

THE SPANKING STEPMOTHERS

by

Melissa Trump


PUBLISHED BY:

Melissa Trump

‘THE SPANKING STEPMOTHERS’

Copyright © 2024 by Melissa Trump
 

No part of this publication may be reproduced

in any form or by any means without

prior permission of the author.

This is a work of fiction. All characters are, and are intended, 18+.


Chapter 1

When Charlie was sixteen his mother died of a quick-moving cancer. Charlie and his father, David, were devastated but they had each other, family, and friends who helped them adjust. A positive outcome was that their grief brought Charlie and David closer together.

Part of that closeness was a new freedom about being undressed. David had never been concerned about his wife and son seeing him naked and now that it was just “the boys” he saw no reason ever to cover up. On a couple of occasions David saw naked Charlie going to or from his shower. At first Charlie flushed with embarrassment but he, too, came to feel that it was no big deal and often was naked around the house, like his father.

After about a year David felt he was open to possibly dating. At a business conference he sat next to a local woman he knew slightly named Fran. She was single. Like David, she was well established in their field of work. He invited her to lunch and they caught up on their lives. Fran was a good and sympathetic listener and the casual lunch led to a dinner invitation from David. Dinner was a success and soon they were seeing each other regularly. Charlie and Fran took to each other immediately.

After a few months Fran regularly was staying overnight at David’s and he often stayed at her house. Charlie felt quite grownup that they were open about it with him.

After dating for over a year, David and Fran got married, much to the delight of the now eighteen-year-old Charlie. He was thrilled that Dad had a companion who made him happy. Fran made no attempt to take on a parental role, rather she was for Charlie an older friend, though one due the respect the teen would show to any adult.

Before the wedding Fran had taken up permanent residence; no reason not to. One night, a couple of weeks after she’d moved in, Charlie had been up late reading in his room. With a woman around again he was more circumspect about being naked. However, feeling sure he wouldn’t be seen he left his room naked for the bathroom, to get ready for bed. The master bedroom had its own bath, so once Dad and Fran were settled for the night it was highly unlikely that they’d be out until morning, so Charlie felt safe. It was exciting, too, feeling that he was being a bit daring with risking being caught by the adults, especially Fran.

As he returned to his room he couldn’t help but notice a noise coming from the master bedroom. It seemed to him to be the unmistakable sound of a bare hand smacking a bare bottom. Charlie remembered that sound. A spanking. He quietly moved toward the bedroom door in hope of hearing better. It was a spanking! But who was spanking whom?

As he listened, vocal responses to the steady swats began. The voice was Dad’s! Fran was spanking Dad. Charlie didn’t know what to think but he was aware that when he heard the first swats there had a been a stirring in his cock. Knowing that it was Dad getting spanked brought him to a full, hard erection. Charlie was imagining that he was the one naked over Fran’s lap, getting spanked. Silently he scampered back to his room where he masturbated furiously, still visualizing himself getting a naked spanking from Fran. His orgasm was one the most intense of his young life, sperm flying everywhere. It was all he could do to keep quiet. What was it that made the thought of a spanking from Fran so exciting? Why would he want Fran to spank him? Or anyone spank him, for that matter. He went to sleep and put it out of his mind.

It seemed that was the only spanking. At least for now. He hadn’t heard anything again and began to think that maybe he’d imagined it. After all, why would a grown man get a spanking? Just after the wedding, though, he thought maybe he heard something again but wasn’t sure and didn’t investigate. A couple of months after the wedding there was an unexpected confirmation of what he’d heard.

One night as dinner was ending David said “Charlie, there are some things we’d like to discuss with you after dinner, if you don’t mind.”

“Sure, Dad, of course.” Dinner done, the three settled in the living room, David and Fran together on the couch, Charlie in a nearby chair.

“I’ve never talked to you about this but you’re old enough now to understand. Some adults, men and women, feel that they need certain types of discipline in their lives. I’m one of them and what I need is spankings when necessary.” Charlie gasped. “I’m sure this is a surprise to you but there’s nothing ‘wrong’ with feeling that way. It really isn’t all that unusual. Your mother didn’t share this interest and I honored that. I was fine going without it. Fran and I found that we shared this interest. It was not a deciding factor for us in terms of getting married but it was exciting to know.

“There is another thing about this, the concept of Woman Power. That is a belief that women, or girls, should have a certain control over men and teen boys, which, at eighteen, you are. It includes a complete lack of modesty by men and boys around their women.”

“I’ve been interested in Woman Power for quite some time,” Fran now interjected for the first time. “There is nothing cruel or abusive about it, just a proper balance of power. Or should I say, an imbalance of power.” The last said with a warm smile. Charlie was squirming a bit as he tried to process this. It was completely new to him, something he’d never imagined. A slight hardening of his cock was telling him that something about it intrigued him.

David continued. “We’d like to institute this here. Fran will be in charge of discipline for both of us. Yes, that means I will get spanked when I deserve it.”

“Or when I want,” Fran made sure to add, again with a smile.

“Yes, whenever she wants,” David confirmed to Charlie.

“Does that mean I will get. . . get spanked?” Charlie asked slowly.

“Yes, son, it does. Most often by Fran but by me if the occasion warrants it. I know you’re not used to getting spanked but you will come to understand.” Charlie was silent. His mother had not believed in spanking beyond the usual swats that any boy gets for rambunctious behavior. The rare times Charlie truly had been spanked, it was David who spanked him, always bare bottom with his pants down around his ankles.

The adults gave Charlie time to think about everything, the three sitting in silence for a while. Fran eventually broke the silence. “Charlie, I’ve come to love you as I love your father. I believe in discipline done from love. You will be spanked but you will never be spanked unfairly. However, as with your father, if I want to spank you, even when your behavior is good, I will spank you.”

“She has been spanking me already, son,” David said. So, that was confirmed. “It may sound weird, but spankings can be for fun as well as for punishment.”

“You’ll find out all of that,” Fran said with a gleam in her eye. As it sunk in that Fran really could be spanking him, Charlie became fully hard, his erection straining against his pants. It was embarrassing. He hoped they didn’t notice but was sure they had. They had and Charlie caught the glance that passed between them. Now he was red faced and glad that nothing was said.

“We’ll let you think this over,” David told Charlie. “If you really can’t go in with this I will not force you, but I hope we can make this a family thing. Fran and I will continue, whatever you decide, but if your decision is a no, we will be discrete. You are of age, and you are free to decide whatever you want.”

“Thanks, Dad,” Charlie said, uncertain about all of this. “Are we done?”

“Yes, son, go ahead and do whatever you need to do.”

“I hope we can make this work, dear,” Fran said to Charlie as he rose to leave.

“Thank you,” Charlie said to her as he departed.

As the three were organizing their breakfasts the next morning Charlie said “I guess I’m willing to give it a try.” He didn’t have to say what “it” was. In response, he found himself in a three-way hug with his Dad and Fran.

“It can stop if you need it to,” David said, “but I think you’ll come to understand how it is a good idea.” Fran just smiled.

It was difficult for Charlie to concentrate at school but he managed. He felt nervous about the reality of getting spanked. A real spanking would hurt, he knew that! Yet, something was exciting, too. He didn’t know why, but last night as he was thinking over things, the thought again of submitting to Fran had his heart beating fast and his cock as hard as it ever had been. He wondered if Dad felt the same way, too. Charlie didn’t want sex with Fran and doubted she wanted sex with him. That wasn’t the point. He had come to love her and giving himself over to her seemed like it might be right.

After a week he knew that whatever she might do or want in terms of discipline, meaning spanking, he willingly would submit to it. Fran saw the silent acquiescence. She said nothing but gave Charlie some small tests of his acceptance of her authority. His responses every time confirmed that he accepted being under her control. Not only that, she sensed that he wanted, and emotionally needed, that control.

To no one’s surprise it was not long before Charlie received a justified spanking. He knew he’d earned one but still it was embarrassing when at dinner Fran announced “Charlie has been a bad boy and will have to be spanked.” He knew that his father would know about what he’d done and why he was getting spanked but hadn’t expected announced this way. Calling him a “bad boy” made him feel quite like a naughty boy.

“If you say he needs a spanking, dear, then I’m sure he does,” David had responded. His tone showed Charlie that Dad accepted Fran’s authority in these matters and that Charlie was to accept it, too. Nothing more was said.

For this first spanking Fran made sure that she and Charlie had privacy. In the future, though, David would witness some of his son’s discipline spankings. Much to his embarrassment, Charlie did see his father get some spankings, too, though it was rare. Far more likely David would see Charlie naked and over Fran’s lap. Yes, naked. All spankings were given totally naked, not a single sock on his body, as Charlie learned right away.

When their privacy was assured, Fran called Charlie into the living room. “It’s time for your spanking, dear. Bad boys need to be spanked.”

“Yes, Fran,” he replied, surprising himself at his compliance.

“Bad boys will be spanked totally in the nude. They get no modesty when they are spanked. Remove your clothes.” Even though Charlie thought this might be how it would be done, the reality was startling. He didn’t understand his feelings but even though startled he didn’t question the need for his complete nakedness. If anything apparently he wanted Fran to see him naked. A subtle sign of her dominant position with him.

“You mean I have to remove everything?”

“That’s usually what naked means.”

Charlie took a hand to his shirt, suddenly not sure if he wanted to do this, now that he had. But still, his penis seemed to encourage him, hardening at the thought to strip naked in front of the woman. So he started to open his shirt, and remove it. He didn’t remove his vest, but unlaced his shoes and took them off, soon followed by his socks. Then went his trousers. He did feel humbled in a vest and boxers in front of the woman, who kept looking at him, waiting, as if that was nothing unusual but just the new way of things. So Charlie took off his vest. Then he hesitated.

“Come on, I haven’t got all day, you know.”

He put his thumbs in the elastic band of his underwear, drew a deep breath, pulled them down and off. He cupped his privates, his penis so hard that he could have hammered a nail into a brick wall with it.

“Stop being foolish, you have nothing to hide. Hands on your side, please.”

Charlie obeyed. His massive erection swung a little, his purple glans exposed.

He was naked. He felt naked. Some part of him didn’t want to be naked. Some part of him loved to be nude in front of a staring woman, and wanted to masturbate straight away, but knew that the best part was still coming.

“That’s a good boy,” Fran said. She did make him a bit uncomfortable by taking still another moment to look him over. It was fascinating to her how much he looked like his father, excepting that Charlie had a very attractive foreskin. Finally, even mercifully, she said “over my lap, Charles.” Charlie hadn’t climbed over a lap in a few years but Fran expertly helped him get into place.

The spanking was firm and steady. Fran wouldn’t make him cry this time, but tears were in his future, though he didn’t know it yet. A stinging red bottom was the goal, the boy protesting as she achieved that goal. This being the first spanking, both had things to learn about their spanking relationship. It took a while to get Charlie to cry out as the swats landed but once he did his cries were most satisfying to his spanker. Whatever his other similarities to his father, Charlie was proving rather different in how he responded to a spanking. She knew she would have fun spanking him as this relationship developed.

When she had Charlie crying out “Please! I’ll be good!” Fran wound down the spanking. However, she would never let him think that promises and pleas would get her to stop if she thought that the spanking was not complete.

Spanking done, Fran briefly rubbed Charlie’s bottom. That achieved another of her goals – to make the boy even harder. It was a pleasure feeling him grow against her thigh. Charlie hard, she said “get up and gather your clothes and go to your room.” It was clear he was not being given permission to dress before he left the room. Charlie blushed deeply as he rose from her lap and revealed the erection both knew he had.

“Now, now, dear, a man should never be embarrassed by his erection, and yours is quite a lovely one.” Charlie blushed deeper but secretly was thrilled by the compliment, especially coming from Fran.

Nothing more was said. Charlie did gather up his clothes, went totally naked up to his room where he masturbated himself to yet another intense orgasm, this time so excited that he even tasted his own milk. Spanking was having a strong effect on him already.

About ten days later, on a Saturday, David was out. He’d been spanked the night before, an erotic spanking which had been exciting for both him and Fran. David was at his most sexually stimulated after a fun spanking. Now Fran had the boy on her mind. How would he respond to an unmotivated spanking? At least one not motivated by him through bad behavior but rather by her desire to spank him.

“What are you doing today?” Fran asked Charlie after his father had left.

“I don’t know,” he answered honestly.

“There’s one thing you’ll be doing this morning,” she answered with a smile. Charlie knew what it meant. “You’re getting spanked. Come with me into the living room.”

“But why?”

“No reason, dear. Well, there is a reason. I want to. It’s that simple. And when I want to spank you I will. You’ll get used to it.”

“Yes, Fran,” Charlie said. They were in the living room. Charlie looked to start removing his clothes.

“Oh no, dear,” she stopped him. “Come over here.” Charlie obeyed. “I’ll take care of this,” she said as she began pulling his t-shirt over his head and off. That was all it took for an erection to happen, both fully aware of it. His shirt off, Fran undid his belt, then his pants. The zipper came down and she lowered his pants to the floor. “Step out.” He obeyed. Now he was standing in front her in nothing but his briefs which were tenting. He felt trapped in them, his erection straining against the cloth. He wanted his hardon released but knew it meant he’d soon be over her lap getting spanked. Well, he’d be getting spanked regardless so best to get on with it.

With a smile Fran put her hands behind Charlie, slipping her fingers inside the waistband of his briefs. Slowly she worked her hands around to the side, preparatory to taking down his briefs, which she did, also slowly. His hard cock sprang free. When the briefs hit the floor he stepped out of them without being told.

“Good boy,” Fran said. “Now, we have work to do.” She helped him over her lap, though he found it easier the second time. Eventually it would be quite natural. Since this was not a punishment Fran took time to admire the bottom looking up at her from her lap. It certainly was a nice one! It matched his father’s, meaning she had two very nice bottoms to work on. How lucky could one woman be? Having enjoyed the view she took some time to rub his bottom, getting a sense of how it felt. Charlie couldn’t know but this bottom rub was inspiring Fran to spank him on as regular a basis as she could. In the long run it would be satisfactory for both, though Charlie never understood why it was for him. It just was.

SMACK SMACK SMACK An easy start, though Charlie did jump at the first smack. He hadn’t expected it quite yet. This was for Fran’s pleasure and perhaps his, too, if he knew how to accept that.

SMACK SMACK SMACK It didn’t hurt yet. His bottom was taking on a nice pink shade. She’d see to it that it would be red when she was done. SMACK SMACK SMACK Now Charlie was reacting a bit, grunting with each swat. SMACK SMACK SMACK A few more swats and a steady stream of “ow! ow! ow!” with each one. Fran had a rhythm going now. It was a pleasure watching the teen’s bottom take on more color. Fran was enjoying her work now and Charlie was getting into the rhythm, too, much as it was coming to hurt.

Fran picked up the pace, getting Charlie to yell a bit. After a couple of good yells she stopped, now gently rubbing his bottom.

“You’re doing well, my boy.” Her hand felt good and he liked the compliment. Any boy would. He still was hard, much to Fran’s delight. She let him relax a bit. “I think you’d like something else before we’re done.” Anyone overhearing her would have thought she was giving the boy something pleasurable. “I’ve brought something special for you.” She was almost cooing, Charlie thought.

As he lay there Charlie could tell that Fran was reaching for something. After a moment something cold and flat was lying on his warm bottom.

“Yes, dear,” she said like a mother giving a child something special. “Your very own hairbrush.” Charlie stiffened in response. She gently rubbed the brush over his bottom. “Now, now, dear, nothing to be nervous about. Any boy needs his own hairbrush for his bottom. I’ll put your name on the handle. It will be yours, just for me to use on your bottom.”

“Yes,” he mumbled. This was so new, he didn’t know what to think yet. Still, it already was special to be over her lap, just the two of them. Dad needn’t know about this. He wouldn’t, nor about any of their private times. He would know about the brush, of course.

“This will hurt a bit, of course, but not the way it will hurt if I need to use it for a punishment. So, you’d better be sure to behave. Right?”

“Yes, Fran,” he answered, this time more clearly.

With that five firm smacks from the brush landed on his already sore bottom. “Ow! Ow! Owwww!” He kicked his legs on the last two.

“Ah, that’s what I like to see,” Fran said, sounding like she was praising. Charlie felt good hearing it, despite the pain. This was weird, though, that she was making him feel good because he was getting a spanking. Special. This was another way he and his father were alike. Charlie couldn’t know that, at least not yet, but Fran did already. It made her happy. She had a wonderful husband who had a very special boy for a son.

For a while she rubbed his bottom again. Then she let him get up, his erection standing up proudly in front of him. He still was embarrassed but not as much as he had been. Maybe he’d come to want her to see it.

“Those clothes are a mess, young man,” Fran said, indicating the pile on the floor where his clothes had landed. “You know better than that, don’t you?”

“Yes, Fran,” he said as he picked up his pants and briefs. She handed him his t-shirt which she had kept. Was she looking for an excuse for a real spanking? He couldn’t read the signals. Would she really trick him into a spanking? Other than the times she just wanted to spank him, like today.

“May I leave?”

“Of course, dear. Enjoy your day.”

Thanks. You, too.” He went upstairs, shut his door behind him and worked up to another intense orgasm.

Fran was taking no sexual pleasure from spanking Charlie. It simply was fun to have that control over the boy. David was more than enough sexual stimulation. She knew Charlie was masturbating after the spankings and she was glad that he did. It’s what a boy his age should do, to know himself and prepare sexually for his life to come.

That night, alone in bed, Charlie replayed the spanking in his mind, leading up to yet another great orgasm. He couldn’t figure it out but as he fell asleep he wondered if he was looking forward to the next spanking. He knew there’d be a next one.


Chapter 2

Woman Power was proving to be quite successful as the three settled into it. Fran never abused her position, at least as far as actual punishment spankings went. With both of her men she did take advantage of her freedom to spank when she wanted. Most of the time she called these maintenance spankings; these spankings certainly did provide reminders that she was in charge. With her husband, though, there often was an erotic element which delighted them both.

After a while she affectionately referred to David and Charlie as “my good big boy” and “my good boy.” Neither of them particularly liked that, especially Charlie who always blushed when she said it. He was a young adult, not a boy. He knew better than to protest, though.

It was not always the case, but Fran did occasionally announce at dinner that one, or both, of them would be getting spanked. This tended to make Charlie more uncomfortable than it did his father. David wanted this lifestyle. He knew when he deserved discipline and willingly submitted to his wife. Charlie didn’t know it, of course, but David received much harder and longer spankings than Charlie did. It was only between David and Fran that sometimes spankings were foreplay for sex. Both enjoyed erotic spankings. Charlie would get a taste of it from Fran, something she saw as helping him develop sexually.

Charlie now knew that part of what was going on was that Fran was toying with him. He’d have hated it from anyone else but from her he now happily accepted it. Wanted it. She was lavishing attention on him, which he loved. Even when they hurt, the spankings were exciting. He’d seen changes in himself, changes which felt good. His grades had gone up a bit, too. If his friends were noticing anything, they weren’t saying. He hardly could tell them!

One Saturday afternoon when Charlie had finished whatever chores that needed doing he passed by the living room on his way to shower and change. Fran was taking a break and reading a recent magazine. She saw Charlie and said “how’s my good boy?”

“Um, fine,” Charlie answered. He had stopped in order to reply and was looking at her. Usually that question meant that a spanking was coming.

“Chores all done?”

“Yes, Fran.”

“You are the good boy. Get upstairs now and into the shower. When you’re done, wait for me in your room, naked.” Yes, he was to be spanked. “Wait for me in your room” meant that he was not to dress or otherwise be covered. It hadn’t taken him long to understand the routine and to follow it.

The shower felt good. As he washed his butt he felt that tingle of nervousness and excitement that any boy feels when he is to be spanked, regardless of the reason for the spanking. If one can be said to “enjoy” a spanking, Charlie was coming to enjoy these non-discipline ones. He’d come to think of them as recreational. He and Fran tacitly saw these as special times together for them. Sometimes Fran made a recreational spanking hurt as much as a punishment one but Charlie never felt that she was being cruel. It was another way that he was like his father – he needed this.

Shower done and all dried off, Charlie went to his room and sat on the bed. It wasn’t long before Fran came in, hairbrush in hand. Charlie gulped when he saw it but said nothing. “Ah, that’s my good boy,” she said, “naked and ready for his spanking.”

“Yes, Fran.” He stood and let her take her place on the bed, then settled over her lap. Seeing the hairbrush had made him start to get hard but that would change soon. SMACK SMACK SMACK Fran started with hard, firm hand swats, steadily delivered. Charlie was experienced enough now to have a good idea of how the color was rising on his bottom. In this first part of the spanking the buildup of the sting felt good. No matter how hard he was spanked, the sting afterwards gave him a special pleasure.

SMACK SMACK SMACK The spanking was moving from a pleasant sting to hurting. Charlie was responding now. No pleading, just a series of “ow! ow! ow!” as each swat landed. SMACK SMACK SMACK Now she had him kicking his legs a bit which always pleased Fran. She continued that way for a bit. When she stopped she said “Reach back and spread your cheeks.”

“Wha…?” This was totally unexpected.

“Do as you’re told buster,” Fran said with authority. Charlie was uncertain but reached back and did as she commanded. When he pulled his cheeks apart Fran had her first view of the boy’s most secret and intimate place. She smiled at the sight of his virgin rosebud. It was as cute as its owner she thought. There were some things he needed to learn about it. That was for later today or another time.

For now the task at hand was spanking the inside of his cheeks for his first time. She made sure it stung and Charlie cried out with each swat. When she had finished that she let him remove his hands. “You need the hairbrush now, don’t you boy?”

“Yes, Fran.” There was only one answer to be given. Charlie would come to learn that the presence of the hairbrush combined with being called “boy” always meant some serious time with the brush, more so than usual, even in non-punishment spanking. It had a purpose today. Fran would bring the boy to tears for the first time, would bring him to the total submission that only a spanking can bring. When she was done she would have a sobbing, broken boy over her lap. A boy under her control. A boy who knew that her love can be expressed through discipline and a good spanking as much as through hugs and other affection. A boy who understood that he could be happy and satisfied submitting to her will.

WHAP WHAP WHAP WHAP “Owwwwww!”

Carefully she gave a cheek five good smacks by the brush. A short pause and she give five on the other cheek. Charlie was crying out as he never had. In all she planted twenty-five swats on each cheek. For all that effort, Charlie wasn’t broken yet. No matter. It allowed her to do more of what she intended.

“Spread your cheeks again!” This was a command not to be disobeyed. Charlie did as told, this time with more trepidation than before. Five swats of the brush landed on one side, then five on the other. It hurt! Charlie now was close to bawling, even wanting to. There was a short pause and then the brush landed straight between his cheeks. Charlie screamed, went limp, and let go with heavy gulping sobs. Oh it hurt like nothing before! Yet, even with that pain, something was good about all of this. He was broken. Both knew that now he was completely submissive to her.

Fran put the brush down. Knowing what she’d be doing this to his bottom she had made sure to bring some aloe lotion to sooth the boy. When she’d used it in the past he would almost be purring as she rubbed his lovely bottom. Charlie jerked when she squirted it on him, it felt so cold. When she began to rub it in, however, he began to calm down, giving himself over fully to her ministrations.

“Mustn’t forget here,” Fran said soothingly as she slipped her fingers between his cheeks to rub some aloe there, too. This felt good in a way Charlie had never experienced. When her fingers would get near his rosebud he would shudder slightly. She felt the boy growing against her thighs.

Now Fran was faced with a decision. The sight of his virgin rosebud as enticing. She had decided a while ago that at some point Charlie needed to learn just what pleasures his anus could afford him. The question was whether to introduce it now or save it for another time. If she waited it would be soon, in any case. She applied some more lotion to her hand and returned between his cheeks. This time she purposefully worked her way down to his rosebud, finally touching it lightly. Charlie gasped. It felt good! She kept her finger at the door, as it were, lightly rubbing his back with her other hand. She felt Charlie relaxing under her hands.

It was time. Gently she slipped the end of her finger in. Charlie gasped again. This was overwhelming. Neither spoke. Gently she let more of her finger invade. In a way it hurt and in a way it felt good. Charlie reached the point of no return – he wanted her finger all the way in and was lifting his bottom slightly to meet the finger. Slowly it did go all the way in, finally making contact with his prostate, bringing on another gasp, this one definitely of pleasure and excitement.

She let him take in the sensation, then whispered to him “how does that feel, boy?”

“Ohhhh,” he moaned, “it feels so good.” He was breathing hard, now rocking himself a bit over her lap, stimulating his very hard and very full erection. Fran didn’t mind. She now was moving her finger around inside, giving him his first finger fuck. It wouldn’t be long before the explosion would happen. She knew it was good for him. She would never have sex with the boy, he needed to save that for a real lover of either sex. However, she could give him stimulation which would be good training.

The rocking continued. Suddenly Charlie had the overwhelming sensation he always got when he masturbated and was about to cum. With her finger firmly on his prostate, Charlie let out a long moan of pleasure and flooded Fran’s lap. “You’re a good boy,” she whispered as he began to calm down. She left her finger in place until his breathing returned to normal. When she removed it Charlie immediately missed it.

“This is our secret, isn’t it, dear?” Fran said, not calling him boy this time.

“Yes, Fran,” Charlie responded, still a bit breathless.

“It feels like you made quite a mess, young man. It’s a good thing I’m wearing an old pair of slacks.” He could tell by her tone that she was not angry about any of this. Before she let him up she said “don’t get any ideas that spanking and pleasure now go together. When you need to be punished you will be.”

“Yes, Fran.” He now stood up. Her slacks were covered in his semen, as was his now deflated penis. Oddly, he felt no embarrassment. He felt good, even proud, that he had shared this with Fran.

“You may want to rest a bit after you clean yourself,” she said as she stood. “Before I go, however, I want you to see that I kept my promise. Your name is on the brush. It is just for you.” She showed him the handle with “Charles” etched into it. “It will stay here on your dresser as a reminder. I’ll see you later.” She gave him a motherly kiss on the cheek, put the brush on his bureau, and left. Charlie did lie down after cleaning the mess off him. He didn’t sleep but did reflect on what had happened. It was a lot to ponder.

In her own room as she changed Fran was feeling quite pleased. Charlie was as important to her as David was, though in a different way. With a smile she said to herself as she changed “that boy may just become my plaything. I’ll enjoy it and it will be good for him.” She reflected that in a different way she already a plaything in her husband David. Unlike Charlie, David had wanted it all along. How lucky could a woman get?

The hairbrush did stay on his bureau. He found it reassuring, not scary. Friends noticed that his name was on and did ask about that. He just said it was a gift from Fran. No one questioned it further, fortunately, but he did wonder if anyone discerned what it really was for. Charlie kept an eye out when he visited friends to see if maybe they had a brush, or even a paddle, which was their own. So far he hadn’t seen any.

Charlie and Fran gave no signs that there was anything special or secret going on between them, beyond the spankings that had been happening all along. What David saw was a growing affection between his wife and son which only made him happy and content. He did take note of the hairbrush on his son’s bureau. He knew why it was there. After all, he had one of his own.

David was a bit amused when he noticed that Charlie was unconcerned if Fran saw him naked at times when he wasn’t being spanked. David wanted his son to feel that there was no need to hide now that a woman was in the house. Boys and men needed not to be modest, in any case. Fran would give Charlie a sly wink when she encountered him naked and Charlie would smile back. It was exciting to have their secret life.

Business had David out of town now and then which made for stretches of time when Fran could freely spank her stepson. During one such time when David was away Charlie got sick with a slight case of flu. He’d dressed for the day but when he told Fran he felt bad she sent him up to his room. “I need to take your temperature” Fran announced. “Get your pants off and lie on your left side with your right leg up.”

“What for?”

“So I can take your temperature, silly boy.”

“Up my bum?”

“How else? Do I have to spank you to get you to cooperate?”

“No, Fran.” He did as told, his rosebud again on display for his stepmother who took great pleasure in seeing it. She lubed him, lubed the thermometer and slid it in. Not as good as a finger, he thought, but it did feel good. Fran could see him relax and left it in a bit longer than necessary.

“As I suspected, you do have a slight temperature,” she said when she’d looked at the reading. “I want you in this and in bed.” She handed him a cozy onesie which she had bought for him. Charlie, like his father, now was sleeping nude most of the time but he’d worn the onesie and did like how snug it felt. As Fran watched he stripped off the rest of his clothes, climbed into the onesie, then into bed.

“My good boy,” Fran cooed. She sat with him for a few minutes. “I’ll make you some chicken soup for lunch. That’s always good for a touch of the flu.”

“Thanks, Fran. You’re good to me.”

“You’re worth it.” She smiled and left the room, leaving Charlie to fall into a much needed sleep. As he dozed off the thermometer was a pleasant memory.

A bit after Noon Fran came in with soup on a tray. “Let’s check your temp while this cools,” she said. Charlie didn’t say anything but secretly was glad that he’d feel the thermometer again. Maybe she’d take his temperature every few hours until he was well. The onesie had a convenient back flap which she undid then repeated the routine of earlier. Charlie sighed as the thermometer went in. He couldn’t see, but Fran had a big smile in response to that. The boy was learning.

The soup did make him feel better. He stayed in bed but read and did some things on his laptop. Around four Fran came in again, thermometer and lube in hand. “We need to check you again.” Charlie quickly and gladly got himself in position. Fran was amused at his apparent eagerness. This time the lubing process included her finger slipping in up to the first knuckle. Charlie moaned with pleasure at that, producing another unseen smile on Fran’s face. A good sign that even feeling sick Charlie enjoyed this. It was turning into an enjoyable routine for both of them.

“You’re doing better. I’ll check again after I have dinner.” This time Charlie did doze off and was surprised when she woke him by undoing the front of his onesie. As he was waking up she helped him out of it. Now completely naked he was fully awake, awaiting instructions. “You know what to do.”

“Yes, Fran.” Whatever was doing it, soup or rest, he did feel better and more excited this time about the imminent invasion of his most private part. Suddenly he realized that he wanted her to see that most private place. He took the position and was sighing with pleasure as Fran’s finger went into him. He also, for the first time today, was getting hard. Fran didn’t see but she could tell. A good sign that he was returning to health. She had found a slightly thicker thermometer. Charlie could tell the difference and let out another sigh when it replaced her finger. Charlie’s response to the thermometer today gave Fran some ideas for his future. For now he needed to get completely well.

“Just about normal. You’ll be fine in the morning and we can decide if you should go to school or not. Sometimes an extra day of rest is needed.”

“Yes, Fran,” Charlie replied. The idea of an extra day appealed to him, especially if he felt fine, just needing a bit more rest. He was sure Fran would make it a good day.

“I want your light out by eleven. You still need your rest.” Charlie could hear the “or else” in her voice. He was sure that his bout of flu had put off the spanking he always got in his father’s absence. Or spankings.

“Don’t worry, I will! I’m still tired.”

“Good boy.” With that she took her leave.

The next morning he felt normal. He had slept in the onesie but peeled it off before going to the bathroom to relieve himself. He returned to his room to find Fran waiting for him.

“You must be feeling better,” she said, smiling had his nakedness.

“Oh yes, much. I think I’m normal again.”

“One way to find out. Over my lap this time.” Charlie gladly climbed onto her lap and spread his legs slightly as he prepared himself for the thermometer. Fran took more time lubing him with her inserted finger. The thermometer went in and stayed for about five minutes. She could see that having it in him really did relax him, even when healthy. This was good to know. Thermometers had uses on boys beyond taking temperatures.

This time when the thermometer came out it was replaced by her finger again. She didn’t do anything other than keep it in him while she looked at reading on the thermometer.

“Back to normal I’m glad to say.”

“Good.” Charlie made no other comment nor did he make a move to escape her finger. It made him feel good. It made him feel loved by his stepmother with whom he now had such a special bond, even if it meant a sore bottom on a regular basis. He was thriving on that. Was all this perverted? He didn’t care. Sometimes he did wonder if some of his buddies had anything similar in their lives. Not with their mothers, but with some woman or girl who was significant. How would he ever find out? Not matter, for now at least.

Finally she did pull out of him. “Take a shower and come down to breakfast.”

“OK.” Fran let him off her lap, left, and Charlie made his way to the bathroom. When he was done and dry he went downstairs. For some reason it hadn’t occurred to him to get dressed. Naked was more comfortable.

“What have we here?” Fran asked when he came into the kitchen.

“Oh! I guess I forgot to get dressed.” Charlie blushed a little. “I will if you want me to.”

