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PROLOGUE

Mommy Claire

When I was eighteen years old, right after I graduated from high school, I was home for the summer and my neighborhood was a literal wasteland of cool. The older kids who had once made the area great were gone and the younger generation was still sucking their thumbs and wetting their diapers. I thought I was in for three months of suburban hell when a new couple moved into the neighborhood.

Cathy and Ray weren’t like adults, they were cool, and when they invited me to hang out in their world of free love and sexual empowerment, I was thrilled. That single meeting altered the trajectory of my summer, and the things they taught me about intimacy and the power of sensual control, changed everything I thought I knew about life, lust and the expectations of being a woman.


EPISODE 1

The Awakening


SCENE 1

Claire

Not long after my eighteenth birthday, my parents hosted a backyard barbecue. It was the kind of thing families did back in the eighties, to get together and turn a collection of nearby houses into something more, a neighborhood. I was obligated to attend, or at least make an appearance, an opportunity for everyone to see my parent’s pride and joy. I had no intention of spending any considerable time with the old folks on the block, that is until I met our new neighbors.

When I first met Cathy, she and her husband Ray had just moved to Las Vegas and our suburban neighborhood. Boy was she stunning; long blonde hair, soft pouty lips and her face, when she smiled, lit up like a beacon on a dark night. She was just one of those people, the kind that positively impacts everyone around her, and when she directed her attention towards me, I was instantly taken.

“You must be, Claire,” Cathy said, taking me by the hand and pulling me away from the crowd, making eye contact but not staring me down like most adults tended to do. “I’ve heard so much about you.”

They were just a few simple words that any person might say when meeting someone for the first time but for some reason they made me feel special, and when I responded, I wanted her to like me.

“It’s nice to meet you,” I replied. “Welcome to the neighborhood.”

That’s when she did something that let me know she was not like other adults.

“I’m happy to hear about what you’re doing now that you’ve graduated, if you want to share,” Cathy offered, “but what I’d really like to know is where I can score some weed?”

My head snapped around, to see if anyone was listening, and once I knew we were clear I responded in a hushed tone.

“You smoke?” I was shocked that an adult in the neighborhood partook.

“I have a joint if you want,” she replied, “but I’m starting to run low and all of my contacts are in Cali, I don’t know anyone here in Vegas.”

Now, I didn’t think she was a cop but you never can tell. So, I decided to play it cool.

“I’ve only ever smoked at parties,” I lied, “but I could ask around.”

“Cool,” Cathy responded, and then she touched me on the shoulder and slid her hand down my arm before saying goodbye and moving about the barbecue.

I watched as she chatted it up with all of the neighbors, amazed at how easily she worked her way through the crowd.

This may sound stupid, but that touch down my arm sent a tingle up my spine and I couldn’t help it, but I felt there was something more between Cathy and I. I shrugged off that feeling and went about my business, making sure I said hello to everyone at the party, but I was no longer interested in how fast I could escape, a part of me actually wanted to stay. That patience paid off later when Cathy approached me by the pool.

“I was going to go back to my place to fire one up,” she said, making the signal for a joint, “unless you think everyone would be cool if I did it here?”

My eyes shot wide and I shook my head side to side. “No, uh uh,” I said.

That’s when Cathy made eye contact, extended eye contact, meaningful eye contact, and said, “You don’t want to come back with me?” Her somber tone made it sound like she was disappointed.

“No, I will,” I blurted. “You just can’t do it here.”

The eagerness of my reply brought a savory sweet smile to her pretty face.

It was after dusk and most of the party had either moved inside or gathered on the patio. It was easy slipping away without being noticed and before I knew it, we were down the street, walking up the driveway toward Cathy’s house.

We barely stepped through the door into her home and already she was sparking up the joint, taking a big drag before passing it to me. I took a hit and passed it back, holding it in my lungs for an extended time. The cough that I let out reverberated all through my lungs and made me seem like such a newb.

Cathy laughed.

“You really don’t smoke much,” she said, then she took a deep hit and passed it back to me.

We moved into the living room and took a seat on her couch.

“So, what are your plans now that you’re a high school graduate?” Cathy asked, the joint growing smaller with each pass between us.

Conversation with Cathy came easy, she wasn’t like any adult I knew, and as we sat there in her living room smoking pot and getting to know each other, I shared more about myself than I ever thought I would.

“For the summer I just want to fly under the radar,” I replied. “I got in a bit of trouble at the end of the school year and I really don’t want to piss off my parents.”

“You got in trouble?” Cathy asked in disbelief. “The way your mom talks about you I thought you were an angel.”

That made me laugh. “Not so angelic that you didn’t offer to bring me back here to smoke a joint,” I replied.

That made Cathy laugh.

“An angel with a devil’s body,” she quipped.

She passed me the joint and when she did her fingers lingered, touching my hand, wandering up my arm. Her touch made me tingle and I couldn’t help but wonder if she was hitting on me.

“So, your only plans for the summer are to stay out of trouble?” Cathy questioned. “And what about after the summer, what then?”

“In the fall I go off to college,” I replied, “to the school my mom went to.”

“Ooh,” Cathy cooed, “college boys, you can have lots of fun there.”

I cut her off before she could go too far. “It’s an all-girl’s school in Philadelphia, besides, I’ve never had much luck with guys.”

Cathy’s eyes lit up. “We can change that if you want,” she offered. “With a body like yours we’ll have no problem turning all the boys helpless.”

That made me laugh. I wasn’t waif thin. I wasn’t heroin chic. The boys never looked at me like they looked at Cathy, or the girls at my high school. Back then things were different than they are now, girls like me didn’t know any better, we didn’t have Kim Kardashian and her wonderful confidence to show us the beauty of curves. Back then, thin was in and everyone else was left in the shadows.

“Boys don’t go for me,” I answered, “I’m not what they’re looking for.”

Now it was Cathy’s turn to laugh. “That’s just because you’re not doing it right. If you let me, I can show you how to have all the boys eating out of the palm of your hand.”

We made eye contact again and this time, I could really take in the crystal blue of her eyes. I couldn’t help but love her while also hate her. She mirrored all the girls I envied throughout high school and yet with Cathy there was something different.

That’s when she said something that completely rocked my world.

"You are incredibly beautiful,” Cathy said, “and your body is insane. I’m so glad you said yes to coming back here."

Those words, those thoughts, they were exactly what was going through my mind about her at that exact moment. And then it dawned on me, what she had just said. How could she possibly think I was beautiful?

That’s when she moved closer to me, real close. Instantly I was captivated. I might have thought we were too close, an invasion of personal space but then she kissed me and my whole world was blown. It was a short peck, right on the lips, but it wasn’t like it is now, back then that was taboo and it confused my mind while also sending a shiver down my spine.

What was happening? Was this beautiful woman making a pass at me?


SCENE 2

Cathy

Whenever I have moved, and I’ve moved a lot, the first thing I need is a new best friend. Friendship makes everything better and that includes transitioning to a new environment. I anticipated finding that friend at the neighborhood barbecue but I had no idea it would be someone younger, just out of high school.

Claire wasn’t just convenient, the wide-eyed teen who lived in the house next door, she was also gorgeous with an air of innocence that was kind of hard to believe. She hung on every word as I spoke and as I took in all of her features at pool side, I made the decision that she was the one, my new BFF and a pleasant change of pace.

I intended to take Claire under my wing, to show her how close we could be, the perfect muse to guide and shape while allowing me to hold on to one last connection to youth.


SCENE 3

Claire

"Would you be ok if I gave you a massage?” Cathy asked, and as much as I knew that was crossing a line, I found my head bobbing up and down in agreement, revealing my naivete.

“Perfect,” she cooed, and the way she said it, like she was thrilled at the opportunity, actually made me feel warm inside, glad that I had said yes.

Cathy quickly grabbed the cushions off the couch and laid them out on the floor before guiding me down. There was something about her touch, soft and gentle yet confident and firm, she put me at ease.

As soon as I was down to the floor she whispered in my ear, "Why don’t you lay down on your stomach?”

The way she asked, in that soft soothing voice, made me want to comply. I laid down, exactly as she instructed, and the butterflies in my stomach took off.

The cushions were surprisingly comfortable, providing several inches of padding between me and the floor and I laid out, the effects of the weed causing my brain to swoon but also putting my body in a very relaxed state.

Cathy’s first touch traced a line up my spine, over my t-shirt, and when she reached the nape of my neck, I felt a unique tingle. All of my hairs stood on end. It was an electric feeling that she followed with deep soothing rubs on my back and shoulders. It was nice and as I began to get lost in that rub her fingers wandered, up my neck and deep into my scalp. I don’t think anyone had ever done that to me before, that deep cranial massage and I have to admit, I got lost in the intensity of the feeling.

It may have been the effects of the pot to go along with the massage but in that instant everything else disappeared. I got completely lost, deeper and deeper into her wonderful touch, the weight of my body melting into the cushions, and when she finished with my scalp, I thought I had died and gone to heaven.

That’s when my new neighbor introduced me to the joys of reflexology.

“Are you ok with me touching your feet?” Cathy asked and before I could respond her fingers traced a line down my back, over my butt, across my legs and on to my bare feet. Using firm, targeted pressure, Cathy was able to relay intimate experiences to the rest of my body. She was obviously very skilled, and she shared with me exactly what she was doing with each manipulation of my sole.

"This," she said, targeting a spot on the bottom of my foot, "connects with your neck."

She was only pressing for a second before I felt my neck twitch and then calm, falling into a relaxed state. It was quite the experience, and a lesson, but I didn’t have time to dwell on that as she moved to another targeted spot.

"This,” she added, “connects with your lower back.”

This time her pressure immediately corresponded with a loosening of every muscle in my lower back and I would have savored that feel but Cathy wasn’t done, and the next spot she found completely changed my perspective on this innocent massage.

“This spot,” she said, “correlates with your thighs. Let me know if you feel this.”

She said the words while simultaneously cajoling my foot and, in an instant, my entire lower body felt like jello, like I wouldn’t be able to stand even if there was a fire in the building. It was incredibly intense, and I might have questioned just how all of it was possible but then Cathy took the massage to a whole new level when she moved her target one more time.

As the tips of her thumbs ground into a new spot on the soles of my feet, she informed me, “And this leads to your Yoni.”

I had never heard the word Yoni before but based on the way my body responded, with my flower completely opening up to her command, I had a real good idea of what it meant.

Up until then I had considered what would happen if things turned sexual, but I still had my clothes on and she was only touching my feet, yet somehow things turned, until sex was the only thing running through my active mind. I couldn’t help but feel self-conscious, my body and my mind turning a foot rub into something ultra-erotic.

I hoped she wouldn’t notice the effect it had on me.

While I might have been able to convince myself that I was doing a good job of hiding my bodily reaction, she washed that all away when she brought her face close to my ear and whispered, "Do you smell that? You just opened up for me."

Holy shit!

First, I couldn’t believe it happened, but even worse, she knew. I turned my head, to see if it was all real, and she was right there, inches from my face, her beautiful smile telling me not to be afraid, that everything would be ok.

I wanted to say something, anything, but I couldn't get my voice to work. We just locked eyes and stayed in the moment, her leaning closer and closer until she was near enough to kiss me, her lips soft against mine, me kissing back, completely confused but no longer trying to resist.

Cathy directed me to turn over and when she did, she unhooked my bra. I wasn’t sure what that meant, or where things were about to go, but I went along, helping her remove my bra while keeping my t-shirt in place. This was all new territory for me. I couldn't figure out how she had such command and yet I was agreeing at every step, offering no resistance whatsoever.

I laid out on my back and Cathy hovered over top of me, her butt pressed down on my thighs, her face just inches above mine. Our eyes connected, locked at the soul, and then she brought her lips even closer to me, so close but not quite there.

I knew what she was doing; she had kissed me twice and now it was my turn.

She waited.

Prior to that day, prior to meeting Cathy, I would have said that there was no way I would ever kiss another girl, but Cathy was different, she was a woman, a beautiful woman and before I knew it my head shifted upward, bringing my lips in contact with hers, and the way it felt sent shivers of delight into my expectant brain.

I wasn’t sure how she would respond and what she did was every bit as unexpected. Cathy snuggled her whole body into mine.

It wasn’t a hug. It was more like the way a friendly kitty rubs up against you, looking for attention. And the effect it had on me was unreal. In an instant I felt connected with her like no one ever before. If I thought my body opened up the first time, this was the same but only for my mind. It felt so incredible. I felt so connected.

Before I could stop myself, my voice took action.

“I love you," I said.

Oh God, I couldn’t believe those words came out of my stupid mouth.

Cathy pulled back from our connection and looked down at me, smiling, like a hungry cat over her prey. Then she purred, "I love you too,” and those words made me melt inside.

Once again, she made me feel extremely special with just a simple phrase. And I might have savored that moment but Cathy wasn’t content to stand still and all at once her demeanor and her actions changed.

Kissing was no longer on Cathy’s mind. She shifted from her position on top of me and began a feather light touch all over my body. Those gliding, skating touches sent tingles shooting everywhere and my body responded, most noticeably in my nipples that poked right through the thin cotton of my t-shirt. I couldn’t stop the physical reaction but that was only the beginning, Cathy was in command and we both knew it.

The gentle strokes that followed calmed me, relaxing my muscles. My brain couldn’t escape the sexual tension between us and that caused a tightness in my mind, but soon those thoughts changed and I began to melt under her touch.

When Cathy repositioned herself, shifting over top of me, I chose to close my eyes, preferring to just enjoy the massage rather than get caught up in all of the questions my active mind wanted to ask. Only those closed eyes seemed to give Cathy the green light, inviting greater aggression. Before I knew it, her lips were all over me, gentle kisses exploring my shoulders, my neck, my ears. She was masterful in the way those super light nibbles stimulated, never letting me know where she would touch next, titillating grazes and strokes that made me feel like I was floating on a cloud.

No sooner did I get accustomed to that light yet incessant nibbling and she was gone, her attention moving lower, down my chest, across my stomach. I wasn’t fazed when she pushed up my shirt but when her lips slid across my belly, and then found my left breast, I quickly inhaled, and when she gently suckled my nipple into her mouth, I couldn’t hold back the heaving gasp, my body and my mind taken by the intensity of the moment.

It was all so erotic, that wonderful build-up and just when I thought she would make a play for my sex, she skipped over the middle of my body, returning to my sensitive feet.

I already knew what pleasure could come from attention to my feet so I readily allowed her to have her way. She started with those fantastic pressure rubs on my soles, loosening up any tension up above, but then she quickly changed approach, bringing her lips, mouth and tongue into the action. I didn’t think I would find that erotic but what she did next completely blew my mind. With a long and deliberate motion, she suckled each toe, one by one, into her beautiful mouth. Her lips caressed and her tongue danced while her light sucking motion drew a very powerful energy through my body, stimulating every nerve ending along the way. She continued that fabulous act until my entire body hummed with excitement and I was so sexually charged I felt like I could cry.

When Cathy’s hands and lips finished their work on my toes and began to travel up my body I was no longer worried about where she might go or what she might do. I was in heaven and a willing participant for wherever she wanted to take this special rendezvous.

She deftly moved her hands over my calves and my thighs, kneading the muscles with a skilled touch, I did nothing to stop her, even as her fingers slid under my shorts and grazed my panties. The pressure on my inner thighs was gentle but highly stimulating, tiny circles traced on my sensitive flesh, inching higher and higher with each round, gaining within a fraction of an inch of my excited kitty. It was absolutely incredible and when she continued on, expanding her territory, conquering more and more of my body, I tried to steady my nerves but did not impede her progress.

"Do you like this?" she asked and as if on cue, my legs spread, opening to her command.

I loved what she was doing but there was still a part of me that was hesitant, unsure if this was how I wanted things to play out. There was no love, we only just met, and yet the physical euphoria was so intense, I couldn’t imagine putting a stop to those wonderful feelings.

Cathy took my lack of verbal response as an invitation to proceed and soon her ministrations increased, until my skin became a playground for her wandering fingers. And just like I expected, my body responded all on its own, regardless of what my mind did or did not want.

My hips rose up to meet her touch, my back arched with the strain to gather more and more of her stimulus but it was the way my flower opened, spreading wide in anticipation of what was to come, that made me feel like a wanton slut. I tried to resist, at least in my head, but the temptation was too much, the pleasure too intense.

Cathy had me open and ready but that didn’t seem to be enough for her, she wanted more. She continued with her magical touch, caressing my thighs, fondling my buttocks, teasing my desire but not quite giving me what my body wanted, and the way that affected me, the way it created a need deep down inside, made me feel desperate, weak. I don’t know where it came from, but a voice within me understood that need and called out for help.

"Please," I moaned.

I wanted, I needed, even if I wasn’t exactly sure what would fulfill that need. Did I want sex? Perhaps. But more importantly I wanted satisfaction, I wanted the teasing to be over and to enjoy the climactic end to this amazing thrill ride.

"Please!!” I groaned again.


SCENE 4

Cathy

I knew I could take advantage of Claire. The way she looked at me let me know of her infatuation but it was her inexperience with sex that made her highly susceptible to my advances. Young women who have never fully indulged their inner beast have no idea how powerful the draw can be and I had Claire fully indulgent, savoring every pulse emanating from her beautiful flower.


SCENE 5

Claire

I was frustrated but also horny, desperate to put an end to the tease. I was willing to do anything. That’s when Cathy finally pushed the moment into overdrive, yanking my shorts and panties off of my body and diving face first between my legs.

All at once her hands were everywhere, manipulating my outer lips with deep caresses, slowly expanding her touch to incorporate my most sacred spots; tracing small circles with her delicate fingers, caressing every part of my being. It felt heavenly and when I chanced a look down at all of the action, Cathy looked right back at me, a smile on her beautiful face and a gleam in her eye. I felt the change between us in that look, every ounce of my power transferring to her in the moment.

Cathy was in control, I would never be able to deny that, and all I could do was lay back and let her have her way. She capitalized on my weakness, teaching me the intimacy of her magic touch in the process, caressing with skilled fingers, drawing every last bit of lust from my ravaged body.

By the time her fingers finally slipped inside my crease I was so lost in desire I moaned aloud, writhing back and forth beneath her. She followed by gently pulling at my lips, applying soft yet firm pressure, alternating back and forth, side to side, until my body spread even wider, welcoming her advance.

If I thought I was open before it paled to how I felt when she performed that dance upon my flower, massaging, stimulating. I never wanted it to end.

It didn’t take long for Cathy to find my magic button and once she did, she continued those soft circular motions with her finger, stroking me into a blissful state. My body opened, ready for her penetration and she did not disappoint, exploring my essence with loving caresses from her lips, mouth and tongue. I responded, gushing a flood of juices all over the cushions and the floor, my entire essence vibrating with an erotic pulse that I never would have believed possible.

I managed a few grunts and groans in response but otherwise I was helpless, the throbs coming from my kitty consuming every thought from my feeble brain. Cathy found every sensitive spot within me and she returned to them often, varying her pressure, alternating her speed until my mind was awash in expectation, unable to predict where she might touch next.

Every part of my body was pulsing when Cathy accelerated the moment, curling her fingers to my g-spot and tickling my core with her touch. I gasped aloud, the penetration taking my body and my mind to all new territory. I pulsed around her fingers, my thighs wrapped tight in response, grinding against her hand, but most of all my kitty spurted its’ release, letting go of years of pent-up frustration.

It was the first orgasm of my life, a moment I will remember forever, and Cathy delighted in letting me know she was the one who gave it to me, staring deep into my soul as my body continued to contract and pulse around her hand. It was a powerful experience, not just the physical release but also the mental transfer of power and Cathy secured a new place in my mind as a result, something I would never be able to break.


SCENE 6

Cathy

The first night with Claire was a delectable treat but I had no intention of stopping with the appetizer. She was my new project and I intended to expand her horizons and introduce her to all the world of sensual delights has to offer.


SCENE 7

Claire

My final moments with Cathy were a bit of a blur. I know we cleaned up and got dressed but my mind was consumed in a pleasant haze, one I wasn’t ready to let go. Despite that heavenly swoon, I was nervous on my walk back to the party. I had taken the proper precautions; eye drops, mouthwash, a hint of perfume, but my mind was still swirling from the effects of the pot and my body was still abuzz from my time with Cathy. I didn’t know if any of that was noticeable just looking at me, so, if at all possible, I wanted to avoid my parents and slip into the house and my bedroom without anyone noticing.

That thought quickly vanished when I approached the house, close to my parent’s bedroom window, and heard two voices just inside. It wasn’t my mother and father like I expected, instead it was two men.

“You’re making a bigger deal of this than it is,” I heard one male voice say, “it’s just sex.”

Instantly, I recognized the voice that responded, it was my father, and he sounded upset. “That’s my wife you’re talking about. This is totally inappropriate.”

I was just starting to put the picture together, a man pressuring my father to have sex with my mother, when the unknown man said the most despicable thing.

“John,” he said to my father, “I’m not really offering you a choice, either you share your wife or you can find another place to work.”

My jaw probably hit the ground, that’s how shocked I was, and then I heard my father’s response and my faith in humanity was restored.

“You can leave now,” my father said, “I’ll clean out my office on Monday.”

“Don’t bother,” the man spat and he slammed several doors on his way out of the house.

I wanted to go hug my daddy, to tell him how proud I was to be his daughter, but I was still reeling from the pot, and my first sexual encounter with a woman, so I slipped inside and went to bed, content that all was still right in the world.


EPISODE 2

Boys at the Mall


SCENE 1

Claire

I awoke in the morning to a myriad of new and interesting feelings. After my night with our new neighbor Cathy, my brain thought differently, that was certain, but my body felt changed too and that created a whole new form of enlightenment for my rapidly expanding mind. The night was an epiphany, opening my eyes to so many aspects of life I never knew existed.

It was all so fascinating yet the most interesting thing wasn’t a beautiful stranger moving in next door, or my first endeavor with sexual indulgence, it was how much I wanted to get back to that place, to experience it all again.

The memory of Cathy and her incredible touch was amazing, highly pleasurable, but as good as that was, all of those amazing thoughts quickly disappeared the moment my brain conjured the situation between my dad and his boss. Remembering that conversation from the end of the night sent a cold chill up my spine.

His boss was such a creep. Why would anyone think they could get away with such a thing? And yet he did, that smug and pompous ass.

There are actions that make it easy to lose faith in humanity, and his fell into that category, but then a guy comes along like my father and the way he responded, with honor, with dignity. Despite the impossibly horrible position his boss created, my dad stood strong, proving to me that good truly does triumph over evil.

Those thoughts still rambled through my head as I showered and as I got dressed and even as I made my way to the kitchen to grab a bite to eat.

“You slept in,” my mother called the moment she spotted me. “It’s almost eleven.”

