand up. He caught sight of himself in the full-length mirror that was the closet door, and paused. He turned, and saw that his ass still had the mark of Kat’s repeated application of her whip. He couldn’t help but admire the effort she put into it. The marks didn’t appear random, but rather, they were parallel lines evenly spaced from the mid-point in the curve of his butt to the top of his thighs, then continuing halfway down the back of his thighs. He turned slowly to face himself again, and saw that the marks across his chest were equally well-placed. His eyes scanned downward, and he had a feeling he had never felt before. The erection he saw reflected in the mirror was no different from that which he had seen many times before, only now it no longer looked like his cock. Rather, it looked like it was hers. He had an unusual sensation that he was allowed to look at it, but not touch it, since it no longer belonged to him. It had become her property. He had a thought that almost made him laugh, a feeling that he needed to return it to her. Which, as he thought about it, became a more urgent feeling. He needed to be near her, to offer himself to her as soon as she would allow it.

“How do you feel?” Kat said into the phone, taking a moment from overseeing the disassembly of the stage.

She had two men carrying the throne, the altars, all of the lighting and sound equipment and the various props to a cube truck that was backed up to a loading gate at the rear of the building.

“Thank you, I’m a bit sore, but I’m recuperating,” Matthew replied.

“I’m glad to hear it,” Kat offered.

Matthew could hear her smiling warmly even over the phone.

“You were rather impressive last night,” Kat observed. “Your obedience, your endurance, and frankly, your erection, were all beyond my expectations. I know that the audience really loved your reaction to everything that happened because they could tell that your reactions were genuine. More than a few of the women in the audience took me aside to tell me how much they loved watching you take a whipping. They said that it was because you were so free in expressing the sensations you were feeling. It is so valuable for us to see a man truly express humility, and it takes a particular type of man to have the confidence to display that emotion with pride. They could see that it was an honor for you to be so completely humiliated for their pleasure. To say nothing of the pain, which I know was quite formidable.”

“Thank you, but I would think that all the credit goes to you. I am just happy to have been of use to you and your purposes.”

Kat felt a little spark of pleasure.

“So when am I next going to have use of you for my purposes?” she asked, obviously amused.

“I would put that same question to you, Kat. I am at your disposal.”

“Excellent, Matthew. You will serve me two days from now. You will receive an email from me with the particulars.”

“Thank you, Kat, I …” Matthew began, then realized that she had already hung up the phone.
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As Kat had indicated, an email arrived that directed Matthew to appear at an address at a particular date and time. He arrived ten minutes early out of caution, and found himself waiting at the bar of a restaurant that boasted the best views of the city. It was on the top floor of a luxury hotel, and the ambient lighting was lowered in favor of the night-time cityscape that spread out below. Matthew ordered sparkling water, unsure of whether he was going to need to be sharp for his date with Kat. At the same time, he wasn’t even sure if what was going to happen could properly be called a date. Everything Kat did seemed to be unique to her, such that it felt as though a new vocabulary needed to be invented to describe everything she did. She clearly did not observe any traditional rules. Or rather, she seemed to invent her own rules. The more Matthew thought about it, the more it seemed that she seemed to have invented herself.

At precisely 7 o’clock, the maître de appeared and invited Matthew to follow him to a table.

“Your companion has arrived, and she has been seated already,” he explained.

Matthew felt a pang of worry, wondering if he had missed his opportunity to accompany her to the table.

Kat was seated next to the floor-to-ceiling window, toward the center. It was clearly the best table in the restaurant. Matthew was relieved to see that she had a contented smile on her face. He sat down across from her and wondered if there were actually people looking at him with jealousy, of if he was simply imagining it.

“I see that you’ve recovered nicely,” Kat said with a pleasant smile on her face.

Matthew looked unsure of her meaning.

“The way that you sat down,” she explained with amusement. “You’ve recovered from the whipping I gave you. And, well, the extraordinary talents that Tara allowed you to experience.”

Matthew blushed, in part because she made no effort to lower her voice.

“Oh, right. Yes, I’ve recovered physically, for sure.”

“But mentally? Have we forever scarred your psyche?”

“I don’t think that scarred is the right word. But I definitely can’t get it out of my mind. I keep thinking about it.”

“Hmm,” Kat purred with pleasure. She sat back in her seat and looked out the window for a moment.

“We simply call ourselves the Society,” Kat began to explain. “We are a group of twelve women who have all come to the conclusion that we don’t need to follow the rules, such as they are. Rather, we can make the rules. Anyone who disagrees will be excluded, and anyone who agrees may be invited to prove themselves worthy of inclusion. For women, it is a fairly simple matter. They simply need to state their intentions in joining us, and agree with our core principles. Generally, any interest in seeing men subjugated to the authority of women will suffice.”

She paused for a moment.

“For men, it is a rigorous, intensive, year-long process,” she continued. “They are tested continuously, and must show a remarkable commitment to discipline and self-control. I use the word remarkable to mean that what we are looking for is uncommon. It is more than just a willingness to submit and obey. It is the demonstration of a desire to learn, perpetually, a subservient role. To know their place, and excel in meeting and exceeding expectations. Few men are capable of this. I have come to think that you might be one of those men,” she concluded. Kat was quiet, observing Matthew’s reaction to her words.

“Thank you,” Matthew replied when he realized that she had concluded her thought.

“The Society is of the opinion that male energy should not be feared or denied, but it should be harnessed, and made use of. And by harnessed, we mean literally,” she continued.

As she spoke, a server approached the table. He was a young man in his 20s, and though he gave every impression of being professional, he nonetheless appeared a bit nervous.

“Good evening, miss, sir,” he announced. “Would you care to start with a drink this evening?”

Kat, in what Matthew thought was the most remarkable display of brazenness he had ever seen, reached her hand out toward the server, and with uncanny precision, squeezed the head of his penis between her thumb and forefinger through his dark trousers. Matthew watched with fascination as the server made no movement away from her, but rather remained at attention.

“I will have a bottle of vodka that has been kept in the freezer for a period of not less than four hours, brought to the table in a freestanding ice bucket. You will provide alongside it, a platter with multiple shot glasses, a bowl of fresh lemon wedges, and a bottle of hot sauce. Do you have any questions?” she asked.

“No, miss,” the server replied.

Kat released the server from her grip and turned her attention back to Matthew. The server scurried off to fulfill her order, while Kat appeared as though the previous interaction had been entirely normal.

“We select men who we feel should be given the opportunity to become an “initiate,” which means that they have an association with, but will never be a member of the Society,” she continued as though the interruption had never occurred. “Some, like you, will be referred to as an “intended,” meaning that you are to be seen as the property of a single woman. That means you are mine,” she explained with a wink. “Once a man becomes an intended,” Kat explained, “he is to regard himself as the property of the woman to whom he is aligned. She takes on the responsibility of training him, but she is under no obligation to keep him. Rather, it is up to him to continually make himself worthy of being kept. His obedience, his devotion to her, his ability to please her, and ultimately, her satisfaction with him in general will all be taken into account in determining if he will be allowed to continue as her intended. Now, some men come to us ‘unattached,’ which means that they are owned communally by all of the women. In addition to everything else that will be expected of you, you will never display any jealousy regarding the fact that I, with all of the other women of the Society, own several other men.”

Matthew felt as though he might be floating. He was experiencing a mix of unfamiliar emotions, none of which even seemed to have a name. He was fascinated with her, but maybe entranced was a better descriptor. He was afraid of her, yet he would have felt it impossible to turn away. He was aroused in a way that he had never experienced. Pressed to explain, he might have likened it to how one might feel if, during an automobile accident, you and your female companion were thrown through the windshield of the car, and she turned to you in mid-flight and began having sex with you. Not that any of that even slightly made sense to him.

“During your initiation period, all of the women will have access to you. There are no feelings of jealousy on our part related to this, since we won’t be having sex with you. Rather, we see it as taking part in your training, so that you may become the exquisitely subservient male that we believe you can be. We pride ourselves on how thoroughly we can re-program the male brain to think only of submission to the female. We are very good at what we do. You should be proud as well, that we have faith in your ability to remold yourself to our ideals.”

“There are many versions of what we have created, communities that are populated by like-minded people who believe in the inherent supremacy of the female,” Kat continued. “We acknowledge and celebrate every incarnation of this ideology. We, however, are unique in that we are also committed sadists. Observation of the male in a submissive position while enduring pain is a particular pleasure we enjoy.”

She paused, thinking.

“The word ‘enjoy’ is, perhaps, not correct in this instance, since it is with a profound pleasure that we revel in the dynamic of a man wrestling with his own self-control while enduring the torture we provide. And we are very generous,” she added, a devious twinkle in her eyes.

At this point, the server appeared with a freestanding ice bucket containing a bottle of vodka, the exterior of which was frosted with ice, and a silver platter with a rack of shot glasses, each clouded on their surface from having been in the freezer. Matthew was beyond certain that the rest of Kat’s order had been fulfilled with precision, as the server was clearly beyond terrified of her. When he had been assured that there was nothing else required of him, he gave her a nod, then spun on his heels and disappeared.

“This,” Kat explained as she lifted the bottle of vodka from the ice bucket, “is how this is done.” She poured two shots of vodka, squeezed lemon across the tops of both glasses, then gave the hot sauce bottle a snap of her wrist to send a squirt of hot sauce into each glass. She handed one shot glass to Matthew, then lifted the other.

“Cheers,” she said, and sent the contents of the glass down her throat.

Matthew followed suit, and felt like a kid as he tried to keep a straight face while the frozen vodka, sour lemon, and scorching hot sauce did everything but knock him off his chair.

Matthew hadn’t thought about what might happen after dinner, and he did think it odd that the server never brought a bill to the table. But it wasn’t until she pressed the button in the elevator for the floor just below the restaurant that he began to understand. She led him out of the elevator, and down the hall, pulling a key from her purse as she approached a door that she opened, and entered. The lights were off in the room, but the curtains were wide open, and the lights from the city below served to adequately illuminate the room. The door closed behind him with a satisfyingly definitive click.

Kat led Matthew out onto the balcony, taking in the sight of the city below, and the cool breeze in the night air. She turned, with a look on her face that betrayed her appetite for hedonistic pleasure.

“When I was very young, I went by the name of Katy,” she began to explain, in spite of the fact that Matthew hadn’t asked a question. “I had a crush on a boy in the neighborhood named Mark Taylor. I had become obsessed with the idea of seeing him naked. Having no idea how to make that happen, I began thinking about. So I made a plan.”

Of course you did, Matthew thought, a look of admiration apparent on his face.

At the time, I was unsure of myself,” she continued.

The thought of Kat being unsure of herself was a surprise to Matthew.

“I recruited my friend Melanie, who was very enthusiastic, as it turned out. Melanie had also never seen a boy naked, and was intrigued by the possibility. Melanie’s older brothers had built an honest-to-goodness tree fort in the back of their yard, like the ones you see in movies and stuff. And though they had spent years building it, they had outgrown it. I decided that it would be the ideal location to enact my plan. We convinced Mark Taylor to climb up into the tree fort with us, which required little effort on our part. It’s funny, thinking about it now. We had no idea how easy this was going to be. He was more than amenable to the idea, so after we had pulled the rope latter up into the tree fort and closed the trap door in the floor, I turned to Mark. And said, truth or dare. He said, dare. So I said, take off your clothes. He looked stunned, which is a look that I kept in the back of my mind for many years. He was clearly excited by the promise of being alone with two girls, and he obviously hoped that something, something would happen, but he had no idea that it would escalate so quickly. But a dare is a dare, and you know how boys are,” Kat commented.

Matthew nodded, tightening his lips into a smile.

“So we were amazed at how well this plan was working as Mark began taking off his clothes. He looked nervous, which I had not anticipated would make the whole thing even better. I mean, it was kind of like a drug to watch this guy who almost looked scared, and yet here he was taking off his clothes. We were going to see him not only naked, but really nervous and self-conscious about it too. When he was completely naked, we just stared at his body, fascinated by how simple it had been to compel him to strip naked for us. Then Mark said to me, OK, truth or dare. It’s not your turn, I replied. It’s Melanie’s turn.

I nudged Melanie with my elbow, then she said, truth or dare. Predictably, Mark said, dare. Then Melanie said, and I laugh about it to this day, throw your clothes out the window. Like, we didn’t plan this part of it, since we had already been so completely successful, and now we were just improvising. Mark hesitated, which was kind of perfect, and he was looking back and forth at the expressions on our faces. We looked serious, because we were. So he gave in, gathered up his clothes and dropped them out of the rectangular space cut out of one wall of the tree fort. Then he said, OK, truth or dare. But it wasn’t going to go that way. I explained that, nope, it’s still not your turn. What do you mean, he objected, That’s not the rules, which made me laugh. You don’t have any clothes on, Mark, I said, so you don’t make the rules. We do.

The look on Mark’s face was worth every effort I had put into making this moment happen,” Kat remarked, looking pleased with herself. “So then I said, truth. How often do you play with yourself? He looked shocked to hear the question, and got really flustered. I don’t, I mean, I never, so I interrupted him, yelling, you’re lying! Melanie had to laugh at this point. So I explained to him, we all know that boys play with their dicks, we just want to know how often. He hesitated, but it was clear that he was on the edge of confessing. Oh, come on, Melanie said, clearly exasperated. It’s easy,” I said. Just say I masturbate, and then say how often. Now. He was quiet for a moment, but it was obvious that we had the upper hand. I masturbate once a day, he admitted, and his voice was really quiet. I was like, once a day? Are you sure? Because I think it’s more than that. He blushed, so we could see that he was really embarrassed to admit it. Sometimes twice a day, he confessed. See? I said to him. It’s not so hard to be honest. Just tell us what we want to know. And now we want you to show us. Mark was dumbfounded, and he said, what? Like, figure it out, dude. You’re naked in a tree house with two girls. We want to see everything. Show us, I repeated. Put your hand on it and show us how you masturbate. C’mon, you already have a hard-on.

His dick was, in fact, very hard at this point,” Kat commented. “His face turned a rosy red color, but then he slowly placed his hand around the shaft of his dick. He winced as he slid it back and forth. What’s the problem? I asked. It’s that, um, usually I have, you know. Lubrication, he explained. So I said, OK, then spit on it. He was like, spit on it? So I said, yeah. If you won’t, then I will. So I leaned forward let myself drool onto the head of his dick. I sat back and used the back of my hand to wipe my mouth, watching as Mark began stroking himself, while the length of his dick became wet with my saliva. I was fascinated with the transformation I was witnessing, from Mark, the cute boy I had a crush on, to Mark, the naked sex object. It was only a few minutes, but it felt longer. He ejaculated a surprising distance, his cum shooting straight up in the air, and because we had him positioned leaning back on one hand, his cum landed on his chest and stomach. Melanie said, oh my God, like she was a bit horrified with what had just happened, but I was thinking, that’s right, because my plan had worked so well.

We returned Mark’s clothing, so that he wouldn’t have to climb down completely naked, but first I made him agree to do something specific for me. And the “something specific” was anything I wanted, and I made it clear to him that he was going to do whatever it was that I asked him to. Of course, he had no idea what was in store for him, as I had already begun to fantasize about watching boys endure pain for me. But he agreed, which was awesome, and that,” Kat concluded, “was what began my unapologetic exploration of dominating men, and taking great pleasure in doing so.”