“No, no. There’s no reason for you to feel embarrassed about your nakedness. Boys shouldn’t be modest, you know that. If I had my way you’d be naked all the time around the house. Your father, too.” They both had a laugh over that. Charlie took no further notice of his nakedness as the day went on. In fact, over time he had come to realize that he wanted Fran to see him naked. And she liked seeing him naked, so it was a win-win for them.

Later that afternoon Charlie was in his room doing some homework on his laptop, still naked. Fran came in and put her hands on his bare shoulders. “I’d like to see how fully recovered you are. We know the best way to do that and it doesn’t need the thermometer.” Charlie knew what she meant. As he got out of his chair she took her place on the bed and soon Charlie was over her lap. Being there after a day of feeling poorly now felt good and comfortable. He had come to love the intimacy of being naked over her lap. Being naked over her lap for the thermometer rather than a spanking had only intensified this.

SMACK SMACK SMACK This didn’t show signs of being a hard spanking. It was enough to get him responding and even kicking a bit. Tears were for another time when he felt fully himself, but the signs were good.

Spanking done, Fran rubbed his bottom for a while. She felt him get hard. She leaned over and kissed him on the back of the head. “I’d say you’re healthy again. I’ll let you know when dinner is ready.” She let him get up so that she could leave. When alone he masturbated for the first time in a couple of days. That felt good, too. And of course after this period of rest there was a lot more creamy sperm to shoot all around.

He did get dressed for dinner. Dad would be home tomorrow. Charlie had a good idea what that meant for his schedule. Sure enough, after dinner Fran announced “you’ll be getting spanked after school tomorrow.” She smiled at him. She didn’t always tell David what Charlie had done to deserve a spanking but she did like her husband to know when he returned from a trip that she would be applying some discipline, or perhaps just some maintenance, to the boy. David would be home by the time Charlie got back from school so he’d be aware of the spanking. Fran would tell him her plans, in any case.

“Yes, Fran.” Charlie went about the after-dinner clean up. For the first time he was feeling quite excited and far less nervous at knowing that he’d be spanked. He was developing the compliance that Woman Power created in boys and men.

The next day was a Friday meaning a weekend was ahead of him. Even if he didn’t see friends Charlie always enjoyed the relaxation of the weekend. Dad and Fran had time for him, too, which made him feel good.

When he got home from school Fran already was home from work. She had flexible hours and could come and go as she wanted. Dad was there, too, happy to see his son. Father and son shared a long hug. “Been behaving?” he asked. “Better ask Fran,” Charlie replied. This had become a standard exchange when David had been away and always made them laugh.

“Wait for me in your room, clothes on” Fran said after these greetings. For this spanking she would slowly undress him, often doing it as the spanking went on. She rarely told him to stay dressed but both enjoyed the times when she’d undress him. This was yet another form of submission that exciting for the boy. They were getting to know the spanking routines well.

Charlie sat on his bed and waited. She did not like to find him on his phone or otherwise preoccupied. He was to wait for her. Eventually she did come in. She had not mentioned the hairbrush so likely this would be a hand spanking but with the humiliation, and he had to admit, the thrill, of having her undress him. He always was hard well before his pants came down, let alone his briefs.

“Stand up,” she said. He knew what to do. He got up as she took her place then stood in front of her. “We need to set you up for the weekend.” A Friday afternoon spanking was not unusual, though he never had figured out how that set him up for the weekend, other than he made sure to be on his best behavior. “Over my lap.” Charlie put himself in place.

Hand spankings over jeans are never satisfactory. Both knew that for this kind of spanking the slow undressing of Charlie was the important thing. Along with a red bottom, of course. Fran didn’t like how the denim felt so this part of the spanking always was short. Soon came another “stand up.” Charlie did. She reached forward and undid his belt, undid the buttons on his jeans (he preferred the button fly), then lowered his jeans below his knees. Wordlessly she guided him back over her lap. He had on white briefs today which she enjoyed seeing him in more than other colors. She smoothed the material. That done, the real spanking began. SMACK SMACK SMACK Charlie could tell right away that this was a serious spanking, even without being discipline.

This went on for a while, Fran bringing Charlie to responding. She was amused that, for all his cries of discomfort, today he was raising his bottom to meet her hand. This was occurring more often during his spankings. She was training him well. When she could feel a bit of heat through the cotton she stopped, reached down and deftly pulled the jeans off Charlie’s legs, followed by his briefs. His bottom now was bare and his naked legs free to kick. This always was a fun time for her. She even liked the way he wriggled his feet and pink toes.

After a bit more spanking his legs did start to kick. She paused to pull his t-shirt up and off him, now having a fully naked teen over her lap. A lovely sight, especially with a red bottom.

Fran was experienced enough a spanker that she could bring a boy, or a man, to tears with just a hand spanking. She hadn’t arrived intending to make Charlie cry but now she decided she did want tears and she adjusted her technique. She didn’t have to be harsh, just steer the boy in the direction she wanted him to go.

Sure enough, it worked. Charlie suddenly went limp and let go with a wail and sobs. Fran reached for the thermometer which was on Charlie’s beside table, with his hairbrush. She kept it there so it would be available if needed and so that he would see it as another reminder of her power over him. She had read about using a rectal thermometer to calm a crying boy after a spanking. She’d chatted with some friends who confirmed that this was true and provided the boy comfort after his spanking. Testing the theory was what had brought her to make this a spanking to tears. Fran wasted no time lubing the thermometer, spreading the boy’s cheeks and slipping it in.

Feeling the tube go into him startled Charlie in a good way. He did feel comforted for some reason. Neither of them, especially Charlie, had considered that a thermometer could be used this way. Fran, at least, knew that it would be in regular use now. The result of it being in him changed Charlie’s sobs quickly to tears. He cried softly but not for long. When he was calm Fran let him lie there over her lap for a few minutes savoring the tube inside him.

When Charlie was well relaxed Fran tried something she’d heard about recently. She had met a practicing dominatrix (of men only) who gave consultations to women who wanted to learn more about Woman Power. She praised Fran as a good pupil when Fran reported back on using some of the lady’s techniques. Mostly they were for her to do with David in their sex play, but there were some things that were appropriate for Charlie, too. This use of the thermometer was something the dominatrix had mentioned, confirming what Fran had heard.

It would be tried now. She slid out the thermometer then used the tip to gently stimulate the sensitive skin of his rosebud right around the hole. In short order Charlie was squirming, then writhing, with erotic stimulation. “Oh! Oh! Fran!” he was shouting as she continued to tease. He was hard as a rock. He began to blatantly hump her thighs. She didn’t mind. It was amusing to see the teen give over to his needs. When she knew he was close she replaced the tube with her finger pressed against his hole. That was all that was needed to send him over the edge. With a loud groaning “ohhhhhh!” he exploded, over and over, aware only of the power of his orgasm. Now he needed time again to relax. Fran rested a hand on his bottom and let him recover.

She had left the bedroom door open. David heard everything, as she intended. He smiled to himself, knowing what his son was experiencing and learning.

When his breathing had returned to normal he knew he was allowed to get up, which he did. “Oh gosh, I made a terrible mess on you!”

“Not to worry, honey. I wanted you to make that mess.”

“Oh?” She’d never expressed it this way.

“Yes. It will get you ready for what I have planned for the weekend for you and your father.” Charlie didn’t know what to say. “Now, I need to get cleaned up and we need to get organized for dinner.” She left the room. She had replaced the thermometer on the bureau. It’s presence there did cause him some embarrassment when friends visited. He didn’t come up with a good reason for it to be there but did manage to ward off any inquisitiveness. Maybe some of the guys knew why it was there anyhow?

Charlie rinsed off quickly in the shower, pulled on a t-shirt and gym shorts and joined her downstairs. Dad soon joined them, giving his son a knowing smile which made Charlie blush slightly. Both adults thought it was charming.

After dinner all three decided to watch TV together. As they were settling Fran said to Charlie, so only he could hear, “when I come up at bedtime you are to be completely naked. You know what I mean. I’d like even your glans to be exposed, so keep your foreskin down, okay?” Charlie nodded.

He did as instructed and was waiting naked in his room. Fran came in with something in her hand. “I’m trying something new with you and your father,” she said. “Sometimes men, especially teens, need some supervision of when they can release their built-up semen so that they don’t masturbate too much. I’ve bought matching cages for your penises which will keep you out of trouble.” She revealed the object. Charlie didn’t like the look of it but didn’t object.

“Did this afternoon get you well drained?” she asked.

“Yes,” he admitted. Then added, somewhat bashfully, “I honestly haven’t been hard since then.” He could make such admissions to her now.

“Very good. We won’t have any trouble getting this on.” She did take his balls into her hand to test if they felt full. She rarely touched his genitals and any time she did it would cause a shiver. Tonight was no exception.

Attaching a cock cage was new for her, too, so it took a while to get it on correctly but it did go on and fit perfectly. She attached the little lock which would keep Charlie from removing it. “I have the key on this wrist band where it will stay unless I am using it. It will take some time for you to get used to wearing this but wearing it all weekend should do the trick.”

Charlie walked over to where he could look at himself in the mirror. It did look a bit weird.

“Don’t worry, you can pee easily with it on. You just can’t get hard and you can’t masturbate. Good night, sweetheart. One last thing – come naked to breakfast. Your father will be, too,” she added with a wink.

In the morning he found that with the cage on he had to sit to pee but otherwise it was no problem. His morning wood had pressed against the cage but quickly receded. Not having much to do since he wasn’t getting dressed he soon was downstairs in the kitchen. There was dad, naked, too, and also wearing a cage! Charlie gasped. He’d forgotten that Fran said Dad was getting a cage, too.

“Good morning, son.”

“Good morning, dear,” said Fran. “Two matching caged boys. Don’t you look nice.” Charlie could see that she was right. He and Dad, as he knew, were quite similar in looks generally, and specifically in their packages. They certainly like a matched pair in their cages! Charlie blushed a bit at her comment. From what he could see, though, Dad was enjoying being caged. Charlie figured it was their business and if Dad liked it, good for him. Charlie found it a bit awkward but figured he’d get used to it. Did he have any other choice?

It was a warm day and neither male saw any need to dress as they went about their business. There always were chores to do. Today Charlie was enjoying doing them naked.

That night Charlie could hear noises from their bedroom. He guessed that the cage must be exciting for them. He didn’t want to know anything more! He did have to go out on Sunday but found if he went commando under his jeans the cage fit comfortably. He always enjoyed going without underwear anyhow.

Sunday night Fran made a bit of a ceremony out of releasing the boys from their bonds, as it were. In the living room she had them stand together. First she unlocked Charlie’s cage and took it off. He immediately sprang to life. Both had seen him hard before, Dad even had walked in on him masturbating. He’d smiled and said “enjoy” as he left. Now, though, for some reason it felt a bit embarrassing. He watched as Fran undid Dad’s cage. With Dad she teased a bit during the process, not that Dad needed it in order to also get hard as soon as he was free. The rare times Charlie did see his father hard confirmed that they were similar in that way, too. He looked back and forth at himself and Dad. Dad gave him a smile which conveyed his pride in his son’s development.

“Off you go, Charlie. Take your time if you can,” Fran said with a big smile. Charlie and David both knew what she meant. Charlie quickly went upstairs. In his haste he didn’t fully shut his door and the sounds of his orgasm were heard downstairs. Dad and Fran smiled when they heard it. They waited until they knew he was settled in his room with the door shut, then went upstairs.

“You’re getting yours now,” Fran said in a sexy whisper as they went into their bedroom and shut the door behind them. Charlie had no trouble seeing that his father’s bottom was red when he and Dad arrived naked for breakfast. Charlie felt some embarrassment at having this intimation of what they’d been doing. Fran liked for each of her boys to know that she’d spanked them so it had become not unusual for either or both to have a red bottom when they were together.

Another facet of Fran’s Woman Power was beginning.


Chapter 3

At dinner one night David announced that he had a business trip to New York City coming up. “I’d love to have you both join me. You can see the sights while I’m in my meetings. What do you think?”

Charlie was thrilled. He’d been to NYC once and always wanted to go again. So, his answer was yes.

“I think that sounds delightful. I could do some shopping, maybe take Charlie to a fine menswear store.” Charlie wasn’t sure how he felt about that!

“Excellent. I hoped you’d agree because I’ve already booked two rooms at the hotel.” They all laughed. “I know it’s short notice but we leave first thing in the morning the day after tomorrow. I’ve called the principal and it’s fine for Charlie to miss a few days of school.”

“Thanks, Dad.”

Then Fran dropped the bomb. “You both know that you have spankings coming. I’ll save them for the hotel. That will help make them more memorable.” David and Charlie went a bit pale at that but she was right, they had earned spankings and knew they would be coming. Nothing more was said about that and the conversation turned to getting ready to leave.

When they got to the hotel Charlie was impressed with the two rooms and excited to know that one was just for him. There was a connecting door between them. Likely Fran would let herself in when she wanted but that was to be expected.

David’s first meeting was mid-afternoon. “Plenty of time for other things,” Fran said as they moved into their rooms. “Charlie, get your things put away and come back here.” Before they had packed at home she had made it clear that he was to bring his hairbrush and thermometer and have them on the side table by the bed at the hotel. Charlie obeyed.

“Yes, Fran.” He knew what would happen when he returned. Charlie unpacked quickly, making sure all his clothes were put away properly and his suitcase stowed in the closet. In a few minutes he was knocking on the connecting door between the two rooms. Fran opened it and, sure enough, Dad was naked. There was no need for instructions, Charlie quickly undressed, putting his clothes neatly aside.

This was not the first time that Charlie saw his father get spanked or David saw Charlie spanked. However, it would be the first time that they’d been spanked together. An exciting prospect for the teen and his slight chubbing confirmed that. It wasn’t lost on either adult that it was happening.

“Up on the bed you two, on your knees, your naughty bottoms high in the air.” The two obeyed. Fran had them move closer so that they were touching.

Once they were set to her satisfaction she went to work. She had brought her small leather paddle, the one with holes in it. No hand spankings today. For a while she alternated bottoms, smart stinging swats landing on each. Charlie wanted to be stoic in front of his father but he was the first to break and cry out as each swat landed. He was rewarded with a series of ten swats, each accompanied by a loud “ow!” from the boy.

It was only fair that David get his ten now. By the third he, too, was crying out. Now she alternated groups of swats. Charlie was beginning to break some more, collapsing a bit as the strokes continued, but he managed to stay in place. When David received his swats he tended to move his bottom side to side in the useless attempt to avoid the blows.

Not much longer was needed. Fran’s goal was to have two very red bottoms, but no tears. She wanted to make sure that David would not be sitting comfortably at his meeting, nor that Charlie would be comfortable sitting on the subway or in a taxi. She would be with Charlie and could threaten another spanking if the boy showed his discomfort. She enjoyed that kind of control over both of them. He had been spanked once for wincing in a chair when others could see. Fortunately for him it was when they got home, but still, he didn’t want that to happen again. All part of Woman Power.

When the spankings were done to her satisfaction she said “Charlie, you should shower then we’ll go out. I know a good place for lunch, then we’ll decide what to do with the afternoon. Don’t you dare look uncomfortable in the restaurant!”

“I won’t, I promise.” One spanking today was plenty. He heard the connecting door lock behind him and guessed that Dad and Fran would be having some fun before everyone left.

Charlie showered and put on clothes he thought appropriate for the sort of restaurant that Fran liked. When she opened the door to his adjoining room she was pleased with how he looked and told him so. Fran was looking very smart in her outfit. This would be a special afternoon.

“I’m going to make this a special trip for you, and not only because I’ll be keeping your bottom red,” she said as they walked to the restaurant. For the moment she explained no further. Charlie did not like the prospect of regular spankings but something was exciting about it, too. When Fran promised something special it always was. That thought helped mitigate the thought that likely he’d be spanked again today.

At the restaurant Charlie did manage to show no signs that it hurt to sit. He appreciated the approving looks that Fran gave him during the meal.

“You’ve been a good boy today,” Fran said as she hailed a taxi. Charlie sat carefully when they got in. The softer seat of the cab was easier to sit on than the hard chair in the restaurant. Nonetheless, Charlie still felt the sting from his paddling. The cab took them to Greenwich Village, a new area for Charlie.

Fran knew the neighborhood well and gave the boy a tour. She had a destination planned but there was no need to hurry and she wanted to show off the neighborhood to her stepson. Charlie took it all in, with a bit of awe and delight. After about forty-five minutes she directed them to a favorite store, one that sold sex toys.

“This is one of the places where I’ll make things special for you,” she told him before they entered. Charlie’s eyes widened when he got inside and saw the array of toys, playthings, and fetish items on display. Naturally he’d seen such things on line but this was real life. He took note of the array of cock cages, comparing them to what he had. Did people really use these other things? Fran let him explore a bit. After a while she led him to the section with butt plugs, dildos, and anal vibrators. “Because you’re such a good boy, I’m going to buy you a vibrator,” she said. Charlie looked at her questioningly. She smiled at him.

“You deserve a different kind of stimulation than just my finger can give you.” Charlie blushed at her frank, intimate comment in such a public place. No one reacted. Such talk was normal here. “Now, let’s check sizes here.” Fran knew what would be best for the boy but wanted to see what he considered. Charlie still was inexperienced enough that he really couldn’t judge.

“You know best,” he said to Fran after a moment or two of looking.

“Good boy,” she replied. She did know best and they would buy whatever she decided whether or not Charlie expressed a strong preference. “This will do nicely,” she said as took one down. It had a remote which would make it easier for Charlie to turn it on and off when he used it, but more important, to her, she could take the remote and control the boy’s stimulation. That was the important thing. She intended to be in control of the vibrator far more often than he would be.

Before taking the vibrator to the cashier, Fran looked over the butt plugs. She ended up making two selections – a set of five graduated plugs that were good for anal training and a plug designed to stay snuggling in place, letting the wearer keep it in as he went about his day. Charlie was a bit wide eyed again as he saw her make the choices. This was all so new. He figured, though, that since her finger and the thermometer were such fun, these toys would be even more fun. He started to get hard at the thought. Fran saw the slight bulge in his pants. She had taken over buying his pants, making sure they were tailored to show off his package and always make an erection obvious. This still embarrassed Charlie but he did his best to accept it graciously.

On the way to the cashier Fran made sure Charlie saw the display of strap-ons. She already had one and it had given David quite a bit of pleasure. She wasn’t sure if it would be appropriate to use on Charlie. It would be a much more sexual act than inserting a finger or plug. Time would tell. She could tell that Charlie took note of them though he didn’t comment or ask questions.

Toys paid for, Fran took him to Washington Square they hailed a cab and headed to midtown and the Empire State Building. “This is ridiculously expensive now but it’s something you have to do in New York.”

“Wow, thanks!” Charlie said. He thought it was well worth it when they got to the observation level. Fran pointed out the many landmarks visible. This was great! All the while Fran was thinking about the fun she would have with Charlie’s new toys. She would have fun and the boy would be satisfied. A good situation for both of them she thought. The excitement of taking in the view had put the toys out of Charlie’s mind.

By the time they were done on the observation deck it was time to return to the hotel and get ready for dinner. David’s meeting today included dinner so he wasn’t expected until around ten. Fran had made eight o’clock reservations at another favorite restaurant which meant that there was time at the hotel before dinner. Time to rest, perhaps, but time enough to refresh Charlie’s bottom as necessary and perhaps to introduce him to one of his new toys.

Fran genuinely did want to lie down for a while when they returned. She let them into her and David’s room. The connecting door had been left unlocked so Charlie could come in with her and get into his own room. “I’d like to lie down for a while and suggest that you do the same,” she said as they entered. “So, go to your room, dear, and take off all your clothes. I’ll call you later.”

“Yes, Fran. Thanks for a great day!”

“Of course. I like doing things for my good boy.” She gave him a kiss on the cheek and sent him off. “Don’t close the door, dear.” Charlie did as told and soon was naked and lying on his own bed, catching up on emails and messages. He knew that the instruction to strip meant that something would happen before dinner. He expected a “refresher” spanking, hoping it would not be too hard, and also hoped that she’d used one of the new toys on him. He got hard, which felt good, but did not fondle himself.

About forty-five minutes later he heard “Charlie, dear, come on in.” He obeyed. His erection had subsided so he was his normal soft size, a sight Fran enjoyed equally with seeing him hard. He was so like his father!

Fran was sitting on the edge of the bed, the new toys beside her. “Hop up over my lap, honey,” she said in a very inviting voice. Charlie was excited to do just that and wasted no time getting in position. Even if it included a spanking, this was going to be fun.

“Hm, the color has settled. How is the sting, dear?” She pressed on his bottom. Charlie let out a small response of discomfort. “That’s good,” she said, sounding quite pleased. “Still, we don’t want things to fade away before bedtime.” With that she spent about five minutes with a hand spanking, making sure that Charlie’s sting was back and increased, along with the color. Charlie’s responses were delightful to her, indicating that her efforts were successful. She wasn’t out to break him, just make sure he felt it during dinner later. She was satisfied with the color, too. She’d consider a bedtime refresher. A boy does sleep better after a bedtime spanking.

Spanking done, she said “you took that very well, dear. I’m really proud of you, Charlie. You’ve come a long way.” Charlie blushed at the compliment. It was weird getting complimented for taking spankings, and weird at his age to get any compliments while lying naked over her lap, but he was pleased to hear it coming from her.

“Now, time for your reward for being such a good boy today and to give you some new training.” Whatever was about to happen he knew it involved penetration, something he’d come to love in a short time. Fran had lube nearby and no sooner had she finished speaking but Charlie felt her finger at his back door, as it were. She teased him a bit, enjoying his gasps as she did. It was getting easier and easier to enter him. He became hard quickly. When she did apply the pressure her finger went in quickly and fully, Charlie raising his bottom to meet it. She spent some time working him, getting pleasure from feeling his erection grow against her thighs.

“Enough of that. Now for the real fun.” She withdrew her finger. Charlie could tell she was getting something ready for him, but no idea what. There were a few options at hand. Something hard was pressed against his anus. “Just relax, sweetheart,” Fran said, letting him get used to the feel of something other than a finger or thermometer. He was relaxing. She applied gentle pressure to the object which was his vibrator. Charlie kept still, letting her ease it into him. Once it was past his sphincter the entry was easy. He needed some time to adjust to the feel of something new and larger inside him, time Fran allowed. When he gave a sigh indicating his full acceptance of the intrusion, Fran picked up the remote. She selected the lowest setting and touched the button. Almost immediately Charlie let out with “oh my God!” He’d never felt anything like this, never imagined anything like this.

“You like that honey?” Fran asked.

“Yes, Fran,” he gasped in reply.

“Good. We’re going to have a lot of fun with this.” A touch of the remote and the next level began. That was all it took for Charlie to start writhing over her lap, unconsciously stimulating his erection as it slid over her thighs. Fortunately Fran had placed a towel over her lap before taking the boy over it. She had changed into slacks that could be ejaculated on but the towel would save the bother of attending to that.

The moaning, writhing boy over her lap, stimulated by the vibrator, was a great pleasure. Little did he know that this was yet another aspect of her Woman Power control over him. She would relinquish the remote only under special circumstances. This kind of pleasure for the boy was at her command. Seeing how he responded she knew that a vibrator for David would be ordered soon. He should had be given one by now in any case.

Charlie was gasping and moaning, almost thrashing about, enthralled by the sensation. Fran smiled at the confirmation that his anus was one of Charlie’s most erogenous zones. It was often true of men, but too few, even gay men, knew it. It was easy for her to tell when he was close. She left the vibrator setting as it was, letting Charlie bring himself to climax. He gave out a yell and she could feel him exploding into the towel. “Oh! oh! oh!” he was crying out as the orgasm overtook him. Orgasm done, he lay there, spent. Fran helped calm him by rubbing his bottom. Not hard enough to make the sting hurt any more than it did already, just gentle and loving.

When Charlie seemed calm again she removed the vibrator and asked “do you want to get up?”

“Yes, please.” Charlie sounded still a bit weak. He’d recover. Once he was up Fran used the towel to clean off his softening penis then put aside the towel and stood, taking the naked boy in her arms.

“You enjoyed that, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Fran.”

“Good. We’ll have lots of fun with that and your other toys. You’re a good boy and you’re learning well.” She kissed the top of his head. “You’d best go back to your room and get your strength back before we leave for dinner, which won’t be long. I’ll be in to lay out your clothes.” That was new twist on things. As he retreated to his room he wondered what her selection of his wardrobe would be. “Keep your door open,” she instructed. He did. He saw no need to dress so did not.

About twenty minutes later Fran came into Charlie’s room holding his clothes. Where did those come from, he thought. She showed her pleasure at finding him still naked.

“Knowing that we’d be at fine restaurants in New York I bought you some appropriate clothes.” He noticed that she had changed into a short-skirted power suit with high heel shoes that seemed to indicate that she meant business and was not to be trifled with. A new look but not a surprising one Charlie reflected, given what he’d come to know of Fran. It was an exciting look. It made him feel more submissive to her, too.

She laid out the clothes on the bed. “A boy your age always looks good in a silk shirt,” she said as she put it down. “Especially with a physique like yours,” she added with a warm smile. “This is in a style which doesn’t require a tie, even in fine establishments. This jacket goes very nicely with it.” She put down a dark jacket in the very latest cut. Next the pants. “These are special ordered. You’ll wear no underwear with these.” He guessed, it proved accurately, that they were cut specifically to emphasize his package. What he didn’t know was that a hardon also would be quite obvious.

“We can’t have boring socks, either,” as the last item was placed on the bed. They both laughed. The socks weren’t a bright color, but a sort of navy blue with various designs on them. “Wear your black shoes,” she said. “Don’t dawdle! We need to leave in about ten minutes.”

“I won’t!” He was as good as his word. As he dressed he was amazed at how perfectly everything fit. Had she ascertained his measurements just from all the time she’d handled him naked? It was like magic. The pants were the most comfortable he’d ever had.

Fully dressed, he presented himself in Fran’s room. She gave a gasp of pleasure. “Oh, don’t you look handsome! Everything fits so well.”

“Yes, it does. How did you know?”

“Oh, I have my ways,” she said with a sly smile. He wouldn’t pursue it.

The restaurant, besides its excellent cuisine, was one where people went to see and be seen. Also where women like Fran could take the men and boys in their charge and show them off. Charlie quickly was aware that both women and men were checking him out as they made their way to the table. Various waiters detoured by their table as the evening went on, some not making any effort to make their looks at the teen discrete.

“You like it here?” Fran asked after a while, having watched Charlie reacting to being seen.

“Yeah, it’s. . . it’s really amazing.” Fran was pleased to hear it. Charlie may not have caught on that she was showing him off but he was proving a great success, which is what she wanted. Charlie was hardly the only young man being shown off by an older adult, male and female.

Fran had friends in New York and it was likely some would be here tonight as they often dined at this establishment. Sure enough, as they were eating the main course a woman who, to Charlie, seemed rather formidable stopped at the table. Fran rose and they exchanged the fashionable air kisses.

“Is this the stepson?” the lady asked before Fran could make introductions.

“Yes, this is Charles.” How formal! “Charles, this is Dorothea. She is well known here in New York.”

“How do you do, ma’am?” Charlie said as he stood and extended his hand.

“Oh, good manners, too,” said Dorothea making the boy blush. She took a long look at the bulge in his stylish pants as they shook hands. Fran invited Dorothea to sit. As Charlie sat down he realized that he was being assessed by this woman. Fran had talked about him, this was clear. How many of her friends had heard about him? What had they heard?

“I’ve been so lucky. A man I really love who came complete with a son who has been easy to love, too. My boys are quite a bit alike,” she said. The way she said it made Charlie think that she was alluding to their genitals. Dorothea did smile in a knowing way.

“Yes, I can see that.” Did she know Dad? Their conversation turned to other matters, none of them of interest to Charlie. He took time to look around the room as he ate, taking in the décor and looking at some of the other diners. This was high class. Some glances were returned as he looked around. A couple of women who appeared to be in their early twenties sitting with an older woman all gave him a long look which held his, much to his embarrassment. A male couple noticed him and it seemed that they were discussing him. An older, well-dressed, man was dining with a much younger man. Charlie noticed that the man was looking over at him quite a bit. As Charlie surveyed the room he realized that he was feeling equally flattered by the attention of both women and men. He’d never felt like an “object” for attention. Apparently Fran was turning him into one. He needed to think about that. Later.

Charlie was taken from his revery by Dorothea saying his name. “It’s been a pleasure meeting you, Charles. I do have to get back to my party, now.”

“Thank you, ma’am,” Charlie said as he stood. “I’m glad to have met you.”

“I’m sure Fran will be telling me good things about your exploits and development,” Dorothea added. Charlie suspected what that meant and blushed deeply which made Dorothea chuckle and give him what he interpreted as a knowing smile. After another round of air kisses with Fran, she returned to her table.

“I’m sorry I don’t see more of her,” Fran said. “We have a lot of things in common which always makes for a pleasurable time together.” What did that mean? They returned to their dinners, saying little for a while. As they were finishing Charlie noticed the older gentleman approaching.

“Fran, where are you hiding yourself these days?” the man said when he reached the table. His smile indicated a warm relationship with her.

“Oh, Albert, you know what’s going on,” she teased. He leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Albert, I want you to meet my stepson, Charles.”

Charlie stood and extended his hand. “Pleased to meet you, sir.”

“My, my, so this is the boy,” Albert said. “I couldn’t help but notice him but didn’t want to make any assumptions. A striking lad, I must say. And such smart clothes. I’m sure you’re responsible for that, my dear.”

“Yes. I surprised him with them. He looks even better in them than I expected.”

Albert seemed to undress Charlie with his eyes before he spoke again. Charlie squirmed a bit. “Lucky you,” Albert continued. “Terrance over there,” he indicated his table, “has not been the most cooperative when it comes to sartorial issues. However, he will come around.” He and Fran smiled knowingly. Charlie suspected what the smiles meant. “Send me an email with information about where you got those pants when you have a moment.” Charlie was very aware that Albert had been looking at his bulge. His cock stirred a bit. The pants were designed to show that, too. Both Albert and Fran did notice, Fran smiling with pride.

“Of course I will,” Fran assured him. “Do you have time to sit?”

“No, not really. I do need to keep an eye on Terrance.” Albert sighed. “The boy has been a lot of work but it will pay off in the end. However, I could not leave this restaurant without saying hello to you and meeting this fine young man.” He leaned over and put another kiss on her cheek. “Au revoir!” He returned to his table. As Charlie sat he noticed Terrance shift a bit uncomfortably in his chair as Albert returned. Fran had understood what Albert was talking about but Charlie had no way of interpreting it, other than wondering if Terrence was getting spanked by the older man. It seemed likely he would be.

“Albert is a good fellow. Been around for years. Lots of money in the stock market, travels constantly, always at the opera and theatre. He’ll have Terrance under control, no doubt of that.” Fran said nothing to explain. Dinner done, Fran ordered desserts for both of them. Charlie had no possible complaint about her choice!

As they made their way out, Fran stopped at various tables to say hello to acquaintances, all of whom gave Charlie approving looks. He was beginning to enjoy this.

Back at the hotel, David had returned from his meetings and dinner.

“Oh, you’re here,” Fran said, happy to see him.

“Yes. Things got dull so I came back. Better to be with you two. How was dinner? Who did you see?”

“Dinner was excellent, as always, except that you weren’t there. Dorothea was there, being the Wicked Witch of the West as only she can.” They both laughed knowingly at that. “Albert had his latest project in tow.” From his father’s look in response to that Charlie suspected that Dad didn’t know much about this. “However, the important thing is that Charlie was a great success.” Charlie, yet again, blushed slightly with embarrassment. It was beginning to sink in that she really had been showing him off to the world.

“I expected no less,” said David, his pride evident. He went over and gave his son a hug.

“Thanks, Dad,” Charlie said as he returned the hug.

“Well, I for one want to get out of these glad rags and relax,” David said when the embrace ended. With that he did begin to undress. “Charlie, I’m sure you’d like to do the same.”

“Sure Dad,” Charlie replied and went into his own room. Had Dad been checking out his bulge, too? While Charlie and David undressed, Fran changed into a nightgown and robe. She was both fully covered and provocative. David’s immediate erection was proof enough that it was working.

“I do have something to do with Charlie before bedtime,” Fran said. David knew what. Fran left the door open so that David could hear. She’d be doing the same with him later.

“Good boy,” Fran said as she entered and saw that Charlie was naked. “Time for your bedtime spanking. It’s always a late night when I go to that restaurant and we all need our sleep for tomorrow.”

