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Boys Don’t Come

On a rainy night, downtown, in the darkened, candle-lit booth of a nightclub, two women were having a private conversation.

“So a girlfriend told me that your mindset is kind of unique when it comes to men, and she recommended that I ask you to explain,” Sonia mentioned. “She thought I might find it illuminating.”

Katerina speared the maraschino cherry in her Manhattan. She thought about popping it in her mouth, then changed her mind.

“I am fairly certain I know what specific aspect your girlfriend was talking about,” Katerina began. “It started out when I was pretty young, and I noticed that I loved it when a guy is really turned on, and his dick is really desperately hard. Boys are so sexy when they’re like that, you know? And then they come, which, don’t get me wrong, that’s awesome, but then they get lazy and inattentive. They roll over and go to sleep. And that’s no fun. So I tried having a guy not come for some length of time. I just teased him for the longest time, and it made him crazy. I mean he just kept getting hotter, and harder, and he got to the point where he was going to do just about anything I said. And I loved it. I just loved that energy. So I wanted to keep it. To harness it. So I told my boyfriend I didn’t want him to come for a week as an experiment.

By the end of that week he was like an entirely different guy. A better one. And he would get hard if I looked at him. I’d just touch his dick and he be completely under my control. But that was the problem. He assumed that I was going to make him come, so he was on his best behavior. He assumed that there was going to be a reward. I needed him to get to this point without that promise of getting something in return. I was going to have to slowly condition him over time to turn him into what I wanted. I wanted a man who would willingly give up having an orgasm. Forever.

I’ve known people, and I mean men and women, who have gotten the wrong idea about me. So to be clear, I absolutely love men, I love cock, and I love sex with a man. I like to suck cock, and I love to play with a cock in my hands. Girlfriends ask me if I don’t miss seeing and feeling a man come, and yeah, I like to watch a man come. That’s what porn is for. I love a big, beautiful cum shot. In fact, I love watching porn with my boyfriend, and when they show the guy squirt his cum so hard that it just soaks the girl, I give my guy a squeeze and tease him about how he’s not allowed to do that. He can want it all he wants, but it’s not gonna happen.

I do like to hear him beg for it. I don’t know why, but hearing a man beg is one of the sweetest, sexiest sounds ever. But I mean really, really beg, not like he’s playacting, or saying “Please, baby,” or something like that. I mean deep, profound, soulful, desperation and frustration, all coming out in a tumble of heart-felt words of devotion and adoration.

I’ve never met a girl who likes a guy to go down on her like I do. I can go for over an hour, easily. Feature-length is good for me. I mean, like a feature film. Like a movie. It’s a movie that stars my pussy, and I know how it’s going to end but I never get bored with it. My current boyfriend is so good with his tongue, and the longer he goes without coming, the better he is. That’s a big part of the reason I don’t let him come, because it makes him better at licking my pussy. I like to straddle his face, reverse cowgirl, so I can see his hard, throbbing dick while he does it. I can come just looking at it, thinking about how he would rather lick my pussy and make me come than have an orgasm. Sometimes I even tease him by making it an offer. I’ll ask him if he wants to come, or if he would rather lick me and make me come over and over, and he always chooses the latter. Nothing is as satisfying as that.

So when his balls have this bluish tint, which I find attractive, seriously, it’s really cute when they get that way, I’ll give him what I call a balljob. I should trademark the name. I’ll have him lie down on the edge of the bed and I kneel between his legs and slowly take each of his balls into my mouth and suck on them. I try to take both in my mouth at the same time, but they’re pretty big at this point so it’s hard to squeeze both of them in my mouth. I’ll hold them together like they’re a cock and suck them like I’m giving him a blowjob, but obviously, I don’t make him come.

Which is not to say that we don’t have “accidents.” Sometimes he just can’t help it, and he’s so turned on that pretty much anything will send him over the edge, and if I’m really excited myself, I’ll accidentally push him over the edge and his cock just starts spurting his cum. I try not to get too mad, because I know he tries to be good, but he can’t help it, he’s just a guy. But he knows he’s in trouble, and he apologizes endlessly, and I have to give him some kind of punishment, because how else is he going to learn?

The first thing I do when he has an accident is to make him swallow all of the cum, which sounds obvious. I scoop it up with my fingers and let it drip into his mouth. He’s more than happy to lick it up for me, since he feels ashamed for having been disobedient. When he’s licked up every drop, I take some time to think about what an appropriate punishment should be. One of my favorite punishments for him, because it’s so effective and it’s a lot of fun for me, is I spend the weekend with one of my ex-boyfriends. I don’t have the same rules for them, since I’m not with them anymore, so I make them come all the time, basically draining their balls. He knows that’s what I’m doing, and it really makes him jealous, but he knows that it’s for his punishment, so it’s for the best. I make sure that he’s locked up in his chastity device for this period of time, and I usually leave the device locked for at least another week. I’ve had women ask why I don’t just have my boyfriends in chastity all the time, so I explain that I want the temptation to be there for them. Not when I am away from them, since I can’t enjoy it that way, but when I am around them, I want them to be able to get fully erect and feel the possibility that they might be allowed to come, even though they know full well that they won’t be allowed to. Because they know the rules.”

Katerina appeared to have finished her monologue.

Sonia raised her glass in a toast.

“I have nothing but respect for that,” she said.

Katerina raised her glass.

“Boys don’t come,” she said. “Ever. Period.”


Deeper

“Show me your tongue,” Selina said, her voice soft, just above a whisper. 

Measuring just over three and a half inches in length when fully extended, Kyle’s tongue was well-suited to her purpose. It had secondary purposes, which involved speaking and eating food, but its primary use, without question, was to lick her pussy. She wanted, or rather, needed him to lick her pussy endlessly. It was a fixation, an obsession, perhaps, that she required oral sex as often as she did.

She had worried at some point in her life that maybe something was wrong with her. None of her friends seemed to be as fixated as she was on having a man go down on them. At least they didn’t talk about it. For her, it was something that occupied her thoughts constantly. She felt an irrepressible urge, a desire that she couldn’t seem to satisfy. She’d had more than a few men try, but they could never lick her until she was truly, fully satiated.

This was the trouble with Kyle. No sooner than he had spent an hour or two licking her pussy, she wanted it again. It was as though the act of pleasuring her just made her want it more. He was willing, and seemed to be insatiable himself, but she still couldn’t reach the point where she felt completely satisfied.

In an attempt to scratch this particular itch, she arranged for them to spend a weekend lakeside at a cabin that her family owned. They would have privacy, so they could relax. She had packed a suitcase, assuring him that she had packed clothing for him. Which was true, in a way, but not in any conventional sense. The look on his face when he realized that his wardrobe for the weekend consisted of a leather cock and ball strap was priceless. Selina couldn’t help but laugh.

They swam in the lake for a while on the first day, which couldn’t have been more amenable to the activity. The sun was bursting with optimism, and every living thing seemed prepared to break into song. Emerging from the water, they had no need for towels as the cool drops of water evaporated in the air. She reclined on a chaise lounge beneath an extension of the roof of the cabin.

Her naked pussy was inches from his face. As a result, his dick was hard. She noted that there was something arrogant looking about his erection, like he needed to be put in his place. It wasn’t particularly important to her that his cock was eight inches in length. Kyle’s tongue was less than half that, and she had been on a kick lately where she didn’t want him to come, instead she just wanted him to use his tongue to fuck her. She knew that he loved that, as he had an obsession with licking her pussy. He would spend hours driving his tongue deep inside of her, and he would have an erection the entire time. He was hard just looking at her, let alone tasting her. She kept her thighs spread wide, showing her pussy, since she knew that he loved looking at her that way.

“Show me your tongue,” she said.

Kyle extended his tongue toward her. It came to a point, and had a slight upward curve at the end. She placed her hand between her legs and spread her labia with her fingers, just to tease him with what he wanted so badly. She knew that he wanted to taste her even more than he wanted to come. Given the choice, he would always choose licking her pussy over coming. She looked at his tongue, and thought about the fact that she owned it. He had given her ownership of himself, which included her use of his tongue between her thighs. Its length was less impressive than its talent in penetration. It felt longer, somehow, when he slid it deep inside of her. She thought, perhaps, that it was his desire that she experienced when he had his tongue extended deep inside her pussy. As though his desire for her caused him to be able to go even deeper inside of her than he appeared capable. 

“Put your tongue inside me,” she said. 

He aligned himself with her body, his sudden and irrepressible erection betraying his enthusiasm. She was dripping wet between her legs as she luxuriously spread them a bit wider than necessary. He salivated at the sight of her pussy. He moved forward, his cock growing impossibly harder as the tip of his tongue stroked her clit. She couldn’t help but admire his restraint. He wanted to taste her so badly, but he held back, licking her slowly. It would be half an hour before his tongue was fully inside of her. Then he would use his tongue as though it was his cock, and make her come in his mouth.

When she would come, he would swallow, and she could tell that it only made him want more. She loved seeing the look on his face when she came in his mouth. It was such a power move to begin with, squirting on his face with his mouth wide open for her. And the expression on his face was unbridled lust, like he was coming too. He wasn’t, of course, since her control of his orgasms was absolute, but that’s what he looked like. What was more was that he even looked grateful to her that she would allow him to make her come. That she would give him access to her body in this way, and fill his mouth as his reward, letting him taste her.

And after a few minutes of just enjoying the moment, he would begin again, slowly licking her pussy toward another orgasm. Even hours spent like this did nothing to diminish his desire. He was inexhaustible in licking her, worshiping her, and measuring his tongue deep inside of her. His tongue extended and flattened to lick up every drop of wetness, though he knew that doing so would just make her wetter. She had the wettest pussy in the world, or at least that is what men always said when they went down on her. He felt that she was extravagantly generous in how wet she would become, and he showed his gratitude by devotedly worshipping her body.

Kyle lapped up the clear liquid dripping from her pussy, savoring the taste of her in his mouth. With every stroke of his tongue there was more to lick up and swallow. He pressed his lips against hers and French-kissed her, sliding the length of his tongue inside of her. Her eyes fluttered closed as her mouth opened, and her breath suddenly amplified. Her eyes opened slowly, drawn to the image of him using just the tip of his tongue to stroke her clit. He drew circles around her clit, changing direction constantly, deftly anticipating and continually surprising her. She ran her fingers through his hair and pulled him closer. An hour or two later, she had him lay down on the chaise lounge so that she could straddle his face. She began riding his tongue, but she was unhurried in her pace. She had come several times already, which felt like a good start, but she was nowhere close to being satisfied. The hunger she felt was growing in intensity. It was as though every time he made her come, she wanted more. She became wetter and she would come harder, squirting into his mouth each time. She straddled his face until her thighs felt the strain.

The sun had lowered to the horizon, casting the sky in an orange and pink hue. Reclaiming her place on the lounge, she pulled him over on top of her to begin licking her more deeply. She could feel the tip of his tongue sliding deep inside of her, and it made her think about whipping him later in the evening. It was a fleeting thought, soon forgotten in a deluge of pleasure. His hands were caressing her body, which was serpentine in its movement. Each of her orgasms came slowly, building inevitably as he employed the entire length of his tongue in service to her. His lips came into play as well, kissing her repeatedly, endlessly as his tongue slid deep inside of her.

“Deeper,” Salina encouraged him.

She watched him comply with her directive. His talent and his enthusiasm were on display for her. His dedication to her pleasure and the length of his tongue, as well as the talent he displayed in using it, were breathtaking.

“Deeper,” she repeated. Her head rolled back into the pillow, a contentedness enveloping her like the cloak of night that surrounded the cabin, and the lake, and the two naked bodies connected in an intimate and eternal kiss.


The Letter

Dear Ms. Thorn,

While you are under no obligation to read this, it is something that I feel that I must write. It is a confession, of sorts, that I feel I owe you, even if you do nothing more than throw it in the trash.

I confess that frustration, anger, and denial were all attendant my decision to purchase and read your book, The Gynarchy Revolution. I made every effort to avoid it, yet it continued to weigh on me, compelling me at last to buy it. As I began reading your book, I was prepared to hate you, to deny what you were espousing, to use your own words to discard your ideology. But as I continued reading, I felt a sensation I have never felt before. It was a feeling like I was being taken apart, piece by piece, to be laid bare. Not naked, but exposed. Perhaps it is the feeling of being stripped in a nonconsensual way, as I had no control over it. And again, it wasn’t a feeling of sexual arousal as much as it was a sensation of being exposed for someone else’s purpose. A purpose I did not understand, which made me afraid.

I have come to understand that I am afraid of you. I am also afraid of your ideas. They are persuasive, and I can feel my mind changing as a result of being exposed to them. It is as though while reading, I can feel myself being manipulated, or puppeteered. My attempts at resisting are met with a superior force, and I end up repeating the phrase, “She’s right,” while reading your words and your ideas. I have come to begrudgingly respect you for this. It infuriates me, it confounds me, and while my every inclination is to close the book and deny its message, the clear logic of its argument forces me to submit to its ideas in a way that is excruciatingly humiliating, yet ennobling at the same time. The psychological torture of feeling this humiliation is relieved by the sensation of being proud to be given the opportunity to receive it. It becomes something like a gift that I am able to receive the moment that I offer submission to it. Where I began prepared to hate you, I slowly evolved to become aware that I am unworthy of having thoughts of you at all.

These ideas have always been foreign to me. I have been referred to as both arrogant and conceited, which I never really understood until I read your book. I can see now how I was taking full advantage of a patriarchal system, which elevated me to a position I did nothing to deserve. While the ideas in your book were being introduced to me, I felt myself trying to deny their obviousness, their rightness. But it was the persuasiveness of your message that eventually got through to me, and made me feel profoundly ashamed. And then, to my surprise, I felt grateful. I realized that I should be ashamed, and I should admit to it, and then work to be more observant. Only through this process of being shamed would I come to realize that my initial hesitancy and feelings of humiliation were childish. I realized that I have some growing up to do, and recognizing the truths you present in your worldview are a part of that.

One of my concerns in writing this was that it would be seen as yet another way that men attempt to thrust their sexual desires upon women. I don’t know how to properly address this, as that is not my intention, yet I don’t know how to communicate these thoughts without them reading as something sexual in nature. All I know to say is that I have learned an entirely different aspect of arousal, one that isn’t for the benefit of the aroused, but for the purpose of exposing, or laying bare the mindset of the aroused. I have a new appreciation for the biological process that leads to an erection as something that is not for the purpose of sexual gratification, but its opposite. Simply by denying such gratification, it becomes nothing more than a signifier, and ultimately, a source of shame. Unsatiated, it becomes a form of self-fulfilling punishment.

Perhaps, and correct me if I am wrong, that admitting to being aroused by the thoughts of a woman who you simultaneously fear and respect, might be seen as being congruent with that fear and respect, in as far as one recognizes that she has no obligation to said arousal. Also, said arousal will not be addressed as a need to be satisfied, but ultimately as nothing more than an admission of her power to persuade, and a shameful punishment for the aroused. Toward that end, I have taken to reading, and ultimately re-reading your book while kneeling, physically as bare as your ideas cause me to feel mentally.

I feel that I must insist, that this is not for purposes of sexual gratification, but for its opposite. To remind me of this humiliation, which is a step toward a deeper understanding of who I have been, and of what I should become. I do have occasion to become biologically aroused, but it has become a discipline for me to simply allow it to remain a reminder of that which I should be ashamed. And that shame should motivate me toward a reality I should educate myself about, and come to accept. Humbled, certainly, attempting to better understand the position I hold in the world, but also to focus my mind on what I have to offer, a place where I begin with nothing but my capacity to modify my behavior toward the benefit of women, who I have taken for granted. To understand what had alluded me previously: that my assumption of authority, of privilege, is the very thing that denies me the privilege of doing anything other than figuratively offering myself prostrate, with no illusion that women will even acknowledge such an offer.

It is a significant transition for one to make, to go from being angry, frustrated, and in denial, to devoting oneself to an entirely new worldview. Still, I continue to have a lot to learn.

Thank you, I am deeply and profoundly grateful.

Jordan West

Jordan,

I really enjoyed reading your confession. It must have been really embarrassing for you to admit your thoughts on the matter. It made me laugh several times, a testament to how humiliating it was for you to make such an admission to me. I am in favor of men like you undergoing such a process. Kneeling naked to read my book is appropriate. I commend you for coming to the understanding that it is the correct attitude for you to display.

I also appreciate that you have come to realize that your erection is no longer something that needs to be satisfied. Further, that it is a source of humiliation, as well as a form of torture to force yourself to go unsatisfied. You will, no doubt, come to the realization that this will ultimately be a form of satisfaction in and of itself.

What I want is a video of you reading aloud a passage of the book that you feel most clearly outlines the female dominant worldview you find most persuasive. I am interested in collecting testimonials for the book, and a Female Dominant world order in general. Please include a brief statement indicating your understanding and agreement that the video you send is my property, and that I may use it in any way that I determine to be appropriate.

Sincerely,

Veronica Thorn

Dear Ms. Thorn,

The video you requested is accessible through the link below. I truly hope that it suits your purposes, and that you find it as respectful to you as you deserve. I understand and agree that the video is your property, for use as you see fit. I am profoundly grateful to you for allowing me to pay tribute to you and do whatever I might to support your cause in service to a Female Dominant world order.

Please let me know if there is anything else I might do to be of service to you.

Sincerely,

Jordan West

Jordan,

I am pleased with your video submission. You neglected to mention that you have taken to kneeling on a wooden floor, which I think is even more appropriate than I had imagined. The passage that you chose to read, about providing selfless service to a Female Superior, was an excellent choice. The fact that you became erect while reading about performing chores in the hands and knees position was instructive.

I liked the video so much that I have placed it on the homepage of my website, so that anyone interested in knowing more about Female Dominant theory can view your testimonial. The view counter is not visible to visitors of the site, but it is visible to me, so I can tell you that you’ve already had a few hundred views. Apparently, my visitors find the video to be informative, so you should be proud.

As a special reward for your compliance, I am instructing you to masturbate until you ejaculate into your hand, at which point you will lick your hand clean and swallow every drop of your cum.

Sincerely,

Veronica Thorn

Dear Ms. Thorn,

Thank you for the honor of placing my video in such a prominent position, such that my tribute to you and your cause would have some (hopefully) positive impact. I confess that it made my face feel hot with the flush of embarrassment at being so exposed, but I also felt proud to be representing the male submissives who kneel before you.

Your offer to me that, as a reward, I am allowed to make myself come is deeply appreciated. I did, and I swallowed as instructed.

Thank you,

Jordan West

Jordan,

I hope you understand that my allowing you to come is a one-time thing, not to be repeated. If you want to continue to be deserving of your currently inferior status, then return to your previous practice of ignoring your erections, allowing your desire to exist as a form of torture for you. Appreciate the torment this provides.

Sincerely,

Veronica Thorn

Dear Ms. Thorn,

Your guidance is invaluable to me and I am very grateful to you for providing me with instruction. I have not brought myself to orgasm since the time you explicitly told me to do so, and I will abstain from doing so until you say differently.

Thank you, it is a pleasure to recognize your superiority.

Jordan West

Dear Ms. Thorn,

It is with my deepest respect that I write to you, at the risk of being a nuisance. I am motivated to contact you as it is the one-year anniversary of the last time that you allowed me to bring myself to orgasm. I wanted to bring it to your attention in recognition of your superiority, and my continued devotion to submitting myself to your authority. I will, of course, continue to abstain from allowing myself to come without your permission.

Thank you eternally for everything,

Jordan West

Jordan,

I just noticed you last message from almost a year ago while doing some maintenance on my website. I am impressed that you kept up the discipline of not allowing yourself to come at my direction.

Please tell me what is happening in your life right now.

Sincerely,

Veronica Thorn

Dear Ms. Thorn,

Your message has sent me through the roof with excitement. I had long accepted that you were done corresponding with me. I have, however, kept up with the discipline that you mentioned. It has been almost two years since I last allowed myself to come. It has felt like the least that I could do out of recognition of your superiority. I still read your website. You were absent for a length of time, which I thought might be due to personal reasons, and I hoped for the best for you.

Thank you for getting back to me. As always, I am at your disposal. Please let me know if I might serve you in any way.

Thank you,

Jordan West

Jordan,

There is, in fact, a way that you might serve me. The absence you mentioned was, as you suspected, due to personal reasons. There has been a realignment in my house. One of my subordinates had to be demoted from that of a service slave to the role of punishment slave. As you know from reading my website, I have a pleasure slave to attend to my sexual needs, a service slave to do household chores, and a punishment slave whose purpose is to absorb my anger and frustration with a world that is structured as a male dominant society. Recently, this particular slave has become so arrogant as to openly question my authority, and developed some nasty habits that include talking back. First, I attempted to punish him for each transgression, but ultimately, I’ve had to let him go.

So here is my proposal, Jordan. I have an opening for a punishment slave, and I would like to extend to you the opportunity to audition for it. Please send me a video explaining why I should consider you for such a role, what you feel you can bring to it that would be of value to me, and why you think that you would be the best candidate for my purposes. Looking back over our communication, I recall that you had a nice hardwood floor. That might make a nice environment for your video. You should be kneeling, I would recommend that you are naked, and you may add any other accoutrements that you think would amuse me.

I look forward to it.

Sincerely,

Veronica Thorn

Dear Ms. Thorn,

It is with the most extraordinary gratitude that take this opportunity to kneel before you in full submission. There is a link to my audition video attached below this message. Nothing would please me more than if you found me worthy of your consideration as your punishment slave. Please let me know if there is anything else I can do to win your approval.

Thank you so very much,

Jordan West

Jordan,

I am pleased to inform you that among the seven candidates, yours was the video that I felt showed the submissive male most deserving of being punished. Your commitment to me in consenting fully to anything I might do to you was evident and appreciated. I am sending a second email that will outline all that will be expected of you as you make this transition to being my slave. I am looking forward to this.

Sincerely,

Veronica Thorn

P.S. Your ass is so fucked.


Mistress Stariviana

“On an estate located on the edge of a forest out in the country, Stariviana Stratasana keeps three male slaves. Close friends call her “Star.” Her slaves call her “Mistress Stariviana.” It’s a bit of a tongue-twister for them, but keeping their tongues limber and deft is a priority for her.

Her first slave she uses for pleasure. He is assigned to her private rooms, where he attends to her most intimate desires. He is kept completely naked at all times, and is expected to kneel and wait upon her at any given moment.

Her second slave is assigned all chores and housework, attending to the yard, garden, and both interior and exterior assignments. He is allowed a pair of work boots for the exterior chores, and is instructed to shower and change into a tiny little apron for work inside the house.

Her third slave is used primarily for punishment. He is kept in the lower quarters of the house, which is outfitted with various restraints and implements for physically torturing his naked body.

The one she keeps in her private rooms had been selected for his skill at using his tongue to pleasure her. She occasionally makes use of his cock as well, and so she had selected a male that is appropriately well-hung. He can also take a whipping when necessary, to correct his behavior, or for her amusement, but this is rarely necessary. She finds that his devotion to serving her pleasure is simply breathtaking. He can kneel in service to her for any length of time, and he never appears to become fatigued. His frequent erections amuse her. 

Her house slave attends to all domestic chores, and he is magnificently well-built for the purpose. Especially in relation to his body, which is massively thick and hard, he has an average, if not small penis. As tiny as his little apron is, it still covers him completely. She always gets a laugh from lifting his apron and giving his cock a little slap, or a flick of her fingers. He is talented in his work, and she enjoys watching him working out in the yard. Occasionally she rewards him at the conclusion of his labors, stepping into the shower with him and allowing him to kneel before her to lick and suck her clitoris. 

The slave she keeps downstairs, in what she humorously refers to as the dungeon, is nicely built, and remarkably flexible. He is cute, a little shy, and has an extraordinarily enormous cock. He can take a whipping unlike anyone she had ever seen before. It is almost like poetry the way that his body reacts to her whip. 

In her mind, she refers to each of them by little nicknames. There is “whipping boy,” who loves nothing more than to be her obedient slave and writhe in pleasure from the kiss of her whip along his naked body. There is “house boy,” who serves her in every way, keeping the house and surrounding yard in impeccable order, whose reward is to see that she is pleased with his work, yet anxious to assign him additional tasks. And then there is “lover boy,” although she often thinks of him as her sex slave. In fact, the word “boy” can be swapped for “slave” with each of them, for they all perform as such. Each is entirely devoted to her pleasure. Each attempts to surpass themselves in anticipating her desires, obeying her before she even commands them to do so. All three are given punishments, though none so thorough as whipping boy, and all three are rewarded with being allowed to lick her, though none so often as lover boy. He really is the best at it, she feels, but the variation with the other two is a pleasure of its own. 