She was sitting in the living room doing the New York Times crossword, her daily mental challenge, and I knew she would want to talk.

I didn’t really want to interact, my head still buzzed from the pot, and as much as I felt different, I was certain that it was noticeable, that my mom would know what I had done the moment she got a good look at me.

“Yeah,” I replied without making eye contact, sliding into the kitchen before she could get off her chair. I grabbed the first thing in the cabinet, a package of pop tarts, and headed for the door.

I almost made it to safety but she caught me before I could escape.

“Claire,” my mother called. “Can you do me a favor?”

Dang. I was almost out the door. Reluctantly I turned back to see what she wanted.

“The new neighbors brought a cake on this platter,” my mother informed me. “Would you mind taking it back to them.”

The moment I realized the platter belonged to Cathy and my mom was asking me to go over to her house, I couldn’t stop my blush. Could this be real? I wanted an excuse, any excuse, to see our new neighbor and here my mom was providing the perfect one.

“Fine,” I huffed.

Quickly I grabbed the dish from my mother’s hand and shuttled out the door.

It didn’t take long to get to Cathy’s house and I have to admit my nerves were a jumbled mess by the time I walked up her driveway. If you’ve ever had butterflies, mine were hummingbirds, powerful wings batting relentlessly against the inner walls of my stomach. Despite those feelings I rang the bell, hoping everything would settle the moment I saw her face.

It seemed to take an eternity before I heard any movement on the other side and when the door finally swung wide, I was shocked at what I saw. It was Ray, Cathy’s husband, and he was six feet and one hundred sixty pounds of the most beautiful surfer hunk I had ever seen; taut body, muscled physique, smoldering look. He was a sight to behold in a thin pair of boxers and nothing else. Every bit of him was heaven on the eyes; six pack abs, bronzed skin, sun bleached curls and the most captivating ice blue eyes. I should have assumed a woman as beautiful as Cathy would have a gorgeous husband but he was right off the pages of a magazine.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I stammered.

“Hey,” Ray said in what had to be the smoothest voice I had ever heard. He didn’t just look the part, he really was calm, cool and collected.

I needed to break my silence and blurted the first thing that came to my head.

“My mom asked me to bring this back,” I said, holding up the platter for him to see.

Immediately I felt so stupid. I made myself sound like such a kid, a little girl running errands for her mommy. I didn’t want to be seen that way. I needed to course correct.

“Is Cathy home?” I finally managed to say.

Ray’s eyes lit up the moment I said her name. “Are you Claire?” he asked and when he said the words, he sauntered out the door and on to the front porch, closer to me. A picture-perfect smile consumed his handsome face as he waited for my reply.

Seeing the dimples form in his cheeks actually made me feel something inside. I can’t explain it, but it was real, a tingle that started in my stomach and ran up my spine. His was a whole new kind of charm, beyond anything found in suburban Las Vegas, and I felt myself falling for him the moment he drew near.

“I am Claire,” I answered, “Is Cathy here?”

“Nah,” he replied, “she headed back to Cali to meet up with an old friend. Won’t be back until tomorrow morning.”

I was disappointed to hear it, I really wanted to see her. “Can you let her know I stopped by?” I asked.

“Sure,” Ray responded. He flipped his head causing a curtain of soft blonde curls to swish away from his eyes.

I didn’t want to leave, I wanted to spend more time with Ray but there wasn’t much to say so I left the platter with Mr. Dreamboat and headed back toward my house, stopping by the pool to eat my pop tarts in peace.

It was different having new people in the neighborhood and some very interesting thoughts raced through my head as I contemplated everything that having Cathy and Ray next door meant. All along I had anticipated a boring summer but suddenly things were starting to perk up.


SCENE 2

Claire

I knew it was naive but at eighteen I thought the world worked out when you did the right thing and that everything in my home life would be just fine. By the time Monday morning came around the bitter taste of reality became my unwanted teacher.

My father was out of a job, his boss’ vengeance rearing its ugly head, and all at once my family joined the ranks of the unemployed, searching to replace the breadwinner’s salary. As far as my mother knew, the layoff was from downsizing, but I knew better, which made everything that much more difficult to take.

The feeling in the house started optimistic, in the beginning anyway, but what began as a thin layer of tension grew thicker by the day until the effect on my family was undeniable.

It was only the first day but I had to get out, to get away from the fear and the uncertainty, so while my father worked on his resume and my mother clipped coupons from the paper, I slipped out the door. With all of the chaos at home, I was looking for any excuse to escape and I made it to the end of my driveway just as Cathy pulled into hers.

She stopped when she saw me.

“Hey beautiful,” she called out her car window. “I’m so stoked you’re here. You mind helping me with these bags?”

After our initial meeting I thought things might be weird between Cathy and I, or that things would turn super erotic, but nothing could have been further from the truth. She was totally cool, I mean totally, as if what happened between us was no big deal, but to me it was huge, and I couldn’t get it out of my head.

“How was your trip back to Cali?” I asked as she got out of her car.

“It was good,” she replied, “got to see some old friends. How about you? How have things been here?”

She circled to the back of the car and opened the back, revealing the bounty from her shopping excursion. We took the bags into the kitchen and Cathy unpacked her groceries while I gave her the update on what was happening in my home life. It felt good to share, to let it all out, and even though it was also kind of weird, sharing so many intimate details with someone I had only just met, I felt better when all was said and done. That’s the way it was with Cathy, an instant BFF connection that went way beyond any relationship I had had before.

No sooner were the groceries put away and Cathy was ready to head out the door once again.

“What do you say, want to go to the mall?” she asked. “We need to find you some boys to help get your mind off of the things at home.”

It all happened so fast but of course I agreed. I was happy for the diversion and before I knew it, we were in Cathy’s car, a little red Fiero, headed to the mall, The Eagles’ Hotel California blaring over the speakers. The scenery zipped by outside the window and for the first time of the day I was able to savor the carefree freedom of summer. It was cool being with Cathy, she made me feel grown-up, mature. She was different than anyone I had ever met before and when she took an interest in my wardrobe, or more specifically dressing me up, I was happy to go along for the ride.

“There’s a place here with the cutest outfits,” Cathy said as we got out of the car and walked toward the mall entrance. “You’re going to look so hot in their clothes.”

It was Monday afternoon and the mall was relatively quiet except for the usual mall rats that hung out at the food court. School was out and the summer Vegas heat forced anyone who didn’t have their own place to search for air conditioning. I would have walked right on by but Cathy was intrigued.

“Let’s go talk to the boys,” Cathy cooed and before I could reply she was ahead of me, introducing herself to the group.

Under ordinary circumstances, those guys would have bolted from an approaching adult at the speed of light, but Cathy was anything but ordinary. The moment she drew near every boy straightened at the spine, hoping to make a good impression.

I surveyed the crowd and knew most of them. We had gone to school together for years and I would have been fine with walking right by if it weren’t for Steven Osborne and his best friend Jeff Madison. Steven was, without a doubt, the hottest guy in our school and my secret crush for as long as I could remember. Jeff, on the other hand, was your classic douche, always looking to be the center of attention, usually at someone else’s expense. I never understood why Steven spent so much time with Jeff, they were so different and yet they were never apart.

I tried to catch Steven’s eye, I was always trying to catch Steven’s eye, but garnering someone’s attention while Cathy was around was nearly impossible. So, while he stared at her, I gazed at him, taking in his perfectly coifed hair, his sharp jaw, his captivating eyes. He was as handsome as ever, literally taking my breath away.

The way Cathy flirted was so natural, little comments that instantly created a connection, and when she brought the conversation around to pot, the boys really perked up.

“I’m new to town and was hoping to score some weed, any of you boys know where I can get some?”

Jeff, Steven’s douche bag friend, stepped forward to reply. “Sorry,” he said, “but the town is dry right now. Not sure when there will be more.”

I thought for sure Cathy would be upset but if she was, she didn’t show it. Instead, she made an offer before we continued on our shopping excursion.

“You boys know Claire, right?” she asked.

Several of the guys from my class turned in my direction and nodded their heads.

“Great,” she cooed, “so then you know how to get in touch with me.”

And with that, she turned on her heel and walked away, leaving the boys behind, entering one of the nearby boutiques. I hurried after her and when I finally caught up, she began to pull clothes from the rack, holding them next to my body to gauge the style and the fit. Her choices placed special emphasis on tight and revealing, outfits that left little to the imagination.

Without a moment’s pause she handed me several items and said, “Take these into the dressing room and try them on.”

I saw the outfits Cathy had selected and there was literally no way I could wear any of them in public but I took them anyway and made my way to the dressing room. As much as I knew the clothes weren’t my style, I didn’t want to disappoint my new friend.

The first collection, a fuchsia mini skirt and white spaghetti strap camisole, would have looked awesome on Cathy but on me did nothing but put my oversized breasts on display. There was so much exposed flesh I had trouble looking at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t imagine anyone wearing such an outfit and quickly moved on to option number two.

The next choice, a pair of pink shorts with matching halter top created the same exposed look and I began to wonder if this shopping trip was a good idea after all. Cathy may have wanted to dress me up but she didn’t understand a body like mine, the kind that preferred to be covered up.

All of my life I always selected looser fitting clothing, the kind that hid what I didn’t want others to see, but Cathy immediately changed that, reducing my clothes by a full size, putting my considerable assets on display.

The third outfit included another pair of short shorts only the top was a white sleeveless turtleneck. It hugged every curve but at least it covered my skin so after finagling my body inside the tight fit, I stepped out of the dressing room to let Cathy see.

She was nowhere to be found.

I called out. “Cathy!”

I didn’t want to say it too loud for fear of drawing attention to me and my way too tight outfit but I was curious where she went.

“Cathy!” I called out again

From outside the store Cathy appeared.

“Sorry! I went back out to the food court just for a sec. I’m back.”

She took one look at me and her eyes went wide. “Wow!” she exclaimed. “You look incredible.”

What I felt was on display but hearing her say those words made me feel special. I had no intention of wearing such an outfit in public but for Cathy, I would wear it in private.

“It’s perfect,” Cathy added. “Now try on the others.”

“I already did,” I answered, “they’re not for me.”

“Nonsense,” Cathy replied. Then she turned to the clerk and said, “We’ll take all three outfits. You can wrap up the others, she’s going to wear this one out.”

I couldn’t believe my ears. First, Cathy intended to buy the outfits for me, but more than that she expected me to walk out of the store wearing the one I had on. I was about to tell her no when she looked deep into my eyes and convinced me otherwise.

“Do this for me,” she said, “if you give it a chance and don’t like the results, I swear, I’ll never ask you again.”

“I don’t know,” I replied.

That’s when she stepped up her offer. “If you go through with this and you don’t get an incredible reaction from the boys out there, I’ll help you get that boy you were staring at. We can make him our summer project.”

First off, I didn’t think anyone could tell that I had feelings for Steven, but not only did Cathy notice, she understood exactly how I felt. All at once her offer took on an entirely new perspective, and when she pressed me for an answer, I found my head bobbing up and down, agreeing to her demands.


SCENE 3

Cathy

I knew Claire was infatuated with one of the boys from the group and I took advantage of that, but I also knew how the boys were going to respond when they saw her new outfit, so I wasn’t worried at all.


SCENE 4

Claire

We stepped out of the boutique, Cathy her usual gorgeous self and me fully on display in an outfit that left nothing to the imagination. We walked towards the food court and the boys still lingering about and the moment we drew near I felt every eye upon me. At first, it was uncomfortable, the looks I received, but then Cathy explained just what was driving that extra attention.

“Do you see the way the boys are looking at you?” she offered. “Now that you’re no longer hiding your best features, they can’t help themselves.”

I looked at the boys and it was true, they didn’t just look, they gawked, and more than one actually blushed when I made eye contact. It was an empowering feeling, the dynamic shift, and I felt my confidence rise as a result. For the first time in my life, I started to see my body in a whole new light.

In the past, I would have been nervous and insecure with all of the attention. Had it been happening to me alone, I would have been petrified, but with Cathy by my side I found an inner strength I didn’t know I had. Her words truly sunk in, making me feel special, wanted.

Unfortunately, Steven was no longer there, so I didn’t get the benefit of seeing the effect on him, but the others made it clear that there was something to what Cathy was saying and I was eager to learn more.


SCENE 5

Cathy

Playing dress up with Claire was fun but it paled in comparison to how I felt in unearthing her confidence. She was a beautiful girl who needed a little boost in the right direction, and with me by her side, she was going to get all that and more.


SCENE 6

Claire

We made it back to Cathy’s house and she insisted I try on each outfit, a solo fashion show in the privacy of her living room.

“You have to model the clothes for me,” she said, “I want to see each outfit and just how great you look.”

At first, I declined but when she pressed, I found myself giving in. The truth was, I wanted Cathy to like me and trying on some clothes was a small price to pay for her attention.

The outfit I wore out of the shop was very revealing, the way the shirt hugged my body accentuated every curve. The other outfits on the other hand weren’t just revealing, they were slutty. There wasn’t enough fabric to cover my body and not enough support to hold my breasts in. I was already falling out the moment I put the spaghetti straps over my shoulders.

Cathy was quick to help, directing my breasts with her hands, adjusting the camisole top with her delicate fingers. It was highly provocative, tiny little pulses transferring from her skin to mine, my nipples hardening in response.

She made more adjustments; at the waist band, under the hem of my shorts, and the way her fingers grazed my skin, stroking my tummy, tickling my inner thigh, sent tiny bolts of adrenaline through my body, all the way to my excited kitty. It felt like a prelude to sex and I was as ready as ever to get back to that place.

I turned to face Cathy, my mind wanting to connect with hers, wanting to take this intimate moment and make it more, and just when our eyes met and our lips neared, the garage door sounded, alerting us that Ray was home.

“Damn, that’s Ray,” Cathy said. “You better get dressed.”

I couldn’t have been more disappointed.

As quickly as I could, I got dressed in my original clothes for the day. Fortunately, my previous fashion sense lended itself towards a baggier fit so I had no problem fitting the old shorts and t-shirt overtop of the latest skimpy outfit.

I caught Cathy’s eye before scooting out the door. “Can I come back later?” I asked, hopeful for the opportunity.

“Better wait until tomorrow,” she replied. “Ray’s had a long day and I’m sure he’s going to want some attention.”

I slid out the back door just as Ray came in the front. A quick jaunt across the yard brought me to my house, where my mother was in the kitchen fixing dinner.

“There’s Miss Popular,” she greeted me.

“Miss Popular?” I asked.

My mother responded by handing me two notes. The first had Jeff’s name on it, along with his phone number and a note that he called. The second was from Steven and I swear my heart skipped a beat when I read the name. It was asking me to give him a call as soon as I could.

I tried not to act too excited as I raced upstairs, dragging the phone from the hallway table into my bedroom and closing the door. Privacy was essential as I prepared just what I was going to say. It took me a couple minutes but I finally managed to dial the number. My jumbled nerves didn’t even have a moment to settle before Steven was on the other end.

“Osborne residence,” he said.

It was such a formal way to answer and his voice was so sweet. My heart purred at the sound.

“Uh, Steven?” I asked.

“Claire? Is that you?” he replied.

He wanted to hear from me. He was waiting for my call. A flutter arose in my stomach.

“Yeah, it’s me,” I said softly. “What’s up?”

His answer took my highest hopes and dashed them against the jagged rocks of reality.

“Can you help me get in touch with your friend Cathy?” he asked.

All at once my heart dropped. My friend Cathy. That’s why he called. To say I was disappointed would be an understatement. I was crushed.

“I can give her your number,” I replied sullenly.

It would be a long time before my mind would get over the sting of that moment.

I don’t need to tell you how the call with Jeff went. He wanted Cathy’s number too. I shouldn’t have cared, I didn’t even like him, but somehow it felt just like high school, where the waif thin cheerleaders got all the guys.

Disappointed with the results of those calls, I meandered back downstairs, in search of what I wasn’t sure. I may not have known what I was looking for but I found it at the dinner table, where my parents were waiting with the evening meal.

“Dear, come up to the table,” my mother beckoned. “The roast is ready, why don’t you pour yourself a drink?”

I opened the refrigerator and pulled out a pitcher of iced tea to pour myself a glass, my mother and father were already at the table and by the sound of it they were both in a good mood.

“I got seven resumes out today,” my father boasted, “to some really good companies, I’m sure I’ll be setting up some interviews real soon.”

“Not on the nineteenth,” my mother replied, “you know I’m hosting bridge club on the nineteenth.”

Dinner with my parents was usually a quiet affair, sharing our news of the day, but ever since my dad got laid off there was an undeniable tension in the house. It was good to hear the familiar upbeat tone even if it was just for a little while. So, we ate our dinner and shared our news, my dad holding out hope for a new job and my mother making preparations for a group dinner.

Planning a party was the pinnacle of my mother’s existence. Having a social gathering to host gave her purpose. With topics of place settings and flower choices she hardly paused a moment to catch a breath throughout the whole meal, espousing the attributes that make a truly proper affair.

I was happy to let her go on and on. The last thing I wanted was to talk about my day and the more she gabbed about her preparations and how she wanted to make it special for each and every guest, the more I separated from my heavy thoughts and by the time dessert was done and the dishes were cleared I had an entirely new disposition.

In the privacy of my bedroom, I recalled the events of the afternoon in a new light. The calls with Steven and with Jeff had initially caused me to resent Cathy and her beautiful looks but after the dinner conversation with my mother, and discussions of guest lists and invitations, and the people we choose to include in our lives, I realized Cathy had done nothing wrong. It was the guys I was mad at, that and my dashed expectations.

Those thoughts could have consumed me but there were other events to consider, events that were new, unique and fun; the shopping, the outfits, the private fashion show. All of that created an entirely different outlook, titillating memories, creating a strange sense of wonder about what would come next between me and my new neighbor.

It was a complex situation, not just my feelings for Cathy and my desire to experience her touch once again, but also the way I felt about Ray. He wasn’t just ruggedly handsome with an amazing body, there was something special about him. It was enough to keep my active mind churning, contemplating all that could come to be.

Then my mind traveled to the last thing Cathy said before I left, about giving her handsome husband attention. Several naughty ideas danced through my brain as I flirted with that delicious thought, slowly drifting off to slumber with visions of the two of them in all forms of carnal desire. I have to admit it was highly stimulating. They were both beautiful people with gorgeous bodies, I could only imagine what it would be like to watch them in the act of making love. That thought stayed ever present in my eager mind as I fell asleep, another amazing day coming to an end.


EPISODE 3

The Deal


SCENE 1

Claire

I awoke in the morning to the sun shining through my window and a variety of untamed thoughts bouncing around in my head. So much had happened in the last couple of days, it was difficult getting my mind around it all. After a quick shower and an even quicker breakfast, I made my way over to Cathy’s house unsure of how I intended to broach the topic of Steven and Jeff’s phone calls. I probably would have delayed even bringing them up but Cathy addressed the subject the moment I walked through the door.

“Did you hear from any of the boys last night?” she asked.

Sheepishly, I handed her the two notes from my mother.

“Only two?” Cathy replied.

It was kind of a slap in the face. Here I was devastated that neither boy was interested in me and all the while, Cathy was upset that there weren’t more boys begging to do her will. It really highlighted how unfair life can be.

That’s when Cathy relayed the news that would put everything into perspective.

“Two’s not enough,” she said, then she pulled out the largest bag of pot I had ever seen in my entire life and dropped it on the kitchen counter in front of me. “If we’re going to move all this then we need more customers.”

“Customers?” I asked in disbelief.

“Of course. Why did you think the guys were calling?” Cathy answered. “Yesterday at the mall I slipped them each a free sample of some really good shit. I thought for sure your phone would be ringing off the hook.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. “You’re a drug dealer?” I gasped.

“Relax, it’s just pot,” Cathy responded. “Besides, I only sell enough so we can smoke for free.”

“But where did you get it?” I asked. “You said you were running low.”

“That’s where I went on Sunday. I headed back to Cali to meet up with some old friends and they hooked me up,” she replied.

All at once things started to make sense; Cathy’s interest in the boys at the mall, the calls from Steven and Jeff. This may sound strange but I was actually relieved that Cathy was dealing, it settled much better in my head than the thought of her hooking up with my high school crush.

Those thoughts were just sliding into and out of my brain when Cathy sensed what was going through my head.

“Wait,” she said. “Did you think I’d be interested in them?”

It was uncanny, as if she could read my mind. I blushed in response.

“First off,” she explained, “I have Ray and I have you, that’s enough for me. And second, I know you like Steven. I’d never get in the way of that. I offered to help for God’s sake.”

There was so much about what she said that made me feel foolish. She had Ray, the most gorgeous man on the planet, and she did offer to help me win Steven, our summer project she called him, but still I couldn’t help but feel jealous and insecure, it was who I was and that wasn’t going to change any time soon.

While those thoughts confused my brain, Cathy moved nearer to me and in an instant my heart rate increased and my eyes went wide. We’re things about to get intimate? My mind rode the edge of anticipation as her face grew close to mine, her perfect lips just inches away. I wanted to kiss her, or maybe I wanted to be kissed, I’m not sure, but there was no doubt that I wanted things to escalate.

As excited as I was, it turned out Cathy wasn’t able to read my mind, because she didn’t kiss me, instead she asked a simple question, a favor in return for all she had done for me.

Handing me the phone she said, “Would you mind giving them a call and asking them to come over?”


SCENE 2

Cathy

Claire provided the perfect in to finding new customers. As a stranger, the boys at the mall never would have felt comfortable buying pot from me, but with her by my side I became safe, and once they got a taste of some really good California kind bud, the sales process would take care of itself.


SCENE 3

Claire

Cathy had me call both Steven and Jeff to invite them over. They both lived on the other side of town but like always, they arrived together, attached at the hip.

I answered the door when they rang and I swear a tingle ran up my spine when I saw Steven’s face. We made eye contact and in the split second our eyes connected I thought I felt something. It made me wonder if he felt it too or if it was just me. I might have wondered longer had Jeff not been his usual arrogant self, pushing right by me, through the door and into Cathy’s home.

“So, let’s get this deal going,” Jeff said, walking through the foyer to where Cathy was waiting in the kitchen.

I didn’t like Jeff’s attitude, never did, and fortunately I wasn’t alone. Cathy was there and she wasn’t intimidated by his brazen acts.

“Calm down little boy,” Cathy said and the way she said the words they immediately put Jeff in his place, “Good things come to those who wait,” she added.

If I had said such a thing, Jeff would have certainly gone off but with Cathy he didn’t know how to respond and she was quick to capitalize on his moment of indecision.

“Good boy,” she cooed. “The only way you’re going to get what you want is if you’re obedient and respectful. Now, are you ready to be a good little boy?”

Jeff’s response shocked me to my core.

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied.