Charlie knew a bedtime spanking was likely. She didn’t do this often but when she did they were oddly pleasurable. She sat on the bed and Charlie went over her lap, the material of the robe feeling wonderful against his naked body. The spanking was, somehow, comforting and relaxing. It just felt good to be naked over her lap, the lap of a woman who had become so important in Charlie’s young life. It wasn’t a long spanking.

“Just enough to refresh a bit of the sting for bed,” Fran said when she let him up. “You boys will get your real spankings in the morning. Can’t have the sting fading!” She pulled back the sheets for him and tucked into bed. It felt great.

“Good night and thanks,” Charlie said. Before she closed the connecting door he was sound asleep.

Fran recounted their day for David before he went over her lap for a more serious bedtime spanking. David, too, would sleep with a sting and wake up refreshed.


Chapter 4

Charlie did wake up refreshed. As he did he was aware that his father was getting spanked in the next room. At least it sounded that way. He knew Fran intended to spank them both in the morning and that Dad had to leave fairly early. He also was aware that he had his usual morning wood. Unsure if he was allowed to do anything about it, he got up to use the toilet then climbed back into bed, dozing off.

Fran pulling back his covers woke him again. His morning wood saluted her.

“Well, look at you. Eager to see me?” Fran said as she looked him over.

“Yeah,” said Charlie, unsure what he should say.

“Yes, you must be, your head has come all the way out from your foreskin, just as I like.” Charlie blushed at this. He still was adjusting to how direct she could be about his body. “Let’s get you set up for the day,” Fran said as she sat on the edge of the bed. Charlie knew what she meant, got up and settled over her lap. “We need to get the color back.” With that she started spanking. SMACK SMACK SMACK This would wake him up! SMACK SMACK SMACK Charlie let out with some yells of “ow!” as the swats landed. Fran didn’t care if he yelled and kicked, she was working strictly on his color and would spank for as long as it took for Charlie’s bottom to have the shade of red that she wanted.

SMACK SMACK SMACK It didn’t take all that long for her to satisfied. She’d be spanking both Charlie and David again today, Charlie likely more than one time, so she had no problem with this being a shorter spanking than expected.

Charlie had remained hard throughout the spanking. She wasn’t going to take him in hand but he couldn’t start his day without his morning release. She reached into a pocket in her robe where she had the vibrator, remote, and lube. She tapped him between his legs to get him to open up. Charlie obediently spread his legs. He was sure it would be worth it. It was.

Fran spread the boy’s cheeks and lubed his hole, slightly inserting her finger. She wasted no time switching to the vibrator which went in more easily today. Having experienced it, Charlie was eager for it again. Fran started with a low setting, working her way up to a higher setting than she’d used yesterday. Charlie was twitching and moaning as the vibrations became more rapid. The twitching had him rubbing against Fran’s thighs, as she intended. Charlie was moaning. Fran could feel him swell as he approached his orgasm. With a loud “ohhhhh!” Charlie let go, spurt after spurt onto Fran’s thighs. She didn’t mind. She’d dressed appropriately, along with having a towel in place.

The vibrator was switched off and Fran let the boy relax and restore himself, her hand resting on his lovely bottom. When Charlie was calm again she gave his bottom a pat and said “It’s so good to see you coming. Take your shower. I’ll put out your clothes and we can go down to breakfast.” Before she let him up she removed the vibrator. Charlie missed it right away.

“Yes, Fran.” As Charlie showered he realized he was leaking a bit even after that major ejaculation. Another exciting aspect of all that was going on in his life. Shower done he went back to his room to find clothes ready for him on the bed. Another pair of slacks which required no underwear, the lining seemed even smoother than yesterday’s pair. A casual shirt, bright socks, and a new pair of sneakers. When had she bought all of this, he wondered. Oh well, he was flattered that she made the effort and liked how he looked when he was dressed. He went into Fran and David’s room.

“Look at you,” she said again. “Almost as appealing dressed as naked.” She smiled at him and he couldn’t help but smile back. They went downstairs to the hotel’s dining room for the breakfast buffet which was much better than most such places provided. After all, this was a very high-class hotel.

Breakfast done, Fran said “we need to go back upstairs before we go out for the day.” Charlie was fine with that. Back in the room Fran surprised him by saying “take off your pants, dear.” Charlie obeyed. “Up on the bed on your knees,” she said once his pants were off. “Don’t worry, it’s not a spanking.” That was a relief!

Fran continued once he was in place. “I own you today, dear, and you’re getting something that will let you remember that.” She took her time lubing him, which felt great. Charlie felt lucky to be getting a second round so soon after the first one. Her finger easily had him hard, though that wasn’t the goal. When her finger was removed it quickly was replaced by the vibrator. Fran had made sure to buy one that would stay in place when Charlie walked around.

“There, that should hold you,” she said when the vibrator was in place to her satisfaction. “The padding in these pants is designed to let you cum in them without leaving a telltale stain, so embarrassing for boys. And you will be cumming during the day. I’ll have your remote with me.” Charlie again didn’t know what to say. She patted his bottom and said “get your pants and shoes back on and we’ll get going. There’s a lot to see today.” Charlie redressed and they went downstairs, hailed a cab, and were on their way. Even not vibrating, the device felt good inside him.

They went up to Central Park where they walked around, eventually heading toward the Metropolitan Museum. As they headed toward the Museum Charlie realized that he was feeling a tingle and vibration in his rectum. Fran had turned on the vibrator! She had said he would cum today and Charlie knew she kept her word on such matters. Being so public, though, he tried to remain calm as he was being stimulated. He immediately was hard, the pants surprisingly able to take his erection quite comfortably. Fran turned up the power, making it difficult now for Charlie not to twitch and tremble. He hoped no one noticed. Another notch and he lost any awareness of whether anyone was witnessing this.

He knew he was close. “Fran, please, I need to stop,” he said, gasping. He wasn’t going to say “I’m going to cum” so publicly.

“Of course, dear.”

He did his best to keep his moan as quiet as possible. He’d never cum in his pants. He let go with a number of spurts which were quickly absorbed by the special lining. Ejaculation done, he stood gasping for a moment, Fran watching, turning off the vibrator, pleased with the show. As his erection receded he realized that he wasn’t feeling any dampness in his pants. He looked at his crotch and there was no stain. Amazing.

“Ready?” Fran asked when Charlie seemed calm.

“Yes, Fran.” With that they went to the Museum where they spent most of the day, including lunch. Fran made him cum while they were seated in the Museum restaurant. Charlie resented that a bit, feeling like she was toying with him. Which she was. Again he remembered that she had said she owned him today. There was nothing he could do other than try to enjoy it. He gave her a weak smile when he’d shot. He couldn’t read the look she gave him. She was enjoying her day and her boy. Her boy toy.

She made him cum again in the taxi on the way back to the hotel. Charlie was sure that the driver knew that something was going on.

David would be back for dinner tonight. Fran had reservations at another swank restaurant and was looking forward to showing off both of her boys.

Back at the hotel Fran let them into her room. “Get undressed, dear, and we’ll take the vibrator out.” Charlie undressed completely as Fran settled herself on the edge of the bed. Charlie put himself over her lap. Fran pulled out the vibrator and set it aside on a towel. She’d clean it later. Vibrator out, she turned her attention to his cheeks. “My, my, we need to refresh the color here.” With that a series of firm but not painful swats landed. Fran didn’t want to break either Charlie or David before dinner but she wanted to be sure that they were sitting gingerly during the meal.

SMACK SMACK SMACK The color and sting were rising nicely. For Charlie the spanking seemed like a sign of Fran’s approval of him and how he’d responded today to her manipulations with the vibrator. As time had gone on her spankings often were giving him a feeling of security.

“Now, there’s a nice shade of red,” Fran said as she wrapped up the spanking. He couldn’t see the color of course but the sting felt good. “Go to your room and check your emails or whatever. I’ll have some clothes for you for the restaurant when we’re ready.” Charlie got up, gathered his clothes and went next door. He heard Fran close and lock the door behind him. It felt good being naked so he decided to stay that way until Fran produced his clothes for dinner.

When David returned Charlie could hear enough to know that he was back. Things were quiet for quite a while. As it got closer to departure time, though, Charlie was aware that his father was getting the color back in his bottom, too. This time that knowledge made Charlie smile. Another sign that he was submitting more fully to Fran’s control.

About fifteen minutes after the sounds of spanking stopped Charlie heard the connecting door being unlocked and Fran entered. Charlie could see David lying naked face-down on their bed. “Your father is all set, just needs to get dressed soon. As for you, young man, it’s time to get your clothes and get you dressed.” Fran got things out of the dresser and the closet. A dressier pair of pants, shirt, tie, and jacket. “With these trousers you do need briefs,” Fran said as she took a pair of silk briefs from the dresser, a light beige in color. “There you go. Be ready in about fifteen minutes.”

“Yes, Fran.”

The silk briefs felt luxurious. He hoped that Fran would keep him supplied with them. He wasn’t used to wearing a tie but managed to get it properly knotted. “May I come in?” he called to the next room.

“Of course, dear.” It was Fran who replied. David had on a similar, but not matching outfit. Definitely father and son, though. Charlie could tell that Fran would be showing off both her “boys” tonight.

Heads did turn when they entered the restaurant. Again, she had made sure that they had a handsome, young, very attentive waiter. The young man had no luck when he tried to flirt with David but Charlie was responsive, though naïve. The waiter brushed by him more than once and he felt himself rising which felt wonderful in the silk briefs.

Albert was at this restaurant, too. He sauntered over at one point. “So this is the new husband.” Fran made introductions. “Lucky you,” Albert said. David both appreciated the compliment and was a bit embarrassed. “And you brought the boy again. Such a fine specimen.” Charlie blushed. Albert chatted for a few minutes, then returned to his own table.

“He certainly is a character,” said David when Albert was out of earshot.

“That he is,” replied Fran, “but don’t be fooled. He’s shrewd and has amazing connections.” David looked over at Albert’s table where it appeared the older man was quietly reprimanding his young companion, the same fellow from last night. Fran noticed that David was looking. “I’ll tell you more about him sometime.” She left it at that.

Some women stopped by at various times, all eager to meet David. They fussed over him and Charlie. “I’d like to take him home with me,” one woman said about Charlie.

“You won’t!” Fran said firmly but in a tone that showed her friendship with this woman and implied that they’d had similar conversations.

At one point Charlie excused himself to use the men’s room. He’d never seen anything like it. It even had an attendant!

“Everything come out all right?” the attendant asked with a wink when Charlie was done and as he handed the boy a towel to dry his hands. The pants Charlie had on were quite as revealing as last night’s pair and the attendant obviously was looking at the bulge. Charlie thanked him and left. Along the way some younger men at tables have him a nod or a hello.

“The boys admiring you?” Fran asked with a smile as Charlie sat down.

“Yeah, I guess so. I’m just not used to all this, I guess.”

“It’s alright, dear. It’s the big city. You’ll be fine.” David readily had caught on that he and Charlie were being shown off by his wife. It amused him that she felt that way about him and his son. Harmless fun. She certainly knew some interesting people! More than David had realized. He knew that whatever sexual curiosity these women might have about him would not be satisfied. By his own choice he belonged to Fran. As this visit went on he saw that more and more his son belonged to her, too. Satisfying all around, he felt.

Dinner took up most of the evening. David’s meetings began early in the afternoon so he could sleep in, which he was looking forward to. Back at the hotel, Charlie was sent to his own room with Fran saying “I’ll be in to take of you in a while.” When she came in Charlie was naked on his bed, working on his laptop.

“Put that aside,” she ordered. Charlie did and soon was over her lap. A few hand spanks and then he was startled by the hairbrush. It wasn’t too hard a spanking but the hairbrush had never been part of a bedtime spanking. “Ow! Ow! Ow!” A few more swats with the brush and Charlie’s color was back. He was feeling more of a sting than he’d had last night.

Fran let him up. “I know you have other things to take care of,” she said with a wink, gave him a kiss on the cheek, and went back to her room. The connecting door was shut and locked. Charlie took her comment as permission to masturbate as he wished and soon was taking care of the hardon which had grown at the end of the spanking. He managed to cum quietly but the spanking definitely had excited him and he shuddered when the orgasm hit. It was almost like having the vibrator in.

The next day was not quite so busy. David slept late enough that they had to have room service for breakfast. Charlie enjoyed the new experience. Fran told the “boys” that they could not wear clothes until time to leave the hotel. David seemed unfazed but Charlie was rather embarrassed to have the room service man come in while he and David were naked in the room. The room service staff had seen it all so this was nothing new but the young man did take in father and son, silently making no secret of admiring what he was seeing.

Over breakfast Fran told Charlie that they would be having tea with one of her friends. “A lovely penthouse which I’m sure you’ll enjoy. But I expect perfect behavior.”

“Of course,” Charlie answered.

Breakfast done, David dressed for his meetings, kissed Fran and gave Charlie a hug and was on his way. When was gone Fran said “I’ll get your clothes for you. Marguerite expects men to look ‘just so,’ as she always puts it.” They stood, Fran gave Charlie a quick swat on his bottom and he led her into his room.

The clothes she selected seemed rather formal to Charlie who still was learning about all these things. There were no underpants. Sure enough, the trousers, though more formal than yesterday’s pair, were of the same make with the same padding. And sure enough, she told him to get up on the bed, his bottom high for the vibrator. He didn’t like the idea that she might make him cum at this tea party but was obedient. The plug felt good when it was in him again.

When she was done she said “There. Now, get dressed and we can do some sightseeing before we need to get to Marguerite’s.” This pair of trousers felt almost as good as the silk underwear. When fully dressed he felt a bit stiff in the outfit but after a look in the mirror he did feel good about his appearance. He knocked on the door to the other room and Fran bid him enter.

“My, my, you do dress up well, young man.” Charlie blushed at the compliment. She was dressed in a very chic outfit. Charlie knew that they’d be quite a sight and felt some pride at this.

The early afternoon was spent exploring around Times Square, looking at stores and theatres. After a while Fran said “we’re due at three, so let’s find a cab.” That was easily done and they were taken uptown to an older apartment building which still had an elegance about it. The doorman recognized Fran and welcomed them. He called up to the apartment and in a moment an elevator opened. They stepped in, the door shut, and quickly they were at their floor. In fact, the elevator opened into the apartment. Charlie never imagined that such a thing existed.

The door opened and they were greeted by a woman, definitely older than Fran, who Charlie thought seemed rather masculine. In fact, while she was wearing a skirt, her upper half was dressed in a man’s shirt, tie, and jacket. Nonetheless, she made a handsome appearance.

“Fran, darling, so good to see you.” The ladies air kissed in the French style.

“Marguerite, this is David’s son, Charles.” Oh, he was to be Charles this afternoon.

“How do you do, Charles?”

“How do you do, ma’am.” He could tell that he had Fran’s approval with his manners and this lady seemed taken with him.

“Very handsome young man, dear,” Marguerite said to Fran. “Now, shall we?” She ushered them into a lovely living room, filled with antiques and walls covered in paintings. The style of some of them made Charlie wonder if perhaps they were by significant artists.

They sat and the ladies spent time catching up on things. Marguerite asked Charlie the usual things about his life, school, and interests. Again, Fran’s approval was clear, which made him feel relieved and he relaxed a bit.

As the ladies went back to their chat Fran fished for something in her handbag. Charlie felt a tingle in his bottom. He’d forgotten about the vibrator! Was she going to make him cum in front of this woman, someone he’d never met? He tried to be nonchalant, glancing around the room at the paintings and objets d’art.

He couldn’t tell where Fran had the remote but she did have it and was slowly turning up the power. Despite his attempts to remain calm he was beginning to breath hard and gasp a bit. He was rock hard. He didn’t realize it, but these pants did nothing to hide that fact. He was aware that Marguerite was watching him. He gave her a weak smile and tried not to respond to the toy in his rectum. To no avail. He was being made to put on a show and put on a show he was.

As the vibrator did its work he began to twitch a bit in addition to the obvious heavy breathing. He was sitting so the vibrator was in constant contact with his sensitive prostate. He was reaching a point of no return. With a gasp he let go, the semen quickly absorbed into the special lining. Later he noticed that, again, there was no telltale stain. Ejaculation done, he fell back into the chair. As he recovered he realized that the ladies were chatting again as if nothing had happened. Marguerite showed no sign of having witnessed anything unusual.

A few minutes later a maid appeared with a traditional English tea. The food and tea were delicious. Charlie was hungrier than he realized but was careful not to appear glutinous or forget his table manners.

“Enjoying the food, dear?” Marguerite asked at one point.

“Oh yes, ma’am. This is excellent.”

“Good. The tea is a special favorite of mine, too. I hope you’re enjoying it.”

“Yes, ma’am. Delicious.”

Marguerite turned back to Fran. “From the pictures you’ve shown me it is clear that he looks very much like his father.” Charlie blushed slightly. He never enjoyed being talked about this way.

“Very much so,” Fran replied. “There is quite a bit that is similar about them, not all of which shows.” What did that mean? Marguerite had given a knowing smile at that comment. Was Fran revealing personal things to this friend? Somehow it wouldn’t surprise him now that he knew his stepmother as well as he did.

Tea done, the maid returned and cleared things. Charlie heard the elevator door, then footsteps and stood as he knew he should. Four ladies of Marguerite’s age came in. All were dressed quite elegantly, one in what appeared to be a man’s suit. They all knew Fran and were delighted to see her. After their greetings Fran introduced Charlie. Or, rather, Charles. He could tell he was being closely assessed.

Greetings and introductions done Marguerite said “Charles, I’m sure you don’t want to sit around listening to old ladies gossip.” She smiled at him. “You are free to lie down in there if you want. You are welcome to the laptop, too, if that interests you.” She had indicated a door to a bedroom.

“Thank you, ma’am.” In fact he was feeling that he wanted to lie down. Marguerite ushered him into the room. As she left he took off his shoes and got onto the bed. It felt luxurious. Fran certainly had an interesting life that Charlie was only just learning about.

He wasn’t sure if he dozed off or not but he was restored to consciousness by the tingling in his bottom. Not again! At least they couldn’t see him. However, the door was open. It would be too obvious if he jumped up and closed it. Very slowly the power was being turned up on the vibrator. He did his best to remain quiet but gradually the sensations became too much. He was letting out with “ugh! Ugh! Ugh!” as the vibrator did its work. He’d gotten hard the moment he’d felt the pulsing. Now he was writhing a bit, the head of his hard cock being stimulated by the rubbing against his pants. That and the vibrations, especially when making contact with his prostate as he wriggled, had him at peak excitement. With an unintentionally loud groan he shot for the second time since they’d arrived.

No sounds from the other room indicated that he’d been heard. In his excitement he would have been unaware of any comments, though. The conversation level seemed the same. Had no one heard? Why would Fran do this unless she wanted them to know it was happening? He now was acutely aware that he very much was on show while they were in New York and public orgasms were part of it, like to or not.

In the living room the ladies, in fact, were commenting on what they’d heard.

“Is he always so stimulated?” one of them asked.

“Oh yes. He’s quite responsive.”

“And spankings?” another inquired.

“Spankings are regular and his bottom takes them very well. Fortunately I don’t often have to spank for discipline but regular spankings are good for a boy. As you can imagine, his bottom is quite lovely when red.” Now Charlie heard some laughter.

“And the boy’s father?” asked the one in the suit.

Fran chuckled. “Now, now, that’s our business.” Laughter again. “Suffice it to say, he’s well taken care of.”

“Well trained?” Marguerite interjected.

“I didn’t say that,” Fran answered with a sly smile. More laughter. Conversation went in other directions.

Charlie again must have dozed off because next thing he was aware of was Fran gently waking him. “Time to get back to the hotel and meet up with your father.” Charlie was happy to leave. Goodbye was said all around. He and Fran rode down with the four ladies who rather fussed over him in the elevator. A cab had them quickly back to the hotel. David was already there.

After the usual greetings, Fran took Charlie to his room. “Get undressed and I’ll get that vibrator out. Dinner is more casual tonight but I’ll set out some new clothes for you. I think you need a quick shower after your day.” Charlie was glad to have a refreshing shower after having the vibrator removed. When he returned from the bath clothes were waiting for him including silk underwear again. He was pleased.

Dinner indeed was a casual affair and not filled with Fran’s friends and acquaintances. Both Charlie and David were happy with this. They also were happy with an early evening as tomorrow they were flying home.

The vibrator was not produced for Charlie to wear on the plane. He was quite aware that he was relieved that it wasn’t. He was spanked before they left, “so you’ll feel the sting on the flight.” He accepted his fate, though aware that his father did not require the same sting. It seemed one never knew with Fran just what was in the plans. She had told him that she’d be breaking in his butt plugs when they got home. He’d gotten hard when she told him and, as he was naked at the time, she noticed. They both smiled.

It was good to be home. Life returned to its usual routine. Charlie didn’t always enjoy the spankings but he did like the attention it meant he was getting from his stepmother. All in all he thought he probably was pretty lucky. He doubted any of his friends or schoolmates had a life like his!

Soon he’d find out that he wasn’t the only one.


Chapter 5

Spankings continued for both of Fran’s “boys.” Charlie rarely was getting discipline now but she took pleasure in spanking him often. Sometimes he asked on a Friday night at dinner “am I getting spanked this weekend?” It was exciting to ask, especially when Dad was there. He wanted Dad to know about his spankings more often. Sometimes Fran did let David know, who took a fatherly interest. Fran’s influence on the teen was a positive one and David took pride in both of them.

If Charlie asked about a spanking to come Fran could be non-comital in her response which most times meant that he would be spanked. The first few times he asked she gave him harder spankings for being so forward but after a while it turned into a game for them. Rarely did she say “no.” If she did say “yes,” she added the time it would happen. Or times. Sometimes she’d also add “and don’t think that your father isn’t getting spanked this weekend, too.”

Good as her word, she had started Charlie in on his butt plugs when they got back from the New York trip. She did not rush the process, letting him get used to the sizes slowly and comfortably. It was a special event the day she slipped the largest one into him. He’d been over her lap but he jumped up and they hugged in celebration.

As time went on Charlie did wonder more about what might be going on in the homes of some of his friends. There even were a couple boys at school about whom he speculated as they seemed, to him, to need the kind of discipline Fran provided. It was a fun bit of secret thoughts for him. A couple of buddies had been a bit too curious about the thermometer, one seeming to intimate that he had an idea of its true purpose.

Charlie’s thoughts were not just on friends and boys at school. He also had begun to wonder about Dad’s and Fran’s friends. Fran had a wide circle of friends in the area, not to mention the many she had in New York and, apparently, around the country. Maybe even around the world from what Charlie could tell. There was one small group of women with whom the friendship seemed different, the rare times that Charlie had encountered them. Fran never invited them to the house. Charlie had met some of them when he’d been out with Fran, usually shopping. They looked at him differently than others of her friends did and some of their comments to Fran seemed mysterious to Charlie.

One day Fran was with him to shop for jeans. He’d come to enjoy her input on his clothing as it always was good. He was taking more interest in how he dressed, even casually, thanks to Fran. One of his classmates, called Max even though that wasn’t his real name, was there with his stepmother, whom he just called mother since his real mother had just left them and disappeared when he was little. She and Fran knew each other, much to the surprise of both boys who had no idea that they did. After greetings the women got into one of the mystery conversations that Charlie never understood. Max seemed not to understand any better than Charlie and both boys felt uncomfortable. Without comment they moved away from the mothers.

Charlie very much wanted to find out what, if anything, Max knew but couldn’t find a way to start that conversation. Max wasn’t helping. So, they talked aimlessly about school which was all they had in common, as they didn’t know each other well.

After the small talk, Max said “I hate it when Mom drags me down here. I can get my own clothes.”

“I hear ya, but Fran is so good with clothes and stuff that I let her help me. Feels like I’m a little kid sometimes,” he added with a chuckle.

“Well, you’re lucky, I guess. She seems cool.”

“I think so and my Dad is happy, so that’s what matters, I guess.”

Max opened up a bit. “Mom insists on buying my underwear but most of the time she gets good stuff, so I guess it’s ok. Not hideous boxers, fortunately.”

Charlie agreed on that but didn’t want to let on about the silk briefs. Glibly he said “Fran gets me some but I like to go commando when I can.” As soon as he said it he wished he hadn’t. Definitely “TMI.” Max’s eyes widened a bit.

After an awkward few seconds Max shyly said “yeah, I do that sometimes but I don’t let my Mom know!” The tension eased a bit.

Now Charlie felt he could say more. “I’ve got some commando pants that are really cool. I could show you sometime.”

“I never heard of such things! Sounds cool.”

“What are you doing on Saturday?”

“Nothing, I guess,” Max seemed a bit unsure again.

“Well, c’mon over and I can show you.”

“Um, yeah. I’ll let you know.” The mothers had finished. They called the boys over. Each boy greeted the other mother and then the mothers and sons went their own ways.

“He seems like a nice boy,” Fran said as they walked to the men’s department. “I’ve known his mother for a while.”

“He’s ok. I don’t know him well.”

“Maybe you should get to know him better.” Her tone of voice seemed enigmatic.

“Well, I. . . Actually I invited him over Saturday if he wants. Is that ok?”

“Of course, darling. You don’t have to ask. It would be good for you boys to get to know each other. Funny we should bump into them when we’re all clothes shopping.” What did that mean? Why would it make any difference? Had she overheard him mention the trousers?

It was a school night so they didn’t linger in the store. Charlie and Fran were happy with his choices and returned home. “Try those on for me,” Fran said when they got home. “I want to see them commando.” Charlie expected that but it always was a bit embarrassing. They went into the living room where he took off his pants and briefs and stepped into the first pair of jeans. They fit nicely and he could see that it made his package look quite full. “Oh my, those are perfect!” Fran said. “Next pair.”

They had bought two, matching pairs. The others fit just as nicely. Really this “fashion show” had been an excuse for Fran to get Charlie out of his clothes. “OK, take those off and get upstairs. I’ll see you shortly.” A before-dinner spanking. For some reason the chat with Max and the invitation had made Charlie think about spanking. He felt glad in a way to know he was about to get one. Likely this would be a fun one, not punishment.

As expected by Fran, he was fully naked when she arrived. Nothing need be said. She took her place on the bed and he put himself over her lap. SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK Harder than he expected! SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK Steady and firm. A few more swats landing and Charlie began to kick a bit. SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK Now it stung and he could tell his bottom was hot, likely red now, too. It was.

“Will I need to do this before your friend comes over on Saturday?” Fran asked when she was done with the spanking.

“No! I’ll be good.”

“We’ll see. As for Max, he’s a boy who could use a spanking now and then.” Why would she say that? Had Max’s mother said something? Did Max get spanked at home? Would Fran really spank someone outside the family? This was turning into a weird day.

Friday at school Max said that he could come over. It sounded like he needed permission but Charlie didn’t press the issue. “I’ll see if Fran is ok with you coming for lunch.”

Now Max hesitated. “I don’t know. . . I may have things to do before lunch.”

“Just let me know,” Charlie said and the boys went their separate ways. Fran was happy to provide lunch for the boys. Charlie texted Max to let him know. It was late but Max did respond and say he could come around Noon. When Fran stopped in to see Charlie before bed he told her the news.

“That good,” she said. “It will be nice to visit with him.” Then to herself she mused “she must be taking care of things earlier in the day.” Realizing what she said she smiled at Charlie and said “well, it’s good he can join us for lunch. Good night, darling.” She gave him a kiss and left. Now Charlie felt truly baffled. Taking care of what? And he hadn’t been given a Friday bedtime spanking as he did most weeks. Was hooking up with Max such a good idea after all? Well, too late for that now.

Saturday morning Max arrived around eleven-thirty. He seemed a bit uneasy but Fran’s charm quickly had him relaxed. Charlie was quite aware of all of this. Once lunch was on the table Fran asked Max “did everything get taken care of this morning?”

Charlie could see Max go pale. “Um. . . yes, ma’am. Everything was, um. . . it was in order.”

“Good, I’m glad to hear it. I know you’re a good boy.” Now Max blushed slightly. Charlie was totally in the dark. Nothing more was said and lunch continued smoothly. When lunch was done Fran said “I’ll clean up. I know you boys want to do your own thing.” She smiled as she said it.

“Thanks, Fran,” Charlie said. “I’ll help you with dinner.”

“That’s my good boy.” Now Charlie blushed a bit. He hardly knew Max and she was saying that.

The boys went up to Charlie’s room. He shut the door. He figured he’d get the conversation going toward the pants. “What did you end up getting the other day? I got a couple of pairs of jeans. I’m wearing one of them now.”

“Yeah, they look cool,” Max replied. Charlie couldn’t tell if Max had taken in the obvious bulge. “I needed some dress slacks,” Max continued. “And I did get these jeans, too, but you must have left by the time we got to that section.” Charlie had noticed that Max’s jeans looked new. Charlie hoped he’d been discrete but he had noticed a bulge in the other boy’s jeans. Shyly, Max asked “Are you, um. . . y’know. . . um. . .?”

Charlie cut in. “Commando? Yup! It feels great. You?”

“Ah, yeah, I guessed you might be. . . well, Mom kinda wanted me to. . .”

“That’s cool!”

“Yeah, I guess. She asked me if I ever had and I said yes. She said ‘you’ll do it more often.’ I didn’t think she’d be cool with it so never told her, but she is. Before I got dressed this morning she said that if I was visiting you I had to go commando. It was like she knew you did it.”

“Huh. That’s weird. Doesn’t seem like something moms would discuss. But, she’s right, I am.” Now Charlie was getting quite curious about Max’s mother. Was she like Fran? He’d try easing into the subject. “Fran sometimes sets out my clothes for special occasions.” He was remembering New York; she hadn’t done it at home yet. “Let me show you what I got in New York.” He opened his closet and pulled out the shirts and jackets.

“Wow! Those must have been expensive!”

“I don’t know, she never told me. She just said she wanted me in them. If you repeat this I’ll call you a liar, but it seemed like she wanted to show me off in the clothes.”

“That must have been embarrassing. Even horrible.”

“Nah, it was kinda cool, in a way.”

Max looked over the clothes, quite impressed. “What about the, ah, the pants?”

“Hold on.” Charlie pulled three pairs of pants out of a drawer. He’d show Max the padding but wasn’t going to tell him what it was for. “They’re really comfortable. The lining is really cool, too.”

“What’s this padding?” Max asked as he inspected the pants.

“Just makes them comfortable,” Charlie said, having anticipated that question.

Max looked nervous. “Could I. . . y’know. . . could I try. . .”

“Sure. We’re about the same size. Take your jeans off.” Charlie gave it no thought as he saw no reason for either of them to shy about being semi-naked together. Max took a deep breath, dropped the jeans and stepped out of them. He revealed a nice package which appeared to be well manscaped. Interesting. He pulled on Charlie’s pants. They fit quite well and showed off his package as intended.

“Oh wow, these feel great,” Max said as he fastened them. Between having undressed in front of a guy he didn’t know well and then the silky feeling of the lining he started to get hard. The pants made that obvious, as Charlie knew they did.

“They look really good!” Charlie told Max as he saw Max growing inside them. Max wiggled a bit trying to hide his growing erection but it didn’t work. Charlie did his best not to make his new friend uncomfortable. Still, Charlie was curious about something. “So, it looks like you’ve got. . . I dunno. . . like, a trim down there.”

Max blushed and then started to laugh. “No point in trying to hide it now that you’ve seen it. My mom believes in what she calls ‘manscaping.’ She trims me, my older brother, and even our dad. What did you think of it?”

“I don’t know. I’ve never seen it but it looks kinda cool. Does she really do the trimming?”

Max was hesitant again. “Yeah, she does.” Charlie sensed there was more but didn’t press. This talk had him hard, too.

“If Fran finds out she’ll want to do me,” Charlie said with a chuckle.

“You might like it.” The tension was easing. Charlie thought about where this discussion might be heading. It sounded like Max’s mother had at least some control over the family, like Fran. And she and Fran knew each other and had things to discuss.

The boys had sat down again, both adjusting obvious erections but without comment. “So, your mom really does the trimming? Is that weird?”

Max blushed a bit again. “I dunno. She always saw us naked a lot anyhow, so it didn’t seem to make much difference. We just kinda. . . well, we do what she says, y’know?”

“Ah, yeah, I do,” Charlie answered slowly. Max’s eyebrows went up. He was catching on.

“So, your stepmom. . .”

“Yeah, she kinda runs some things, I guess.” Looks of relief passed over both faces.

Now Max plunged in. “Does she spank you?” It was Charlie’s turn to blush.