Matthew looked at the image of the city lights twinkling in her eyes. He smiled, enthralled with how mesmerizingly beautiful she was. He was taken aback by how fully she confessed her experience without a trace of guilt or shame. The breeze gently played with a tendril of her hair.

“The thing is,” she continued, “I’ve come to understand that some would call me ego-driven, but to me, it’s simply pragmatic. I reason that if you go into a bakery and say that you want a cake, they’ll show you a cake. If you then said that you only want a German chocolate cake, they’ll show you that. Did you know that German chocolate cake isn’t actually German?” she suddenly asked.

Matthew shook his head in bemusement.

“Turns out, it’s named after a guy who had the last name German,” she explained. “Anyway, there’d be no judgement, no attempt to persuade you otherwise, just a straight-forward transaction. You want it, and here it is. I feel that way about men. I want a very specific type of man, and I don’t feel guilty about it. I don’t live by anyone else’s standards, and couldn’t think of a reason for doing so. I have come to understand that my own preferences are somewhat unique, but I’ve followed my own sense of what I want, and I haven’t deviated from that. I make no apologies for it either. I want a man who will submit to my will, and as long as such men exist, I see no reason to accept anything less. I want a man who will willingly serve my desires, placing my needs above their own, and I feel no qualms about such an arrangement.”

Kat paused, and deliberately studied Matthew.

“I also have very specific, albeit shallow, quirks of taste in the physical shape of a man,” she admitted. “The first requirement is that he should be, overall, physically attractive to me. And the second is that he should have a very long, and very talented tongue,” she concluded. “Speaking of which,” she said as she extended her hand, “come with me.”

She led Matthew into the bedroom, slipped off her shoes and threw the blankets off the bed. She reclined on the bedsheets and eyed Matthew. He could see that she wasn’t wearing panties.

“Take off your clothes, Matthew,” she purred.

He undressed and stood beside the bed.

“Now I want you to worship me with your tongue. You may begin at my feet. I want to see long, slow, sensuous licks of the tongue, from the heel of my foot to the tips of my toes,” she advised him. “I want you to impress me. Show me how proud you are to be allowed to worship at my feet. When I am satisfied that you have sufficiently subjugated yourself to me, I will allow you to lick your way up my body,” she added.

Matthew lowered himself onto the bed. He began by pressing his lips against the arch of her foot, then licking it reverently.
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The next morning, Matthew awoke to a knock on the door. He felt disoriented, due to the fact that it was not his own front door, but the door to a hotel room. Kat was lying beside him, appearing as though she was sleeping soundly.

“Get the door,” she purred, making it clear that she was not, in fact, sleeping, but that she was too content to open her eyes yet.

Matthew got out of bed, and grabbed a towel from the bathroom to wrap around him, since he wasn’t sure where his clothing was at the moment. He opened the door, and a young man pushing a small cart with a white tablecloth greeted him.

“Where would you like this, sir?” he asked.

Matthew looked at the wheeled cart with its silver-domed plates and various pitchers.

“Um, right in here,” he indicated.

The young man wheeled the cart in.

“I think we would like to have it arranged on the balcony,” Kat said, appearing wearing a hotel bathrobe.

The young man nodded, then began to place everything on the small table on the balcony. Kat palmed him an amount of money on his way out the door. As they sat down to eat breakfast, Matthew was curious.

“When did you order this?” he asked.

“When I made the reservation a few days ago,” she replied. She buttered a piece of toast.

“Anyway, as I said, the Society holds one ceremony per twenty-eight days, on the full moon. You will complete twelve ceremonies in total before you will be accepted as my intended. I look forward to watching you endure each of the trials you have before you,” she said sweetly, flashing her smile. “And after every one of them, you will be allowed to absolutely worship my pussy with your tongue.”

“Well, then I am looking forward to it as well,” he responded. 

“That is partly due to the fact that you don’t yet know how difficult the trials will be,” she said, laughing.

Matthew felt a tightening in his stomach.

“The first initiation is very simple,” Kat explained. “It will be a celebration of the fact that you are beginning the course of the twelve trials, and your induction will begin. You will be presented nude at the next gathering of the Society, for an examination of your physical body. You will be allowed to masturbate until you come, for which you will show your gratitude. You should make an effort to put on a good show for us. There will be a ceremonial aspect to it, since it carries a meaning for us. As a male, you will offer your pleasure as a sacrifice. You will ejaculate as an act of submission. Directly following, you will be officially locked into a chastity device, which you will wear for a period of one month. Each month after that, you will be released from the device for the duration of the ceremony, then placed in chastity once again. This will repeat every month for a total of one year. The end of that year will be marked by a ceremony that will make you a male associate of the Society. Again, you will never be considered a member, since you are not female, but you will be allowed to serve, and your position will reflect that.” Kat paused, observing the effect her words had on Matthew.

“Do you understand all that I have said?” she asked.

Matthew thought carefully.

“Yes, I believe that I understand,” he said deliberately.

“Good. But more importantly, I might say vitally, do you agree to all that I have said. Because we want you to not only understand all that is going to happen to you, we want to know that you have fully agreed with and have committed yourself to all that we demand of you. We value, above all others, those men who voluntarily, openly commit to all that we expect of our male initiates.”

Again, Matthew took a moment to consider everything she said, and the implications therein.

“Yes, I agree,” he said at last.

“Very good,” Kat replied, genuinely pleased.

She so enjoyed watching the male initiates take that leap, being brave in the face of what they know will be formidable in its demands.

“Do understand that this will not be the last time that you will be asked to commit yourself to female authority. Rather, it will be a continuous process of submission, genuflection, and worship. You will be obligated to re-state your desire to serve, to submit, and to obey. Another thing,” Kat continued, “we have among our members a doctor who performs all of the physical examinations of the initiates,” Kat informed him matter-of-factly. “You have an appointment to see her on Monday. Will that work for you?”

“Yes,” he replied, though he was unsure of whether he would be able to clear his schedule or not. The way that Kat presented him with her preferences made him feel unable, or perhaps unwilling to resist.

“Good. You will be in capable hands,” she replied. “Each applicant must pass a rigorous vetting process, which includes a physical exam. The doctor is, um, thorough,” she said with a wink. “She will examine you for all the obvious things, like a regular physical, as well as STDs and all of that. Don’t worry, it’ll be fun.”

Matthew almost laughed. He knew she was joking, since ‘fun’ was certainly not going to be on the itinerary.

Dr. Indira Velasquez was a general practitioner whose office was a short drive from Matthew’s house, and he arrived fifteen minutes before his appointment. He was shown into the exam room by one of the nurses, and handed a medical gown. She left the room, and he took off his clothes and put the gown on. He sat on the exam table and waited. When Dr. Velasquez entered the room, she greeted him in a friendly manner, and began asking very direct and personal questions. She explained that the nature of his involvement with the Society required her to know everything she could gather about his sexual history. She asked a battery of questions about his sexual habits, including how frequently he masturbated, and then a litany of questions about is general health. At the conclusion of this section of her exam, she asked him to remove the gown so that she might examine his physical body directly. He slid off the table, then removed the gown as she had requested, after which he stood before her waiting for the next part of the exam.

Matthew had played sports in high school, though he was never very remarkable as an athlete, but as a result, he’d had at least one physical exam every year of his life. He had not, however, experienced anything as comprehensive, thorough, and invasive as the exam he underwent at the direction of Dr. Velasquez. She began by having him perform a number of stretching exercises, testing his flexibility, as well as some calisthenics which tested his stamina. She examined the entirety of the surface of his skin, prodded him continually in many areas about his body, examined his penis and testicles scrupulously, and probed his rectum as thoroughly as he had ever experienced.

By the end of the exam, he felt beyond certain that there was nothing left of him to examine, and if there had been anything wrong with him in any possible way, then she would have found it. He thanked her before he left, and returned home, thinking he should shower before he went to work.

A few days later, he was informed that the doctor had found nothing that she felt was of concern, and he gave approval to have those results reported to the Society as part of their requirement to grant him entry to their ceremonies to become an initiate. Matthew felt relieved that it had gone well, but he also felt a knot in his stomach that he was one step closer to beginning the trials that he was to go through as an initiate.
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It was a warm evening, and the sky was slowly turning a pale violet, while clouds the color of orange and pink flames were streaked across the horizon.

Kat insisted on driving, and it was not lost on Matthew that this put her, quite literally, in the driver’s seat. He was dependent on her to drive him home, in addition to the fact that he had no idea where they were going. She piloted the car along a winding road, having left the main highway. The drive was remarkable in the natural beauty on offer, with oak trees draped in Spanish moss lining either side of the road. A private drive appeared, marked by a white fence lining the property. Kat slowed the car just enough to make the turn, and she gave a wave to a young man dressed in a white shirt and black trousers, who was apparently stationed at the entryway to the property.

“So the woman who owns the house is Evelyn, but we all call her Eve. She is an older woman, but you wouldn’t guess her age from looking at her. She’s really cool, really friendly, and really rich. When myself and a few other women were talking about the idea of establishing a female-led community, it was Eve who proposed that we use an area of her property. It took some transformation, but it turned out to be fairly perfect for our purposes.”

Matthew expected the house to come into view, but it was almost a minute’s drive before a large, white mansion appeared around the final curve. It was a stately, beautiful home. It had been built in the early 1900s, and it was located on a few hundred acres of woodlands. There was a circular driveway that allowed cars to approach the front door, where each of the attendants could leave their vehicles with the extraordinarily capable valets. It had a welcoming appearance, in part because there were gas lamps illuminating the drive and the entryway to the house which had all been lit for the evening.

“Don’t get out of the car right away,” Kat cautioned him. “I will heel the dogs, then you will get out and allow them to sniff you. Do you understand? It’s very important.”

“Yes,” Matthew replied, deeply curious.

As the car rounded the driveway at the front of the house, three black Dobermans dashed into view, and gathered around to investigate the car and its occupants. Matthew suddenly realized how vital it was that he follow Kat’s instructions, since the dogs were very clearly going to dismember him with lethal dispatch.

“Hello, boys!” Kat sang out as she opened the door of the car, which she quickly closed behind her.

The three, sleek killing machines bounded up and down with excitement when they recognized her scent, but they were clearly on edge about the unknown occupant of the car. Kat instructed the dogs to heel, which they did with a promptness Matthew found impressive.

“OK, you can get out of the car, Matthew,” Kat instructed.

Matthew opened the car of the door, realizing that he was putting his life in her hands. He walked around to stand next to her. She signaled the dogs to approach, and Matthew stood very still as the three dogs aggressively sniffed him. When Kat determined that enough sniffing had occurred, she gave each dog a pat on the head and a “good boy,” at which point they scampered off to continue their endless patrol.

“So that’s the security team,” Kat commented, laughing. “They’ll pretty much take care of anyone who tries to enter the property uninvited.”

At that moment, a man in a white shirt and black trousers approached, and Kat handed him the keys to her car. He promptly sped off to park the car as Kat led Matthew into the house. Once inside the entryway, she directed him to a small servants’ quarters off to the right, where he could remove and store his clothing.

He emerged completely naked. She admired the fact that if he felt shy or nervous, he didn’t show it in a way that was annoying to her. She escorted him along a hallway that led to a backdoor, through which all attendants could gain access to a walkway that wound its way through the garden to an area on the edge of the woods. It was set back from the house a ways, and it was a short walk before one would arrive at a clearing in the woods, at the center of which was a circular, arrangement of bricks, that contained an assortment of firewood for what would become a magnificently large bonfire. The sky was a deep indigo color, and there was a full moon slowly rising above the tree-line. There were hundreds of tall, white candles placed all about the property, and aside from the pale blue moonlight, they were the only source of illumination.

“And here we are,” Kat proclaimed upon entering the clearing.

Matthew was taken by the sight of the place. It appeared to be a garden, with an almost mystical glow to it. The entirety of the clearing appeared manicured, lush, and beautiful. The trees above seemed to shelter the space, protecting it, while the various pathways wound their way through the clearing in a seemingly organic way. There were tables and chairs, low wooden platforms, and a few cabana-type structures along with some small gazebos placed somewhat randomly throughout the clearing. Woven into the surroundings were small trees, plants, and flowers, some in pots and some appearing naturally. The walkway was constructed of wood, which made it feel as though it were a narrow boardwalk extending in every direction. Matthew noticed that the walkway had an incredibly smooth surface. What was more surprising was that it didn’t make a hollow, wooden sound underfoot, and even women wearing heels or boots moved almost silently upon it.

Matthew observed a small stage set back a bit at one end of the clearing, as well as a number of wooden structures consisting of large beams extending upward in various configurations. Each of these had metal attachments, mainly O-rings, which were rather suggestive. He could only imagine what purpose each of them was designed to fulfill.

“I can see why you like it here,” Matthew remarked. “It’s really idyllic.”

“I know, it’s kind of like a Zen garden. I think Eve could have a meditation retreat here or something.”

“Or maybe a gathering for a gynarchic society?” Matthew suggested with a sly smile.

“Oh, yeah, that would be perfect,” Kat remarked with a wink. “Another thing that would be perfect would be you getting me a drink.”

“Certainly, though I will need you to point me in the right direction.”

“Yes, you do need that, don’t you,” Kat agreed while placing her hand on his cock and giving it a squeeze. She looked over her shoulder to the left. “Head in that direction, and you will find what you need to acquire for me.”

Matthew moved in the direction she had indicated, and found that indeed, there was a small bar set up, which couldn’t help but look something like a tiki bar due to its surroundings.

A young man wearing a bartender’s apron and nothing else sprang to attention.

“I would like–” Matthew began, then suddenly stopped, realizing with dismay that he had neglected to ask Kat what she wanted. “I’m supposed to be getting a drink for Kat,” he started to explain, then noticed that the bartender quickly turned and began to make a cocktail without asking anything further. Matthew realized that the bartender already knew exactly what she would want.

When he returned with the drink for Kat in hand, she looked at him with some curiosity.

“You didn’t get one for yourself?” she asked.

“You didn’t mention that I should, and I didn’t ask, because I would rather be present during this experience.”

“Fair enough,” she said with some amusement.

Matthew saw that there were five or so women gathered, reclining on various pieces of padded furniture. Kat led Matthew to where they were gathered, and they all turned their attention to her and her companion.

“So this is Matthew,” she said by way of introduction. “He will begin his initiation this evening.”

Kat introduced each of them by name, and each of the women greeted him warmly, clearly pleased that he was to begin the initiation process. Matthew recognized Andi and Olivia, but not the other three.

After an hour or so of women arriving, occasionally in the company of men attired in a variety of light bondage and nakedness, Kat signaled that a trial was to begin. The sky had turned to black, framing an exquisitely clear moon. The bonfire in the center of the clearing had been lit. Kat escorted Matthew onto a small stage and introduced him to the small group of women and men gathered for the event. There was a spotlight trained on them, but the crowd was still visible from the small stage.

“This is Matthew,” she began, “who you may recognize from the show we put on last week. Some of you have mentioned to me how much you enjoyed watching him take a whipping, and being fucked in the ass by Tara.”

There were murmurs of recognition and appreciation from the crowd.

“Now, since Matthew has come to value the opportunity presented to him in becoming an initiate, and serving as my intended, he will begin the process this evening with his first trial. As most of you know, this is a fairly simple demonstration, where he will be allowed to masturbate and make himself come. He understands that this will be the last time he is allowed to masturbate for the next twelve months. Maybe the last time ever,” Kat added with a devious smile. “He also understands that this trial is for the purpose of objectification of the male, as he recognizes the authority we have to compel him to reveal and expose himself while subjugating himself to our will. He understands that his ejaculation will serve as his confession to us that we are inherently superior, and that his place is to serve and obey.”