House boy, in particular, is given by far the most humiliating tasks. Maybe it is that he is so masculine in his build, and so dominant-looking in his appearance, yet has such a small penis that she feels compelled to try and make him blush with embarrassment. She makes him wear the little white apron, but when she takes it off of him, she becomes much more demanding. One game she likes is to attach a large dildo, with its suction cup, to the coffee table. The table is substantial in its durability, such that it can easily handle the weight of house boy’s body. She has him climb up onto the table and straddle the dildo, then ride it for her amusement. She removes his apron, but then adds a blindfold, and cuffs his hands behind his back. To encourage him to ride the dildo harder, or faster, she uses an implement that is made of two straps of leather sewn into a handle at one end. It makes a delightful slapping sound when the leather straps strike his body. She takes particular pleasure in whipping his small, circumcised penis with the straps, delighting in how deliriously hard his erection becomes in the process. 

Essentially, she has decided that men are objects for her to possess, and it is with particular pleasure and no small delight that she makes house boy fuck himself in the ass for her amusement, all while openly humiliating him about the size of his cock. Which is not to say that he is exceptionally small. He measures about five inches when erect. But that does not stop her from laughing as she teases and whips him, telling him to ride the massive dildo harder for her. She admires his muscular build, but she delights even more in how submissive he is to her. She can do anything she wants with this naked plaything, and she can see how desperately hard he is when she plays with him. Even when she is taunting him, teasing him and objectifying him, she can clearly see how hard it makes him to submit to her in every way. 

Whipping boy is on the receiving end of a very different sort of treatment. Not entirely because he is shaped quite differently, but because of the reaction he has to her. He has what she finds to be an incredibly earnest and genuine respect for her authority. He naturally goes down on both knees the moment she enters the room. He has a look of adoration for her that she enjoys, but he has a look of fear as well. He also has the most naked-looking body she has ever seen. She can’t quite work out what it is about him that seems so stripped-of-his-clothing at any given moment, but it is difficult for her to keep a straight face when she observes him, naked and kneeling for her. She particularly appreciates that his cock is so extraordinarily large. He satisfies her primarily with his tongue, so its size isn’t an issue, and it is fun for her to whip him across his enormous cock. His balls are impressive in size as well, and she exploits that fact by harnessing them tightly and whipping them. The sounds he makes when she paddles him across the balls are delicious. She thinks his butt is adorable, and she makes a point of whipping it with her riding crop regularly. One game that she particularly enjoys is having him on his knees masturbating for her while she whips him. She tells him that she is going to continue to whip him until he has an orgasm, with the understanding that he is to make it last as long as possible. She loves watching him stroke his massive cock, while simultaneously listening to the sounds he makes as the riding crop lands hard across his tender skin. She knows he loves being whipped by her, and she also knows that he fantasizes about his reward, when she allows him to lick her pussy after she is finished whipping him. 

Lover boy, as she humorously named him, has the assignment the other two are jealous of. Not to say that they aren’t deeply grateful for their assigned positions, for they both adore serving her and do so with devotion. But they can’t help but feel a bit envious of the fact that lover boy is allowed to pleasure the entirety of her body. She employs his skill at full-body massage, which he follows with kissing and licking every inch of her. And he is the only one of the three who is allowed to fuck her regularly. Out of curiosity at first, and then for reasons of whim or desire, she has fucked both of her other slaves, but it happens rarely. Whipping boy is just too big, and house boy is a bit smaller than she prefers. And so like Goldilocks and her bowl of porridge, lover boy is just right.

Like the other two, he receives punishment on occasion, both to keep him in line and remind him of his place, but also just for fun. She whips him with her riding crop, and paddles him with a wooden paddle, and sometimes uses a leather belt to whip him. She also uses a long birch rod when she wants to make a point, correcting his behavior with the sharp sting of the implement. She can elicit such beautiful sounds from him with the use of the rod, and when she gives him the opportunity to apologize for misbehavior afterward, he is disarmingly earnest in the words he chooses and the way he speaks to her.

She feels it is touching, really, how repentant he is, kneeling naked before her following a thorough whipping with the birch rod. She also enjoys tying him down to her bed and slowly caressing him with ice cubes, and sometimes dripping candle wax on his naked body. Punishment aside, she primarily uses his body for pleasure, and he is generally so obedient that she rarely feels the need to punish him.

Essentially, she has made the decision to use men in a way that suits her. She loves how diligently they work at an assigned task, and how enthusiastic they are for the praise she gives them. She is aware that some might find her hedonism depraved, but she isn’t concerned with that. She lives the way that she wants to, and couldn’t care less what others might think. And the few individuals who are aware of her arrangement are admiring of her brazenness and commitment to decadence.

She has invited a few of her friends on different occasions to watch her slaves perform. An audience favorite is watching house boy kneel and suck whipping boy’s huge cock. And she has one gay friend who is very desirous of playing with any of the three of her slaves. With a couple of bottles of wine, she has an entire evening’s entertainment for her guests. 

Having her slaves play with each other is only to show them off, but she enjoys watching them perform for her alone as well. She enjoys making straight men touch each other, and she loves to watch them make each other come. Sometimes, it is a turn-on for her to simply have one of her slaves in the room, watching as another licks her or fucks her. She enjoyed casting her eyes on the sight of one of her slaves kneeling naked with an erection at the sight of her being pleasured by one of her other slaves. She might have them masturbate slowly as they watch, but often she would find it irresistible to have the slave in question approach her so that she could take his cock in her mouth. She finds the variation in their size to be interesting, in that she can almost take all of house boy in her mouth, less than half of lover boy, and with whipping boy, she can barely fit the tip of his cock in her mouth. 

She enjoys any opportunity to have all three of her boys completely naked in public. She had them build a throne for her that they might carry her upon. She has whipping boy walk in front since he had the nicest butt, and she adores the sight of it. House boy walks behind, while lover boy walks beside her, carrying anything she might like to have with her. She always has a jug of cold water, a bottle of wine, fresh fruit, and a whip. 

There is a wooded area behind the estate, and she occasionally goes on picnics with one, two, or all three of her slaves, and enjoys that she can have them all lying out nude in the sun, although she is careful that their rear ends don’t get tanned, as she likes to see the marks from her whip in stark relief from the color of their skin.

One day in particular, for no reason whatsoever, she withdrew her riding crop, and she had each of the three men line up for her, each kneeling and at attention. She used the whip to tease and slap them across their cocks. In turn, they each became erect. She spent a considerable amount of time lying in the sun, leisurely spanking them across their private parts as they presented themselves to her. She exploited their natural inclination to compete with one another by asking each of them to offer her what punishment they think would be worthy of her. In essence, what they would be willing to endure in tribute to her. She found it difficult to keep a straight face as she observed each in turn nervously contemplating their predicament. They wanted to impress her, of course, and they wanted to out-do each other.

The sun made their naked bodies glisten as they knelt before her, as she patiently awaited their responses. House boy was first, his erection throbbing in intensity as he swallowed hard and asked for a dozen strokes of the whip across his balls. She laughed, then said that he is going to receive twice that, plus a dozen more across the tip of his cock for such an unimaginative answer. He blushed, embarrassed to have failed in his effort to please her.

“But I don’t know what to offer you,” he replied, annoying her further by being defensive.

She spanked him solidly across the cock with the whip as he stammered, saying that she already had his total and complete obedience to her will, and that there is nothing further he could offer her but to continue to serve her as her slave. She continued to spank him with the whip, but she smiled, and replied that he is correct, that he has nothing he can offer her that she doesn’t own already, and his only course of action is to remain grateful for her willingness to allow him to serve her. She then fell silent to listen to the delicious sounds he made as she continued to whip him. 

When she was finished, she had whipping boy present himself. His magnificent cock glistened in the sun, making it look quite beautiful, and obscenely pornographic. She didn’t wait for him to speak as she couldn’t resist smacking him hard with the whip across his beautiful cock. She asked him what he had to offer her, and not wanting to repeat the mistake that house boy made, he simply stated that she had his obedience and devotion, and there was nothing he had to offer that she didn’t have already. She chuckled to herself, amused, then whacked him several times across the prominent tip of his cock, followed by several more across his balls. 

Finally, it was lover boy’s turn, so he positioned himself before her as the others had. She asked what he had to offer, and he silently extended his hand, palm up. She considered slapping his open palm with the whip, but instead placed it upon his hand. He took it, and explained that she had worked hard enough already, so he would offer to punish himself. She raised an eyebrow, curious, then laughed as she accepted his offer. He began without fanfare to spank himself across the cock with the whip. She laughed at the sight, encouraging him to do it harder, and was pleased to see that he occasionally struck himself across the balls. 

That evening, she indulged in the rare pleasure of having all three of her slaves attend her pleasure, reveling in the ecstasy of their lips and tongues worshipping the entirety of her naked body.”

Maya Pearson lowered the book and observed her students, allowing a moment for them to consider the text she had just read.

“What do we make of Stariviana based on this passage?” she asked of the small study group.

“She’s quite magnificent, really,” a studious young woman named Lisa volunteered. “She clearly has defined her own set of rules by which she will live, and anyone who is in her sphere must accept her dictates or, well, basically fuck off.”

Lisa’s response drew a laugh from the other four young women, less so from the one young man in the group.

“I agree with Lisa, but I wonder why she doesn’t have any of her slaves castrated,” a woman named Devin volunteered.

“Good question,” Maya responded. “Can anyone provide a reason why this might be the case?”

“Well, based on the text, she kind of makes use of them. I mean their, you know, their balls. For punishment,” a young woman named Anya offered.

“Right, it seems like she uses their balls to keep them in line,” Lisa agreed.

“OK, well since the only one in the room with a pair of testicles is Theo, perhaps he might want to weigh in?”

Theo looked vaguely terrified.

“I guess that it would be effective to, as you say, keep him in line,” Theo said softly.

“OK, so what do we think? Is the punishment she provides more effective if her slaves have a pair of balls to punish? Viola? We haven’t heard from you.”

“Hmmm,” Viola murmured. “I think we should find out.”

“What do you mean, Viola?” Maya asked.

“Well, it seems to be a point of discussion here,” Viola began, “and it’s something we don’t really have enough information about. Like you said, Theo is the only one in the room who has a pair of balls.”

“Are you suggesting that Theo might help enlighten us on the effectiveness of Stariviana’s methodology?” Maya asked, cocking her head to one side.

“That makes a lot of sense, I think,” Lisa spoke up. “Like Viola said, we don’t really have enough information to make an informed opinion about this woman’s actions, and whether or not she would be as effective in her punishments as is written.”

“OK, you make an interesting case,” Maya concluded. “So what do we think might help us achieve a deeper understanding? What do you all propose we do to help bridge that gap in our knowledge?”

“Well, if we could see the reaction to, say, a slap of the hand, we might extrapolate from that what Stariviana might achieve with the various implements in the text,” Devin recommended.

“So, a slap of the hand between the legs, essentially? We want to see what reaction that might get? I’m seeing different responses, so let’s put it to a vote. I mean, I guess we will need Theo to volunteer for us, so let’s take a vote on whether or not demonstrating a slap of the hand across Theo’s balls will be sufficient in increasing our understanding of the text. Hands up if you think that will suffice?”

Maya observed the hands up in the room.

“I am seeing four hands up, so I guess that proposition wins. Theo? Will you please come to the front of the room? Now, how do we want to do this? Will simply seeing the reaction be enough, or do we need to be directly involved? I mean, is it a demonstration we are looking for, or is this going to have to be more of a hands-on kind of thing, where everyone gets an opportunity to directly affect the outcome for observation purposes?”

“I think directly observing cause and effect is the best way to learn in general,” Viola replied.

“I agree,” Lisa seconded. “Better than just seeing it happen.”

“Sure, I understand, so what we will need to do is join Theo up here, and I guess you will need to each take a turn. One final consideration, do we have Theo here with his pants up or pants down?”

“Pants down,” Lisa suggested.

“Definitely, pants down,” Viola agreed.

Devin and Anya nodded, as each of the four girls got up from their desks to approach Theo, now standing next to Maya at the front of the room.


Revenge

Travis walked in the general direction of his apartment; his mind too shaken to navigate. The whole series of events came back to him like a collage of broken pieces of a mirror, each reflecting something he couldn’t bear thinking about, yet was unable to forget.

“My Master’s Thesis is essentially an investigation of human male sexuality, specifically as it relates to pain and humiliation,” she had explained. “I am interested in exploring what is humiliating to the male, and how that humiliation affects him. To do that, I am going to be conducting a number of experiments. I will need the full cooperation of the male subject in this regard. I will be subjecting him to embarrassment, humiliation, and various methods of punishment so as to ascertain what his reaction is, how it affects him, and what, if any, useful application of those techniques may be. To begin, I am going to need you to provide me with some information.”

Travis thought about the fact that he had answered every single one of their questions.

“Let’s begin with something easy,” the woman said after she had written down everything he’d said. “Take off your clothes and stand before me, keeping in mind that this is to examine what humiliation you feel by being exposed.”

Travis arrived at his apartment. Though he dreaded it, he realized that he couldn’t not look. He entered the name of the website into the search bar. The website came up, and there was a long bit of text. It read:

“Under the guise of a psychological study for the purpose of research for a master’s thesis, eight men were put through a series of humiliating experiments. What they did not know is that they all shared something in common: they had all clicked on a link in an email that had been sent to them. The email in question promised that they would get to enjoy some “revenge porn.” It did nothing of the sort. Instead, it allowed us to track them down. And then we promised them money for their participation in a study of the male sexual response to certain situations. They never received the money. Instead, they got what was coming to them. Since they had each expressed an interest in revenge porn, it seemed fitting that they would become the subject of it. So here, for everyone’s entertainment, are the eight men. They have been stripped and humiliated for our amusement. Their names, addresses, and phone numbers are listed, along with photos documenting their ordeal. And you won’t have to guess what they were thinking and feeling in each of the photos and videos, since we had them write in their own words just how humiliating their experiences were. So don’t feel bad for them. They deserved it. Go ahead and laugh your asses off at every degradation they suffered. By the way, you will see that they all signed releases, so this is all totally legal, and there’s nothing any of our “victims” can do about it. 

Travis scrolled down, past photos of men he only vaguely recognized, until he saw a photo of himself. He was standing, facing the camera, completely naked. His full name was posted above the photo. Below the photo was every bit of personal information he had stupidly given the two women. Then there were many, many more photos showing him in increasingly humiliating positions and situations.

He thought of the electrodes they fastened around his penis and testicles. How had he allowed that to happen? They said that it was like a lie detector, and that if he was anything less than truthful then he would receive an electrical jolt. He had wondered how that could possibly be ethical as part of a psychological study. Now he realized that it was unethical. Of course it was. And now, he stopped moving in the middle of the sidewalk as the thought arrested him. It wasn’t even real was it? The two women had shocked him, compelling him to be forthcoming. Sharp electrical jolts to the head of his penis and his testicles. Even when he was telling the truth.

“Perhaps you aren’t telling the entire truth,” they suggested. 

Travis thought about the way they looked at him. The practiced look of professional indifference. He had attributed it to what he had assumed was their interest in maintaining a clinical detachment from the subject of their study. Now he realized that they were actually, truly indifferent; to his suffering, to his embarrassment, to the humiliation they were visiting upon him. 

He thought he could see just a hint of a smile on the blond girl’s face. Was she enjoying this? he wondered. No, he decided, it was obvious. They were definitely enjoying it. They were intentionally giving him painful electrical shocks to his most sensitive parts , they were doing it on purpose, and they were entertained by the sight of his reaction. And, he realized, he was a dope. He played along, telling them, confessing everything he could think of that was in any way embarrassing to him. And then they posted it, right next to photos of him naked. And the word naked wasn’t right, it wasn’t accurate. He was exposed. Stripped and laid bare. He would have been just as naked if he’d been wearing his clothing. 

The website had some text that further explained:

“First, we made them all strip naked. For research purposes of course. They were being photographed the entire time. Then we had them tell us what they found to be humiliating. We wanted to document what each of them thought would be the most humiliating situation to be in, in no small part because we were going to do exactly what they didn’t want to have happen to them. You can read their responses below their photos. We got the standard, “making fun of the size of my dick,” which we had to agree would be really mortifying for them. Therefore, we had each of them measured, for research purposes of course, and those measurements are listed with each profile. Each of the women involved with this project then added whatever commentary she thought might be most relevant to the shortcomings of each of the participants. It makes for hilarious reading. The imaginative nicknames alone make it worth a read.

Not surprisingly, all of the men said that they would be humiliated by having their naked photos on the internet. We were much too happy to oblige. Ironic, isn’t it, that each of these men expressed an interest in looking at revenge porn, yet recognized how humiliating it would be for themselves to be the focus of such treatment. Which is why this group of men are sooo deserving of the treatment they are getting here.

A few of the men said that being dressed like a girl would be humiliating, which is kind of fucked when you think about it, no? Like they think that there is something embarrassing about it but it’s OK for women? Or maybe they knew how completely ridiculous they would look that way. At any rate, we went to great trouble to bring you photoshoots in which we had the men dressed in panties, bras, and thigh-high stockings, finished off with a pair of high-heeled stripper shoes. It took a bit of doing to find everything in their sizes. At least for the panties we didn’t need to worry about sizing. We just got the smallest pairs available. You will see the men’s comments about wearing their little outfits included below those photos. The one where the guy (his name is Mark Farland) goes on and on about how tight the panties were and how much pain his balls were in is one of the funniest things I have read in a while. Be sure to enjoy that.

Many of the guys mentioned being fucked in the ass. We happened to ask on a separate form what sexual activities they enjoyed (you guessed it, for research purposes), and wouldn’t you know it? They all loved anal sex. Assholes. By which I mean, we got a giant dildo for each of them to ram up their ass. Just for fun, we made videos, so if you want to watch any of these butt boys fucking themselves, you are welcome to. Make some popcorn, because we made them ride it nice and hard, and not for a short period of time.

And the epic, piece de resistance, was the strip show. We made them do a strip tease at a local gay bar, since most of these dickheads have some form of homophobia, so we made them get up and dance for an audience of drunken, gay men. And wouldn’t you know it? One of the guys (Taylor Strathairn), who claimed to be totally straight, ended up sucking off a guy in the parking lot. You might be asking, “Do you have night-vision video of that?” And the answer is yes! Of course we do! It is filed along with the rest of Taylor’s portfolio of humiliation. Enjoy.

Travis scrolled through, noticing that if nothing else, at least some of the men had more humiliating things happen to them. Then his phone vibrated in his pocket. He looked down at the caller ID. It was his ex-girlfriend, Gina.

“What the fuck,” he said out loud. Not now, he thought. Besides, what could she possibly want?

He answered the phone.

“Hello, Gina,” he intoned flatly.

The voice on the other end of the phone was clearly that of his ex-girlfriend, but she wasn’t saying anything. Instead, she was laughing. Hard. She couldn’t stop long enough to get a word out, though she was trying, because she wanted to humiliate him even further, as though it were possible.

“So I guess you’ve seen the website?” Travis asked.

The phone went silent. Travis looked at his phone and realized that she’d hung up. A minute later he got a text from Gina.

“I cannot tell you how satisfying it is to see you get every bit of humiliation you deserve, you fucking dickhead. I can’t wait to send a link to all my friends, so that they can laugh about your tiny dick. So long, asshole.”

Travis put the phone down. He realized that this was just the beginning, and it was about to get a lot worse.


Ruined

Jessie Harrison is, by all accounts, a fun girl. She has a vicious sense of humor, but she’s never mean. She laughs a lot, and it’s clear to anyone around her that she enjoys herself. Her appearance is one of contradictions. There is an implied innocence to her face, which is due to an irrepressible cuteness, yet her body suggests an entirely different story. The femininity of her curves is modified by the intensity with which she has so obviously toned and strengthened every muscle. The totality of her physicality makes her look as though her body is suggesting something undeniable sexual, while her facial expression is one of someone innocently asking, “Who, me?”

Jesse had shown up for a meeting with the IT department, consulting on some user-facing design elements. She had an impressive resume in helping direct user experience, and she also had an irrepressible personality, such that anyone who worked with her gave her the highest of recommendation.

The meeting was casual, relaxed, and friendly, maybe even too casual. In one of those conversations where no one could remember how exactly they arrived at that point, Jessie blurted out her affection for dick pics.

“C’mon, they’re hilarious,” she exclaimed, laughing. “Now, I’m not saying that some guys should definitely not be taking photos of their dicks. But there is something so funny about seeing them try. And when they succeed in doing it right, it’s like a magic trick.”

“OK, sure, but not unsolicited ones, right?” asked Gina, a petite woman who was nervously chewing her thumbnail. “I mean, I guess it’s all right if you ask a guy for one.”

“If that is the way that a girl wants it, or doesn’t want it, yeah,” Jesse replied. “I myself? I absolutely love the unsolicited ones. Maybe it’s my sense of humor that I think it’s fucking hilarious when a guy just sends a photo of his cock. Like, ‘Hey, girl!’” Jesse exclaimed, swaying her upper body back and forth as though impersonating a dick.

Everyone in the meeting couldn’t help but laugh.

Matthew wasn’t in the habit of taking photos of his dick, and he certainly wasn’t in the habit of sending them, but he felt at least somewhat encouraged, if not directly invited. The fact that Jesse was so forward in expressing her appreciation of the art form known as “the dick pic” certainly weighed in his decision to send her one. That she also expressed her amusement when they were not only unsolicited, but unexpected, caused him to decide that he would make an exception. He was in the possession of a single image of himself, taken by an ex-girlfriend a month previous. In it, he was sitting back on the edge of his bed, nude, and fully erect. He didn’t know if it was properly a dick pic, since it showed his face, but it was all he had to work with.

Matthew pressed send on the photo, feeling an icy sensation in his stomach as he did so. He reached for a bottle of water. He took a drink, which ended up being more of a gulp. He pressed his forefinger to his lip to keep a drop from running down his chin. He set the bottle back down on the table. Jesse’s phone vibrated. She didn’t look at it right away. She finished her thought about motivating the user to interact with the product in a way that was unique to the type of consumer they are. Then she glanced at her phone. Her brow furrowed slightly. Not in anger, but out of curiosity. She was observing an unknown. A contact that she was not expecting. She picked it up and Matthew tried not to stare, though he couldn’t have been more anxious about what her reaction would be. She maintained an expressionless face. He saw her type out a quick reply. She put the phone down.

“Spectacular,” her text read. “Give me a call later?”

“Hello?”

“Hi, Jesse? This is Matthew. You asked me to give you a call?”

“No, I suggested you give me a call, since you had just sent me a dick pic. At work.”

“Oh!” Fuck.

Jesse’s boisterous, infectious laugh came over the phone.

“I am so messing with you, Matthew. That was perfect. Just what I needed in the middle of that meeting. Really, you have no idea. But it made me wonder … ” she trailed off.

“Yes? I mean, wonder what?”

“Well, obviously you have a beautiful dick, Matthew,” she replied.

“Oh, Um, thank you,” Matthew blushed.

“No, thank you. But I have a proposition. Have you ever heard of a ruined orgasm?”

“A what?” Matthew asked.

“So, no. That’s OK. Do you know what a handjob video is?”

Matthew chuckled, sounding a bit embarrassed.

“Yes, I do,” he admitted.

“Right. What would you say to a business proposition, where I pay you to be a model for a video where I give you a handjob?”

Jesse was a remarkable woman, and she had an unusual talent for saying the most outrageous things without sounding insane. No one ever seemed to be sure just what she might say at any given moment, and this was one of those moments. Matthew paused, taken aback, but realized that what she was saying was deeply intriguing.

“You wouldn’t have to pay me, Jesse,” he replied, his heart pounding.

“Excellent, I like the sound of that. But I still need you to be professional and show up on time. And really closely shaved. I mean, you look good in your photo, but this will be to a higher standard.”

“And what would the purpose of this video be? Do you mean for, I don’t know, the internet?”

“Yes. I have a website. I would show it to you, but it’s better if you don’t know exactly what it is at first. Your reaction will be better. Trust me, I’ve done this before.”

The thought of Jesse giving handjobs to other men was an unexpected turn-on for Matthew. He had to wonder if she was an adult performer of some kind.

“So, are you like a porn star in your free time?” he asked.

Jesse laughed.

“Nope, I’m not a porn star. The videos don’t really show me that much. I’m more of a hand model.”

If Matthew had thought about it more clearly, he would have realized that what she meant was that he was going to be the porn star. But he wasn’t thinking particularly clearly.