“Um, yeah. Does yours?”

“Of course.” He chuckled but didn’t elaborate.

“I’ve noticed Fran talking with some other women in town, like your mom. They seem to have some secret world or something. Are they all doing this?”

“I guess you’re still new to this since you haven’t had a stepmom for long. It’s like a secret society or something. They call it ‘Woman Power.’ It means that the women in the family have a lot of the control over the men. They certainly have the right to discipline, as in spank. They also have a code that males shouldn’t be modest so in most families the guys are naked a lot. Even the dads.”

“Fran says boys and men shouldn’t be modest, too, so she sees me naked a lot.” He continued, “She spanks your dad, too?” Charlie had to know. After all, his dad got spanked by Fran.

Max chuckled. “She spanks all of us, dad, Gerry, me, my brother Timmy. He seems to like being naked. Well, Timmy is not my real brother, he just came with Mom when she married my father, but since we have lived together so long, and since he is my age, I do consider him a brother. By the way, I can’t help but notice the hairbrush over there and the thermometer.”

Charlie blushed again. “I guess you know what they’re for.”

“Yup. We all have our own. Cool that she put your name on the brush.”

“I guess. It certainly makes its point!” The boys chuckled at that. Things really were the same for them.

“She lets mine stay in the drawer, though.”

“Lucky. Fran thinks the reminder is good for me.”

“It is. Don’t worry, I see mine every day.” Now they laughed. Fran heard it downstairs. It was good they were getting along so well. She very much would enjoy spanking both of them while Max was here but that seemed too much of a liberty. This soon, at least. She’d talk with Max’s mother. She felt sure that mutual spankings would be agreed upon. After all, both women knew the value of spanking. Some enforced nudity, too. She definitely wanted to see Max naked. She thought about whether she could try that now.

Her ponderings were interrupted by her cell phone ringing. It was Max’s mother, of all people. They chatted for a while, Max’s mother delighted, too, that the boys seemed to be getting along so well. “Am I too forward to suggest he might stay with you overnight so they can have more time together?” she asked. “I think it will be good for both of them.”

“Not at all. I was thinking the same thing. I’ll ask them and get back to you.” They chatted for a while longer, mostly about their shared interest in Woman Power. When they were done Fran called upstairs. “Boys, could you come down for a moment?” They both still were hard and knew Fran would see that they were but Charlie said they shouldn’t stall, so they were downstairs right away. Fran did notice, said nothing but the boys knew she’d seen. She was pleased to see slight blushes. She also was pleased at how Max looked in Charlie’s commando pants.

“That was your mom on the phone, Max. We were wondering if you’d like to stay over so you boys can spend more time together.”

Max paused a moment. “That would be cool, thanks. I don’t have clothes or anything, though.”

“What you have for clothes is fine. You can wear one of Charlie’s shirts tomorrow if you want. Or we can wash your clothes tonight. As for other things, we have extra toothbrushes and such, so that’s fine. Of course you won’t need nightclothes.” More blushes which made her smile at causing a bit more embarrassment.

“Where should he sleep?” Charlie asked, hoping the answer was that Max would sleep with him.

“Silly boy, with you! You’ve got a big bed, more than enough room for two.” The boys glanced at each other.

“Well, thanks,” said Max again. “Should I call my mom?”

“That’s ok. I said I’d call her back when we’d decided. You boys run along and take care of things. I’ll call you at dinner time.”

Charlie was quite sure what “take care of things” meant. They had stayed hard. If anything, he felt harder when she said they could sleep together. He’d never thought about sleeping with another guy before but Max was pretty hot. The trick was how to bring up the topic of “taking care of things.” Jerking off with his new friend would be hot, too. Fran seemed to expect they would and he thought she might just try to find out later, too. The boys went back upstairs.

“Look, man, we’ve both been hard all afternoon,” Charlie said boldly. “We should do something about it.”

Max beamed. “I thought you’d never say it!” He quickly was out of the pants he’d tried on. His erection was impressive, Charlie thought. Nice sized balls, too. “May as well get rid of this, too,” said Max has he pulled off his shirt. He now was fully naked. A handsome sight.

Charlie wasn’t far behind in getting undressed. Max liked what he saw and was impressed that Charlie was uncut. “It’s more comfortable to lie down,” Charlie said. Both boys were on the bed and gently stroking. No one said it, but both wanted to take their time. When they did shoot they managed to keep it quiet, hoping Fran wouldn’t catch on.

“That was really cool,” Max said as they wiped up all that young sperm.

“Yeah. I’ve never done that with another guy. You do it with your brother?”

“We have.” Max paused. “Um, Mom sets rules for when and where we can jerk off. She doesn’t do it to us, but she makes sure we follow the rules. We’re allowed three times a day.”

“Wow,” said Charlie. This was interesting. “Does she watch?”

“Yeah, she has, but not much. If we do it a time that isn’t allowed and she finds out, it’s an immediate spanking. But she said there were no restrictions while I’m here, so it’s ok that we just did that.”

“Wow,” Charlie said again. “Fran doesn’t monitor my jackoff sessions but she certainly does spank. Does your mom spank you just because she wants to? Fran does to me. Sometimes it’s fun, I have to admit.”

“Wow.” Now it was Max’s turn. “But yeah, Mom does that, too. Sometimes Gerry and me together.” Charlie wondered what it would be like to be spanked with another guy. Fran had spanked him and Dad together, but that was a bit different. It had been exciting, though, sharing that with his father. Maybe she’d spank Max and him while Max was visting.

“Well, we should get dressed. We have dinner late on Saturdays but it’s always worth it.”

With that the boys settled into chat and some internet exploration. That was getting exciting when Fran called them for dinner but they quickly obeyed the summons. David was home by now and wanting to meet Max.

The rest of Max’s visit would be memorable.


Chapter 6

David and Max were pleased to meet each other. “I’ve heard about your family,” David said, “so very nice to meet you in person.” Charlie and Max glanced at each other, noted by both adults.

At dinner Fran guided much of the conversation. “I hope you boys have discovered some of the things you have in common, especially at home,” she said at one point. She was pleased to see two faces redden a bit.

“Yeah, I guess so,” Charlie answered slowly.

“One thing for certain, your mother knows that men and boys need not be modest, right Max?”

“Um. . . yes. . .”

“Yes. We believe in that here, too, don’t we?” Charlie responded slowly, David with a smile right away, both saying yes.

“So, I expect no shyness around bedtime, if not before. Understood?”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Yes, Fran.”

“Such good boys,” she said with a smile at her husband. Charlie was very embarrassed that she used that term in front of a new friend. Or at all. Max had heard it at home but didn’t like it any better.

Now Fran began to probe as to just what did go on with Max’s family. She didn’t have to ask as Max’s mother had told her about her domestic arrangements, but she was curious to hear a son’s side of the story.

“You and your brothers get spanked when necessary, I’ve heard.” Max was truly embarrassed!

“Yes, ma’am.”

“That’s good. Boys, and men, need regular discipline.” Charlie looked uncomfortable now, David smiled. “Your mother has given me full permission to deal with you as necessary, also to make sure you don’t fall into any bad modesty habits.”

“Yes, ma’am,” said very slowly. He had no doubt this meant that he’d be soon naked on display and, at some point, would get a spanking. His mother wouldn’t have given that permission unless she wanted Fran to spank him. He knew well that in the Woman Power world spankings could be given for reasons other than discipline. He and Charlie exchanged another glance. Charlie understood, too.

“Your mom also has told me that you and your brothers, along with your dad, have Naked at Home Days on occasion.”

“Yes, ma’am, we do.”

“And you like them, I’m sure.” Not a question.

“Um. . . well. . . yeah.”

“That doesn’t sound so sure,” Fran said with a smile.

“Yes, I do,” he said, now sounding positive. He was telling the truth. He’d always felt free and comfortable out of clothes, even if it meant his mother was seeing him.

“That’s good. We should have some Naked at Home Days here, too. In fact, we can start tonight. When you three clear the table and do the dishes you will be completely naked.” The boys fidgeted in their seats a bit. David was nearly laughing. He liked his wife seeing him naked, he liked seeing his son naked. No doubt Max would be a pleasure to look at, too.

When dinner was done David and the boys did take off all their clothes. Charlie and Max didn’t want to look reluctant so were naked as quickly as David was. Max tried to surreptitiously get glances at David. It was amazing how much he and Charlie looked alike “down there.” Max, his older brother, and his Dad were similar but each had his own distinctive features. David made no pretense at not looking over their guest. Max was both slightly embarrassed and pleased by the attention.

“Life is better nude, don’t you think?” David asked at one point.

“It can be, I guess,” said Max, unsure of how he was expected to respond.

David smiled. “Well, we know that we boys can’t be modest so we need to enjoy it. You’ll come to enjoy showing off to girls. Actually I’d have thought that you were doing that already.”

“Um, Dad, we don’t know any girls like that,” Charlie said. It was true for him and he assumed for Max.

“Oh, I’m sure there are plenty in town.” The discussion ended there. Dishes done, David led the boys into the living room where Fran was waiting, reading a magazine.

“Aren’t you a fine looking trio! My good big boy and now my two good boys.” David found that epithet amusing, but the boys showed that they did not. “There’s something else we need to discuss, Max. Your mom tells me that she sets a schedule for you and your older brother for masturbating. How’s that going?”

Max felt humiliated now that this was made public. He accepted that rule but he didn’t want it talked about in front of adults. It had taken some courage just to tell Charlie.

“Yes, ma’am,” he managed to stutter. “I guess it’s going well. I mean, I guess I’m not focused on it all the time like some guys.”

“Yes, that’s how it should be. Charlie, I think I need to set a schedule for you. I can see that it is doing Max a lot of good.” Charlie frowned but said nothing. “For tonight, you boys can take care of that at bedtime. I’ll set a time for you in the morning when you get up.”

“May we go up to my room?” Charlie asked when it appeared that the discussion was over.

“Of course, dear. Enjoy yourselves.”

In Charlie’s room Max talked a bit more about his home life, including the scheduled masturbation again. He reiterated that masturbating off schedule always meant a spanking. Max did well with it but Gerry tried to get away with some extras. Somehow their mother always could tell. It took a few spankings but Gerry did get the message though he still tried to sneak sometimes and still got spanked.

“You must hate the schedule,” Charlie said.

“Y’know, I’m used to it so it’s fine. And it does seem to let me stay focused on other things, like homework. Not that I was a jerkoff fiend!” The boys laughed.

“Well, I guess I’m next. I hope she’s not too restrictive.”

“So, um. . . does she. . . does she spank your Dad?” Max asked in almost a whisper, not that anyone could hear, regardless. He’d told Charlie that his dad got spanked but Charlie hadn’t said about his father.

“Yeah, she does. She even paddled us together, kneeling with our butts up on the bed.”

“No shit! Wow! I know my dad does get spanked but it seems only when he’s done something she doesn’t like.”

“My dad likes having her in charge,” Charlie said. “He says it’s not so unusual.” The talk of spanking had the boys hard again.

“You’re so much like your dad, um, down there,” Max said. “Have you seen him. . .?”

“Hard? A couple of times. I guess we’re about the same that way, too.”

“Cool. I’ve seen my dad hard and he’s quite different. Gerry is, too. It’s interesting that we’re so different since we’re related but I guess it happens.”

They turned their attention to computer games after deciding there was nothing on TV that interested them. Time flew by until Fran knocked on the door around ten forty-five.

“Come in,” Charlie said. At this point it didn’t matter if it was Dad or Fran. There was nothing to hide now. It was Fran.

“Charlie knows that I believe that a bedtime spanking now and then is good for a boy. Tonight we want to be sure that you two settle down when you go to bed. Do you get bedtime spankings?”

“Um, yes, sometimes. We all do.” There was nothing to hide in that regard at this point, so Max didn’t hesitate.

“You and your brothers together?”

“Sometimes.”

“Always in the nude?”

“That’s the rule. Everything off.”

“Well now you can be spanked with a friend.” She settled on the bed. “Charlie, you know what to do. Normally guests should be first but this time Max should get to see how I spank first.” Charlie put himself in place.

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK A bit harder than her usual bedtime spankings. It seemed she wanted to make some sort of point with this. Another series of good swats and Charlie was squirming over her lap.

“Settle down or this will get serious.”

“Yes, Fran.” He did his best to stay still and basically succeeded. When she was done his bottom was quite red, with a sting that he knew would last all night. Secretly he thought that would be nice.

“Max, your turn,” she said when Charlie had stood. As Max was getting in place she said “I expect you’ll be better at controlling yourself. Charlie still needs work.” With that she landed five swats on him. SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK It took only two for Max to give out with “Ow!” Fran couldn’t know yet, but Max always yelled during a spanking. She’d confirm this with his mother tomorrow. SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK Charlie was impressed with the color she was raising in his new friend’s bottom. It must sting just like his, he thought.

A few more swats, with yells, and Max was well done. He stood and rubbed his bottom. He knew he’d feel it all night. Fran just smiled at him rubbing. That always amused her.

“Alright you two, get ready for bed. I’ll check on you later.” Toiletries had been supplied for Max. The boys weren’t long in the bathroom. Back in the bedroom Charlie said “this is the side of the bed I usually sleep on, so you can have that side. There’s plenty of room.”

“She said we could jerk off before bed. Shall we do it before we pull up the covers?”

“Sounds good! So I can see yours and you can see mine.” Charlie had towels at hand. The boys spent longer than usual as they were watching each other’s technique as much as pleasuring themselves. Both learned some new things. Both found the mutual masturbation exciting, too. They tried doing it with their bare feet too. It felt weird at the beginning, but after a bit of laughing and adjusting with their toes, it felt pretty good to feel each other’s soles rubbing on their penises and caressing their balls. Max had done it with Gerry, but this was different. There were times that his mother made the two of them masturbate together, with her watching. They were in agreement that they hated that.

Orgasms were about simultaneous, and copious, on each other’s feet. “That was cool!” Max said when he shot. Having said it he blushed in embarrassment at the admission.

“Yeah, it was.” Relief for both of them. They’d admitted it. Between the spanking and the orgasms the boys really were tired. They pulled up the covers and Charlie turned out the light. They were asleep by the time Fran looked in. She saw the telltale towels. They looked precious together in the bed. She smiled with satisfaction. This little adventure was turning out nicely.

When the boys woke up they were lying together, each having moved toward the center of bed during the night. It felt good to be touching and neither pulled away. “Don’t play with yourself” Charlie whispered. Of course they both had morning wood. They didn’t know when they would have permission to take care of the morning wood.

“I won’t.” There was a pause, then Max said “could I feel your balls?”

That was unexpected but Charlie said “sure.” He’d never given much thought to someone else fondling him that way so, if nothing else, curiosity led him to agree. Max’s touch was nice. He thoroughly explored, the fondling making Charlie feel even harder. Suddenly Max gave a squeeze.

“Hey!” Max chuckled and loosened his grip but did not let go completely.

“Mom does that to Gerry sometimes when she’s annoyed with him.” Charlie was astonished and said nothing. “She’ll just say ‘drop your pants’ and he does. She grabs him and gets him to yelp a bit.”

“Wow. Has she done it to you?”

“Yeah, a couple of times when I already was naked but it hurt enough that I’ve tried not to do the things that get Gerry in trouble. You have nice balls. I hope you don’t mind me doing this.”

“It’s ok to touch, I guess. No one ever has. But I’m not sure about the squeezing.” With that Max gave a quick squeeze. Charlie squirmed but did not object.

“I think you like it,” Max teased.

“Don’t get smug. Yours are where I can get at them, too.” Max released Charlie’s balls and rested his hand on Charlie’s stomach, just above his pubes. Neither boy said anything. Lying together naked felt good, felt natural.

There was a knock at the door. It must be Fran. No, it was Dad, still naked. He stood in the doorway and said “good morning boys. I hope you slept well.”

“Oh yes,” they both replied.

“Breakfast will be ready soon. Fran says to drain yourselves before you come downstairs. Breakfast is naked, too. See you soon.” He shut the door.

“Man, that’ll be a relief!” Charlie said. He needed to cum. So did Max. When the door was shut Charlie realized that Max’s hand had moved down and was in contact with the base of his hardon.

“Has anyone ever gotten you off?” Max asked.

At this point Charlie felt desperate enough that he’d do anything Max suggested. “No!” he gasped. Max pushed the sheets back then put his hand around Charlie’s hard cock. Charlie gasped again, this at the new feeling of someone else’s hand surrounding his erection. It did not take long for him to shoot, what with his great need and the novelty of someone else’s hand doing the work. It was an explosive orgasm, Charlie moaning through it. Neither boy cared if the sound was heard downstairs.

It took a moment for Charlie to get his breathing back to normal. While he was calm again, Max was toweling him clean. That felt good, too.

“Have you done that before?” Charlie asked.

“Just with Gerry. That’s ok but it was much better doing it to someone who isn’t my brother.”

“Well, it was awesome! I don’t think I’ve ever cum that hard.”

“Good. I’m glad you liked it.”

Max was done and was lying down again, his erection standing straight up begging for attention. “Can I do you?” Charlie asked.

“Yes, silly! That’s the idea. Just do what feels good to you.” Charlie tentatively took Max’s erection in hand. It felt different from his own. It felt good, too. Max was cut which made stroking feel different but it wasn’t difficult for Charlie to figure out what to do. Max also was pretty desperate and it was quick work to get him to shoot. He arched his back and let go, shooting up to his shoulders.

“Wow!” said Charlie. “That was impressive.” He grabbed the towel and went to work on Max.

“You did a great job, man,” Max replied. Charlie finished cleaning Max. “We presentable?” Max asked with a laugh.

“I guess as much as we’re going to be.” Each had some sticky residue but they didn’t think they should take the time to shower now. Fran could see the evidence when the boys entered the kitchen and was quite pleased to see it.

“Sleep well?” she asked. They said yes. “Breakfast is ready. Eat up and then you both need a shower, it seems.” They both blushed slightly knowing she’d seen the evidence of their ejaculations. When breakfast was done Fran said “I’ll take care of the dishes so you can shower. It’s big enough for two,” she added, embarrassing the boys again.

In the bathroom Charlie asked “do you shower with your brothers? Have you done it with anyone else?”

“I’ve showered with both of my brothers. No big deal. We don’t very often but a few times we’ve needed to save time and Mom has said two of us had to get in together. It’s not big enough for three.” They laughed at that image. Charlie adjusted the shower and with no further discussion both got in under the water. As they showered nothing more was said, the boys just naturally washed each other, getting hard again.

Shower done, they got out and did other grooming but refrained from masturbating. Nothing had been said about permission to do it again. They’d rather do it in Charlie’s bedroom anyhow. Fran appeared at the bathroom door. “Good, you’re all clean. Max’s mom will be here soon to collect him. It’s been very nice having you here, Max. You are always welcome. I’m glad Charlie can have a friend who has some things in common.” She smiled.

“Thank you, ma’am. I’ve enjoyed my visit.”

“Good.” She smiled and took her leave. The boys took this information as permission to get dressed and were clothed when Max’s mother arrived. She showed a quick look of disappointment at not seeing naked boys but knew that she would someday. Soon. By now David had dressed, too. The women had a short visit then thank yous were made and the guests left.

“Max seems like a good fellow,” Fran said when they were alone with David.

“He is,” replied Charlie. He hesitated a bit, then said “his family seems similar to ours in some ways. . .”

“Yes, dear, they are. That’s why I wanted you two to meet. Would you like to see him again?”

“Yes, I would.” Both Fran and David looked happy about that.

“Good. We’ll make sure you get together again. Now, I’ve got things to do today, you two have Saturday chores. Charlie, could you make lunch at one?”

“Yes.” He enjoyed fixing Saturday sandwiches for them and always was praised for his efforts.

Life went back to the usual routine, with the addition that Charlie now had a special friend who shared a life under Woman Power. Their adventures together were just beginning.


Chapter 7

The visit by Max to Charlie’s was seen all around as a success. Fran and Max’s mother were quite delighted to have the boys get together and become friends. They also were delighted to get to know each other better and have someone to talk with about Woman Power other than the casual meetings that some of the women had occasionally. The boys were friendly at school now, enjoying the time they could spend together. At lunch they often had fun speculating on what other boys had similar home lives. Their friends couldn’t help but notice this sudden new friendship and there was some speculation as to what it was about. Among those friends were some boys who also were subject to Woman Power and some of the unspoken guesses by Charlie and Max were close to the mark.

Max’s mother was called Bunny by everyone. She never knew why, it was a nickname which stuck. It was rather ironic given that her behavior was anything but rabbit-like. She wasn’t unfair but she was a firm believer in Woman Power and as such she ran her men tightly. She did not hesitate to spank her three sons when she deemed it was deserved and all three boys had their share of times sporting red, sore bottoms, visible to the whole family as she would not allow them to dress after a spanking. Her husband, in private, got a good spanking now and then, too.

As seen, Fran took a cue from Bunny and had started Naked at Home Days. The two exchanged news of how the program (as they called it) was working. Both found it a success. At each house the males now were naked more often. Charlie and David were finding that they enjoyed it.

After Max’s overnight with Charlie, Bunny felt it was only polite that Max return the favor with an invitation to Charlie to stay overnight with them. She admitted to herself that there was a selfish element in this as she wanted to see the young man naked. She’d ask Fran for permission to give Charlie a bit of manscaping while he was there. And to spank him, of course. She knew that permission would be granted.

Max was only too happy to invite his new friend over. Like Charlie, he had a bed big enough for two and knowing they could sleep together again was exciting. There really was nowhere else for Charlie to sleep, anyhow.

At school on Wednesday about ten days after Max’s overnight he asked Charlie if he’d like to have an overnight with them on Friday. Charlie loved the idea. When he brought it up at dinner he was amused to find out that Fran and Dad already knew about it.

“Not just Friday, dear,” Fran said. “Max’s mom says you can stay Saturday, too. Your father and I thought we’d take a weekend away, just us. I’m sure you understand.” The idea of two nights was great, Charlie thought, and he said so. “Good. That’s settled. I’ll organize some things for you. You won’t need much for two nights. You may well not need clothes at all,” she added with a smile. “How do you feel about being naked at someone else’s house?”

“Cool. I guess.” Charlie felt himself growing hard at the thought of so much naked time and was glad that he had pants on at the moment, along with being seated at the table. His excitement shifted to some nervousness at the thought of having to be naked around Max’s mother. Well, Max had been naked here so he decided that he’d just deal with it.

Friday Charlie got home from school to find that Fran had packed a bag for him which was waiting on his bed. About a half hour later she returned home.

“Did you find your bag, dear?”

“Yes, Fran. Thank you very much!”

“A pleasure. If you don’t have anything to do, I can take you over now.”

Charlie was eager to get there. “Sure! Max and I can do homework together this afternoon. Get it out of the way.” He had no reason to delay so quickly they were in the car and taking the short drive to Max’s. Charlie went up and rang the bell. In a moment the door was opened. It was Timmy, Max’s brother, stark naked.

“C’mon in,” Timmy said as if there were nothing unusual about a naked eighteen-year-old boy answering the door of a family house. As they entered Max appeared, also stark naked.

“Well, I see what this weekend will be like,” Fran said with a smile. It was a pleasure seeing Max naked again. Then they heard Bunny calling “I’m in here, Fran!” Timmy led them to the kitchen. The ladies greeted each other with air kisses.

“Charlie, you must feel out of place being the only boy in clothes,” Bunny teased. The message was clear. Charlie wasted no time stripping, even with the women there. He had been looking forward to the naked time with Max and the thought of sharing naked time with three brothers was new and exciting. Seeing each other naked again had Charlie and Max chubbing slightly, which both noticed. They hoped the women had not. Bunny put out snacks for the three boys.

Fran did not stay long. “I have to get home to be ready for our weekend when David gets home. Thanks for taking our boy for a couple of days.”

“A pleasure,” Bunny answered. She escorted Fran to the door. About a moment after she returned to the kitchen they heard Gerry coming in. “Gerry, get in here!” Bunny said sternly. Max and Timmy recognized the tone. Charlie easily figured it out. Nineteen-year-old Gerry, Max’s older brother, came in looking sheepish.

“Drop your pants!” Bunny ordered. Just as Max had said, thought Charlie. Gerry pulled down his pants, exposing himself. Bunny put a hand around his balls. “I had a call from school and know all about what went on.”

“But Mom. . .”

“Don’t ‘but’ me, young man!”

“It wasn’t a fight,” Gerry protested.

“No, but it may as well have been. You were yelling in the cafeteria, causing a scene. I know you were provoked but you need to keep your temper and behave like a decent human being.” With that she closed her grip on the boy’s sensitive balls. Gerry howled in pain, doubling over slightly. Tears of pain were forming in his eyes. Bunny relaxed her grip, then encircled her fingers around the top of his sac, holding it tight. Charlie was feeling quite uncomfortable watching this, even if Gerry wasn’t his real mother.

“Are we going to have a repeat of that behavior?”

“No, mom,” Gerry said, now genuinely crying. So far he’d been unaware of Charlie.

“Good. Now, get those pants off and get up to your room where you’ll stay until I call you for dinner.”

“Yes, mom.” Gerry took off his sneakers and removed his pants, now wearing just his shirt and socks. When he straightened up he saw Charlie and went red with embarrassment. Charlie said nothing. He didn’t know what to say or if he even should say anything. Gerry wanted to run from the room but was in pain so left slowly.

Gerry gone, Bunny behaved as if nothing had happened. “Max, you should get Charlie settled in your room now that you guys have finished your snack.”

“Sure, mom.” Max grabbed Charlie’s bag, Charlie picked up his clothes and the boys went upstairs. Max’s bedroom wasn’t all that different from Charlie’s. A comfy looking double bed, desk with laptop, a couple of chairs, books and such scattered about.

“She really does do that to Gerry,” Charlie said when they’d closed the door. “That looked really painful.”

“I told you she did,” Max replied, “and yes, it is really painful. I can show you if you want.”

“We can skip that! You gave me a taste of it already.” Later in bed Charlie would admit that he had liked being squeezed, just not like Gerry had been. With Charlie settled in they did a bit of exploring on the computer and some homework, then just talked before dinner.

“Boys, get ready for dinner!” Bunny called. Three bedroom doors opened almost simultaneously and four boys were on their way to the bathroom to clean up for dinner. On the way Max said “Gerry, this is Charlie. Charlie, my brother Gerry.”

“Hey man,” Gerry said. He had recovered and showed no embarrassment at Charlie having witnessed his punishment. “I’ve seen you around school, even if not exactly like this. Nice to meet you.” The naked boys shook hands. Timmy took advantage of the moment to slip by and be the first to the sink. The three other boys chatted until he was done. It was only a few minutes later when all four were ready and on their way to the dining room.

“My, my, look at these good boys,” Bunny said as they entered the room. This was directed at her husband who was standing at the head of the table waiting for the boys. He, too, was naked. Charlie was impressed with the man’s package. The two brothers and their father unmistakably were related yet their genitals were not all that similar. Not like Charlie and David.

“You must be Charlie,” he said as he came around to greet the boy. They shook hands, then Max’s dad said “let’s sit down and eat.” Over dinner the parents asked the boys the usual questions about school and their days. Without being too pushy they interspersed this with questions to Charlie, to get to know him.

After that part of the conversation was done, Bunny said “Fran runs her house much as we do.”

“So I’ve heard,” her husband replied. Charlie found out later that Dad was named Gerald and that Gerry was a junior. “A lot of naked time, eh?” he said to Charlie.

“Yes, sir.”

“And a red bottom regularly,” Gerald added with a smile.

“Um. . . yes, sir. . .” Charlie was feeling quite embarrassed at this naked conversation, even though he knew that Max’s family by now knew that Fran spanked him. And, after all, these boys and their dad got disciplined by their mother, too.

Now that discipline had been mentioned, Bunny said “Gerry was in an altercation today. I took care of it in the usual way.” Charlie saw Gerald wince at hearing that. Did he get squeezed sometimes, too? That would be like Dad and Fran, he figured. Maybe talk it over with Max later. Poor Gerry just looked down at his plate and pushed his food around a bit.

“Did you boys take care of things after school?” This was Bunny’s way of asking if they had masturbated. After school was one their scheduled times. Most houses with schedules used similar times and number of times allowed each day. Gerry had masturbated, Charlie assumed, once his balls had recovered.

Max told her “we didn’t take the time.”

Bunny smiled at them. “You may take care of it after dinner if you want. You’ll still have the bedtime session. Boys your age have no trouble producing.” She was rewarded with blushes. Gerry was pleased that the attention had shifted away from him.

Dinner done, Bunny said “Max, you and Charlie go upstairs.” They blushed as they knew what she meant by that. They might be allowed to do it in private but apparently there was no keeping it secret. “Gerry and Timmy, you can help with the dishes.” Max’s glance at Charlie was clear that they should go right away, which they did.

Once in the room with the door closed Charlie asked “is it always so public that you guys are jerking off?”

“Yeah, that’s just the way it is.” They settled on the bed. “May I?” Max asked as he reached for Charlie’s already erect cock.

“Of course,” Charlie said with an eager smile.

After a few strokes Max stopped. “We should save this for bedtime. They’ll know by how long we take that we’re doing it this way. Someone will comment, I’m sure.” Charlie was fine with that. As they had at Charlie’s they shot almost simultaneously on each other’s bodies, again finding that exciting. They cleaned up with the towels at hand, then went into the bathroom to wash away any tell-tale sticky spots. They joined the others in the den.

Gerald and Timmy were on the couch. They looked very happy together. Charlie was both startled and amused to see that Timmy was quite hard. His erection was rather cute, he thought. The boy’s cock was a nice size already. Gerry and Bunny were each in separate chairs, also looking quite comfortable.

“Plenty of room on the other end of the couch,” Gerald said as the two walked in. Charlie could see Bunny looking them over for evidence of their ejaculations. He was relieved that they’d washed them off thoroughly. “Plenty of room” ended up meaning that the Charlie and Max were close together at their end, Charlie between Max on one side and Gerald and Timmy on the other. All squeezed together made it impossible for Charlie not to make contact with all three. He was happy to be up against Max. Gerald’s arm, around Timmy, was warm. Timmy’s feet were touching Charlie’s side. This all felt good and natural, he suddenly thought it had to be like this when humans lived free in the nature, before civilization imposed its stupid boundaries on them. Skin contact and no shame. He relaxed into it.

The TV was on and soon everyone was wrapped up in a couple of programs. Still, Charlie took the opportunity to glance over at Gerry and more fully assess what the older boy had. He, too, was manscaped, matching Max. Charlie had noticed earlier that their dad looked the same, too. In a way it was cute, he thought, father and sons matching.

Over the course of the evening he couldn’t help but notice that the three brothers randomly got hard and soft with no sign of embarrassment. He wondered if their dad did, too, but wasn’t able to get a look. No doubt Bunny enjoyed seeing her boys hard. Seeing them hard got Charlie to join. He did his best to hide his embarrassment. Fortunately no one commented.

As eleven o’clock approached Bunny said “I’d say it’s time for bed, boys.” She was obvious in including her husband in that. “I’ll check on all of you in a while.” Everyone stood. Gerry happened to be hard at the moment, no doubt in anticipation of his bedtime masturbation. Charlie was impressed with what he saw. Now having seen all three hard Charlie noted how the brothers all were different in that regard. He thought that was nice.

Gerald let Timmy up and gave him a quick swat to his bottom as he sent him out of the room, after giving him a hug. Gerry and Max also hugged their father, Gerry quite unperturbed about pressing his erection against his father. Again, Charlie was impressed at how relaxed the boys were with their parents seeing them hard. They would have time for hugs with their mother later.

“Hey Charlie. Don’t I get a hug?” Gerald asked.

“Um, sure. . .” Charlie somewhat shyly went over to the man who wrapped him in a warm embrace. It felt good. He returned the hug. He thought to himself that he could get used to it. Hug done, he left with Max. As they were leaving the room Charlie heard Bunny say to Gerald, “up to the room with you, too.” She was in control!

In Max’s room Charlie unpacked the few things he had brought. Fran had put in a change of clothes but it was clear she didn’t expect Charlie to need more clothes until he went home. His toiletries were there in the bag. Then Max saw his friend blush deeply.

“What?” he asked. Charlie said nothing. Max made a guess which proved accurate. “Hey, man, I know you have a vibrator and some plugs. I do, too. Did Fran put them in for you?”

Charlie gulped then quietly said “yeah.”

“Cool! Let me show you what I have. Mom set aside special drawers in our bureaus for each of us for our stuff.” Max pulled open a drawer. What Charlie saw first was a hairbrush with “Marshall” inscribed on it. So, Max had one, too! And his full name was Marshall. Charlie could see a thermometer case, too.