Kat turned to Matthew, and stroked his bare chest with her hand.

“You may begin masturbating now,” she directed him. “Put on a good show for us.”

Matthew placed his hand on his cock as Kat departed from the stage.

Andi moved over to stand beside Kat.

“Is it weird that this is one of my favorite trials?” she asked.

Kat laughed.

“No, not weird. I am always kind of impressed with it, myself. It takes a bit of bravery for any guy to begin this process, and so the weight of that makes it really significant. I mean it’s so much more than just jerking off.”

“Yeah, that’s part of it, knowing what is coming, and still the guy stands there willing to submit. It’s really hot. But I tend to really focus on the humiliation of it. I mean, we have so many ways to have a guy tied up and presented in really compromising ways, but this is so raw, since he has to just stand there naked, playing with himself. I mean, he has to really surrender himself to it. I sometimes wonder how they withstand the embarrassment, knowing we’re all watching.”

“Oh, you know they love the attention,” Kat observed.

“Right, but it’s so much more than that. Not only are we watching him, but I think holy crap, you’re standing there jerking off for us, do you have any idea what we are going to do to you?”

Kat laughed.

“Well, I can tell you that I am really looking forward to watching Matthew endure his trials. There is something unique about him. My expectations are rather high.”

“I would think so,” Andi commented. “You have never been too rash in your decision-making.”

“Rash?”

“Yeah, you know, rash. Like, hurried, or impatient.”

“I know what it means, it’s just funny hearing you use that word.”

“Did I use it wrong?”

“No, it was perfectly correct. I just don’t hear it often.”

“Oh. I try to mix it up, you know?”

“Sure. Excuse me for a moment, I think he’s ready for the wine glass.”

Kat signaled for Lia to move forward and place an empty wine glass in front of Matthew’s cock. Within a minute, he began to ejaculate into the glass, which brought forth a sound of approval from the crowd. When Matthew had drained himself, Lia brought the glass up to his lips, and tipped its contents into his mouth. Another sound of approval arose from the audience as he swallowed his cum. The glass was then filled with red wine, and handed to Matthew. Everyone raised their glasses in a toast to the commencement of his initiation period. Then Kat came forward and knelt down to place a stainless-steel chastity device on Matthew’s cock, locking it in place. This was met with applause, as Kat stood, displayed the key, then placed it on a chain around her neck and dropped it down the front of her dress, between her breasts.

“That was an excellent show you put on for us, Matthew. We could see by the expression on your face that you were appropriately respectful of the fact that you will be submitting to female rule in a profound and meaningful way. You seemed to project an understanding that you will be owned by me, and that you are grateful for the opportunity to acknowledge and accept that ownership.”

Kat pulled him close and kissed him, and she couldn’t resist stroking the metal device that now imprisoned his cock.

“I love seeing you locked up. It looks incredibly good on you. But for now, I am content, and I think we should celebrate by allowing you to worship my pussy,” Kat said with a genuine warmth in her voice.

“Thank you,” Matthew replied.

Kat led Matthew to an area of the woods set off a short distance from the main clearing. It had been set up with a variety of wooden furniture, padded with various fabrics strewn across them for comfort. The cool, blue moonlight poured down over their bodies as she raised the hem of her dress, exposing herself to him. She reclined, leisurely, upon a long chaise lounge. He knelt before her, and for an extravagant length of time, she enjoyed the pleasures he could provide with his tongue and his lips. She was, as always, rapturously hedonistic in how she reveled in the ecstasies he could provide. She observed the way that the moonlight illuminated his naked body in the cool night air, as he remained on his knees before her. His hands caressed her hips as his tongue slid deep within her. He pushed his tongue farther, and deeper, as his hands pressed against her inner thighs, spreading her legs wider, allowing him to go farther and deeper still. Having spread her legs farther apart, he then placed his hands on her hips again to pull her toward him as he buried his face between her thighs. The whole of his being became focused on extending his tongue to pleasure her. He was mesmerized by her scent, and his tongue wanted only to go deeper, enthralled by the taste of her.

When she had entertained his obsession with worshipping her body such that she had reached orgasm no fewer than three times, she had him stop, and he began kissing and licking up the wetness between her legs.
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“So, having completed the initial ceremony, we have something a bit more formidable planned for you,” Kat said over lunch a few days later.

While Matthew had assumed that when Kat said lunch, she meant some extravagant affair in some exclusive restaurant, it turned out to mean sitting on barstools, carving ham and cheese off a cutting board on her kitchen island and making their own sandwiches. She even added the homey touch of lemonade made from the lemon tree in her back yard.

“May I ask for some clarification?” Matthew asked.

“Yes, but you have a mustard moustache,” Kat replied, as she used her thumb to wipe a yellowish smear from his upper lip, then licked it off her thumb.

“Um, thank you. OK, so I have been noticing that you use the words ‘ceremony,’ and ‘trial,’ and then also you will say ‘initiate,’ and ‘intended,’ and sometimes I can’t keep straight what each thing means, and sometimes it seems like they are interchangeable.

Kat sat silently for a moment, observing him. Then a smile broke across her face. Then she laughed.

“Yeah, you know what? It so doesn’t matter. It’s just made-up shit. I mean, we tried to come up with terms and stuff for everything, but even we can’t keep it straight, so we just say whatever. It doesn’t need to be complicated or anything. The girls run everything, and the boys obey. That’s really the only thing to pay any attention to. Everything else is just for the fun of it.

Matthew couldn’t help but be amused.

“So as I was saying, the next whatever is going to be a bit more difficult. It’s kind of a group unity thing, where all of the women will get a turn in giving you a whipping. It’s fun for us, and it will give you a chance to pay the respect owed to each of the women. You will want to thank each of them personally.”

Though the surroundings were a bit more familiar to Matthew, they still held some intrigue and surprise. He began to notice details and things he hadn’t before. He noticed two women he recognized, but did not know personally, who were off to one side in a full embrace, kissing.

“I’m not surprised to see two women in that arrangement,” Matthew commented to Kat, “but I am surprised that they would want to be here.”

“Arrangement? What do you mean?” Kat asked.

“I mean in a relationship with another woman, I guess. In that there seem to be a lot of men here that are, um, naked.”

Kat laughed.

“Every woman has her own reasons for being here. For some of them, they have no particular interest in seeing a man’s naked body, it’s more a matter of illustrating his lack of status. That he has been stripped, both figuratively and literally, of his position of privilege. It’s not all about seeing your dick,” she explained. “The two women you noticed, Sasha and Nyala, they are in a relationship with each other, but they have an appreciation for men, as long as they are in a servile position. They have been known to employ the services of men here for a variety of purposes, but they have no romantic interest in men, per se. They do, however, believe in female rule. They very much enjoy seeing the men here subjugated to female authority.”

Matthew also saw the server from the restaurant at the hotel, the one that Kat had so brazenly grabbed by the dick when she was ordering a drink. Matthew recognized him in spite of the fact that the server was completely naked and had his hands cuffed behind his back. 

“So I guess you know the server from the restaurant?” Matthew asked. “I mean, he appears to be a member here?”

“Not a member, Matthew,” Kat corrected him. “Men are never considered members. But yeah, did you think I was grabbing a stranger by the head of his penis?” she asked, laughing at the thought. “I’m really dominant, but that’s a bit much.”

Andi had been studying one particular man since he had arrived at the Society a month prior. His name was Mark, and he was unique, in that he had not been directly invited by any of the females present, but had petitioned to be allowed to attend of his own volition. Men were almost never admitted this way, so he was put through a fairly exhaustive vetting process.

She was leaning back against the bar, observing him. Andi had no particular knack for being patient, so it was practically one continuous motion from when she roused herself, kicking off with her foot and propelling herself forward, crossing the clearing in a straight line, taking him in hand to lead him into the woods until she was straddling his body and fucking him, her lust unbridled and unrestrained.

Mark was the size and type of man she preferred, which was handsome, submissive, incredibly well-built, and with a small penis. Though Andi would have modified the specification ‘submissive’ to specifically denote the type of man who was submissive only to females. Or rather, only one particular female, that one being her. He was exactly this type of man, as were most of the men the Society allowed to attend their events. Men who were dominant in all areas of their lives, but entirely submissive when it came to women.

Andi was wearing a tiny little cocktail dress, without underwear, which she preferred, so it required very little in the way of adjustment to straddle and begin fucking Mark. The look on his face was exactly what Andi had been hoping for. He looked surprised, even shocked, but definitely turned on. She pulled her little dress up over her head and tossed it aside, at which point she was completely naked aside from the high-heeled shoes she was never without. Mark’s large, muscular hands caressed her body, igniting her like a flame that danced on his cock.

After an hour or so had gone by, Matthew was escorted over to a large wooden frame off to one side of the clearing. There were two sturdy uprights, with a crossbar overhead. A rope was mounted over the crossbar, and his hands were bound above his head. Then his legs were spread, and his ankles were bound with rope to either upright. He was standing on his toes, his body pulled tightly into position. Then, he was blindfolded. His chastity device was removed, so as to allow everyone to freely observe his state of arousal. Then the ceremony began.

Each of the twelve members of the Society had a long birch rod. During the ceremony, each of the women would approach Matthew, one at a time, and whip him. It was left entirely to the individual woman where, how hard, and for how long she would whip him. Some of the women chose to focus entirely upon whipping his bare ass. Some of them primarily whipped him between his thighs, moving upward. And some chose to whip his chest, moving downward. But most common was to whip him across the entirety of his naked body. Starting at the backs of his thighs, moving upward to whip his ass, then rotating around in front to whip him between his legs, then whip him across his chest, finishing by whipping him across his hips in front. In addition to drinking wine, and talking amongst themselves, the women also watched Matthew being whipped, so as to appreciate the variety of techniques employed. 

When he had endured being whipped by each of the members of the society, he was released from his bondage, and his blindfold was removed.

Kat approached him, and gave him a kiss.

“Very impressive, Matthew,” she purred.

“Thank you,” he offered in earnest.

“Since you were blindfolded, you probably don’t know who was whipping you at any given time.”

“No, but I knew when it was you,” he replied.

“Really? I will be very impressed if that is indeed the case.”

“You were third from the last. Which was interesting, I thought you might have decided to go last.”

“And how did you know that it was me who was whipping you?”

“A number of ways. I could tell that you were definitely taking great pleasure in doing so, and it felt the way that it did when you first whipped me, during the stage show. The first time.”

“I remember that well,” Kat mused.

“And I found it unforgettable. Your pace is governed by the pleasure you take in each stroke of the whip across my body. Also, and really, this is the giveaway, the scent of you is an aphrodisiac to me and I would know it anywhere. In spite of the flowers and perfumes and earthy, piney scents that surround this place, I can detect your scent anywhere.”

Kat stood motionless for a moment, staring at Matthew.

“Come with me,” she said at last, urgently, and took him with her to the area they had visited after the previous ceremony, where she could have some privacy while he worshiped her pussy. She still had her birch rod with her, but she decided that she didn’t need to use it.
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“The number of attendants at any given full moon ceremony is always in flux,” Andi explained, standing in the entryway of the mansion.

She had volunteered to serve as a guide for a young woman named Jade, who was visiting as a guest. It was early in the evening, but many of the attendants had already arrived.

“There are twelve women who form the core group known as the Society, and they are almost always in attendance. There is a smaller number of women who show up sporadically, even casually, and there are always guests, like yourself, who might show up just to take a peek,” Andi noted. “Some women decide that they want to become more involved, while some are satisfied with attending a single event. The men who attend every event are the initiates, and they are all at some point in their year-long process of being accepted as male associates, as well as those hoping to be intendeds. There are also men who come as guests of any one of the women. They are not obligated to endure any of the trials, though they are required to be primarily naked. Now, primarily naked is an imprecise term,” Andi explained, “since we leave it up to any of the women here to decide how their male guests will be adorned. The only rule, really, is that no men are admitted fully dressed.”

“So I’m going to see a lot of dick,” Jade replied, laughing.

“Let me give you the tour,” Andi offered, her hands gesturing toward the back of the house.

“I would love that, thank you,” Jade replied.

They exited the house and walked along the pathway toward the clearing. After a short walk, they promptly came upon a man kneeling on a small wooden platform, with a thin, rattan cane presented outward across his open palms. His was facing forward, but his eyes were cast down in a show of respect.

“Interesting,” Jade commented. “So he is offering this, um, implement to anyone who wants to whip him?”

“In essence, yes. It’s a cane, and he has been given the opportunity to present himself for punishment.”

“The opportunity?” Jade replied, sounding puzzled.

“Uh, yeah, one of the first things that all of the men here are made to understand is that enduring punishment is one of the ways for them to show their commitment to submitting to female authority. The punishment itself is almost beside the point, as it’s of greater importance that they show their willingness to submit. This is Andrew Neal, which is funny, since he has been allowed to demonstrate how well he can kneel for us. He is hoping to become a male associate of the Society, having come to the realization that women should be in a position of power over men.”

“Smart man,” Jade assessed, approvingly.

“One of his attributes is an extraordinary tolerance for enduring a whipping. Take a look at his backside,” Andi suggested.

He had deep crimson marks all up the backs of his legs and across his butt.

“Oh, wow! That is impressive!” Jade exclaimed.

“Yeah, we were having some fun with him earlier this evening,” Andi confessed. “If you like, you may take him up on the offer he presents,” she mentioned, indicating the cane placed across his open palms.

“I am definitely going to do that, but I’m too impatient to see what else you have going on here. Maybe I can circle back after a while?”

“Of course,” Andi replied. “Follow me, and we can see what else is happening.

“Oh my God, this one has an erection!” Jade said as they approached a man who was kneeling, his hands bound behind his back.

“This is Tyler Lawson. He’s 29, he’s in financial investments, and he is single. He’s gotten some interest from some of our members since he joined the Society. In no small part due to his, um, enthusiasm.”

“He’s kinda cute!” she assessed. “I can see how he might get some attention.

Jade stood before him and raised her platform-heeled shoe to stroke his erection. She suddenly caught herself.

“It’s OK to do this?” she asked Andi.

Andi laughed.

“Of course. I mean, within reason. But generally, you can do whatever you like to any of the men here. They all understand that it is not in their interest to refuse anything we might want to do to them. They are here to serve, and it is a privilege for them to do so.”

“This one isn’t particularly difficult, Kat explained before the Matthew’s third trial. “You will be on a kneeling bench, and the point of it is to hold yourself in position. You will be on display, demonstrating your acceptance of your place here among us. The kneeling position is so important to us, so we want to see a man acknowledge its significance.”

She had Matthew lower himself to his knees, placing them on the thick, black, lacquered board. He was to keep his back straight, his chip up, facing forward, with his arms up and his hands placed behind his head with his fingers intertwined.

“Very nice,” Kat commented as she observed Matthew in position. “Remember to be grateful that you are allowed to keel before us. It could be worse. With some initiates we scatter rice on the kneeling surface.”

She leaned down and gave Matthew a kiss on his lips, then ran her fingers through his hair.

“Good boy,” she murmured.

Andi and Jade continued their tour, and Jade was continually entertained by everything within her sight.