I couldn’t believe my eyes or my ears. With one sharp phrase Cathy reduced the most arrogant guy in our class to a quiet little mouse. I was impressed.

That’s when Cathy opened a drawer, withdrew a large bag of pot and dropped it on the kitchen counter. It had to be a quarter pound of weed and when she opened the bag the sweet aroma wafted throughout the room.

“Damn!” Jeff responded. “That smells like some really good shit.”

“The best Humboldt County has to offer,” Cathy replied, “but it ain’t cheap.”

Both boys leaned in close to inspect the bag and its contents.

“Claire,” Cathy said to me, “do you mind grabbing a bowl and a lighter so the boys can try out the product?”

I hadn’t spent too much time at Cathy’s but I knew where she kept her paraphernalia so I grabbed a glass bowl and lighter from the drawer and handed it to Steven.

Together the four of us shared a bowl of the sweetest California kind bud I had ever tasted. I only had a single hit and already I was feeling it. It didn’t take long for the guys to realize it was some good quality shit.

“We’ll take all of it,” Jeff offered. “How much?”

That’s when Cathy went into negotiation mode and watching her with the guys was amazing. She didn’t just offer a price, she used every ounce of her charm, describing the weed and its effects in exquisite detail while burrowing her beautiful presence into their brains.

I had been on the receiving end of her flirtations and let me tell you, they didn’t stand a chance.

By the time she was done they didn’t bat an eye at paying eight hundred dollars for a quarter pound of the high-grade marijuana. It was a high price but they didn’t care, the combination of the weed we smoked and Cathy’s inimitable charm was more than enough to overcome any objections.

No sooner was the transaction complete and Steven said, “Thank you. This town is so dry we’re going to make a killing on this stuff.”

Cathy smiled back and offered, “There’s more where that came from. When you’re ready for another round, just let Claire and I know.”

The boys left soon after, a big bag of pot in their hands and huge smiles on their faces. More than ever, I was impressed with Cathy. She didn’t just execute the sale, she took control of the situation, putting the boys in their place, assuming the dominant position. It was a sight to behold and an education on the art of the deal.

The moment they were out the door and we were alone, Cathy turned to me with the brightest smile, held up the wad of cash along with a pre-rolled joint and said, “What do you say, do you want to go hang out by the pool?”


SCENE 4

Cathy

Moving to a new area and developing a new market can be a daunting task but with Claire’s help I was able to establish a customer base rather quickly. Success in pot sales all comes down to having the right network of clients and things in Vegas we’re starting out very nicely.


SCENE 5

Claire

Cathy and I hung out every day that week however after the private fashion show in her living room, the intimacy didn’t escalate between us. In fact, after that, the suggestion of back rubs or sexy outfits never even came up. We did party quite a bit, and our conversations always seemed to revolve around boys and sex, but despite all of that our clothes stayed on.

While I was happy to have a new friend, I can honestly say I was more than a little disappointed. I thought things might never turn sexual again but then Cathy’s husband, Ray, said something that shed a beacon of light on the situation.

We were sitting by the pool, smoking a joint, enjoying the cool water on our feet, when Ray came out to let us know he was going to the distributor.

“I’m heading out to get a case of beer,” Ray informed us, then he shot a glance at Cathy and added, “don’t go having too much fun without me.”

It seemed like an innocent statement but for some reason his words upset Cathy. Ray turned to walk away but that didn’t stop her from calling after him.

“I already apologized,” she yelled, “you have to get over it eventually.”

The moment he was gone I asked, “What was that all about?”

Cathy’s answer introduced me to a part of married life I didn’t know existed.

“Ray’s upset because you and I fooled around a couple of times,” she said.

I couldn’t believe my ears. “You told him about that?”

“Not right away,” Cathy admitted, “that’s why he’s mad. We allow each other to play but only when we each get the chance.”

“He fools around too?” I asked. “And you’re ok with that?”

“It’s an open marriage,” she explained. “We love each other but sometimes we need more variety. Usually we do it at parties, where we both get the chance, but with you I couldn’t resist. You’re just too gorgeous.”

This probably sounds stupid but hearing her call me gorgeous made me light up inside even as she was describing a form of married life I never could have imagined. It seemed the massage incident between Cathy and myself, while incredible for me, created a fight between them. As much as I loved my time with her, I didn’t want to do anything to mess up their marriage.

“I’m sorry,” I replied. “I didn’t mean to start a fight.”

Cathy laughed. “It wasn’t your fault. It was all me. I wanted you and I took you. Now, I just need to work it out with Ray.”

“And how exactly are you going to do that?” I asked.

“I’m glad you asked,” Cathy replied as the most beautiful smile consumed her pretty face.

I had no intention of getting in the middle of their married life but then Cathy asked for a favor while we sat by the pool, one that went way beyond anything any friend had ever asked of me before.


EPISODE 4

Getting to Know Ray


SCENE 1

Cathy

Sometimes my husband can be a little whiny bitch, and I don’t mean that in a good way, I mean he gets super jealous, especially whenever he thinks someone is getting something that he isn’t.

Take Claire for example, the moment he found out about our little hook-up he got all bent out of shape, pouting like a little baby, making me feel all guilty.

I didn’t really want to share Claire, she was mine and I wanted to keep it that way, but sometimes in a marriage you have to make sacrifices to keep the peace.


SCENE 2

Claire

A part of me thought about backing out, about making up some excuse why I needed to leave, but I didn't. I'm not sure why, perhaps because I had made Cathy a promise, but more likely because I still wanted her to like me and was willing to cross many lines to make that happen.

Don’t get me wrong, Ray was the most gorgeous man on the plant and an absolute stud, but what we were about to do was extreme in my world, and not something to be entered into lightly. Yet I still went ahead, nervous, anxious, and a little bit curious all at the same time.

I followed Ray across the backyard, to the pool house, so we could “get to know each other better.” We all knew what that meant but that didn’t mean I wasn’t nervous. My only experience up until then was some heavy petting with a few different boys in high school and then Cathy, and while my time with her was absolutely amazing, she was soft, kind, and patient while Ray was a strong and powerful man. This was a huge step.

No sooner were we inside the cabana and Ray quickly stripped out of his clothes. I might have thought it a brazen act but once I saw the way his cock hung low, I could think of nothing else. Holy shit! He wasn't even hard and already it was huge. It had to be eight inches long. I may not have had a lot of experience with guys but I knew that was big. It resembled a billy club, with a purple vein bulging out the side, and the way it swung back and forth was like a hypnotic pendulum, consuming all of my attention and focus.

It was kind of cool watching it swing from side to side and it made me wonder how Cathy was able to get that whole thing inside of her, as petite as she was.

I didn’t exactly know what to do, I had never swung with another woman’s husband before, and I certainly hoped he didn’t expect oral sex. I would have needed a dislocating jaw to get a monster like that in my mouth.

Fortunately, Ray made it easy, offering me a drink and a couple hits of weed before directing me to lay down on my back for a massage. I was hesitant to take off my clothes, so I laid down, face up, keeping my t-shirt and shorts in place.

He wasn't a physical therapist or anything but Ray definitely knew his way around the female form. At first, he concentrated his efforts on my calves and thighs, providing long slow strokes that felt really good. His fingers worked my muscles but more than that they stimulated my skin and when his fingers inched up the back of my thighs, nearing the bottom of my butt, a tingle shot up my spine, a feeling that felt kind of sexual even though he hadn’t touched me anywhere private, not yet anyway.

He repeated that process several more times and by the fourth or fifth time something happened inside of me, I couldn’t stop my legs from spreading. It was subtle, just a slight shift, but Ray did not let the opportunity pass by.

Before I knew it, his face was between my legs and when he kissed my supple skin while squeezing the soft flesh of my inner thigh, it sent an electric pulse right into my kitty. My flower opened and my breathing grew short. That alone might have opened up my mind to the idea of sex but then he followed that with some intense nibbling, higher and higher up my inner thigh.

My arousal spiked. I couldn’t deny the effects on my body.


SCENE 3

Ray

Cathy and I had been swinging for about three years but in all that time every hook-up was a wife swap, trading partners with another couple. That was fun and all but Claire was different altogether.

Claire wasn’t just a sexy young woman with an amazing body, she was pleasantly naive and that made for quite a little romp in our pool house. Once I got started, rubbing, fondling, caressing, stroking, Claire completely gave in, offering no resistance whatsoever to my advances. Once that happened, I knew I was free to really turn up the heat, to control every act and every motion.

What followed was an incredibly hot encounter with a delightfully submissive little girl.


SCENE 4

Claire

My shorts and panties were gone before I knew it and in one fell swoop Ray was right there, zeroing in on my kitty, parting my lips with gentle fingers, lightly exploring my insides with a very eager tongue. He was much more direct than Cathy, lacking the subtle seduction, but he was highly skilled. In no time he was deep and then all around, coming close to my magic button without actually touching it. It was a little maddening, the unpredictability of it all, but when his tongue finally grazed across my nub it was like the Fourth of July, a thousand fireworks bursting inside of me.

I knew from my time with Cathy how pleasant oral sex could be and Ray was every bit as talented, pleasing every ounce of my desire with his targeted attention. It was euphoric, opening up my mind and my body to a whole new world, convincing me to give myself to Ray and his sexual prowess.

He continued his efforts at cunnilingus, servicing my kitty with his tongue, gauging my response to each touch and then varying his approach until he found the spots that pleased me most. He returned to them often and it wasn't long before the first orgasm washed over me, the heavenly feel gripping my body and causing my toes to curl.

Ray followed my release by taking my nub between his finger and thumb and rubbing vigorously while also inserting two long fingers deep inside of me. The initial penetration took me off guard but then he curled those fingers within, finding a spot in my interior that sent a whole new wave of ecstasy coursing through my veins. My body heaved in response, contracting around his hand, gathering every last bit of pleasure from the incredible stimulus.

He didn’t stay long at that glorious spot, a quick in and out really, and when he withdrew my body ached from the loss. I began to buckle under the duress but he quickly gobbled my essence, smothering my pussy with his wonderful mouth and lips, swarming my bud with a fat and pliant tongue. I released another gush of fluids and another wave of euphoria crashed over my body, from the bottom of my soles to the top of my head.

By that point I was completely open, spread wide, and I had a desperate need for that opening to be filled. I actually longed for Ray’s monster cock but he had a different plan in mind, taking my body on an unpredictable journey, keeping my mind on edge.

I never could have expected what came next, my experience very limited, and when his tongue returned to my body, I was completely taken off guard, if not pleasantly surprised.

Ray’s next approach was not on my pussy but instead on my little puckered hole, and when he dragged his fat tongue across my sensitive rosebud it sent a wave of pleasure up my spine and into my brain. The feeling was incredible and I swear I came several more times from that stimulus alone.

I was in heaven, my asshole pulsing and my pussy sopping wet, spread wide, ready for whatever he planned to do next.

That’s when Ray lined up that monster cock of his with what used to be my tight little hole. He rubbed that bulbous head back and forth, across my wet slit, allowing me to savor the full shape and size. I thought I was ready, my body more spread than at any time in my life, but when he pushed inside, I realized there was nothing that could have prepared me for the monster stretching it would take to consume his mammoth pole.

The way the head nestled between my lips and then burrowed inward spread me wide, slowly conquering more and more of my body with each gentle thrust. It forced me apart, in a good way and I did everything I could to remain calm, slowing my breathing, steadying my nerves. He was only half way in but the filled-up feeling was absolutely intense, pressing every sensitive nerve ending inside of me, sending wave after wave of ecstasy through my kitty and out to every part of my body.

I screamed, partly in shock but mostly in pain, a good pain, that deep pushing feel completely taking me over from the inside. I didn't think I could possibly take anymore but Ray had no intention of giving up the territory he had worked so hard to take. He kept his penis inside of me, stimulating me, stretching me, until my body adapted to the overwhelming size. Once I truly opened up, he not only pressed deeper but also increased his pace, shifting to a rhythmic grind, sending my pussy and my mind reeling with the relentless way his bulbous head ground against every sensitive spot inside my precious flower.

From that point forward the experience took on a whole new light. Ray didn’t just push inside, he pounded with his hips, driving the head of his cock as deep as he could go, and once he was there, past my cervix, deep within my womb, he kept our bodies pressed together, connected as one, only to withdraw super slowly, dragging the ridges of his head against my sensitive clit, pausing momentarily, sending pulse after pulse from my worn kitty into my elated brain and then pushing all the way back in so I could savor it all again.

My body had no choice but to respond, erupting in a fit of spastic orgasms that caused my eyes to roll to the back of my head and strange garbled language to spew from my drooling lips. I had never felt so submissive to the moment as I was with Ray, orgasm after orgasm wracking my body. It made me wonder if sex with men would always be like that, and if it was necessary to completely give up control in order to enjoy the ride?

Ray pulled out before shooting his load, something I should have been grateful for, but all I could really contemplate was the effects of his incredible sex, and just what it did to my body and my mind.


SCENE 5

Cathy

If we had known Claire lived next door that would have been reason enough to buy our house, but we didn’t know. Instead, we made the decision based on the in-ground pool or more importantly the adjoining pool house. Not only was the pool house laid out as a swingers love nest, it was also equipped with a fabulous two-way mirror, one that provided a voyeuristic view of all the activities inside.

I watched through that two-way glass while my husband had his way with our young and supple neighbor and while I should have been jealous of her, the beautiful eighteen-year-old receiving all of my husband’s attention, my feelings all went toward him and how he was savoring the delights I wanted to keep all to myself.


SCENE 6

Claire

There was a certain awkwardness after Ray and I were done. The sex was exciting but I wasn’t sure what to do or what to say afterward. So, in absolute silence, we got cleaned and dressed, and once that job was complete, we returned to the house where Cathy was waiting, grinning like the Cheshire Cat.

“So?” she asked the moment we walked through the door. “How did it go?”

The first moment I caught her eye I felt guilty, I had just had sex with her husband, but Ray, he was quick to respond.

“Once she got going, she was totally submissive,” Ray said, “like a helpless little girl.”

I couldn’t deny what he was saying, the physical intensity was all-consuming, but for some reason I hated hearing him say it. I was ok giving in to Cathy but the thought of giving Ray or any man that kind of control turned my stomach.

“And what about you?” Cathy pressed. “What did you think?”

“He’s really big,” I stated, unsure what to say, unsure how to act.

Cathy’s eyes lit up. “I know, right? He may be as useless as ice skates on a water Buffalo but he sure has a nice cock.”

“Hey!” Ray objected, “I’m right here.”

Cathy turned to her husband. “You know I love you, but you got to admit, you are packing some serious wood.”

We all sat on the couch and Cathy fired up a joint to pass around. I was already buzzed from the pot we smoked earlier, but I still took some, trying to sort out the strange thoughts surging through my head.

No sooner was the joint nothing but a small roach and Cathy opened up the discussion.

“So,” she said, “who did you like better?”

All at once two sets of eyes were on me. I felt put on the spot but the truth was I didn’t have an answer. I thought I liked Cathy’s massage better, but I couldn’t deny the way Ray’s cock touched places that had never been touched before, stimulating me from the inside.

The longer I paused the more interested they each became in my answer until I had no choice but to reveal my true feelings.

“Both of you were amazing,” I replied, “but...”

“But?” Cathy asked.

“But...” Ray added.

I contemplated just what I wanted to say, how I wanted to say it, and before I knew it the words came bumbling out.

“But,” I admitted, “I’d prefer to be in control.”

Cathy and Ray looked at one another and they each smiled.

“Told you,” Cathy said to her husband, “I’m not the only woman who doesn’t want to play the submissive role.”

I was shocked. I wasn’t sure how they would react but I didn’t expect that. Here I thought I was strange, unable to truly enjoy their intense sexual games, unable to savor the orgasms even as they took over my whole body. Something was missing. I didn’t know what it was but there something was off. I wanted more.

Those thoughts might have weighed me down but Cathy was quick to remedy the situation.

“So,” Cathy said, “Now that you know what you want, what do you say we go get it?”

“Go get it?” I questioned.

Cathy’s reply was quick and to the point. “Find yourself a boy, or a girl, and take control,” she explained. “It’ll take practice but it’ll be worth it.”

Her words made me laugh out loud.

“Sure,” I responded, “and how would I go about doing that? And where?”

Once again Cathy had a speedy answer. “You can use our pool house any time you want,” she offered, “and I’m sure there are plenty of boys who would like to play with the sexy Claire.”

“I couldn’t,” I replied, but the more I thought about it something strange happened. The thought of taking control stimulated me, way more than anything else I can remember, and all at once I began to rationalize the situation. Could I? Would I?

“What about Med?” Cathy suggested, “the boy who cleans your pool?”

“Med?” I replied. “I’ve known him since we were in kindergarten.”

“I’ve seen the way he looks at you,” Cathy explained, “he’s head over heels gah gah. He’d do anything for you.”

“He’s kind of dorky and desperate,” I answered.

That made Cathy laugh. “Honey, that’s what you need,” she said, “he’s not a love interest, he’s your practice toy. Trust me, you need a boy who will submit to everything you ask so you can learn.”

If submissive was what I needed then Med certainly fit the bill. But could I get sexual with him? We had known each other so long, the whole idea seemed impossible.

“Trust me,” Cathy added, “right now what you need is practice and that boy will let you do anything and everything you want.”

It wasn’t what I expected but somehow the more Cathy spoke the more realistic the situation became until a plan was hatched, a plan to turn my pool boy Med into the first target for my learning experience.


SCENE 7

Claire

I laid in bed that evening with a million pleasant thoughts guiding me to sleep. I wasn’t a virgin anymore, Ray took care of that, or maybe Cathy did earlier in the week, I wasn’t really sure. Both experiences were amazing, my body realizing heights of pleasure I didn’t know existed. But as great as all of it was, I wanted to travel even further down the path, to explore everything that sensual intimacy had to offer.

Cathy offered to be my guide for the trip and I was grateful that I had her to act as my Sherpa. Not only was she an amazing lover but she was also turning into a really good friend and I valued that friendship more than words can describe.

Then I contemplated the flip side of the coin, not about the experiences I had had but instead the ones that were yet to come. I thought about the feelings of control that Cathy and Ray must have felt as they dictated every pulse in my body and every thought coursing through my brain, and I thought about just what it would be like to have that power, to feel that control. Those thoughts stimulated my mind in a different way, a way that intrigued my brain and made my spirit soar. It provided a new perspective on my life, a view into another version of myself, one I was just learning about but wanted to know more thoroughly.

With the arrival of Cathy to the neighborhood my whole world had changed and that was in just one week. We had an entire summer ahead of us and I was very curious to see what the opportunity would bring.


EPISODE 5

Key Party


SCENE 1

Claire

Hanging out with Cathy was my main summer gig but my parents didn’t think that was the best way for me to spend my time. They wanted me to get a job, at a fast-food place or maybe at the local amusement park. Neither of those choices appealed to me and when Cathy offered another option, I was quick to jump at the chance.

“We need a server for our party on Friday,” Cathy said. “The job only pays two bucks an hour but the tips can get insane, especially once everyone’s letting loose.”

“Your guests tip?” I asked. “I’ve never been to a party where the guests gave tips.”

I should have known by the smile on Cathy’s face that something was up but I was still living in the old Claire world, the one where my dad had a job and my home life was peaches and cream. This new world, this post disruption life, was so much more mature, and I struggled to keep up. Cathy’s next words should have shed a whole lot of light on the situation but I was oblivious to the signs.

“It’s a key party,” Cathy explained, “there’s going to be ten of us, four couples plus me and Ray, and once the games get started no one is going to want to interrupt the fun to go get some ice. That’s where you come in, anytime someone needs anything they ring their bell and you come running. Think you can handle that?”

I had no idea what a key party was, so of course I said yes, that I could handle the job of being a gopher. A child could perform such a simple task, I thought, although I would soon find out that there was much more to the requirements than shuffling ice and pouring some drinks.


SCENE 2

Cathy

Hosting a key party is all about the pad, and ours, including the pool and adjoining pool house was top notch, but I wanted my party to be special and Claire was going to be a huge part of that.


SCENE 3

Claire

By the time Friday came around I was so excited. I knew I was working the party, I knew I had obligations, but I also knew it was a window into Ray and Cathy’s world and I wanted that more than anything. That curiosity quickly changed when Cathy showed me the outfit she wanted me to wear for the evening.

“I can’t wear this,” I said, holding up the small piece of white cloth that was meant to be my uniform. “I don’t get it, why do I need to be on display?”

Cathy’s answer was direct and to the point.

“The party has a theme,” Cathy explained. “Think back to Roman times, where people gathered to eat their fill and satisfy their desires. We want to set the tone for an evening of fun.”

Cathy put on her seductive smile as she said the words but I wasn’t moved. This piece of cloth was as tiny as the outfits she had bought for me at the mall and I struggled to wear those in private, there was no way I could be put on display in front of a crowd. I was about to tell her that when she added the insight to change my way of thinking.

“You want good tips, right?” Cathy asked. “An outfit like this guarantees you’ll make as much in one night as you would cleaning houses for a month.”

Cathy and I had devised a plan earlier in the week, one where I would make big bucks working her party and then tell my parents I got a job cleaning houses for people in the neighborhood. It would give us the opportunity to hang out all day by the pool, as long as I had money to show my parents at the end of every day. It was a genius plan really but it all started with me making big money on my first night.

There wasn’t any discussion after that. I just took the outfit into the bathroom and did the best I could with what I had. At first, I struggled to get into the toga-like wrap, there was barely enough cloth to cover my breasts and butt, and then it was a challenge getting everything in place. Every time I pulled the fabric up to cover my breasts, my butt became fully exposed and then when I pulled down, my boobs practically fell out of the top. It was a conundrum that was not easily solved and even though I finally managed to get everything looking ok, I couldn’t imagine how I was going to work an entire night without completely falling out.

In the end, I chose my breasts over my butt, covering my bosoms with the majority of the cloth, however the moment I emerged from the bathroom Cathy was right there to inspect the results.

“Oh, no!” she exclaimed. “We’re not hiding your best assets.”

With deft quickness Cathy was on me, shifting and adjusting the cloth of the toga, over my hips, around my breasts. It didn’t take her long and when she was finally done the outfit took on a whole new look. My cleavage was now on full display, from my neck to my navel, with nothing to cover the in between, and my posterior was there for all to see as well, a thin layer of fabric riding up between my butt cheeks, leaving nothing to the imagination. It was a highly provocative outfit yet now, with the way the fabric was cinched and tied, I no longer felt like I might fall out, everything held firmly in place. Despite being highly visible, I couldn’t help but admire the fashion sense of it all, the new design actually quite intriguing.

I might have spent time dwelling on that scantily clad display however once people started arriving, things got too busy to think about anything else.