Max pulled out a set of graduated butt plugs along with a couple of others of different types. “Cool,” Charlie said as he looked them over. He had come to like his plugs. The dam broken on this topic, Charlie pulled out what Fran had packed for him. He, too, had his graduated plugs.

“Oh, wow,” Max said as he looked them over, “these are different from mine. Bet they feel good!”

“They do.” Charlie paused, then said “I see the brush in there.”

“Yeah, we each have one with our name on it. Gerry’s says ‘Gerald,’ Timmy’s says ‘Timothy.’ Marshall is my full name so that’s what it says. Not many people know my real name. Dad has a brush, too, with his name in a fancy script. My thermometer is in there, too.”

“Does your dad like having your mom control him? Mine likes Fran doing all of that. He said he wants it. He gave me the choice of doing it or not. I decided to try it and I’m ok with it. Well, maybe not when she gives me a serious spanking, but there is something nice about the attention.”

“We had no choice, she just brought us up this way. I don’t know if Dad wanted it at first but you can see that he accepts it. I think she may have asserted herself in a way that he felt he had to obey. I don’t know. I doubt I’ll ever ask. Now that he’s used to it, I think he does like it. Anyhow, it’s a cool brush.” He took it out and handed it to Charlie.

“Packs a wallop, I’m sure,” Charlie said. They both laughed. “Here’s mine. It does the job.” They laughed again. They were enjoying handling the other’s private spanking implement. It felt like a special secret between them and even more special to have such secrets.

There was a knock at the door. “C’mon in,” Max said. As expected, it was his mother.

“Ah, I see you boys are looking over the fun things. Fran told me that you have your own brush. May I see it?”

“Sure.” Max took it back out of his bag and handed it to her. Fran must have told her that she would pack it.

“A very good one. She made a good choice. I hope I won’t have to use it on you. Even if you behave properly you will be getting spanked before you leave on Sunday.” Charlie’s face went white. He wasn’t really surprised but he hoped a spanking would not be part of the weekend. Well, if it was with Max it might be OK.

Charlie quietly said “yes, ma’am.”

“I thought of bedtime spankings for you two tonight but you’ll want the time together. Tomorrow night, perhaps. Now, you two, make sure those lovely balls are drained before you go to sleep. Too much buildup isn’t good for a boy. Or a man.” Charlie blushed at her bluntness. “I’ll see you in the morning. Sleep well.” She gave each boy a kiss on the cheek then left, shutting the door behind her.

“Does she often do bedtime spankings? Fran does sometimes. But you know that.” They laughed. Both remembered it well. “Usually I like it, I admit.”

“Yeah, she does. Usually just to help us sleep, as she puts it and the thing is, it does help us sleep. I kinda like it, too.” More bonding between them.

“Yeah, it helps me sleep, too.”

“But some nights it’s a punishment spanking that she didn’t give us earlier. Even with doors shut we can hear each other’s spankings. She wants that, I think. I don’t like it that people can hear, even if it’s just family, and I know Gerry hates it. Timmy doesn’t think about it beyond how much it hurts. We tease him sometimes but he just says that it’s the way it is, so no point in hating it or not. She was annoyed with him before you got here, so he might get spanked tonight.” No sooner had Max said that but the sound of a hand landing on bare flesh was heard. This was confirmed as punishment when Timmy started bawling before too long. There was no pretending that wasn’t happening.

“She won’t take much longer now that he’s crying,” Max said. “We have other things to do. I want to get my hand on you again.” That made Charlie hard and Max followed. They got on the bed and Max gave Charlie a slow handjob. Charlie couldn’t believe how great it was. As he got close he moaned and shuddered and let go with a big load, spurt after spurt. “Wow! That’s even better than the last time,” Max said. “You sure know how to cum!”

Still gasping a bit for breath, Charlie said “I guess you know how to make me cum.”

“Here, let me clean up the mess,” Max said. There were towels nearby and he mopped up the semen. Charlie liked how that felt, too.

When they’d switched positions so Charlie could take care of Max, Max said “grab that lube there. Works a bit better on us guys with no foreskin.” Charlie had his own lube, courtesy of Fran, so knew how it felt. He was glad to use it on Max. He did his best to stretch out the stroking even using the lube and did a good job of it. Max was twitching and squirming as he got close, finally erupting with a load rivalling Charlie’s. Now it was Charlie’s turn to do a mop up which he went at enthusiastically. It was nice touching Max and being touched by him, and also being wet with his semen.

Charlie dropped the towel on the floor where it landed with the one Max had used. Max clicked off the light. Under the covers, the boys naturally moved in toward each other. They chatted for a while.

“Will we be nude all day tomorrow?” Charlie asked.

“I’m sure we will, unless for some reason we go out. We can use the pool and not have to put on suits.” Charlie had noticed the pool but so far no one had mentioned it. Swimming naked sounded like fun. “Have you ever skinny dipped?”

“No. It sounds great.”

“It is. Best way to swim!” After some other chatter Max said “there are other uses for that lube, you know.”

“Well, yeah. It helps get a finger or a plug in.”

“That’s true, but it also helps get a cock up into you.” Charlie knew about that but hadn’t given it much thought. He wasn’t sure for how he felt about it, even as much as enjoyed having plugs in him. This was the first time someone had hinted at it, too, which only added to his uncertainty. The topic changed, then the boys drifted off to sleep.

In the morning there was the inevitable morning wood. Max made it clear that he had permission to take care of that every morning, so the boys were lightly stroking. There was a tap at the door. Max called out “come in” while Charlie, in embarrassment, yanked the covers back over them. It was Bunny.

“I know what you’re doing,” she said with a smile as she entered. “No need to hide it, as Max knows. You have plenty of time before breakfast, so no need to rush. Also, for your visit Charlie I am giving you boys permission to ejaculate as much as you want in addition to the set times. The only rule is that any extras have to go into someone.” She smiled and took her leave. Charlie was confused by this.

Max pushed the covers back down. He was idly stroking and mused “that’s a new one but this is the first time we’ve had anyone over who has our lifestyle.”

“I don’t think I get it. Sounds like we can get a lot of blowjobs,” Charlie mused. He hadn’t ever received one but he’d read a lot about them. He’d been wanting one for quite a while but didn’t know who to ask.

“Yup,” Max said, “and in the bottom, too.” This was the second time Max alluded to that. It did mean ejaculating inside the recipient so Charlie guessed that it was included in Bunny’s directive. “I think she’s let Gerry cum that way when he’s had friends here but he won’t tell me if they did. We have to change the naked rules with friends other than you. I’m sure Gerry has jerkoff buddies but, like I said, he keeps quiet about it. I suppose if Mom found out that he’d jerked off at school he get paddled.”

“Have you. . . with him. . .?”

“Oh, we’ve sucked off each other, but only a couple of times. Not really fun when it’s your brother but nice to have someone to experiment with I guess.” Charlie noticed that Max had not said if he and Gerry had tried the other way. This was a lot to think about but the boys had worked up themselves while they chatted and attention was turned to their needy cocks. They stroked themselves. For the third time they climaxed almost simultaneously.

“We’re really in sync,” Charlie said.

“Sure are. I think it’s great. Hand me a towel.” Charlie did and the boys cleaned themselves. “No need to dress!” They laughed and went downstairs. Timmy was already there. Any color there had been in his bottom was gone, which proved somewhat disappointing to Charlie.

“Sit down, boys,” Bunny said with a gesture to the kitchen table. Charlie could see that Timmy was sitting down gently so he knew there were some remnants of the spanking.

Gerald walked in looking like he’d had a reminder of his place in the household. Charlie had seen that look on his father so easily recognized it. He wondered what might have gone on last night or this morning. Then again, he didn’t really want to know.

“I see that our older son is sleeping all morning,” Gerald said as he took in the group at the table.

“It’s Saturday. That’s what he does,” said Bunny. “He knows how I’ll wake him up if he sleeps too long, so we’ll see him soon.” Something new for Charlie to wonder about – did she use Gerry’s hairbrush on him in order to wake him up? He didn’t find out today because about ten minutes later Gerry came in, still looking sleepy.

“Well, well, here he is,” said Gerald.

“Hi,” Gerry said to everyone in general. “You mind if I visit Patrick today?” he asked as he settled.

“As long as your chores are done you may do what you want,” Bunny said. “What are you two doing?” she asked Max and Charlie.

“Swimming, for sure. Not sure what else.”

“I think two boys want to be naked all day,” Gerald said with a grin. He was right, at least as far as Charlie was concerned. He hoped Max wanted that, too.

“Max, you still have your chores. Maybe Charlie can help you.” Her tone suggested that she meant for Charlie to help. He couldn’t tell if there would be consequences, but he’d intended to help his friend anyhow. “But before you do anything, Charlie has to have his manscaping,” Bunny said. “We’ll do that here, right after breakfast.” Charlie was getting hard under the table and his embarrassed face gave him away. Fortunately nothing was said. “Gerry, you need a touch-up, so don’t go anywhere.”

“Yes, mom.”

Breakfast done, Gerald and Timmy did the dishes, Bunny set out the chairs and retrieved her various barber items. Laid out on the table were an electric clipper, scissors, a razer, and shaving cream.

“Stand here,” she told Charlie. He obeyed. The clippers were clicked on and Bunny trimmed away about half of Charlie’s pubic hair. That done she had him sit. “Open your legs.” He did. She applied shaving cream on each side of the trimmed pubes, his upper legs, and his balls. Expertly she removed the remaining hair. The handling of his genitals got Charlie hard, much to his embarrassment.

“Not to worry about that,” Bunny said as she worked. “It actually makes it easier for me.” Shaving done, she asked Gerry for a wet towel which she used to remove the remaining cream, then she dried him. “There, take a look,” she said. Charlie headed to the bathroom to find a mirror.

When he came back, Gerry was in the chair, fully erect, his stepmother quickly taking care of the boy’s pubes. That done, she told Max to sit. He’d shaved himself before Charlie arrived. Bunny pronounced herself satisfied. Charlie looked quite pleased after seeing how he looked. That was, in part, because he was matching the brothers and their dad.

After the fondling from the shavings, all three were hard. Dishes were done and Timmy saw the other boys and responded by getting hard, too. Only Gerald refrained from getting hard, a disappointment to Charlie. He’d see the man hard before the day was out.

“Alright you three, run off and take care of things if you want,” Bunny said, essentially chasing them out of the room. All three went upstairs, Gerry going to his own room. In Max’s room Charlie asked “is she saying we should all give each other blowjobs?”

“We can if we want. Or the other end,” Max added with a chuckle.

“What about Gerry?”

“He can’t blow you before I do,” Max said firmly. Did Max really want to blow him, Charlie wondered. He was getting to really like this new friend and was curious about getting sucked. And he still was quite hard, despite shooting not all that long ago.

Confirmation arrived. “I hope this won’t embarrass you,” Max said, “but I’d really like to blow you and feel your hard cock inside my mouth.”

Charlie blushed but said “I’m willing to try.”

“Nothing to it, just lie back and enjoy.” Charlie spread out on the bed, exposing his genitals, feeling more naked than ever. Max leaned over and took him in his mouth. Charlie gasped with pleasure. Maw went up and down, and then he did something amazing, he just caressed Charile’s pee slit with the tip of his tongue, looking at him and smiling, before taking the whole length of the penis inside his mouth. Charlie felt his glans touch his friend’s throat, and laughed for the sheer pleasure, locking his legs around his friend’s neck, and pushing. It was so exciting that he shot quickly. “You’ll get the hang of it,” Max said after he swallowed. Charlie almost didn’t hear him, so overwhelmed for the pleasure, panting. There was quiet for a couple of minutes. “Would you like. . .?” Max asked, not wanting to force the issue.

“I owe you,” Charlie said with a smile. He tried his best to do what Max had done to him, even the pee slit licking part, which Max appreciated since he was wriggling his pink, bare toes. This was not Max’s first time and he was able to hold off a bit but soon filled Charlie’s mouth. Charlie automatically swallowed. He just thought it was the polite thing to do and it didn’t taste bad!

“Thanks, man,” Max said, his gratitude clear. Charlie felt good about all of this.

“What about Gerry?”

“He’ll come by if he wants one.” Apparently Gerry opted for his buddy as they heard his door open then footsteps on the stairs. “I’d bet he and Patrick like to suck off each other,” Max said as they listened to Gerry leave.

They’d be in the pool soon, but now it was time for Max’s chores. Nothing too difficult. The day was getting off to a great start, Charlie thought.


Chapter 8

When Max and Charlie finished the few things Max did around the house every Saturday, they went upstairs to clean up a bit. While they were there, Bunny called upstairs “Aren’t you boys getting in the pool?”

“On our way right now,” Max said. Good as his word, he and Charlie were on their way downstairs. They went out the door to the pool. Bunny enjoyed watching the naked boys eagerly go out to the back yard. Timmy was already in the pool, splashing around. Gerald was sunning himself on a beach reclining chair, keeping an eye on his son.

“I was wondering when you’d appear,” he said as the boys emerged from the house.

“Just taking care of business,” Max replied. His father chuckled. “C’mon Charlie, this is a great pool.” With that he dove in, swam under water to Timmy, and tickled his stepbrother as he came up for air. Timmy was laughing and protesting, a common routine between these two. Charlie needed no coaxing and was right behind Max. When he joined the brothers Max let go of Timmy.

“The water is perfect!” Charlie said. It was. The pool had heat but Gerald was expert at getting it comfortable without it feeling like it was heated. After splashing around for quite a while the three boys got out of the pool for a bit of a rest. Gerald was still on the reclining chair but for the first time in Charlie’s presence was sporting an erection. Charlie was impressed! Gerald wasn’t overly large but with Bunny’s manscaping it looked big. Gerald, like his sons, was unconcerned about being hard. As when he was soft, Gerald’s erection was different from those of his sons. He got up and, still hard, joined the boys as they grabbed sodas from the outdoor refrigerator. Charlie wished he could feel Gerald’s erection but didn’t dare, without permission.

“My turn,” Gerald said and he dove in. He was more serious, swimming some laps. His technique was excellent. About ten minutes later he got out, now soft again, toweled off, and joined the boys again. “I need some more sunscreen,” he said.

“Charlie, you want to help him with that?” Max asked. Charlie did. “I’ll help you,” Max added. Charlie noticed that Timmy was smirking. Hm, was he being set up? He’d find out.

Gerald stretched out on his stomach on some cushions set out for just that purpose. Max found the sunscreen. “You just have to rub it in. I always start with his shoulders and back. Sit on his butt and it will be easier.” Charlie hadn’t expected that! He didn’t think Gerald couldn’t take his weight, but sitting on him like that seemed rather intimate. Charlie did situate himself and went to work, Max guiding him. He must have been doing well as Gerald made sounds of enjoyment as Charlie covered his back.

“Good work,” Max said. “Butt and legs now.” Charlie got off. He was on one side of Gerald, Max settled on the other. “We both can do this part.” Charlie followed his lead. The boys worked their up his legs. Charlie was impressed that Max was getting right into the sides of Gerald’s legs when he got up above the knees and near his butt. More contented sounds from Gerald.

With a smile at Charlie, Max started on the buttock on his side. Charlie again followed his lead. He definitely was enjoying this! Max had no hesitation about getting the crème between his father’s cheeks and again Charlie followed suit, doing his best not to make it at all sensuous. Even so, Gerald still was voicing his contentment at their work.

“OK, Dad, gotta do the front.” Hearing that, Timmy joined them. Gerald rolled over. He was hard again and Charlie was up close to it. He could better assess the size and was no less impressed. Mentally he compared it with Max. In terms of size father and son were rather similar. Charlie went to work on Gerald’s torso, Max and Timmy working his legs.

Three pairs of hands reached Gerald’s middle at about the same time. “Whose turn?” Max asked Timmy.

“Mine. I think,” his brother replied.

“No fighting over it,” Gerald said with a chuckle. Timmy squirted crème on his father’s erection and began to work it in. Charlie was in awe. He couldn’t imagine doing that. After a couple of minutes Gerald said “that’s enough and you don’t want to make me shoot or we’ll all suffer the consequences.” Charlie figured that meant spankings for all of them. He wondered if sometimes Gerald was spanked with his sons or did Bunny save it for the privacy of their bedroom. He might ask Max at some point.

Their job done, the three boys crowded into the outdoor shower to get the sunscreen off their hands and anywhere else it had landed. After they toweled off Max said “do you want to go back upstairs for a while?”

“Sure.” All three boys trooped upstairs. Timmy came into Max’s room with them with no protest from his stepbrother.

When the door was closed Charlie asked “do you always do that to your dad?”

“Of course, silly,” said Max. “Someone has to.”

“And you take turns with his cock?” Charlie blushed slightly at his use of that word.

“Same thing,” Timmy spoke up. “Someone has to.” All Charlie could say was “wow.”

“You’ve never done that?” Max asked.

“No. It’s not the way we are.”

“Too bad ‘cause it’s fun.” The talk had made all three boys hard. It had been a couple of hours since they last were hard.

“Want a blow job?” Timmy asked Charlie. Charlie hadn’t expected that.

“He’s good,” said Max. Without receiving an answer Timmy knelt down in front of the seated Charlie and took him in his mouth. He gave a murmur of enjoyment as he got all of Charlie in. It was clear that Timmy knew how to do an edging blowjob. Charlie was moaning and letting out grunts as the boy worked on him. Smiling, he rested his bare feet on Timmy’s bare shoulders, which the sucker appreciated, having full access to penis and balls now. Finally Timmy relented and Charlie let go. It felt like a massive load but Timmy swallowed it all so there was no way to know. That is until Timmy said “wow, you sure have a lot in you. Tastes good, too.”

“Thanks, that was a good technique.” Charlie gasped. He’d been sitting on the edge of the bed and now laid back. He felt like reaching orgasm had been a real exertion. While he was lying there Timmy turned his attention to Max. He didn’t draw out Max’s blow job but it was clear from the noise Max made when he shot that he enjoyed it.

When Max was back to normal he said to Charlie “It’s just polite that you return the favor, now. He loves it.” Timmy was smiling in anticipation. Charlie figured that just about everything else had gone on, so why not. With the boy in his mouth Charlie felt that Timmy was a bit bigger than he seemed. It didn’t take long for Timmy to moan and shudder as he climaxed. Charlie admitted to himself that it was fun to drink sperm.

“Thanks,” said Timmy. “I’ll see you guys later.” He went to his own room.

“I never expected anything like this today,” Charlie said when they were alone.

“Well if you visit a lot you’ll get used to it. So, has Fran put you in chastity yet?”

“Oh yes.” Now that the topic came up it seemed odd that he hadn’t this discussion with Max already. It felt natural that they would. “She quite enjoys it. She does my dad, too.”

“Cool!” Max pulled open a drawer on his bureau and pulled out his cage. It wasn’t a twin of Charlie’s but he could see that it could do a good job. “Mom uses it on me and Gerry when she thinks we’re getting out of control. Making us wear it for a couple of days and not be able to cum is a serious punishment, believe me. I’d rather be spanked, to be honest.”

“I agree. Fran definitely enjoys the power it gives her over us. Yours is a bit different from mine.”

“Want to try it on?”

“Sure, why not?” Max had a key to the device in addition to the one his mother had. When he was being punished, his mother took the key away from him but Bunny felt that the boys should be able to use the devices if they wanted. In fact she encouraged it.

Lunchtime came around. Max didn’t let Charlie out of the cage but Charlie didn’t care at this point. Before they went down he asked if Bunny put Gerald into a cage, too.

“We’ve never seen it but I’m sure she does. I’ve seen a cage in their bedroom.” Charlie started to get hard but was stopped by the cage. Gerald in chastity sounded hot!

Downstairs Timmy started to make a teasing comment when he saw Charlie caged, but a look from his mother changed that. He knew that as soon as he reached puberty he, too, would have a cage. After lunch there was some more swimming. The cage didn’t interfere with that. For the first time Charlie was enjoying wearing one. After another fun swim, Max and Charlie were back in Max’s room late in the afternoon. Around four-thirty Bunny knocked on the door and Max said to come in.

“It’s time to get that off Charlie, so you can take care of things.” She produced her key and undid the cage. Her touch felt good. His cock free, he immediately got hard which embarrassed him as it was in front of Max’s stepmother, despite the fact that he’d been hard when she manscaped him. A glance told him that Max was hard now, too.

“I’m waiting,” Bunny said after a moment. She was going to watch? Max started stroking, which answered that unspoken question. Again, Charlie followed his friend’s lead. Both lay back on the bed, focused on their erections, forgetting they had an audience. Charlie could tell that Max was working slowly. Bunny must like a good show, he thought. He took his time, too. Eventually he could hear Max make noises that indicated he was close. Charlie felt Max’s body tense in preparation. Another few strokes, a yell, and Max was shooting all over his stomach. That was all Charlie needed and he too let go, not caring at all that Bunny was watching.

“Good work, boys,” Bunny said when Charlie shot. Max waited for her to leave before reaching for towels.

“Does that happen a lot?”

“What? Yeah. It’s ok. Doesn’t Fran watch you sometimes?”

“Um, no, but she’s made me cum over her lap. She doesn’t touch my cock.”

“Mine doesn’t either, except for the shave, but she says she needs to check occasionally to make sure things are functioning properly, as she puts it.” Max laughed. “Just an excuse to watch.” Something else for Charlie to take in. Fran wasn’t his mother so it was the same for Maz. He doubted he could have done any of what he did with Fran with his mother if she was still around. Of course, he wouldn’t be under Woman Power, either. He did wonder if some day Fran would want to watch, especially when he was with Max.

Now that he thought about that, he realized that he found it exciting.

A knock on the door. Max said “come in.” It was Gerry, just back from his friend’s and still dressed. He seemed eager to share news. When he’d shut the door he said to Max, “I finally got Patrick to fuck me!”

“It’s about time,” his brother replied. Gerry had started undressing. That was normal in this household, especially if others were naked already.

“I had to talk him into it, but once he decided he wanted to there was no problem. It felt great! He said he loved it when we were done.” Max gave his brother a hug.

“Good for you. I wouldn’t mind feeling him. That’s an impressive cock!”

Gerry chuckled. “He said he’d like to see what it was like to fuck brothers. He likes you.” Charlie took in all of this. Anal sex was a new world for him, just like everything else. The excitement of telling Max about his adventure over, Gerry acknowledged Charlie. “Sorry, man, didn’t mean to ignore you.”

Charlie was cool about it. “No prob. It seemed you had exciting news to share.” The news had all three boys hard. Gerry liked what he saw on Charlie.

“I see why Max likes you,” Gerry said to Charlie.

“It’s not just his cock, asshole,” Max said. The brothers often talked like that with no loss of affection.

“Maybe not,” Gerry replied with a smirk, “but I think it’s time I find out.” Charlie and Max were sitting on the bed. Gerry knelt down in front of Charlie and took him into his mouth. It was unexpected and happened fast, giving Charlie no time to protest. Once he was in Gerry’s mouth he wouldn’t have protested anyhow. As Gerry worked on him he was discovering another way that the brothers were alike and different. In about twenty-four hours he had been sucked off by all three brothers. Gerry was enjoying taking his time. When Charlie did cum it was with a loud, long groan.

“Mm, you’re good,” Gerry said after he’d swallowed all that Charlie had to offer. “It’s a good thing Mom gave us permission.”

His breath back, Charlie said “thanks, man. You’re good, too.” He saw Max smiling with pride.

“I’ll see you guys at dinner. Thanks, Charlie, for letting me do that.” Gerry gathered up his clothes and went to his own room.

“Is Patrick under Woman Power, too?” Charlie asked.

“No, he’s not, but he knows about what we do here. His parents know that we swim nude and said it was OK for him to be nude when he’s here. He’s Gerry’s age so they started fooling around. Mom hasn’t spanked him as she hasn’t asked for permission but she’s let Patrick know that she’d be happy to spank him. A few times she’s said ‘you should be spanked’ when he and Gerry get out of hand.”

“So his parents don’t know about Woman Power? Or they just aren’t interested?”

“Oh they know about it, they just don’t think it’s a great idea. Most families in this town know about it. Woman Power and Girl Power go back a ways here.”

Girl Power was a new concept for Charlie. “Girl Power?”

“Yeah. It’s sort of like Woman Power in that it’s the girls who have the authority and boys know they have to submit. It’s usually a sister in charge of a brother. I know a few guys who have sisters in charge of them, especially for jerking off. The boys have set times, like us, but it’s the sister who strokes them. The boys have no control over their cocks. Makes me glad I don’t have a sister!”

“I guess so,” Charlie replied, a bit wide-eyed at this information. “So you know guys who are under a sister’s control?”

“Like I said, I know some. As for others, I think some of my suspicions are right but they don’t admit it or mention it, of course. Maybe we should do some investigating.” For the time being that discussion was over. Within a few minutes Bunny called from downstairs “get down here for dinner, boys!” Four naked boys quickly were in the dining room where dinner usually was on Saturdays. Gerald was naked, too. Only Bunny was dressed. There were no allusions to the nudity this time.

As they were finishing up Gerry said “you guys want an evening dip in the pool?” All thought that was a good idea.

“You have to let your food settle first,” Gerald told them.

“You have to do the dishes before anything,” Bunny said, her tone no-nonsense. Dinner done, the four boys set to doing the dishes. When they were finished the kitchen and dining room were in good order.

Gerald had gone out to the patio by the pool with Bunny. They chatted about Charlie and Max, pleased that the boys showed every sign of developing a good friendship. “Gerry and Timmy seem to like him, too, from what I’ve seen,” Bunny told her husband. No sooner had she said that but four naked boys hurried out of the house.

“Can we go in now?” Gerry asked. Permission was given. Enough time had passed. Each boy tried hard to make as big a splash as he could, much to the amusement of the parents. After watching for a while, Bunny went inside, leaving Gerald to supervise. He checked emails on his phone then jumped into the pool with a big splash of his own. The boys cheered him when he surfaced. There was a lot of splashing around and noise for a while, Gerald making sure he tickled all four boys. Timmy still shrieked when he was tickled, amusing Charlie who took it in the right spirit when he was tickled. He even gave Timmy a quick tickle. This was fun; it felt like he was part of the family. He was happy about that and hoped it could continue.

Swim done, Gerald and the boys left the pool. The boys lay out on towels for a while, letting the air dry them as the sky darkened. Eventually Gerald said “about time to go in, boys.” All four went upstairs, Charlie noticing that Timmy went with Gerry into his room. Charlie had a bit of envy at brothers having each other for a bit of fun.

“I’m pooped,” Max said when they were in his room and the door shut.

“Me, too.” Not much was needed to get ready for bed. As they went to and from the bathroom they could hear giggles from Gerry’s room. “I don’t know what they do,” Max said, “but they always have fun, from what I hear.”

Back in the bedroom, Charlie dropped onto the bed, face down. Max lay down on top of him, his body feeling good on Charlie. As they lay there Charlie could feel Max getting hard against his butt, his friend’s cock settling its length between Charlie’s cheeks. He’d never done this. It was exciting and he got hard, too.

“You’re warm.”

“Yeah, you too.”

They lay still, nothing more was said. After a few minutes it dawned on Charlie just what was almost certain to happen – Max would be entering him from behind. He started to feel nervous, both from the anticipation of wanting it and uncertainty as to what it would be like. However, he didn’t question that he wanted it. After all, he had laid down bottom up. His subtle shiftings under Max’s erection were read by Max as encouragement. Which they were.

Max pushed himself up. Charlie didn’t look but from what he was sensing behind him, Max was lubing his hard cock. “Spread your legs a bit,” Max whispered. Charlie did. He’d had the biggest plug in him so there was no reason that Max wouldn’t fit but the first time there is no knowing for sure, and then it was meat, not plastic. He felt a push at his rosebud. He did his best to relax, then found himself lifting up a bit into Max’s erection. Max slipped in, slowly sliding his full length into Charlie. When he was completely in they lay there just enjoying it. “You feel good,” Charlie said. “You do, too,” Max replied. Charlie knew already this was something he’d want often.

“How does it feel?”

“Do you really want to talk about it while we do it?”

“Sure, Charlie.”

“Well, it feels…intimate. It’s like having another person inside you. And I like having you inside me, it’s like sharing our souls.”

Time passed, neither knowing how long. After waiting a while Max began to gently to hump Charlie whose moans of pleasure confirmed that he liked it. Charlie was trying to take in every sensation. He did eventually sense that Max was close, his cock swelling at the moment of pre-orgasm. With a long groan Max let go, Charlie feeling the spurts inside him, filling him with love. This was exciting!

When he was spent Max didn’t pull out right away. He waited to begin to get soft then rolled off. He kept an arm around Charlie. “You okay?” he whispered.

“You know it!” Charlie whispered back.

“You need to cum?” Max asked after they had laid there enjoying the closeness.

“No.” Charlie was happily tired. As was Max. Next thing they knew it was morning.

The boys were wrapped in an embrace when they woke, which both found a bit unsettling. It was new to both. “Everyone sleeps in on Sunday,” Max told Charlie who had commented on how quiet it was.

“I’ll tiptoe to the bathroom,” said Charlie with a chuckle. He noticed that Timmy’s door was open. He must have slept with Gerry. Charlie didn’t know if he thought that weird or had a bit of envy again because he lacked a brother.

Back in bed, Max said “we’re allowed to take care of morning wood” as he reached for Charlie’s restored erection. Max was quickly learning how best to stroke Charlie and edge him. When he finally was able to let go it was all Charlie could do to stifle the groan that went with it. He didn’t bother to clean up but took Max in hand and did his best to replicate the edging. By the squirming and moaning from Max, Charlie knew he was doing well. Max, too, had to stifle himself, for him it was not to yell.

Not bothering to clean up, they returned to their embrace. Now it felt natural.

“Are you really okay about me fucking you?”

“Yes! I really am. I wasn’t sure what to expect but it was great. I want it again sometime.”

“You may not believe it, but that was my first.”

“Wow.” After a pause Charlie added “I’m honored. You never. . . with Gerry. . .”

“No. He did me once. We didn’t know what we were doing so it wasn’t all that good but I never resented him doing it. But this is better. You’re my friend.” Charlie gave Max a squeeze.

“You can do it to me any time.”

“You’re the best.”

On Sunday everyone took care of his or her own breakfast. Max and Charlie were the only ones in the kitchen when the other two brothers came downstairs, both looking a bit sheepish. Max and Charlie exchanged a glance but said nothing. All the boys were in the pool when Gerald and Bunny emerged, looking quite refreshed and happy. The boys didn’t want to know!

Later Bunny got a call from Fran who asked if Charlie could stay another night as she and David wanted another night away. Bunny said “of course.”

“He does have enough clothes for school,” Fran said, “but should stop at home to get his books.”

“Not a problem,” Bunny told her. “I’ll take the boys to school.”

Needless to say, Max and Charlie were thrilled to have another night together. The only real event of the day was that they both got bedtime spankings, Charlie’s first spanking from Bunny. She hadn’t given him the promised spanking yet. Charlie wondered if he might have been spanked during the day if he wasn’t staying another night.

Bunny, of course, was different from Fran in how she spanked, but like Fran’s bedtime spankings, Bunny made Charlie feel secure as she spanked him. Fran spanked Charlie first. She didn’t want Charlie to know what he’d get because he’d seen Max spanked. That added to Charlie’s excitement at finally being over her lap. Max had seen his brothers get such spankings many times. Now it was exciting to see a friend get one.

When it was time for Max’s spanking he dutifully went over his mother’s lap. Being an only child, Charlie had never seen another guy spanked. Given that Max was his friend and now sexual playmate, he found it very exciting to watch. In his excitement he was unembarrassedly hard during all of it.

Once Fran had left and the boys were in bed, they hugged and both agreed that they were happy with the sting. And each other.

The next morning at breakfast Charlie said “thank you, all of you, for making feel like part of the family. It’s a wonderful feeling and this has been a great weekend.” Gerald and Bunny replied that they had enjoyed having him and that he did feel like a fourth son.

Now it was back to school and their usual lives. Their obvious new friendship would have some repercussion with other friends, though nothing damaging. It wasn’t always easy to get together outside of school, life being what it is. There was a strong and rather unusual bond between Charlie and Max, one they enjoyed to the fullest.


Chapter 9

Fran and Bunny became good friends as their boys solidified their own friendship. “Should we take the boys shopping this Saturday?” Bunny asked one day.