Matthew showed up on time, and closely shaved, as Jesse had indicated. She greeted him warmly, in a loose, friendly, casual manner, so his nerves quieted for the moment. It felt like they were just going to hang out for the afternoon. Her place was clean, minimalist, and modern, but he didn’t notice much of it. He was mostly laser-focused on her.

“Before we start, I have to do some paperwork. Don’t worry, it’s mostly for your protection. I have to follow legal guidelines to shoot video, and so this is a release showing that you were aware that that is what I was doing.”

She presented this information in a really relaxed manner, like it wasn’t a big deal. Matthew scanned the document, which was a fairly standard model release form. He signed it.

“Let me show you the setup,” she said over her shoulder, and led him to a room off to one side of the living room. It appeared to be a spare bedroom, and it was mostly empty aside from a couple of chairs and some video cameras set up on tripods.

“This is where the magic happens,” Jesse said in a voice that broke into laughter halfway through. “You will sit here,” she said as she indicated a straight-backed, wooden chair, “and I will be here.” She pointed to an upholstered stool with wheels. “Not the sexiest of environments, I get it. But it works really well for my purposes.”

“So have you done a lot of these videos?” Matthew asked, realizing he still wasn’t sure what he meant when he said, “these videos.”

‘Uh, some, yeah. A few,” she answered coyly. “Don’t worry, you’re in good hands.”

She laughed at the double meaning. Matthew laughed as well, though more out of nervousness than anything.

“Do you need a drink of water, or anything?” she asked.

“No, I’m good.”

“OK, cool, then why don’t you take off your clothes and take a seat right here.”

Matthew suddenly found himself swallowing hard, and he tried to keep his hands from trembling. He looked toward the large picture window. A thin, gauzy white curtain was hung to obscure vision through the glass, while admitting a warm bath of sunlight.

“Sure,” he replied, trying to sound nonchalant.

He undressed, placed his clothes on the top of a dresser that Jesse had pointed out, and took a seat in the wooden chair. He suddenly noticed that all of the cameras were pointed straight at him. He felt incredibly naked. Jesse sat down on the wheeled stool, facing him.

“One thing we haven’t talked about is the restraints. To clarify, they aren’t really restraints, they’ll only look that way on video. You’re a big, strong, man, so if you wanted out of them then you could be, and certainly it wouldn’t have to come to that. I’ll absolutely remove them whenever you want. It’s really just for the way they look on camera. There are leather cuffs that go around your wrists behind your back, on the back of the chair, and ones that go around each ankle on the front of the chair legs. Are you okay with that?”

Jesse paused, and waited for Matthew’s response.

“Sure, I guess,” he replied, still not really understanding what it meant that they would look good on camera. He hadn’t noticed her doing anything with the cameras, but when he looked, he noticed that they each had a little red LED light lit up. He wondered how much of him was in frame.

Jesse stood behind him and brought his arms around to the back of the chair. She fitted cuffs around his wrists, secured them to the chairback, then knelt down in front to fasten his ankles. Then she sat down on her stool again, and got a bottle of lubricant from a small table to one side. She squirted some onto her palm, then rubbed her hands together.

“Are you ready?” she asked.

“Yes,” he replied.

She gave him a smile, in part because she knew that he was absolutely not ready. But she proceeded anyway. She reached her hand forward and placed it gently upon his dick, which was already semi-erect. Her fingers traced its length from the base to the tip, then began slowly circling the head of his cock as it stiffened. She wrapped her fingers slowly, possessively around the shaft, feeling it thicken and straighten in her grip. Slowly, she slid her hand along his length, lubricating the shaft, then took ahold of the head of his cock and lubricated it with her other hand.

He wondered at first if she knew what she was doing, since her movements were so slow and seemingly awkward. It was as though she had never had a cock in her hand, and she was investigating, experimenting with it. She would occasionally use a single fingertip to stroke the rim of his cockhead, or slide her fingernail over the more sensitive places. He watched her, and became aware that she had a look on her face that was, in context, devastatingly sexy. She was toying with him. She knew exactly what she was doing. Every time he began to feel a rhythm, when he started to feel pleasure, she would change direction. She would slow down or speed up in contradiction to what he expected.

It suddenly occurred to him that she was not trying to make him come. She was trying to make him lose his mind. And she was succeeding. He realized, or at least suspected, what the restraints were for. It was as though she was doing this not for his pleasure, but for the audience. The audience, through the video cameras, was going to have the pleasure of watching him be tortured in the most intimate manner possible. His body began to react, his back arching, his arms and legs pulling at the restraints, but there was no other option for him but to endure what she was going to do to him. She held his cock in a grip that was almost painful, then slid her hand downward. His head involuntarily went back, his mouth opened, and a gasping moan escaped his lips. He looked back at Jessie and saw that she was entirely focused on him and his reaction. And she was smiling, though smiling wasn’t quite right, he thought, as there was something entirely sinister about the way that she held him in her gaze.

Matthew had no sense of how much time had passed when at last he was at the edge of having an orgasm. She had brought him to this point in such a novel way, and by manipulating his cock using techniques he had never experienced, that it seemed to have taken hours. He assumed that she was going to make him come at that point. As if reading his thoughts, Jessie had a smirk on her face as she slowly shook her head. It was as though she was silently communicating to him that she was far from being done, and in fact, she had only begun. Once she had him on edge, she began using her fingertips, her fingers, her thumb, and the palm of her hand to effortlessly keep him afloat, as if she were playing with a balloon. Any time he seemed to be coming back down, she would employ the lightest touch, the least amount of friction to make him buoyant again.

He had no idea what a spectacular show he was putting on for the camera. The anguish on his face was worth the price of admission alone. The sounds of desperation that came from deep in his throat revealed the extent of Jessie’s skills in teasing and tormenting his cock. She had him throbbing, looking as though he might burst, as she teased him with her fingernail across the tip of his cock. She made an O-ring with her thumb and forefinger and slid it over and down until it was around the rim of his cockhead. There she began moving back and forth rapidly, travelling no more than a millimeter in each direction. She laughed in delight as she watched the expression on his face.

Through experience, talent, or skill, she knew precisely the moment to stop. She had one hand still wrapped around the base of his cock, but she pulled her other hand back and she waited. His cock throbbed once, then again. Then his cum started pouring out, streaming down the length and spilling over Jessie’s hand. She had a victorious look on her face. Matthew felt a sensation he’d never felt before. It was like an orgasm, but it was agonizing in a way he couldn’t have expected. It more like he was being drained than made to come.

Jessie had a look on her face Matthew couldn’t quite place. It was as though she was expecting something. He couldn’t imagine what, since he felt depleted. Then she placed her hand around his cock, tightly, and began rapidly jerking him off, unlike anything she had done previously. He was so sensitive, that he began to thrash and pull at his restraints in response to the overload of sensation. He was begging her to stop, but that just seemed to drive her to go faster and harder.

Finally, when he thought he couldn’t take anymore, she slowed down, and resumed the slow, teasing little touches she had been doing earlier. What was completely unexpected to Matthew was that he was fully hard as though nothing had happened yet, and she was going to make him come again. He was completely in awe of her in this moment. He had never experienced having a woman take control of his cock so definitively, so absolutely. It almost brought tears to his eyes when she brought him to the edge one final time, and with a flick of her fingers, sent over the edge and made him come for the second time.

It took Matthew a while to recover, during which Jessie removed the cuffs that had bound his wrists and ankles.

“That was, that was amazing,” Matthew said at last.

“Thank you,” Jessie replied. “Do you want a glass of water?”

“Yes, please.”

She returned from the kitchen with a glass of water. He took it from her hand and drank a few gulps. Jessie sat on another chair off to one side, and pushed some keys on her laptop computer, which was controlling all of the cameras. All the little red lights went out. She turned her attention back to him.

“You did really well, Matthew,” she offered. “I know that what I do is really intense, and you endured it really well. The audience appreciates seeing how much of a mind-fuck it is for the guy, and you definitely delivered on that.”

“Thank you, I guess?” Matthew replied, unsure of what to say.

“So I will make you a standing offer. Anytime you think you might be up for it again, just make sure that you don’t masturbate for at least a week. That makes it better. Of course, I can’t just repeat the same video, so if you think you might be willing to endure it again, just know that I will need to escalate it a bit.”

“Escalate?” Matthew asked, wondering what that might mean.

Jessie laughed. She could tell when a guy became entranced with the experience she delivered, and nothing pleased her more than when a man was under her spell.

“The less you know the better,” she advised. “I have my ways.”


Have You Ever?

“Tell me,” Sonia purred, “have you ever been with a man? You know, sexually.”

Darius looked at her, trying to read her face, but she was backlit with moonlight, and so remained shrouded in mystery.

“Not really, why do you ask?” he wondered aloud, somewhat cautiously.

“Because I want you and another man at the same time,” she replied in her bracingly honest manner. “And I don’t just want one on each side,” she said with a wry smile. “I would want to make you boys play with each other, and I want to watch.”

“I don’t know, Sonia.”

“You said, ‘not really.’ What does that mean?”

Darius paused, breathing in, then out.

Sonia subtly shifted the position of her body, listening.

“His name was Taylor,” Darius began. “He was in one of my classes, in college, and he became a friend. There was a building on campus in the process of being built, and it was closed off to the public. Taylor told me that he had an idea, that the industrial-looking, barren interior of the building would be an amazing backdrop for a nude photoshoot. He was studying photography as an art form, and when he insisted, I consented to assist him. Now, he was very obviously gay,” Darius mentioned as an aside, “but I didn’t mind him helping him as a model. He told me that he pictured a nude body in that empty, industrial space, and thought I would be a perfect subject if I would agree to model. I thought about it, and didn’t see why not, so we agreed to meet there. It was roped off, with signs forbidding entrance, but that never stopped a couple of college students on a mission. We entered, and I saw that the environment was precisely what he had described. After some nervous hemming and hawing, I took off my clothes, and posed for him before one of the large heating units with its bright orange coil illuminating me. We spent the next half an hour taking photographs, until he ran out of film.”

Darius paused, thinking, then continued, “Nothing happened on that occasion, but it inspired what came next. Taylor encouraged me to do another photo session in an old abandoned barn. It was a place that college students would hang out, sometimes, and it was entirely open to the public. And it was in the old barn, that after an hour of taking photos, he put the camera aside. He kept his eyes on mine, moving slowly toward me, then slid down onto his knees before me. He placed his hands on my thighs, and just for a moment, glanced at my cock.”

Sonia’s body shifted slightly, and Darius could tell that he had her full attention. He continued.

“Then his eyes returned to mine, as he slowly lowered his lips to me. He licked his lips, inches from my cock, which to my surprise, had started to become hard as his intentions became clear. I think that he was anticipating that I might run away. He knew I was straight. But I think that I was curious what he would do, and what it would feel like. And I didn’t feel obligated to him in any way. So I think I let him do what he was wanting to because I knew that nothing more would come of it. I guess that I was just kind of fascinated.

I watched him as he opened his mouth, deliberately, slowly, and press his lips against the head of my cock. I became fully hard as he slid his lips down around me. I was so fascinated with watching him that I had momentarily lost track of my surroundings. It was with a start that I remembered that we were in a semi-public place, and that anyone could walk in at any moment, and see me sitting naked on an old wooden chair, and Taylor before me, still fully clothed, and sucking my cock. It terrified me, but thrilled me as well. I decided that I didn’t care if we were seen, and watched him take as much of me in his mouth as he could. He began sliding his hand up and down the rest of my dick with one hand, while the other unbuttoned his own pants. He let his fully erect cock spring out of his pants and began to stroke himself with the same rhythm he was stroking me. I pushed his head back so that I could see him. He realized my intentions, so he leaned back and played with both of us so that I could watch. His cock was circumcised, an average length and girth, and extremely hard.

After watching him for a few minutes, I reached out and brought his mouth to me again. With my hand on the back of his head, I pulled him forward until a full one third of my cock disappeared between his lips. I combed my fingers into his hair, and pulled him back up, then down my length to have him lick my balls. He lifted them into his mouth with his tongue, one at a time, and let them slide in and out of his warm, wet mouth. Concurrently his hand continued its slow, sensual rhythm, sliding up and down the length of me. At last, I brought him up to take me in his mouth again, and though he knew I was about to come, he didn’t speed up, but rather, kept his movements luxuriously, decadently deliberate. He didn’t want me to come too soon, and was obviously enjoying each long journey closer, deeper, then farther away. He would even stop and tease with his tongue fluttering rapidly over the end of my dick, making me grip both the chair, and the back of his head in ecstasy. Finally, I told him in a strained, hoarse whisper that I was about to come. He moved back just a few inches, and opened his mouth wide. He stroked my cock in his hand, and kept his eyes on mine as he brought me to orgasm. The end of my dick was an inch away from his open mouth, so I could see myself come in his mouth. I had both hands on the chair now, and the pleasure of that moment overtook my body, and every inch of me strained and became rigid, while my hips involuntarily thrust toward his face. As my orgasm subsided, he took me back in his mouth again, as he licked up my come with his tongue. I could hear his breathing louder now, as he quickened the pace of his hand on himself, and he made himself come while still sucking me softly in his mouth. He continued until I was completely soft.”

Darius went silent, and for several moments, Sonia said nothing. Then, with a low, lusty growl, she slid her hand down beneath the sheets and took ahold of his cock, and then moved her entire body downward as well and ravenously took him in her mouth.

“You should meet Matthias,” Sonia said in an offhand manner a week later. “He is Spanish by birth, but he grew up in America, and has only the faintest accent. His body is thin, yet nicely built, with smooth, caramel-colored skin and compact hips. He has a cute little butt, broad shoulders, and his legs are nicely developed. His hair is dark, and he is of a medium height. He has dark brown eyes and a charming smile. His cock is pretty, and it swings a bit when he walks. He is circumcised. Now, you may have noticed that I have given you the most superficial of descriptions. You will also find that he is smart, funny, and though he is quiet and reserved by nature, if you get a few drinks in him, he will open up with the best, most hilarious stories. I think you will get along with him. At least I hope so. I would so dearly love to have the two of you together.”

“Do you have such a meeting already planned?” Darius asked with a smirk on his face, knowing the answer already.

“Yes, I do, smarty-pants. The restaurant is on the top floor of the Sycamore West hotel, so if everything goes well, we can make some memorably good use of the room I’ve reserved.”

Sonia was amused. She watched Darius and Matthias undress before her, and noticed that they were nervous, even blushing a little as they slowly exposed themselves to her. She was a bit distracted. She felt the peculiar and fascinating sensation of having possession of these two men. She had brought both of them to the room, drinks in hand, and they took up residence on the bench along the balcony railing, as she sat in a lounge chair facing them. Once they were both completely naked, she asked each of them to stand in turn, and allow her to fully assess their physical attributes.

Sonia was surprised to feel so calm. She had these two boys naked and entirely exposed to her, yet she felt a serene sense of being relaxed and present. She wondered what it would look like if she had both men masturbate in front of her. She wondered if they would both do it differently. Then she considered having them masturbate each other, and wondered if they would even know what to do with the other one. She mused upon this as she finished examining them.

She took a sip of her drink, then said, “I would like to see the two of you kiss each other.”

Darius and Matthias both looked embarrassed, blushing and looking down at the floor for a moment, then looked up at her, before turning slowly to one another, and slowly inching forward until their lips met in a soft and sensual kiss. She felt a wave of pleasure surge upward through her body. She stared, deeply fascinated, as the two naked men before her began to kiss each other for her amusement, and for no other reason than that is what she wanted to watch them do. She smiled broadly, and her heart rate increased as she saw that their cocks were slowly starting to become hard.

As they were kissing, she raised her phone and snapped a photo. The sound of the shutter made them aware that she was photographing them, and the objectification made their cocks grow harder. She sat back and watched, taking a sip of her drink, while the two men made out, with their cocks now fully erect. After some time had passed, Sonia told Darius to stand up, and place one hand in the back of Matthias’s head and bring his mouth to his cock. Darius complied with her order, and Matthias’s mouth opened obediently. Sonia watched as Matthias began sucking Darius’s cock, delighting in the pleasure of watching them. She looked forward to having each of them lick her body and fuck her.

Over the next few days, Sonia found herself returning to peruse the photos she had taken. The two men were both attractive, each with physical attributes which aroused her, and what she might have realized if she had thought about it, was that it was the newness of it that was so appealing. Staring at the photo of Darius ejaculating into Matthias’s open mouth was so satisfying because she knew that neither of the two men had experienced anything like that before. Sonia wondered if a second occurrence of their threesome would be as satisfying, or as fascinating. She wondered what else she could make them do. She slowly stroked her ample cleavage, daydreaming about watching their magnificent bodies performing for her, complying with every directive. Serving her by making real any and all of her fantasies. Letting her thoughts roam freely, she began to plan all of what she might do with her two men. All the sexy, dirty things she would make them do. For her pleasure. For her.


The Physical Exam

It was cold, and the sky was a slate gray. A steady drizzle made the long walk across campus miserable. Pale yellow, burnt orange and flame red leaves stuck to the brick walkway up the gently sloping hill to the medical building. Jarrett had an appointment, just a routine physical exam, and he was going to be late. The one thing that made the whole situation tolerable was the fact that he wasn’t going to have pay for any of it. All routine medical appointments were covered by the university. So hey, he thought to himself, I can get pricked and prodded for free. At least I have that going for me.

He found the right office, after a couple of U-turns, and stood, at last, before the receptionist’s desk.

“Hi, I’m here for a routine physical,” Jarrett told the woman seated before him.

She looked at him silently for a moment, then turned her attention to the appointment book that was open before her.

“Name.”

He hesitated for a moment, because she hadn’t made it sound like it was a question.

“Uh, Jarrett,” he replied.

“Jarrett?” she inquired, looking up at him.

“Yes, spelled J-a-r-r-e-t-t,” he answered, thinking, No, I am not going to explain why, and I’m definitely not going to apologize that my parents named me that, so, please just check if it is written down in your book. Because it should be, unless I am in the wrong fucking pla—

“Found it.”

He breathed a sigh of relief.

“Please take a seat over there,” she said, without looking up or gesturing in any particular direction.

He turned around, and saw an available seat. Seven minutes later, per the large, old school-type clock on the wall, an unusually attractive woman with long, dark hair and “smart girl” glasses peered around the edge of the door.

“Jarrett?” she called out.

He made a gesture of some kind while mumbling something, and got up to follow her. When they arrived at the door of an examination room, he followed her in, a vague sense of dread enveloping him, which was how he generally felt in these overly antiseptic rooms.

“My name is Wendy, and I will be getting you ready for the exam, and asking you a few questions. Dr. Seerla will be in momentarily.”

Jarrett nodded, noting the familiar feeling of being spoken to by anyone in a medical setting. He thought, Sure, okay, regardless of whatever was going to happen next, feeling like he should just accept whatever he was told, and follow directions. It was his first time at this facility, and he didn’t know who Dr. Seerla was, or who Wendy was, so he just had to trust that they knew what they were doing.

“Go ahead and remove your clothes,” Wendy said in a casual, friendly tone of voice. “You can place everything on the chair.” She turned her attention to a form that was on her clipboard, and began writing his name and other details at the top.

He looked over at the armchair, unoccupied and waiting to receive whatever was placed upon it.

“Oh, um, okay,” he replied, somewhat taken aback. “You don’t have, you know, like, a gown, or something?”

She turned toward him, smiling warmly.

“The doctor doesn’t prefer to use them. She takes a somewhat holistic approach. Not holistic medicine, necessarily, but she finds that it is of value to treat the whole person, and therefore needs to assess the entirety of the body.”

He nodded, not knowing what to say, but feeling like he certainly wasn’t going to argue, so he began to undress. Wendy gave no indication that she was going to leave the room. It was almost as if she wanted to make sure that he undressed completely, per the doctor’s orders. He continued to remove the rest of his clothing, remembering that she had said that she had a few questions. It suddenly occurred to him that he would be naked for that part of the process.

When he had deposited everything he had been wearing onto the chair, he turned toward her, unsure of what to do next.

She looked up from her clipboard and stated, cheerfully, “OK, now we can begin. When was the last time you were seen by a doctor?”

“Oh, I guess it would have been just over a year ago.”

“Was it for any specific reason?”

“Um, no, it was just routine.” he thought about his family doctor, and how different that experience was from how this visit seemed to be going.

“And have you had any problems, physically, in the past year?”

He noticed that as she said this, she glanced up and down his body. Although “glanced” isn’t quite the right word. She showed no hesitation in looking at the entirety of his body, and she actually seemed to be making a point of it. He supposed that it was because she felt she needed to gather as much information as possible.

“No, not really.”

“Are you having any issues with your overall sexual health?”

“No, not really,” he answered, thinking that saying something like “not enough” wouldn’t be appreciated.

“Not really?” she inquired, eyeing me cautiously. Her eyes scanned downward. “Are you experiencing any issues with your penis?”

“No,” he replied, feeling awkward about hearing the word “penis” used to describe his genitalia.

“Are you having normal erections?”

“Yes,” he replied.

“Are you having any issues with your testicles?”

“Well, uh, recently, I did have some pain in my, uh, testicle region,” I reported.

This brought her to attention, and she gave him another look of concern, this time her brow creasing furiously. She began writing on her clipboard, which took a moment or two.

“What can you tell me about the pain you experienced?” she said at last.

“It just felt, well, I think I had just been sitting for too long in one position, and when I shifted my body, I felt this dull, throbbing pain. But that seems to have gone away.”

Wendy notated everything that he had said, then put the clipboard to one side.

“Okay, let’s take your blood pressure. Go ahead and take a seat on the table.”

She placed the cuff around his arm and began inflating the cuff. At this point he felt that this was very weird. He had definitely been exposed in various ways during a physical, but never during the blood pressure part. When she concluded that, she directed him to walk over to the height and weight scales device. Again, he felt very aware of being naked while he was being measured, but he guessed that it made more sense to weigh him without the added weight of clothing. Which he also thought was ridiculous, but he would have somehow felt more embarrassed to ask to put on clothing at this point. At any rate, Wendy had already seen everything, so he just went along with it.

“Okay, the doctor should be in to see you shortly,” Wendy concluded with a smile as she made a final few notes on her clipboard, then deposited it on the desk.

“Okay, thank you,” he replied automatically, unsure of what he was thanking her for.

She flashed a friendly, professional smile at him before turning and walking out the door.

Jarrett didn’t have to wait much longer than the time it took for him to feel awkward, and wonder if he should sit on the white paper lining of the exam table.

There was a soft knock on the door, and a young, red-headed woman walked in. Jarrett made two observations simultaneously: one, holy crap they hire attractive women to work here. Two, this woman seems way too young to be working as a doctor at this facility. He thought that she looked to be the same age as him or younger.

“Hi, uh, Doctor …?” he began to say.

“No,” the beautiful young redhead replied, laughing. “The doctor will be in in just a moment. I’m April.”

“Oh. Hello, April,” he greeted her, and his voice betrayed his confusion.

“This is a learning medical facility, so pretty much everything we do is an opportunity for students. I’m pre-med.”

“Oh, sure,” he said, nodding.

Though she was a student, she wore a white medical coat, which tended to make Jarrett more agreeable to whatever was being said. He also noticed that white medical coats are generally not very flattering to a girl’s figure. They tend to hide the shape of the body underneath, though April was currently seeming to defy this reality by forcing the flat white panels of the coat to admit the extraordinary curvaceousness of her body. He was busy thinking My God, she is lovely, when the door opened. There hadn’t been a knock, which he thought was odd, but then he saw Dr. Seerla, and it sort of made sense. Dr. Seerla appeared to be in her early forties, and though she was somewhat heavy set, she moved about with a tremendous amount of energy, and didn’t appear as though she had the kind of patience one would need to knock, wait, then enter. She had a rich, brown, skin-tone, and Jarrett thought she had an elegant beauty to her, yet she appeared as though she didn’t particularly care about things like “elegant beauty.”

“Hello, I am Dr. Seerla,” she said in a no-nonsense, rapid delivery.

She picked up the clipboard Wendy had left for her, scanning it quickly.

“You’ve met April?” she asked, not looking up from the clipboard.

“Yes,” he replied, glancing at April.

April looked at him, and it seemed to Jarrett that they shared a moment of understanding that the doctor was maybe a little bit odd.

“Okay,” the doctor announced, “Let’s have a look at you. Go ahead and lie down here,” she said as she gestured to the examination table.