“I am so impressed with how you have managed to find so many men who recognize female authority, and not only that, but really good-looking men. So many times I see, you know, sorry to sound so shallow, but men who look like they have been neglecting themselves and their bodies.”

“That’s a part of it that shouldn’t be surprising, really. A man who has been neglecting himself is clearly in no position to serve a woman. If he can’t take care of himself, then he can’t take care of anyone else, let alone provide the level of service we require. Also,” she said with a little smile, “we get more, um, interest than we can accommodate, so we can afford to be rather selective. The hoops we make the boys jump through are placed rather high.”

Jade laughed, imagining each of the men literally jumping through hoops.

“Wait,” she suddenly exclaimed. “Do you really have them jumping through hoops?”

Andi turned to regard her, a mischievous smile on her face.

“You’re picturing them jumping through the hoops, right? Naked?”

“Yeah. On fire,” Jade admitted.

“Wait, are the hoops on fire or are the naked boys on fire?”

“The hoops,” she clarified. “Though both, if they’re too slow,” she added, laughing.

They continued walking, and Jade inhaled deeply.

“The floral scent in the air is amazing,” she commented.

“Yeah, the air is really clean, and the trees and flowers make this a place I love being in, even when we aren’t having an event. The woman who owns the property, Evelyn, is really gracious in allowing us access to the property and the wooded acres behind it.”

A man came toward them, lighting candles as he made his way around the clearing.

“Hey, Mark,” Andi called out.

The man quickly stopped what he was doing and came to stand before Andi.

“This is Mark, and he is someone I have been considering taking ownership of, becoming what we call an ‘intended.’ Mark, kneel for us, please.”

Mark quickly lowered himself to the kneeling position.

“Nice,” Jade commented. “I really like the obedience the men display here.”

“I’ll point out the tiny dick on this one, since I get asked about it. I like the little ones because they fit me, and I mention it because you really can be really specific with what you want among the men here. You don’t have to settle for whatever you can get.”

“Beautiful,” Jade replied, obviously impressed.

“Thank you, Mark,” Andi said while combing her fingers through his hair. “Continue your work now.”

Mark jumped up and went back to lighting candles.

“So you have men doing the work here?” Jade asked.

“Of course,” Andi replied. “All of it.”

Jade smiled in admiration.

“What’s the deal with that guy?” Jade asked, pointing to a man on a platform up ahead.

“That’s Damien,” Andi explained. “He had begun the process of becoming an initiate, and had progressed somewhat, then he left for whatever reason. I think he just didn’t have faith in his ability to complete the process. Anyway, then he came to us and asked to re-join. We rarely allow that. But in his case, we made an exception.”

Damien was on his hands and knees between two vertical posts. Each post had a magnificently massive dildo mounted to it, and they were positioned such that one was deep within his ass, while the other was in his mouth.

“He is required to continually fuck himself, by backing up on the one in his ass until his butt touches the post, then moving forward until he is deep throating the one in his mouth,” Andi explained. “The posts are close enough together that he is always being penetrated by both dildos. In addition, one of our members will come around every ten minutes or so and whip him to go faster. Seriously, it’s a lot of fun to watch,” she said as they stopped walking to observe him. “We allowed him to continue with the stipulation that he would start over, essentially, but that there would be additional requirements of him. His trials will all be significantly more formidable, and there will be more of them. We also made him aware that he had pretty much painted a target on his back. All of the members single him out for special treatment. The first thing we did was we all took turns spanking him across the dick.”

“Spanking him across the dick?” Jade asked, her voice both surprised and intrigued. 

“Yeah,” Andi laughed. “Palm flat, side-to-side motion.”

Jade laughed.

They turned to continue their tour.

“So what is happening with this guy?” Jade asked.

“Oh, good. This is an initiate, who is enduring the series of trials I mentioned. His name is Matthew, and he is the intended of Kat, one of our founders.”

“So he just has to kneel? That doesn’t look too difficult.”

“Not particularly, but it’s important to us for initiates to kneel properly, and the kneeling bench is actually way harder than it looks. Over the course of the evening the pain will start slowly, then increase exponentially. He will really feel the impact of this lesson later. The point is to impress upon the initiate that kneeling is a privilege.”

“I do like the pose you have him in. And the fact that you have him shaved smooth makes him look really naked.”

“He’s waxed and shaved, actually. He will be locked in chastity between ceremonies, and he’ll have a spa treatment before each event.”

“A spa treatment?” Jade asked, incredulous.

Andi laughed.

“Well, I don’t mean like a day at the spa. More like, we just have the initiates prepared to be presented smooth and hairless, to denote their status. Matthew here is on his third month, so he has another nine to go, then Kat will decide how she wants him going forward.”

“Will he be done with the trials?” Jade wondered aloud.

“It is entirely up to Matthew to show his acceptance of his position here, and it is up to Kat if she feels he has earned the right to be here as a male associate in good standing.”

“Meaning literally, he will be allowed to stand,” Jade observed.

“Something like that,” Andi agreed.

“Well, you have a really nice dick, Matthew,” Jade offered. “Good luck with your trials.”

Andi and Jade moved on, leaving Matthew in place. Matthew was surprised to notice that his face felt hot. He realized that he was blushing, due to being spoken about so openly while he knelt in place, completely naked. He had thought he was becoming accustomed to the experience, but he realized that he still felt some embarrassment at being objectified so casually.
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“Something that is expected of you is to pay tribute to the lady of the manor, so to speak,” Kat explained to Matthew a week after his third trial. “The woman who owns the house and property where we hold our full moon parties is named Evelyn, but we all call her Eve. We owe her a debt of gratitude for use of her home, and one of the ways that we repay that is to have each of the men offer themselves to her. You are no different, so you will be expected to submit to her for an examination. Nothing else is required. She will not want to have sex with you or anything like that. She has a husband, a man named Noel, who we rarely see, but she also likes to have some fun with each of the boys who attend our events.”

“OK, what should I do to pay that debt of gratitude?” Matthew asked.

“To begin with, you will arrive early in the afternoon. Make sure that you are on time,” Kat cautioned. 

Matthew arrived at the house fifteen minutes early, having driven himself there for the first time. It felt different, since he had begun to associate the house and the drive there with the trials he was to undergo at each of the events.

After he stripped naked, he was brought into a room he had never been in before by Andi and another woman he didn’t recognize. Andi had him extend his arms forward while she placed leather cuffs around his wrists. Matthew noticed that the wrist cuffs were each attached to a length of cable that hung down from the ceiling. Andi had him stand with his legs spread slightly wider than shoulder-width, and then each of the two women placed leather cuffs around his ankles. The cuffs were then attached to two points in the floor. Matthew had the impression that he was far from being the first to be bound in this manner, not only by how quickly the two women were able to secure him, but also because the hardware associated with his bondage appeared to have been built into the design of the room. It was as though this particular room had no other purpose. 

Then the two women left him alone, and Matthew was surprised that they had left his arms down in front of him. The thin steel cable that stretched to the ceiling was attached to his wrist cuffs, which made him wonder why he was bound this way. He heard the door open and close behind him, and then after a few moments, he saw Eve come around in front of him and stand, observing him. She had an appreciative smile on her face, or at least that is how it appeared to Matthew. He would later come to realize that her look was less benign. It was, upon reflection, rather somewhat predatory. It was the smile of a cat that had observed that the door of the birdcage had been left open. 

She was a very attractive woman, likely in her late fifties, but she came off as more youthful than that. Her face had seen its share of sun, and she had lived a life of hedonistic pleasures. The wrinkles on her face showed as much, but she had an energy that made her presence feel vital and alive.

Eve took a step back, and pressed a button on a control box mounted to the wall. Suddenly a quiet hum could be heard, and Matthew realized that the slack in the cable attached to his wrist cuffs was being taken up. He felt his arms being pulled upward, which continued until they were stretched vertically above his head. Then his body began being stretched upward until he was standing on the balls of his feet. Eve maintained her stare, watching his body being pulled into position for her. At last she reached over and pressed another button, which quieted the device just as Matthew felt that he was stretched vertically as far as was possible.

Then Eve took a step forward. As Matthew acclimated to having his naked body stretched tightly for Eve, she seemed to be enjoying observing him do so. She stood with one arm across her torso, cupping the elbow of the other arm, which was raised and perched below her chin, as though she was studying a sculpture in an art gallery.

Matthew wondered if she even knew his name. 

After several minutes in which she did nothing more than visually investigate, she took a few steps forward and lifted a hand to place it on his chest. Her movements were slow, contemplative, and deliberate, as though she was intentionally savoring every moment. She slid her hand slowly down his chest, feeling every curve and plane of his musculature. He could feel her fingers seeking out and discovering every intimate detail of his physical body. She observed him in a way that suggested she had never seen a naked man before, but she touched him in a way that made it clear that she had seen hundreds of them.

She moved to stand behind him, to allow her hand to freely roam up and down his back, then begin an examination of his ass. She took a handful of flesh and squeezed it firmly, demonstrating an unexpected strength in her hand. She alternated gently stroking his skin and pinching his ass harder than Matthew would have thought she was capable. She slid her fingers down, between his legs, lightly brushing against his balls in a way that felt incidental, then she pulled her hand back and delivered a shockingly hard slap of her hand across his butt. Matthew gasped, and Eve murmured appreciatively. She repeated the motion, this time lingering to caress his balls from behind, then unleashed another hard spank across his butt. She repeated the action once more, this time placing her hand fully around his balls and giving them each a pinch, then delivering a third hard slap across his ass.

Seemingly satisfied, she stepped away, then returned, allowing Matthew to feel a long, thin rod sliding slowly up the back of his thighs. He steeled himself, preparing for what was to come, unaware that no amount of preparation was going to ready himself for what came next. Not that Eve didn’t allow him plenty of time to do so. She held the whip across the midpoint in the curve of his butt, pressed firmly against it, for what was no less than a minute. He had come to understand at this point that Eve was not just enjoying herself, it was more like he was a decadent dessert for her that she was going to take her time in savoring, and ultimately devouring. She was certainly in no hurry. He had no way of knowing that it was not only his naked body presented to her as a gift that she was observing, but it was also his fear that she found so delicious. She was sipping it like fine wine, watching him become nervous about just what she was going to do to him. To that end, she offered him a taste by delivering ten strokes of the whip in quick succession across his ass. He gasped in shock at the ferocity of her whip, then moaned as the pain shot through him.

She paused, studying his reaction. He was unaware of the thoroughly sinister look of pleasure on her face. Ten more strokes of the whip followed, each insistent and demanding of his submission. She paused again, but allowed a shorter duration before the next ten strokes. She repeated this, each time shortening the rest time between each series of strokes until he hadn’t time to recover before she would begin again.

Eve was playing with him now, using the timing of her whip to surprise him, to control him and ultimately, to cause him to have an erection. Matthew recognized that he had no control over the fact that he was fully erect, and he would have credited Eve entirely for the fact. She would have given credit to herself as well, as she was well-practiced in punishing a man and causing him to become hard in the process, all completely under her control. At last she put the whip aside, and stood beside Matthew, slowly stroking the whip-reddened skin of his butt.

“Admirable,” Eve spoke at last.

Matthew was surprised to hear her speak, but took her single word as a compliment. He was also proud to have endured her whipping, which he assumed had come to a conclusion.

“But incomplete,” Eve added, making it clear that she was not done with him.

She retrieved another item, and since it was out of Matthew’s field of vision, he was unaware of what it might be until he felt the smooth round surface of the cane pressed against his already very sensitive skin. He had been given the opportunity to be impressed by her strength and skill in whipping him, but he was still unprepared for the punishment that was to follow.

This time, Eve did not deliver ten strokes one after the other, but a single, devastating stroke of the cane. It took his breath away, even in the fraction of a second before the searing pain made its way up his spine to his brain. His head involuntarily flew back, and his mouth fell open as he emitted a gasp that didn’t sound to Matthew as though it could have come from his own body.

Eve paused for a luxurious amount of time as she fully appreciated every nuance of his reaction to her cane. She allowed every last echo of sensation to subside before drawing the cane back and delivering another shockingly painful stroke. If Matthew had been in any presence of mind to count, he would have numbered ten before Eve was satisfied. His body was shaking by the time she put the cane aside and stood beside him. She placed her hand once again on his ass, which caused him to tremble. She murmured an appreciative sound. Finally, she brought her other hand up and gently wrapped it around his cock. She held it firmly, then pulled downward a bit and released it. She repeated this twice more, then gave him an appreciative squeeze of the pectoral muscle closest to her.

“Thank you, Matthew,” she said. “That was magnificent.”

Eve left the room, and it was less than a minute before Andi and her helper returned to release him from his bondage.

“So how did it go?” Kat asked him later, when he was at her house. She couldn’t help but smile, as she could see from the way that he was moving that he had taken a rather spectacular beating.

“That was a bit more intense than I might have imagined,” Matthew replied.

“One should not underestimate Eve,” Kat commented. “She can pretty much handle any man. I saw her briefly, right afterward. She was very impressed with, as she puts it, the quality of your erection. She was pleased with the intensity and the springiness to it.”

“Springiness?”

“Yeah. She talks about springiness a lot. Like when you press down on it a little and it springs back up. She likes to see that when she is whipping a man. So pull your pants down, I want to see. I’m always fascinated with what Eve can do.”

Matthew dutifully lowered his pants and turned around.

“Wow,” Kat exclaimed.

She made a low, whistling sound as she gently stroked the surface of his skin. He winced, and moved away involuntarily.

“Don’t move!” Kat exclaimed. “Let me see it. It looks so good on you, I love it. It’s was so worth the pain you endured to see you looking so, um, what’s the word? Corrected? You look like you have been corrected. Put in your place. Disciplined. I don’t know, maybe I’ll have to come up with a word for it. Anyway, you look adorable. Turn around.”

Matthew turned around, and Kat placed her hand on his chastity device. She pulled him down to kiss her.

“I bet you’re going to lick my pussy really well after a punishment like that, what do you think?”

“There’s only one way to find out,” Matthew replied, as he lowered himself to his knees.
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For his next trial, Matthew was fitted with leather cuffs around his wrists and ankles, as well as a collar around his neck. He was taken to a wooden platform with five recessed metal plates that allowed his wrist and ankle cuffs to be secured in place, keeping him on his hands and knees, along with the possibility of having his collar secured, forcing his head down.

“To begin with,” Kat mentioned, as she secured his hands and feet a bit wider apart than he might have expected, “you will be in this position, with your head up and facing forward. At some point, we might attach your collar to the point of the platform directly below, which will be a significantly less comfortable position.”

She knelt down before him and placed her hand under his chin.

“Keep your head up,” she advised. “Look proud to be allowed to submit.”

Kat’s dress was extremely short, and in this position, he could see that she was not wearing panties. She realized that he could see up her dress, but she was not angry with him, instead she saw it as an opportunity to tease him. She slid her fingers between her legs and stroked her pussy, then placed her fingers in his mouth.

“Taste me,” she said. “Think about licking me while you kneel.” She paused for a moment, then added, “another thing,” clearly savoring revealing the next piece of information, “I have invited someone you know to join us this evening. You recall Lina, of course, the woman you had a brief relationship with last year?”

Matthew felt his body go cold and hot at the same time. He had dated Lina for a period of about eight months, and he had broken off the relationship because she had slept with a friend of his. She had been furious with him for not “getting over it,” saying that it was nothing because she didn’t feel anything for the guy she slept with.