“Well, Charlie doesn’t really need anything but I’m sure we could make it an enjoyable excursion,” Fran answered with a wicked smile.

“That’s what I was thinking. I haven’t really used Max’s remote much. Or Gerry’s for that matter. Only at home so far.”

“That needs to change!” Plans were made. After learning about and seeing a pair of Charlie’s special commando pants, Bunny bought some for her two older boys. She was eager to try them out.

At dinner Bunny announced the shopping plans. Max said nothing but his face showed his displeasure. Gerry started a whine of “mommm.” His mother’s response of “will I need to have you drop your pants right here at dinner?” ended any protests. Knowing that Charlie was going with Fran, too, made it a bit easier to take for Max but Gerry didn’t like to shop with his mother and he didn’t want to have to go with the other boys. It didn’t look cool was his typical thinking. In reality he liked both boys a lot.

After dinner Max texted Charlie. A minute later they were zooming. “This sucks,” Max said. Charlie didn’t have to ask what he meant.

“Yeah, I hate these trips and I don’t need anything, anyhow.”

“We don’t either. They must have something up their sleeves.”

“Shit! Are they going to tease us with the remotes? Fran did that to me when we went to New York.”

“Oh man! What was it like?”

“I don’t think people could see what was happening but I felt like I was twitching all over the place when she had it on. I have to admit, though, that I had some good orgasms.”

“You think they’ll make us wear the vibrators and they’ll use them in the store? No way to hide it there.”

Charlie called it right about being outfitted with the vibrators. When the day arrived all three boys found their vibrator and a pair of the padded pants set out for them. This meant that they had to wait for Fran and Bunny to insert them before they could get dressed. Since Naked at Home was a part of every weekend in each household, the boys would be nude already, so no need to strip then get dressed again. Fran liked to give Charlie some pleasure with the insertion; Bunny was more perfunctory with her sons.

The day’s driver was Fran. She pulled up at their friends’ house and soon Bunny was in the front passenger seat and Charlie in the back between the brothers. Charlie and Max now regularly were having sexual fun together but so far Charlie couldn’t tell what Gerry might think of him in that regard. Gerry had sucked him off but otherwise hadn’t shown further interest. He could understand why Gerry might not want to be doing three-ways with his brother. Regardless, it felt good to be slightly squeezed between them.

When Bunny was in her seat, Fran slipped her Charlie’s remote, giving her control over all three boys during the ride. After a few minutes, while the ladies were talking the boys felt a mild vibration in their rectums. Charlie and Max glanced at each other. Gerry gave a slight, quiet grunt. The buzz stayed at that level until near the end of the ride when they were switched off. It did not make any of them hard. Actually, it was pleasant.

Fran took them to the clothing store where the two families had first connected. While the boys didn’t want to shop, they all did think that there were some cool things at this place. The stepmothers made the decisions as to what to look at, steering the boys to various displays. As they were looking over some shirts Charlie felt the vibration again, the speed now picking up. He did his best not to react. From what he could tell, so far he was the only one getting vibrations. Not for long.

The level of vibration was enough to get Charlie hard. The repeated vibrating contact with his prostate was highly stimulating and he was starting to breath hard. Max was feeling the same stimulation inside him. The boys looked at each other, silently commiserating. Now Gerry knew what was happening. He was being made to wait.

Since he wasn’t being stimulated, Gerry felt smug and his face reflected it. Charlie and Max didn’t see but Bunny and Fran did. They glanced at each other, both knowing that Gerry was about to pay. But not until the younger boys had their climaxes. Both Max and Charlie were holding tight to the counter, hoping not to show any sign that something was happening. Some customers noticed but gave it no thought. One woman smiled knowingly at Fran and Bunny. She had a teen stepson in tow. All three women understood the scene.

Max still was new to the vibrator and shot first. His quiet grunt of orgasm set off Charlie. Once again, nearly simultaneous. As they gasped a bit post-orgasm, Bunny turned on Gerry’s vibrator. She did not start it at the lowest level. He would pay for his smugness. Gerry let out with a long “ohhhhhh” of surprise as the vibrations hit him. He leaned over the counter, holding tight. One woman asked Bunny if he was alright. Bunny answered that he had a cramp but was ok and the woman accepted it. The knowing mother circled back to watch. Her son showed concern. He’d been in this situation himself.

With an embarrassingly loud groan Gerry let go. Charlie and Max exchanged a look and slight smiles. Max loved his brother but sometimes Gerry could be annoying. Max’s sympathy right now was tempered.

As Gerry was pulling himself together, the third mother introduced herself as Carol. “You boys go look at jeans,” Bunny said. The newcomer son looked at his mother who nodded, letting him know that he should go with the boys.

“Apparently we share a philosophy,” Carol said to Bunny and Fran after they had introduced themselves. The laughter of all three affirmed that. As the women compared notes, as it were, the boys disappeared into the clothes racks near the jeans. Max led off. “I’m Max. This is my brother Gerry and my friend Charlie.”

“I’m Vic,” the new boy said. They’d all seen each other at school but shared no classes or friends in common (which was unusual) so had never been introduced.

Gerry was still recovering so Max was taking the lead. “Our mothers seem to have similar beliefs.”

“Woman power?” Vic responded, quite directly. The other three nervously laughed in relief. All admitted that was the case. “Vibrators?” Vic asked when they’d stopped laughing.

“Yeah,” Charlie said. “My stepmother is quite fond of it.”

“New for us,” Max added.

“Sucks,” said Gerry, speaking for the first time. Vic laughed.

“She gave it to you good, didn’t she,” Vic said. “What did you do to deserve it?”

Gerry bristled. Max intervened. “It was new. I don’t think Mom knew what she was doing.” Vic didn’t buy it but admired Max for standing up for his brother so said nothing more. “Your mother uses yours in public too, I’d say,” Max added. Vic looked uncomfortable.

“Yeah, she does,” Vic admitted after a moment. “She’s not really my mother, but I think that’s what we have in common.”

“It’s ok. We’ve all been there,” Max said reassuringly.

Charlie jumped in. “She get you the special pants?”

“Pants?”

“You mean she makes you leave a big wet stain on your pants?”

Sounding defeated, Vic said “it’s a punishment when she uses the vibrator in public. She wants me to stain my jeans. The humiliation is part of the punishment.”

“Oh man, that sucks,” said Gerry, glad that apparently Vic got it worse. Max explained about the commando pants Fran had discovered.

“And everything is absorbed and no stain? How is that possible?” Vic asked, incredulous.

“I don’t know, but it does. My stepmom makes me cum in them at least twice whenever we go out and I have the vibrator in. We’re all wearing them now. They’re commando and feel great.”

With a slightly red face Vic said, “I noticed how they fit.”

“Yeah, that’s part of the idea, too,” Charlie said. “People do notice,” he added with a smile, remembering the evenings in New York.

“She spank you, too?” Gerry cut in. Vic’s discomfort was instant. “Yes, I see she does. Don’t worry, we all get spanked. Cum control, too?” Vic admitted that he had a schedule for his masturbation, one that made all four boys similar that way. The boys had much in common though Charlie and the brothers weren’t sure yet how they felt about Vic.

While this conversation was going on, Fran was telling Carol about the pants.

“That’s amazing,” Carol said. “How’d you find them?” Fran told her, giving her the basic information on the website. Carol continued, “I’ve used the vibrator publicly as punishment when he’s really been out of line. What boy can stand the humiliation of cumming in his pants, leaving an obvious wet stain? I’ve found it very effective.”

“I’m sure. Do you spank him regularly?” Bunny asked.

“Of course.”

“Does he have a cage?”

“Um, no.”

“I think you’ll find that cum denial will be even more effective than stained pants,” Bunny said. “I’ll give you the info.” Emails and phone numbers were exchanged. Plans were made for the three women to get together.

No jeans were bought. Fran and Bunny took the boys to lunch where each boy felt the vibrator and shot in his pants at the table. Max and Charlie had come to feel amused by it. It felt like they shared a secret. Gerry still was a bit resentful, as his mother could see. A good spanking when they got home would help to change his attitude.

On the drive back to Bunny’s house the women were in the front again, the boys in the back, Charlie between the brothers. Bunny made sure that the boys heard the conversation.

“I’m unhappy with Gerry’s attitude today,” Bunny said to Fran. “It needs to be dealt with when we get home.”

“Definitely.” The boys couldn’t see Fran’s smile.

“The question is whether it merits a squeeze or a spanking.”

“Oh, I think a spanking is best in this case. An attitude adjustment. Save the squeezes for more serious things.”

“Yes, you’re right. We’ll take care of that as soon as we get home.”

Sibling rivalry had all three brothers taking some satisfaction when one of the others was spanked. Max stayed neutral in his reaction this time. Charlie was a bit red faced. Gerry looked at the floor, feeling the disgrace. He knew he’d shown resistance to the vibrator today. He felt his displeasure was warranted and that it didn’t deserve the spanking he was about to get. Any teen boy would feel as he did.

As they entered the house Bunny said “clothes off, boys, and into the den.” Gerry gulped. Was he to have an audience for his spanking? The answer was yes. In the den, the boys now naked, the women removed the vibrators, setting them aside for cleaning. That done, Bunny indicated the “best seat in the house,” as it were, for Fran to sit in. Charlie and Max found places to sit, trying to be as inconspicuous as possible. Bunny sat on the couch. Without being told to, Gerry took his place over her lap, though not without signs of reluctance.

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK Bunny didn’t waste any time. Five more solid smacks came down on Gerry’s bottom. Another five and Gerry was crying out along with kicking. When he began to squirm Bunny said “stay still or you’ll regret it!”

“Yes, mom,” Gerry said weakly. After five more Gerry was promising to be good, begging his mother to stop.

“Is your attitude going to improve?” his mother demanded, “or do I need Max to get your brush?”

“Please, not the brush, mommy! I’ll be good.” Whenever her sons reverted to calling her mommy, Bunny knew that she definitely had gotten through to them.

One more swat. “Fine. Into your corner until I release you.”

“Yes, mommy.” Gerry got up and went straight to “his” corner in the den, putting his nose right up to the wall. Charlie looked at Max in amazement. Fran saw all of this and Charlie had no doubt that he would get his own corner at home at some point in the future to remain completely nude, showing his red bottom. He was right.

“You two better go upstairs,” Bunny said sternly. Max said “yes, mom,” and they scampered up the stairs to Max’s room.

“Does she always spank like that?” Charlie asked when they were in the room with the door closed.

“It varies but when we call her mommy she knows she’s won. That was harder than Gerry usually gets. A squeezing would have taken less time but she likes that a spanking takes longer. I know him, he’s probably crying right now.”

“Wow,” was all Charlie could say. The talk about the spanking mixed with the fresh memory of it had both boys hard. That had them feeling better. “It sounded like you each have your own corner.”

“Yes and they’ve all been in use at the same time more than once.” That said, Max teased, “I’d like to do something to your butt.”

“Is that so?” Charlie shot back. He knew what Max meant. He’d been thinking about the next time Max would be in him.

“On your back.” Charlie didn’t understand but did as told. As he lay there Max lubed his hard cock. “Lift up a bit.” Charlie did and Max applied lube to his hole. “Ready?” Charlie said yes. Quickly, and to his surprise, Max pulled Charlie’s legs up. Charlie had seen pictures of this so knew what was happening but he wasn’t expecting it. He did his best to get in position, with his bare feet resting on Max’s warm, muscled chest. When Max was satisfied he gently pushed his way in. Charlie’s moans of pleasure encouraged him. Soon he was in all the way, the end of his cock pushing against Charlie’s prostate. They stayed still for a while, enjoying the sensation. Then Max began the real fucking. Charlie couldn’t believe how good it felt in this position, and this time it was a hard fucking, deep and strong!

Being inside his friend again had Max highly excited. It was not long before Charlie could feel him swell, his orgasm imminent. With a long groan Max shot into Charlie. Even after ejaculation, neither boy wanted Max to pull out yet. Eventually he did start to get soft and eased himself out.

“Awesome!” Charlie said.

“Thanks, man. I love your butt.” Charlie blushed but appreciated the compliment.

“Glad you do.” Max lay down on top of Charlie. When both had recovered from Max’s orgasm, Max pushed himself up.

“Well, well,” Max said as he observed Charlie’s hardon, pulsing in the boy’s great excitement. Max dropped down to take Charlie in his mouth, licking and slurping avidly all along his penis. Charlie now was so stimulated that it took no time at all for him to fill Max’s mouth.

While they rested Charlie said “three times close together. That’s hot!” Max agreed. Then Charlie asked “we didn’t have permission for this one. Is it OK since we came in each other? Or will we get spanked?”

“Good question. She never said we couldn’t but. . .”

There was a knock at the door. Both boys looked embarrassed but Max said “come in.” It was Bunny, Fran behind her.

“And what have you two been up to?” she asked. A glance told her what had been going on. A couple of soiled towels on the floor told the tale.

“Um, just. . .” Max stuttered. His mother laughed.

“You didn’t ask for permission but on the other hand I can tell that you did it the way I’ve told you in the past that you may. Shall we spare them spankings this time?” she asked Fran. After Charlie’s visit she had explained to Fran her rule about cumming.

“Hm, I guess so. But you two better remember to have permission. The next time you’ll have very sore bottoms.”

“Yes, Fran.” “Yes, ma’am.” The women left, shutting the door behind them.

“That was a close one,” Charlie said.

“Yeah. Guess it will be a while before we do that again.” It would be. Now that the women knew that Max was fucking Charlie they took strict control over when it was allowed. This caused frustration, as intended. When Max next stayed at Charlie’s both boys spent the weekend in their cages, not being allowed release until Sunday afternoon. Fran had the upper hand again, but told them it was their choice how they relieved themselves. Bunny would do the same at her house.

As for Gerry, when he was released from the corner it was to have his cage immediately put on him. “That will stay until you leave for school on Monday,” his mother said as she locked it. He had not cried while in the corner but when he was back in his room Gerry gave way to tears. The cage was the ultimate humiliation. Besides hating to wear it at home with his dad and brothers seeing it on him, he was terrified that his friends might find out about it. He resigned himself. He had no choice but he felt some anger that he was caged while Max and Charlie were free to do what they wanted. Well, he reflected after a moment, they weren’t really so free as he knew Mom’s rules. That got a bit of a smile out of him.

Fran and Bunny became friends with Carol, seeing her often. Carol admitted that Vic still was a bit of a handful and asked her new friends for their thoughts on how to handle him. Bunny again advocated for a chastity cage. “Keep him in it all weekend for as many weekends as it takes. At that age they need to cum constantly and the denial gets the point through to them. Put it on when he gets home from school on Friday and leave it until Sunday night. Do let him cum right away when you take it off. Having him masturbate in front of you is another good form of control. Definitely watch some times when you’ve taken the cage off.”

“Have you tried Naked at Home?” Fran asked. She and Bunny extoled its merits.

“No, we haven’t. He has a sister and I’ve wanted to respect his modesty. Though she has seen him spanked and in the corner with a red bottom, so I’m not sure what I’m saving him from.”

“Boys, and men for that matter, need no modesty. Keeping him naked, especially caged, should make him more submissive and obedient,” Bunny said. After all, she had three naked boys at home. “Let me put you in touch with another friend. Many families have a Girl Power program where a sister supervises her brother’s masturbation habits. Usually she is the one who takes care of them, too. From what I hear, it can be quite effective. The boys learn to be submissive to females and it keeps them calm and focused, too. Girls mature so much earlier than boys, so it’s natural for them to take charge.”

“Hmm,” said Carol, musing it over. “Well, his sister is nineteen so it can be done. I need to talk this over with my husband. Maybe he needs to be naked at home, too.” All three laughed.

“We both use it with our husbands,” Fran said. “You shouldn’t hesitate to have the same control over your husband. I have a cage for mine, too.”

“I think mine could use one, also,” Bunny added to laughter again.

Carol had a lot to think about. After conferring with her husband, everything Fran and Bunny had recommended was put into effect with Vic. Having his sister masturbate him was fiercely resisted, leading to a series of hard spankings. What brought him around was the threat of putting him in the cage during the week when his friends and classmates might see it. That was a humiliation that he couldn’t take. The results were good once everyone settled into it. Vic was naked at home far less than Charlie or Max and his brothers but knowing that he could be out of clothes at any time, especially in front of his mother and sister, helped to keep him in line.

Bunny had the women, and their boys, over for some pool days, the boys naked, of course. Even with his love of swimming, Vic was resistant to the forced nudity. A good spanking, poolside, settled that issue. The women hoped that Vic would mix with Charlie and Bunny’s older boys. There was no animosity but no friendship developed, either.

Fran and the mothers now were coming to know about others in the Woman Power network. After a while regular lunches or teas were happening with much discussion and sharing of ideas. One woman in her fifties shared that her boys were grown and out of the house but that she kept her husband naked at home. The other women thought that was a good idea.

“Spank him, too?” one asked.

“When necessary,” she replied with a twinkle in her eye.

When they could Max was fucking Charlie, with Charlie loving it. Timmy suddenly had a number of girlfriends. He seemed less interested in fooling around with his brothers and quite focused on girls. Gerry still was getting fucked by Patrick. Once that door opened it stayed open. They weren’t ready to think of themselves as an item but it was easy to see that they were together.

As summer approached, Fran had a long talk with Charlie about his life. “You don’t need me to be helping you sexually anymore. You’ve got it well figured out. You and Max make a nice pair.” Charlie blushed slightly at that. “I’m not changing your masturbation rules nor am I going to stop spanking you. And you’ll still be naked at home. But I won’t be focusing on some of the other things so much. Don’t worry, you’ll still get your vibrator. And we’ll use your caged when necessary.” They both smiled.

As it turned out, Charlie spent quite a bit of time over the summer naked at Max’s with the three brothers, all returning to school with all-over tans which drew notice in the locker room. They said little about it, enjoying keeping their classmates guessing.

There were adventures over the summer. With Charlie having a sort of second mother in Bunny, for a while Fran had felt she needn’t dominate him as much as she had initially. She did enjoy her dominance over the boy and decided the time had come to get back to their usual situation. She wasn’t cruel, she just made sure Charlie knew exactly who was in control. Charlie, like his father, found it reassuring to have Fran in command, even when it meant a spanking. He’d get a few over the summer, sometimes arriving at Max’s for a swim with an unmistakably red bottom. Most times the boys, even Gerry and Timmy, had a laugh over it. After all, Charlie often arrived to find one or all of them sporting red bottoms.

Things settled a bit into a routine but that did not mean fewer adventures.


Chapter 10

The growing friendship between Charlie and Max did not harm their other friendships. It certainly was noted that they were quite buddy-buddy now but none of their other friends seemed to object or resent it. The boys found out that they had a few friends in common, too. There was some amusement at the realization that they all knew each other.

Two guys who had been friends with each started hanging around with them fairly often, creating a foursome. Lucas (called Luke) knew Max better and Arthur (mostly called Artie by his friends) was better friends Charlie.

Bunny kept stricter control over her sons’ schedules than Fran did with Charlie, so the foursome weren’t always able to be together. Since he’d known Max, Lucas had been to his house once. Max was understandably nervous about his friends seeing what his household was like, especially if one or both of his brothers were naked. Or worse yet, being punished. Luke was curious as to why they never went to Max’s but didn’t press the issue, though he loved that Max’s family had a pool. He waited in vain for an invitation to visit the pool.

Charlie was more relaxed about visits at home by his friends. He was an only child so there was no risk of naked siblings. Dad worked all day and Fran’s work had her mostly out of the house. Fran was glad for Charlie to have friends over only asking that the house be tidy when guests left. She had an added warning. “I know how boys are with hardons all the time. The rules for when you can masturbate still apply when you have guests. You know I’ll figure out if you break the rules and you know the consequences, don’t you?”

Charlie had answered “yes, a spanking.”

“And what kind of spanking?”

“Naked, over your lap, with my hairbrush.”

“That’s right.” He had not tried to sneak extra sessions. Fran had told him long ago that if she ever found out that he had she would give him a serious hairbrush spanking. He was not going to risk that.

Making Charlie go through that question and answer was one of Fran’s ways of reminding him who was boss. That done, however, with a wink she said “Bunny’s rule does apply, however.” She knew Max was getting into Charlie but had no idea, yet, if Charlie returned the favor. She knew the boys swapped blowjobs. She and Fran had witnessed such fun out by the pool when the boys didn’t know they were being observed.

For quite some time Artie had been curious about Charlie’s hairbrush and thermometer. He had commented on them generally once when he was looking at some of Charlie’s things. At first he attached no significance to them or why they were there. Over time, though, he did start to wonder. Those two things together seemed so out of place. Sure, a lot of guys had a hairbrush but not with a thermometer next to it. That should be in the medicine cabinet.

One afternoon when the four of them were hanging out in Charlie’s room, Artie got bold. “Charlie, I’ve seen all your grooming stuff in your bathroom but you always have that hairbrush here.”

Charlie was nonplussed and said “well, it’s good to have it here in case I forgot to brush my hair.” Artie wasn’t buying it but said nothing more about it.

The thermometer, however, now had his attention. “And shouldn’t this be in the medicine chest?” he asked as he picked up the case holding the thermometer.

“My stepmother worries about Dad and me getting sick and keeps a thermometer in our rooms,” Charlie was hoping to brazen it out. “A bit different, I know, but no big deal.”

“Yeah, but this is the kind that goes up your butt.”

Max jumped in. He and Charlie had the same secret. “That gets the most accurate temperature.” Artie knew that but his mother had stopped using the anal thermometer when he was around five years old. It seemed weird that Charlie might be baring his butt for his stepmother.

Luke was quiet through all of this. Unbeknownst to the other three, he was under the supervision of his older sister so was quite familiar with hair and bath brushes, paddles, and had his own rectal thermometer. He long had suspected that Max’s mom must be in charge and using these implements. Max had no sisters so who else? As for Charlie, the evidence was clear. Luke had said nothing about his situation. He was embarrassed to admit that his sister supervised him, especially that she masturbated him. Their arrangement was known by most of the Girl Power girls and, naturally, the brothers under their power. So, the general idea of a female in control was a familiar one for Luke.

As Artie mulled over the discussion so far, his three friends watched him. He picked up the hairbrush. Knowingly he said “these can pack a wallop. Wow! It has your name on it!”

“Alright, put it down. I don’t mess with your stuff,” Charlie said, annoyed and hoping to stop this conversation.

The acknowledgement that a hairbrush “packed a wallop” had told more than Artie intended or realized. Max jumped in again. “How do you come to know what kind of a wallop a hairbrush gives?” he asked. Artie went very red in the face.

“Um. . . c’mon, we all got the brush when we were really bad,” he replied. He wasn’t convincing.

“There’s more to it than that,” Max said. Artie’s face stayed red while the other three were silent. “Do you have one of your own?” If Artie did it was never in plain sight. They’d all hung out in Artie’s room, too. The look on Artie’s face was sufficient. Max gave some reassurance. “Hey, don’t sweat it, man,” he said. Confidently he added “You know why that hairbrush is there because you have one of your own and it gets used on you. I have my own, too.” Artie nodded in admission that he, too, had a hairbrush.

Now Luke spoke up. “Who spanks you?” He had been so quiet that the others had sort of forgotten he was there. The question was directed at all three.

Max was the least worried about all of this so spoke up first. “My mom. She spanks all three of us. My brothers have their own brushes, too.”

Now Charlie felt safe. “My stepmom spanks me. Artie, your turn.”

Artie blushed again and stammered a bit. “My dad. . .” There was a silence then Artie asked “how come your moms do the spanking?”

“Do you know about Woman Power and Girl Power?” Max asked him.

“Um. . . no.”

“By the way, Luke, what’s your story? You get spanked? Your mom, too?”

Now it was Luke’s turn to look uncomfortable. “You guys can’t say anything, promise?” All three said “of course.”

“We have Girl Power in my family,” he admitted cautiously. “Things start to get messy in this town once you and your sister reach eighteen.”

“Wow! I don’t have a sister so Mom has to be in charge. Well, she wants to be anyhow. Tell us about it,” Max said. For Artie’s benefit Luke explained Woman and Girl Power, followed by how he’d come to be under his sister’s supervision. Now that he’d admitted his situation he felt calm and easily talked about submission to females in theory and practice. All three listened intently. Even Charlie and Max were learning something new. Not having sisters, they knew nothing but motherly dominance and so far had not known anyone who was under girl power. At least no one who admitted it.

For Artie this all was new. He’d only known that dads spanked their sons, albeit of age. What all four did not reveal is that they each had the same strict rules about masturbation.

The four boys suddenly knew a lot about each other and needed time to process all of it. The group broke up. There was dinner and homework to do.

That night at dinner Fran told Charlie that she and Dad both would be away on business this weekend. “You’re old enough to stay alone but I was thinking you’d like to have Max come over for the weekend to keep you company.” Charlie’s delight was obvious before he got to saying “yes.”

“I’ll speak to Bunny,” Fran said.

Bunny, of course, was happy to let Max visit, though not without asking if Charlie wanted to come to her house. As it was Fall weather the pool was not a draw, so for both boys the thought of being alone together for a couple of days was exciting. Fran felt sure that Max visiting Charlie was what both boys wanted, so thanked Bunny. “Oh, they’d like to be alone,” she said. Bunny laughed and agreed.

After some discussion Max decided that he’d pack some things in his backpack and go directly to Charlie’s house after school on Friday. When school was over they walked to the house. Charlie let them in, checked the mail, leaving it for Fran and Dad. The two went upstairs. Without comment they shed their clothes.

“If we don’t go out at all we can stay naked all weekend!” Charlie said.

“So we won’t go out,” Max replied. They laughed and hugged each other, penises touching. It sounded great.

“We won’t have our moms keeping an eye on us,” Charlie said. “Can you be trusted to behave?” More laughter.

“No more than you can,” Max shot back when the laughter died down. “Have you ever spanked anyone?”

“No. You?”

“Nope but I’ll be spanking you this weekend since I know you’ll misbehave.”

“You think so.” More laughter. “Let’s make a deal. If one of us is bad the other one spanks him.”

“Deal. We’ll be naked and red bottomed all weekend!” Max retorted, setting off more laughter.

It was time for their usual after-school wank so both boys were hard. “Lie down,” Max said. Charlie did. Max wrapped his hand around Charlie’s erection, greeted with a gasp of pleasure as he did. When they could, the boys had been experimenting more with edging, with exciting results. Max had become quite good at stimulating Charlie without getting him close. After what felt like forever to him, Charlie arched his back and with a long groan of “ohhhhh” let fly, shooting right up to his shoulder.

After Charlie was breathing normally, Max cleaned him up with a towel. Both boys never tired of this process, receiving or giving. It was becoming a favorite part of their sessions together. Charlie dry and soft, Max pulled open a drawer and took out Charlie’s cage. Charlie’s key was with it. Before Charlie quite realized what was happening, Max had him caged.

“Hey! What the. . .?”

“Watch your mouth or you’ll get spanked right away. You need to learn better submission so you’ll be wearing that quite a bit.” Max had been thinking about this but surprised even himself with his assertiveness. He knew that Charlie naturally was submissive to Fran. He wasn’t sure yet how much Charlie liked being so submissive but he knew Charlie had never objected to her control. “Now you’ll suck me off,” Max said in a tone of command. He nudged Charlie to get off the bed. Charlie did and in a moment Max was lying back, his erection standing straight up. Charlie quickly engulfed his now best friend in his mouth. Max moaned with contentment.

Charlie still was learning how to give a thorough blowjob but was better each time. He held off Max for quite a while. With a shout and a groan, Max filled Charlie’s mouth. It seemed like more than usual, which was fine with Charlie. He took it as a compliment.

Both boys satisfied, they were lying on the bed, soon dozing off. Hunger woke up Charlie. Charlie’s hand on his cock woke up Max. He smiled at his caged friend. “Would you like to fuck me? When I take the cage off you, I mean.” They chuckled a bit at that.

“It’s new to me,” Charlie said. He hadn’t thought of topping Max; he was enjoying being entered so much he didn’t think of switching.

“Well, if you’re a good boy, I’ll let you.”

“Silly boy,” Charlie retorted, setting off laughter again. “Fran left us a ton of food. We should start cooking.”

“Sounds good. You’ll look good wearing nothing but an apron, your butt on display.”

“Ha! So will you.” They trotted downstairs and explored the refrigerator and cupboards. Fran really had left a lot of food.

Charlie pulled out two aprons and the boys took turns tying up the apron backs, each ending the job with a quick swat to his friend’s butt. Neither said anything but the single swats were exciting. Exciting enough that Max’s apron was sticking out in front. Charlie’s erection was curbed by the cage. Max made a salad while Charlie did the cooking. A good dinner was made and enjoyed.

“We have to leave the house as we found it,” Charlie reminded Max. It didn’t take long to clean up and get dishes into the dishwasher.

Tasks done, Max put his hand around Charlie’s cage and led him into the den. Charlie expected the TV to be turned on but Max sat in the middle of the couch and said “over my lap, young man.” Charlie definitely was getting turned on by Max’s assertiveness. He quickly obeyed. He hadn’t earned a spanking so didn’t know what to expect. Max didn’t spank, rather he explored Charlie’s butt, back, and upper legs in a way he never had. His hands were everywhere, including reaching between Charlie’s legs after telling him to spread his legs. Charlie’s hole was teased but not entered. Charlie was breathing hard with erotic stimulation. He cock kept futilely pushing against the cage as he repeatedly began to get hard. He could feel Max’s erection. After a bit Charlie was almost purring as Max caressed him.

“I can’t get hard and the cage hurts,” Charlie said after this had gone on for quite a while.

“I know that,” Max replied. His voice made it clear that this was part of asserting his new authority this weekend. While it did hurt a bit, Charlie was loving being under Max’s control. Max had never done this but was happy to discover this aspect of his personality and to be using it on his best friend. “You’ll suck me off at bedtime,” Max told Charlie.

“Mmmmm,” Charlie replied. He had come to love having Max’s cock in him, whether his mouth or butt. At bedtime Charlie did just that. Max did not release him for a bedtime wank. Charlie felt a bit frustrated but nonetheless was enjoying his submissive role. That night, for the first time the boys slept with their arms around each other.

Charlie was awakened by his morning wood pushing against the cage. It quickly subsided. He reached down and, as he expected, Max was hard. He teased gently, waking his friend.

“Who said you could do that?’ Max asked after he’d woken up a bit.

“Um, no one. . .”

“That’s right.” Surprisingly quickly Max was awake and adjusted himself so that he could pull Charlie over his lap. Before Charlie could react a flurry of swats landed on his butt. “You’ve needed this for a long time,” Max said as he spanked, enjoying this power over his best friend.

SMACK SMACK SMACK “Ow! Ow! Ow!” This was a real spanking. Max wasn’t going to push him to the breaking point but when he was done there was nicely red bottom looking up from his lap. He gently rubbed it for a while which, of course, made Charlie start to get hard, to no avail. When the rubbing stopped Charlie was allowed up. Max still was hard. “You know what to do,” he said he lay back. Charlie dutifully, and happily, engulfed his pal in his mouth. He was better now at orally edging and almost cruelly kept Max at bay. Revenge for the spanking. When he did relent, Max let out with a loud and long yell and filled Charlie’s mouth with one his biggest loads. Orgasm over, Max lay there, gasping for air for a while.

When he recovered he sat up and pulled Charlie to him, then gave him a kiss. Not long but long enough to send the message and give both boys a shiver of excitement that was new.

“I’m hungry,” Max said when the kiss ended.

“I’m sure. So am I.” The boys went downstairs. Aprons went on again and soon pancakes were ready and on the table.

The weekend continued much the same, though Charlie was not spanked again. Before bed that night Max released Charlie from his cage but did not allow him to cum. That was for later. When the light was out they naturally held each other. This time Max gave Charlie a much more serious kiss. Both boys got hard immediately. That was why Max had released Charlie, as he wanted both them to get hard when they kissed. Even not having cum for over twenty-four hours, Charlie was happy just to kiss his friend all night. In the morning Max torturously edged Charlie to an amazing orgasm. He waited for Charlie’s breathing to return to normal, then pulled Charlie’s legs up and entered him, much to the delight of both. Max took his time. Charlie thought this was the best fuck so far.

Exhausted, they fell asleep again until around eleven. A quick breakfast then a tour of the house to make sure things were in proper order. Fran was expected around three, Bunny around five to collect Max. David would not be home until after dinner.

Sure enough, Fran arrived when expected. She hugged both boys, making sure to cup a cheek on each. A quick look around satisfied her that Max had followed instructions.