Jarrett got up on the table and laid down, looking up at the acoustic ceiling tiles as though they were of some interest to him. He tried not to feel self-conscious about being so exposed. Dr. Seerla placed her stethoscope on his chest and told him to breathe inhale, then exhale. She repositioned the stethoscope and had him breathe in and out once more. Then she put the device in the pocket of her lab coat, and placed her hands on his abdomen. She pressed downward, then moved her hand and pressed downward again, asking throughout if he felt any pain. He reported that he did not. Then she invited April to do the same, starting with the stethoscope, then performing the abdominal examination. Jarrett sensed a difference in the way that he felt when April touched his body. He thought perhaps it was because Dr. Seerla was more practiced, whereas April was gentler, and more curious, but perhaps it was his own attraction to April that caused him to interpret the way that she touched him differently.

“OK, now we examine for the possibility of a hernia, which we will do with the patient lying down as well as standing,” Dr. Seerla stated.

She began pressing her fingers against his body in a descending line toward his groin, ending with her fingers alongside his testicles, pressing inward. Then she moved to the other side and worked her way upward. Again, she had April repeat the examination. Jarrett tried to focus on the fact that he was having a medical examination, and nothing else. Mainly, he focused on not having an erection. He noticed a piece of tape on the ceiling, which he imagined had at one point been placed there to secure a holiday decoration of some kind. He had no particular reason to think this, but it did help him take his mind off of what the two women were doing, and how naked he felt as a result.

“Testicular volume is assessed using an orchidometer,” Dr. Seerla mentioned to April, as she located what looked like a necklace of a sequential series of beads. “First, you isolate the testis and use the orchidometer to make a manual side-by-side comparison between the testis and beads. Identify the bead most similar in size to the testis,” she explained.

April performed the test, examining each of his testicles and comparing them to find the similarly sized bead of the orchidometer. She reported a number to Dr. Seerla, who wrote it down on his chart.

“OK, Jarrett,” Dr. Seerla announced, “let’s have you get down off of the able and stand right here.”

She indicated a place in the center of the room, and in a moment or two Jarret was standing there as prescribed. Both women had short, rolling stools that they sat on and wheeled into place in front of him. Jarrett tried to keep his eyes staring straight ahead, at a diagram of the human body that was mounted to the wall.

“First we will examine the penis, noting its size, color, symmetry, as well as any penile deviation,” she explained. “Next, hold the shaft of the penis and examine it for any abnormalities. Carefully check the veins on the penis for any indications. Jarrett,” she asked, turning her attention to him, “when your penis is erect, is there any curvature to either side?”

“No, it’s, um, straight,” he replied, thinking that he was in some danger of showing exactly what it looked like when he was erect.

“If the patient reports penile curvature during erection, or if the penis appears to bend or deviate to one side, hold the penile shaft between your thumb and your first two fingers while palpating with the fingers of the other hand,” Dr. Seerla explained, and then performed the examination regardless of the fact that Jarrett had indicated that it wasn’t a problem.

Then she had April do the same. Jarrett was becoming increasingly nervous. April’s hands felt different when she was touching him.

“Next, retract the foreskin, and observe whether it retracts easily,” Dr. Seerla explained. “Look for any indications on the surface, and ask the patient if he experiences any problems with the retraction of the foreskin. Uncircumcised men generally masturbate using the foreskin, so you will want to inquire about that.”

April pulled his foreskin back tightly.

“Examine closely around the corona, noting any irregularities.”

April rotated his penis slowly, examining it on either side, top and bottom.

“Next, check the urethra, by applying gentle pressure on the top and bottom of the glans. This will cause it to open to allow you to examine it,” the doctor prompted.

April did as instructed, holding the head of Jarrett’s cock between her fingers and squeezing gently.

“Now take a urethral smear with a urethral swab. To do this, gently insert a urethral swab about 2 cm into Jarrett’s urethra.”

Dr. Seerla tore the paper wrapper off the swab and handed it to April. April gently inserted the swab into his urethra. The swab was then placed in a container and sealed.

“Now we determine if there is any abnormal production of fluid, so you will want to make a ring with your index finger and thumb, and place it around the base of his penis. Tighten the ring moderately as you slide it down his penis to the glans,” the doctor explained.

April wrapped her thumb and forefinger around the base of his penis as directed, and slowly slid it along the length of his shaft. She held it for a moment when she had reached the corona. When she released his penis from her hand, she was startled by the fact that Jarrett’s cock now remained elevated, and projecting forward.

Dr. Seerla laughed good-naturedly.

“It is not abnormal for the patient to have an erection during the procedure. Jarrett, are you OK to continue the exam? It’s nothing to be embarrassed about.”

Jarrett was in fact extraordinarily embarrassed about being fully erect, but he consented to the continuation of the exam.

The two women then proceeded, essentially ignoring his erection.

“Note whether the size of the scrotum is normal and whether it is fairly symmetrical in shape,” the doctor began. “One testicle may hang lower than the other. Gently hold the scrotal sac, and separate the testes. Since the scrotal contents are usually paired structures, you should be able to feel similar structures in each half of the scrotum.”

April placed her hands on his testicles, familiarizing herself with the way they felt in her hand, as Dr. Seerla continued.

“Then use both hands to examine each testicle and epididymis for normal size, contour, consistency, and tenderness. Place one hand behind the scrotum to stabilize the testicle. Use your other hand to capture the testicle, and gently palpate it to check its width and length. Compare one side of the scrotum to the other. You will find that the testes are usually sensitive but not tender.”

Jarrett winced as April squeezed a bit harder than was comfortable.

“Continue examining the testicles one at a time,” Dr. Seerla stated, placing her own hands on Jarrett to demonstrate. She placed her thumb and forefinger on the front and back of his left testicle, and began rolling it back and forth, followed by the right.

“Use both of your thumbs and index fingers to gently palpate the whole testicle, while your remaining fingers are positioned behind the testicle to immobilize it. This involves a gentle rubbing motion between your thumb and index finger to methodically examine the entirety of it.”

Then April copied the doctor’s example, examining each testicle in turn.

“Regular genital self-examinations are an important way to detect problems, so it is important to teach the client how to perform this exam,” the doctor explained to April, then turned her attention to Jarrett. “Jarrett, please demonstrate, by taking each of your testicles, one at a time, between your thumb and forefinger and begin rolling it back and forth, feeling for any bumps or irregularities.”

Jarrett did as instructed, displaying for the two women his proficiency at examining himself.

When this was complete, the doctor began with a line of questioning that was very personal in nature.

“How frequently, would you say, that you have an erection?”

It struck him how gentle she was in asking her questions, but also absolutely unashamed by the subject matter.

“Um, every day, I suppose,” he replied, and he couldn’t help but feel embarrassed by his admission, since he was fully erect at that moment.

“When you have an erection, how likely are you to masturbate?”

“Um, fairly likely,” he reported, looking sheepish.

“Do you experience any pain or discomfort when you masturbate?”

“No, not really.”

“How long would you say, generally, that you masturbate before you reach orgasm?”

“It varies, I guess. Sometimes just a few minutes, but other times, I spend a longer amount of time.”

“On average, a healthy male will produce a teaspoon or two, more or less, of ejaculate when they climax. Would you say that this is consistent with your experience?”

“Oh, gosh. I have never measured it, so I am unsure.”

The doctor peered at him, a look of concern on her face.

“You will need to begin doing that. Measuring, I mean. We can do that for you, but you should be keeping an eye on it as well.”

Do it for me? He wondered if he had heard her correctly.

“All right, Jarrett,” the doctor said brightly, “turn around and place your elbows on the exam table.”

Jarrett assumed the position.

“Begin by observing the perineum, which should be smooth and unbroken, and should have a regular contour with no significant discoloration or bulges,” the doctor said as she used her fingers to indicate the area around his anus.

“Then observe the anal orifice, which should not have any visible abnormalities. The anal orifice and perianal tissue are covered by smooth, unbroken skin.”

Dr. Seerla and April both put a squirt of lubricant on their gloved fingers.

“When examining the prostate gland, place your nonexamining hand on the client’s hip or against his buttock to stabilize him and to enable him to prepare himself psychologically for the examination.”

Jarrett felt April place her hand on his hip, which she later re-positioned and placed against butt cheek.

“Now, it may happen that a patient may have a spasm of the rectal sphincter, which can be very painful,” the doctor warned. “If this occurs during the prostate examination, hold your finger still and wait for the spasm to subside. This usually takes at least one minute but may last several minutes, especially if the examination is not gentle or unhurried or if the patient is anxious. Next, insert your finger and press against the anterior wall of the rectum, feeling for the prostate gland.”

Jarrett felt April’s finger press against his anus, then begin penetrating him.

“Most patients feel a mild-to-severe burning sensation in the penis when the examining finger pushes on the prostate gland. You can massage the prostate gland if necessary. The next step is to assess the size of the client’s prostate gland. You have long fingers, April, so try to palpate for the seminal vesicles, which are superior and lateral to the prostate gland, for palpability and tenderness.”

“And now we have completed a basic examination,” the doctor concluded.

April withdrew her finger from Jarrett’s ass and removed and discarded her glove. Jarrett returned to a standing position and turned toward the chair across which he had left his clothing, but realized that April and Dr. Seerla were standing between him and the chair. He was unsure of what to do about that when the doctor began addressing him again.

“I would like to have you return for some additional tests in a couple of weeks, Jarrett. I don’t think there is anything to be worried about, but I would rather be thorough than miss anything. Do you think that you might be able to make some time in your schedule for that?”

“Um, yes, sure. I can do that,” Jarrett replied.

“I want you to begin doing some exercises,” she explained. “What you will do is grip the head of your penis, and pull it upward, stretching it out for about ten seconds. Then pull your penis to the left for another ten seconds, then to the right. Repeat these steps once or twice a day for about five minutes. Do you think you can do that?”

“Um OK, I guess,” Jarrett replied.

“I mean now. Please demonstrate to show that you understand.”

Jarrett performed one repetition of the exercise.

“You should be mindful of when you ejaculate, and refrain from doing so a week before the next appointment. Will you be able to do that?”

“Of course, yes,” Jarrett replied, his head swimming a bit by the directness of the question.

“Very good, then we are done here,” the doctor concluded.

“Thank you,” Jarrett offered, feeling awkward.

April gave him a smile.

Jarrett left the medical building so entirely focused on his attraction to April that he could focus on little else. It was an unusual sensation, because he was embarrassed about having had an erection in front of the two women, but he felt infatuated with this young woman he had only just met.

It was almost a week later, while walking across the pedestrian bridge, Jarrett recognized April from a distance. Her long, lustrous hair, the color of a newly minted penny, was brilliant in the sunlight, and her hourglass figure gave her forward movement a lateral swing. Jarrett felt his mouth go dry as he contemplated just what to say to her. He was hoping that she might recognize him, perhaps give a nod in his direction, but as it was, she was thoroughly engrossed in her own thoughts and was apparently going to walk right past him without even acknowledging him. He felt his insides tightening as she passed him, and he felt his opportunity slipping away.

“April!” he called out in desperation.

She paused, turned, and to Jarrett’s dismay, seemed not to recognize him.

“Hi, I’m Jarrett,” he quickly explained. He suddenly felt embarrassed, wondering how to jog her memory. I’m the guy who got an erection during a routine exam, he thought. Then he wondered if she hadn’t seen a lot of guys have an erection during an exam. “I met you a few days ago, during an exam with Dr. Seerla?” he explained.

“Oh, right,” April replied, a look of recognition on her face.

You may not remember me wearing clothes, he thought.

“Hi, Jarrett. How’s it going?” April asked, unsure of his intentions in stopping her on her way to class.

“Um, it’s great, I was wondering if maybe you would like to get coffee sometime? Or have lunch? With me?” Jarrett asked, hoping that she would find that his being a bit flustered was adorable rather than pathetic.

“Oh,” April replied, suddenly realizing his intentions. “I don’t know, I’m not sure what the protocol is. You are kind of a patient and I am, well, I’m not a doctor yet, but since we sort of met in that capacity, I’m unsure of what the ethical considerations are …” she trailed off.

“Oh, I hadn’t thought of that,” Jarrett confessed, suddenly feeling let down and a bit embarrassed. “I guess I would have to defer to you, I’m not really sure of what the rules for med students are,” he admitted.

April noted his look of disappointment. She looked down, thinking, then had an inspiration.

“You know, there is something I need some help with. Maybe you would be available to assist,” she offered.

“Sure, anything,” Jarrett over-promised, having no idea what she had in mind.

“I’m in a study group, and we meet once a week to help each other with specific areas of our coursework. It’s a bit casual, but it really helps to be able to talk about the material and stuff,” she explained. “What we have been talking about is the lack of any practical application of what we are learning, and what would really help us out would be if you could drop by one of our study groups sessions and play the part of the patient. That way we could apply what we are learning to a real-life situation.” April paused. “Do you think you would be willing to do that? Our next meeting is tomorrow at eight.”

Jarrett realized that he still had no idea what might be asked of him, but he also recognized that there was no way that he was going to turn down this opportunity. He had become so entirely focused on his attraction to April that he welcomed any opportunity to be around her. He felt he had no option but to agree with whatever she was proposing.

“Yes. Yeah, sure, I could do that,” he replied.

“Cool, thank you,” she said.

April’s face lit up, and she smiled so warmly that Jarrett had a pleasant, buzzing sensation throughout his body. She gave him the address, then turned and continued across the bridge. Jarrett stood in place for several moments, watching her walk away. He didn’t even have room in his endorphin-filled brain to contemplate what he had just gotten himself into.

Jarrett paused before the door to the apartment, listening to the muted sounds of conversation coming from the other side. He ran his hand through his hair, self-consciously, hoping that he looked normal, since he didn’t feel normal. He had taken a shower, shaved, and dressed in a way that he hoped looked good without looking like he was trying too hard. He had no idea what was going to happen, but he wanted to be prepared for it. He raised his hand and knocked on the door. He heard the voices in the apartment fall to a hush, then he heard movement, then the door popped open.

“Hi, you must be Jarrett,” said a petite, pretty girl with dark hair and caramel-colored skin.

“Hi, yes,” Jarrett answered, surprised to see someone other than April answer the door. “April invited me here?” he stated as a question.

“Yeah, she’s here. I’m Natalie. Come on in,” she said as she stood aside.

Jarrett stepped across the threshold, and was relieved to see April sitting on the sofa in the living room. She was speaking to yet another person who he couldn’t see from the hallway leading from the front door to the main living area. Natalie closed the door behind him, which served to give him a sense that he was now committed to whatever was going to happen.

“Hi Jarrett, thank you for coming,” April greeted him. “This is Wendy, who you apparently have already met. She works at the medical facility. She does all of the initial paperwork.”

“Hi Jarrett,” Wendy said, smiling.

“Hi April, hi Wendy,” Jarrett returned, matching their warm smiles.

He was unable to determine if their gracious smiles were simply a product of being naturally friendly, or if they were related to the fact that they had seen him completely naked. He brushed off the thought as they offered him a glass of wine.

“Thank you, yes,” Jarrett replied, taking the glass of wine and swallowing a third of it. He noticed that the three women each had a glass of wine, and April’s comment that the study groups were pretty casual came to mind. He definitely noticed that the three women appeared to be very relax and at ease. He was definitely not relaxed, and it required some effort on his part to remain calm.

“Well, since Jun is working, and Samantha is late, we might as well get started,” Natalie pronounced.

Jarrett noted that the phrase “Samantha is late,” caused a collective expression of eye-rolling exasperation. Jarrett had his own reaction to the name, related to a girl he knew in high school, but his thoughts were quickly redirected.

“Jarrett, we would first like to thank you for volunteering to help us with our study session tonight,” Natalie stated.

The other two women nodded and said their thank you’s.

“No, absolutely,” Jarrett offered. “I am happy to help.”

“Cool. So I guess there’s no point in waiting,” Natalie said with shrug. “I’m sure Samantha will show up at some point. Jarrett,” she said as she turned her attention to him, “go ahead and remove your clothes. You can put them on the chair over there,” she said as she gestured to an empty armchair. “Then stand here, so we can begin.”

“OK,” Jarrett replied, attempting to control his voice so that it didn’t betray the nerves that he felt.

He took a gulp of his glass of wine, then put it down on a table beside the sofa. He stood beside the chair on the side of the room and began to undress. He had an ever-tightening feeling in his stomach, similar to the way that he felt when his family had gone to an amusement park and he rode his first roller coaster. When he had taken off everything but his underwear, he noticed in his peripheral vision that the four women were sitting quietly, observing him. It served to tighten, like a vice, this feeling he had inside. He felt cold air on his forehead, which made him aware of the fact that he had beads of sweat on his face. He slid his underwear down and dropped them in the chair. He swallowed hard, then turned to face the four med students. He tried to think about the fact that they would be viewing him for an academic purpose, and that his nudity and its attendant embarrassment were simply byproducts of the situation that he should do his best to get over.

He stood facing the women, and waited. He assumed that they would inform him of what they needed him to do next, since it was for the purpose of their education that he had made himself available. Although Jarrett also understood that this wasn’t quite true. He had made himself available to assist in their studies because he was interested in April, and anything he could do to be seen as being helpful to her, he would do. Such thoughts were making circuitous routes in his mind, causing him to continually consider and justify to himself what he was doing and why. And it was in the middle of this seemingly endless loop of internal thought that he realized that the four women were simply looking at him. Not expectantly, not impatiently, just looking. He might have tried to cover himself in any other context, but it was the availability of his physical body that was paramount to the situation, so he remained in place with his hands down at his sides.

“So having observed the patient, we then inform him that we will be performing an examination of his penis,” April began, apparently taking the lead in guiding the study group. “Jarrett, if you will, please, come stand directly before us so that we may have access.”

Jarrett took a step closer. The women each began putting on tight silicone gloves.

“To begin, place your thumb against the underside, at the base of the penis, and place your first two fingers on the top,” April began, while placing her hand as she had described. “Gently examine the interior structure, moving along the length of the shaft.”

Jarrett stared straight ahead, trying to focus on a framed photograph of an island off the coast of Greece that was hanging on the wall opposite. He was hoping to avoid the embarrassment of having become erect during his initial examination with April. This would turn out to be futile.

“When you reach the corona, examine all around it for any infections, or skin lesions, or any other indications. Then pull backward, gently, with your fingers on either side of the glans to widen the urethral opening.”

She performed this action, displaying for the benefit of the other women how this technique allowed for a closer examination. One by one, the other three women placed their hands upon him and performed the examination. They had determined that since they didn’t have wheeled stools like they would in a medical office, that it would be easier to have Jarrett move from one woman to the next, providing access to them to perform the exam. At first, he was successful in not becoming erect, but the repetition of being manually manipulated in such an intimate way caused him to become hard. His face felt hot with the embarrassment of it.

“Yeah, Dr. Seerla noted that the male patient may become erect during an examination, so if the patient is amenable to it, you may continue,” April mentioned. “The same thing happened last week, so I guess that Jarrett is just really happy to see us.”

The rest of the women laughed at her joke, and Jarrett smiled nervously. At the conclusion of the examinations by each of the women present, Jarrett had mixed feelings about the situation, since he realized that he would now have no ability to interact with April unless he was able to persuade her to date him. He was about to put on his clothes, when someone walked through the front door.

“Sorry, sorry!” a voice called out as another woman entered the living room. “I completely didn’t forget, I just got jammed up trying to get out of my last class and then get from there to here, et cetera, et cetera!”

Et cetera, et cetera, Jarrett repeated to himself. Oh my God, it’s Samantha Niall. From high school. A girl who had, apparently, some weird issue with him because she was always rude and obnoxious toward him. He suddenly had a feeling of dread because she was going to see him naked.

“Holy shit, Jarrett?” Samantha cried out.

He turned toward her, wanting to cover himself.

Samantha was pulling on a pair of exam gloves.

“How fascinating to see you again,” she said, emphasizing the word ‘see.’ “Did the other girls touching you make you have an erection? How interesting. Let’s have a closer look.”

She went through all of the procedures the other women had practiced, but Jarrett felt she was being unmistakably unhurried, and significantly more aggressive with him, causing him to wince more than once.

“Oh, does that hurt, Jarrett?” she asked while pressing firmly with her thumb and fingers on either side of his testicles. “I didn’t know you were so sensitive,” she added.

When she had finished the examination, she stood up and leaned in to whisper in Jarrett’s ear.

“I’ve always wondered what you look like naked,” she said softly. “Now I know.”

Jarrett had an entirely different mindset walking up the hill to the student care facility than he had just a couple of weeks prior. Not only was the weather un-seasonally warm, and the sun was shining brightly, but he now looked forward to seeing April. He checked in with the receptionist, and took a seat. Wendy appeared a few minutes later.

“Hey, Jarrett,” she called out in a familiar tone of voice. She had a bright smile on her face.

“Hi, Wendy,” Jarrett replied as he got up from the chair in the waiting room and followed her into the exam room.

“Go ahead and remove your clothes,” Wendy said.

Jarrett tightened his lips into a smile. He deposited his clothing on the chair and stood before her.

“Anything of note to report since the last time you were here?” she asked.

“No, everything seems to be fine,” he replied.

“OK, well, everything seems to be pretty straight-forward,” she said as she scanned the form on her clipboard. “The doctor will be in shortly,” she said in a high-spirited tone.

She whirled around and closed the door behind her. A minute or two passed before there was a knock on the door. It opened, and Jarrett’s expectation of seeing April fell flat. A young Asian woman, who had a no-nonsense expression on her face appeared, and Jarrett noted that she left the door to the room open.

“Oh, hi,” Jarrett greeted her. “Is April not here today?”

The woman looked at him without an expression on her face. She didn’t say anything, she simply shook her head.

“OK,” Jarrett said, nodding. His lips curved into a smile, and he had to wonder why April had been replaced. Perhaps they work different schedules, he wondered.

As he stood in the middle of the examination room, waiting, he noticed that the woman was looking directly at him. He tried not to meet her gaze, since he was certain that it would make the situation even more awkward than it already was. Finally, Dr. Seerla entered the room, and Jarrett found that it was a relief somewhat, to the strange, intense silence that had just occurred.

“Hello, Jarrett,” she said warmly. “I see you have met Jun?” she added.

Jarrett was about to reply, saying what, he was unsure, but thankfully the doctor just steamrolled over whatever he might have said by continuing her “ball-of-energy” forward movement.

“Alright,” she said as she pulled a rolling stool underneath her and wheeled over directly in front of him.

The woman who had been introduced as Jun followed suit, sitting on the doctor’s right side. She stared straight forward, which made Jarrett feel a bit unsettled.

“Last time you were in, we discussed you performing some exercises. Have you done the exercises you were asked to do?”

“Yes,” Jarrett replied sheepishly.

“Oh?” Dr. Seerla inquired. “You sound unsure.”

“No, I have done them, as you asked,” he replied.

“OK, please go ahead and demonstrate,” the doctor said as she turned to Jun. “He has been advised to begin a program of penis exercises, in addition to regular self-examination, as well as abstinence, for the purpose of determining healthy sexual function.”

Jarrett began the stretching exercise, pulling his penis upward, then to the left and then to the right. He noticed that Jun stared at him, occasionally glancing up at his face, then back down to note the position while preforming the action.

“Very good,” the doctor said. “Now let’s add an additional exercise. Put your index finger and thumb in an O shape around the base of your penis. Constrict your thumb and finger to place pressure on your shaft. Then slowly move your finger and thumb toward the head of your penis until you reach the glans. Repeat this once per day for about ten minutes.”

Jarrett demonstrated the exercise for the doctor, until she was satisfied that he was performing it correctly.

“OK, now we are going to do an intracavernosal injection test, followed by a doppler ultrasound test of the penis, and finally an ultrasound scan of the testicles. What I am going to do, Jarrett, is inject a medicine into the side of your penis. This medicine induces penile erection in most men when injected directly into the penis, causing dilation of the arteries and increasing blood flow. The fullness of the erection and how long the erection lasts will be measured. We will then assess the degree of the erection and use the ultrasound to see whether your arteries are healthy and how much blood is flowing into the penis through each artery. The doppler ultrasound uses a handheld tool that uses reflected sound waves to show blood flow on a computer screen.

“Are you ready, Jarrett?” the doctor asked.

“Yes,” he replied, though he was entirely unsure if that was true.

When Dr. Seerla and Jun had completed all of their tests, throughout which Jarrett had an extremely hard erection, the doctor spoke to him directly.

“I am going to prescribe wearing a lightweight, plastic device that will lock around your penis and testicles. This will ensure that you do not have a manual ejaculation for a period of two weeks. This will help give us a baseline to work with in how healthy, and in what quantity your semen is after a period of abstinence.”