“Anyway, I’ve invited her here this evening, and I think it would be good for the both of you if you were to remain submissive to me before Lina. I think she has some residual issues related to your relationship that could be smoothed over by seeing you submit. Do you think you can do that?”

Matthew swallowed hard. He hadn’t considered that his initiation might include confronting his ex-girlfriend in this situation.

“Do you think you can do that?” Kat repeated, annoyed with having to repeat herself. She gave Matthew a slap across the face.

“Yes,” he replied, wincing from the pain.

“Good. Believe me, it will be good for you.”

She left Matthew in place, which allowed his mind to begin to dread the thought of seeing his ex-girlfriend while in such a compromising position. He had no problem with Kat seeing him this way, or being displayed in this manner for the members of the Society, but he knew that Lina would get way too much pleasure out of seeing him in a submissive position. Even if she didn’t go out of her way to humiliate him, she had a way of showing a smug satisfaction when he was in a situation that was potentially embarrassing for him.

“You should see how well he has adjusted to his new station in life. He has shown some talent in worshiping at my feet. I think he should show the same respect for and deference to you, don’t you think?” Kat stated, not so much as a question, but as an offer.

“You know, I just can’t tell you how much I appreciate seeing Matthew demonstrate his training in humility,” Lina replied. “When we were dating, he would occasionally say the right things, but his actions wouldn’t follow. So it didn’t really mean anything.” Lina looked down at her black, knee-high boots. “I think my boots could use a nice polish,” she said with a coy little smile.

“Matthew,” Kat declared, “lower yourself to lick her boots. Now.”

Matthew tried to keep his face from betraying the mix of emotions he was feeling as he dutifully lowered his head to lick his ex-girlfriend’s boots.

“So as I was saying, Matthew has begun his adjustment here, but he has a ways to go. Like any of the men,” Kat claimed, gesturing to the scene before them.

“Yeah, it’s really impressive what you have done here. I have been seeing a guy recently, and your organization has really inspired me. It’s kind of making me think I should see if he would be capable of fitting in here.”

“Interesting. What is his name?”

“His name is Peter, he’s the guy I was kind of rebounding with when Matthew and I split up. I mean seriously, the night we broke up I went over to his place and we had what I call revenge sex,” Lina reported, laughing thinking about it.

“Revenge sex?” Kat replied, sounding amused.

“Yeah, like when you fuck someone just to get revenge on someone else. I was so pissed at Matthew here,” she said as she gestured toward his body with the boot he was licking, “that I immediately went and fucked Peter. It was really cathartic.”

“I would think so,” Kat replied.

Matthew was hearing all of this for the first time, and his face burned with humiliation, but he kept licking her boots at Kat’s direction.

“So now you have been dating this guy for a while, I guess,” Kat mused. “If you think he has the potential to become an initiate here, then he will be welcome. He will need to go through the usual vetting process, of course, and then complete his year of training, just like Matthew, here.”

“Oh, yeah, that would be the best part. I would really love to watch him go through that process. I’ll talk to him and see what he thinks.”

“Do you have any photos of him?”

“Um, yeah,” she said as she reached into her purse and pulled out her phone. She opened her photos, quickly scrolled, then showed Kat an image.

“Oh. He’s rather attractive, very nice. Do you have any other photos of him?”

Lina laughed, picking up on what Kat seemed to be suggesting.

“Yeah, hold on. OK, here’s one.”

She held out her phone, which displayed a photo of Peter lying in bed, the sheets pulled off of him, exposing his erect cock.

“Oh, that’s very good. The lighting is nice across his body. Thank you for showing me that.”

“Not a problem. Unfortunately, Matthew here was always too shy to let me photograph him.”

“Well, we’ve fixed that,” Kat replied with a laugh. “Matthew, please thank Lina for allowing you to polish her boots with your tongue.”

“Thank you for allowing me to polish your boots with my tongue,” Matthew said with as much sincerity as he could manage once he had raised his head.

“So you have a website to walk a guy through the application process, correct?” Lina asked.

“Yes, I’ll send you the link,” Kat assured her.

“Cool, thank you.”

“Happy to help,” Kat replied.

Later in the evening, Kat removed Matthew’s wrist and ankle cuffs, and brought him to his feet.

“I appreciate how difficult that was for you. I’m sure that it was really humiliating to have to lick Lina’s boots,” she said as she gently stroked his balls. “But I want you to understand that you will submit to me in everything you do, and you will do so without ever questioning my authority. Do you feel that you have learned your lesson?”

“Yes, Kat,” Matthew replied. “Thank you.”

Kat smiled warmly as she heard the tone of sincerity in his voice.

“Before I lock your cock up again, I want to make use of it to make myself come. Do you think you can do that? Can you hold out long enough to make me come?”

“I will do my best,” Matthew replied, becoming fully erect almost immediately.
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“This is one of my favorites,” Kat mentioned as she led Matthew to the platform at the edge of the clearing.

Mounted to the platform there was a large T-shaped device, and Matthew was directed to step up onto a small step toward the base of it. His wrist cuffs were secured with his arms fully extended out to either side. His ankle cuffs were secured to the center upright, and then the step on which he was standing was removed. The weight of his body pulled him downward, but he was still at least a foot off the ground. He would begin a process that would evolve over the next hour, in which he would try to hold himself up, but eventually give in to the exhaustion of his muscles and submit to his bondage.

“I found that the presence of your ex-girlfriend Lina at last month’s ceremony was instructive” Kat explained. “She has a unique take on your submission, and she expressed to me how satisfying it was for her to see you ‘being taken down a peg or two,’ as she put it. Apparently, she may become a permanent member herself, and she is in the process of convincing a new man in her life, Peter, to join us here as well. That is a round-about way of saying that you may see more of her here. Additionally, I found it so enlightening that I have invited another woman you know to join us this evening. Her name is Sara, who you know as your step-sister.”

Matthew tried to suppress his emotional reaction to this information, as he didn’t want to appear disrespectful. But hearing the name of his stepsister in this context was a bit of a shock. She wasn’t truly a stepsister, as they weren’t related in any way aside from the fact that her mother and his father had been married for a few years when they were younger, but still, it was a woman who had known him for many years, and they had lived in the same house when he was a teenager.

Andi observed the man holding himself in position on the platform before her. He was essentially on his hands and knees, but his knees were raised slightly, so that they were just above the surface of the platform. It required significantly more muscular tension in his body to hold himself in this manner than if he had simply been on his hands and knees.

“I have always really liked the way that a man’s body looks in this position,” Lia noted, gesturing with a riding crop.

“Oh, yeah?” Andi asked.

“It looks more attentive, I think, and it makes him focus on holding his naked body for me in the way that I like. This way, he is more of an active participant in his whipping, which is important. I think a man should do more than just passively endure the punishment. He should be seen to be working just as hard as I am to make what is a truly beautiful and meaningful exchange between a man and his superior.”

Lia turned to the man holding himself in position. She brought the riding crop down hard across his bare ass.

“Isn’t that right, Mr. Ballsack?” she queried him.

“Yes, miss,” he replied loudly and clearly.

Lia chuckled.

“Did you just call him Mr. Ballsack?” Andi asked.

“Yes,” Lia replied, laughing. “Turn over,” she commanded.

He quickly changed position, so that he was facing upward, with his arms straight, holding himself up, his hips raised and presented.

“See? Look at these balls,” Lia said as she used her riding crop to push them up and to one side. She gave them a few taps with the tip of the crop. “I mean, sure, he hasn’t been allowed to come in, oh, I don’t care how long, but still, these are fucking huge.”

“Wow,” Andi exclaimed. “Yeah, those are pretty big balls. His dick is nice too.”

Lia almost snorted.

“What? This tiny dick?”

“Yeah, I like it when they’re cute like that. That’s why I like Mark. I mean, look at this body,” Andi said, gesturing to herself. I am tiny, and these hips are tiny, so I can’t take anything too big. I mean, average is a bit too big for me.”

“Oh right. I mean, I don’t really care about the size of a dick, myself, but his is just ridiculous, I think.”

She slapped his dick a few times with the tip of the riding crop as she said this.

“Do you want to get whipped across your tiny dick, Mr. Ballsack? So that Andi can enjoy watching you get what you deserve?”

“Yes, miss,” the man replied promptly, though he sounded fearful.

“Oh, you sound like you’re scared!” Lia exclaimed. “Are you scared? Are you going to cry?”

She tapped him firmly on either side of his dick, which had become fully erect.

“See?” Andi commented, “they’re cute when they’re small like that. They look so fucking naked.”

“Well, that we can agree on,” Lia replied. “they definitely look naked.” She slapped him a few more times across the dick.

Matthew scanned the crowd, a chilly feeling of dread running up his back as he anticipated Sara observing him so exposed. She had seen him in many compromising positions over the years, but this was a bit different. For one, he was presented in a fairly dramatic way, but also, it was with his consent. She would know that he had volunteered and agreed to be displayed in such a vulnerable manner. She had always been a bratty stepsister, so he thought it likely that she would get some satisfaction out of gloating over him in this position.

Matthew was so consumed with these thoughts, that he didn’t notice when Sara suddenly showed up directly in front of him, in conversation with Lina, his ex-girlfriend.

“When we were growing up, he would be in trouble, like, constantly,” Sara revealed, looking up at Matthew, displayed bound and naked. “My mom was kind of strict, but something about him would just set her off. She used to spank my older brother when he was young, but when it came to Matthew, he’d get the belt. And I mean, pants and underwear down around his ankles, bare-bottom punishment. She would be furious, ordering him into position, and he didn’t dare disobey at this point, since he could only make it worse. She would have him leaning over the back of a chair, or something like that, and then she’d make him wait. More than a few times, I watched, ‘cause it was kind of fascinating.” She paused, thinking for a moment. “OK, I can admit it here, that it was also kind of hilarious. He would be bright red in the face with embarrassment, waiting, and then when she started in with the belt, he’d be bright red across the ass too.”

Lina laughed, and Sara laughed too, envisioning the scene in her memory.

“What kind of things would he get punished for?” Lina asked.

“Oh my God, everything,” Sara replied. “One time, my mom found his porno collection. She was looking for something in his closet when she found that he had a stack of old magazines. He had quite a collection, and some of them were really obscene, like the girls had their legs behind their heads kind of stuff. Holy fuck did he get a brutal whipping that day. I almost felt bad for him, but then again, no I didn’t.”

Sara laughed again, which made Lina laugh as well.

“The idea that he was jerking off to this really perverted shit kind of made me think he deserved everything that was coming to him. I remember that my mom wanted him to feel as humiliated as she felt the girls in the magazines were, so she had him completely naked for his punishment. She never minded if I watched, and this time was no different. So the first boy I’d ever seen completely naked was my stepbrother, and it was while he was getting his butt whipped. She whipped him for what seemed like half an hour. Probably not that long really, but it seemed to go on forever. She didn’t just whip his butt, either. She whipped him everywhere. And I mean, everywhere. It was really impressive that my mom had that kind of stamina. Now, Matthew was crying the whole time, as you’d expect, which just drove her to punish him harder. After that, she had the door to his room taken off the hinges and put away down in the basement. I guess she thought that since he had clearly been chronically masturbating in his room, that she would deny him that privacy. Now that part seemed a little unfair,” Sara commented. “I mean, I had privacy in my room, and I had a vibrator that I would use to get off whenever I wanted, but then I guess my mom didn’t know about that. So I felt a little sorry for him, and I think that not being able to jerk off probably drove him crazy.”

Sara looked up at Matthew.

“It’s good to see that he has developed a very different outlook on his status among the group of women here. Now, instead of looking at women being degraded in magazines, he’s being displayed instead,” Sara concluded.

“Yeah, and he isn’t allowed to masturbate either, so it seems like he has learned that lesson,” Lina added.

“Oh, he has many, many lessons still to learn,” Kat commented as she approached the two women. “But you are right, he has responded well to many of the lessons that he has been presented with so far. His adjustment to the fact that his cock is no longer his possession has been impressive, as has his acceptance that he is not regularly allowed to orgasm, as he had been accustomed to.”

“So you control his, um, habits with a chastity device?” Sara asked.

“Yeah, it’s removed for every event, since his state of arousal is part of the display of his submission, but I lock him up as soon as it’s over.”

“Isn’t it kind of a torture for you, not having access to his dick?” Lina asked. “You know, for purposes?”

Kat laughed.

“Well, those ‘purposes’ are fulfilled any number of ways,” she explained. “First of all, his tongue is remarkably talented.”

“OK, seeing him naked is one thing, but I don’t know that I want to hear about his tongue,” Sara cried out.

Kat and Lina laughed.

“I totally understand,” Kat replied. “So another thing is that Matthew understands that I have no restrictions regarding my use of other men, should I feel that necessary.”

“Fucking awesome,” Lina said.

“And without going into too much detail, Sara, I don’t always lock him up right away.”

“I see,” Sara replied. She looked up at Matthew with a smirk on her face. “Well I guess that it’s good that my mom punished his bare butt so often. It prepared him for what he is having to endure here.”

“Yeah, I am glad to see he’s getting what he deserves, and learning his place,” Lina added.

“And he is grateful for it as well,” Kat mentioned. “He has come to recognize that submission to female authority is to his benefit, and it serves to mold him into a better man.”  
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The following month, Matthew noticed that heat lamps and small fire pits being put in place in anticipation of cooler weather.

“If we were farther north, we’d have to move inside for the winter months,” Eve had pointed out when they first established the Society. “But I think with a few modifications, we will be comfortable year ‘round.”

For this event’s trial, Matthew had been bound to a device that was simply referred to as “the horse,” which was a leather-bound, padded surface mounted on four legs. His wrists and his ankles were bound to each of the four legs, and he was instructed to keep his head up, looking forward.

“We want to be able to see your face,” Kat explained, stroking his chin. “We want to see that you are proud to be displayed in this manner, and that you appreciate the instruction and discipline we will offer you over the course of the evening.”

Matthew readied himself to endure the evening being bound in this position, and tried to anticipate what else might occur. Kat had been full of surprises as of late. He imagined many different scenarios, but what he couldn’t have anticipated is seeing Emily Walton.
 

Emily Walton arrived at the Society event wearing a simple, form-fitting, black dress. Though her dress was not extravagant in design, it revealed the shape of her rather petite body in a way that Matthew had never seen before, since she tended to dress rather conservatively at work. That, and the fact that she had her hair pulled back tightly and arranged in a bun on the crown of her head, along with a fairly dramatic eye makeup, made her look like an entirely different person.

“You must be Emily,” Kat said warmly.

“Yes, are you Kat?”

“I am. So tell me, I know we spoke a bit about it on the phone, but tell me more about what you do working for Matthew.”

“Oh, well, a bit of everything. I mean it’s sometimes like I am a personal assistant, fielding calls and making arrangements for him to be able to attend to the rest of his work. He has a fairly busy schedule.”

“I see. Is that what you want to do? Is that what you took the job to begin doing?”

“Not entirely,” Emily replied, tightening her lips and looking downward. “I was hoping to be a little more hands-on in managing the business, and learning a little quicker. I’m a quick learner,” she added, tilting her head slightly to look up at Kat.

“I’m sure you are,” Kat replied, sounding pleased. “Well, as I said, you will have an opportunity to address any issue you may have about your position at work with Matthew directly. You will have him at a bit of a disadvantage, so he may be a bit more amenable to anything you suggest.”