“I have something for you two,” she said. She opened her suitcase and extracted two packages, both the same size. “Go ahead and open them.” A paddle for each boy. The sight of the paddles caused a pair of hardons, much to Fran’s amusement. As she hoped, this was a good gift. Well, at least from her point of view, though the quick erections indicated that the boys liked them. “You’ll need a spanking for the road,” she told Max, “so you will get a taste of your new toy right away.” Max showed signs of dread and excitement at that news. “Oh, you’ll feel yours before Max leaves, don’t worry,” she told Charlie. His face reflected much the same feelings as Max’s.

Before the paddlings there were other things Fran needed to do. Around four-thirty she came out of her room, knocked on Charlie’s door, and said, “come into the den, boys.” All three went downstairs together. In the den the two paddles were waiting.

After seating herself in the middle of the couch, Fran signaled Max to get over her lap. He did and quickly was feeling his new paddle. Not too hard. This wasn’t a “real” spanking, just an introduction to the paddle. A nice, steady WHAP WHAP WHAP, just enough to bring some color and a sting he’d feel until morning. Not even enough to get him kicking though he did let out with a few grunts of discomfort before she was done.

“Good boy,” Fran said when she was finished with Max. “I can see that you’ll be happy with this purchase.” Max wasn’t so sure that he’d be “happy” but did not contradict her. “Now, Charlie, let’s see how yours does.” Charlie took his place. Fortunately his bottom had no color from Max’s spanking. However, it only took a few swats of the paddle for him to show more discomfort than justified by the paddling. Fran said nothing but had no doubt that Charlie was feeling a sting from a spanking he’d been given over the weekend. Apparently Charlie had been spanked by Max, but it seemed that Max had not been spanked by Charlie. An interesting development in the boys’ relationship. Something to think about and discuss with Bunny. She did not shorten Charlie’s spanking with the result that by the end he was responding more vocally than Max had.

“Another good purchase,” Fran said when she was done with Charlie. She had the boys stand in front of her, their bottoms on display. The paddles certainly were worth what she’d paid. “We’ll send yours home with you, Max.” Max gulped slightly but knew he could not object. However, he certainly didn’t like the idea that he’d be the only brother with both a brush and a paddle. Perhaps Mom would see the virtue in having all three of them having both. That would be some small satisfaction.

The boys were dismissed and went back to Charlie’s room, Charlie with his new paddle. He wasn’t sure what to do with it so for the time being left it with the brush on top of his bureau. Not long after they heard Bunny arrive to retrieve Max. Bits of the conversation drifted up to them.

“Oh, good,” they heard Bunny say at one point. “I’d been thinking that paddles might be good all around. You’ve sold me.” Fran sounded pleased though they didn’t catch her reply. Max smirked slightly, knowing that his brothers, and maybe Dad, too, would have their own paddles.

“Max, honey, gather your clothes and come down!” Bunny called. “Time to be getting home.” From the sound of that, Max would not be dressing until he was downstairs. If at all.

The boys descended and greetings were made all around.

“Fran was good enough to buy you a new toy,” Bunny said. “I hope you’ve thanked her.”

“Not yet,” Max admitted. Then, “thank you, Fran, for the paddle. I’m sure it will. . . do what it needs to do.” The ladies chuckled at that. He was right.

“OK, into the car with you,” Bunny said. No instructions to dress. Max long had expected that his mother might do something like this. He dreaded it and hoped no one would notice them as they drove home.

“Thanks for the great weekend, Charlie. Thank you for letting me stay,” he added to Fran.

“A pleasure, Max.”

“See ya in school tomorrow,” Charlie said as Max and Bunny went out the door.

After they’d left Fran mused “I think some naked rides in the car are in order for you, too.”

“Yes, Fran,” was all Charlie could say. He went back to his room.

Alone, Fran thought about the possibility that Charlie had been submissive to Max and what it meant in the larger picture of things. There was no conclusion to be reached, at least not yet. She’d watch, however, to see how things were going with those two.


Chapter 11

While she was quite delighted that Charlie had become such good friends with Max, along with the benefit of being under Bunny’s authority (and perhaps now submissive to Max, too), Fran was thinking that she’d been relaxing things a bit at home with the boy. Bunny always reported any spankings, even bedtime ones. Fran knew the value of Bunny’s spankings but was thinking that even so, perhaps Charlie wasn’t getting spanked enough, especially at home. On further reflection she decided that definitely not enough spankings at home. Things needed to change. Teen boys need regular spankings.

“When you come to dinner you are to have your vibrator in, and bring me the remote,” Fran told him when he got home from school one day not long after the weekend with Max. Any mention of vibrators had an automatic response of getting Charlie hard and quickly he was. He’d come to enjoy that she could see his pants tenting in reaction. She’d trained him to be proud of his erection and proud to let her see it. “No clothes until you go to school tomorrow,” she added as he headed toward the stairs.

“Sure,” he said as he started up.

“What did you say young man?”

“I mean, yes Fran.”

“That’s better.” She demanded a certain respect as part of her control in the household. Charlie expected the minor infraction had earned him a spanking.

When Charlie came down for dinner having the vibrator in him had him hard. Dad was already there. David enjoyed the times he saw his son hard and always proudly took note of how similar they were in that regard. There were greetings and Charlie gave Fran the remote, noted by David.

Dinner was served and as they started eating Charlie could feel a slight vibration. It was on the lowest speed. It wasn’t exciting, just felt good. If this was all she planned to do during dinner he knew he’d enjoy it. As the three of them were discussing their days and other things, Charlie felt the pulsing increase. He was sitting on the vibrator, of course, so his prostate was being stimulated.

“We wouldn’t want anyone to cum at the dinner table,” Fran said, taking in David as well as Charlie. Neither responded. David knew what was going on, though.

Charlie now did his best to remain calm but suddenly Fran moved it up a notch and he couldn’t hide that he was gasping a bit. Was she going to make him cum at the dinner table? That would be humiliating! It also would be an excuse for a spanking. Charlie was quite aware that she hadn’t spanked him for a while. In a way he missed it. Bunny gave a good spanking but she wasn’t Fran.

Another increase on the vibrator and Charlie knew there was nothing he could do. He stifled any sound of orgasm as he shot, hitting the underside of the table. Fran and David knew that he had shot but did not react. He felt his semen dripping onto his legs. Charlie fought back tears. He was finding this particularly humiliating, just as he knew Fran wanted.

When they were done Fran cleared the table then said “someone has earned himself a spanking.”

For one of the rare times when she said it Charlie begged, “please, Fran, don’t.”

Fran pulled her chair back, sat down, and covered her lap with a tea towel, then patted her lap. Charlie stood, his semen still leaking from his still semi-hard cock and covering his legs. Again near tears he placed himself over her lap. He knew from experience that a post-orgasm spanking would hurt more, his senses heightened by the orgasm. Just as Fran wanted. And Dad was watching.

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK Hard and quick. It hurt! It was unfair, too. He’d had no control. But Fran had trained him to accept the unfair spankings as well as the deserved ones.

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK Charlie was crying out with each swat. Fran put a leg over his in order to keep him still. The pain was making him thrash on her lap.

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK “ow! ow! ow!”

“David, do I need the brush?”

“No, not this time,” Charlie’s father said. He knew Fran would do as she pleased so his opinion didn’t matter. That’s how he wanted it for himself and his son had accepted that that was how things were for both males in this household. David was happy that Charlie went along with that. He seemed to thrive on it. However, David honestly thought that in this instance his son should not get the hairbrush.

A few more swats and Charlie was limp and crying over Fran’s lap. After a few minutes she said “that’s what will happen any time you think he can cum at the dinner table. That and your new paddle.”

“Yes, Fran,” Charlie said through his sniffles. She gave him a few more minutes.

“Clean up your mess, then upstairs and get your homework done. I’ll look in at bedtime.”

After cleaning the table and floor Charlie slowly went upstairs. He went into the bathroom to clean up a bit and remove the vibrator. He carefully cleaned it then brought it back to his room to go in the special drawer. When he sat down at his desk the pain of the spanking had him sitting gingerly. He put a pillow under him. He’d chat with Max later and tell him everything. Part of their bond was telling each other about all their discipline. Max would want to see the results.

Sure enough, when he messaged Max his friend demanded a video call.

“Looks like there is a bit of color, still,” Max said when he’d had a look.

“Color or not, it stings!” Charlie told him.

“She really wanted an excuse to spank you, didn’t she?”

“Yeah. She says she’s been a bit relaxed on my ‘training,’ as she calls it, and discipline. I guess. . .”

“She spank you with the vibrator in?”

“Yeah. That made it worse, I think. I know you hate having a plug in when you’re spanked.”

“That’s for sure, but Mom hasn’t done that in a long time. At least not with me. I think she’s planning some changes in the regimen here. It’s hard to tell but it just seems that things may change a bit. She won’t stop spanking us, that’s for sure!”

“Hey, it’s almost eleven and I need to get ready for bed. Fran will be coming up. She probably wants to watch me.”

“I need to go, too. Mom’s going to spank Gerry before bed and he deserves it.” Both boys smiled. They knew Gerry and knew how Bunny dealt with him, both a bit surprised that his punishment this time was a spanking. Yes, things were changing. “I don’t want a spanking for not being ready. See ya in school tomorrow.” Charlie said goodbye and then clicked off.

When one sleeps nude and already is nude before bed there isn’t much to do to get ready. Charlie didn’t need long in the bathroom. He was waiting for Fran and didn’t wait long. She entered, showing no sign that she’d given Charlie a hard spanking just a few hours ago. Charlie knew why she was there and got hard without fondling himself.

“Go ahead,” Fran said. Charlie lay back on his bed and edged himself for a while. He knew she liked that. Sometimes he waited for permission to cum. Tonight, though, he could tell that he was on his own. The edging got the better of him and with a groan he let go, shooting well up his chest. Fran smiled. “Clean up and get to bed,” was all she said. Charlie did.

The next morning his bottom still was a bit sore and the sting would linger through the day. Charlie and Max, and no doubt many other boys at the school, had become expert at hiding discomfort from recent spankings. The friends passed a look between them on their first meeting of the day. Other than that there was no sign that Charlie had a sore bottom.

For the rest of the week Charlie sensed that the threat of a spanking was hovering about when Fran was home. She said nothing but there was something about her attitude. Each night through Friday she watched him do his latenight masturbation. He didn’t really like that but it was just another form of Fran’s control which he had to accept. When he finished on Friday his cage was snapped on him. On Saturday morning he talked with Max, learning that he, too, was caged for the weekend. As was Gerry. Only Timmy escaped but he’d get caged soon enough.

“That will keep you a good boy for the weekend,” Fran had said as she locked Charlie into the chastity device. She didn’t say “good boy” as much nowadays. Charlie still hated it. By now Charlie was accustomed enough to the cage that he was able to control his desire to get hard. Most of the time. At that age there often is no control over that.

Charlie had his share of things he was expected to do over the weekend. He usually did them Saturday morning and by his own choice did them naked. Fran was caging him more often on weekends so this Saturday morning he was wearing only the cage. Around ten o’clock, as he was taking care of some things, the doorbell rang. From the other room Fran called out “be a good boy and open the door, please.” There had been a few times when guests had seen him naked at home and some of those guests were not people involved in Naked at Home or in Woman Power. However, if she asked him to answer the door it meant that whoever it was likely would not be shocked by a naked boy answering the door, though the cage might get a reaction. Any boy is humiliated by being seen wearing a cage.

Opening the door revealed Carol, with Vic. Fran and Bunny had become good friends with Carol but Charlie and Max somehow did not warm up to Vic. Nor he to them. No animosity, just no friendship. By her reaction to seeing him answer the door naked, Charlie knew that Carol was expected. He let them in. As soon as the door was shut, with no instruction from his mother, Vic removed his clothes. “Well trained,” thought Charlie. They’d showered after gym classes but Charlie never had taken a good look at Vic naked. Vic looked good naked. The equipment was fairly average but pleasant to look at; cut, like most American boys. As Charlie had noted in the showers, Vic was more severely manscaped than Max and his brothers. Charlie assumed that his mother did that task.

Fran joined them. She quickly assessed Vic, her face showing approval. “Come in, come in,” she said and led them to the den. “Charlie, go to your room and get your implements and the special pants.”

“Yes, Fran.” He made his way upstairs. Vic stood by the den door, awaiting instruction.

“A polite boy,” observed Carol.

“Yes. He’s my good boy.” Charlie didn’t hear that. He’d have hated hearing it in front of Carol and Vic. Vic gave a quiet snort of derision which Carol heard and gave him a stern look. He shifted his feet a bit and remained quiet. He’d heard such phrases at home, too.

Unsure of how much Fran expected him to gather up, Charlie brought down everything – the vibrator, the plugs, the hairbrush, and the thermometer. Carol and Vic already had seen the cage, the only part of this that was embarrassing, so far. However, he was sure that if Vic didn’t already have a cage he would have one quite soon. Later today, perhaps. A pleasant thought. Charlie deposited everything on the couch next to Fran.

“You boys go into the kitchen and get a snack,” Fran told them. Charlie led the way to the kitchen where there was an awkward silence.

“Does she make you wear that every weekend?” Vic asked, hesitatingly. An awkward end to the awkward silence.

“Seems to be happening more and more,” Charlie answered. “What would you like? I can make some coffee. I think there’s a coffee cake here.” There was.

“Anything sounds good,” Vic replied. Soon coffee was on, the cake was on the table, plates and forks ready. When the coffee was ready Charlie poured two cups then sliced some pieces of cake for each of them. For a while they ate in silence.

“Do you really use all of that stuff you brought down?” Vic said after a few minutes.

Charlie chuckled. “More accurate to say that they get used on me, though I do use the plugs and even the vibrator sometimes by myself sometimes. I know you have a vibrator. What else?”

Vic blushed a bit. “That’s what we’re here about today. Your mom and Max’s mom have told her about things and she wants to see for herself. So far it’s just the vibrator for me and you know how she’s used it. Do you know what it’s like walking around the mall with a big cum stain on your pants?” Charlie didn’t know but he could imagine.

“That really sucks,” Charlie responded.

“To be honest, I wish she’d spank me instead. Though knowing her if I were to get spanked she’d yank down my pants and give me a bare ass spanking right there in the mall. If she uses the vibrator for punishment it’s for something I did earlier. She’ll make me strip, she puts it in me, then we go out.”

“Wow” was all Charlie could say. Cumming into the special pants was bad enough. A big stain would be the worst. Funny, though, he’d never seen Vic with a stain. Or any other boys. He hadn’t been looking, either, but he figured it would be pretty obvious. Must have been timing. He’d be on the lookout from now on. Somehow Vic couldn’t be the only one.

With some hesitation Vic said “I have thought that a plug might be fun.”

“I enjoy them.”

After a brief silence while Vic thought about Charlie’s comment, he said “You and Max seem to be pretty good friends.”

“Yeah, we have a lot. . . a lot in common, I guess.” Charlie thought maybe that was saying too much. Vic seemed to have taken the point.

“I know his brother Gerry, at least I see him around school and he’s been in some of my classes. He always seems a bit stuck up to me.”

Charlie thought a moment. “Yeah, he does come off that way. He’s not a bad guy, really.”

“Don’t they have another brother?”

“Timmy.”

“What about Gerry’s friend Patrick?” This question seemed a bit loaded, as in Vic might be attracted to Patrick. Or wondering what Gerry and Patrick might be doing together.

“I’ve met him but really don’t know much about him other than he and Gerry are pretty tight.” He wasn’t going to reveal that he knew they had sex together. “Seems like a good guy.”

“Yeah, I guess so.” There was more quiet as they finished the cake and coffee.

The atmosphere a bit less tense now and knowing that Vic did get spanked, Charlie was comfortable asking “do you have your own hairbrush?”

“Not yet,” Vic answered with a wry smile. Maybe the ice was melting a bit. “Mom is expert with a wooden spoon, let me tell you, but I have no doubt that I will have a brush after today. Mom wants to know about everything you have. I’m surprised Max’s mom isn’t here, too.” No sooner had he said that but the doorbell rang. Eyebrows on both boys went up.

“Charlie, honey, be a good boy and open the door,” Fran called from the den.

“I hate when she calls me that,” Charlie said quietly. Vic nodded knowingly. “Yes, Fran,” Charlie called out as he made his way to the door. Sure enough there was Bunny not only with Max but Timmy, too. Charlie was relieved to see Max.

“Come in, come in,” he said. They did. When she heard the door shut Fran called out “We’re in here, Bunny.” Bunny gave her sons a look. They had begun undressing so it wasn’t needed. Soon three neat piles of clothes were by the door.

“Vic is here,” Charlie told them. “We’ve been having snacks in the kitchen.” As they went down the hall he said “we have some coffee cake and I can make more coffee if you want.”

“Coffee sounds good to me,” Max said. Timmy said that he’d like some, too.

In his excitement Timmy already was hard even before his clothes were coming off, though showing no sign of concern about it. Charlie knew that all three boys and their dad gave no thought to this. Even so, he was impressed that Timmy was so casual about it in this new situation.

“Max, you know Vic.” The boys greeted each other. “This is Max’s brother, Timmy.”

As the boys shook hands Vic looked down at Timmy’s abdomen and said “wow!” Even Timmy laughed with the other boys, while he blushed. Max was proud, as an older brother, of Timmy’s big dick and liked having it seen, when appropriate. Charlie set about getting more coffee going and bringing out more plates and forks. Soon the two new arrivals were eating and drinking.

“Seems that the moms have something planned today and it may not be all that much fun for us,” Vic said. Three heads nodded agreement.

“Fran isn’t my mom,” Charlie told Vic. “My mother died a few years ago and Dad married Fran.”

“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t know.”

“No, no, it’s cool. Dad and Fran are really happy together and she and I get along really well, so it’s all been good. Except that I do miss my mom sometimes. Life with her would never have been like this.”

“That good or bad?” Vic asked.

“A little of both, I guess. It certainly is different!”

“So, do you guys have all this stuff that Charlie has?” Vic asked the brothers.

“Sure do,” replied Max. No need to guess what Vic was referring to. “Our own paddles now, too, thanks to Fran.”

“Our brushes have our names on them, just like Charlie’s,” Timmy added, seemingly quite proud of that fact.

“No shit,” Vic said. “That sounds almost weird, but. . .”

“Nah,” said Max, “a lot of guys do. We each have a special drawer for ours.”

“Mine sits on my bureau. Fran calls it a reminder.”

“Doesn’t seem to have had much effect,” Max teased.

“Ha!” said Charlie. “She spanks me whenever she wants, though, regardless. They get the same from their mom.”

“Mine does, too,” Vic told them. Their lives were quite similar and soon Vic’s would be more like the other three. “Do you really think there are other guys who have their own hairbrushes and stuff?”

“Quite sure,” Max replied. Knowing who his mother’s friends were he was certain about some boys and reasonably sure about some others. Vic was silent, mulling over this information.

When the newcomers had finished their cake and coffee Charlie suggested they go up to his room. He went to the living room and asked Fran “is it ok if we go upstairs?”

“If the kitchen is clean, yes.” The kitchen was clean. Charlie went back to get the others and they followed him upstairs. Vic now knew that Charlie had his brush in view so noticed it immediately.

“Wow – you really do have your brush where anyone can see it.”

“Go ahead and pick it up,” Charlie told him.

“With your name on it. . .”

“Well, it’s for my bottom only,” Charlie replied. “Though, to be honest, Max’s butt has felt it, too.” Max blushed slightly.

Vic laughed. “You’re buddies, so why not?” The other three joined him in laughter. Now the group really was feeling comfortable together. The chatter wandered away from nudity and mothers with power to the usual sort of things teen boys talk about. Charlie was aware, though, that no talk of girls came up. So far there had been no talk of sex lives with Vic. Charlie had no idea if Vic liked girls, boys, or both.

After a while they heard Fran calling. “Boys, come down here, please.” A nod from Charlie made it clear that they shouldn’t delay. Max knew that already. When they entered the living room the older three boys noticed a look of expectation on Carol’s face.

“Vic, come here,” Carol said. Vic obeyed. From her purse Carol produced a cage. She took some time showing it to Bunny and Fran. “As you see, it’s a bit different from these two but no less effective.” Vic had no idea that she’d bought one.

“Maybe our boys should have a second one, just for variety,” Bunny said. Fran nodded her agreement.

Having shown off the cage, Carol snapped it onto Vic. “There,” she said, “boys look good wearing only their chastity cages.” Three boys blushed, even though two were uncaged for now. Fran and Bunny readily agreed. Watching all this had made Timmy hard and, for what was first time, he looked embarrassed about it. At least Charlie that had ever seen. This wasn’t family so the situation was different.

Bunny added to Timmy’s discomfort. “Timmy, show the ladies what you can do.” This meant only one thing – Timmy had to masturbate in front of everyone. Timmy was young and hard so his need was great so somewhat reluctantly he obeyed, as much from need as from obedience. He still hadn’t learned control and shot fairly quickly. Carol was impressed.

Timmy’s masturbation done, Bunny produced two cages. Timmy’s eyes widened as he realized he was about to have his first experience being caged. Quickly Vic was joined by two more guest boys in being caged. Now it was all four.

“Timmy’s first cage,” Bunny said with pride.

“Wow, that’s a show,” Carol said, admiringly when the cages were in place. “Have you thought about finding girls for them? Having Lynn in charge of Vic has proven an excellent arrangement.” Now Vic was blushing heavily. He’d told Max and Charlie that he had a schedule, as they did, but not that his sister was doing him. That was humiliating enough without his peers knowing about it.

“I don’t want to share Charlie that way,” Fran said. Charlie felt relieved.

Bunny opined “It might make my life a bit easier for me, since I have three boys to mind. Take some of the load off, as it were.” Neither Max nor Timmy liked the sound of that.

The boys were given no further instructions so waited patiently while the women chatted some more. Finally Carol said “we need to get dinner going at home. Vic, gather up your clothes.” All four boys didn’t miss that she had not told Vic to put on his clothes.

The mothers didn’t, either. “You two get your clothes,” Bunny said, also not saying to put them on. This was not Vic’s first time riding home naked. He hated it, terrified that he’d be seen by someone who knew him. However, he was not shocked that he wouldn’t be dressed for his ride home but wearing the cage made the prospect more disturbing than usual. Timmy gasped when he realized what this meant. He’d never had to ride naked and didn’t know that Max already had. Would someone see them as they went to the car? And their cages?

The three boys picked up their clothes and waited. Carol thanked Fran for her hospitality. “This won’t be the last time,” Fran assured her. Bunny made her farewell.

“No running, boys,” Bunny instructed. The walk to the car could not be quick, increasing the chance that they might be seen. They weren’t.

Back home, Vic had his cage removed by his sister who gave him his afternoon masturbation. When he was cleaned up she washed the cage and put it back on him. Vic was allowed to dress for dinner. At Max’s house cages were not removed and the three brothers were naked until their cages were removed Monday morning and they dressed for school. Timmy was having a hard time adjusting. His cock had a mind of its own and tried to get hard quite often. Max did give him some encouragement.

For Charlie it was the same. On Sunday he got a bedtime spanking, too. Bedtime spankings were becoming more regular as Fran reinforced her authority. His cage was removed before school, per usual.


Chapter 12

The school year was winding down and the weather was getting hot. One day the foursome of Charlie, Max, Artie, and Luke were eating lunch together. Artie asked Max “how come we’ve never gotten to use your pool?”

As we know, Max and his brothers were nervous about risking Bunny exerting her authority or demanding Naked at Home in front of their friends, so few had visited. The nude in the pool rule had kept Max from inviting Artie or anyone else. So many boys seemed so modest, which Max thought was silly, but that’s how it was.

After the conversation at Charlie’s about spankings, Max had been thinking that Artie needed some real exposure to what life with Woman Power was like. Having him visit to swim would be a good way to do it. Yes, maybe some things should change. “I’ll ask my parents if you guys can come over some afternoon.” A look passed between Max and Charlie.

“I know Charlie’s been swimming with you,” Artie pushed on.

“Hey, I said I’d ask. I’ll let you know.”

The next day Max told Artie and Luke that they were welcome to come by on Saturday. “Mom says after lunch will be good.” The two boys were delighted.

Later when Max and Charlie were alone together, Charlie said “you didn’t say anything about swimming nude,” his tone making it clear he had an idea what Max was up to.

“Nope. It will do them good to have to swim nude but not expect it. I’m sure they’d refuse if they knew they knew the rule. Neither of them knows about Naked at Home, either.” Charlie agreed with Max’s theory. This will be a fun afternoon.

Saturday when he’d finished his chores Charlie rode his bike over to Max’s. Max had finished up his morning’s tasks. Bunny answered the door when Charlie rang. “Hi Charlie, come in and get your clothes off. The boys are out back.” Charlie let himself into Max’s room, stripped naked, and went out to the pool. The three brothers were there, along with their father. Greetings were made all around. Given that this was a special day with new guests, all four boys were cage-free for the day.

“Get wet!” Max said. Charlie didn’t need a second invitation. He did his best to make a big splash as he went into the pool. It wasn’t long before everyone was called for lunch, one adult and four youths all naked around the table. Bunny and Gerald knew about Max’s plan so after lunch they told Max and Charlie to get dressed and be ready for their friends. Gerry and Timmy cleaned up the kitchen, then went back out to the pool, naked.

About a half-hour later the doorbell rang. Max answered, knowing who it was. Sure enough, Artie and Luke were outside the door with expectant looks on their faces. Both had backpacks with sundries, including the swimsuits they would not be needing.

“Hi guys. C’mon in and we can go straight through to the pool.” Bunny and Gerald made sure to be elsewhere for a while. Max led them through the house and out to the pool area. Just as Artie was about to ask where they could change he saw Timmy, stark naked, climbing out of the pool.

“Um. . . does he always swim. . . y’know. . .?”

“Naked? Of course. We all do,” Max replied. As Artie was taking this in Gerry emerged from the pool, also starkers. While Luke was surprised, he wasn’t shocked like Artie. In fact, he had done some naked swimming and loved it. He only wished he’d known sooner that he could swim nude here. All four boys, except Timmy, had been naked together in the locker room at one time or another. Seeing each other nude was no big deal, just unexpected that it would happen here, too.

“But. . . doesn’t your mother see?”

“Well sure. She’s actually our stepmom, well, except for Timmy. No big deal.” Max was at his best nonchalance though he had to make a real effort not to laugh at his friend. Charlie kept in the background for the moment, also afraid that he might laugh. “Everyone swims nude here, you, too.”

“But. . .”

“It’s swim nude or go home. Those are the rules.” Artie would not have had to go home but Max felt that the threat made it more dramatic. Max started undressing. “Look at me, just follow my lead, even though I think you know the procedure. Start with shoes and socks.”

“Oh, come on, this is not a striptease. I want to swim,” said Charlie as he quickly pulled off his clothes and, lastly, threw his underpants in Artie’s chest, who grabbed them, before dropping them and just stare at Charlie’s member. Eager to swim, Luke agreed and soon he was naked too.

“We’ve all seen each other in the showers at school. It’s no biggie,” Max told Artie who had not undressed. Timmy and Gerry had done their bit with their naked appearances from the pool and now were back in the pool, playing nonchalantly with each other. They shouted encouragement. Artie slowly stripped. In his nervousness he was partially hard, and when he drew down his boxers, everyone could see it even if he tried to hide it with his hand, but his dick was pretty big so the purple glans still showed above his wrist. He made a dash for the pool and dove in.

Once everyone was in the water Artie felt a bit more relaxed. Luke had not been uncomfortable once he knew the situation. There was chatter for a while. Luke and Artie knew Gerry but hadn’t met Timmy so introductions were made, too. After a few minutes Artie had more questions.

“Do your parents swim nude, too?”

“Only Dad,” Max told him. “I told you, we have Woman Power here.” Artie didn’t quite understand it all yet but realized that he wasn’t going to learn more at the moment.

In an near-whisper Artie asked “what if you. . . y’know. . . get hard?” His face went red.

“No biggie,” Gerry said. “We get hard all the time. Dad, too. It’s what guys do.” On hearing that Artie got hard in the water. Max made a grab for Artie’s cock.

“Yeah, I knew you were hard already.” No one had ever handled Artie’s erection other than himself. It was surprising to be held but it felt good, too. Max didn’t hold on long. Artie had said nothing and now found himself with something else to think about. Did he like what Max did? Well, Artie was so aroused that if Max hadn’t let him go there would have been probably a gallon of sperm in the pool by now.

Soon there was more splashing about the pool, everyone relaxing into the fun. And being naked.

However another surprise was coming, especially for Artie. Not a surprise for the brothers and Charlie but certainly for the two guests. After the boys had been in the pool for a while and the newcomers felt settled, Gerald, also stark naked, appeared from the house. Even at eighteen, Artie was spanked by his father but other than spankings his father rarely saw him naked. Rarer was Artie seeing his Dad naked, though he had.

Even though he’d been told that Gerald would be naked, the reality of it came as a shock for Artie. This was someone else’s father! “Um. . . guys. . .” he said. The brothers and Charlie had noticed Gerald but hadn’t reacted. They knew what Artie meant.

“Aw, grow up,” Gerry said, by now rather annoyed with Artie’s reactions to what was, to him, just normal nudity. Gerald did hear the exchange and smiled to himself.

Having Girl Power in his household, Luke often was seen naked by family members and accepted it, though was not casual about it. His father never had been unduly modest so the whole family often saw him naked, too, basically when he was going to or from the shower. When he was little Luke had swum naked with his dad. This was the first time Luke saw someone else’s dad naked, though, so he was a bit surprised because it was a new experience.

Sizing up the situation in the pool, Gerald gave a slight running start and did a cannonball, giving a big splash. Even Artie had to laugh at that. When he surfaced Gerald swam over to the youths and said to Max, “could you introduce me to your friends?”

These guys were Charlie and Max’s friends, so Max did the honors. They were in a part of the pool that wasn’t shallow enough to shake hands which was a relief to Artie. That would have felt way too weird. Gerald quickly put the newcomers at ease.

“I’m turning into a prune,” Max said a bit later. Timmy and Gerald stayed in the pool while the others climbed out. Artie had to admit to himself that the sun felt good as it dried his wet naked body. Suddenly he remembered that Bunny hadn’t been seen yet. Max noticed Artie’s look of nervousness and came to his friend’s aid before Gerry could make another sarcastic remark.

“Mom sees naked guys all the time here,” Max quietly told Artie. “Don’t let it bother you.”

“Yeah, but. . .”

“You’ll be ok. Mom sees Charlie naked all the time.” Artie sighed in acceptance but he didn’t feel good about it.

“I don’t think I’ve ever been naked outside,” Artie admitted to the others, trying to buck himself up. It was feeling better and better.

“It’s great, isn’t it?” Charlie responded. Artie agreed. He was feeling a bit more relaxed again.

As Gerald and Timmy finally emerged, Bunny appeared at the door. “Would you boys like snacks?” she called.

“I’m sure they would,” her husband replied.

Seeing Bunny, Artie blushed deeply with embarrassment. He also felt himself getting hard in his embarrassment and turned away from the door. Gerald saw the rising cock and winked at Artie. He came over and put an arm around Artie’s shoulder. “Let’s have a talk.” Without letting Artie respond he led the boy quite a way from the group. He kept their backs turned to the group, too. Artie was relieved at that, at least, as his cock had been rising a bit more.

“Gerry and Max, help get things for your guests,” Bunny said. She couldn’t help but observe what was going on with Gerald and Artie. It was good.

To his surprise, Luke was not embarrassed but was unsure how he should behave. When he saw Charlie joining Gerry and Max he went with them. Max’s mother seemed nice. It seemed hard to think that she spanked her stepsons regularly but by now Luke knew that she did.

By now Gerry felt that he’d done his favor for Max. He still couldn’t get Patrick to come over and swim naked and would have liked having his friend, too. He thought he should be free to leave by now and was annoyed that he had to help out yet again. Even with his regular spankings and other discipline he still gave in to a bad attitude sometimes. Max knew the signs and felt some concern, more for what Gerry might do around his friends than for the possibility that Bunny would take action now rather than later.

“Don’t think I don’t see you,” Bunny said to Gerry, loud enough that everyone heard her. Max and Charlie paid it little mind but Luke felt a bit awkward. He didn’t want to witness a spanking. Gerry did help but did little to hide his annoyance at still being home. “Do you need an attitude adjustment, right here in front of your guest.”

“He’s not my guest,” Gerry said, sealing his fate. Bunny grabbed him by his upper arm and pulled him toward a kitchen chair.