She handed him a slip of paper with an address where he could acquire the prescribed chastity device.

“I will have to trust that you wear it, and don’t try to disable the locking device. You may do so in an emergency, of course.”

“So I won’t be able to do the exercises,” Jarrett mentioned.

“Oh, I’m sorry, I forgot to mention that part of it. To help facilitate that part of your program, Jun will help by supervising you. Please meet with her once a day so that she can remove your device, allowing you to do the exercises, then lock it back in place. It will make it less tempting for you if you have someone to chaperone.”

Jarrett was surprised by this prescription. He looked at Jun, who for the first time had what looked like a hint of a smile on her face.

When Jarrett looked at Jun’s address, he remembered that he had heard her name when he helped out with April’s study group. It occurred to him that they lived in the same apartment. Then he thought to ask if April and Jun had a roommate named May, a joke he decided against telling, since he was sure they’d heard it before.

When he knocked on the door, Jun answered. She invited him in, and had him stand in the living room with his pants down to unlock the device.

“Go ahead and do your exercises,” she directed. She put the chastity device aside and turned her attention back to her textbook.

“Oh, hi, Jarrett,” April said as she walked into the living room.

There was something disarming to Jarrett about how casual she was in greeting him with his pants down and his cock in his hand.

“Hello, April,” he replied.

He was surprised that she sat down in a chair facing him.

“Jun tells me that you have a chastity device for the next couple of weeks. How is it going so far?”

Jarrett continued with his exercises.

“I don’t know, it’s only been a day,” he replied.

“Hmmm. Interesting,” April said in an absent-minded way. She was looking directly at his cock as she said this. Then she suddenly got up out of the chair. “Come and speak with me before you leave, will you?”

“Of course, April,” Jarrett replied.

She left the room, and Jarrett finished with his course of exercises.

“Are you ready to have the lock back on?” Jun asked, looking up from her textbook.

“Yes,” Jarrett replied.

She fastened it on with a soft click.

“April said she wanted me to speak with her before I leave,” Jarrett mentioned.

“Yeah. She likes you,” Jun said, then turned back to her textbook.

Jarrett felt a warmth flowing through him after hearing Jun’s words. She likes me? he thought. Likes me how?

He knocked softly on the door that Jun had indicated, and April opened it.

“Oh, hey, Jarrett.” She did not invite him into her room, indicating that this was to be a short conversation. “Here’s the thing. You know when you met me on the pedestrian bridge that day, and you asked if I might like to go get a coffee some time?”

“Yes,” Jarrett replied, liking the sound of this.

“Well I’ve been thinking about that. It’s just that I wasn’t sure, but things have changed. For one, you’re wearing this now.”

She placed her hand directly on the front of his pants, feeling the chastity device he was wearing beneath.

“So I had a conversation with Jun, and she was actually relieved when I said that I would take over monitoring your exercise program, and take care to have you locked up at all other times. So,” she summed up, “if you want to have that cup of coffee some time, although I would rather we make it dinner, I would be up for that. OK?”

“Absolutely,” Jarrett replied. “Thank you, April.”

April smiled warmly.

“I look forward to it,” she replied.


Size

“And finally, I will not respond to anyone whose penis is over three inches in length,” the post read.

Jordan stared at this sentence for almost a minute. He was surprised to feel his heart pounding in his chest. Cool sweat broke out across his forehead. His mouth felt dry. His dick was fully erect, and two inches long.

The afternoon had been slow at work, and he had been whiling away some minutes looking at his dating app on his phone. Something drew him to Jamie’s profile, most obviously because she was beautiful, but there was another reason, mysterious even to himself. She had an allure that seemed to come from her personal energy, and somehow that translated even over a dating app. Jordan looked up, and saw that no one was paying any attention to him, and no one was requiring his attention at the moment. The office seemed normal, but the thoughts in Jordan’s mind made it feel strange.

Too quiet, he thought. He looked back at Jamie’s profile. Really? he wondered. He had never had a woman express a preference for a man with a small dick. Mostly it was a source of uncertainty, and embarrassment. But she seemed to be specifically requiring it. He replied.

Two nights later, he sat waiting at a booth in a restaurant. It was one that she had recommended, and he was doing his best not to feel anxious. His eyes scanned the room, looking past all the couples seated, eating dinner, having drinks, and the waitstaff moving back and forth, to catch sight of the woman he had only up to this point seen in photographs. He was worried that he might miss her somehow. He needn’t have worried.

Jamie had an energy about her that preceded her into a room. She made an entrance. She was slender but shapely, casual but elegant. She appeared relaxed but there was intensity to her movement, as though anyone who got in her way might be knocked down if they quick on their toes. Jordan tried to stand up, but realized that the booth would prevent him from raising to full height, so he gestured with his arm. He felt like an idiot, but it did catch her attention. She had a gloriously inviting smile as she approached the table.

“Hi, Jordan,” she said as she slid across the long, curved seat behind the table.

“Hello, I was looking forward to meeting you,” Jordan replied while realizing that his mouth was dry. She was so much more attractive in real life, he thought.

The server stopped by when she’d noticed that Jordan’s date had arrived.

“Hi, can I get you guys anything to start?” she said, then quickly added, “hey, Jamie!”

“Hey, Anna,” Jamie replied warmly.

Jordan realized he shouldn’t be surprised that they knew each other, since Jamie had recommended this place. She must be a regular here, he thought.

“I’m just going to want a glass of water at the moment,” Jamie said.

“Yeah, two, please,” Jordan added.

Anna gave a brisk nod and walked away from the table.

“So,” Jamie said as she turned to her attention to Jordan. She was quite forward in visually assessing him. “I’ve read your bio, and by that, I mean the information you put on the website, and yes, I googled you, doing a little digging,” she admitted with a brilliant flash of her smile, “and of course I read your response to my questions.”

Jordan couldn’t help but smile nervously. Her questions had been pretty thorough, and made it clear the type of men she was interested in.

“However, the thing is that none of that makes any difference if we aren’t clear on little detail. To be sure, I am going to need to take a look,” she said, and then went silent.

“Wait, what?” Jordan asked. He looked around. “Here?”

“Yes, Jordan. Here. Right now, if you don’t mind.”

She looked down at his lap and waited expectantly.

Jordan took another look around at the restaurant, and though he would be hidden behind the table, he still felt really vulnerable exposing himself to this woman he had only just met. He unbuttoned his pants, drew the zipper down, and slid his underwear down.

“Farther,” Jamie said. “I’m going to want a good look.”

Jordan complied, and waited as she examined him visually.

“My goodness, I guess you were telling the truth,” she said after a moment. “That is one tiny, tiny penis.”

Jordan began to pull his underwear up.

“Hey, stop. I need you to stay just like that for a minute,” she explained.

Jordan slid his underwear back down.

“Can you pull your shirt up a little?” she asked. “I want to get a look at it in context.”

The context is that we’re doing this in the middle of a restaurant,” Jordan thought as he raised the hem of his shirt.

At that moment, Anna stopped by to drop off the glasses of water.

“Hey, Anna, can you take a look and tell me if that’s not the smallest dick you’ve ever seen?”

Jordan turned bright red.

“Wow, yeah,” Anna replied. “I mean, if that’s not the smallest, then it’s one of the smallest.”

“Funny thing is, I think he’s hard right now, yet he’s half the size of my thumb,” she observed, laughing.

“Well, find out,” Anna suggested, placing her hands on her hips. “Give it a flick.”

Jamie reached over and gave Jordan’s penis a flick with her middle finger. It vibrated with the impact, but remained stiff.

“Yeah, that’s hard as fuck, but you’d never know it,” Jamie said.

Anna laughed.

“Well, let me know if you need anything else,” she said, then turned and walked away.

“So here’s the thing, Jordan,” Jamie said as she turned her attention back to him. “Your tiny penis is even smaller than I might have imagined, which is pretty perfect as far as I’m concerned. Now you will need to adjust to a new set of circumstances if you want to be with me. I am presenting this all up front so that there won’t be any confusion later on. My interests are very specific, and I don’t apologize for them. I no longer try to conform to anyone else’s ideas about how I should live my life. What I want is what I’m going to have, it’s simply a matter of some patience on my part in searching for the right individuals to satisfy my particular desires.”

Jordan listened, feeling increasingly nervous about being so exposed. For her part, Jamie did not appear as though she was going to have him pull his pants up anytime soon. Rather, it appeared that she preferred having him this way.

“So here’s the tricky part, Jordan. I love having sex with men who are really well-hung. The bigger the better.”

Jamie held her thumb and forefinger about four inches apart.

“I like a guy who is about this long past his navel when he’s erect. But I don’t want a relationship with a guy built like that, where he expects me to fulfill all of his needs. I end up feeling sore all of the time. Trust me, I’ve had that. So I want a relationship with a guy who isn’t well-hung, and doesn’t expect me to take a pounding on a regular basis.”

Jordan swallowed hard. He’d never heard a woman say things like this. He was shocked, but if he was honest with himself, he was also kind of impressed.

“And there’s another reason why I’m interested in a guy like you,” she continued. “It’s because I had a relationship with someone who wasn’t as tiny as you, Jordan, but he was really small. And I learned something about myself. I started making fun of him one night for having a small dick, just teasing him and stuff, and I realized how much I love that. There’s something freeing about it. I felt like I was able to say things that I’ve never been able to put a voice to before. And the look on his face while he started to feel this kind of burning feeling of embarrassment was unbelievably gorgeous. So I came to the realization that humiliating a man for having a teeny tiny dicklet was not just fun, but it was cathartic. And when I say, ‘came to the realization,’ I mean I had an orgasm. I felt this incredible sensation of being powerful and in control. It was addictive, and I was hooked. Unfortunately it did not last with that guy for other reasons.”

Jamie had a wistful look on her face for a moment, then brightened.

“So, Jordan, this is my proposition. If you want to date me, then I’m interested in that, as long as you know that one, I will also be fucking really well-hung guys on occasion, and two, I will definitely not hold back in embarrassing the fuck out of you for having a babydick.”

It took a moment for Jordan to register that she had completed her thought and was now done speaking.

“I, um, w-well,” Jordan stammered.

Jamie gave him a flick of her finger across the head of his dick.

“Just say yes, mister triple-A battery,” Jamie advised. She gave him another flick.

“It’s just that I’ve never … ”

“Never met a woman like me? There aren’t any,” Jamie stated, smiling. She gave him another flick. “C’mon, little pinky finger. Little league batter. Say yes, because I want to taunt and tease you endlessly about the magnifying glass I’m going to have to use on you. And the tweezers. Say yes, because you don’t even have the balls to say no. Face it, Jordan, they’re like marbles. You can’t refuse.”

She gave him another flick.

Jordan looked at Jamie and felt unable to resist her. He thought about what his life would be like with this woman having free reign to torment him. About what it would feel like to know that she is fucking men with enormous cocks while she is humiliating him for being too small. His mind was spinning. She kept flicking him. She kept teasing him. She was so incredibly beautiful.

“Yes,” Jordan said at last.

He watched as a gorgeous smile spread across her face.

“May I pull my pants up now?” he asked.

“No, Jordan, I’m not done with you. I will tell you when I am done.”

“Yes, Jamie,” he replied.


The Lock

That night, after they were done studying for an exam they had coming up, she excused herself for a moment.

She returned, her hands behind her back, with a mischievous smile on her face.

"What's up?" he asked, eyeing her suspiciously.

"I have something for you," she said, laughing.

He was very suspicious now, and began to laugh nervously in response.

"What in the world do you have there?" he asked, gesturing to whatever she was holding behind her back.

"It's a present," she said, continuing to hide the item she had received in the mail earlier in the day. Suddenly, she felt nervous, knowing what she was about to say. "I know that you want to go all the way with me," she said, looking down, feeling a little embarrassed just saying it. "And I want you to," she said after a lengthy pause. "However," she said, looking him in the eye, "first, you will have to agree to wear this."

She brought the item out from behind her back and held it out for him to see. He looked at the small metal contraption in her hand, a quizzical look on his face.

"What is it?" he asked.

She handed it to him, and he took it in his hands, studying it closely.

"It's a chastity device," she replied. "I want you to wear it."

He looked up at her, swallowed hard, then looked back at the thing she had handed him.

"Is this... negotiable?" he asked.

She smiled broadly.

"No," she replied rather sweetly, then she took a step back. "Put it on."

He looked at her, and saw that she was serious. He was nervous. His hands were trembling as he contemplated the device. But he wanted her, badly, so he slowly stood up and unbuttoned his cutoff shorts. Then he unzipped them, and then he took them off. Then he slid off his underwear.

"You’d better put it on before your dick gets hard," she advised, smiling sweetly.

He fumbled with the device for a moment, then carefully closed the thick metal ring around his cock and balls. It locked into place with a satisfyingly audible click. It had a curved, stainless steel sheath that kept his cock from becoming erect. He stood there for some moments, as it dawned upon him what he had just agreed to. He attempted to remove it, in a sudden panic, and immediately realized the futility of doing so. He looked up to see her smiling at him. She had removed one end of the thin, silver necklace she was wearing from the top of her dress, at the end of which was a small, brass key.

"You are, perhaps, looking for this," she said, gloating.

She watched the realization sink in.

"There is only one way for you to get out of that," she said, sounding amused.

"What is that?" he asked, his throat dry.

"Do everything I say," she said with a whisper.

She noticed that his cock was thick and hard, but it was absolutely denied becoming fully erect by the metal device that was now locked in place.

"OK," he said with resignation. He wanted her so much that he was willing to do as she said, and he had to admit to himself that she had every right to want this. If she was going to allow him to have her, then he would allow her to have him. In that, the device was more ornamental than anything, and it signified her ownership of him. He would gladly give up his freedom to be allowed to have her in exchange.

"Good," she said, relieved that he had consented, and that this had gone so well. "Now take off your clothes."

He removed his clothing, and she examined him, completely naked except for his shiny new chastity device. She tucked the key back into the top of her dress and stepped forward. She reached out with one hand, and touched the metal device. It thrilled her to feel the hard, cool metal against his skin. She reached down, and took the tip of his penis in her hand, and squeezed it between her fingers.

"I am going to enjoy teasing you," she said, a devious tone in her voice. "But don't worry," she said in a more soothing tone, "I promise to take it off to let you pleasure me."

She could feel his cock getting harder and harder in the locked device, unable to become fully erect. She continued playing with the tip of his cock as they kissed. Small drops of clear fluid dripped from the end of his cock, which she used to lubricate her fingers as the circled endlessly, his pleasure becoming a form of torture. Their mouths were locked in a passionate exchange, as their body temperature increased exponentially. She realized that she had gotten over the first hurdle, which was getting him locked into the device. Now she needed to relax, and slowly build to the next one, which was making him wear it daily. Whenever she wanted him to. So that he would always be under lock and key. I will have to be patient, she thought. These things take time.


Unrelated

Mackellan was trying to remain positive. Her parents had divorced a few years before, and her mom was dating someone new. It was a guy she actually liked, which was unusual, since she had noticed her mother exhibited a questionable taste in men. And while she had no objections to the man her mom was seeing, they were going to be moving into his house, which was kind of a big deal.

Her mother explained that, your father, as she always referred to him (she used to call him Dad, until the divorce), had refused to sign the divorce papers, and so she decided to get on with her life, and that meant dating Rick. And apparently, her relationship with Rick had developed to the point that she was going to be living in his house. Which meant that Mackellan was going to be living in his house as well.

She would be at a new school in the fall, and the summer was going to be, well, weird. They were pulling up roots and moving to the "rich side" of town. That’s what everyone said when they referred to it. It would be her first year at the fancy-ass school, another thing that everyone said, and she was grateful that she would be wearing a school uniform, because her mom didn't have the money for the kinds of clothes the other girls would wear. Her new house had a pool, for God’s sake. She thought only rich people had swimming pools. Was she rich people now? she wondered.

The day they moved in; she met her mom's boyfriend's son. She was shocked by her reaction to meeting him. To her horror and embarrassment, she became wet between her legs. His name was James. He was tall, muscular, good-looking, and way nicer than she might have assumed, looking at him. She thought all guys that looked like him were arrogant jerks. He was actually nice. And friendly. And hot.

I am NOT related to him! she said to herself, repeating it over and over again, to deal with the intensity of her feelings toward him. She watched, as he mowed the lawn with his shirt off, and she bit her lower lip in frustration. She had never had such a reaction to a real boy. A boy who she not only knew in real life, but one who was living in her house. Or rather, she was living in his. In fact, she had taken his bedroom. It was decided, because he would be moving out in a year to go to college, that he would take over the lower level of the house, and she would have his former bedroom.

"Um, sorry," she said, feeling awkward, trying not to stare at his shirtless body.

"Yeah, don't worry about it,” James said with a laugh. “I get the whole downstairs, and my own shower."

She felt a chill run through her. Or was it a chill? It felt electric, and it pulsed through her body, a feeling she had never had before. The shower that he had mentioned was an area in the basement that had a drain, and the area had been tiled, and some rudimentary plumbing had been fitted with a shower head. There wasn't even a shower curtain. She imagined him, completely naked, showering in the corner of the basement, with nothing but the basement door between them.

She was lying on her bed, in her new bedroom, his old bedroom, and listening to the sound of the water running, and thought about the fact that the water was running over him, touching him the way that she wanted to. She slid her hand down the front of her body, underneath the waist of her jeans, and her underwear, trying to tell herself that it wasn't wrong to think of him this way. What she didn't know, was that at that same moment, he was naked, in the shower, thinking the same thing about her.

Her mother and his father left for work each morning, and didn't return until evening, so they were left to their own devices all summer long. He teased her one day about being her "babysitter," in response to which she made a face and stuck out her tongue. He laughed, and she scowled, but for the most part, they got along well, considering the circumstances. They had been somewhat forced together that summer, and they were generally amicable, but a strange air of tension appeared between them. They had begun to flirt with each other, albeit in the most clandestine manner. They didn't want to let on what was happening between them, even to themselves. They felt an imaginary prohibition against the way that they had begun to feel about one another, simply because they lived in the same house. Also, he was a year older than her. The difference in their ages didn't feel all that significant, however, as she was quite a bit more mature than most girls her age.

Late one night, while scrolling through some videos, she happened upon a thumbnail for a video that showed a man and a woman naked, and they were clearly having sex. She stared, fascinated, and tried in vain to gain some idea of what exactly they were doing to each other. She was too worried about what it would do to her browser history if she clicked on it. She had learned some years before how the mechanics of "sexual intercourse” worked, but her curiosity remained unsatisfied. She had become boy crazy. She had had obsessions with photos of cute, young boys, but she had been unable to connect the attraction she felt to certain boys with the realities of their physical bodies. It seemed impossibly mysterious that they all had things between their legs. Things that were occasionally somewhat visible in swim trunks, or sweatpants, or sometimes even when they were wearing jeans. It thrilled and fascinated her to contemplate such realities, and the line blurred with her fantasies. Until, of course, the day that her fantasies themselves became a reality.

She locked the door to her new bedroom, thankful for the fact that it actually had a lock on it. It had started to bother her in their previous home, that her mother could walk into her bedroom at any time, though she generally was in the habit of knocking first. She stood before the closet door, which was mirrored. She took a deep breath. She felt shy, even in front of herself, and had some vague notion that there was something perverted about looking at one’s own body, but she squeezed her eyes shut and forced those ideas out of her mind. Then she looked up, and regarded her reflection.

She was perpetually barefoot in the house, so she looked at her slender, tan legs, as she hesitantly unbuttoned her cut-off denim shorts. She drew the zipper down, and slid them over her narrow hips. Although, she thought, they aren’t so narrow anymore. She dropped her denim shorts to the floor and stepped out of them, trying to do so in an effortlessly elegantly manner, but ending up looking a bit awkward, as her toes caught on the bunched-up fabric, and having to shake her shorts off of her foot. She kicked them aside, irritated, then returned to examining her reflection in the mirror.

She wore a pair of pink and white underpants, and a white T-shirt. She gathered the fabric of the T-shirt behind her back, to see the shape of her body in tightly fitting clothing. She thought perhaps she should start tying off her T-shirts, as she had seen some girls do. Then she reached down with both hands on either side of her body, her arms crossed before her, and slowly lifted her T-shirt. She paused, as her belly came into view. She turned to the side, to see if it pooched out. A little pooch, she thought. Just a little. She didn’t know if she might have to work on that. It seemed okay to her, but then she never seemed to get an idea of what she was supposed to care about and not care about concerning her body. Sometimes, it all seemed so simple, that she should just accept whatever it was, and let her own body make the rules about what it was “supposed” to look like.

Then, in a single movement, she pulled her shirt off. She dropped it on the floor, and slowly, looked up to see herself almost naked. Her breasts were small, she thought. She brought her hands up to cup them, which is what one did, apparently, and gave her image a pout as she posed with her breasts in her hands. She couldn’t keep a straight face as she observed herself trying to be sexually flirty with her own reflection. She slowly slid her hands down her sides, and let them land on her hips. She turned three-quarters to the mirror, first this way, then that, throwing hopeful glances at imaginary observers. They must love me, she pretended. I am perfection! She threw her arms up over her head, with her chin up, in her most elegant, diva pose. Her small, pink nipples were pulled upward as she stretched, and she decided that this was definitely a very sexy pose. She was beginning to feel happy with her decision to give herself a look-over. Then, it was the moment of truth. She took either side of her underwear in her hands, taking ahold of the waistband, feeling oddly hesitant. She thought it curious to feel reluctant when she was the only one watching.

Then, she slipped her underwear down her long, slender legs, and stepped out of them, having a bit more success than she did with her denim shorts. She tossed them aside, and unsure of what she should do for her big reveal, went with the solid, dependable, diva pose. Arms up, chin up, a slight twist to the waist, with one foot slightly forward. She slowly scanned upward, taking in the sight of her now fully nude body, revealed in full color, to the adoring mirror. She thought it interesting, that if she were to squint, she could see only a thin, vertical shape, with a small dark triangle, three dots arranged in a larger triangle, and a face framed in dark brown hair above that. She stopped squinting. She observed her nude body for a moment, and felt a unique pleasure in viewing herself. It seemed not so far-fetched, she thought, that a boy might want her. Maybe a boy would want her the way that she wanted to be wanted, she thought, which caused her to laugh, and broke the spell. She threw her swimsuit on, unlocked the door, and ran downstairs to take a swim in the pool.

Mackellan went to the shopping mall with her friend Kim one day, and they stopped into Dive, a boutique bathing suit and swimwear shop.

“Funny,” Kim pointed out, “this place is called Dive, but if you actually went off a diving board in any of these,” she gestured to a wall of bikinis, “they’d be on the bottom of the pool when you got to the surface.”

Mackellan laughed.

“Yeah, that’s probably true,” she replied. “I don’t think these are for swimming as much as, you know.”

“Getting attention?” Kim suggested.

“Yeah, that.”

“So whose attention are you trying to get?”

Mackellan panicked. She didn’t want Kim, or anyone to know that she had a thing for a guy that, though he wasn’t technically related to her in anyway, still, they lived in the same house and she wasn’t sure what anyone would think about that.

“No one in particular,” Mackellan lied, trying to sound nonchalant.

She found a string bikini set that was a deep azure, and had what she thought had to be the absolute least amount of fabric possible to still be called a bikini.

“Holy cow,” Kim exclaimed, looking at the bikini in Mackellan’s hand. “Really? You think you’ll be able to pull that off?”

“If it all goes to plan, I won’t be the one pulling it off,” Mackellan replied, then laughed at her own joke.

Kim laughed as well, but it made her suspicious that her friend really did have a specific guy in mind. She wondered who that might be.

When Mackellan got home, she went into her room and tried on the bikini. She put it on in the changing room, but over her underwear, which isn’t really the same. For one, the bikini covered less of her than her underwear did. She looked in the mirror and took a deep breath. She noticed that she would have to shave significantly closer if she wanted to wear it.

Two days later, she got up the courage to put it on in the morning and go out to sit by the pool. She had oversized sunglasses and her skin was glistening with suntan oil. She had a copy of the book Lolita, which she wasn’t paying much attention to. James was trimming the hedges with what looked to Mackellan like giant scissors. With her eyes hidden behind the dark lenses, she employed a technique where she kept her head directed straight ahead, but her attention was in her peripheral vision to the right. She watched the muscles of his shirtless back work as he made one of the bushes flat and neat across the top. Having recently trimmed her own bush, the irony did not escape her. After a bit longer than she thought possible, he glanced over his shoulder. He did a double take, which Mackellan thought was worth the price of the bikini, and she did her best not to react. A few minutes later, he put the hedge trimmers down and walked across the lawn, approaching her with a determination that made her salivate. His skin was slick with the sweat of working out in the sun, and his naked chest looked spectacularly delicious as he approached.