“Thank you, I really very much appreciate it,” Emily said earnestly.

When Emily approached Matthew, she looked downward out of embarrassment. She had never seen him naked before, nor had she ever imagined seeing him so. And definitely not bound tightly in a compromising position. Then she shook her head, annoyed with herself. Emily lifted her face to look directly at him. I am not the one who should be embarrassed in this situation, she told herself. She thought about the riding crop in her hand. She pressed it against the side of her calf. Her jaw muscles flexed.

“Hello, Matthew,” she said at last.

The sound of a riding crop slicing through the air and striking well-muscled skin attracting everyone’s attention. Kat smiled at the sight of Emily repeatedly raising the whip, slowly, then bringing it down across Matthew’s naked ass with speed, determination, and accuracy.

Very nice, she thought, with no small amount of admiration.

A bit later in the evening, Kat encountered Emily again, who was now wandering slowly, sipping her drink.

“I was very impressed with the whipping you offered Matthew,” Kat said in admiration. She noticed that Emily was still holding the riding crop.

“Thank you, I’ve never even done that before, and it felt amazing.”

“Really? You didn’t look as though it was your first time.”

“Yeah, I guess that I’ve just had a lot of frustration built up, and it all just sort of came out at once.”

“I’m sure that Matthew really appreciated it. Did he thank you properly?”

“He did, which was kind of a surprise. I was a bit concerned that I’d been too enthusiastic about it, and he was going to be really mad.”

“No, not at all. The men here are trained to understand that a whipping, or any punishment, really, is truly for their own benefit. The more thorough the punishment, or as you say, enthusiastic, the more they recognize it as an opportunity to submit to female authority, and demonstrate their obedience. You know,” Kat mused, “when you said that you had a lot of frustration built up, and it all came out at once, are you sure that it all came out?”

Emily looked down at the riding crop in her hand.

“Well, I don’t know, exactly. What are you proposing?”

“Oh, it’s just that you apparently have some talent, and there are, as it happens, a lot of naked butts here that would benefit from a whipping. It just seems that it would be a shame if the opportunity was wasted.”

“Hmm,” Emily murmured as she observed the scene all around her. “I suppose that if these butts you mention are truly in need of being whipped …”

“Well that, I trust, is something you could determine for yourself. You might, if you like, approach any of the men here and ask them if, in fact, their butt needs to be whipped. They are trained to respond in the affirmative, but you might use that as a way to measure their sincerity. Perhaps you will want to allow them to beg you for it. Any way you like it, it’s entirely up to you.”

“Interesting,” Emily replied. She thought for a moment. “What if I wanted them to beg me not to whip them? Will they do that?”

Kat observed the young woman with some amusement.

“Fascinating. So you want a man to beg you not to whip them, but then do it anyway?”

Emily shrugged her shoulders and offered a tight-lipped smile.

“It just sounds like it would be fun that way.”

“Well if it’s fun for you, then I am fully in support of it. Feel free to give it a try, and let me know how it goes,” Kat said warmly.

“Thank you, Kat. I am so happy I took you up on your offer to come here tonight.”

“We are delighted to have you, Emily.”
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At the following month’s event, Matthew was led to a device that was fashioned from hardwood, with a smooth, round railing set at waist level. Kat invited him to straddle the railing, which he did. He found that he had to stand on the balls of his feet, almost on tiptoe to clear the railing. Kat placed leather cuffs around his ankles, which she secured to two connection points that were set a bit wider than he had initially placed his feet. She stood up and observed him.

“Nice,” Kat assessed appreciatively, observing his balls against the smooth, dark wood. “Now place your hands behind your back.”

Matthew complied, then Kat wrapped a length of rope around his wrists and tied it tightly.

“I am so looking forward to having you lick my pussy after this,” Kat purred into his ear. “I really get off on this particular device. It really shows a man’s dedication to serve, the way that he responds to being displayed like this.” She slowly stroked his chest as she continued, “it always makes me wet to see a man being tortured in this way. You’ll lick it up for me, which just turns me on more.”

“Thank you,” Matthew offered.

Kat felt a wave of pleasure course through her body as she contemplated the sincerity of his words. She felt turned on to the point that she wondered if she would have the patience to wait until he was done with his ceremonial punishment to have her pussy attended to. She scanned the attendants of the ceremony to see if there was another man she might enjoy prior to Matthew.

Matthew had already cause to be worried, as he became aware that his position required some physical strength on his part to remain in position, and remaining in position was the only way to keep his balls from ending up pressed between his body and the hard, wooden railing.

Kat departed to see about securing the services of a cute guy with a talented tongue. After a few minutes, Lia appeared and stood observing Matthew.

Lia enjoyed a rather specific form of psychological torture, where she would come up behind a male initiate, preferably one who was in bondage in some manner, and slip her hand between his legs. She would wrap her fingers around his balls, gradually closing her hand into a fist. Once she had secured him in this manner, she would lean in and whisper in his ear.

“Hi, I’m Lia, and I can do anything I want to you. It’s too bad for you that you were born with a pair of balls, because the thing I like more than anything is torturing men. And anytime I want, your balls are going to be on the receiving end of what I like to do with a man when I torture him.”

Then she would release his balls from her grip, and listen to him exhale the breath he had been holding all while she held him in her grasp.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to do it now,” she would say with a low, sinister laugh. “But make no mistake, it will happen.”

Then she would take her leave, and the male initiate wouldn’t have any idea who the woman was who had just spoken to him. He would be on edge after that, not knowing who had marked him for torture. In fact, this would likely remain a mystery until she chose to confront him, approaching from the front this time, and lean in to whisper in his ear, since he wouldn’t have been able to get the distinct sound of her voice out of his head, and the things that she promised to do to him.

Lia had no such designs at the moment. She appeared content to observe Matthew struggling to remain standing on the balls of his feet. She said nothing, but then she didn’t have to. Clearly, she was staring between his legs, taking great pleasure in seeing him in this position. She even had an air of impatience, as though she very much wanted to see him grow tired and have to rest his upper body with his balls pressed against the wooden railing.

Matthew felt there was something definitely sinister about the way she stood watching him, as though she were willing him to give in and get his balls slowly squeezed under his own weight. He felt her eyes on his body, examining every shift in his weight, every subtle, involuntary movement. She was watching him breathe. He found it incredibly unnerving, but he was in no position to do anything other than present himself, in a display of naked obedience.
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“One of the many enterprises we are involved in is the manufacture and sale of devices meant to harness and imprison the male body,” Kat explained to Matthew while she drove him to a location on the opposite side of town. “We have a large selection of straps and locks and cages, which we sell internationally. Something I would like to have you do for us today is to model some new items in our catalogue. We find that the items sell better if we can show them being worn properly. It’ll be fun for you, being a model, and being the first to try out some new devices, I think.”

“I am happy to help,” Matthew replied, though he was unsure of what all he might be required to do.

Kat pulled her car into the parking lot of an industrial strip mall, where small manufacturing companies were located. They walked into a shop that smelled of ammonia and paint thinner and other chemicals Matthew couldn’t identify. A tall, aggressively friendly woman in overalls came out from a shop area.

“Hey Kat!” she exclaimed. “Is this our model today?”

“Yup, this is Matthew, Matthew, this is J.D.” Kat replied.

“Hey Matthew,” she called out.

“Hello, J.D.,” Matthew replied.

“J.D. does a little bit of everything here,” Kat explained. “She does some of the fabrication, along with Jimmy, who is off today, and she even does some photography work for our catalog.”

“We’ll get you harnessed up and then snap some photos, essentially,” J.D. explained.

Ten minutes later, Matthew was standing before a gray, oilcloth backdrop, with bright lights trained on his body, naked aside from a set of leather straps around his cock and balls. The harness seemed designed to spread his balls as far apart from one another as possible, while gripping his cock tightly around the base. J.D. was adjusting the settings of a camera mounted on a tripod, focusing on Matthew’s leather harness.

Kat stepped forward and started pinching the head of his dick between her thumb and forefinger.

“I like it if the cockhead is just a little bit enlarged,” she explained.

She stepped back, and J.D. took a few photos. When it became clear that Matthew was going to become fully erect, she took a few more photos, directing him to turn a little bit to one side or the other.

When she was satisfied with the images, she turned to Kat.

“I think that we should shift gears, since he’s going to have some trouble fitting into the next device right now,” J.D. suggested.

Kat laughed.

“Yeah, I see what you mean. But don’t worry, I can get him into whatever we need him to model, but whatever makes it easiest for you.”

“I think we should have him model the Homeplate device.”

“Sure,” Kat replied.

The device had a large, square metal plate, in the center of which was mounted an upright telescoping metal rod. At the top of the rod were two perpendicular metal rods, the first of which had been welded to the upright, with the second attached by padlock to the first. 

“What exactly is this one anyway?” Kat asked.

“Well, first have Matthew position himself on his hands and knees on the metal plate, then back up and place his balls between the two perpendicular rods. Then, when the two rods get locked together, he won’t be going anywhere,” she said with a gleeful smile.

Matthew positioned himself as J.D. had described, with his hands and knees on the metal plate. His placed his balls between the two elevated rods, which J.D. then padlocked together, allowing a narrow space in between the rods.

“See?” J.D. indicated. “If he tries to crawl forward, his balls are trapped between the two rods. His body weight on the metal plate holds it in position.

“Don’t worry, I’ll unlock it when I’m done photographing you,” she said to Matthew.

After taking some photos of the device in use, Matthew’s erection had subsided to the point that he could fit into the next device.

“This is one bad motherfucker,” J.D. laughed.

She had a heavy piece of chrome metal in her hand, that was hinged between two semi-circular pieces. She handed it to Kat.

“You may do the honors,” she said.

“Wow, this is amazing, J.D.,” Kat commented.

Matthew looked down to see that the chrome device had metal spikes on the inside of what would be closed around his cock like a sheath and locked in place. Kat put the device up against the underside of the base of his cock, then gently closed it around him. Matthew could feel the metal spikes pressed against the base of his cock. Kat closed it completely, then slid the lock in place. She released it from her hand, and Matthew was surprised by the weight of it. He gasped. Kat and J.D. laughed.

“I told you this was one bad motherfucker,” she reminded him.

“Well, now, clearly I am going to want to make him hard wearing this,” Kat explained. “Those spikes are just too vicious to be ignored. They clearly want to feel his hard cock pressing against them.”

“Yeah, we specifically manufactured the spikes to have a taste for cock,” J.D. replied.

Kat licked her fingers, then started teasing the head of Matthew’s cock.

Matthew had a look on his face that amused the two women. The predicament he was in was unique, in that he was simultaneously aroused, and terrified of being aroused. When he was fully erect, J.D. began taking photos.

“Hey, check this out,” Kat said a few days later.

Matthew came over to sit next to her, where she was working at her desk on her laptop.

“It’s the photo session we did with J.D., and I think these came out pretty well.”

Matthew noticed that they had selected the images where he was fully erect. He had never been a cock model before, so it was a new experience for him to see himself that way.

He noticed over on the side bar some photos taken from the previous full moon ceremony.

“I didn’t realize there are photos taken during the events,” he commented.

“Really? I know that I told you that we take photos.”

“I guess I did not really process that information. I suppose there was a lot of information all at once.”

“I guess. Here, let me show you.”

Kat pulled up a folder and scrolled through the images. They were all photos of each of the men in attendance, and none of the photos showed any of the women.

“You don’t photograph the women?” Matthew asked.

“Well, no, partly because we already know what we look like,” she explained. “Or at least none of the photos we put up on the website show any of the women. Some women do have their own pictures for their own purposes.”

“Wait, you have a website?” Matthew asked.

“Do you not listen when I speak? Because that is a problem, Matthew.”

“I apologize if that is the case, I just don’t remember you mentioning a website.”

“Also, you know full well about the website because you sent in an application when I first met you.”

“But it didn’t look like this,” Matthew observed.

“No, right, you were only given access to a specific part of the website. This part is to document what happens at each of the events.”

“Who sees these photos?” Matthew asked.

“The website is restricted to members of the Society. We also show them to prospective members.”

“So if a woman wants to come to an event, you might show her some of the photos so she can see what she can expect?”

“Exactly,” Kat replied sweetly. “The women we show it to have something closer to full access. See?” she said, pointing to an image. “There you are straddling the railing, trying to keep your balls from getting crushed under your own weight. I’ve gotten myself off to this photo more than once.”

She gazed at the image on the screen.

“Now that you’re here,” she started to say, but found no need to finish her sentence.

Instead, she simply pushed Matthew down on his knees between her thighs. His tongue began its slow, sensual dance, demonstrating a talent that seemed to increase exponentially.

“I can’t wait to take your chastity device off of you,” she sighed. “That’s why it is so important to me that you really apply yourself to the last several ceremonies. I want you to feel as though you have really earned the right to have it removed, and feel proud that you have become my property.”

Matthew did not reply to Kat, as his tongue was already employed in service of her.
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At the next event, before his trial began, Kat and Andi placed leather cuffs around Matthew’s wrists and ankles, then had him lie down on what appeared to be a ceremonial altar, much like the ones used for the stage performance. That seemed like such a long time ago in Matthew’s mind. The two women placed rope attachments to his leather cuffs, which were drawn tightly until his body was extended in both directions. Once he had been stretched more tightly than he would have thought he was capable, Kat drew the ropes a bit tighter. Matthew emitted a gasp as he felt his body presented more exposed and vulnerable than he had thought possible. Once they had secured him in this position, they put in place four candle holders, each of which held a candle at a 45-degree angle. Four long, white, tapered candles were lit, then placed in the candle holders. The first was placed directly above his chest, the second was above his stomach, the third was above his pubic region, where he once had pubic hair, and the fourth was above his cock and balls.

Kat had the honor of lighting the candles. For half a minute, the women remained still, watching the four unassuming, innocent-looking flames. There was the gentlest of breezes which animated the little lights, making them dance and sway in a mesmerizing manner. Then the first drip of wax landed on Matthew’s chest, which drew an appreciative murmur from the women assembled to observe his trial. The second drip of wax came from the candle above his pubic area, the third landed on his stomach, and the fourth, which was the one most eagerly anticipated by the audience, landed on his cock. Matthew did his best in remaining still, allowing the hot wax to land, then course randomly across his body.

The little spikes of pain were mild, but it was the relentlessness of their occurrence that Matthew was to endure. Adding to that was the psychological aspect of the apparent enjoyment by the audience that made it more meaningful.

“This is one of my favorites, for sure,” Olivia commented. “It’s so slow, and gradual, and the torture of it is like this endless crescendo.”

“Why does that make me think of the song ‘Bolero?’” Tara asked.

“Oh, right, that’s the one that goes ‘Dat-datta-da, datta-datta-datta, dat-datta-da,’ right?”

Tara laughed.

“Sorry, but you’re kind of tone-deaf, Olivia.”

“Shut up! I thought I did an awesome job of singing ‘Bolero’ just now.”

Tara laughed harder. Olivia elbowed her playfully.

Matthew suddenly made a sound, which drew an appreciative response from the women attending his trial. It was a small, urgent sound emitted through clenched teeth, and it coincided with a drip of wax that landed on his cock, then coursed down the length of him, coming to rest on the rim of the head of his cock.

“Beautiful,” Olivia said, her eyes sparkling. She now focused on this drip of wax, waiting for the point where a drip would finally make its way over the rim and drip down the head of his cock.