Every person that walked through the door was given a bell and whenever they rang that bell, I was to rush to their service. In the beginning it was a flurry of requests, for drinks and hors’ d’oeuvres, and then there was another flurry, for more drink and more food, but then things settled down and I actually had a chance to slow my mind. That’s when Cathy caught me in the kitchen and asked me to do a job that completely changed my view of this fun social gathering.

“Claire,” she said, “it’s time. I want you to take this basket to every guy and get his keys.”

Cathy handed me a small wicker basket and whooshed me out the kitchen door, to the pool area to complete my task. At the time I had no idea exactly what was going on, until I gathered five sets of keys and returned to the kitchen where Cathy gave me her next set of instructions.

“Now I want you to go back to the ladies,” she said, “and each one gets a number and picks a set of keys from the basket. But don’t let them look, it’s better if it’s a surprise.”

I did as I was told and what followed was an education on the depth and breadth of Ray and Cathy’s world. Each woman took a number from my left hand and pulled a set of keys from the basket in my right. She then set off around the party, in search of her match. What followed was a very intimate affair, ladies pairing off with the owner of her keys, the two of them finding the designated area that matched their number.

What started as a rowdy and raucous affair quickly morphed into a quiet and subdued setting. Five couples disappeared, three to the bedrooms of the house, one to Cathy and Ray’s living room and the last to the pool house.

I could only imagine what would take place behind those closed doors, between those women and the men that were not their husbands. All of the couples were absolutely gorgeous but I couldn’t help but think that the guy who got Cathy, and the woman who got Ray, were the luckiest of the bunch.


SCENE 4

Cathy

As the hostess of the party, I got the last key in the basket which was always Ted. It wasn’t that Ted was bad looking, if anything he was really quite handsome but his dick was small and he was notorious for only being able to cum once for the night. At least we got the pool house, the best of the locations, and I had a plan in mind, one that would ensure I got maximum satisfaction from the experience.


SCENE 5

Claire

At the beginning of the evening things were crazy hectic, five couples in all, ten people all looking for drinks, hungry for food. I ran so much I think I wore out the sandals Cathy picked out to match my toga. However, once the keys were exchanged and the couples found their nests, things settled and I finally had a chance to catch my breath.

As I cleaned up the remains of a rather raucous party; clearing dishes, gathering empty beer bottles, collecting half smoked joints, I thought about Cathy and Ray’s relationship and what it would be like to share your husband with another woman. It was all so foreign to me and yet for Cathy and Ray it seemed commonplace. They were happy, of that I had no doubt.

That was the moment my mind took on a new understanding of the role of sex in our world.

Up until that point, I clung to the image of a woman and her husband getting married and living the rest of their days exploring each other’s sexual desire and yet that was an outdated concept. Hardly anyone waited until marriage to have sex anymore, not like they did in my parent’s generation, so why wouldn’t that change after marriage as well? Maybe monogamy was an outdated philosophy? Maybe my future would be filled with many different sexual partners?

I would have contemplated that thought more deeply but a ringing bell broke me from my haze. It came from the pool house and when I rushed to provide assistance, what I found when I walked through that door will stay with me forever.


SCENE 6

Cathy

I wanted Claire to see what I was doing. I wanted her to learn the true power every woman possesses and just what she can do with that power when properly applied.


SCENE 7

Claire

I walked through the door, into the pool house and what I saw completely opened my eyes to a world I literally knew nothing about.

Ted, Cathy’s match for the night, was naked and upside down, his shoulders and head on the floor, his lower body propped upright against the edge of the couch. His inverted position had to be awkward but all the while Cathy stroked his penis with her supple fingers and based on the helpless moans and groans emanating from his mouth, Ted was not about to complain.

Cathy had him, helpless and weak, and she was quick to take advantage of the situation.

“Who’s a good little boy?” Cathy cooed at her partner. “Who’s ready to give in to mistress?”

Ted may have nodded his agreement, I’m not sure, all sounds and signs were blocked out by his long guttural groans and the way his body bucked in response to her touch. Cathy had command of his penis and he offered no resistance to her control.

“Tell me you’ll suck my pussy and I’ll let you cum,” she informed him and not once did she stop those fabulous strokes, massaging and fondling, rubbing his genitals to the brink.

“Please,” Ted whined.

“Say it,” Cathy coaxed. “Agree to go down on me and I’ll let you cum.”

Ted was a sight to behold. It was obvious by the way his hips grinded and his body pulsed that he wanted to cum and yet for some reason he held out. That is until Cathy stepped up the pressure, adding his balls, taint and ass into her targeted caresses.

The moment her finger circled his sphincter Ted lost it, his body bucking uncontrollably, his mind submitting to anything and everything she wanted.

“Please, I’ll suck your pussy,” he wailed, “I’ll do whatever you want.”

The moment the words were out of his mouth Cathy ramped up the speed of her strokes and before I knew it a wad of cum came spewing out of Ted’s dick. It was amazing but also obscene. That sight alone was enough to shock me to my core but with the angle of Ted’s body, his hips raised high above his head, all of the discharge splattered down his chest, into his neck and across his chin and face. It was more than I was ready to see and I felt my entire body recoil at the visual.

“Oh, my God!” I exclaimed.

Cathy looked up from her prey to take in my reaction. She wanted me to see it, she rang her bell so that I wouldn’t miss it, and once she was satisfied that I had experienced it all, she turned her attention back to Ted and let him know what was going to happen next.

“Clean your face and get ready to suck my pussy, little boy,” Cathy spat at Ted, and then, with a wave of her hand in my direction, she sent me away, no longer needed, my education complete.


SCENE 8

Cathy

It’s no secret that when you’re pairing up for sex it’s better to give attention first so that when it’s your turn you can lie back and truly enjoy the ride. Ted may have been a one-shot pony but that didn’t mean he couldn’t service my desire with his lips, mouth and tongue and with his orgasm out of the way, it was time for me to savor my just desserts.


SCENE 9

Claire

There wasn’t much to do once things were straightened and cleaned but I hung around waiting for the party to end. One by one the couples emerged from their nests and once a husband-and-wife pair was matched they said their goodbyes and headed for the door. Each couple departed with a pair of blissful smiles on their handsome faces but not before handing me a crisp one-hundred-dollar bill for my efforts.

In total, I made five hundred bucks for one night’s work but more than the money I gained an education, intimate insight into a world of desire I previously knew nothing about.


EPISODE 6

The Pool Boy


SCENE 1

Claire

With my dad out of work and my mom losing patience by the day my home life was an absolute mess, any moment it could explode like a powder keg, a potential minefield of disaster. I needed a refuge more than ever and that led me to Cathy’s door and her very interesting proposition. The more I thought about my father’s boss and the audacity of his demands the more I actually wanted to dominate a man, even if it was someone who had nothing to do with it, even if it was someone who was barely more than a boy.

I called Med on the phone and despite the fact that I knew he was hung up on me, I was still nervous. I had never propositioned a guy before and even though I was quite certain he would say yes to whatever I asked, the situation still had me shaking.

“Hi Med,” I said, “this is Claire.”

“Claire?” he replied, “is everything ok? I’m not due to clean your pool until Saturday. Are you guys having a party? Do you need me to come early?”

I had to laugh at his choice of words. I did need him to cum, early and often, only I didn’t intend to tell him that, not yet anyway.

“I was wondering if we could get together this afternoon?” I asked, “at my neighbor’s house?”

He didn’t hesitate. “Sure, do they need someone to take care of their pool?”

“It’s nothing like that,” I told him, “I just thought we could hang out.”

The long pause that followed actually made me nervous, like he was going to turn me down.

“Please!” I added.

Much to my delight he agreed, and my first lesson was quickly beginning to take shape.

It didn’t take Med long to get to Cathy and Ray’s and I was there waiting, nervous yet also excited. Cathy had said that he would be thrilled to let me play with his cock but she didn’t have any great suggestions for how I was supposed to bring it up.

“Trust me,” Cathy said, “once that boy thinks you’re going to play with his dick he’ll fall all over himself to make it happen.”

The moment he got there I took Med through the house and out to the pool. It was a hot day, it was always hot in Vegas, and the pool was very inviting but I needed some privacy for what I wanted to do so I led him into the pool house where I welcomed him to sit on the couch.

Both Cathy and Ray had gotten straight to the point when they wanted to touch me, immediately offering a massage, but I didn’t have the nerve to be so forthright. Instead, I started with some small talk.

“So, how’s your summer been?” I asked.

“Good,” Med replied, and I could tell by his manner that he was suspicious, not sure why I invited him over for the first time in eighteen years.

The awkward small talk continued until I couldn’t take it anymore. Even rejection had to be better than this weird exchange.

“Med,” I said, steadying my voice, steeling my nerves, “I have a favor to ask and I’m hoping you’ll say yes.”

My next words could have been anything yet for some reason Med actually perked up when I said I wanted something from him.

“Anything,” he replied, his smile wide, his big eyes drinking me in.

It was my moment of truth, and despite the risk I threw caution to the wind and said what I wanted to say.

“I’m eighteen and I’ve never seen a boy’s penis,” I lied, “and I’m hoping you’ll help me with that.”

His response will stay with me forever.

“Sure,” Med replied, “who’s the guy? Someone you want me to introduce you to?”

That reply was absolutely priceless but not as much as the expression on his face when I explained.

“I was hoping it would be you,” I replied.

Cathy had predicted that Med would drop his pants and grant me complete control of his family jewels but that wasn’t what happened. He just sat there, dumbfounded, uncertain that what he heard was correct.

That’s when I made the boldest move of my life by far.

I slid down from the couch, on to the floor, between his legs, and rubbed my hand up his thigh.

He didn’t stop me when I touched his skin. He didn’t do anything when my fingers slid beneath the hem of his shorts, but when I reached his underwear, his entire body went stiff, paralyzed by my touch.

It only took a few squeezes, overtop of his briefs, and he was hard, a few more had him panting like a dog and a few more after that and his hips began to pump and his body began to shake. He groaned aloud, an awkward, deep-body grunt and his penis erupted, filling his underwear with his cum, the wetness slowly seeping through.

“Ungh!” he let out and then followed that with very soft words under his breath that sounded like, “I love you!” I wouldn’t have believed it, but the look in his eyes made me think he meant it.

“That wasn’t so bad,” I announced as I pulled my hands out from under his pants and moved to the bathroom to get some tissues to clean up. By the time I returned, Med was back to his normal nervous self.

“I’m sorry,” he said.

He covered the wet spot with his hands and sheepishly moved toward the door. I didn’t even get the chance to offer him the tissues.

Overall, it wasn’t what I expected, but I had just given my first hand job, and while I didn’t really feel like I had dominated him I was still rather proud of my accomplishment.


SCENE 2

Med

There was a time when Claire and I were really good friends. We were young, elementary school young, but we did everything together. Then, the summer before fifth grade, Claire developed boobs and I made the stupid mistake of noticing. That mistake cost me a friend but I never stopped liking Claire, and the more she developed the more my attraction grew.

As we matured into high schoolers Claire went her way and I went mine. We still saw each other often, living in the same neighborhood ensured that, and when I started cleaning her family’s pool it became a regular thing, but things were never the same. I missed those get togethers from our youth, running through the sprinkler to escape the heat, playing flashlight tag after dark. A part of me knew we could never go back but that didn’t mean I didn’t hold fond memories about Claire and a hope to return to that simpler time.

I may have hoped things could return to the way they were but I didn’t really believe it could happen which is why I was so shocked when Claire called on the phone to invite me over. My initial response was shock and disbelief. Was this really happening? Did Claire James just ask me to come hang out? There had to be more to the story, some job she wanted done or a favor she wanted to ask. Why else would she be calling after all these years?

In hindsight, I probably should have cleaned up or put on some deodorant or did some mouthwash but I still felt like I was being brought over for work so I didn’t give it much thought, hopping on my bike and making the short trek to her neighbor’s house.

I didn’t even get a chance to knock and Claire opened the door, taking my hand in hers and leading me through the house and out to the back yard and the pool. Her hand was soft in mine and I liked the way it felt, silently hoping there would be more hand holding as the day progressed.

We rushed right by the pool and directly into the pool house where Claire directed me to take a seat on the couch.

She sat next to me and boy did she look incredible. She wore a black t-shirt that really hugged every curve and shorts that rode up her leg, showing off the silky-smooth skin of her creamy white thighs. I tried not to stare, putting forth great effort to keep my attention focused clearly on her pretty face.

She smiled when she asked, “So, how’s your summer been?”

I couldn’t believe my good fortune. If I had been honest, I would have had to admit that that particular moment was the pinnacle of my summer so far but instead I remained calm and offered a single word in reply.

“Good,” I said.

She asked a few more questions about my cleaning pools and I was just telling her how I wanted to make it a business when she cut me off.

“Med,” she said, “I have a favor to ask and I’m hoping you’ll say yes.”

I can’t say I wasn’t surprised but I was disappointed. All along I assumed there was something she wanted even if in my heart I had hoped that something might develop between us. Despite all that, I was still thrilled to be included and I let her know that I’d be happy to help.

Claire hesitated and for a moment I thought she was nervous but then she blurted her request. “I’m eighteen and I’ve never seen a boy’s penis, and I’m hoping you’ll help me with that.”

There it was.

All along I thought she wanted me to do her work but here what she wanted was an introduction to some guy I probably barely knew. It made the whole invitation finally make sense.

“Sure, who’s the guy?” I asked. “Someone you want me to introduce you to?”

Her response brought a boat load of confusion right back to my brain.

“I was hoping it would be you,” she replied.

I don’t think it was any secret to Claire that I was a virgin and I wasn’t ashamed but still it wasn’t something I wanted to joke about. I was about to tell her so when she slid off of the couch and onto the floor, directly between my legs.

Everything that happened from that point forward seemed to take place in slow motion, as if it was happening to someone else, and all I could do was sit and watch.

Claire placed her hand on my knee and slid her fingers up my thigh. Her touch was absolutely tantalizing, making every hair stand on end and every nerve ending tingle with excitement, and when she reached my underwear and made contact with my penis, every muscle froze in anxious anticipation.

I had never been touched there before and it took my breath away. One, two, three squeezes and my breath went ragged and my arousal piqued. I had played with myself a million times but it never felt as good as when Claire touched me, but she didn’t stop just because I was aroused and several more strokes had me seeing stars, unable to comprehend the incredible pleasure surging through my body and inundating my brain.

My lungs let out a long guttural groan and my body lost all sense of control, releasing its power in a helpless display of carnal lust. The moment was highly erotic but also emasculating and I’m embarrassed to admit I made a sticky mess in my pants as a result. And the worst part, it didn’t take much to push me over the edge.

The moment it was done I was mortified, the immature boy unable to keep up with Claire’s sensual games and yet the way the pleasure feelings still surged through my body I couldn’t help but thank her for the experience.

“I love you!” I squeaked, unable to find any other words to fit the moment.

Fortunately, Claire didn’t dwell on my premature release or my profession of love, instead she seemed quite happy with the way things had played out.

“That wasn’t so bad,” she offered.

She left me there in my soiled clothes and ran to the bathroom to get some tissues to clean up but in that time rational thought returned to my insecure brain. I couldn’t believe I came so quickly, and in my pants. I was thoroughly embarrassed.

“I’m sorry,” I said and I bolted from the pool house, unable to face her after everything that had happened.


SCENE 3

Cathy

Watching Claire with Med was right out of a cheesy teen-sex comedy. It was rated R, she did make him cum in his pants, but it was more amusing than steamy. But still, my husband Ray and I watched every moment through the two-way mirror, disappointed things didn’t go further, but excited at the scene all the same.


SCENE 4

Claire

It turns out that Cathy and Ray’s cabana was equipped with a two-way mirror and the two of them watched the entire scene between Med and I. And while I was quite proud of my achievement, one look from Cathy and I knew something was amiss.

“I made him cum!” I stated defensively. “In his pants,” I added. “He couldn’t help himself.”

Cathy’s smile said it all, cute with a little bit of condescension baked in.

“Honey,” she explained, “making a boy cum is the easy part. It’s drawing out that moment that takes the real skill.”

I wasn’t sure what she meant but fortunately Cathy intended to show me, and with Ray as our willing subject she set out to demonstrate exactly what it means to take control.

Ray laid on his back on the cushions in the center of their living room floor. His penis was already erect and he had a smile from ear to ear. He was excited to play the role of subject and when Cathy took position between his thighs, and then took his penis in hand, the smile I thought couldn’t get any bigger actually consumed his entire face.

“As you’ve already seen,” Cathy explained, “most boys are very willing to get out of their clothes and grant you control of their dicks, but that’s just the beginning. In order to assume a dominant role, you must be able to tease his excitement without pushing him over the edge.”

Cathy coated her hands in oil and wrapped her fingers around Ray’s shaft. With just three quick strokes she had him moaning and three more saw him arching his back, groaning for more of what she was doling out.

“You see,” Cathy added, “all boys like the excitement, and will turn over control in exchange for the pleasure, but that control only lasts until his orgasm. Once he cums he goes right back to the self-centered dork we’ve come to expect.”

I thought back to my time with Med and realized how true it was. Prior to his orgasm he was attentive to everything I said, but the moment he came he couldn’t get out of there fast enough. I really did have a lot to learn and felt grateful that I had Cathy to show me the way.

She continued the lesson, rubbing Ray rapidly, making him moan and groan, only the moment his breathing got real short, and his hips began shifting and grinding in time with her strokes, she pulled away, leaving him highly confused and more than a little desperate.

“Ungh!” Ray groaned.

“You see,” Cathy added, “Ray has been down this path before, and he knows not to touch himself, but you have to make that clear. It doesn’t matter if you drive the orgasm or he does, the moment he cums your opportunity to dominate is over.”

It was all so interesting, the way Ray allowed himself to be teased, in front of me, and yet each time she pulled away, he accepted the frustration, unable or unwilling to put a stop to Cathy’s game.

Cathy teased her husband some more, stroking, fondling, and each time she thought he was getting close, his breath growing short and his hips shifting and cajoling, searching for more of her touch, she pulled back, stunting his erotic rise towards ecstasy.

I found it all so amazing, especially the way Ray seemed to love it in the beginning, but then, all at once, his moans of pleasure turned into groans of frustration.

“See how he is right now,” Cathy said, her fingers still plying his penis with attention but not enough to get him to where he wanted to go. “He’s starting to feel the yearn,” she described, “and that is what you want if you want to take control.”

“Isn’t that right, little Ray Ray?” Cathy asked, using her words to convey his weakness.

Ray could do little more than nod and go along. His need to cum was way stronger than his rational thought to resist. The grip she had on his lust was powerful, too much for him to ignore.

I would have thought the eruption would come at any moment but boy did I have a lot to learn. Cathy didn’t just raise the excitement once, she did it repeatedly, until Ray reached the point where he could take no more.

“Please!” he groaned.

I could tell by the tone of his voice that he had had enough.

“I’m going to let him cum,” Cathy explained, “because he’s already my obedient little boy, but if this was our first time, I would break him down until he was begging to be my slave.”

“Remember,” she added, “he is not your equal and it is important that you remind him of that. Often.”

Cathy increased the pace of her strokes on Ray’s cock as she added, “Isn’t that right, little boy?”

Ray was beside himself, nodding along, willing to agree to anything to finally have relief.

The eruption that followed was magnificent. Not only did Cathy string along his desire, apparently the extended build-up also increased his ejaculate, and by the time she finally let Ray release, a gallon of seed spilled forth from his spent cock. And right at the moment of climax, Cathy repositioned herself to look deep into his eyes, letting him know who was in control, and who he should thank for the wonderful thrill ride.

“I love you!” Ray grunted, and then he closed his eyes, ready to pass out, ready to recover from the physical and emotional experience.

“Most people call it tease and denial,” Cathy added, “and if you do it right, the guy will never be able to play with himself again without thinking of you and your control.”


SCENE 5

Claire

As had become my habit ever since they moved into the neighborhood, I thought about Cathy and her husband Ray as I lay in bed that evening. They were deep inside my head, not just their gorgeous looks and beautiful bodies but their complete openness about sex and the joy of human touch. There was so much to learn and I was only at the beginning, a blind child trying to find her way in the dark.

I also thought about Med and the way he responded to my touch. He was even less experienced than I was and the inequity of that education created an imbalance of power between us. It also created a sea of opportunity, one where I could take the lead and learn what it means to truly take control.

As I lay in the dark thinking those thoughts, I fondled myself down below for the first time in my life, providing the physical touch to go along with the mental stimulus that was teasing my brain. And what I found as my fingers gently spread my lips and began to massage my little button, was that the biggest impetus for my arousal wasn’t Cathy’s beauty or Ray’s magnificent body, it was the feeling of power I felt when controlling Med’s existence. Those thoughts sent my excitement over the edge, pleasing my body and letting my mind know just what it would take to truly satisfy my needs.


EPISODE 7

Practice Makes Perfect


SCENE 1

Claire

The next of Cathy and Ray’s key parties was scheduled for their friend’s house in California and I was shocked when I was invited to go along. It was a pleasant surprise, the funds from the last party beginning to run low, but I think I was even more excited to see what might happen next when five randy couples threw their keys in a basket and left fate to chance.

“You made such a great impression at the last party, Eileen and Ted asked if you’d be available to work theirs,” Cathy said. “Are you ok wearing the toga again?”

It was a highly revealing outfit that I absolutely hated in the beginning but after a night of hustling drinks, a night where I made more money than I had in my entire life, it didn’t seem as big a deal. It’s strange the things that become common when you see them enough and in my time with Cathy I got used to a whole lot of new things.

That night, I served drinks and food and cleaned up after everyone’s messes but I also walked in on three different couples in various levels of undress, each an erotic prelude to sex. They called me, each with a ring of their bell, and I dutifully responded as I had been directed to do, but after the third time it no longer seemed to be an accident or coincidence. I was getting the feeling that they wanted me to watch and the strangest thing was, I didn’t really mind.

My ideas about sexuality were changing, I knew that, the only question was, what form would they take next.


SCENE 2

Claire

Working the party at Ted and Eileen’s produced another five hundred bucks for my pocket but more than that it started a trend, with me as the recurring server for all of their key parties.

Now, with money in my pocket and a quickly developing notion of the power of sexuality forming in my head, I set new sights on my prey.

On my second call to Med’s house, I got his mother on the phone and I have to admit that made my heart race. If she knew what I had planned for her son she never would have put him on the phone. Fortunately, she was just as oblivious as every parent back then and when she called him to come, she actually complimented me.

“It’s that nice girl, Claire,” she said, “the one you clean the pool for. I like her.”

I didn’t wait for Med to say anything, the moment I heard him on the other end of the line I extended the offer.

“Can you come over today?” I asked, “I’d like to see you again.”

Cathy told me that he would readily agree but I had my doubts right up until I heard him call out to his mother.