“Hey, Kell,” he said as he stood before her next to the pool. “I just wanted to let you know that I’m going to mow the lawn, so, you know, it’s a bit loud. I hope that doesn’t disturb you.”

“Oh. No, you do whatever you have to do,” she replied. Like, I don’t know, maybe ravish my naked body. “If it’s too loud I’ll just go inside.” And think about you ravishing my naked body.

“OK, cool,” James replied, then stood there awkwardly for a moment. “Well, I better get back to it.”

Then James did just that, and she could hear the sound of the lawnmower starting up.

Are you kidding me? No, “nice bikini Mackellan?”

She bit her lower lip in frustration.

Then, one morning, with the house empty aside from themselves, she went looking for something she thought she may have left downstairs, and she walked in on him taking a shower. She was wearing headphones, listening to music, and she hadn't heard the water running. The door to that area of the basement hadn't been closed all of the way, and she thought nothing of it as she pushed the door open and entered the room. She looked up, and due to the fact that the newly installed shower area didn't even have a shower curtain, it was just a large tiled area with a drain in the floor, she had an entirely unobstructed view of his thoroughly naked body, with water pouring down the length of him. In addition, he was masturbating. He was leaning back, against the wall, and his eyes were closed, and he had in his hand the biggest penis she had ever seen. Not that she had much to compare it to, as she had never seen a fully naked man in real life.

Her friend at camp the previous summer had shown her a magazine that she had found in her older sister's room. It was an old, old copy of Playgirl, and it had some photos of naked men, and the main pictorial spread was a guy who had an erection. She and her friend had poured over every image from the magazine, studying it late at night with their flashlights, making comments about the way that the guys looked posing naked. For the most part, it was just funny, seeing these guys with their big mustaches and hairy chests reclining naked against various backdrops, and in a number of different situations. They both laughed at the guy who appeared ready to go to work, except that he was almost completely naked. They talked about how hilarious it would be if men really went to work undressed that way.

But now, it wasn't funny. It was exciting in a way she hadn't previously imagined. She felt an extreme sensation of exhilaration seeing him naked from head to toe, and fully erect, and masturbating, with rivulets of water coursing over his tanned, exposed body. His hand held his gigantic penis tightly, and he slid it rapidly back and forth along the excessive length of his shaft. Though it was, in reality, only a moment, she felt frozen in time. Her mind whirled with realization, curiosity, and desire, and she stood unmoving, her eyes transfixed upon the sight of him pleasuring himself with lustful abandon, momentarily unaware of her presence.

But it was only a moment. His eyes opened, and he caught sight of her standing just inside the doorway. He cried out, surprised and embarrassed, and made an unsuccessful attempt to cover himself. She suddenly panicked, and ran upstairs to her bedroom. She threw herself down on her bed and with her heart pounding, embarrassed that she had unintentionally invaded his privacy. She heard him turn off the shower, and then she heard nothing for some moments. She covered her face with her pillow, and wanted to sink into the bed, never to be heard from again. She felt a knot in her stomach, with conflicting feelings of desire and shame, and she felt sorry for what embarrassment she thought he must be feeling now, a situation that she herself head caused. Suddenly, her door flew open, and she lifted the pillow to see him standing there, wearing a towel. His eyes were wild with anger and his face was blushing from having been exposed to her. He stood there for moments, saying nothing, dripping wet from the shower, as they locked eyes. Then, in a gesture of exasperation and anger, took hold of the towel around his waist, and yanked it aside, tossing it on the floor. "Is this what you wanted to see?" he demanded, fuming. He stood there, just inside her room, now completely naked. His penis was no longer fully erect, but it arced out from his body in a way that looked heavy, almost menacing. She sat on her bed, speechless, and for some moments they were both silent. Finally, she gained the courage to speak, and what she said surprised even herself.

"Yes."

The air crackled with electricity. The silence between them was deafening, and time seemed to pass in slow-motion. They locked eyes for minutes, then parted to roam about the vision each had of one another. She sat up on her bed, attentive, wearing cut-off denim shorts, and a light blue T-shirt. His eyes travelled the length of her tanned, bare legs, as she examined his naked body. What transpired in the silence between them that day, in the mid-morning, was that he slowly became fully erect. He would have been embarrassed if not for the fact that he was so completely turned on by standing naked before her. No one had ever seen him naked before, at least not like this, and he found it overwhelmingly arousing. For her part, she was enthralled to witness his body transform, his thick, heavy, and curiously pretty penis become an ominously large and sexy cock, slightly curved and pointing skyward. He almost staggered back, leaning against the doorframe, as though the transformation of his cock had caused him to lose the ability to stand upright. She was struck by the fact that he looked like one of the models in the copy of Playgirl she had seen the previous summer, and she wished that she could take a picture of him in that moment, posed as he was in the doorway of her bedroom. It seemed like hours had passed, the two of them locked in that moment of sexual tension, while he remained exposed to her eyes, and she took advantage of the opportunity to mentally record every inch of him.

Finally, he spoke, asking, "So if this is what you wanted to see... then what now?"

The sound of his voice seemed to come from far away, as though she had been lost in a dream and was just waking up. Furthermore, she was struck by the implications of what he had said. He was asking her, meaning that it was up to her what would happen next. And she could see that he was sincere, the look in his eyes betrayed the fact that he was entirely in her hands. He appeared prepared to do anything she wanted him to, as he felt that he had already overstepped the bounds of what was acceptable by throwing off his towel in front of her. Now the tables had turned, so to speak, and he wanted her approval for what he was to do next.

"Why don't you continue doing what you were doing while you were in the shower," she said in a whisper. She was nervous saying it, feeling that she was in uncharted territory, and unaware of what was acceptable, or how he would react. Soon, her fears were quieted by the fact that he quickly acquiesced, and wrapped his hand gently around his cock, and began to slowly masturbate in front of her. His face flushed with embarrassment, as he had never done this in front of anyone voluntarily, as it had always been the most private of activities. The fact that she sat upon her bed, watching with stunned fascination, following every movement, made him feel more exposed and vulnerable than he had ever felt before. As a result, he was more aroused than he had ever been. His hand moved deliberately, and with a slow sensuality, as he was right on the edge of orgasm. She studied him as his eyes fluttered closed, his head back and his mouth open and his breathing heavy. She had one leg hanging over the side of the bed, and the other leg tucked such that the heel of her foot was pressed between her legs. She leaned into it, watching him intently, as she increased the pressure of her heel between her legs. She wanted to touch him. And she wanted to see him come. And in time, she would do both of those things. And much more.

Mackellan watched, speechless, as James leaned up against the doorframe, completely nude, with one hand on his surprisingly massive cock. She made eye contact, and it was shockingly powerful. It had been his anger at her for embarrassing him in the shower that had propelled him upstairs to her room, and indignation and daring that had caused him to toss his towel onto the floor, but now it was lust, and desire that motivated him. She could see by the vulnerability in his eyes that if it were not for his own intense arousal, that he would be mortified by standing naked before her and pleasuring himself. As a matter of fact, he may well have been embarrassed to masturbate in front of her, but it turned him on so much that he did it anyway.

She mused quietly on these thoughts as she observed him, his painfully erect cock putting his desire for her on display. At some point, he asked, almost in a whisper, if he could lie down on her bed. She bit her lip, a nervous tic that betrayed her own desires, and she nodded her assent. He lay his naked, masculine form across the foot of her bed, placing one hand behind his head, while the other resumed stroking his cock. The scent of his body, an unmistakably male scent, filled the air in her room. She was curious about how something so foreign, so adult, could feel so natural. She didn't want it to end. She felt a supremely powerful sensation as she witnessed his solo sexual performance, and she felt a degree of possession of him. Though she felt self-conscious at first, his extremely exposed and compromised position soon made her feel confidently in control. She even allowed her eyes to travel down his body, objectifying him, making a close observation of his sexual equipment. His hands were large, and muscular, yet his cock still looked quite formidable in his grasp. She wondered what he would look like with her own inordinately petite hand upon him for comparison. She imagined wrapping her small, delicate fingers around his dick, and mimicking the movements she was watching him make. She wondered if that would be enough to satisfy him, or if she would have to use both hands. Or her mouth. She felt intimidated, seeing that a clear fluid was dripping from the tip of his cock, which then lubricated it, making it look wet. She wondered what his cock would taste like in her mouth.

As her eyes travelled slowly up his body, she saw that he was looking at her breasts. They were small, but her erect nipples made her shirt poke out at two points on her chest. It sent a thrill through her to contemplate the fact that he was looking at her with desire. He was jerking off to her. He was pleasuring himself to the sight of her tits, her body. Her. She felt self-conscious for a moment, but then a heretofore unknown level of arousal set her on fire. She slowly, deliberately, reached down and took ahold of her T-shirt on either side of her body. She sat up, and slowly pulled the shirt up until her breasts were exposed to his eyes. He watched, transfixed, and his eyes fogged over with lust and sexual desire, and an arc of thick, white fluid shot upward from his cock, landing upon his bare chest. Then another, and then another, until he was practically covered in his own come. Orgasm caused his body to shudder, and at last, his eyes closed, the vision of her bare breasts burned into his retina, he came to rest.

A few days later, she was wearing her tiny, azure bikini, sipping her iced tea through a straw, with cubes of ice clinking in the glass, as she watched him mow the lawn. He would be done soon. And then, hot and sweaty, he would take a shower. She had plans to be there when he did. She intended to watch. She knew that he wanted her to. She knew that nothing would stop her. All summer long, she would embark upon an exploration of him. He would be naked before her at every opportunity, and she would take full advantage of him.

She slipped her feet into a pair of flip-flops, then stood, walking toward the glass door that opened into the lower level of the house. She slid the door open, and felt the cool air on her skin, a welcome sensation after the heat of the mid-day sun. She took off her sunglasses to allow her eyes adjust to the dim interior. She walked past James's bed, which had been setup downstairs, making the lower level essentially his bedroom. She made her way toward the basement door, which was the unfinished half of the downstairs level, and where an area had been tiled off and made into a shower. She could hear the water running, and it make her heart skip faster. The door wasn't fully closed, which she now recognized as an invitation. She pushed the door open, and crossed the room to stand some ten feet away from James's fully exposed body, standing naked in the shower.

She marveled at the sight of the curtainless shower, as though it had been built specifically to put him on display for her to observe. Their eyes met. He had half-expected her. His cock was half-hard. He turned to face her, and she noticed that he became, within moments, fully erect. She stood, with her arms crossed, and a slight smirk on her face. She slowly looked him up and down. He looked at her wearing her bikini. He had an expectant look on his face, as though he was unsure of what to do next. But it was only a moment. He took a few steps forward, toward her, took her hand, and led her back to the shower with him. The air in the lower level of the house was cool, but the water in the shower was warm. They would be alone in the house, together, for hours.

He took her hand and led her into the shower, and she continued the momentum until he was backed up against the wall. She placed her hands upon his chest and leaned into him, drawing even closer, and she felt his cock press against her lower abdomen. As she closed the distance, his cock slid up her belly until it was upright, and pressed between them. She leaned up as he leaned down, and they began to kiss each other. The cool water from the shower poured down their bodies. She allowed her hands to roam, feeling his significantly larger body, and the heat coming off of it. He was smooth and wet, and her small hands felt lost, tracing every line and curve, the strength and hardness of his muscles and the silky, soft texture of his skin. She felt his large, strong hands on her back, pulling her close to him, one hand on the back of her head, holding her in a kiss, while the other slid downward. He unfastened her bikini top, and she felt a warm rush of excitement that made her wet, as he pulled it aside and draped it over a towel rod.

She felt deliciously naked as his hand held her close to him, moving upward and across her breasts. She dropped one hand down the front of his body and took hold of the massive cock that was pressed between their bodies. She was electrified by the intensity of his erection as she slid her hand slowly up and down its length. Their tongues met within their conjoined lips, in a desperately hot kiss, and the sensation was simultaneously gentle, and sensual, while being voraciously animalistic. He held her with one hand on her breasts, and the other on her butt, while she held him primarily by the cock, with the other hand on his chest.

Occasionally, their mouths would part, by inches, and the heat from their breath could be felt on each other's skin, then they would meet anew, pressing their lips together as their tongues slipped in and out of each other's mouth. At times it seemed overwhelming, with the sensuality of their connection, coupled with the sexual vibrations of their bodies. He seemed to sense that she wasn't ready to have her lower half exposed to his eyes just yet, and as his hand slipped gently between her legs, she pulled back, feeling desire coupled with fear, and she pressed his body up against the wall.

She looked him in the eyes, and told him to place his hands against the wall. He did, and she backed up further, until the only connection between them was her hand slowly manipulating his cock. She examined him as his eyes roamed up and down her body. She could see the lust and desire in his eyes. She looked downward, and was exhilarated once again by the sight of his cock in her hand. They made eye contact once again as she slowly sank to her knees before him. She felt a stiff resistance as she pulled downward on his cock, pointing it toward her face.

She could see the desire in his eyes as she parted her lips. She closed the distance between them until the smooth, round, tip of his cock was within reach of her tongue. She licked him, and felt his cock straining as she heard him moan. She pressed her lips against his naked private part, and kissed him in a long, sensual kiss. She removed her hand from his cock and placed both of her hands on his muscular thighs. She opened wide, and leaned forward, accepting his cock into her mouth. His entire body became tense, overwhelmed by the sensation of pleasure. She began to rhythmically suck his cock, in awe of the fact that she had a naked boy at her command. She had no idea how long it would take to make him come this way, but she was in no particular hurry for it to be over. The cool water continued to pour down over them.

Later, that night, she was lying alone in her bed, wearing the T-shirt that she slept in, with her underwear pulled down to her thighs. She had one hand between her legs, slowly pleasuring herself as she replayed the event in her mind. It had taken all of fifteen minutes, but at the time it felt endless. Her jaw felt a little sore from stretching to take his cock in her mouth. She thought about the way that he felt, sliding in and out between her lips, and across her tongue. She thought about the way that he tasted. She was unable to describe the way that he tasted, except to say that it was sexy. She thought about the slow, deliberate rhythm of her body, taking him inch by inch into her mouth, then retreating until the tip of his cock just balanced on her lower lip, then reversing direction until he was as far into her mouth as she could take him. At some point, she had brought her hand up and wrapped her fingers around his shaft, and began to stroke his cock. She pulled back, and held her lips around the rim of his cock, continuing to lick him. She closed her lips into a kiss, and peered upward, watching him watch her pleasure him. She smiled at him, her hand sliding back and forth along the shaft of his cock, observing the effect she was having on him. As she laid in bed, gently rubbing herself with her fingers, she thought about the way that he looked then. His eyes were half closed, in a fog of desire, his entire body enslaved to the overwhelming feeling of pleasure that she was providing. She was surprised by how easy it was. She simply slid her hand back and forth along the shaft of his cock and she had him in ecstasy. And she surprised herself, by how brazen she was in kissing and licking his cock as she manipulated him in her hand. Her confidence grew as she brought him closer and closer to orgasm. At last, he said in a hoarse whisper, that he was going to come. She wondered if she should make him come in her mouth, and she felt some apprehension about that.

Then, before she could make a decision, his cock began to spurt come all over her naked breasts. With every stroke of her hand, his cock would ejaculate, and she could feel his come on her body. It seemed to drain him, and he ended up slumped against the wall, exhausted. She felt a sense of having accomplished something, a thought that seemed silly, yet significant. She felt a tenderness toward him, having made him come, and she gently took him in her mouth again. She could taste his cum. His erection subsided as she gave him one final kiss on the tip of his cock, then stood up, and he took her in his arms. They remained like that for several minutes, standing in the shower, and they began kissing again. Lying in bed, as she thought about the way that they ended her first blowjob, she brought herself to orgasm.

Mackellan looked forward to spending the rest of the summer exploring all the possibilities she had with James. Though the summer sun was relentlessly bright and warm, there was a dark cloud on the horizon in that her mom looked like she was going to end up getting married to James’s dad. Would that make them step-siblings? Would that end what they had together? Mackellan didn’t want to think about such things. What the future held for them was unknown. We have now, she thought, which consoled her somewhat. Whatever was going to happen, at least they were going to take advantage of every moment they had together, basking in the here, and the now.


Tell Me a Story

1

“So,” Violet said in her customary way, which was short, loud, and abrupt.

It generally meant that she was announcing a change in topic. A left turn in the conversation.

“Tell me a story,” she demanded sweetly.

“Oh, well,” Ash replied, “I would have to think about that.”

“Think.”

“Yeah, you know, thinking?”

“I know what it means. I was telling you to do it. Now. I want to hear a story.”

Ash knew why Violet was calling, and he knew what kind of story she wanted. So he searched his memory, and hit upon one that might appeal to her interests.

“OK, I think I might have one,” he began.

“See? I knew you could do it,” Violet replied in her cheerleader voice.

“So this is a story that I have never told you, and honestly, it just doesn’t seem possible that it could have happened. But it is a true story, even though it doesn’t sound very plausible. So all I can tell you is that in spite of how impossible it sounds, it did, in fact, occur in the way that I will describe.”

“I am so ready for this,” Violet said softly.

Ash could tell by the sound of her voice that she was lying down on her bed in her apartment. She lived two hours away, so he had become accustomed to all of the different ways she sounded when speaking on the phone.

“This was a few years ago. I was looking for work online when I noticed a listing for young men willing to participate in a condom study.”

“A condom study?” Violet asked.

“Yeah, a condom study,” Ash replied.

“What’s a condom study?”

“I’m going to tell you, so shush.”

“Don’t you shush me.”

“Well, I can’t tell you the story if you don’t let me.”

“I’m letting you.”

“OK, so it paid what sounded like a lot of money to me at the time, so I signed up for it. As it would turn out, however, I had no idea what I was getting myself into. Anyway, I received an email informing me that I had been selected for this study, and they gave me an appointment time where I would be given all of the details of what was expected of me. I showed up for my appointment, which was in an office downtown. The appointment was on the upper floor of a tall office building, and the office itself was part of a medical company that had been contracted by the condom manufacturer to administer the study. It looked entirely legitimate, and it was going to be conducted in a professional manner, so I didn’t have any worries about it. I showed up for the first appointment, and I met with a young woman in a white lab coat, who explained that she would be conducting the initial interview.”

“A lab coat?”

“Yeah. Like a, you know, doctor, or a lab technician.”

“Or a condom scientist? What did she look like?”

“She was a little bit older than me at the time, and she was maybe Indian? Or Pakistani? I don’t really remember. Anyway, she sat down and placed a clipboard in front of her. She asked me a lot of questions about any allergies I might have, and she explained that the study involved non-latex and synthetic latex condoms. I honestly cannot remember which company it was, but they wanted to know what individuals who used their products thought of them, and what their experience was in using them. She began asking me questions, like what is my sexual orientation–”

“Did you tell her you’re gay?” Violet interrupted.

“Not gay, Violet.”

“Did you tell her that you love cock?”

“Will you stop?”

“No.”

“Well then I can’t finish the story.”

“OK, OK.”

“So then she asked how often I estimated that I had sexual intercourse–”

“Did you tell her that you’re a virgin?”

“No. I had a girlfriend at the time.”

“OK, whatever.”

“She also had a number of other questions related to my sex life. Then she asked if I was circumcised. I was taken aback for a moment, but then I realized that due to the nature of the product that I would be reviewing, this would be information they would want to know. Apparently, the design of a condom is affected by all of these issues, so I did my best to answer.”

“That’s awesome, you had a dick interview.”

“Oh, it gets a lot worse than that. I began to get a sense of how intimate this study was going to be. They were going to want to know very personal information in great detail. She asked about the variety of sexual activities and sexual positions I might engage in. From the manufacturer’s point of view, they have to make a product that works in all situations, so ultimately, I realized that all of this information was relevant to the study.”

“Did you tell her that you put your penis in your own butt?”

“No, I did not tell her that, Violet, because I don’t. I wouldn’t even know how to do that. Anyway, then she said something about how, during my second, and final interview, ‘visual confirmation of application of the product is required,’ and she could see by my expression that I didn’t fully understand. So she clarified that she would need to observe me putting it on.”

“Oh, wait, wait, wait. She wanted to see you put it on?”

“I don’t know if she wanted to, but the study–”

“For the study, you had to take your dick out? And then, well, clearly, you’d have to make it hard? To put a condom on?”

“Um, yeah. In the moment, I went silent, as I tried to make sense of her words. Basically, she was telling me that I was going to have to put on a condom in front of her, while she watched.

“That’s hilarious. I love it.”

“Thank you. So the woman read the look on my face, and she explained that it had been determined that individual experience with the product was often tied to an individual’s use of it, so for the study to have any value, she would need to be able to observe the manner in which it was used. She then informed me that I could, of course, opt out of the study if I felt that I was unable to comply with that requirement. I thought about it for a moment, but realized that since I did need the money that they were offering as compensation, I agreed to do it. As it turned out, I had no idea all of what I had just agreed to.

“You’re so stupid. Continue.”

“She gave me a box with two different types of condoms, one which was non-latex, and the other, which was a synthetic latex. I still have no idea what the difference is between the two. They apparently wanted to know how the two different kinds performed, especially when compared to each other. The interviewer gave me a packet of materials to read, and several boxes of the two types of condoms. I went home and read it all very carefully. I was surprised to discover that the experience was going to be even more involved than the interviewer had indicated. There was to be a period of a couple of months where I was to use the condoms whenever I had reason to, and then take notes about it. I was to use either kind, and keep track of which kind I had used. As I said, I was dating a girl at the time, so–”

“Who?”

“Laura.”

“I don’t know who that is.”

“Well, she’s the girl I was dating at the time.”

“Hmm.”

“So when I did have an occasion to use a condom, I looked at the information packet the next day for instructions on how to respond. There were the obvious questions like did it break, was there any discomfort for anyone involved, etc. But the number of questions I was to answer, and the detail they wanted me to report were, quite frankly, breathtaking.”

“Like what did they ask?”

“I was to discuss in great detail how and when I put the condom on, followed by many questions about what it felt like, how it fit, what sexual activities took place, what sexual positions were involved, and ultimately, did I ejaculate.”

“So did you actually write down ‘doggy-style,’ and ‘in the butt,’ and stuff like that?”

“Not exactly, but I tried to be honest about everything. They wanted me to discuss in detail what it felt like to come while wearing the condom. Throughout, they used the words “ejaculate” and “penis,” which did make it feel more legitimate as a study, but revealing the information they were asking for still left me feeling remarkably exposed. Not as much as I would be by the end of it, but still. I reasoned that the very nature of the product meant that they would want to know everything related to their use, so the questions would by design be quite personal.

After I filled out my report, and filled out the questionnaire, I noticed that they wanted a rather thorough accounting of anything and everything that was sexual in nature, presumably so that they could control for contextual influences upon my use of the product. So they wanted me to report when I masturbated, in addition to my use of the condoms.”

Violet started laughing, which was a sound that was unique to her. It was loud, forceful, and throaty. She laughed with an intensity that never sounded dis-ingenuine.

“Between jerking off and writing about jerking off, how did you have time for anything else?” Violet managed to say while still laughing.

“Oh, I get it, because you think I jerk off all the time. I mean, I guess if I’m honest about it, which I was when I was reporting all this information, it is a lot. I guess that the very clinical nature and language used in the materials made it seem okay, but it did feel quite invasive to have to report when I would masturbate. Basically I found that I was keeping a journal of my sex life. I saw no reason not to be accurate, and I suppose that I did want them to have a successful study, so I wrote down everything they wanted to know about. And so I found myself writing down very intimate details about sex, and when and how I would masturbate. For the latter, I would write down simple entries such as “Masturbated in the shower for five minutes, ejaculated,” or “Masturbated in bed at night for twenty minutes, ejaculated.” I would later learn that this would be deemed an insufficient amount of information.

“Clearly. They’re gonna want to know which hand you used.”

“Actually, that’s one question she never asked. There was one additional task that the materials assigned me, which was to take these two long strips of blue paper they had provided me with, and use them to measure myself. I suppose that they wanted to have some context for what I was reporting about how they fit.

“Wait, what? They wanted you to measure?”

“Yeah. The instructions said to measure from the base of the erect penis to the tip, and then tear off the paper that extended past that point.

“Why did they do that? Why not just measure it with a ruler?”

“I reasoned at the time that if they just asked the participants to list a measurement, then they might get exaggerated numbers.”

“Oh, right. Boys lie. Especially boys with a tiny dick like yours,” Violet said, followed by a mean-sounding chuckle.