“You know, it took a while before I could really come to understand my own desires, and even longer for me to give myself permission to act upon them,” Olivia began to say, prompted by nothing in particular.

Tara had to smile, since she knew that Olivia was going start one of her long confessionals.

“I think it was partly due to Michael Parker calling me a cock-tease when we were in high school.”

“Who’s Michael Parker?” Tara asked.

“A guy who called me a cock-tease in high school,” Olivia replied.

Tara laughed.

“Right. You mentioned that,” she commented.

“So anyway, we had been kind of messing around, and I just didn’t want to go any farther, so I didn’t, and he threw a fit. He wanted me to feel obligated because I’d made his dick hard, but, you know, sorry not sorry, Michael. If my tits made you have an erection, that’s pretty much on you. That doesn’t automatically mean you get to come on them. The thing is, I just wasn’t that into him, I guess. But he called me a cock-tease, and then, clearly, he told someone else. Which is kind of hilarious, because dude, why would you admit that?” she laughed. “I mean, clearly your dick enchantment powers didn’t work on this particular girl. But it wasn’t hilarious at the time, because then word got around. I was labeled a cock-tease. And I was so adamant that this wasn’t the case that it took me a long time to admit to myself that, oh right. I am a cock-tease. That is what I like. I want to make a guy so turned on that he’s harder than he’s ever been before, like, so hard that it hurts, and then I want to see the look on his face when he realizes he’s going to have blue balls. I’ve actually come watching that look on a guy’s face. He looks so desperate, so horny, so hot with his cock so hard it’s throbbing, and he starts offering to do anything I want him to, not realizing that he’s already doing what I want. And I want to prolong that moment as long as possible, so I have to allow him this glimmer of hope. I touch him really gently, teasing his obscenely hard cock with just the tip of my finger, asking him if he wants to come. Ultimately the answer is going to be no, but I still keep asking him. His balls look really big and heavy at this point so I stroke his balls while my lips are so close to the head of his cock that he can feel the heat of my breath. And while it’s torture for the guy, I’ve had a few guys really appreciate my skill to the point that they wanted me to do it again. One guy even seemed prepared to have that be our sex life. He would go down on me and he could make me come multiple times, and then I would cock-tease him until he was out of his mind. That was a lot of fun, but I kind of missed that look when a guy isn’t expecting it. The surprise, you know? That component makes it hotter.”

“Yeah, I get what you are saying,” Tara replied. “I always go back and forth between having a man who knows exactly what his place is, and the fun of breaking someone in. That being said, it can be kind if exhausting to do the latter, so I am really happy that I have one already fully trained.”

At that moment, Matthew responded to a quick succession of escalating sensations, as the candles began melting at an increased rate, spilling their soft white payload onto his naked body.

“It’s like the candles are squirting hot jizz all over his body,” Olivia observed.

“I love that image. I wish I could do that,” Tara mused.

“Do what?”

“Squirt.”

“Oh, you mean like when a girl squirts when she comes? I can do that,” Olivia revealed.

“Really? You can squirt?” Tara asked, impressed.

“Yeah. It’s kind of awesome. I’ve read that you can practice doing it and learn how, but then I also read that you can’t, so I don’t know.”

“OK, I really just want to know one thing about it.”

“What’s that?

Tara paused, thinking about how to ask her question.

“Can you squirt on a guy’s face?” she asked.

Olivia looked at her with a very serious expression on her face.

“In his mouth, honey. I squirt in his mouth.”
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At the next event held by the Society, Kat observed a woman who was attending for the first time and decided to have some fun. She was a young woman with long straight hair who seemed a bit shy.

“You’re Petra, is that correct?”

“Yes, hi! And you’re Kat, right?”

“That I am. I wondered if you might do me a favor.”

Kat gestured to Matthew, who was tied to an upright, wooden beam, with a large phallic attachment slotted into the beam such that it was pressing against his asshole. His feet were tied to the beam, but they were not touching the ground, so he had no choice but to surrender to the violation of his ass.

“Tell me,” she said to the young woman, “do you think that this cock is hard enough?”

Kat tried to keep a straight face as she saw the young woman’s face blush. 

“Um, I, I don’t know,” she stammered her response. 

“Well then, that is because you haven’t looked closely enough. Examine him.”

The young woman, her nipples clearly visible beneath the thin white shirt she was wearing, turned to face Matthew. She looked down. 

“Um,” she said, “I think so,” she reported nervously. Petra slowly lowered herself and peered at his erection.

“Yes, but you haven’t seen all sides of it. You will have to take it in your hand to examine him properly.”

The young woman extended her hand and gingerly took his cock between her fingertips. She pulled it gently to one side, then the other. Her confidence seemed to grow somewhat. 

“Um, I’m not sure?” she said, her voice wavering. 

“Not sure?” the woman asked. “Look more closely. Examine his balls as well. I am sure you will assess him fairly.”

The young woman pulled his cock upward, then downward, looking all around it, and then she gently cupped his balls and examined them. 

“Uh, I guess, maybe?” she reported. 

Kat laughed, then made eye contact with the Matthew as she proclaimed, “Well if it is a “maybe,” then we need to make a correction.”

She handed her a birch rod.

“Whip him along his inner thighs as punishment for not being quite hard enough.”

The young woman accepted the implement, and nervously brought it up between his thighs. She paused for a moment, her hand trembling. 

Kat then addressed Matthew.

“Ask her to please whip you to her satisfaction.”

“Please whip me,” Matthew repeated, addressing the young woman before him, then added, “to your satisfaction.”

It was a surprise to everyone, even those who were observing from a distance, when the young woman began to whip him fervently. The young woman ended up impressing everyone in attendance with her dedication to exploiting the opportunity to punish the man before her. 

“Do you understand what just happened?” Kat asked him after the whipping had concluded. 

“You had that young woman whip me,” he replied. 

“Yes, but more importantly, I had you endure whatever I wanted you to endure for me. I showed you that I can do anything I want to you, and that to make me happy, you should allow it to happen, no matter what it is.”

“Thank you, Kat,” Matthew replied.

Matthew had made every attempt to keep himself held upright, but as his muscles fatigued, he felt himself giving in to the anal penetration of the dildo attachment. Though he had tried to pull himself upward, he would become tired and surrender, allowing the phallic device to penetrate his ass more deeply. He essentially began inadvertently fucking himself in the ass as he tried to pull upward, until his body gave in and he descended, with the dildo penetrating him deeply. This process repeated itself for the better part of an hour until he was fully exhausted, and he fully submitted to the deepest penetration of the dildo that was possible. Or at least, as deep as he thought was possible. He was soon to learn that the dildo could penetrate him even deeper.

“You know,” Lia posited, “I don’t really feel like Matthew is progressing the way that we might want him to.”

Olivia listened with interest.

“It’s like, right, I know he’s mounted correctly and all that, and he even has an obedience erection, but it just seems like he isn’t humiliated enough.”

“Hmm, yeah, maybe I can see what you are saying, but did you just say obedience erection?”

“Yeah, why?”

“What is that? Is that a thing, because I’ve never heard that.”

“Oh, I don’t know, maybe I made it up. But it’s like, when a guy has an erection, but instead of being a dick about it, desperately trying to stick it in you, it’s just there, like he can’t help it. It’s more like a show of respect. Like when they’re tied up and they know they can’t do anything, but they get hard anyway. I really love that. It never fails to make me laugh. But my point is, it seems like he is enduring these trials better than he realistically should. It seems like he should be having a more difficult time with the humiliation of it.

“Well, he should be proud, as well, don’t you think?” Olivia asked. “I guess I’m not sure what you mean by humiliation.”

“No, I don’t mean like it’s degrading to him. Showing humility in the face of a situation that could be embarrassing, and welcoming it as a reminder of his position, or his rank, I guess.”

“Yeah, I guess I see what you mean.”

“It just seems like he could be showing more humility. I have been thinking I might say something to Kat,” Lia concluded.


18

The stocks, as they were called, were two large pieces of hardwood, sanded smooth and varnished, with three semi-circles each that met up to form three round holes. They were mounted flat, on two upright beams that were on either side, at an adjustable height. When opened, the initiate was to place his neck and his wrists into the corresponding groove, which allowed the device to be closed, securing his head and his hands in place. The height was adjusted so that the man was forced to bend his knees, unable to fully stand, and he had to place his legs farther apart than normal to retain his balance.

When Matthew was placed in the stocks, he realized that he was now on eye-level with Kat. She had a look of amusement on her face as she observed him.

“This is a good look for you,” she remarked. “Lowering yourself in height is a not-so-subtle technique, which will help impress upon you your new place, in subjugation to female authority.”

She leaned forward and kissed him, passionately, placing her hands on his body and allowing her desire for him to ignite. It was with great self-control that she managed to slow to a halt and pull away.

“Hmm,” she murmured, shaking her head.

She turned and walked away, allowing Matthew to contemplate his position.

Lia suddenly appeared behind Matthew, of which he was unaware at first. Then she slowly placed one hand on his shoulder, while her long, slender fingers slowly, invaded the area between his legs. Matthew sucked in a breath of air.

She began to caress his inner thigh, upward until her fingers brushed against his balls. Barely making contact, almost teasing, tickling him, she wrapped her fingers around his balls, first one, and then the other. She pressed her fingers together almost imperceptibly. Then she appeared to lose interest and she began stroking his inner thighs again. Then she slipped her fingers between his ass cheeks, deliberately invading each new area, but casually, without saying a word. Then she gripped his shoulder and purposefully drove her other hand forward, gathering his balls in her hand and squeezing them, tightening her grip until he emitted an urgent sound between clenched teeth. She held him in that position for a moment, as she leaned forward and whispered in his ear.

“I want to see your balls get pounded so hard that it makes you cry. That would be the funniest fucking thing I have ever seen. That would make me come.”

Then she promptly released his balls from her grip and walked away. Matthew realized that there were beads of sweat on his forehead.

Matthew was still a bit jumpy when Kat arrived to remove him from the stocks.

“What’s wrong?” Kat asked. “That wasn’t all that difficult was it?”

“No,” Matthew began. “It’s that, um, I don’t know what I should say about this. I don’t want to be perceived as disobedient.”

“I appreciate that. But I also want to know your thoughts. So why don’t you tell me what’s on your mind, and if I think that you’re being disobedient, then I will whip your ass until you’re unable to stand up.”

“Thank you,” he replied. “It’s that Lia seems to have some issue with me. It seems that she does not like me, and I don’t want there to be any animosity. It seems as though I have done something wrong, and I would like to correct it, but I don’t know what it could be.”

“What happened exactly? I saw that she approached you, but what did she say to you?”

“She told me that she wanted to see me get my balls pounded so hard that it would make me cry.”

Kat was silent for a moment, then she laughed.

“Yeah, I guess that would make you a bit nervous. But that’s just Lia. She won’t do anything to you without my permission.”

“But how will you know? I mean, you are away for long periods of time when I am tied up in really vulnerable ways.”

Kat looked at Matthew without speaking for a moment.

“You have never, ever been out of my sight for a single moment. When you are tied up, when you are in bondage, I am looking at you the entire time. I do like to observe you from a distance, at times, but I don’t take my eyes off of you. For one, safety, but even more is that I love the sight of you naked and vulnerable. I love it that everyone can see you, they can even touch you, and you are fully exposed because I want it that way. You do it for me, you do it as a sacrifice for me. You endure, and you feel pain, discomfort, embarrassment, and every other sensation because I said so, and you do what I say. So I never, ever take my eyes off of you. You’re mine. You will make a wonderful submissive for me, and now, before I lock you up again, you are going to fuck me.”

Kat leaned in and kissed Matthew, placing her arms around him and squeezing him against her body.
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Kat had Andi accompany her as she led Matthew to the device being employed for his next trial. Matthew thought that it did not look like much as they approached. It appeared to be just a long rod sticking up vertically on a small platform.

“This is an intriguing little device that we simply call the restraint,” Kat said by way of introduction. “As you can see, it’s simply a long rod with a dildo attached at one end, with an adjustable strap for your balls. Go ahead and straddle the dildo, please,” she directed.

Matthew attempted to straddle the dildo, but found that he had to go up on his toes to clear it. Andi had lubricated it moments earlier, but its size was quite formidable, so it took a moment for him to allow it to penetrate his ass. When he was finally flat on his feet again, the dildo had penetrated him an inch or two.

“Very nice,” Kat assessed, sounding pleased.

She had Andi attach a wide leather strap around his balls, which was attached to a long, thin strap that hung straight down between his legs. Andi pulled on the strap, which motivated Matthew to descend lower on the dildo, pushing it farther and farther up his ass. Finally, he was standing with his knees bent, but his back straight, the dildo fully inserted in his ass while the leather strap pulled his balls downward. He was unable to stand due to the restriction of his balls, and he was unable to kneel any lower due to the massive rod in his ass.

“Thank you, Andi,” Kat offered graciously.

“But of course,” Andi replied.

“You know, the interesting thing about this device, Andi, is that all men initially think that they have been placed in a final position when first introduced to the device. They are under the impression that they can’t take it in the ass any deeper, and that the strap on their balls couldn’t get any tighter.”

“They are so very wrong about both of those things,” Andi replied.

“Yes, but they learn, don’t they?”

“That is the one redeeming thing about boys, is that they are capable of learning. They just need to be taught.”

“I agree. They do need to be taught a lesson, or rather, many, many lessons, but they should also show some gratitude for their lessons as well.”

“Ungrateful, disobedient boys are the fucking worst,” Andi agreed.

“How is your new boy toy?” Kat asked. “I can’t remember his name at the moment.”

“I thought you knew everyone’s name,” Andi replied. “But it’s Mark. And he’s good, he’s doing the kneeling thing right now.”

“You really should be watching him then.”

“I’m having Olivia watch him. She’s doing that thing where she taunts the guy about how he’s going to be locked up in chastity for almost a whole month, and he’s going to be so desperate and horny that he’ll do anything he’s told.”

Kat smiled in recognition.

“Yes, I know that particular rant of hers. Of course, he better be doing what he’s told anyway, regardless of whether or not he’s allowed to come.”

“Oh, for sure. But Mark is pretty amazing, he is so fucking on point with everything he does. He has more natural talent at being submissive than any man I’ve met.”

“Nice, it’s good to hear that.”

“And he can touch his tongue to the tip of his nose,” Andi mentioned.

Lia approached Kat, and took her aside for a moment.

“Listen, I know that you are pretty far along in training Matthew, but do you think I could punish his balls real quick? I think that he might not fully grasp his place here, and plus, it would be really, incredibly satisfying for me to give him a bit of comeuppance. He has seemed a bit too arrogant for where he should be at, I think. Again, it’s entirely up to you.”

“I appreciate you coming to me with this, Lia,” Kat replied, silently amused. “What is it that makes you think he might not be performing up to our standards?”

“He just seems to think that because he is with you, that he has, by association, some special privileges. It seems that he should understand that he is of no higher rank than the rest of the boys, which is, you know, below that of any female here.”

Kat looked perturbed.

“You’re absolutely right. Maybe I have been blinded to that because he is with me all the time, and I just can’t see it from another perspective. But you are right, he will certainly benefit from some extra attention if he needs to be taken down a peg or two.”

Lia had a look of satisfaction on her face, imagining giving Matthew an attitude adjustment.