“Mom,” Med called, “is it ok if I going swimming over at Claire’s?”

“Sure,” his mom replied.

This may sound weird, but I actually felt a tingle inside knowing I was about to get another chance to practice. It pleased me immensely knowing how eager he was to move forward in our games.

It didn’t take long for Med to get to Cathy’s house that second day and we didn’t waste any time with awkward small talk. The moment we were alone in the cabana I set the tone for our meeting.

“I never actually got to see your penis last time,” I said with a giggle, “you came too quickly.”

It was amazing how much more comfortable I was the second time around and how at ease I felt in directing Med to take off his clothes and lay down on the floor. He wanted it every bit as much as I did, probably more, and that eager smile actually emboldened me, giving me a strength-of-confidence I didn’t know I had.

As excited as Med was to play, he actually got a bit shy when it came to removing his underwear. He dropped his shorts but quickly turned to the side, denying me the opportunity to check him out, to really study the goods. That was ok, I assured myself, he was naked in the pool house just like Cathy had predicted, and if all of her other prognostications were correct, I would get my chance to check him out, plus a whole lot more.

I started with feather light scratches up the backs of his legs, just like Cathy had done to me in our first meeting and his reaction was every bit as delightful as mine. Med wiggled and squirmed under my touch then hoisted himself up onto his knees, granting me unrestricted access to his growing arousal. I seized the opportunity, sliding my hand beneath his hips and gently stroking his shaft. He quivered and shook but didn’t cum, and I used the opportunity to tickle him a few more times before moving to the next stage of my plan.

"Turn over," I instructed.

Med quickly complied.

For the first time in my life, I got to check out a boy’s penis up close and it really was fascinating. There was actually more hair than I expected, and I didn’t like that, but what I did like was the way it jerked and bobbed every time my fingers touched it, like it had a mind of its own, responding to every bit of stimulus.

I rubbed Med’s thighs, closer and closer to the target, and when I finally made contact, I thought he might jump out of his skin. Fortunately, he managed to collect himself, and by the time my gentle touches turned into short strokes, Med was huffing and puffing, doing everything he could to keep his excitement at bay.

With each approach my strokes grew longer, exploring more of his skin, adding his tight little testicles to my area of study. It didn’t take long and I could sense his orgasm nearing, and when I pulled my hands away, removing all stimulus, he grunted helplessly and then slid his hand over to finish the job.

I didn’t mean to slap him but I didn’t know what else to do. He wasn’t allowed to play with himself, I thought he knew.

“Don’t you dare touch yourself,” I barked, and like the obedient little boy Cathy said he would be, Med removed his hand from his dick.

It was an awkward moment that had both of us unnerved but that changed the instant I returned to the massage, stroking his shaft with one hand, tickling his balls with the other. In no time, his breathing grew ragged and his hips began to rise, meeting my strokes, aiding my efforts. He thought he was going to cum but I had only just begun and if there was one thing that stuck with me in Cathy’s lesson, it was the importance of controlling his release.

The tease and denial continued but I have to admit, after one particularly long build-up, I actually felt sorry for Med, the way he writhed and moaned beneath my touch, the desperation overwhelming his mind. At one point his moans and groans turned into pleas for help and I decided it was time to incorporate Cathy’s other lessons.

“Does this feel good?” I asked. “Does this make you want to give in?”

His answer was short but the message was clear.

“Yes," he huffed and I could tell by the shortness of his breath that the excitement was too much for his brain. He needed relief.

That’s when I pressed the moment, to see if he really would surrender control.

“If I let you cum, will you promise not to run out of here?” I asked. “I want you to stay, so I can talk to you.”

Of course, he agreed, although at that time I didn’t know how quickly that opinion would change the moment his orgasm was no longer under my control.

Upon hearing Med’s agreement, I provided several rapid strokes to his shaft while gently tickling his balls. He responded instantly, bucking and humping against my hand, trying to draw every last ounce of pleasure from the experience.

This was the moment, time to send his orgasm flying, shooting from his dick like a bat out of hell. I increased the pace of my strokes, building up the pent-up lust, driving him toward the inevitable end.

I had him and the look of pure joy on his face let me know that he was savoring every moment. That’s when he lost all composure, screaming at the top of his lungs.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!" he wailed.

His body went tense, his eyes rolled to the back of his head.

With a final squeeze and a couple rapid strokes for good measure, Med let out one last grunt and spasmed in my hand. The ejaculate didn’t shoot far but there was a lot of it, and it kept coming, forming a pool of white goo on his stomach.

True to his word, Med didn’t bolt out the door the moment his orgasm was spent, and I did get to ask him a few questions about what he liked, however he did make an excuse shortly thereafter, letting me know the exact change of demeanor that takes place inside a boy’s head the moment his lust is no longer bubbling out of control.


SCENE 3

Med

There was a lot about my first get together with Claire that had me thoroughly embarrassed but the more I thought back to the experience the less my mind stayed on the embarrassing points and the more I fixated on the incredible pleasure. I had been in love with Claire for as long as I could remember and the fact that she was my first sexual experience was over the top exciting. And when she called again, to invite me back for round two, I couldn’t have been more excited.

In a flash I grabbed a bathing suit and towel and was out the door, racing on my bike to Claire’s neighbor’s house. I had no intention of going swimming but after our last encounter I figured a second set of clothing was a wise choice.

Once again Claire led me to the pool house and once again, I savored the soft feel of her hand in mine as she did. To say I was excited would be an understatement and Claire didn’t waste any time setting the tone for our second meeting.

“I never actually got to see your penis last time, you came too quickly,” she said. She added a little giggle that could have made me feel self-conscious but instead put me at ease.

It was amazing how much more comfortable I felt this second time around and when Claire directed me to remove my clothes I happily agreed.

She laid some cushions on the floor and welcomed me to lay down. It was funny but even though she had played with my dick the day before and made me cum I still felt nervous in openly revealing my nakedness in front of her. I shifted my body and assumed the position, my bare bottom exposed but my penis trapped between me and the cushion.

I fully expected to get excited when Claire touched my skin but I had no idea how incredible it would feel when she lightly scratched her fingernails up the backs of my thighs. In an instant a surge of adrenaline pulsed through my body, my hips jerked of their own accord and I found myself up off the cushions, balancing on all fours. That alone was an incredible involuntary response but then Claire followed that by wrapping her silky fingers around my swollen shaft, and any sense of self-discipline I thought I had, went right out the door.

“Oh, God!” I groaned.

My penis throbbed in her hand and I don’t think I had ever been more grateful to anyone in my entire life. I would have told her so but before I could make my voice work, she was directing me on what to do next.

"Turn over," she said.

Quickly I complied and the next thing I knew Claire was between my thighs, my dick in her hands and a broad smile on her beautiful face. If I didn’t know any better, I would have said she was enjoying things every bit as much as I was and considering it was the greatest moment of my life that was saying quite a bit.

For more than a moment she inspected my penis. She stared with wonder as her fingers danced between my thighs, squeezing my muscles, stroking my skin, and just when the anticipation she created was too much for me to bear, her fingers returned to my arousal, caressing the full length, causing the fireworks to begin.

The first touch was ever so light but there was no doubting that she was there, skating over my skin, causing tiny tingles to form and then expand. Those tantalizing touches quickly transformed and soon her fingers wrapped around the shaft, gliding up and down, targeting her ministrations on my most sensitive spots.

My body heaved, my breath grew short but my mind was hyper-aware, thrilled by the pulses of pleasure zooming through my core causing every nerve ending to tingle with excitement. I had never felt so good and I had Claire to thank for it.

I thought she would build me up and make me cum like she did the previous day only Claire was anything but predictable. This time, when my balls began to rumble and I felt that building energy rising to the surface, she pulled back, removing all contact, causing my body to buck in search of her touch. It was a powerful yearn emanating from deep within my sex and I reached with my hand to fulfill the need.

“Don’t you dare touch yourself,” Claire spat.

Her hand came down on mine, slapping me on the wrist. It didn’t hurt but it did shock me. I pulled my hand away, uncertain what she might do next. Much to my delight she rewarded my concession, taking my dick back in her hand and gently rubbing it up and down, bringing the excitement back to my loins.

Her strokes were amazing and the way my body felt in response made it easy to give in to her games, and the more I indulged, searching for that pinnacle physical experience, the more she teased, pulling back at the last possible moment, causing my body to buck, yearning for her touch. At one point my mind just quit on me, no longer willing to resist, no longer possessing the power to fight, and the moment that happened my body went on autopilot, shifting, wiggling, doing everything in its power to maximize the pleasure.

The way Claire pleased me there was nothing I wouldn’t do for her so when she asked if I was feeling good and if I wanted to give in, I had no problem saying yes.

“God, yes,” I groaned.

I arched my back, I jerked my body, I bucked my hips all in an effort to satisfy the lust that boiled just beneath my skin but Claire kept me at bay, unable to fulfill the need.

I would have given her anything and was about to tell her so when she gave me an alternative.

“If I let you cum, will you promise not to run out of here?” she asked.

It was a small price to pay and I quickly nodded my head, happy to give in.

The moment I agreed, Claire wrapped her hand around the base of my shaft, slid upwards with a swirl and a twist, and capped off the motion with a targeted rub of her thumb up the front of my cock. One rub was nice, two was amazing, three sent my mind into heaven and the ones that followed pushed my resistance over the edge into la la land.

My core shivered a moment before my balls burst. I tried to remain upright, to watch what was happening, but my body betrayed me, bucking and jerking, sending me helplessly horizontal as the semen shot up my shaft. The pulse that followed made every nerve ending sing in bliss.

“Ungh!” I grunted as my body let go.

I felt so relieved, finally able to release the desire that had been pent up for far too long.

Several pulses followed, not as intense as the first but still enough to cause my whole body to shiver and my penis to spasm. The remainder of my cum dribbled from the tip of my dick as I came down from the delightful high of Claire’s teasing rubs.

The moment my orgasm was spent and my mind returned to a normal state I wanted to leave. I felt awkward around Claire. It wasn’t like we had sex, we didn’t even kiss, if anything she saw me naked but I didn’t see anything of her.

Despite how I felt, in the midst of all the excitement I agreed to stay and I wasn’t going to break my promise.

Claire helped me get cleaned up and while she did, she asked me some questions.

“Did you like being teased?” she asked.

It was an odd question. No one likes being teased and yet I understood what she meant. I tried to explain as best I could.

“The way you touched me felt incredible,” I explained, “and as we found out yesterday, if you keep rubbing, I’ll lose it and then it’s over. So, while I can’t say that I like when you stop rubbing, I do like that it makes all those good rubs go on even longer.”

“I see,” Claire replied. “And what about control, do you mind having me in control?”

It was another question that seemed simple on the surface but harder to conceptualize. My feelings for Claire went way back and held a special place in my heart, but the way things transpired, it wasn’t at all what I had imagined or dreamt about. We weren’t a boy and a girl falling in love, she was a dominant woman taking control of me, her prey.

She asked me a few more questions, about particular rubs and sensitive spots but after everything that had happened my mind was spinning and I just wanted to get out of there.


SCENE 4

Claire

Med hung out and answered my questions which was good, I needed the feedback, but perhaps more influential on my disposition was the way he acted in my presence after things were done. He wasn’t controlled by his excitement anymore but he still remained submissive, leaving no doubt as to who held the dominant position in our relationship. It would be a while before I would truly be able to capitalize on that superior position but the first step would come with the words he spoke just before walking out the door.


SCENE 5

Med

Right after my orgasm I felt relaxed but then shortly after that I started to feel weird. I didn’t know how to act or what to say around Claire. Once her questions were done, I made an excuse to leave but as much as I wanted to get out of there, there was something I needed to do.

“Uh, Claire,” I said. “Can I ask you a question?”

“Shoot,” she replied.

“Um, um,” I stuttered. “My mom heard from your mom that you’re cleaning houses and she was wondering if you could do ours?”

It felt awkward asking, and I didn’t really want my mom and Claire hanging out, not with what we were doing in the pool house, but I also knew I couldn’t go home without asking. I couldn’t have been more nervous as I waited for Claire’s reply.

Claire took more than a moment to respond and when she did all sorts of light bulbs went off in my head.

“I’m really just too busy,” she explained. “I already have more houses than I can handle.”

“Really?” I replied, shocked at her reply. “In just a couple weeks? That’s fantastic.”

Her response was not what I expected.

“Fantastic?” she asked.

“If business is that good you need to hire,” I explained. “That’s what happened with me and the pool cleaning. At first, I was overwhelmed but once I started, I found some guys who wanted to make some extra cash and it was just a matter of hiring and staying organized with schedules.”

Claire seemed hesitant. “I don’t know,” she replied.

“I could help,” I offered. “I could even do a lot of it for you. I already keep a schedule of the pools that need to be cleaned, adding houses would be a snap.”


EPISODE 8

New Business


SCENE 1

Cathy

Watching Claire with Med in their latest session was totally hot. She didn’t dominate, that would come with time, but she did demonstrate a fabulous amount of skill with her hands; teasing his lust, stroking his excitement, making him cum. All that being said, she knew how to please a man’s desire and that was incredible to watch.

As good as Claire was, the best part wasn’t the helpless moans that came from Med’s mouth as she took control, it was the expression on her face, the pure joy that emanated from every pour as she caressed and fondled him to euphoric bliss. She enjoyed it. Savored it. There was a light behind her eyes as she performed the task, a glow to her aura. There is no substitute for passion and Claire was truly passionate about playing with that boy’s dick.

You can teach a girl to take off her clothes, you can train her to stroke a man’s cock but unless she finds joy in the act it’s nothing more than a game, a theatrical performance. With Claire there was something more, an intangible quality that transcended the ordinary, taking it to the level of extraordinary. It wasn’t something that could be faked and seeing her as she did it, that natural smile, the curious exuberance, I had no doubt she was going to succeed at whatever she set her mind to.

It wasn’t just me. Ray got worked up too, just from watching and before we knew it, we were both so hot and bothered we couldn’t contain ourselves. In an instant, we were all over each other, hands groping, fingers exploring, all trying to keep up with the heat coming through the two-way mirror. I enjoyed more than one climax in response to the view and I know my husband thought it was incredible too.


SCENE 2

Claire

I couldn’t stop the beam of pride that shot through me as I went to find Cathy after my meeting with Med. I was the prize pupil, ready to show off my excellent work to my teacher.

Cathy’s response was nice, but not up to the level I expected.

“You strung him along nicely,” Cathy stated the moment I walked through the door, “that was a real good first step but you need to focus on more than just his penis.”

This may sound crazy but those words were devastating to hear.

“I had him begging and groaning,” I replied, unable to withhold the defensive nature of my response. “I think I could have made him do anything I wanted.”

Cathy shook her head side to side and let out a small laugh.

“No doubt,” she giggled, “but quite frankly you could have made him beg just by batting your eyes. If you want to dominate a man and not just a desperate little boy like Med, then you have more to learn.”

It was disappointing to hear but I understood what she meant. Med was gah gah for me, and while I was proud of my accomplishments with his penis, his orgasm wasn’t my ultimate target.

Much to my delight, Cathy had another lesson planned and this one was designed to delve deeper into taking control, both mentally and physically.

Once again, her husband Ray was more than happy to be the willing subject for the tutorial.

Cathy directed her husband to lay down on the cushions on the floor, this time on his stomach. Without a moment’s pause she began her work, gently stimulating the sensitive nerve endings in and around his sexy little butt.

The teasing that she performed this time was much different than on his cock. This time, she used the gentlest tickling touch, gliding ever so lightly over his skin.

Ray’s response was near instantaneous however it wasn’t just his moans and groans that caught my attention. Cathy was able to derive a physical response from her touch, a slight tingle here, hairs standing on end, his hips rising up to meet her fingers and hands.

I knew from my own experience being on the receiving end of that heavenly touch how nice it could be but I had no idea how it all connected to his sex drive, that is until Cathy began to focus her attention on Ray’s tiny puckered hole.

He released a long guttural groan when she first circled his rosebud with her fingertip. Honestly, I had never really thought about touching Med there but the way Ray responded changed that perspective, letting me know how much pleasure lay hidden in that private zone.

Cathy pressed and massaged, fondling all around his rosebud and the more she caressed the more his muscles relaxed until the hole opened up and we could actually see inside. The moment it opened she pressed inward with the tip of her finger, penetrating his open anus, rubbing, caressing, finding spots inside his cavity that caused him to let out a heaving sigh and an outward groan.

Ray wriggled back and forth but he did not try to get away. Instead, he stayed there, absorbing the bliss until his moans and groans turned into whining helpless pleas.

Cathy continued her efforts on her husband while providing me with some additional instruction, lessons that were every bit as important as her technique.

“It’s important that you establish a mental connection,” Cathy said. “Remember how I gazed into Ray’s eyes at the moment of climax? You have to seize every opportunity for power exchange.”

Instantly I realized my missed opportunity with Med. I made him cum but completely forgot about the eye contact, about the assumption of mental control.

Cathy continued, “The mental play is every bit as important as the physical. And not just the eye contact, you want to use words that establish the relationship. He’s not your equal and the quicker he learns that the better.”

She then leaned down toward Ray’s ear and cooed softly. “Who’s a good little boy?” she asked.

“I am,” Ray quickly replied.

“And how do you address me?” she added.

“I’m your good little boy, Mistress,” Ray answered.

It was interesting to hear him say those words aloud and while I must admit, I was a bit skeptical that a couple of words could make an impact, I wasn’t about to dispute Cathy’s instruction, especially with as accurate as she had been in all of her previous lessons.

Cathy worked all of the nerve endings in and around Ray’s ass and he wiggled and groaned throughout, but the biggest shock came when she stopped her efforts and had him get up off of the cushions. There, in the place where his penis had been, was a small pool of semen.

Ray had cum from the anal stimulus.

“Did you make him cum?” I asked, unsure of how that worked or why it wasn’t necessary to string out that orgasm like when playing with his dick.

“It wasn’t an orgasm,” Cathy corrected. “We call that milking, it brings his cum to the surface without the release of ejaculation.”

I didn’t understand but Ray was there to add his opinion.

“It’s all very stimulating but it’s not satisfying like an orgasm,” Ray explained, “if anything, it’s kind of frustrating.”

It was all so fascinating, and a lot to take in, but one thing was abundantly clear, I still had a lot to learn, and I was looking forward to the next opportunity to explore this newfound knowledge on Med, my willing and submissive partner in these games of seduction.


SCENE 3

Claire

As I left Cathy’s house that day, she walked me to the door to ask a favor.

“I was wondering if I could ask you something?” she said.

“Anything,” I replied and the thought of that truly honest response actually made me giggle.

Our relationship had grown so fast in a very short amount of time and just like the men who fell to her knees, begging to do her will, I wanted to please Cathy, a thank you for all she had done for me.

That commitment was immediately put to the test the moment Cathy explained what she wanted.

“At the last key party, I picked up another bag of pot,” she said. “I need you to call Steven and Jeff, to see if they’re ready for more.”

It was a lot to ask. All of the other things Cathy had me do were tawdry but at least they were legal. This wasn’t just asking me to reach out to some boys from high school, she wanted me to push her product, something I wasn’t really comfortable doing.

I never did get a chance to say no, the instant the thought crossed my mind she gave me a hug and a kiss that momentarily distracted me and before I knew it the door was closed and I was halfway down the driveway. It was classic Cathy and it made me realize how good she was at manipulating me and every situation.

Despite my reservations, when I got home, I took the phone into my room to make the call. Much to my delight, it didn’t take any pushing at all. The moment Steven heard my voice he began to beg, making it all so easy.

“Please tell me you have more,” Steven squealed into the phone. “We’re down to the end and our phones are ringing off the hook.”

His response made me laugh.

“Come over to Cathy’s tomorrow morning,” I instructed, “but not too early, she likes to sleep in.”

“Is ten ok?” Steven asked.

“That’s cool,” I replied.

“Thank you so much. I love you,” he gushed.

I knew it was just a reference to the pot but I have to admit I really enjoyed hearing him say those words.


SCENE 4

Claire

No sooner were Steven and Jeff out the door the following morning with their big bag of pot and Cathy was on top of me, pushing me to make plans for the day.

“Don’t waste the opportunity,” she said. “Get Med over here so you can practice.”

I knew she wanted to watch but if I’m being honest that actually excited me too. Doing it in front of her watchful eyes gave me my own tingle of excitement. I didn’t hesitate, picking up the phone and inviting my little pool boy over for another round of tickle and tease.

My next lesson with Med wasn’t going to include a hand job and that created a level of uncertainty in my head. In the beginning, I was hesitant to stroke him. Back then, I wasn’t sure if I could take control of his desire, but now that that concern was in the past, there was a new challenge before me.

The moment Med and I were alone in the pool house I set the tone for our afternoon.

“Take off all of your clothes,” I instructed, “today I have a very special surprise for you.”

Med shed his clothes like the submissive little boy I was training him to be. It was intoxicating, the way he quickly complied with every demand, and I felt a tingle in my core as he succumbed deeper and deeper to my control.

We were alone, or so Med thought, and he acted as such, naked as the day he was born, not an ounce of inhibition even as my power over him grew and my mentor watched through the two-way mirror. I wondered how he would act if he knew we had an audience? Would he be as submissive if he knew there was someone there, witnessing his descent?

Those questions would have to wait, I had a job to do, a lesson to practice. My skills were not going to improve until I put in the time and effort into getting it right.

With Med naked and me clothed I explained exactly what I had planned for our afternoon.

“Look at you,” I marveled, “your clothes gone, your body all horny, desperate for attention. Today I’m going to give you attention but in a different way, and I want you tell me exactly how you feel, every step of the process.”

Med agreed, of course he agreed, although he had no idea what he was agreeing to and that made all the difference.

I added to my instructions. “This time I want you to lay on your stomach, with your hips up in the air, so I can inspect you.”

The new position was awkward but Med assumed the pose, his face down on the cushion, his naked posterior raised into the air. From this angle I had ideal access to his little puckered hole and for the first time in my life I was truly able to study another person’s anus.

That probably sounds weird but the truth was it was fascinating, not only looking intently at that sensitive spot, but also seeing how it responded to my touch as my studies advanced from a visual experience to one of tactile involvement.

I slid the tips of my fingers gently up the backs of Med’s thighs and saw the resultant quiver in his body. It started at his rump and shot straight up his spine and when it reached his brain he responded with an exhaustive sigh. I actually felt my own tingle inside, knowing that I had done that to him. That encouraged me to do it several more times, stroking and teasing his lust until his sensitivity waned and he began to adapt to the stimulus.

It was then, as Med began to get used to the stimulation overload, that I changed my target, using the tip of my finger to circle and then caress his little puckered hole.

Med’s initial response to that advance was not at all what I expected. He clenched his butt cheeks, wrapping his muscles tight around my finger.