“You are fully aware that it’s not tiny.”

“I know no such thing.”

“Anyway, I took the length measurement, and following the directions, wrapped the second strip of paper around the middle of my shaft and tore off the remaining paper. Now I had two strips of paper that represented my length and girth. Then I placed them in the envelope they had provided.”

“I’m still kind of fascinated by the fact that they wanted to know the measurements of your dick.”

“They do make a product that’s meant to fit that part of me.”

“Don’t you just secure it on with a rubber band?”

“So it was a little more than two months after my first interview that I was scheduled to come in for the second, and final interview. I was more than a bit nervous, as I had read, multiple times, what I was to expect. The interview took place in the same room as the first one, and the same woman would be conducting it. Now this part of the story totally sounds made up, but I assure you that this is the way that it happened. The woman who had conducted the initial interview was accompanied by another young woman, who was also wearing a white lab coat, and it was explained to me that she was being trained in processing the information for the study, so she would be there to observe and learn.”

“Holy crap, so they just kind of spring it on you that now there’s going to be another woman in the room?”

“Yes.”

“Was she cute?”

“I don’t know. Sort of, I guess. Yes.”

“Oh c’mon. Did she have nice tits?”

“She was wearing a lab coat, Violet.”

“So? How about her ass? Did she have a nice ass?”

“I don’t know, she was sitting down most of the time. Why is this important to you?”

“I want to know how intimidating this was for you.”

“It was really, really intimidating for me.”

“Oh, good. Continue.”

“So I sat in the chair that was situated in front of the desk, while the two women sat behind the desk. The first thing that they did was to open the envelope with the blue strips of paper. They took them out, and using a thin metal ruler, measured them.”

“See? Why didn’t they just have you pull it out so they could measure it?”

“I don’t know, but they didn’t. I mean, it seemed ridiculous that they would do it this way, but again, I guess it made sense that they felt they would get a more accurate measurement. They wrote the numbers down, and it struck me that they had a box on their form to notate the length and girth of my penis.”

“Did they check the box all the way over on the left, under ‘tiny micropenis?’”

“No, they wrote down the numbers.”

“What were the numbers?”

Ash paused.

“Yeah, I’m not going to tell you that.”

“Because numbers don’t go that low?”

“Why are you on about this? Besides, you know I’m not tiny. You’re just …”

“I’m just what? And no, I don’t know how tiny you are, which is why I want you to tell me. Confess.”

“I have nothing to confess. You have seen it, you know.”

“Yeah, but I wasn’t really paying attention. And the first time, well, you were pretty small then.”

“That was a long time ago, and I was really young. And the water was really cold.”

“These sound like excuses.”

“Can I just finish the story?”

“OK, but I am going to get those numbers.”

“Good luck. So then the woman took the packet which was now filled with incredibly personal information, and they began reading it. As in, actually reading it. I guess that they wanted to make sure that I had answered all of the questions, but also have the ability to ask me questions if they felt they needed clarification. And so they sat there and read what I had written about how the condoms felt, what happened sexually, how long it lasted, and then my description of what it felt like to come wearing the condom.

As she read through it, the interviewer would occasionally take a note on a form she had, explaining to her trainee what she was doing and why she was doing it. She would occasionally ask a question, mostly wanting me to clarify something I had written about how the condoms fit, and how they felt. This was simultaneously reassuring, since they were primarily interested in how the product performed, but it was also, yes, incredibly embarrassing to have to describe very intimate details in front of these two women.

But the thing was, her manner was so entirely professional that I felt a bit silly for feeling nervous about it. Since her questions were all focused on matters relating to the product that she was being paid to research, I felt like the least I could do was give her whatever information she asked for. She certainly was not shy in asking very direct questions. The subject matter had been clearly defined, and as it was all related to very natural and common activities, she had no hesitation about asking me very personal questions. They had the folder laying open upon the desk, so I had an idea of what they were reading. I was aware when they turned to a page where I had reported having masturbated.

“Oh my God, Ash, that must have been so embarrassing for you to have these two women reading your masturbation journal,” Violet said in a way that let him know that she was clearly enjoying herself.

“Thank you for your concern, Violet. But it was not a masturbation journal. She specifically wanted to know a lot of information about how I masturbate, and she asked her questions in a very professional manner. So I found myself describing how I masturbate, and what it feels like, to the two women. The interviewer seemed to be primarily interested in how the condom slid over the rim of the head of my cock. She referred to the tip as the glans, and the rim as the corona. And so I explained, to the best of my ability, how I used my lubricated hand to slide back and forth. But it seemed that every time I answered a question, that would prompt a further question. So she asked how in either direction. I said that my hand extended forward until it covered half of the (glans), and backward until it was pulled tightly along the shaft. So she asked me how far back along the shaft, so I answered that it was about an inch or so. So she asked an inch and a half, would you say? I said yes, so then she asked what it felt like when it was pulled tight. I explained that it was extremely pleasurable. So then she asked about the pleasure associated with my hand sliding over the rim (corona), and asked me to compare that to the way that the condom feels. Again, I did my best to answer her inquiry.

Then she wanted clarification on how much I ejaculate, since the condom is meant to contain that fluid, so I found myself having to quantify that in detail. Since one generally doesn’t actually see what happens when they ejaculate unless they are masturbating, and since a condom is meant to control and contain that process, the interviewer asked me to, basically, describe how much I come when I masturbate. She used the word “ejaculate,” of course, and it was quite bizarre to be asked to respond in terms of how much I come. And what made me really embarrassed was that she would reference the entries I had made in the journal.

“When you were masturbating on (such and such a date), you indicated that you ejaculated…” and then ask me questions pertaining to that entry.

She specifically wanted to know if there was a difference between how much I would come when I was masturbating, versus how much I would come when wearing the condom, an so I did my best to answer. I found myself describing in detail aspects of masturbating, in addition to questions about the entries that were about sex with a partner.

One of the things that was very important to the manufacturer was the way that the condom fit around the tip of my cock, or glans. Apparently, this is a really critical part of the design for companies that make condoms, and they apparently make a big deal out of it. The questionnaire had a lot of questions concerning this aspect, and required that I answer a lot of questions concerning the shape of my penis, all of which the interviewer felt she needed to clarify. I think that it was of importance to the study to determine if being circumcised had any effect upon the performance of the product. As a result, she had me explain how wearing a condom changes the way that sex feels.

When they finally concluded their examination of the journal and the questionnaires, they turned their attention to me. My throat went dry because I knew what was coming.

“Could you please now stand up, and demonstrate the placement of the condom,” the first woman asked, as the second looked on expectantly.

“Oh, this is the good part,” Violet interjected. “I mean, this is the part where you have to take your dick out, right?”

“Yes, Violet, this is the part where I had to take my dick out.”

“Good. Go slow. Don’t leave out any details.”

“This part is fairly burned into my memory. I stood up, and I felt a bit dizzy. I focused on the fact that the two women were wearing lab coats, and we were in a medical company office, as though that made what was happening more legitimate, more official. I unbuttoned and unzipped my pants, and at that point it was evident that the tails of my button-down shirt would be covering me in front. I had worn the shirt, I think, because I was nervous, so I thought if I looked nice then I would have less of a reason to feel nervous.

Noticing my shirt tails, the interviewer asked if I might unbutton my shirt, so as to provide an ‘unobstructed view.’ Those two words stuck with me, because I realized what they meant. They wanted an unobstructed view of my penis. So I unbuttoned my shirt and pushed it back on my shoulders to leave it open in front. Then, nervously, I slid my underwear down. I had been given clear instructions that at each point in the process, I should wait for the interviewer to tell me to proceed. So I stood there with my shirt open, my pants unzipped, and my underwear pulled down, and I waited.”

“How long did you have to wait like that?”

“I’m not sure. I was surprised that the woman began taking notes, as I couldn’t imagine what she needed to take notes about at this point.”

“Your dick, Ash. She was taking notes about your dick.”

“I guess. She began a process where she would look at me, look back at her form, scribble a note, then look back at me, and I noticed that the trainee would do the same, reading what the other woman had written down, then looking back at me to confirm the observation.”

“Oh, that’s right, the trainee is just sitting there looking at you with your pants down. Perfect.”

“Then she instructed me to ‘prepare myself’ to place the condom, which was a roundabout way of telling me to make myself hard. I had been really nervous about this part, but I figured that they wouldn’t pay any attention to it, as it was simply a requirement for putting on the condom, and not relevant to the study. I was incorrect about that. They paid very close attention, with the interviewer returning to her observation/note taking procedure, and the trainee doing the same.”

“You had to play with yourself? While they watched?”

“Sort of, I mean, I had to make myself hard to show them how the condom fit. So I began to make myself hard, which was and is a contender for most embarrassing thing that has ever happened to me. I was impressed with the fact that they remained completely professional in this moment. I suppose that they had done this more than once before.”

“I so want to do that. How do I get a job making guys get themselves hard in front of me while I observe them?”

“I don’t know, but it did occur to me in that moment that since the study had asked a lot of questions about masturbating, and the interviewer had asked for a lot of clarification regarding that, they wanted to be able to observe me masturbating. So she and the trainee watched very closely. I will admit that because I was nervous, it took a bit longer than normal before I was fully erect. I felt too self-conscious to look at the two women, but I could tell that they were looking at me. They watched how my hand moved back and forth, but they also looked at my face, which I suppose was to determine how pleasurable it was for me. When I finally did become fully erect, I took my hand away, and not knowing what to do with it, just dropped it down to my side.”

“So now you have to stand there with your cock of indeterminant length, fully erect?” Violet asked.

“Yes, Violet. That is what happened next. I assumed that they would, at this point, simply want me to put the condom on, but again, apparently this was a point at which another series of notations needed to be made. So I stood there as the interviewer wrote down her observations about my erection. Finally, she placed a condom, in its wrapper, in front of me. She told me to go ahead and put it on, being mindful of how I had been instructed to do so by the information in the packet. I unwrapped the condom they had provided, and as made quite explicitly clear in the instructions, placed it on the tip of my erect penis and rolled it down to just past the rim. As I mentioned, this aspect of how the design of the condom fit me was of paramount importance to them, such that in addition to everything I had written in the questionnaire, they wanted a visual observation and confirmation concerning this part of how it fit. I suppose that my personal experience was one thing, but of greatest value to them in assessing their own design was to have the interviewer able to view it herself. The instructions had indicated that at that point I was to wait for the interviewer to tell me to continue. And so I awkwardly dropped my hands to my sides and waited as she took notes based on her observations.

She finished taking notes and then asked me how it felt at that point. I described to her that it was a bit tight, but not painful or anything like that. She asked if it was pleasurable to roll it over the rim of the tip of my penis (she continued to use the medical terminology in describing this, which felt strange). I replied that it actually was somewhat pleasurable. She returned to the form she was working on, noting what that I said. When she completed her notation, she returned her attention to the condom I was wearing, and instructed me to continue rolling it down the length of my shaft, which I did. I noticed that the trainee, who was there to learn and observe, was not involved in taking notes, and clearly did not want to make eye contact, so she kept her eyes on how the condom fit me.

What seems funny to me now is that in that moment, what made me most self-conscious was the fact that these two women could see my balls. Due to the fact that their purpose was to examine the fit of the condom, and the way that I put it on, they necessarily had to be able to view my dick, so that was simply a requirement. But there was no reason for my balls to be exposed for them to view other than I really had no choice in the matter.”

“I would have had you completely naked,” Violet said. “You know, for professional reasons.”

“I’m sure you would have. So then the interviewer asked if I could turn my body a bit, and pull my penis to one side so that the distance between the end of the condom and the base of my cock was facing her, so that she could observe it directly. At this point, we had gone so far beyond what I had initially imagined. I had been nervous about the prospect of putting on a condom in front of this woman, I had no idea that this process was going to be so much more intimidating, and have me so much more exposed than that. I thought I might have my pants down for twenty seconds or so. I was unprepared for such a thorough examination. She then they told me to remove the condom, but it was clear from the way that she said it that she meant that she wanted to observe me removing it. I suppose that this is an important element of the product’s use, so it was important to her that she was able to watch how that process occurred. I was unsure of where to put it, so she indicated a small container beside the desk for me to deposit it into. So I slid it off.

It was then that I was reminded of one of the central purposes of the study. They wanted to compare the two different kinds of condoms. So the interviewer simply handed me the next condom in its wrapper, not thinking it necessary to explain. I was to repeat everything I had just finished doing. And so I unwrapped it, and began the process again, putting it on just over the tip of my cock, waiting to answer the questions, rolling it down all the way, answering the questions, and then taking it off, with the two women observing each step of the process. I was in the mindset of just doing whatever she asked, and what she did not say next was for me to pull up my pants.

Instead, she started to explain the manner in which I would be compensated for having completed the study. She was reading from a page of printed material, not paying attention to me, and I was listening intently, so it was a moment or two before I realized that I was standing before the desk with my erect cock sticking out for no particular reason. But I hadn’t been told to do anything else, so I remained as I was. I suppose that the realization came when I noticed that the woman who was in training was trying not to stare at me with my pants down, but she had nowhere else to look.

Finally, the woman who was reading the information about compensation looked up, and she noticed that I was still completely exposed. She told me to go ahead and pull my pants up, and I blushed red, realizing that I was supposed to have done that perhaps a minute earlier. They thanked me for participating in the study and told me that I was free to go. I said thank you to the two of them, which felt ridiculous the moment I said it, partly because I was still trying to manage to get my erection back into my pants as I said it. I sure that I was blushing, and I was somewhat flustered as I made my way out of the office.”

“Wait, that’s it,” Violet said, sounding inspired. “I would have had you do the exam or whatever completely naked, and outside on the sidewalk.”

“I don’t think that’s legal.”

“It’s my fantasy, Ash, so I’m also the sheriff.”

“Well regardless, when I got home it really hit me how incredibly objectifying and embarrassing the whole thing had been. Although the two women were remarkably professional throughout, that doesn’t mean that they didn’t speak freely to one another after I had left the office. I can’t help but wonder what they might have talked about. They had just read an accounting of my sexual life, read my descriptions of what it felt like to come, saw my admission to and description of having masturbated, measured my cock, essentially, and then observed me putting on a condom. Twice. And while I had prepared myself for all of that happening in front of the woman I met at the first interview, I had no idea that it would be as lengthy and detailed as it was, and I had no warning of the fact that there would be a second woman who was there to observe the process. I imagine that throughout the study, these two women witnessed dozens, perhaps hundreds of men go through the same experience I did. I doubt they would remember me and my embarrassment at being so exposed, since they had surely seen it so many times. But it remains in my thoughts, having been so completely exposed to them in every way on that particular day.”

Violet made a low whistling sound.

“Golly. They should have made you jerk off into the condom. But anyway, I like that story. It is so fucking embarrassing for you, which, as you know, is what makes for a good story. But more importantly, what are your measurements?”

“Violet–”

“Tell me! I want to know your measurements, specifically, how long is your cock, and how big around is it? Tell me, or …”

“Or what?”

“Or I’ll never speak to you again.”

Ash was silent for a moment.

“It’s eight inches long. And it’s six inches around.”

Violet was silent for a moment.

“You fucking liar.”

“I’m not lying!”

“Then send me a photo. Prove it.”

“You want a dick pic?” Ash asked, his amusement apparent in his voice.

“No, the picture has to show your face, to prove that it’s you. Take a picture, I mean two pictures, where you are measuring it. I want to see the numbers on a ruler. Otherwise you’re lying.”

“I promise you I’m not lying.”

“You don’t have to promise me, because you’re going to send me a photo that proves it. I mean two photos, one for length, and one for circumference.”

“Violet–”

“I look forward to seeing how tiny your dick is, bye,” Violet said as she hung up the phone.

Ash looked at his phone for a moment.
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Ash went back to a place in his mind, a place he had been so many times that it no longer felt like a memory. It had almost become like a form of time travel. He could smell the wildflowers, the suntan lotion, the bug spray, and the scent of the woods along the edge of the lake. He and three other boys were hiking, on a mission assigned them that day as part of their summer camp experience. They were to hike out to Pointed Rock, a formation on the edge of the forest reserve that the camp inhabited. They had to take note of all the flora and fauna they encountered, and though it had not been expressly forbidden, it was understood that they were to focus on the task at hand, and swimming in the lake was not a part of that task. However, it was a hot day. Shirt sticking to your back hot. And the four boys took a vote. There were three votes of “fuck it,” and after a brief debate, “fuck it” carried unanimously. Since they didn’t have their swim trunks, and they didn’t want their clothes to end up soaking wet, they naturally concluded that stripping down and leaving their clothes on a large granite bolder on the shore of the lake was the way to go. The lake was fed by snow melt up in the distant mountains, so it was, as the boys called it, “cold as a dead man’s dick.”

Ash was a good swimmer, so he swam a bit farther out than the other three. And since time was limited, they had to get back to their hiking and cataloging mission long before they might have liked to. So the three other boys got out of the water, the cold drops of water evaporating almost instantly in the summer sun, and they came up with a prank that they thought would be hilarious. After putting their clothes on, they gathered up Ash’s clothes and started off hiking. Ash was still a minute’s swim from shore, so they reasoned that he would run to catch up with them and they would all have a good laugh.

What they were not aware of was the current trajectory of a girl named Violet. Though the rules of the summer camp demanded a faithful adherence to the buddy system, Violet found her assigned “buddy,” Mary Beth Hoekstraten, to be dull. Or, as Violet might have described her, “an encyclopedia of boring.” Therefore, she abandoned Mary Beth in favor of a solo hike to the lake. Of everything available in terms of entertainment, Violet most enjoyed being alone with her own thoughts. Among her favorite thoughts were those about boys, a subject she had recently become fascinated. And so it was with an extraordinary interest that she processed the information that had quite suddenly become available to her.

It appeared that one of the boys at the camp that she’d had a great deal of interest in, was now rising up out of the lake, and the entirety of his naked body was available for her to view. She was less than a stone’s throw from where he had emerged from the water. She was frozen for a moment, not out of fear, or shock, but due to the fact that her brain had taken over all processing power currently available to examine this new development. She was momentarily transfixed, as all extraneous activities, things like walking, or blinking, or breathing, were deemed to be secondary in importance to taking in the sight of a fully naked boy standing directly in front of her.

A few moments later, she allowed breathing to recommence. She noticed that he, one, was not aware that she was watching him, two, was frantically searching for something, and three, looked amazing naked. She watched as he looked all around a large boulder at the edge of the lake, then began looking all around, shading his eyes to scan the tree line. Violet did not know if he would be able to see her, since she was standing in a shady spot amongst the trees.

Then it suddenly occurred to her. It was obvious, really. She was the only camper who routinely got away with breaking the buddy system rule, primarily because she scared the shit out of Mary Beth, so no one was going to tell on her. So clearly, Ash had been with other boys, and they went swimming, and his clothes were now missing because the other boys had stolen them. Boys, as Violet was well aware, could be extremely cruel in playing pranks on each other. It was one of their main sources of entertainment. As a result of this realization, Violet felt as though she was no longer a voyeur, and was now obligated to become his savior. This thought appealed to her. She liked the thought of being uniquely positioned to come to the rescue of a naked boy. Will he be so grateful to me that... her thought trailed off. She stepped forward out of the shade of the tress. Ash looked up, terrified, and instinctively attempted to cover himself with his hands.

“Hey!” he called out warily.

My God, he’s nervous, Violet thought. Is he afraid of me? She liked the thought, but she didn’t want him to be so wary that he covered his nudity. Mostly she just wanted him to uncover himself again.

“Don’t worry, I’m not going to get you in trouble,” she said, then wondered why she had said that particular thing. “Did someone take your clothes while you were swimming?” 

“Yeah! Yes, it was,” Ash thought for a moment. “It was three other boys. I guess they thought it would be funny.”

They weren’t wrong, Violet thought. 

“How can I help?” Violet asked aloud. 

“Um, can you help me find my clothes?” he asked, sounding hopeful.

“Sure thing. You’re Ash, right?” she asked.

“Yeah. Your name is Violet?” he replied.

He knows my name, she thought. Cool.

“Yes. Do you think they took your clothes with them, or do you think they just hid them somewhere?”

“With those three idiots, it could go either way.”

“So which way did they go?”

“That way,” Ash replied, lifting one arm to point out the direction, then quickly bringing his hand back down to cover himself.

Violet tried to keep her eyes from roaming.

“OK, so I guess we should head in that direction and look to see if they dropped them somewhere,” she suggested.

“Yeah, that makes sense. Thank you for helping me.”

“Not a problem, Ash.”

The two of them remembered the day differently. Ash recalled searching the trail, the trees, and the bushes, looking for any sign of a red t-shirt, or a pair of faded blue cutoff jeans, or a pair of dusty brown hiking boots. Violet recalled a naked male body slowly turning before her eyes as she examined every surface, every line, every detail. Though he endeavored to keep himself covered in front, this meant that he was fully exposed in the back. And searching through the woods meant that he was continually having to use both hands to part the leaves of a bush or move a branch of a tree to one side. She stole sideways glances continually, reasoning that this was far more educational than anything else she had been doing at summer camp so far. It wasn’t so much that she could see what he looked like as much as it was the fact of his nudity. His exposure. That she could see something she wasn’t supposed to see.

At last she saw something ahead which caused Violet to feel both the exaltation of discovery, and the disappointment that her examination of Ash’s naked body had come to an end. She saw a red t-shirt on the path ahead of them. Ash was a few steps behind her, scanning the branches of a tree, imagining the three boys tossing them up there as a further indignity. Violet clamped her hand over her mouth to keep herself from calling out her discovery. Then she slowly turned to face Ash. She felt calm.

“OK, I have realized where your clothing is, and as agreed, I will help you by telling you where, but I want you to one thing first,” she said in as relaxed a tone of voice as she could manage.

Ash eyed her warily.

“You know where they are?”

“I do.”

“What, um, what do you want me to do first?” he asked, his voice dry.

Violet paused for a moment.

“Put your arms up, with your hands behind your head. Then close your eyes. Then slowly turn in a circle. When you have completed three circles, I will reveal where your clothes are.”

Violet would have, for years afterward, a conflicting set of emotions about this event. She would never be able to pinpoint what it was that made her say this, or where she got the nerve to say it. And though she replayed this memory hundreds of times in her head, she would always feel a twinge of guilt that she had so readily taken advantage of Ash in his situation. But then the guilt would give way to the unspeakable beauty of watching Ash slowly comply, raising his arms, revealing himself to her and her alone that day in the woods. For Ash, this was an unforgettable moment as well. Violet had said something so unexpected that he felt unable to resist. She wanted him to reveal himself more than he already was. He was no longer embarrassed, at least not the way he was initially, but now he felt something different, something he’d never felt before. He felt compelled to do as she asked, to reveal himself to her purposefully, so that she might see him completely unguarded.

And so he did as she asked. When he had completed his third rotation, aware of her watching him the entire time, he opened his eyes to see that to his surprise, she was no longer standing on the trail before him. Instead, he saw that his clothing were lying in the middle of the trail some thirty feet away. She had been true to her word, since by disappearing, she did in fact reveal the place where his clothes were hidden. She just hadn’t explained that his clothes were hidden behind her. He saw that there was a small trail leading off to one side and around a large outcropping to drop back down to the lake and realized that she must have taken it while he was slowly turning around with his eyes closed. He didn’t know if he should be angry with her or impressed with her. Because really, he was kind of impressed. She was one of the cutest girls at summer camp, and she was one of the most uniquely interesting girls as well. And now she had seen him naked. He began thinking about her. Or rather, he began being unable to think about anything else.

Ash had always thought it interesting how memories from the past tended to look like photographs. They seemed either sunny and overexposed or a little dark and blurry. Sometimes the details were hard to make out. And sometimes events become fonder in memory, and seem to get better with age. Certainly the memory of kissing Violet behind the community building during campfire was one of his favorite memories, and it only seemed to get better with age.
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Ash had been reading Charles Dickens in Comparative Literature, an elective in his final year in college, and he was thinking about how unrealistic the author’s use of the coincidental meeting of two characters was, when he saw Violet. She had grown up and filled out, but it was unmistakably her. She was sitting with a group of friends at the Aviation Club, a pretentious name for what was really kind of a dive bar just off campus. Ash looked at her for several minutes, unsure of what he should do. Approaching her when she was surrounded by four other women was fairly intimidating, but he also didn’t want to embarrass her. He had no idea what was going on in her life at that point, and being approached in a bar by a man from her distant past might not be something she wanted to be surprised by in front of her friends. As it turned out, she eventually turned and looked in his direction, and he saw the recognition on her face. Not right away. She looked back down at the table, but he could see that she was thinking. She looked back up and she smiled with a curious look on her face. She excused herself from her group of friends and crossed the bar to confront him.