“However, let’s wait a bit. What you are saying is rather serious. We can’t have Matthew continue to think he is somehow a benefactor of some favoritism on my account, even if it is nothing more than the impression that he gives the rest of the women here. We should arrange a special meeting, where the Society itself may deal with him directly. I think that is the way in which we should approach this, with the level of seriousness that it deserves.”

“I think you are right,” Lia agreed, though she felt a little disappointed that she would have to be patient. “We can’t have any of them get out of line. Showing us the respect we deserve is an honor, and they should demonstrate that they understand that.”

Lia turned away to find some consolation for her thwarted desire to punish Matthew, but she was ultimately happy that Kat had been receptive to her message.
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“I don’t understand why we are going to Eve’s house when the next event isn’t for another week,” Matthew mentioned during the ride to the house.

“You, sir, are in trouble,” Kat explained. “You mentioned to me that Lia caused you to have some concern, but when she came to me to explain, I found her to have a valid reason for singling you out. We are going to be meeting with some of the core members of the Society this afternoon, and you are going to be punished. I can’t have you thinking that you are above your station.”

Matthew was silent for some moments.

“I apologize if I have been out of line, but I felt as though I was trying my best to be obedient.”

“But trying your best doesn’t get you out of being punished, Matthew. You need to understand that. You are going to welcome this opportunity to learn your place, and accepting your punishment graciously is a part of that. Above all, you will be punished because I say so, and you will endure it for me.”

“Thank you, Kat.”

Kat smiled.

Matthew entered the room, which was just off the main entryway of the house, to the right. He had removed his clothing and placed his belongings in the small servant’s room off to the left of the entryway, and Kat had removed his chastity device, like she always did before an event.

When he walked into the room, he was surprised to see how many of the group were already assembled there. He noticed Andi, Olivia, Tara, and Lia, in addition to Kat, and surprisingly, Eve, as well as three or four other women whom he did not know as well.

“Matthew,” Kat announced, “stand here, and remain at attention.”

She indicated a point on the floor in the center of the room, gesturing with a long, birch rod. Matthew moved quickly to the place she had indicated, and stood with his back straight and his arms at his sides. Kat observed him silently for a few moments.

“The Society is a Female Dominant organization, and the presence of males is for our amusement, entertainment, and pleasure,” she began, speaking to everyone in the room in general. “We will not tolerate disobedience from any of the males. However, that’s not the bar we set for our men. We expect, deserve, and demand a much greater commitment to service and obedience. Therefore, Matthew’s punishment today will not be for any specific act of disobedience, rather it will be a reminder for him that we will accept nothing less than a spectacular self-sacrifice in service of submission to the Female.”

She paused, turning to look directly at Matthew.

“Matthew, raise your arms, and interlace your fingers behind your head.”

Matthew quickly assumed the position. Kat observed him for a moment, then moved to one side of him. She began by whipping him across the calves, taking time to let each stroke have its effect. She began moving upward, whipping him on the backs of his thighs, and it was several minutes before she reached the top of his thighs. Matthew tried to remain in position and project an attitude of willing acceptance and thankfulness for his punishment. He was aware that the women before him expected nothing less. Kat began to whip his ass, and delivered some forty strokes of the rod before she was done. She moved to stand on the opposite side of him to whip the front of his thighs, from just above the knee, moving up toward his hips. Then she whipped him across the chest, again, taking her time to ensure that she was making an impact. Finally, she lowered the birch rod.

“Now spread your legs, and remain standing,” she demanded.

Matthew did as she directed.

“Lia, since you were so thoughtful as to bring this issue to me, could you please position yourself before Matthew.”

Lia moved forward to stand directly in front of him. Matthew lowered his eyes out of respect, but it was also due to a sudden feeling of terror.

“Matthew must be made to understand that his obedience will be continually tested, and at no time will it be found to be lacking. He will never fail to impress us, and he will always be on point. Lia, if you will please drive this home by delivering a kick in the balls to Matthew. I am sure that he will be grateful to you for doing so, since it will serve as a reminder that his dedication to submission must never be taken for granted. He must always work to become a better servant to his superiors.”

Lia had a victorious look on her face as she prepared herself. She took a half-step back, then launched herself forward, sending her leg swinging upward between Matthew’s legs, and nailing his balls with the toe of her black leather boots. Matthew tried to silence himself from crying out as he fell to his knees. Lia couldn’t suppress a laugh, and the rest of the women in the room gave her a deserved applause.

“Matthew, return to your feet,” Kat demanded.

Matthew stood up, slowly, and returned to attention.

“Lia deserves a thank you for that, as do the rest of the women here.”

“Thank you, Lia, for your correction,” Matthew began. “I appreciate it, and will endeavor to continually improve my submissive attitude toward women. And thank you to all of the women of the Society, for allowing me to learn from my mistakes and re-dedicate myself to obeying your authority.”

“Excellent, Matthew,” Kat said after a brief pause. “Now go get dressed. I’ll be in in a minute to attach your lock.”
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“Are you excited? It’s your final trial,” Kat asked while driving to the evening’s event.

“I don’t know if excited is the right word. Mostly, I am a bit terrified of what Tara is going to do.”

Kat had informed Matthew that he was going to be taking it in the ass during the event, so that he might be prepared, and that Tara would be doing the honors.

“But you have experienced her talents before, during the performance we put on.”

“Yeah, I remember,” Matthew replied, his voice sounding strained. “That’s why I am a bit terrified.”

Kat had a mischievous smile on her face.

“Will you ever want to fuck me with a strap-on?” Matthew asked. 

Kat kept her eyes on the road, but she turned to observe him for a moment. 

“I don’t think you’re quite ready for me. Tara has a talent for breaking in men who are virgins, and she can introduce them to the experience of being ridden hard, but I am, how should I say it? Relentless might be the right word.”

Though she could only see it in profile, she enjoyed the expression on his face as she said this. 

Matthew was positioned on his hands and knees, on a uniquely designed table that presented his ass at the perfect height, yet wouldn’t be in the way of anyone who wanted access between his legs.

He tried to prepare himself for what was going to happen. He had been fucked in the ass by Tara many months before, but it was still fresh in his mind. What he was not expecting, was that when Tara appeared, wearing a strap-on dildo, he recognized his own cock.

He recalled having “posed” for the casting.

“This might even be fun for you,” Kat said with a smile, informing him that they were going to have a mold made so that a silicone dildo could be fabricated in the exact size and shape of his cock.

“It’s a really quick process, since we’ve mastered the formulation of materials to make a cast. I will be making you as hard as you can possibly get, then a liquid gel will be applied that sets very quickly. We’ve gotten really remarkable results, and as a result, we can then manufacture a likeness of any of our initiates’ cocks. I should show you our library some time.”

“Um, library?” Matthew questioned.

“Yeah,” Kat replied, laughing. “You know, like a regular library, only instead of books, they’re all the cocks of obedient boys. The balls too, I shouldn’t forget that.”

Kat assisted J.D. while she slathered a quick-setting gel on his erection, making a mold of him, but he did not expect at the time that he would then be, in essence, fucked in the ass with his own cock.

“Are you ready for this?” Tara cooed into Matthew’s ear.

Before he could respond, she had maneuvered around behind him and given him a slap of her hand across his bare butt.

“Of course you’re not. But I really prefer it that way.”

The dildo had already been lubricated, so without fanfare, she thrust the tip of the dildo up against his asshole. He tried to relax, to allow her to penetrate him, but she was not in the mood to be patient. She placed one hand on his shoulder and the other hand on his hip, and leaned forward.

“You’re about to get fucked with your own cock, Matthew, so take it like a fucking man. And by ‘like a man,’ I mean in the ass.”

With that, she thrust the full length inside of him, until her hips were pressed up against his ass cheeks.

“I love fucking guys in the ass, but I really appreciate virgins,” Tara explained later, talking to Olivia. “It’s like two different things. When a guy can take a really long, hard ride, that’s spectacular. But the guy who’s never even had a dildo in his ass, who tightens up and has to force himself to submit? That’s amazing. It’s so much fun to be there in that really intimate moment with a guy who is wrestling with his own sense of what it is to be straight, while a woman has this massive cock ready to ream his tight little asshole. And believe me, once he gets over that initial hesitation, I absolutely fuck that virgin ass until he can’t walk,” she with a laugh.

“I would so love to see a parade of all the guys you’ve fucked into oblivion trying to hobble out of here,” Olivia mused, giggling at the thought.

“Yeah, naked but with their pants around their ankles,” Tara agreed, laughing. “Like, shuffling along.”

“They could have little signs around their necks that read, ‘Tara pounded me in the ass until I cried like a little bitchboy,’” Olivia proposed, laughing harder.

“Oh that would be hilarious!” Tara exclaimed. “I so want to see that. You know, the thing I miss most when I am nailing a guy, really fucking his tight little ass, is that I can’t see his face all the time. I mean sure, I can have him on his back so that I’m fucking him face-to-face, but I just really like it when they’re on their hands and knees. And sure, I can pull him back and turn his head to the side, which I totally love, but I can’t look at him directly in the face all the time. I don’t get to really enjoy all those delicious little moments of humiliation, and when I’m riding him hard, I can’t enjoy the look on his face when I’m stretching his asshole to the limit.”

“Holy shit, Tara,” Olivia exclaimed. “You really are impressive, you know that? I think you’re my idol.”

“Thank you!” Tara replied. “You know I love you too. If you had a brother, I would absolutely rail his ass.”

“I do have a brother.”

“You do? Why didn’t I know that?”

“Well, I don’t know that I would want to see him in this environment. Plus he’s kind of a jerk, if I’m honest about it.”

“I see what you mean. We have to be really selective about the men we let in here, and yeah, that would be weird to have your brother here, all naked and shit,” Tara mused.

Olivia was silent for a moment.

“Who has the tightest ass here?” she asked.

Tara scanned the crowd.

“Him,” she replied, pointing at Matthew.

“Really? Huh, I wouldn’t have guessed that.”

“Yeah, it was a total surprise when Kat wanted me to switch the night of that show we did. She told me that he was inexperienced, but I didn’t really take it that seriously. Until I was up on stage, and have him by the hips and I start driving the strap-on into his ass, and suddenly I realize that he has never been fucked in the ass before. It was kind of amazing, knowing that he’s taking it up the ass for the first time in front of an audience. I mean, it was a bit frustrating because I want to really ride his ass like a jockey riding a thoroughbred, but the trade-off is this total mind-fuck for him.”

“That’s crazy that Kat wanted him to do that on stage. I wonder why?”

“I think she just had this total faith in him. She wanted the whole thing to be really overwhelming for him, like, you know, where he’s thinking what have I gotten myself into, and somehow she knew that he was going to be able to pull it off. And he did, to his credit.”

“Did you know that Kat brought Matthew’s stepsister here one night?” Olivia asked. “I mean, she wasn’t even related to him, but close enough. I think it was really humiliating for him.”

Tara laughed.

“I think I did know that. Kat is amazing, she does really know how to take a guy down and humiliate the fuck out of him.”

“Yeah, I love her. But you’re still my hero.”

“Thank you! Shall we go get ourselves a drink?”

“Onward!” Olivia proclaimed.
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Kat reclined across her bed, the extravagant curves of her voluptuous, naked body wantonly displayed for Matthew in a manner that seemed designed to cause him to lose his mind in lust and desire. Her long, dark hair was splayed out on the pillow. Matthew noticed that her body was shaped something like a really well-drawn letter ‘S.’ The thought would have seemed silly, if not for the fact that he was as aroused as his chastity device would allow him to be at the moment.

Kat observed him kneeling upon her bed, patiently waiting for her to invite him to pleasure her. But she did no such thing. Rather, she simply looked at him as she slowly caressed her lower lip with her thumb. She allowed her gaze to travel over his body, taking in the sight of his chest, his arms, his muscular hands, his tight, narrow hips, and the stainless-steel chastity device he wore locked around his cock. Kat absent-mindedly played with the key she wore on a thin silver chain around her neck. She slowly extended her hand, and placed her fingers on the smooth, metallic surface of the lock. She stroked the lines of the device, then slipped one finger up underneath, teasing the head of his cock with the tip of her finger. A smile spread across her face. She slid her hand down and gently teased his balls with her fingertips.

“I love the way that your balls have really filled out. Being in chastity really improved the way they hang.”

Kat slid one hand between her legs and began stroking her clit, while she slowly began to methodically squeeze his balls. Matthew felt his cock trying to get even harder within its lock. He wanted to worship Kat’s body with his tongue, and though he wanted to earn the right to be released from chastity, he no longer thought about it, since his cock had become Kat’s possession entirely. He simply wanted to serve her in whatever capacity she desired.

“You have exceeded my expectations, Matthew,” Kat began. “You have inspired me to demand more of you, to whip you harder, to make you suffer more greatly for me because you wanted to. You’ve wanted this gift of sacrifice to me because you recognize that I am deserving of it. And that you are made more worthy by giving all of yourself to me, and placing it beneath my heel. By worshipping me, you find yourself reborn into a greater expression of what you once were. You have earned your place before me, in genuflection and obedience.”

She went silent.

“Thank you,” Matthew replied. “I am grateful to you for this experience, and all of the trials in becoming your possession.”

Without saying a word, Kat pulled the necklace from around her neck and unlocked the chastity device. She tossed it to one side of the bed and took Matthew’s cock in her mouth. He became fully erect in moments, and within a minute he was on the edge of coming.

“Please, if you don’t stop I’m going to come,” Matthew stated in an urgent voice.

“Hmmm,” Kat murmured, her mouth full of cock.

She was clearly aware of what he had said, and she was also clearly not going to stop, so Matthew surrendered to the overwhelming ecstasy of Kat’s lips and tongue. He had never experienced an orgasm so devastatingly magnificent. His body felt as though he might have spontaneously burst into flame, while his mind went completely blank aside from the singular vibration of every nerve-ending bursting, shattering, and exploding.

Matthew laid on the bed staring at the ceiling, unable to speak. He was panting like he just been sprinting. Kat was still gently sucking on his cock as he slowly floated back down to earth.

“Oh my God,” he managed to say at last.

Kat allowed the head of his cock to pop out of her mouth and fall, vanquished, as she slid up to give him a kiss.

“So you liked that, I guess,” Kat said with a broad smile. “If you are going to come that much, then we are going to have to do away with your chastity device and milk your balls more often.”

“Did you just say ‘milk your balls?’”

“Yup. Milk your motherfucking balls,” she replied, laughing as she took his balls in her hand and started squeezing them. “Milk these balls, milk these balls,” she started singing.

Matthew laughed.

“Holy crap you’re weird,” he said, shaking his head in wonder.

She kissed him, and her hand slid up around his cock.

“Seriously, I made you come in my mouth because there was no way you were going to last if you were fucking me.”

She began slowly stroking his cock.

“I so love your cock, Matthew. My cock. The head of my cock is so nicely shaped. It’s so pronounced, and the rim of it is so well-defined.” Kat had a mischievous look in her eyes. “And now I am going to ride this fantastic dick like a fucking jockey at the Kentucky Derby. And I’m not only going to win, but I am going to place, and then I am going to show. It’s going to be a sexual trifecta right here in my bedroom, because you, sir, are mine. I own you, so I am going to ride you like I stole you.”

Kat got up and straddled his hips. He had gotten almost completely hard again. She squeezed his cock in her hand.

“Are you ready?”

“Yes, Kat,” he replied.
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