“Calm down little boy,” I cooed, “just relax.”

I continued that little wiggle, using the tip of my finger to stimulate his sphincter and slowly he opened up, until I was able to fully rub and caress his most sensitive spot.

“Ah,” Med gasped the moment his muscles relented and I had unfettered access to his hole.

He liked the anal stimulation, it was obvious, and as my caresses became more pronounced, narrowing nearer and nearer to his precious center, his moans and groans became more pronounced.

Med flinched when the tip of my finger pressed inside his hole and he squirmed momentarily as I explored his inner cavity, but the moment I landed on his sacred spot and began to gently rub his desire, his entire body went limp and all resistance quickly vanished. From that point forward I plied his sensitive spot with gentle yet relentless stimulus, stroking, fondling, beyond the point of outward groans, to the point of helpless euphoria.

Cathy’s instructions on how to stimulate a man’s prostate were really rather basic; find the spot and gently rub, careful not to poke or press too hard, conscious to only use the soft spot of my fingertip. There was a part of me that doubted it could be that simple and yet the moment I had Med writhing beneath my touch it became obvious that my ministrations were more than enough to pacify his internal beast.

I wasn’t sure exactly how long I was supposed to keep up the stimulus so when Med’s wiggles and groans settled, to the level of subtle grunts, I figured his thrill ride was coming to an end.

No sooner did my finger slip out from between his tight little cheeks and Med let out a long guttural groan, the kind that started deep down inside and forged its way to the top, releasing years of pent-up energy with it.

I allowed his breathing to settle and his body to come to rest before questioning him about the experience.

“So, what did you think of today’s fun?” I asked.

Med turned over to look at me and when he did a sticky string of cum trailed from a wet stain on the cushion to the tip of his still erect cock. It wasn’t like an orgasm, there wasn’t a big wad of cum, but there was no doubt he had achieved a very high level of excitement.

I pressed with my line of questions. “Did you like it?”

His response was not what I expected, but I will never forget the helplessness of his reply.

“Please!?!” he moaned, “I’ll do anything.”

Cathy had said that the milking process would deplete Med’s desire, leaving him sated, no longer horny, but that was not the case, if anything his lust was more pronounced than ever. The crazed look in his eyes along with the firmness of his erection let me know that Med wanted more, and the moment I touched his bare thigh on my way towards his arousal, his desperate need became abundantly clear.

“Oh, God, please,” he moaned.

In an instant, the entire situation crystallized in my head. Med was desperate, beyond helpless, and he needed me. That alone granted me immense power but more than that it excited my libido, more than any other event in my life.

I didn’t just want to grant Med relief, I wanted to seize control, pleasing him on the way to satisfying my own needs. The moment my fingers wrapped around his shaft Med’s disposition changed. I’d say he was excited but more than that he was grateful, relieved. The answer to his prayers was just moments away

It didn’t take but a half dozen strokes to send him over the edge, his penis pulsing, cum spouting from the tip, but it was the gratitude in his eyes and all over his face that gave me the warmest feeling throughout.

The scene did not play out the way I expected but I had no doubt it was influential all the same and that feeling was confirmed when Med provided his three-word response.

“I love you,” he confessed.

I had no doubt he meant every word.


SCENE 5

Med

There’s no doubt that when Claire called, I was super excited to see her, to be alone with her, but I had another reason to be excited and I hoped she would be pleased with what I had to say.

We had just finished cleaning up from an amazing afternoon of sexual fun when I gathered her attention to share my news.

“I’ve been setting things up for your business and I wanted to give you an update,” I said.

Claire was confused. “My business?” she asked.

“Your house cleaning business,” I explained. “I talked with a bunch of people that I clean pools for and I picked up seven new customers.”

Claire’s response was not what I expected.

“Seven new houses to clean! I don’t want all that,” she exclaimed.

“It’s ok,” I replied, “I’ve got it all taken care of. I hired a couple girls from our high school, you remember Anita Gonzalez and Sophie Tyler. Ever since graduation they’ve been searching for work. With the seven new customers and my mom, I put together a schedule for them to each clean four houses.”

Claire was impressed. “You did?” she asked.

Her response made me feel good.

“Yup,” I replied, “and I’m paying the girls thirty-five dollars per house but we’re collecting fifty, so you’ll be making fifteen dollars per.”

The smile on her face was worth all of my effort and more.

“I’ll get fifteen dollars for every house I don’t have to clean?” Claire asked in disbelief.

“You got it,” I replied, “and there’s more.”

I pulled out a folded piece of paper from my pocket.

“I made these flyers,” I said, “to hand out to everyone in the neighborhood. It’s how I got a lot more pools to clean and I’m sure it’ll work for you too.”

That’s when Claire did the one thing to make me so glad I had taken the initiative.

She kissed me on the cheek.

That probably sounds dorky to you but to me it was a different kind of connection, not just about sex but about something more, and I had been waiting for that moment for a long long time.


SCENE 6

Claire

When Med showed me the flyer for Claire’s Cleaners, with the little drawing of a vacuum and his phone number to call for service, I was blown away. It was way more than I ever expected. And then, when he told me about everything that he had done to help keep the secret about my house cleaning job, I was so excited I wanted to reward him in the best possible way.

“That is so incredible,” I said. “I wish there was some way I could repay you.”

The blush on Med’s cheeks said way more than words ever could, letting me know exactly how he felt. He was repaying me for all of our one-on-one time in the pool house and that made me feel powerful unlike any of the other activities between us.

I gave him a kiss on the cheek before he left and if I’m being honest, I think he liked my kiss every bit as much as he liked all of my hand jobs.


EPISODE 9

It’s A Date


SCENE 1

Claire

For the next several weeks I saw Med nearly every day and together we explored the limits of physical intimacy. He wasn’t just my willing subject, he actually aided my progress, sharing all the things he did and did not like, providing a detailed map to his control center.

Cathy was there too, watching in silence behind the privacy of the two-way glass, waiting to share her instruction on my path to enlightenment. While Med showed me the explicit detail of how to control a guy’s physical arousal, Cathy taught me the intricacies of the human mind and just how to establish a long and lasting influence.

It was all so fascinating and I soaked it all in, absorbing and savoring the knowledge I knew would stay with me for a lifetime.

I had just finished an extended session with Med, one in which I strung out his desire while weaving my presence deeply into his subconscious, when the most stimulating thought crossed my mind. My confidence had grown as had my skills; it was time to set my sights on a new target.


SCENE 2

Claire

It was a lazy Saturday in August and Cathy and I were sitting at her kitchen counter, sipping at our coffees, debating just how we wanted to spend our day.

“We could hit the mall,” Cathy offered, “find you some new outfits before you head off to school.”

I didn’t really want to think about leaving. The summer with Cathy had been the best of my life and the last thing I wanted was to think about it being over.

“Nah, I’d rather just hang out here,” I replied, “just the two of us.”

Cathy responded with her patented picture-perfect smile and said, “Ok, want to drink our coffees by the pool?”

It was a nice suggestion but there was something else on my mind, something that had been there for quite some time.

“Rather than the pool,” I said, “what would you think about going into the pool house?”

It was a subtle way of bringing up what I really wanted and Cathy quickly understood.

“I’m not sure that’s a good idea,” she replied.

“Why?” I shot back. I didn’t mean for it to come out the way it did, but ever since we first met, and Cathy showed me the bliss of her touch, I had wanted to get back to that place and yet she always kept me at arm’s length.

“You and I are friends,” Cathy replied, “best friends, and once you told me you wanted to be in charge that changed things. Have you not enjoyed our lessons?”

“It’s not that,” I explained, “I’ve learned a lot, especially about myself, but still, does that mean we can’t share special time together?”

“It doesn’t really work like that,” Cathy explained “Only one person can be in charge, and I can’t give that up.”

I understood what she was saying but the draw of her touch, the desire to get back to that magical place, was enough to get my mind cranking. “What if I could?” I offered. “What if I could play the submissive role, just with you?”

Cathy’s eyes lit up. “There aren’t many people who can switch,” she replied. “Most people either lead or follow. Are you sure you can handle that?”

The truth was, I wasn’t sure. There was no doubt I preferred to be in control, my time with Med absolutely confirmed that, and yet I couldn’t deny the immense draw of Cathy’s appeal. She was so wonderful and the memory of her touch still brought a tingle to my brain as well as other parts of my body.

“Maybe we could try,” I offered.

The glow on Cathy’s face when she responded let me know that she was game, although there was still another hurdle to clear.

“Of course, I still have Ray to contend with,” she replied.

That was a conundrum. I didn’t have a partner to offer in exchange, at least not one that would satisfy Ray’s needs, and without that Cathy wasn’t free to play.

That’s when we came up with an idea, one that, if executed properly, would give each of us exactly what we wanted.


SCENE 3

Cathy

Claire wanted to fool around again and I have to admit, the mere thought got my juices flowing. She was a delectable treat; one I would gladly savor again and again and again. If only I could get Ray to agree without expecting his own opportunity in return.

That may have seemed like an insurmountable obstacle but for the properly motivated it was nothing more than a bump in the road, a minor detour before getting to where I truly wanted to go.


SCENE 4

Claire

The next day Cathy and I set our plan into motion. It started with an invitation to Med, to join me at Cathy’s house for an afternoon of fun and excitement, but what followed would be nothing like our previous encounters.


SCENE 5

Med

Every time the phone rang at my house, I got a tingle in my loins. It wasn’t always Claire, but when it was, I knew I was headed toward an insane amount of pleasure. That’s how the entire summer was, a summer I will remember for the rest of my life.

It only took fifteen minutes from the time I got off the phone with Claire and when I was by her side but they were the longest fifteen minutes of my life. Anticipation has a way of doing that, altering a person’s perception of time, making every minute seem like an eternity. There was nothing I anticipated with greater expectation than time with Claire and knowing I was on the cusp of another meeting had my mind soaring and my excitement on the rise.

I left my bike in the driveway and rang the bell, expecting that we would dash straight to the pool house the moment I arrived. Claire greeted me like always only instead of whisking me away, she drew me further into the house, to areas I had never been before. Much to my delight this was a different kind of day, and while I probably should have been scared, I was too wrapped up in my excitement to give it a second thought.

“We’re going to hang out with Cathy and Ray today,” Claire offered. “I hope you don’t mind.” And with those words she took my hand in hers and led me into their living room.

It was a completely unexpected turn of events and my mind went wild trying to decipher just what it meant. This may sound crazy, but the horny part of me, the excited penis that desperately wanted to get off part of me, lost out to the romantic nerd, the one who saw this as an evolution of our relationship. Claire was inviting me to participate in a different kind of meeting, this one resembling that of a boyfriend, a role I had wanted to play for quite some time.

Cathy and Ray were already there when we walked in.

“Hey, Med,” they greeted me.

They were cuddled next to one another on one of the love seats and there was a collection of snacks laid out on the table in front of them; chocolate candies, two big bowls of popcorn and a cooler of beer and soda.

“We’re going to watch a movie together,” Claire explained. “Have you seen Top Gun?”

All at once my heart leapt. It really was a boyfriend moment, brought together with another couple, a double date it you will. Excitedly I took a seat on the couch opposite Cathy and Ray, and much to my delight, Claire sat down right next to me, close enough to cuddle and touch.

Ray used the remote to start the VCR while Cathy sparked up a joint. I had never smoked before, and politely declined when it was first passed to me but things quickly changed when Claire took a hit and then turned to give me a kiss.

All my life I had longed for the day of my first kiss with Claire James and the moment our lips connected I got lost in the moment. It was so soft and magical, and when her tongue darted inside my mouth, and danced against my own, my head went light and my imagination ran wild. I loved her and would have readily espoused that emotion but my lungs began to gag and cough before I could.

During our kiss Claire had exhaled the pot smoke directly into my mouth, and I was too caught up in the moment to do anything about it.

I didn’t like the cough, I mean really didn’t like it, but when the joint made its way back to Claire, I was more than happy to partake in another kiss. This time I wasn’t shocked by what happened and actively kissed back, using my tongue to dance with hers, savoring the feel of our closeness. I coughed again only this time I didn’t care, excited for another opportunity to make out with the gorgeous Claire.

By the end of our third kiss the joint was rather small and my head began to feel light. I had never felt the effects of pot before and I have to admit, it was strange, a combination of calming relaxation and heightened energy. The movie was underway but I had trouble following the plot, my mind traveling from one interesting thought to another.

This was a monumental step with Claire, transforming our relationship into something more. I didn’t know if this made us boyfriend and girlfriend but it was definitely all new territory. That thought was just beginning to take root in my head when my mind swirled and my concentration changed. All thoughts began to wander.

The lights throughout the room began to pulse with a strange energy and I swear, for the briefest of moments, the pictures on the wall came to life, moving before my eyes. I was pretty certain it was the effects of the pot but my mind struggled to keep things still, that is until I shifted my gaze upon the other couple in the room.

Cathy and Ray weren’t like any adults I knew and when I chanced a look in their direction, that feeling truly crystallized in my head. It may have been the pot effecting my mind, but I swear Cathy’s hand was down his shorts, and just as that realization settled in, Claire did the same thing to me.

Now, you might think that with our hosts fooling around just a few feet away that I would be ok with getting a hand job, but doing that in front of other people just about blew my mind. The moment Claire’s hand was inside my drawers I grabbed at her wrist.

“Not here, not in front of them,” I whispered.

The way Claire responded eliminated any doubt about who held the power in our relationship.

“Be a good little boy and let me play,” she said.

Claire looked deep into my eyes as she said those words and I swear any strength I thought I had completely vanished. Before I knew it, I let go of her wrist and her strokes on my penis began.


SCENE 6

Claire

Cathy and I had agreed that we wouldn’t start to play until the joint was done. She got a head start on me but I had no intention of falling behind and when Med succumbed to my advances, I knew we were in for a wild ride.


SCENE 7

Med

I had never seen Top Gun before and I can honestly say that I didn’t see it that day either, although the mere mention of that movie would remain a trigger of excitement for my horny brain for many years to come.

Claire’s fingers started slowly, tickling my balls, rubbing my shaft, but once my penis was fully erect her efforts became more pronounced, stroking my full length, paying special attention to the sensitive front. In the beginning, her touch excited me, taking me to a heightened level of joy but over time the feelings became overwhelming until I couldn’t control my bodily response. My hips jerked, my legs shifted, my lungs gasped for air. The steady stream of stimulus coming from Claire’s fingers was too much to take. Quickly, the reservations I had about another couple being in the room disappeared as my eyes lost focus and my connection with consciousness came into question.

How could anything feel so good? I didn’t know the answer but I willfully indulged every pleasure pulse emanating from my loins, submitting to Claire and her control. I probably could have been embarrassed or perhaps even ashamed, but when I chanced a look at our hosts, and saw Cathy performing the same masterful ministrations upon her husband, I accepted my fate and ceded any resistance.

If it’s possible for the bliss of heaven to get even better it did the moment I let go of my inhibitions and submitted to Claire. Giving in to her physical touch was amazing but handing over all mental control took my mind to a new level of joy, one I never knew existed. It was good to be submissive to Claire, not just the carnal reward I received at her hand but also the distinct power I felt in servitude to her. I longed to belong to her and discovering that fact caused a wave of happiness to wash over my entire being.

It was then, the moment my mind gave in and my body succumbed, that Claire and Cathy showed Ray and I just what they had planned for our afternoon.


SCENE 8

Claire

It wasn’t a race but I did feel my competitive spirit rise as I saw Ray succumb to Cathy’s advances. We were meant to dominate them simultaneously and it was obvious that Cathy was ahead of me in achieving our goal.

Ray moaned and groaned beneath her touch and before I knew it, he was pleading for help.

“Please,” he wailed, “please I’ll do anything.”

Med may have been close to the point of capitulation but the moment Ray began to whine out loud it was impossible to think of anything else. Together we turned to watch, my hands still stroking Med’s member but our eyes fixated on the exchange of power taking place between Cathy and her husband.

Ray was helpless, his body shaking, his hips bucking, and all the while Cathy remained in complete control, driving every pleasure pulse surging through his beautiful body.

I couldn’t help getting excited watching the carnal display. Cathy was absolutely masterful in the way she controlled his desire and when she transitioned the moment from the physical to the mental, I swear my kitty began to tingle, savoring the view of pure dominance at work.

There were many times I took Med to the edge but I never realized just how helpless he must have been, at least not until I saw it in Ray, his absolute submission laid out for all to see.

While Ray grunted and groaned, Cathy stared hard into his eyes and let him know just what it would take to finally receive satisfaction.

“Beg to be my good little boy,” she said, her hands stroking his cock, her eyes staring deeply into his soul.

“Please can I be your good little boy,” he whined in response.

The smile on Cathy’s face was incredibly beautiful but she was only at the beginning.

“Tell me you’ll do anything I want,” she pressed. “Show me how much you want to please me.”

“Please,” he groaned again. “I’ll do whatever you want.”

Cathy was there, at the point of omnipotent control, and she knew exactly how to capitalize on the situation.

“Ask me to fool around with someone,” she said. “Beg me to play with Claire and I’ll give you relief.”

For the briefest of moments, I thought Ray was going to resist but three quick strokes and Cathy had him gasping for air, ready to give anything and everything in exchange for relief. Cathy fully indulged his lust filled wants and watching the scene unfold before my eyes was a true lesson in power and control.

The moment Ray gave in was the pinnacle of excitement but not just for me. The instant he said yes, Cathy pushed him over the edge, causing his penis to spurt wildly. I might have thought that was the most erotic moment ever but just as that thought crossed my mind, Med lost it as well, helplessly releasing his own discharge.

Both boys grunted and groaned in uncontrollable bliss, humping and jerking, completely overwhelmed by their body’s carnal desires. It was a beautiful sight and just as they both came down from their incredible highs, I caught Cathy’s eye and we exchanged a knowing glance.

Ray had just agreed to let Cathy and I play, and we both knew just what was in store now that that hurdle had been cleared.


EPISODE 10

Not So Familiar Territory


SCENE 1

Claire

I awoke in the morning to the most amazing feeling. It was like I was a kid on Christmas morn, my entire body pulsing in anticipation. Things with Cathy were about to get real and I couldn’t have been more excited.

I took my time picking out an outfit but if things went as planned, I wouldn’t be wearing it very long. I wanted Cathy to ravage my body and now that we had Ray’s permission there wasn’t anything stopping us from taking that heavenly ride. The khaki shorts I selected were rather conservative but I made up for it by selecting a t-shirt I hadn’t worn in years. It was from my very first concert, Pink Floyd’s Dark Side of the Moon, and I have to admit, the way the cotton hugged my breasts and highlighted my shape, I just knew Cathy was going to love it.

A quick dash down the stairs and I was ready to head next door to my destiny but as luck would have it, my mother caught me before I could get out the door.

“Hold on there, young lady,” she called.

Shit!

The last thing I needed was my mom giving me the third degree, or some chores that would stop me from leaving. Begrudgingly I took myself back to the living room, to see what she wanted.

“Do you have something to tell me?” my mother asked.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I stammered.

“We don’t keep secrets in this household,” she added. “It’s time to fess up.”

My mind went wild with possibilities. Was it possible she knew about Cathy? Or about the key parties? Or my time with Med? Or dealing pot? Those thoughts and many more streamed through my head as I contemplated just how to respond.

I might have stood there dumbfounded all morning but my mother wasn’t so patient.

“When were you going to tell me you added more customers?” she asked. “I had to hear about it through the grapevine. All the neighbors have been talking about it, my little girl, the entrepreneur.”

It took a moment for things to register in my head but then I realized she was talking about house cleaning and all the things Med had done to promote the business.

“It’s no big deal,” I replied.

“No big deal?” my mother responded. “From what I hear you’ve added several new clients. I’m so proud of you… but I hope you’re not overextending yourself?”

I actually felt a little guilty accepting praise for something I didn’t do but it was a whole lot better than if she knew what I was really up to. I made a mental note to reward Med for his participation.

“I’ve got it covered,” I said.

Satisfied that my mother wasn’t going to put me to work, I turned towards the door. I almost made it to freedom but not before she got in her last words.

“So, how exactly do I get you to clean up around here?” she called.


SCENE 2

Claire

The interaction with my mother took me off my game, but my excitement quickly returned the moment I approached Cathy’s door and the realization was finally upon me. I was about to relive that magical first night with Cathy and my mind was awash with the countless possibilities. Would we kiss? Would she give me another massage? Would I get to touch her? The questions could have gone on forever but the instant I got to her door she was right there to whoosh me through the house, across the patio and into the privacy of her pool side cabana.

I can’t tell you how excited I was while also being nervous as hell. The moment had been building in my head, raising expectations and creating a sense of awe and wonder that could not be denied. The first time with Cathy was amazing but back then I was new, inexperienced, now I knew what to expect and that only served to heighten the expectation. My mind, along with several other parts of my anatomy, were abuzz with an uncontrollable tingle.

There were many things that I had anticipated, perhaps she might kiss me, or caress my skin, or lay out the cushions and offer me another massage, but she did none of those things. Instead, Cathy bent me over the back of the couch and began to explore my sensitivities.

I tried to rise up, to meet her half way but Cathy wouldn’t have it, pressing one hand on my back and another on my behind, keeping me down, bent over with my hind quarters raised. The position was awkward and I tried to protest but the moment I did, she slid her hands along my skin, under my shirt, over my hips, and into my panties which she pushed down to my knees in one quick motion. I should have expected it and yet that simple act set my mind ablaze and sent tingles coursing through my core. It completely took me off guard, causing a rapid change within. The moment the cool breeze from the pool house air conditioning came in contact with the moistness down below, my kitty began to shiver and an excited chill ran up my spine.

It was an unexpected moment, the kind that stimulates the mind as well as the body and it made me realize just how skilled Cathy was at these games of seduction.

Before I knew it her hands were everywhere, caressing my skin, fondling my muscles and when she slid her fingers between my thighs, my body responded, shifting of its own accord, involuntarily spreading, granting her even greater access.

“Looks like someone is excited,” Cathy purred and when I turned to look at her, she smiled back, a beautiful smile that said so much more than words ever could.

I may have agreed to play the submissive role but this was no act, she truly was taking control.

In our first encounter Cathy was slow, subtle, deliberate, but those days were past and with me spread out before her she didn’t waste any time sliding her fingers to and inside my love nest, exploring every inch of my folds with her tantalizing touch.

I expected some teasing, or some build up, but Cathy was beyond that, slipping her fingers inside of me and then curling to my sensitive zone, forcing a response I could not control. The moment she stimulated my insides my arousal zoomed and my body convulsed, erupting in a fit of spastic orgasms that caused my entire body to quake.

“Oh, God! Oh, God! Oh, God!” I screamed.