“Ash?” she said, beaming.

He stood up.

“Violet! This is really a surprise, I didn’t know … How are you here?”

“I’m visiting some friends from high school. I’m in my senior year at Burton, which is, you know, like a forty-five-minute drive, so I don’t get over here much.”

Ash and Violet caught up somewhat, eliding their initial introduction at summer camp so many years before, until later that evening, when they’d had a bit more to drink, and they were hanging out at her friend’s apartment, which was a five-bedroom house up on the hillside overlooking the campus. They sat out on the back lawn, a long, sloping field of soft grass, drinking from cups that had built-in straws and screw top lids, which was fortuitous once or twice since it was difficult keeping their drinks upright on the side of the hill. It was dark, so they had a feeling of privacy as they finally broached the subject of that one day.

“I thought you were pretty much the cutest thing I’d ever seen,” Violet admitted.

“And I thought you were the prettiest girl I’d ever seen,” Ash replied. “And the first to see me naked, which was kind of remarkable.”

They ended up kissing, then Violet sat back suddenly.

“I’m so sorry, Ash. I shouldn’t have done that. I have a boyfriend.”

“Oh, right, I guess … That’s OK, it’s not like anything happened.”

Ten minutes later Ash was completely naked, and Violet was wearing a bra, and his face was between her thighs. Twenty minutes after that, they were in an almost identical position, and twenty minutes after that, they were mostly dressed and a little embarrassed that they had allowed what had happened to happen.

“I won’t regret it,” Violet said, “but I probably shouldn’t have done it.”

“I definitely won’t regret it, and now I have two unforgettable memories with you,” Ash replied.

The next day Violet went back to finish college, and Ash remained to do the same, and after a few months, he called her one night. They caught up a little, and Ash said that he hoped he hadn’t messed anything up with Violet’s boyfriend.

“Well, I don’t have a boyfriend anymore,” Violet admitted with a sigh.

“I’m so sorry to hear that,” Ash replied.

He was not sorry to hear that.
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“Hello, Violet,” Ash said warily.

“Are you fucking kidding me?” Violet replied.

“What?”

“This photo. Is this photoshopped?”

“No.”

“Ash, you’re huge. What the fuck?”

Ash had, at Violet’s insistence, taken a photo of himself naked, erect, and in the process of measuring his cock, with the measurement clearly visible to the camera. He had spent the better part of an hour trying to get the photo just right, nervous about what she might think of it. Then he’d taken a measurement of the circumference. It occurred to him that she didn’t particularly care about these numbers, she just wanted him to have to go through the process and she wanted to see documentation of him having done so. For her.

“Is that a problem?” Ash asked.

“It depends what you think you are going to do with your dick,” Violet replied, laughing.

She was silent for some moments. 

“I want to see a video. I want you to make me a video, and I want you to send it to me.”

“I see that you have escalated to video already. What kind of video?” Ash asked.

“An instructional video.”

“What am I, um, instructing?”

“How you jerk off.”

“You want me to make a video where I jerk off?”

“Yes. I want to watch you jerk off for me. You know, like, all the way.”

“All the way? You mean that you want me to come?”

“Of course, dummy. You can’t have a jerk off video without the guy coming at the end.”

“How would I know? I’ve never made a jerk off video before. I’ve never even seen one.”

“Never?”

“No. Never.”

“So you probably don’t know that the guy always licks up his cum at the end.”

“No, and I find that highly unlikely.”

“What would you know? Seriously, the guy always licks up his own cum at the end. At any rate, that’s how yours is going to end.”

Oh, you’ve decided that?”

“Yeah. Every drop. Or you’re just going to have to do it again.”

“Oh my God, Violet.”

“And I look forward to adding it to my collection. I have two photos already, now I’m going to have a video.”

“What are you going to do with this, um, collection?”

“Whatever I want. They’re mine. Anyway, I look forward to watching you jerk off for me, Ash. Remember, every last drop.”

Then Violet hung up the phone.
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“I am so enjoying watching you jerk off in this video,” Violet commented. 

“Um, thank you,” Ash replied. “Wait, are you watching it right now?”

“Yes. And I appreciate you making it nice and long. I mean running time. I was showing it to my girlfriend, Lyric, and she said—”

“What!?” Ash exclaimed. 

“Oh, I know, right? It’s totally a ridiculous name, but she’s a really cool girl—”

“Yeah, no, I mean what do you mean you showed it to a girlfriend?”

“I mean I pressed play on the video and my girlfriend Lyric, I know, that’s a funny name, she watched it. She was all, he’s so cute and his dick’s so big. She really liked the video. Especially the part at the end where you lick the cum off your fingers.”

“And you didn’t think to ask me first?”

Violet paused. 

“Well, yeah, I thought of it. Then I didn’t do it, because I wanted this moment right now where you feel so naked and objectified. Maybe even a little embarrassed that someone you don’t even know watched all twenty-five minutes of you stroking your big dick. And she watched you come. And that is why I explained to you that any video you send me becomes my property. I can do whatever I want with it, so your consent is implied. You’re welcome.”

“So you’re saying that if I send you a video, you can show it to whoever you want?”

“If? You mean when. And yeah, that is what I am saying.”

Violet was silent for a moment.

“What are you wearing?” she asked.

Violet’s non sequiturs tended to throw Ash off balance. He suspected she liked it that way. 

“I’m wearing a white T-shirt and a pair of jeans,” he replied. 

“Bare feet?”

“No, I’m wearing socks.”

“You forgot to mention them.”

“They’re not super-fancy or anything. They aren’t like, hey, check out my socks. So I forgot to mention them.”

“You should have more respect for your socks.”

“I will try to remember that.”

“You also forgot to mention your underwear.”

“I’m not wearing underwear.”

“Good. Pull down your pants.”

“Really? Now? You can’t even see me.”

“I know, but it doesn’t matter. Pull them down.”

Ash unbuttoned his pants, drew the zipper down, and slid his pants down. He cradled the phone against his shoulder so that he could use both hands. 

“All the way down,” Violet instructed. “To your ankles.”

“OK, my pants are around my ankles. Are you happy now?”

“Yes. Thank you. Now pull your shirt up like a girl showing off her tits at Mardi Gras.”

“Are you going to throw beads?”

“No, because you don’t have tits. I mean, not real ones.”

“I suppose not. But OK, I have my shirt pulled up.”

“Are you sitting in a chair?”

“Yes.”

“Is your dick hard?”

“Nope.”

“Hmmm. If at any point it gets hard, you have to tell me.”

“Um, OK.”

“Tell me a story.”

“Well, since I suspected you might say that, I thought of a story.”

“Oh, good.”

“This was in high school, and I took drama as an elective. We were each teamed up with another student to be a scene partner. It was generally a boy-girl partnering so that we would have a greater number of possible plays we could work from. I was just kind of doing it on a lark. I-“

“A lark?”

“Yeah. A lark. You know, just for the hell of it. For shits and giggles.”

“Rule 75, never say ‘shits and giggles.’”

“You should have these printed out, so that I could read them.”

“But you never learned to read,” Violet said in a dramatically sorrowful voice. 

“Not only did I learn to read, but I memorized plays in my drama class.”

“Oh, right. Continue with your story.”

“We were divided up into scene partners, so that we could do individual scene studies with another student. They were assigned to us. My scene partner was this girl named Jeanette, and she had taken drama every semester in school, and she was very committed to it, so she was really openly resentful that I was doing it on a lark,” Ash explained, emphasizing the last three words. “So she made really clear that she was going to be taking the lead in steering our coursework. We had to select plays and rehearse them, developing scenes and monologues and stuff. So Jeanette cane to me one day and slapped a copy of Equis on the desk in front of me.

“You’re going to be doing this,” she explained in a tone of voice that made clear that I had no other choice.”

“Oh my God, that’s perfect,” Violet replied. 

“You know the play?” Ash asked. 

“Yeah, but only because the guy from Harry Potter was in it and they made a big deal out of the fact that he was going to be naked on stage.”

“Yeah, so I did not know what it was. It wasn’t until I got a ways into reading it that I realized what Jeanette was on about. Because not only is the main character naked, but he’s naked for an extended length of time, and the most challenging and intense scene has him on his bed, naked and whipping himself. So that, of course, was the scene that Jeanette wanted me to do.”

“So I’ve never actually seen it, so I’m probably not getting every delicious drop of how fucking embarrassing- Wait, did you actually do the part, you know, as written?”

“Well, yes and no. I ended up not presenting that scene, since the school would have freaked out. But Jeanette said if I didn’t show her that I had the guts to do it, then she would tell the teacher that I should get a failing grade due to non-participation. Our scene partners had a lot of leverage that way, and since she been in drama forever, she had greater credibility than anyone. So I practiced it at her house. They had a spare bedroom downstairs that we used as an acting space.”

“Holy shit, did you just say acting space?”

“Sorry, but when you do theater in school you end up saying things like that.”

“That must be what turned you gay,” Violet said with a sigh.

“Anyway, so that was the story,” Ash concluded.

“Nope, nope, nope, nope, nope,” Violet exclaimed in a rapid-fire delivery. “Details, Ash. You have to tell me the details.”

“Oh. Well, Jeanette had indicated a monologue she thought I should do, so I read it at home. I read in the stage directions that Alan Strang, that’s the name of the main character, he’s a fucked-up kid, and it says that he is naked. I had to read that twice. But I thought well, she can’t expect me to do that. So I went over to her house where we were rehearsing. It felt weird to think that it was homework for school, but that’s what it was. We went downstairs to this room, and Jeanette explained how we could work with it like it was a set. I got on the bed, facing the wall. She had gone to the trouble of putting a photo of a horse on the wall, which is similar to how the play is stage dressed. I started to read the monologue and she stopped me.

I looked at her, wondering how she had a problem with the performance already. She stood there with her arms crossed.

“You didn’t read the stage directions, did you?” she said.

“I did, and what’s the problem?” I replied.

She looked exasperated.

“You don’t expect me to be nude for this, so you?” I asked.

“Yes, I certainly do, because I take this seriously,” she replied. “And unless you want a failing grade, you better take it seriously too.”

I thought about the fact that the way the course was structured meant that her assessment of my performance had a significant impact on my final grade.

“Well, OK, but can’t I just do it in my underwear?”

“I don’t know, does it say Alan Strang is in his underwear?” Jeanette blurted out as she threw up her hands. Then she answered her own question by saying, “No it fucking does not.” Then she stood there, her arms still crossed, looking pissed off.

So I took off my clothes, and performed the scene. This changed Jeanette’s attitude, and she became really engaged in directing me, having me perform the lines in different ways and trying different physical movements. She had me rehearse the monologue for an hour or so, and ended by saying that it was a good start, but it needed a lot of work. We ended up rehearsing that scene many times.”

“Did she ever do anything?” Violet asked.

“Like what? Like sex? No. I think for her having me performing under her direction was sex. Probably better than sex. She had me naked and she could tell me what to do. The material was difficult to perform, so she could be really critical of me and make me do it over and over. And she was obvious about the fact that she was enjoying herself.”

“So then what happened?” Violet asked.

“That’s it,” Ash replied.

“Aargh!” Violet exclaimed. “You know, the problem with your stories is that you always pull out too soon.”

Ash laughed. 

“What does that mean?”

“I mean I want to hear that you had to perform the scene from Equus for the entire school, like every night for a week, and you kept getting an erection during the performance and all the girls at school talked about you the next day. I want to hear how you were walking down the hall and girls would see you and start giggling as they whispered to each other. That’s what I want, but instead you just end with this one girl having watched you rehearse the scene. It’s frustrating, you know.”

“I don’t even know how I would apologize for that,” Ash replied, sounding amused. 

“Oh, and the poster for the performance would be a photo of you naked. And hard. With the stage lights on you. And students would keep stealing the posters, so they’d had to keep making more.”

“The posters?”

“Yeah, and then they’d have you crawl on your hands and knees through the whole school, naked, being led by the drama teacher with a leash around your neck.”

“The drama teacher? Mr. Dunham, who smelled like stale coffee?”

“No, that doesn’t work for me. OK, how about your younger sister?”

“I don’t have a sister. You know that.”

“Well, you’re not making this easy.”

“Sorry, I thought I was making it easy by just telling you what actually happened.”

“If you are sorry, then you can apologize by sending me a video.”

“I see. Should I venture a guess about what kind of video you want to see?”

Violet thought for a moment. 

“Yeah. Guess.”

“You want to see me doing a monologue from Equus?”

“No, I think the words would be disturbing. And distracting.”

“OK, then you want to see me crawling on my hands and knees through the hallway of my local high school?”

“Oh, that would be awesome! Can you do that?”

“I think I would actually end up doing time in prison for that, Violet.”

“Yeah, but ... all right, no. Guess again.”

“I have no idea.”

“Boo. Fail.”

She paused, thinking. 

“Do you own a riding crop?”

“No, I do not.”

“Then I want to see you spank yourself with your bare hand. Until your butt is bright red. If it’s not a rosy shade of red, then you’ll just have to do it again.”

“Why don’t you do it yourself?” Ash suggested. “I would be happy to deliver my bare butt to you for a spanking.”

Violet was silent. 

“Ash,” she sighed. 

“What? I want to see you. I want to come there so that we can talk in person. For real.”

“You’re just making your punishment worse, you know.”

“It can’t get worse. This is the punishment. Not seeing you is the punishment. I’d do anything …”

“Anything? Because I might just ... ”

“Just what? I’ll do it, whatever it is.”

“Well then I want you to make yourself cum on your face.”

“Come on my face? How would I even do that?”

“I don’t know, I don’t have a dick. But I think you probably just turn yourself upside down. The important point is to make sure you squirt a full load right in your face. Oh, and I want you to write ‘I love cock’ across your chest with black marker. Then fuck yourself in the ass with a dildo.”

“My God, Violet, what even-“

“Oh, I know. Lie on the floor, like in your bedroom, then put your ass up against the bed. Maybe against the wall, but more likely your bed. That way your legs are on the bed, your ass is up in the air, and your shoulders are on the floor and your cum shoots straight into your face. You should have your mouth open.”

“And is this something that you are going to show to your girlfriends?”

“I did not say that. I’ll have to make sure it meets my standards first. I mean, like if you miss your face, fail, do it again. I can’t show anyone a video like that,” Violet laughed. 

“So you want me to spank my own ass and come on my own face and fuck myself in the ass with a dildo?”

“Look at you! So smart.”

“Then can I come and see you?”

Violet was silent for a moment.

“Well you can start by sending me the video I want.”

Ash was about to ask, and then what, but he realized that Violet had hung up the phone. 
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Ash could hear that Violet was laughing as he brought the phone to his ear.

“Hello?” he spoke into the phone.

“This is fucking hilarious, Ash. I just love watching you spank your bare ass in this video.”

Ash could hear in the background the percussive sound of the video he had made for her.

“I take it you are watching it right now?” he asked. 

“Yeah, I am. How does it feel knowing that I’m watching you spank yourself right now? Does it feel humiliating?”

“Yes,” he replied. 

“Good. Pull your pants down but don’t play with yourself.”

Ash slid his pants and underwear down. He was semi-erect already.

The part where you fuck yourself is pretty perfect too. How does your ass feel?” she asked.

“Violated,” Ash replied. “Fucked.”

“How would you know what ‘fucked’ feels like? Have you taken it in the ass and you just didn’t tell me? Because if you have, you have to tell me.”

“No, I’ve never been fucked in the ass,” Ash admitted. “I’m just guessing this is what it feels like.”

“Are you sitting down?”

“Yes. Why?” he asked warily. 

“If you’re sitting down then you didn’t fuck yourself hard enough.”

“Well it did take longer than normal to get into the seated position,” Ash commented. 

“Hmmm. Still, I want your ass to have gotten pounded so hard you can’t sit down at all. Anyway, the cum shot is amazing. Like, fucking bull’s-eye.”

“I don’t know if I should say thank you,” Ash said.

“You’re welcome. Now tell me a story.”

Then Violet was silent. She would make a demand, then stop talking, which forced Ash to say something. He knew that he couldn’t outright refuse. That would make her unhappy.

“OK, this was in college. I was really desperate for money—”

“I love where this is going.”

“It’s not going there, Violet.”

“Boo. It was such a nice start.”

“So I needed money, so I went and donated blood plasma.”

Violet started laughing. 

“And apparently that is funny to you,” Ash observed. 

“No, it’s actually the opposite of funny,” she laughed. “I was so hoping that you were going to have to do something desperate for money, not something fucking tragic.”

“Yeah, well, don’t worry, it’s worse than it sounds. Anyway, I lived through it.”

“Wait, I don’t really want to know, but what is blood plasma?”

“It’s part of, um, blood. The needle they use is-“

“Yeah, don’t wanna know.”

“OK, so the woman who was working there at the desk where they give you a pathetic amount of money, and by the way, they really went out of their way to explain that they were paying me for my time because they didn’t want me to think that they were buying my blood, which they totally were. Anyway, the woman at the desk, she just comes right out and asks me if I would be a model for her study group.”

“I think I am really getting off on this but I’m not sure. What is a model for a study group?”

“You know if you just let me talk, I’ll explain, right?

“I don’t play by your rules, man,” Violet sneered comically.

“OK, man, she was a med student, and she and this group wanted to practice life drawing. It was something they could take in the art department, but they weren’t artists, you know? They had no experience with drawing, let alone drawing a live model, so they were really intimidated. So she asked if I might be their model for a few hours on the weekend so that they could practice.”

“OK, Ash, you can come and visit me,” Violet suddenly blurted out.

“I, what? I can?” Ash replied.

Violet was silent for a moment. 

“I’m a bit heavier than the last time you saw me,” she confessed, speaking softly. 

Ash waited a moment, then realized she was done speaking. 

“I don’t care, Violet. I mean, I care, and I am sorry if it makes you feel ... however it makes you feel. But I don’t care. You have always been beautiful, and you are beautiful, but I don’t want to see you just to look at your body, in whatever shape it is in. I want to see you,” he explained. “I don’t have any expectations. I’m not trying to, I don’t know, just hook up or whatever.”

“How dare you,” Violet said, sounding mischievous again. “Like you would be so lucky.”

“Thank you, Violet. I have been looking for—”

“Oh shut up, Ash. I said OK. This weekend.”

“Um, yeah, yes. I will be there.”

“You hesitated,” she pointed out. 

Ash did not explain that he had agreed to cover a shift for a co-worker over the weekend. He didn’t explain that he had offered to run some errands for his mom. He didn’t explain that he was going to have to make up a story to back up the lies he was going to have to invent. He just said yes, because he couldn’t have said otherwise. Everyone else could wait. He had more important things to do. 

“No, I’m just really excited. I’ll be there the moment you want me to.”

“Good. That will be two o’clock, Saturday afternoon. I will send you an address. But here’s the thing, Ash. Get a hotel room. It’s not that I ... how do I say this? It’s that—”

“I understand,” Ash interjected. 

He understood that aside from the intimacy of their conversations, and the revealing nature of the images he had sent her, either one of them might decide that they didn’t want whatever was going to happen to go any further. 

“Good. I’m glad that you can appreciate that,” Violet replied.

He heard a softness in her voice. It was guarded, but vulnerable. He realized that she was nervous. He wondered how much of her dominant personality was a bluff, established as a form of protection. She had purposefully arranged it so that he was continually revealing himself to her, and not the other way around. It seemed purposeful now that he was looking back on it, that she kept him in a vulnerable position. She wanted him at a disadvantage.


7

At 1: 55 pm the following Saturday, Ash parked his car in the last available space at Dank Space, the small coffee shop Violet had specified. Thirty minutes earlier he had checked into a hotel room, and two hours before that, he had gotten into his car to come and see Violet for the first time since that one night in college. He was enduring what was a tumult of emotions, so he had to focus on the task at hand to quiet his thoughts. He could feel Violet pulling him toward her, a reversal of the feeling he’d had previously where it felt as though she were keeping him away. He much preferred being drawn toward her.

“Hello, Ash,” he heard behind him after he had entered the coffee shop.

He turned, smiling with recognition.

“Hello, Violet,” he replied.

He gave her a hug, and he was so happy that she was finally tangible and real, that he didn’t immediately notice any change to her physical body, and wondered why she had been so shy about it.

They found a table out back, in a small courtyard. Ash had a broad, irrepressible smile on his face at the sight of Violet sitting across the table from him. He felt a little embarrassed about the fact that she had so recently seen him in photos and video doing things that were really humiliating. He didn’t feel ashamed, but it did make him feel somewhat exposed to her. What he did not know was that Violet was mentally super-imposing an image of him completely naked over the person she saw before her.

“Thank you for agreeing to meet with me,” Ash said. “It’s just that, you know, I’ve thought about you so often over the years.”

“Have you now,” Violet said in a bemused tone of voice. “I will admit that you have been in my thoughts from time-to-time.”

She sipped her iced coffee.

“Oh, I have a present for you,” she said suddenly. She reached down and pulled a small white box from her purse. It had a pink ribbon around it. “Here you go,” she said, handing it to him.

“I didn’t bring anything for you,” he said ruefully.

Yes, you did, Violet thought.

Ash untied the ribbon, and opened the box. He pulled out a single sock. It was a small, pink, footie sock. It had a Power Puff Girls logo on it.

“Only one?” Ash asked, amused.

“You’ll only need one,” Violet replied. “We’re going to a party tonight. It’s a cock-sock party.”

“What’s a cock-sock … ” he began. “No, you can’t possibly—”

“Of course I can, Ash. The only question is whether or not you can fit into it. I made sure to get you the smallest sock I could find, so good luck with that,” she explained, laughing.

Ash looked at the sock in his hand, and noticed that his hand was trembling. The elastic at the ankle of the sock looked fairly tight. He realized it was not going to leave a lot to the imagination.

“So, all the guys at the party are … ”

“Wearing socks on their cocks? And nothing else? Yeah, that’s what a cock-sock party is, Ash. Don’t worry, it’s casual. Just don’t expect that your ass won’t get pinched,” she laughed.

Back in his hotel room, Ash undressed and tried on the sock. It was tight. Holy fuck, Violet, what have you gotten me into now? he wondered. He put on a pair of pants and a shirt and a pair of shoes, knowing that they would all get left behind before he entered the party.

“You’ll undress in the car when we get there,” Violet explained as she drove him to an unknown address. “Don’t worry, it’s not a long walk to the house.

Standing on a balcony overlooking the expansive, tree-lined backyard, Ash felt strangely at-ease, in spite of the fact that he was wearing nothing more than a small pink sock around his cock and balls. Violet looked at him, her eyes sparkling with curiosity.

“What’s that look about?” he asked.

“I’m just so surprised by all of this, Ash.”

“Why are you surprised? Because I agreed to be in a semi-public place with a lot of other men all wearing socks?”

She laughed.

“Yeah, that’s part of it. But it just seems so long ago, and really, you can’t imagine what it did to me that day at summer camp.”

“It definitely had an effect on me.”

“Did it? I mean, I think it kind of fucked me up.”

“How so?”

Violet sighed, exhaling fully before taking a deep breath.

“Ever since then I’ve had this thing where the thought of a man in a situation where he has no control is, like, I obsess about it. I, um, get off on it. Probably more than normal.”

“Because I was in a situation that could have ended up really embarrassing for me?”

“Yeah. Wasn’t it? Wasn’t it really embarrassing for you to be there at the lake completely naked when I show up? That I could look at you all I want and there’s not much you can do about it?”

Ash pondered for a moment.

“I’ve so worn out that moment masturbating thinking about it,” he admitted. “And as you can tell with the stories I’ve told you, I’ve not been successful at avoiding situations like that.”

“I love hearing you tell those stories. Of course, I always put myself in it, pretending that it’s me you’re having to be so exposed to.”

“I would love it if it was you,” Ash admitted. “I want it to be you. From now on.”

Violet almost blushed herself. Ash leaned forward and kissed her, an unexpectantly passionate kiss. When he leaned back, she noticed that his sock was no longer hanging downward, and was now pointing slightly upward.

“I see,” she said.

She reached her hand out and placed her fingertips on the tip of his sock. Suddenly, she took the material in her hand and whisked it off of him. Ash didn’t try to stop her. She looked at his cock. She looked into his eyes.

“So this next story I want you to tell is about how you and I get out of this place, and go back to your hotel,” Violet said.

“I would love to tell that story,” Ash replied.

Violet smiled deviously.

“Tell me a story,” she whispered.
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