The entire summer I thought I had advanced in my knowledge of sexual desire but in that singular moment Cathy let me know just how much I still had to learn. She was an expert and had no problem demonstrating her superiority. Her masterful ministrations had my body blooming, my flower opening ever wider to her command.

It was then, as the physical bliss began to take over, that the true dynamics of power exchange took root in my head. As good as all of it felt I didn’t want to relinquish control, the mental aspect playing just as powerful a role in my feelings as the physical.

I tried to mount a defense, to turn the tables on the situation and regain some semblance of control, but Cathy matched every move with expert precision.

The shift of my torso was met with a hand on my shoulder, keeping me pinned to the back of the couch. The twist of my hips was greeted by a nudge with her foot against the inside of my leg, spreading my stance even wider than it already was, and when I turned my head to take in all that was happening, she responded by pressing a large tool against and into my essence, turning it on so I could feel the soothing stimulus of its rapid vibration.

“Ah!” I gasped.

Cathy’s fingers were amazing, her tongue was out of this world, but when that large vibrating dildo pressed inside of me, sending its waves of pulsing pleasure through my core, rational thought gave way to carnal desire and I had no choice but to submit to the moment and to her.

Never in my life had I ever felt so good. Orgasm after orgasm washed over me, making every nerve ending tingle with delight and causing my head to grow light with the relentless flood of pleasure chemicals inundating my brain. I was so lost in euphoria I didn’t even notice her turn me over and lower me to the floor, that is until the smooth nakedness of her skin slid next to mine and her face was above me, her eyes staring deeply into mine.

The vibrator was still working its magic on my insides, stimulating me in ways I didn’t know were possible, when she spoke her next words, words that would forever define our relationship and my place in her world.

“I want to give you my necklace,” Cathy purred, “please say yes.”

I didn’t hesitate in my reply, completely giving in to her and those amazing feelings. What happened next seemed minor in my eyes at the time but would completely rewrite my understanding of what it means to hand over control.


SCENE 3

Cathy

Claire’s teeth rattled and her entire body quivered as I pressed the vibrator firmly against her button. She was in heaven with no desire to ever return to the mortal world. Her mouth drooled uncontrollably and strange garbled language spilled forth from her lips as I made the one and only request of my submissive pet.

“I want to give you my necklace,” I offered, “please say yes.”

She nodded her agreement but by that point I already had the collar around her neck, and with a click it was locked in place. She was still too lost in ecstasy to realize the significance of the moment but I got a full body tingle with the realization that I had conquered Claire’s desire, taking control of my best friend’s sex.


SCENE 4

Claire

The feeling of having your lust pushed to the extreme is amazing but Cathy didn’t stop with her fingers or the vibrator. Now that my body was primed, she was ready to take our interaction to all new heights.

With deft quickness she spun her body, burrowing her face between my legs, bringing her mouth in contact with my swollen kitty lips. The first touch from her supple tongue sent a jolt of energy through my core and the gentle tickles that followed caused my insides to swell in excitement. At the same time, her thighs came to rest on either side of my face and for the first time in my life I got an up-close look at the beauty of the female form.

A woman’s flower is a beautiful sight, the protruding lips, the soft pink flesh inside but while I was busy looking, Cathy was busy acting and any chance I had to focus and study was gone the moment her mouth came down on my sensitive nub.


SCENE 5

Cathy

Once I had the collar in place, securing my position of dominance, I would have been content to sixty-nine with Claire, each of us servicing the other’s desire for an afternoon of physical bliss, but she had no idea what to do and that made me feel sorry for her while also opening up a wonderful opportunity for me.


SCENE 6

Claire

I had never performed oral sex before and the sight of Cathy’s pussy, so close to my face, was a little bit scary. How was it even possible that a woman’s vagina was foreign to me and yet it was, as if I had never seen one up close before.

“I’ve never done this before,” I admitted, “I’m not sure what to do.”

That revelation seemed to excite Cathy and before I knew it, she separated our bodies and stood up, taking a seat on the arm of the couch. She shifted close to the edge, spreading her legs, and with a seductive coo she invited me to move closer, to explore her folds.

This is going to sound odd but I responded to her words, not out of submission but out of curiosity and once I was on my knees before her, I had the perfect angle to view and inspect her essence.

No sooner did I get close and Cathy aided my efforts, sliding her supple fingers between her milky white thighs, pinching her skin lightly between finger and thumb and gently pulling the folds apart, revealing her shiny pink insides.

I shifted on my knees, inching closer, gathering in the view. Her flower was so delicate, sensitive skin exposed to the light, and while the pinkness looked soft it also had a power to it, one that is hard to explain but very real to experience. I wanted to touch it with my fingers but for some reason felt compelled to use my mouth and for the first time in my life my lips and tongue came in contact with another woman’s kitty.

I might have been afraid that I was doing it wrong but the moment my tongue licked her sensitive lips Cathy let out a long sigh followed by an outward moan. That simple response encouraged me to go on and I followed by lapping repeatedly at her labia, trying to replicate the glory of what she had done to me.

A little is good but a lot is better so I felt compelled to do more, sliding my hands over her milky thighs and replacing her fingers with mine, holding her lips open so I could continue to lick and kiss her precious flower. The taste on my tongue caught me off guard but not as much as the odor, a musky scent that burrowed into my nostrils and set-up permanent residence in my brain. There is no more distinctive smell in the world and I will remember Cathy’s for as long as I live.

Cathy’s moans became more pronounced with each lick and I accepted her response as confirmation that I was doing a good job. When her hands found their way to either side of my head and began to wind their way into my hair, I allowed her to shift and push, directing me where she wanted my attention next.

Up until that point all of my exploration remained at the surface, tasting her delicate folds, but for some reason my mind reverted to my time with Ray, and the feeling I enjoyed when he burrowed deep, surging to the depths of my core. With a little more wandering my mouth found her hole, and with a shift of my neck and a darting of my tongue I pushed in, as far as I could go, penetrating her essence only to retract so I could do it all again.

I repeated my efforts, fucking her with my tongue, pressing in as far as I could go and then swirling around, trying to connect with every nerve ending I could find while inside. It was on one of those swirling withdrawals that I came in contact with her tiny little button, her clit, and when I grazed it, her response was undeniable.

“Ah,” Cathy sighed, “that’s it.”

The moment my mind sensed that she liked that stimulation I zoomed back to that spot, flitting back and forth against the nub, stroking it for all I was worth. Cathy’s body tensed in response and for a moment her hands stopped massaging my scalp, instead holding my head firm, her soft silky thighs clamping down on either side of my head, pressing against my ears.

“That’s the spot, that’s the spot,” Cathy moaned.

Instantly, I realized where she was, her body on auto pilot, involuntarily responding to my touch. That excited me and when she reached the point of submissive bliss, writhing back and forth beneath me, something changed. I no longer wanted to play the subservient role, I wanted to take control.

I licked her little nub back and forth, side to side, stimulating her arousal, turned on by her pleas for more and more. I had her, submissive to my ministrations, and I did to her what she had done to me when I was in that vulnerable state.

The first two fingers of my right hand pressed into her depths and the moment they were as deep as they could go, I curled them to her hidden spot, forcing her body into a spastic fit.

“Holy fuck!” Cathy wailed.

Her thighs clamped tight against my head as her body flung backward, arching at the spine, hips bucking in wild delight. I held my position, my lips attached to her nub, my fingers burrowed deep inside. That process continued, her flailing back and forth in helpless bliss, me working her insides, exploring her essence with my lips and tongue, pulling my fingers out before sliding them back in again, adding a third and then a fourth finger to my efforts.

I felt her discharge against my skin before I could smell it, but I didn’t let the pungent aroma stop my assault. With pursed lips I clamped down on her nub while the fingers of one hand pushed in and out of her hole and the other hand gently circled her tight little ass, narrowing closer and closer to the precious center of her rosebud.

I’m not sure how long I was able to keep her body riding the high of my touch but I was well aware the moment the bucking subsided and her moans of joy turned to whimpers of exhaustion. It was an incredible experience and upon sensing the end of her tide of arousal, I slowed my pace before withdrawing altogether.

“That was amazing,” Cathy sighed. “I don’t know if that was your first time but if it was, you were awesome.”

Her hands were still against my head, inside my hair, holding me firm, but her body recoiled, separating us, revealing the sticky mess coating both of our skins.

“Thank you,” Cathy said with a delicious smile, “that was great, what do you say we get cleaned up?”

I barely remember the shower we took, but I will never forget what happened when we went to get dressed. Our minds were sated and our bodies were clean but when I asked to have the collar removed from my neck, Cathy responded with some awkward news.

“Oh,” she replied, “the key is in the house, we can get it after we go inside.”

I didn’t think much of it at the time, my mind still reeling from my success at oral sex and my ability to dominate her like she had dominated me, but the moment we walked into the house everything changed.


SCENE 7

Cathy

Getting Claire to service me was absolutely amazing. She tried so hard to satisfy my needs and I was the benefactor of those efforts, cumming repeatedly as she licked and fingered my kitty. She still had a lot to learn about the subtle nuances of seduction and power exchange, but her skills were advancing and I was proud of my part in that, and all we had accomplished over the course of one summer.


SCENE 8

Claire

I walked from the pool house to the main house with my head held high. I thought I had proven myself worthy, as an equal in battle, matching my mentor orgasm for orgasm in an afternoon of carnal delight. But the moment we walked through the door and stood before Ray, all that changed.

The first thing he noticed was the collar around my neck.

“Did you find yourself a new pet?” Ray asked his wife, a devilish smirk consuming his handsome face.

Cathy’s response truly highlighted exactly what took place between us.

“She was a lot of fun,” Cathy replied. “I took control in the beginning, savoring that delectable body of hers, and once she was tamed and pacified, I collared her and put her to work.”

Instantly it all came back, how things transpired, how it all went down. Everything Cathy said was true, not only did she manipulate my sex until I agreed to wear her collar, she also had me service her desire, licking and fingering her to orgasm, without ever relinquishing control.

If I ever had any power, and I was really beginning to doubt that I did, I blew it by not capitalizing on the moment. All summer Cathy taught me about the essence of taking control and in the heat of the moment I forgot all of her teachings, doing and acting exactly as she wanted at every turn.

Control comes from the exchange of power and I had taken none. Sure, I serviced her physical desire, but at the moment of capitulation I needed to be forcing the moment, establishing her inferiority while also letting her know that it was me who was in command. I did none of that, instead I played the submissive role, doing as I was told, performing on demand.

And then there was the collar, the ultimate sign of who was in charge. There is nothing that signifies submission more than bondage and she had done that, reducing me to that of pet. I might have been able to convince myself that it was all in my head but as Cathy used the key to unlock my bonds she whispered softly in my ear.

“You were such a good little girl,” she cooed. “I’m glad you tried to get aggressive, it made taking control of you so much more fun.”

I can’t deny I felt manipulated and controlled, a feeling of weakness I never wanted to experience again, a feeling I intended to reverse the only way I knew how; on my next meeting with Med.


EPISODE 11

A New Seduction


SCENE 1

Claire

I finished my latest session with Med quite happy with my performance. Not only was I able to string out his orgasm, stretching the pinnacle moment as long as humanly possible, I actually had him groaning and moaning in helpless bliss. The look on his face as he completely lost all sense of self was amazing and I felt my own tingles of excitement as a result.

There was something about the feeling of control I felt as Med withered under my touch, it excited me in ways I can’t explain.

Once Med was fully clothed and out the door, I went in search of Cathy and Ray. I found them inside the house, Cathy sitting at the kitchen table sipping a cup of coffee and Ray wearing a diaper seated in the corner, an apparent punishment for some wrong doing.

“What did you think?” I asked, knowing they had watched the entire scene through the two-way glass.

“You’re getting there,” Cathy replied, “you now understand the power you have in the moment, now you need to transition that control to a longer-term effect.”

I thought I was, Med responding quicker and quicker to each call, however if there was something I wasn’t doing, I wanted to know.

“And how exactly do I do that?” I asked.

Cathy’s answer seemed cryptic at first, but over time I would realize just how accurate she was.

“Dominate him physically and you’ll own him in the moment,” Cathy replied, “get inside his head and you can control him forever.”

“She’s right,” Ray confirmed from his spot in the corner, “I can’t see a diaper without getting excited and forget about walking into an Italian restaurant.”

His words confused me. “An Italian restaurant?” I asked.

The smirk on Cathy’s face let me know there was more to the story. I looked to her, waiting for her to fill me in.

“The oil I use,” Cathy explained, “it isn’t just any oil, it’s olive oil.”

I thought about it but didn’t understand.

“Any oil will work,” Cathy added, “you just need to get him slick so your hands will glide. But olive oil has a distinct smell, and once the little boy associates that smell with the heavenly feeling, he’ll never be able to take in that odor without thinking of you.”

I might have questioned the full depth of that impact but Ray was right there to confirm every detail, nodding up and down from his seat on the time-out stool.

“Like I said,” Ray offered, “I can’t go into an Italian restaurant without getting so worked up I can’t think straight.”

I had no doubt that Cathy had control over Ray, no grown man would wear a diaper and be put in a corner otherwise, but was it possible she really did have control over his mind? The thought was extreme and yet the more I let it play out in my head the more excited I became. I wanted that power, not just the ability to make Med beg, but to make his helpless yearn last, long after playtime was done.

Suddenly my demeanor shifted. I had been a good student with Cathy before but now I really wanted to excel. I wanted to dominate every boy I could find, until each and every one of them was groveling at my feet, begging for something only I could give.

Cathy moved to the corner and her husband who sat obediently in his chair. She pushed him to the floor and began to rub and stroke his dick through the thin fabric of the diaper. She turned to me while she did it, continuing her tutorial.

“Take control of his dick but establish and maintain the inferiority dynamic in his head,” Cathy instructed.

Ray allowed her to take control and before long he was wiggling under her touch, moaning and groaning with each stroke of her talented hands.

I watched on in wonder. I still couldn’t buy in to the diaper arrangement but the power, that was intoxicating, and so I made a resolution in my mind to do whatever it would take to make that my reality.

“I don’t think Med is going to want to wear a diaper,” I inserted.

My words made Cathy laugh.

“You have to change your way of thinking,” she replied. “It doesn’t matter what he wants, the only thing that matters is what you want, and what he’s willing to do for you.”

Everything she said sounded so incredible and yet I couldn’t stop the disbelief from forming in my head. “I don’t know,” I said, “do you really think that would work?”

Cathy looked up from her helpless husband, a diaper around his bottom, a glazed look in his eyes.

“Trust me,” she replied, “as long as you get inside his head while rewarding his body, you can make him do anything you want.”


SCENE 2

Claire

Things at home had gone from bad to worse. My father still couldn’t find work and my mother was no longer reserved in her comments about a man who couldn’t provide for his family. It was heartbreaking but through it all I never stopped thinking about my dad’s boss and just what I would do if I ever got the chance to meet him face-to-face.

While deep down in my heart I knew I’d never get the chance to confront my dad’s boss, it was those thoughts that fueled my passion, pushing me to learn all I could about dominating and taking control of unruly men.

My next call to Med’s house offered some very positive feedback to my ongoing efforts. No sooner did Med realize it was me and he began to express his true desires.

“Can I come over?” he asked, before I could even let him know the purpose of my call.

Med’s hungry and eager attitude made me giggle and it also made me wonder if every guy would respond that way or if it was just him, still connected to his long-held infatuation. Regardless of the reasoning, I still had more things I wanted to practice so after a short back and forth over the phone we made arrangements to meet.

Med made it to Cathy’s pool house in record time and this time, when he walked through the door, he was no longer shy about getting naked, he immediately shed his clothes and presented me with full access to his dick and balls.

“We’re going to have so much fun,” I explained, “today I’m going to start you on your stomach.”

After our previous lesson on prostate massage and his resultant desperation I wasn’t sure if he would go along with it but if Med had any reservations, he didn’t show it. In an instant he was sprawled out on his stomach and I had full and complete access to every part of his body.

I started with a combination of featherlight tickles all over his skin, the backs of his calves, his back, even up to his neck and scalp. The total body stimulus was designed to relax his muscles but once I moved to his upper thighs and his ass Med’s muscles tightened as he prepared for what he thought would be another round of pleasure inside his back end.

I skated, ever so lightly, over the sensitive nerve endings of his inner thighs, grazing closely to his tightened ball sack without actually making contact. Med responded just like Cathy had predicted, first, rising up to allow me access to his erect cock, but then grinding against the cushion when I didn’t immediately meet that need.

Now, by the time I targeted my focus on his butt and began to narrow my attention toward his little hole, Med was beside himself, grinding against the cushion, letting out a string of moans and groans. That's when I took the opportunity to insert the much needed mental play to our encounter.

“You’re so submissive,” I cooed in his ear, “I bet you’d like to completely give in?”

Med’s grunts and groans in response let me know I was right but I wanted to hear it from him, I wanted him to verbalize the power he was granting me.

“Say it,” I coaxed, “tell me how much you want to give in.”

“Please!” Med moaned, “I want it.”

The mere sound of those words, helplessly coming from his brain, had a dual effect on me, first, they encouraged me to push forward, and second, they caused a physical response in my flower, a subtle excitement that pleased my mind as much as it did my body.

This was all new territory for me and I was very interested to see just how far it would go.

Sensing Med was ready for my next advance, I moved my fingers upward, gaining nearer and nearer to his tiny little rosebud.

His muscles flinched when I grazed his sphincter, and again when I returned, but by the fourth or fifth time he settled, until I was able to circle that tiny hole with the lightest touch and all he did was moan in response, granting me total access to his sensitive core.

It was then, as his body began to grind along with my gentle touch, that I pushed the mental play even further.

“Tell me how much you want me in control,” I whispered, “tell me what you’ll do for me.”

His response will stay with me forever.

“Anything,” Med replied, and the subtle grunts and groans that accompanied his response led me to believe that he really meant it.

“I want you run my cleaning business,” I informed him, “I want you to take care of everything.”

“Oh, God yes,” Med replied.

He couldn’t agree fast enough and the moment he did I didn’t want to play with his ass anymore. I wanted access to his cock.

“Excellent!” I replied. “Why don’t you turn over so I can reward your submission?”

Med’s penis was already hard when he flipped and I immediately wrapped my fingers around the shaft, providing several quick up and down motions to get him primed. It didn’t take long to get his penis ready for climax but I wasn’t ready to release control just yet.

“Go ahead,” I said, “tell me you’ll be my good little boy.”

My fingers continued their magic on his dick, up and down the shaft, my free hand massaging and tickling his testicles. I had him ready to cum, but I wasn’t going to allow that to happen, at least not until I had extracted a dutiful response.

"Please," he begged.

"Say it," I commanded.

"Please," he begged again.

"Tell me what I want to hear and I will let you cum,” I offered.

“I’ll do whatever you want,” Med admitted, “anything.”

I held his stare with my eyes while I held the fate of his orgasm in my hand. We both knew the power I possessed and the response I expected if he ever wanted to return to this glorious space again. Never had I ever felt more in command than I did at that moment. The feeling was electric, from the tips of my toes to the top of my head.

“Please, Claire, I’ll do anything you want.”

I worked Med’s penis with several rapid strokes only this time, before allowing him to finish, I shifted my body so I could look deep into his eyes. The weakness that I saw rewrote everything I had previously believed about power and control. Med was helpless, submissive to the needs of his body but more importantly submissive to me, and the exchange of power that took place in that moment completely redefined our relationship.

It didn't take much and he was spurting everywhere. He let out a primal scream but it was the look in his eyes as his semen shot out of his tip, landing with a splat on his stomach, that made it abundantly clear that my power would last beyond any orgasm.

Med was absolutely delirious in physical ecstasy but it was his mental collapse that thrilled me to my core. It took him nearly fifteen minutes to calm down and when he finally did, he didn’t bolt from the pool house. Instead, he crawled to me, wrapped his arms around my leg and begged to be my obedient and submissive boy.


SCENE 3

Claire

I had never felt more empowered than I did with Med groveling at my feet, submissive to my every whim, which is why the news he shared before he left was so difficult to take.

“He’s going away?” Cathy asked the following morning at her kitchen counter.

We were sipping coffee and passing a joint between us while I told her the news.

“His parents are taking him to Hawaii for a getaway before the summer ends,” I explained. “He told me last night.”

“How do you feel about that?” Cathy asked.

“I dunno,” I replied. “How am I supposed to feel, it’s just Med.”

“You’ve spent just about every day of the last two months together,” Cathy responded. “It’s ok to miss him.”

I hadn’t really thought about it. Med wasn’t my boyfriend, he was more like my project, and in my head, I had always just assumed we would cut ties at the end of the summer and each go our separate ways. It didn’t make sense to dwell on anything more than that.


SCENE 4

Cathy

The trip by Med’s family couldn’t have come at a better time. I had a special surprise planned for Claire and all things considered, it was going to go much more smoothly without Med around.


SCENE 5

Claire

I wasn’t in a funk with Med gone but it did leave me with a lot of free time. I hadn’t realized how much time we were spending together until he was gone and suddenly, I wasn’t sure what to do with myself.

Fortunately, Cathy was aware of how I felt and was quick to fill the void.

“Let’s go out to the pool house and play dress-up,” she offered.

It was quite an offer. The last time we had played dress-up things started to heat up. If Ray hadn’t come home when he did, it probably would have escalated. The mere thought had my mind reeling and my body tingling. I followed her to the pool house, giddy as a child on Christmas Day.

The first outfit Cathy gave me to try on was familiar to us both. The pink shorts were too short and the camisole wasn’t enough to cover my skin, but it was just those features that guaranteed things were about to get super hot.

I shed my t-shirt and shorts and then my panties and bra. I no longer held any reservations about my body, Cathy changed all that. Getting nude in front of her was fun and I used it as an opportunity to tempt and tease her desire.

Much to my delight, Cathy was very receptive to my dance and she stepped forward to help me put on the clothes. Like always, her hands were very soft as they caressed my skin, and the places she touched sent waves of arousal into my expectant brain.

One hand found the small of my back and held me there before sliding over my bum and then gently down the backs of my thighs. I couldn’t stop the shiver that ran up my spine as a result but that was only the beginning. From there her fingers skated delicately over my skin, up the backs of my arms, lightly along my shoulders, around my neck and down the side of my breast. My entire body pulsed and my skin tingled.

That’s when Cathy brought her face close to mine and whispered, “I promised you at the beginning of the summer that I would help you get what you want. I think you’re ready.”

I expected her to kiss me. I expected that she would shed her clothes and together we would explore physical bliss, but what I got in return completely blew my mind.

Cathy slowly backed away, toward the door, leaving me standing alone in the center of the room. When she reached the door, she swung it wide and in walked Steven, staring wide eyed at my highly revealing outfit.

Holy shit!

I should have been embarrassed, I could have been mad, but instead I was shocked, standing in silence as my long-time crush inspected my body in clothing that left nothing to the imagination.

Steven stepped fully into the pool house and closed the door behind him. One look at me in my skimpy attire and his smile went wide and an erection formed in his shorts.

I had no idea what to say or what to do. Fortunately, Cathy was still there.

She walked over to him and said, “I set this all up for you, give me your clothes and you can stay.”

Hurriedly Steven complied, shedding every piece of clothing in record time and dropping them on the floor. The moment he was nude, Cathy grabbed his items and left, undoubtedly moving to the side room to watch the escapades unfold.

It was quite a scene, me with my childhood crush, and despite my nervous energy I moved toward him as he moved towards me, both of us excited for what was about to transpire.

With each step I inspected his body, his muscular arms, his taut stomach with delightful ripples that begged to be touched. And then there was his penis, erect and pointing at me, ready for the games to begin.

This is probably going to sound strange but I couldn’t help but compare Steven’s penis to Med’s. In many ways they were the same but in others they were different. Steven’s was smaller than Med’s which for some reason amused me. All the times guys teased about who was bigger, who would have thought that the pool boy was the biggest of all. And then there was the hair. Steven’s was bushy and unkempt, much like Med’s before I had him trim.

While I inspected Steven’s dick and made my comparisons, he showed me just how different he and Med really were. Steven stepped forward and took me in his arms, pressing his bare chest against my body and kissing me deeply on the lips. It was the moment I had been waiting for all my life and I allowed my mind to savor it, indulging in the soft yet firm feel.

Steven didn’t waste any time moving on my scantily clad body. His groping hands slid down my side, over my butt and then back up under my shirt, finding my bare breasts. My lungs heaved at the first touch and his mouth swarmed mine with an open kiss where his tongue danced with mine.

It was everything I dreamed it would be but then, as his fingers slipped inside the waistband of my shorts and pushed them down over my hips, the feelings within me changed. There was something about his aggressive nature that I didn’t like. While I had always imagined that he would lead our dance, in the moment it wasn’t what I wanted.

I broke our embrace and pulled away.

“What?” Steven asked. “What’s the matter?”

I wasn’t sure what to say. I still wanted to proceed but at my pace, on my terms. I was about to tell him so when he said the one thing, the only thing, that could ruin the mood.

“Don’t be like that,” Steven said. “Jeff said you were a tease, that you’d never go through with it but I told him he was wrong.”

Steven moved forward to take me back in his arms, his hands exploring every inch of my body. All at once the situation crystallized in my head, what I wanted, what I needed.

I didn’t want him in control but he wouldn’t stop. Why would he? I had been served up on a silver platter, his private sex toy, dressed in a sexy outfit for his pleasure. I wasn’t sure what to do or what to say and then it all came back to me, my training, my summer of education.

I wasn’t without skills and experience had taught me how to tame the wild beast that resides within incorrigible men. That’s why Cathy took his clothes, to ensure I would have access to his family jewels.

The first touch from my fingers on his erect penis caused a quiver throughout Steven’s entire body and an uncontrollable groan to escape his lips but I didn’t stop with one. The second touch sent a shiver of excitement up his spine and the third eliminated any sense of resistance as I coaxed him onto his back, his legs spread, his body prostrate to my every command.

Now, that was more like it. That’s the way I preferred to interact.

Several times Steven tried to get in on the action, to partake in his own fondling and touching but a few more strokes and his entire body seized at the spine; helpless to the surge of chemicals racing through his body and flooding his brain.

“Oh, God! Oh, God!” he wailed.

He was weaker than Med, more susceptible to the lust coursing through his brain and more easily controlled. That disappointed me. All along I had anticipated he would be more of a challenge, the popular stud, the experienced lover. That’s when more and more of my training came rushing back, the need to push out the edges of the envelope, the need to assert my influence.

“Beg to be a good little boy for mistress,” I said.

Steven didn’t hesitate. “Please can I be your good little boy?” he wailed.

It came too easily, his resistance too light. Was he really that weak? Was he really that submissive? Or was he just playing along?

I had his penis throbbing in my hand, riding the edge of ecstasy and his mind fully indulging every pleasure pulse as it overwhelmed his tiny little brain. Steven was at that point, where I could make him do anything, and for some reason I felt compelled to test that limit.

No explanation could ever be given for why I did what I did next, but I did it and the results could never be undone.

“Beg to suck Jeff’s dick,” I snarled, “tell me how much you love him.”

While I truly believed I had full control over Steven and his lust, I would never be able to convince myself that his answer didn’t come from a sentiment of truth, a reality from somewhere deep inside.

“Please can I suck Jeff’s dick,” he wailed. “I love him.”


SCENE 6

Cathy

I watched through the two-way mirror as Claire interrupted her long held fantasy to change direction with Steven. He was dictating the action and Claire wanted no part of that. She had spent the last two months in control and in charge and that doesn’t just go away with the smooth advance of a high school crush. The moment he asserted his dominance I saw the tension in her rise, her shoulders tightened, the vein on her left temple flittered. Submissive was no longer an acceptable state for Claire, it was unnatural for her and I was glad that she not only recognized the problem but successfully implemented the solution.

Seeing her turn the tables and secure the upper hand with Steven was absolutely glorious. She didn’t just reach and grab, she targeted her approach and executed it with pinpoint precision. She had never held Steven’s arousal before and yet she found every sensitive spot like a seasoned professional, rendering him helpless faster than I would have thought possible.

Steven crumbled under her touch. She took command of his desire and the moment she did he immediately handed over control. I had seen it before, from desperate and lonely men, but never in a guy who seemed so confident, so self-assured. Steven acquiesced at the first sign of stimulus, like an inexperienced fool, like Claire on the first night we met.

Things were different now and I couldn’t help but feel a certain level of pride in my contribution. Claire was a force to be reckoned with and with the passing of each milestone, her confidence grew and grew. I was pleased at the part I had played in bringing about her change but I had no doubt we were only at the beginning. Claire’s impact on the world was yet to be seen, I only hoped I would get the opportunity to see it.


SCENE 7

Claire

I made Steven cum and boy did he cum a lot but things were awkward the moment he was done. It wasn’t just that I broke him, fully taking control of him and his lust, but I also brought out something more, an epiphany and a revelation, the effects of which were going to be far reaching.

“Would you mind not telling anyone about this?” Steven asked sheepishly as he got dressed. He was still trying to process everything that had happened, everything that he had revealed.

“My lips are sealed,” I offered, making the symbol with my fingers, locking my mouth with a key.

Steven and I left as if we were together but the moment we were out the door he went his way and I went mine. I wasn’t in the mood to talk with Cathy, not after everything that had happened, so I made it seem like we were still hanging out before making my way home.

I got into bed that night with a strange mix of emotions flooding my brain. I had achieved a major goal and not just one. For all my high school years Steven Osborne was my crush, and I hooked up with him, like I had always wanted. Throughout my entire summer I had one main objective, to learn how to dominate a man, to take control and render him submissive, and I did that too. On many fronts it was a job well done, and for that reason I held a certain level of pride, and yet there was more to the tale than just my achievements and those things really challenged my mind and my thinking.

Overall, it was kind of a messed-up scene but I guess that’s true with any fantasy you’ve held for too long. There’s just no way for the reality to live up to the expectation. Sure, most people’s stories of high school crushes didn’t turn out like mine but it was all part of what made me me and I wouldn’t change any of it for the world.


EPISODE 12

Summer’s End


SCENE 1

Claire

Med was due to come back from his family vacation and I have to admit, not only did I miss him but there was something more going on, feelings, feelings that went way beyond just a mistress and her submissive plaything. I actually liked Med, maybe even as more than just a friend. Time apart has a funny way of doing that, accentuating the things you take for granted, highlighting what you truly care about. Don’t get me wrong, I was leaving for college in less than a week and I had no intention of carrying on any long-distance relationship while I was gone, but still, the feelings I held for Med were powerful, more powerful than I ever could have expected.

It made me think about the full depth and breadth of power exchange, about the intimacy of it all, that pervasive connection that permeates all other things.

The process of separating someone from their strength is highly personal, requiring deep trust from both parties. In all of our interactions, Med was helpless, completely dependent on me. I couldn’t have learned everything that I did without that commitment. It just wouldn’t have been possible.

Med and I traveled the path together, intertwined as one, and as I neared the end of that journey, I couldn’t help but feel a certain indebtedness to everything he had contributed along the way.


SCENE 2

Claire

We drew closer and closer to the end of summer and with the arrival of another day there came another opportunity to advance my skills. All of my prior lessons with Cathy revolved around the seduction and conquering of Med’s sex drive, a task that proved much easier than I had ever anticipated. But Cathy wasn’t teaching me all of those secrets to enhance Med’s orgasm, she was teaching me to take control and my next lesson was about to put all of that hands-on learning to good use.

“You’ve done really well,” Cathy said, “Med is absolutely desperate and ready for the next step. Now, it’s time to put all that work to good use.”

“What do you mean?” I asked. “He’s helpless, I think that’s pretty clear.”

The smile on Cathy’s face, as well as her poignant response, let me know how much I still had to learn.

“You’ve got him to the point where he’ll drop everything he’s doing and race to your door for a hand job,” Cathy explained, “but you want more, right?”

Her words made me think, and my mind poured over her question.

I did want more. Ever since I experienced the abuse of power by my dad’s boss, I didn’t just want to take control of a man, I wanted to dominate him, and while Med was not the man I wanted to dominate, he was the first one in my sights and the prime target to learn and practice those skills.

Cathy’s words were still fresh in my ear when the doorbell rang, announcing Med’s arrival. I raced to the door to meet him and the moment I saw his face something strange happened inside of me. He wasn’t the dorky pool boy with the oversized crush anymore. He was tall and fit and tan and maybe even handsome. I had never seen him like that before and I must admit it took my breath away.

I wasn’t sure the proper protocol for reuniting with your submissive little boy so I took him by the hand, dragged him through the house and directed him to the cabana where we could have some privacy. It was going to be a different kind of session and I was excited to see just how I would do with the new challenge.

The moment we were alone Med shed his clothes, presenting an erect penis for my inspection. It had become our ritual, and Med took to the routine like a well-trained pooch, obeying his master’s command.

With his clothes on the floor and his legs spread I moved closer to that glorious cock, preparing to take our games to a new level. I wanted his power and I intended to do everything in my control to get it.

It only took a few simple touches to get him excited, ready to move on. That was the benefit of repeated meetings, Med knew what to expect and that anticipation fed his libido, enough to really get his juices flowing.

My goal for the day wasn’t just to get him excited, it was to capture that excitement and use it to coerce him into specific acts, actions that would prove beyond a shadow of a doubt that I was in command.

I played. I massaged. I tickled. I teased. I took the meat of Med’s penis between my finger and thumb and stroked the full length while simultaneously cupping his balls, caressing the skin and fondling his testicles. It was an action I was highly skilled at, drawing more and more lust to the surface with each supple stroke.

Med’s hips humped and his body jerked, all leading up to the first magnificent throb. It emanated from his tightened ball sack and surged up his shaft, letting me know we were close, but it was the guttural grunt that blurted uncontrollably from his lips that let me know when he was primed and ready.


SCENE 3

Med

Over the course of one incredible summer my high school crush taught me the bliss of sexual arousal but it was the events of one afternoon that showed me just how precarious lust manipulation can be.

I had just come back from vacation with my family and was so excited to see Claire. We had spent nearly every day of the summer together and a week apart was absolutely torturous. Fortunately for me, she didn’t waste any time getting us back in the flow.

Before I knew what was happening, we were alone in the pool house, Claire’s hands coated in oil, sliding up and down my dick. In the beginning, those rubs were amazing but over time she became more skilled, to the point she could literally take my breath away with her magic touch.

One particular sequence of rubs caused my penis to spasm and my head to grow light. It was an amazing feel completely outdone when she added several more rapid strokes, from the base of my shaft to the rim of my head, that caused my eyes to cross and strange garbled language to flow from my lips.

God did that feel good.

“Ugh!” I grunted. I had never felt anything so wonderful in my entire life.

But just as Claire was apt to do, she didn’t stop the first moment I began to writhe and moan, instead she increased her efforts until I couldn’t keep still, the excitement pouring through my veins and overwhelming every thought in my feeble brain.

Several more pulses rang through my body, each one more pleasurable than the last, and just when I thought it couldn’t get any better, Claire pulled her hands away, leaving my body lurching to complete the carnal lust she had so deftly created. The lack of contact was debilitating and I wanted to use my own hand to finish the job but I knew better than to defy Claire and her command. So, I allowed her power over me to grow, until she placed context around just what submission to her really meant.

“Med,” Claire cooed, her voice soft and her fingers even softer, “Cathy let us use her pool house all summer and I think we owe her. I’d like you to start cleaning her pool for free.”

“Yes, yes, yes!” I groaned, thrilled to be on the receiving end of her bliss, happy to do whatever she wanted in exchange.

I offered no resistance, which Claire must have viewed as a good sign, so she pushed the situation further, seeing just how much power she possessed.

“Her yard could use some clean up as well,” Claire added, “no reason she should have to pay someone to do work that you can do.”

Once again, I was quick to agree, happy to do chores or clean pools or whatever she asked in exchange for this heavenly experience.

I thought there would be no limit to what I would give for Claire’s attention but then she pushed even further and found a hard limit on something I could not agree to. With my penis throbbing in her hand and my brain actively anticipating what might come next, Claire made the request that pushed things too far.

“And Cathy doesn’t like sucking her husband’s dick,” she said, “so it would be really great if you would take over those duties as well.”

Now, I was piquing in sexual ecstasy at the time but the moment those words passed through my ear my brain did everything it could to put a halt to things right on the spot. But as much as my mind wanted to say, “No,” and put an end to this crazy game, my body had different needs, and those needs were much more powerful than I could have possibly predicted.

My body was blooming in a physical ecstasy I had never experienced before and the mere thought of putting an end to that experience was impossible to fathom. I couldn’t suck a man’s dick and yet I also couldn’t bring myself to tell Claire no, putting an end to the euphoria. It felt too good and before I knew it, I found my head nodding along, seemingly agreeing to her unbelievable demands.

The fact that I nodded my head in agreement to sucking a man’s dick was enough to have me in total fear but Claire wasn’t content with that subtle act; she wanted a bigger commitment.

“I see your head,” she cooed, “I know you want to give in but I need to hear it. I need to know you really want to make me happy.”

Her words resonated with me. I may not have wanted to suck dick but I definitely wanted to make Claire happy, there was nothing I wanted more.

For the briefest of moments, I contemplated just what giving in would mean. Sure, I would end up with a man’s dick in my mouth but in exchange Claire would be happy and I already knew how her happiness resulted in greater excitement and pleasure for me. This may sound crazy, but I started to weigh my options, actually considering taking the monumental step.

For her part, Claire aided my journey. While she stroked away, tickling my desire, sending incredible pulses through my penis and out to the rest of my body, she also whispered in my ear, words that made giving in a much better option.

“It’s time to show me what a good little boy you are,” Claire said. “Show me how much you appreciate my touch.”

There was nothing I appreciated more. My body beamed with the most incredible euphoria and I had Claire to thank for it. When I looked into her eyes and realized how dependent I had become, it became even easier going along.

“Please,” I whined, “I’ll do whatever you want.”

The truth was, her strokes were so pleasurable my entire body was consumed in need. There was nothing I could do and the moment I accepted that fact, the good feelings turned amazing and I had no choice but to submit.

“I’ll do their chores and clean their pool,” I wailed, “and I’ll suck whatever you want.”

The moment the words escaped my lips Claire pushed my orgasm over the edge and for the first time in my life I experienced heaven on earth. It wasn’t just an amazing physical feel, being conquered mentally added to the enjoyment, to the point I no longer cared what I needed to give in exchange for such incredible bliss.


SCENE 4

Claire

Med’s orgasm shot through my fingers and he let out an exhaustive sigh.

“Ugh!” he groaned.

Physically, he was sated, but the pervasive smile plastered on his face let me know that mentally he was flying high as well.

“You’re such a good little boy,” I cooed, using the proper words to convey his inferior status, expressing just who held the power between us.

Unlike every other interaction, this one did not change after Med’s orgasm, if anything, now he seemed even more submissive, his spent orgasm not enough to cure his broken demeanor.

“You were wonderful,” I said, “now let’s go into the house so you can tell Cathy all about our new arrangement.”

If I had thought he would balk at the next step I was mistaken. Med may have released his pent-up desire but his brain was still every bit as submissive even after his orgasm.

Together, we left the pool house on our way to see Cathy, to show her the results of my domination efforts.

Cathy was in her kitchen when we walked through the back door but I could tell by the look on her face that she had been watching the whole scene through the two-way, rushing inside just ahead of us.

“Hey you guys,” Cathy offered, “do you want something to drink?”

I cut her off before she could say anything more.

“We really appreciate you letting us use your pool all summer,” I said. “Med has something he’d like to offer as a thank you.”

I looked to Med for his input and like the good little boy I had been training him to be, he spoke right on cue.

“Miss Cathy,” Med said, “with everything you’ve done for us I’d like to take over cleaning your pool, as a thank you.”

Cathy replied, “That’s so nice of you.”

Med might have stopped there but I wanted to see just how deep my power went.

“There’s more,” I added. Turning to Med I coaxed him along. “Go ahead, tell her.”

Med cleared his throat and added, “I’d like to take care of your other chores as well,” he offered, “take out the trash, vacuum, you know.”

“That is so nice,” Cathy added.

I think Med might have tried to end things there but one look from me and he began to squirm.

“Go ahead,” I whispered.

Med choked on his next words but understanding the situation he gathered his resolve and pushed forward.

“There is one more thing,” Med offered. “If at any time you don’t want to service your husband, I can do that for you as well.”

His words trailed off at the end but there was no denying that he actually said the words. True to form, Cathy wasn’t going to let him get away without fully owning the offer.

“What do you mean?” she asked. “Are you saying you’ll help him with jobs around the house?”

Med looked to me for help but I wanted to see just how far he would go. “Do you want to be my good little boy or not?” I asked.

Med steeled his nerves, turned to Cathy and said, “If at any time you don’t want to suck his dick, Claire would like me to do that for you.”

Cathy’s eyes lit up at the words. “You would do that for Claire?” she asked.

Med’s response will stay with me always.

“I’d do anything for her.”

Cathy was quick with her response. “And what about when Claire leaves for school? Who gets control of you then?”

The question caught both Med and I off guard and for more than a moment we were both left speechless.

Before either one of us could form a response Cathy continued, “If I rub you like Claire does will you do anything for me?”

I was shocked to hear her words. Cathy and I had discussed the scenario of my leaving for school but I had no idea she had plans for Med. In an instant, I was swarmed with a flood of emotions, the craziest being jealousy. Why did I care what she did with Med after I left? He was just my practice boy after all, wasn’t he?

If the thoughts coursing through my brain were tough to handle, things got exponentially worse when Med stammered all over his response and Cathy took advantage of the situation.

“Uh, uh, uh,” he stuttered.

Med looked to me for help, a confused look on his face, and in that momentary lapse Cathy made her move.

My submissive boy may have just had an earth-shattering orgasm at my hand but Cathy’s skills of seduction went way beyond a person’s sex drive. When she directed all of her attention at him, moving closer, drawing him in, he capitulated to her charms like every other person on the planet, succumbing to her every whim. I had been on the receiving end of those flirtations and I couldn’t help but envy him in that moment.

He gazed into her big blue eyes as she whispered seductively into his ear.

“Would your little pee-pee like my attention when Claire is off at school?” she cooed. “Will you be my good little boy?”

Med froze. He wasn’t sure what to do or what to say but the answer to her questions was written all over his face. He would obey her every word. I may have broken down his defenses and rendered him submissive, but with a few simple words Cathy was inside his head and that was way more powerful than I could have imagined.


SCENE 5

Claire

No sooner did Med leave to go home and I pounced on Cathy, “What was that all about?” I screamed. “Are you interested in Med?”

Cathy responded with a broad smile, the kind that showed she was calm and cool in the moment, even as I was losing my mind.

“You know he’ll still be broken and submissive after you leave,” she offered, her voice every bit as calm as her smile. “There’s no reason all of your hard work should go to waste, not when I’m here.”

Her words were rational but I wasn’t in the right frame of mind to hear them. The thought of Cathy playing with Med’s cock, stroking his desire, rendering him submissive actually brought out some very strange emotions in me. He wasn’t my boyfriend and yet for some reason I felt like her moving in on him had crossed a line.

Cathy invited me to take a seat on the couch in the living room.

“I see you’re upset,” she offered, “and I probably should have talked to you about it before, but I figured you knew.”

I balked at those words. “You figured I knew you wanted Med for yourself?”

Cathy looked at me and smiled. It was a soft smile, a condescending smile, the kind that said she knew something that I didn’t.

“You like Med, right?” she asked.

At that point it was obvious that I had feelings for him but that was all the more reason why she should be hands-off. I was about to tell her that when she cut me off.

“What do you think life is going to be like for him when you leave?” Cathy asked. “Do you think he can just go back to cleaning pools and be content? He’s going to suffer serious withdrawal when you’re gone.”

I hadn’t thought about that. For the past two months we played nearly every day, did I think he could just quit cold turkey and everything would be fine? Did I want that?

The truth was I cared for him, but did that mean I was supposed to share him with my best friend? Ever since Cathy came into my life my perspective was constantly changing and this was one of the biggest changes by far.

It took a little while, but in the end we came to an agreement, one where Med belonged to me when I was home from school but that Cathy could dominate and control him whenever I wasn’t around. It wasn’t so much a compromise as it was me giving Cathy exactly what she wanted, but that’s how it was ever since we met, and in a way, I was ok with that, especially after everything she had done for me.

The last few days of summer were a lesson in contrasts. At home, I was a helpless little girl, unable to do anything to stop the downward spiral of my parents disintegrating marriage and our subsequent family life. Inside Cathy’s pool house on the other hand, I was a dominant goddess, able to control every thought and action that came from Med’s horny brain.

Those times with Med served as an escape; my way of putting the reality of a broken home behind me, if only for a short while. I savored the feelings of control that I felt with Med, indulging in the experience more and more with each passing day, becoming more dominant in the process.

Throughout the summer I practiced non-stop, learning the nuance of the male member and exactly how it connects to the highly susceptible mind, and while I was only able to dip my toe into the vast ocean of erotic stimulation, I did develop my confidence, learning many interesting things along the way.

Those sessions with Med proved to be a solid foundation for my future, but they were only the beginning. The next step on my quest was college, where I was ready to put my knowledge of the human sex drive to even greater use. Although I would soon find out, I still had a lot to learn on my journey to self-discovery.
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