“I’m sorry you have to see this,” Bunny said to Luke as she pulled her eldest son over her lap. A rapid series of spanks came down on his bottom which led very quickly to Gerry yelping and crying out in pain. Luke watched open mouthed. He’d never seen anyone else get a spanking, not even his sister. Bunny certainly knew her business, too.

SMACK SMACK SMACK Her hand continued to come down hard. To his shame, Gerry cried out “Mommy, please, I’ll be good.” SMACK SMACK.

“Yes, you will.” She delivered a few more smacks, stopping before Gerry might start to cry. As she let him up she said “go stand in your corner until I release you.” Gerry moved rather quickly out of the kitchen, humiliated that Luke had seen this. By now it wasn’t uncommon for Charlie to witness Gerry’s discipline. Or Max’s or Timmy’s, for that matter. He’d had his own share while here, too.

The spanking over and Gerry dispatched, Bunny acted as if nothing had happened. The snacks were on trays now and ready to go. The three remaining boys took things to the patio table.

“Does that happen a lot?” Luke asked when the trio were alone.

“Yeah, and he gets more sometimes,” Max replied but offered no more information. Luke would hear about it eventually. As they took the snacks and drinks off the trays Gerald returned with Artie. Artie was looking far less uncomfortable and his cock was soft again.

Bunny did not join them. Gerald casually said “that looks good and I could use a snack after that swim.” He had no intention of further embarrassing Artie. Gerald noticed Gerry’s absence and had a good idea as to what may have happened. He said nothing. Soon food and drink were happily being consumed along with happy chatter.

Luke didn’t realize what was happening but he was telling a lot about himself, revealing a bit more about his domestic situation than he might have if asked more directly. Gerald could read between the lines and got the message about Luke’s sister being in charge of him. Gerald had no experience of Girl Power but of course he knew about it, so was interested to hear about Luke’s experiences. Perhaps a private chat with this guest was in order.

When everyone was done eating Max and Charlie took things back to the kitchen, Artie joining them. He was testing himself with the possibility of Bunny seeing him. There was no sign of Gerry. As they cleaned up, Bunny did appear. “You must be Artie,” she said pleasantly.

“Yes, ma’am.” Artie could feel himself chubbing slightly.

“I’m sure you’re enjoying yourself,” she said brightly and with a smile. “Boys, I need to do some errands so I’m off for a while. Remember not to get into the pool for at least a half hour, preferably longer.”

“We won’t, Mom,” Max promised.

“Also remember not to cum except inside each other,” she added. “Such good boys,” Bunny said as she departed. Artie didn’t know how to take that. He could see that his friends didn’t like it. There must be a story here. And what did she mean with the other instruction? He couldn’t imagine either of his parents saying “cum” around him. Life here certainly was different.

Outside Gerald casually had held back Luke when the others went inside. Timmy had wandered off to be alone with his phone, leaving Gerald and Luke together. Without seeming to pry, Gerald made gentle inquiries about Luke’s home life. The boy was a bit uncomfortable talking about this now more directly than he had been and with an adult, particularly an adult he’d only just met that day, and especially because they were both totally in the nude. Gerald seemed cool, though, and Luke ended up being quite open about things.

“Our boys have the same masturbation schedule that you have,” Gerald said when Luke basically was done. With a smile he added, “but they don’t have any sisters to do it for them.”

“So, their stepmom doesn’t. . .” Luke couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Oh, no, nor do I, but she keeps a strict watch on the schedule. There have been a few spankings for trying to sneak an extra time.” Luke blushed a bit.

With a wry look, Luke said “yeah, my sister saw to that.” Now they were laughing. Luke was enjoying this afternoon now that he was settled.

Kitchen cleanup done, the other buddies came out of the house. “Anything we’re allowed to hear?’ Max asked in greeting.

“As a matter of fact, no,” his dad answered with a smile. Neither Max nor Charlie pushed it. “I’ve got some things to do inside. Wait another twenty minutes or so before you get back in the pool.”

“Sure, Dad,” Max said. Gerald left them alone but with every intent of keeping an eye on them to see what went on. Max and Charlie’s sexual relationship was no secret. Would the circle widen a bit?

“Your dad’s kinda cool,” Luke said when Gerald was gone.

“We think so!” Max replied.

“Does he ever spank you?”

“Nope. Just Mom.” Before his sister had taken control of him, Luke had been spanked by both his parents. It did seem a bit odd that these boys never were spanked by their father. As time went on and he visited some more he would find out how Bunny, and only Bunny, ran the household.

In the meantime Bunny had excused Gerry from his corner as she got ready to go out. “Are you going to Patrick’s?” she asked.

“Yes.” Gerry still was contrite. She liked that.

“Should I put your cage on you to remind you to behave?”

“Please, no.”

“Fine, but don’t press your luck, young man.”

Freed, Gerry ran upstairs, dressed quickly, and was out the door. Patrick would see the clear evidence of a spanking which led to a conversation Gerry wasn’t happy about but which he knew eventually would have to happen. Odd, he thought, that it hadn’t happened already, given their close friendship. He and Patrick both knew that the other got spanked but never discussed it and so far had never seen the evidence of a red bottom on the other.

Back at the pool, conversation moved away from domestic life and discipline to more usual topics. Timmy rejoined them, announcing that it was safe to get back into the pool. Charlie and Max had not been able to get any reading on their two friends as to whether anything sexual might happen. Artie had not forgotten Bunny’s cryptic instruction but nothing was leading to any openings for discussion.

Five o’clock arrived all too soon. Artie and Luke had to go home. To Max’s amusement, both seemed reluctant to get dressed. That was a good sign! With promises from Max that they’d be welcome back, the two guests went home. Charlie was staying overnight, as he did so often.

It was afternoon masturbation time. When the pals got to Max’s room, Max said “seeing their naked butts and yours all afternoon I want to fuck you good!”

“Mmmmm,” was all Charlie needed to say. In short order Charlie was on his back, legs up, smiling, Max lubed and making entry. Max was so excited that he shot very quickly. Charlie was so worked up that for the first time he shot spontaneously just from having Max in him. Max collapsed on top of Charlie and the two lay there holding each other. After a while they heard Bunny come in followed by the smell of pizza.

“Cool! We’re doing a pizza night!” Max said. The boys cleaned up and headed to the bathroom for a quick shower to get any semen off them. When they were done Bunny called upstairs “hey boys, pizza tonight. Get down here!” The boys ran downstairs where they met Gerald on his way from his office, all three going into the kitchen. Timmy already was there, back from wherever he’d been. “I’m letting Gerry stay overnight with Patrick, so just us.”

Dinner was enjoyed by all. Charlie and Max were tired after the day in the pool so a TV evening was welcome. Charlie made sure he was between Gerald and Max. He put an arm around Max while Gerald put an arm around him and around Timmy on the other side. Even as tired as they were, all three boys were hard immediately when arms were in place. Charlie could see that Gerald was checking him out which only got him more excited.

At eleven Bunny said to Max and Charlie “upstairs with you two, I’ll check on you shortly.” Timmy had gone up earlier to make phone calls with some of his female friends. He found it exciting to talk to them when he was nude and they had no idea that he was. Charlie and Max went upstairs, still hard, their hardons leading the way. Gerald and Bunny shared a smile at the sight of the two erect boys.

The boys were lying on the bed when Bunny looked in. “Have you taken care of things?”

“No, mom.” “No, ma’am.”

“That’s fine. No problem with missing now and then. However, you need bedtime spankings to help you sleep. If you have the energy afterwards you’re free to take care of yourselves. Charlie, you’re the guest.” Bunny had sat down on Max’s chair and was ready for a boy to go over her lap. Charlie dutifully did, as he now was doing quite often. It wasn’t a hard spanking, it just somehow made him relax. He never understood how that worked. Even so, when she was done his bottom was red and there was a comforting sting.

The boys switched. Max’s spanking was a bit harder. Ultimately the result was the same for him. Bunny waited until they were under the sheets before leaving them. When they were alone they kissed for a few minutes but the spankings did their work and sleep arrived quickly, masturbation forgotten. Unusual.

Sunday was mostly pool. Charlie and Max had their morning masturbation before getting out of bed, then a quick shower to clean off any dry semen. They waited the usual hour before getting into the pool after breakfast. Much of the hour was spent helping Gerald do some pool maintenance, mostly getting leaves out of the pool.

Gerry returned home showing signs of an improved attitude, at least for the time being. Nonetheless he was caged on arrival and not released until school the next day. “I bet Patrick fucked him more than once,” Max said to Charlie when they had a private moment. “I can tell by his attitude.” Charlie agreed.

During the day Max and Charlie talked a lot about Artie and Luke. They certainly hoped that the experience had made them converts to the clothes-free lifestyle. Time would tell. Maybe next time they’d see if Vic would join the group. Swimming nude shouldn’t be an issue with him. Nor what could follow.


Chapter 13

When Bunny was told about Charlie having to wear the vibrator at dinner she knew she had to do the same. It was obvious that Fran was having fun manipulating Charlie and Bunny had two boys to tease. When school started again in the Fall she’d give Timmy his own vibrator. Even if he was his real son, there was no reason to treat him differently from the others. As she thought it over she decided vibrators at dinner could be a good way to handle the boys when they were out of line, especially Gerry. As it turned out Gerry earned himself an uncomfortable dinner only a day or two after Bunny decided to institute vibrators at dinner.

Starting the night before and continuing before he left for school, Gerry was in one of his moods, with a bad attitude. A quick ball squeeze would have dealt with today’s problem but Bunny saw this as an opportunity to start the vibrator regime.

When Gerry got home from school Bunny called him into the den where she was sitting. “You will be naked for dinner with your vibrator in place and you will bring me the remote. Is that clear?”

Gerry gulped. Her tone made it clear that something was up. He expected her to be on his case after last night but not this. “Yes, ma’am,” he responded. He waited for the inevitable announcement that he drop his pants or that a spanking was coming. She said neither.

“You’d best get your homework started,” was all she said. With no further comment Gerry went to his room, stripped, did his afternoon masturbation, and got to work. He heard Max and Timmy when they came in but had no idea if Max got the same instructions. As was usual with the boys, all three boys left their doors open. Gerry could hear the sounds of Max’s masturbation along with some squeals from Timmy in his room further down the hall as he masturbated, too. Life was normal except for what he’d been told to do at dinnertime.

Max and Timmy only had been told that it was a Naked at Home day. By now, most days were, so no big deal. When Bunny called her sons to dinner all three came downstairs naked, Gerry a bit slowly. Max saw him hand over the remote, otherwise at first nothing was different from any other evening meal. After the family was settled and eating, Gerry’s fear came true. He felt a slight vibration in his rectum. It felt good but he was certain that she had more in mind than a nice tingle at dinner. He couldn’t tell if Max was sitting on his own vibrator; he hadn’t seen if Max had handed over a remote.

The vibrator went up a notch. Gerry stayed calm but when the vibrations went up another notch he no longer was calm. His hand shook slightly as he ate. His prostate was stimulated and now he was hard.

Bunny said exactly what Fran had said. “We wouldn’t want anyone to cum at the dinner table.” This was directed at her husband and all three sons. Timmy was aware that something was happening with Gerry. It had to be the vibrator. For the moment he was jealous that he didn’t have one of his own yet. Between seeing Gerry’s responses and Bunny talking about cumming at the table, Timmy now was hard. Max and Gerald were observing but not getting hard, though this new situation was making them a bit uncomfortable.

One more raising of the pulse and Gerry was quietly going “uh uh uh.” Quickly Bunny turned up the speed. Gerry knew he no longer had any control, try as he might. With a quiet groan he let go, hitting the underside of the table just as Charlie had done. His semen dripped on him and floor. Within seconds of Gerry’s climax Timmy let out with an “oh!” and spontaneously shot. He didn’t hit the table but shot enough that his legs were wet.

“Well, well, well. Two spankings tonight,” was all Bunny said. Gerry felt utterly humiliated, as intended. Timmy was confused. When dinner was done Bunny said “Gerald and Max, please do the dishes. As for you two, clean up your messes and go to the den.” Timmy had less to mop up than Gerry but waited for his brother so that they could leave together.

In the den they were kept waiting. Both were standing when Fran entered. “Gerry, into your corner.” Gerry obeyed. “Timmy, all of you were told not to cum at the dinner table, yet you did. I said that anyone who did would get a spanking and it’s time for yours.” She settled into what the boys called the spanking chair. “Over you go.” Timmy was quite nervous as he got over her lap.

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK Bunny wasn’t going to give Timmy a hard spanking for his first infraction, just enough to make it hurt. She worked quickly with no pauses. When Timmy cried out “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean it,” she knew she’d gotten through to him. Three more swats for good measure and she let him up. “Upstairs and get to your homework.” Timmy scampered upstairs. His bottom was just sore enough to need a pillow on his chair.

When Timmy was gone Bunny said “your turn.” Gerry turned, walked to his mother, and silently put himself over her lap. Timmy’s spanking had warmed her up. Ten hard rapid spanks landed on Gerry’s bottom. He yelped in shock at the onslaught.

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK No let up. As intended, this spanking didn’t take long to get Gerry pleading “Please! I’m sorry! Please stop!”

Now Bunny paused. “You’re getting spanked not only for cumming at the dinner table. You already had earned a spanking for your bad attitude. It seems you never learn.” SMACK SMACK SMACK Now Gerry was kicking. Between cries of “ow! ow!” he managed to get out “Please!”

It did not take much longer for Gerry to break, thoroughly tamed for the moment. He went limp over Bunny’s lap, crying hard. She stopped. Whenever she brought a boy to tears she gave him time to get it out. And think about why he’d been spanked. When he was calm, Gerry again said “I’m sorry. I’ll be good.”

“I’m sure you will.” Bunny was rubbing his sore bottom, which did feel good. It wasn’t long, though, before she said “upstairs and get to work. I’ll look in at bedtime.” He knew that meant she’d watch him do his bedtime masturbation.

Charlie had shared with Max his own story of being made to cum at the dinner table so Max was eager to tell Charlie about what had happened tonight with Gerry and Timmy. When they connected for a Skype call, Charlie had a story of his own.

After listening to Max’s story, Charlie said “I think your mom and Fran must have been in collusion.”

“You mean. . .?”

“Yeah. Same thing. She gave me a maintenance yesterday then today she told me to wear the vibrator to dinner. I knew what that meant. She hasn’t spanked me two days in a row for a long time.”

“Your cage?”

“She put it on me right after the spanking.” Charlie stood so that Max could see.

“That sucks. Our stepmom didn’t do that to Gerry but I heard him crying so I know he got it good.”

The rest of the week was uneventful but Fran had things planned for Saturday. Charlie had a feeling that something was on Fran’s mind as she didn’t put the cage on him when he got home after school.

“Charlie, honey, I’m doing a tea today and I’d like your help,” Fran told him when he showed up for a late breakfast on Saturday. Charlie slept in most Saturdays, like most teens. Though he’d rather be with friends on any Saturday, Charlie agreed without a fuss. “That’s a good boy.”

When Fran had a tea she always kept the tradition of doing it at four o’clock. She asked Charlie to join her in the kitchen around two-thirty to help get the tea organized. All day she had said nothing about Charlie putting on clothes so he still was naked when he joined her. Charlie expected that he’d help her get things ready then go about his own business.

He was wrong.

When he arrived in the kitchen Fran put an apron on Charlie. “You look so cute with your bottom sticking out of the apron,” she said, grabbing his butt to give it a big squeeze. Charlie did his best to take it in stride. She gave his bare, and available, bottom a quick pat and began the instructions for what was needed. As it got closer to four o’clock Charlie suspected that he would be part of the tea party. Likely it would be Bunny, Carol, and maybe some other Woman Power friends gathering for a gossip and exchange of ideas. Many of them had seen him naked already, so no big deal.

Things were in order when the doorbell rang a few minutes before four. “Be a good boy and answer the door.” Nothing was said about the apron so Charlie left it on. He opened the door to see Fran’s friend from New York, Marguerite. With her were two of the ladies he’d met at her house. This was unexpected!

“Hello young man,” Marguerite said before Charlie could say a word.

“Um, yes, hello. Please, do come in. Fran is ready for you.” As he led them into the living room Fran emerged from the kitchen and joined her guests.

“Charlie, dear, I’ll let you know when we’re ready for you to bring in the tea and food.”

“Yes, Fran.” He wasn’t happy about this but there was no choice. He wondered if part of the plan here was to show him off to Marguerite and her friends. That was something Fran would do.

“And take off that apron before you serve. We can’t have you looking like a housemaid.” Charlie saw Marguerite give a sly grin when she heard that. It appeared that this afternoon would be “grin and bare it.” Baring Charlie, that is. He went into the kitchen, slipped off the apron, and waited. About four-fifteen Fran came in.

“We’re ready. You take that tray and I’ll take this one and we should be all set.”

The ladies looked please to see a naked boy entering the room, a naked boy who was catering to his stepmother’s desires. They knew much of what Fran was doing with Charlie. He was a bit surprised at their reaction as he assumed they all were lesbians. Which, in fact, they were but that did not prevent them from appreciating a naked teen. Would they want to see him with a red bottom, too?

Fran poured and had Charlie hand around the teacups and plates of food. Fran indicated a spot for him to stand when everyone was served. “Stand there, dear, so you can be at hand when we need you.”

“Yes, Fran.” Charlie moved aside as told. For the most part the conversation was dull to him. A lot of gossip about people he didn’t know, chatter about the latest restaurants in New York and the social scene.

He came to attention when he heard one of the ladies say “isn’t this the young man who was with you in New York?”

“Yes. I thought you’d recognize him.”

“Ah, yes,” she continued. “You sent him out of the room but played with his vibrator while we chatted. How could I forget?” At that all the ladies laughed. So they had known what was happening.

“Is he plugged in today, as it were?”

“No, no need today,” Fran replied. They were talking as if Charlie weren’t there which was quite embarrassing. He wished Max were here to share the discomfort.

“Come over here, young man,” Marguerite said. Or, rather, ordered. Fran nodded. Charlie went to the older woman and stood before her. “You are much better looking naked than clothed. A pity Fran can’t keep you naked all the time.”

“We do have Naked at Home days here,” Fran responded. “For both of my boys.” Charlie blushed. He was glad that David was out.

“That should be every day with this one,” another lady commented.

“I’ll look but I won’t touch,” Marguerite said as she continued to survey Charlie’s naked body. “Could you have him perform for us, though, my dear?”

Perform? Now Charlie blushed. He was quite sure what Marguerite wanted.

“Well it is about time for his afternoon masturbation,” Fran said. Between her openness about this intimate behavior and her use of the more clinical term for it, Charlie was deeply embarrassed. Being forced to masturbate for these women felt humiliating but he knew that was what he’d be told to do.

“Fran. . .” he said softly in a rare moment of questioning her authority.

“Do you need some motivation?” Fran asked him sternly.

“No, ma’am,” he responded quickly.

“Oh a bit of motivation is never bad for a boy,” one of the ladies said. There was immediate agreement from the others.

Fran sighed and said “if I must” in an ironic tone. She gestured to Charlie who walked over to her and placed himself over her lap. Since this was a show, Fran took her time adjusting him, providing amusement for her guests.

A firm stinging efficient spanking was delivered. Fran was in no rush. She would not totally humiliate him by making him cry but she intended to spank until he started to beg. First he kicked his legs a bit, then suddenly “Please Fran! Ow! I’ll do it! Ow! I’m sorry! Please!” Appreciative smiles from all the guests. Fran stopped, gave Charlie a moment to catch his breath while she rubbed his warm bottom. Charlie calm, she slipped a finger between his cheeks and made contact with his rosebud bringing on an immediate erection. As intended. Now that he was hard he was allowed up.

She handed him a large towel to put over the rug. It was a contrite boy who set out the towel then stood where his cum could land on the towel and began to work his erection. He tried to be a bit slow since this was a “performance.” He felt humiliated, wanted it over, surprised that he was remaining hard through it all. After about five minutes he gave a soft moan, shuddered, and shot all over the towel.

“Oh my!” said Marguerite. The others made similar comments. “You should have had him out of those pants when you visited,” Marguerite continued.

“Gather up the towel and put it in the laundry. I’ll call you when we’re ready to have things taken away.” Without a word Charlie obeyed. It was a relief to leave the room. Some twenty minutes later Fran called him. He brought the cups, plates, and other things back to the kitchen and set them out to be washed later. The tea service would be washed by hand, rather than the dish washer. He knew to wait for Fran before starting that project.

It was with more relief that he heard the party breaking up. “Charlie, dear, come say goodbye to our guests.” He had not put on the apron again so stark naked he came into the hall and made his farewells. He even managed a “nice to meet you” to the new women in the group.

Guests gone, Charlie and Fran cleaned up the dishes, then Charlie was released to go to his room or whatever he wished. He made a quick call to Max saying that he had news to share later.

By dinner time David had returned from his activities. At dinner Charlie was the only one naked which was not unusual. Fran recounted her day and told about the tea party. “Charlie did a good job helping and being our naked waiter,” she said, causing some embarrassment at saying that he was naked. It shouldn’t have bothered him after all this time, but it did. Being naked for those ladies had not been a pleasant experience. “However, he did need some motivation when Marguerite requested that he masturbate for them.” Now Charlie was blushing deeply.

“Ah. I thought his bottom looked a bit red,” David said. Then he said something he almost never did. “A reminder about his behavior is called for, I’d say.”

“Oh yes,” replied Fran. “He’ll be well reminded when he goes to bed tonight.” She then gave David a look which promised him a reminder at bedtime, too. A reminder that he was not the one to make disciplinary decisions or suggestions.

A bedtime spanking. A serious one. Charlie reluctantly finished his dinner and was glad to be excused without helping afterwards. In his room he Skyped with Max, telling him everything. “She’s going to give me a bedtime spanking as ‘reminder.’ And Dad suggested it!”

“Wow.” Gerald had never recommended a spanking for his sons, at least not in their hearing. Max had little to report other than he and both brothers were caged for the day. “I think she’s going to have us jerk off together at some point.” This would be new. None of them was happy about the prospect.

“That sucks,” said Charlie in sympathy.

“Not as much as another spanking,” Max responded. Charlie had to agree. After some other chat they finished the call. Charlie tried to find things to keep his mind off the expected spanking but it was difficult.

About quarter of eleven Fran appeared at his door. “Hand me your brush” she said as she made her way to the chair. The reality of what he feared had Charlie feeling close to tears but he did as told. Seated, brush in one hand, Fran pulled her stepson over her lap. When he was settled she began a rapid hairbrush spanking, deftly landing blows on every part of Charlie’s bottom and upper legs. Charlie knew that it could be a harder spanking but the accumulation of pain as the blows landed had its effect.

For a while he kicked and squirmed, cried out as each blow landed. Oddly, he was not moving to tears. He was gasping or crying “ow!” as the spanking continued but tears were not coming. Suddenly, with a loud cry of “owwwww!” he went limp over Fran’s lap, broken to her will in a way he never had been before. She stopped almost immediately. Nothing was said but both knew this was a special moment. Charlie had capitulated completely to her control. This did not mean an end to spankings or other punishments but it did mean that never again would there be any sign of questioning her authority or her right to exert it.

Fran let Charlie lie over her lap for a while as his gasps settled. She had a jar of crème with her. She scooped out a sizable dollop and began to sooth Charlie’s very red and hot bottom. It took a while for him to move from pain to relief at the massage. He stayed limp, allowing her whatever she wished to do to him.

When the heat had let down a bit she said “time for bed, young man.”

“Yes, Fran,” he replied as he stood. She stood and gave him a hug, which he returned. Both felt the love, even with the fully accepted power dynamic. Actually, it felt good to Charlie to have given over, to be fully submissive to her. Later, as he was in bed thinking it over, he wondered if his new submission to Max had eased the way for him to finally fully give over to Fran. Did it even matter?

She tucked him in, put a good night kiss on his forehead, and left him to sleep.

Later Fran checked to see that Charlie was asleep. Then she went to the master bedroom where David received a thorough hairbrush spanking of his own for his temerity at suggesting punishment for his son. It was just what he wanted.


Chapter 14

It took a while for Charlie to open up completely with Max about what had happened with Fran and his full acceptance of her control over him. He needed time to understand it better before talking about it. Max understood completely, which helped a lot. Fran had not been so reticent in discussing it with Bunny.

“I’ve trained my boys right from the start so never had to use quite that method. Gerald needed it, of course, but he accepted things quickly. Like David, he wanted it. As you know, Gerry does need reminders all too often but he gets back in line quickly. At least for a while!” The women laughed over that. Fran knew how Gerry could be. Sometimes she envied Bunny having so many opportunities to administer strong discipline.

A few days later they were discussing things further. “I’ve given it some thought,” Bunny said. “Max and Charlie have become extra sons for each of us and we’ve agreed on treating them as our own sons when they’re together, so it seems to me that if Max needs the same kind of submission to you as Charlie does, then you should feel to do what is needed to get it.”

“He seems quite accepting of my authority so far,” Fran said. It went no further for the time being but the idea was planted in Fran’s mind. She would act on it if the need arose. It did, at least she saw things that way, and she broke Max in front of Charlie, a lesson to them both.

Of course it was Max who set things in motion for his complete taming. When the boys were alone Max was asserting more of his own control over Charlie. The boys hadn’t discussed it but it was clear what was happening and it was what both seemed to want. Max did some small things in front of Fran that showed his feelings of authority over his friend. While Fran had no problem with Charlie being submissive to Max she expected Max to be submissive to her at all times. He needed to know his place. Control over both boys was hers and hers alone when Max was at her house. Except for when they were alone. It gave her pleasure to know that Max was dominating Charlie when she wasn’t around to see it. When she was there, however, in her mind the boys were equal and neither should dominate the other.

By now every weekend the boys were at one or the other’s house. Fran and David particularly liked the weekends alone this gave them when Charlie stayed at Max’s. The boys had proven they could be trusted so were allowed David and Fran’s house to themselves if Fran and David were away for a weekend. A few of these weekends had emboldened Max to be more assertive in his control over Charlie. Charlie, in turn, had not objected; he quite readily fell in with it. They had no idea that Fran had caught on after their first weekend alone or that she could tell things were developing further.

As a result of their new power dynamic, Max became more casual about his expectations of obedience. Casual enough that some inappropriate orders were given a few times in front of Fran over a weekend. She ignored them until Sunday morning.

The boys had not been allowed clothes that weekend, so were nude, while David had on his bathrobe, nothing underneath. As Fran liked things to be. When David had left the breakfast table to read the Sunday papers Fran looked at Max. “You’ve gotten pretty bossy recently and that’s no way to treat your best friend.” Both boys paled at this. Charlie didn’t question where this might be heading. A spanking, no doubt. What kind of spanking was unexpected. “You are overdue a reminder of your place, young man.”

“Yes, Fran,” Max replied in almost a whisper.

“Upstairs with you two.” There was no need for David to witness this though he would hear it all quite clearly. The boys went up to Charlie’s room. It was a short wait. Fran came in, sat down, and said “give me your paddle, Charlie.” He obeyed quickly, fearing punishment if he did not, even though he hated the idea of his best friend feeling the paddle. “Over you go,” she now said to Max. With a scared look at Charlie, Max obeyed.

“This has been a long time coming,” Fran reiterated. She proceeded, this time with the paddle, to give Max the same kind of spanking she’d given Charlie to tame him into full submission. Every part of the boy’s bottom was covered, quick and hard. At first Max fought it desperately. Fran stopped long enough to say “you stay still or it will only be worse for you.” Max did his best, but his legs were flailing from the pain in his backside. As the spanking continued he began to yell with each blow, then his breath came in gasps. Finally, with a long cry of “owwww!” he broke, going limp over Fran’s lap, bawling like a small child. Between gasps he managed to get out “I’m sorry! I’ll be good!” The blows stopped. Fran knew that crying it out was good for a boy and gave him the time he needed.

Watching all this naturally made Charlie very uncomfortable. He was sitting on the bed, squirming himself as he watched. He was unhappy for Max but could see that Max needed this. From Max’s crying and his repeats of “I’m sorry,” Charlie knew that Fran now owned both of them. It felt good, though. It felt right.

When Max’s crying had settled Fran helped him up, then stood and gave him a long hug. As so often happens, the hug brought on more tears. She let him cry it out. When he truly was done crying she quietly said “lie down on the bed.” Max did, face down, of course. “Charlie, rub this into his bottom.” She handed him the jar of crème and left, closing the door behind her.

Silently Charlie applied the crème and gently rubbed Max’s sore, red, hot bottom. At first Max winced at the touch but as he began to feel better he enjoyed Charlie’s touch. Charlie always was happy to feel Max’s butt and was glad to keep this going. When Max seemed back to normal, Charlie lay down beside him and asked “are you OK?”

“Not really. That was the worst! I didn’t realize quite what you’d gone through.” Charlie hugged him.

“It was tough. It changed something, though. I haven’t figured it all out but somehow it’s like. . . I dunno, but I never question things or wonder about them anymore. That make sense?”

“I think so. I know I’ll be different around her now.”

Neither boy realized that they had just admitted to each other that they had been fully tamed by Fran. By the time Max left that afternoon both boys would feel like brothers, brothers with different parents. A brotherhood uniquely theirs and not shared with Max’s brothers. Bunny saw the change the next time the boys were together with her. Fran had told her everything, so she did expect it. Nonetheless, she would have noticed without any prompting.

After the paddling Fran joined David downstairs with the papers. He gave her a questioning look. “We won’t have any problems with him anymore,” she said.

“Not that we ever really did.”

“True, but now he, like Charlie, exactly knows his place and I’ll be very surprised if he gets out of line. A paddling like that is usually sufficient for a boy.” David smiled in agreement. It had been sufficient for him but his emotional need to be mastered by Fran meant that such paddlings were repeated occasionally. It made both of them happy. He did wonder if Charlie would come to want such paddlings periodically. Accepting both that he needed and, more so, wanted it. It appeared that he might be headed in that direction. Maybe a good father/son talk was in order soon.

As if reading his mind, Fran asked with a smile “do you need the same today?”

“Have I been that bad a boy?” They both laughed, laughter heard upstairs. The boys feared that it was laughter at Max’s predicament.

“Are they laughing at me?” Max asked.

“I hope not. Really, I don’t think so. Fran isn’t mean, just tough. Probably laughing because she told Dad he would get the same.” That broke the tension and both laughed. Max knew that Fran disciplined David but could not get the image of David over her lap into his mind. Still, the absurdity of it seemed laughable at the moment.

“Will she keep spanking me?’ Max asked when the laughter ended and after a bit of quiet.

“You want her to?” Charlie answered, now with a bit of an evil grin. Max took it in the right spirit and returned it with a grin of his own. “Hm, I think you do.”

“Well, you do,” Max retorted. “Admit it!”

“Well, yeah, I do. . .” The boys held each other and talked for quite a while about their lives under the control of Fran and Bunny, separately and together. Their new bonding, which would be quite firm when Max left, was beginning. A bonding of love was growing, too.

Downstairs, the discussion continued. “There are going to be some changes with those two,” Fran told David. For the moment she said no more and David knew better than to press the issue.

Bunny was expected around five. Shortly before then Fran went upstairs and knocked softly on Charlie’s door. “Come on in,” he said. She found the boys together on the bed.

“Your mother will be here soon, so you should get ready,” she told Max.

“Yes, ma’am.”

From the look of things, Fran was quite sure that the spanking had created some sexual excitement, as spankings can do. She was right.

As the boys had lain together they both, inevitably, got hard. “I want to fuck you so bad,” Max said. Now that the pain had worn off a bit, the spanking was exciting him.

“Getting bossy again,” Charlie said with a chuckle.

“You didn’t say no,” Max shot back.

“That’s right.”

Quickly Charlie was on his back. Max pulled his legs up, applied lube to Charlie’s hole, then to his own cock. Entry was easy now that both were used to it. Once he was in Max’s excitement got the best of him and he shot sooner than he wanted. Neither complained though. Before he pulled out he grabbed Charlie’s erection and there was another quickly achieved orgasm. Now soft Max slipped out and the spent boys fell asleep, though not for long.

They woke up, cleaned up, and spent the time talking quietly until Fran appeared to say that Max should get ready for his mother’s arrival. A few minutes later they heard the doorbell. Bunny came in and the boys could hear the adults chatting in the living room. Max gathered up his things and went downstairs, still naked, unsure if he would be allowed to dress for the ride home. Often, nowadays, he and his brothers were naked in the car.

“Hi Mom,” he greeted Bunny.

“Have a good weekend?”

“It was great,” he replied honestly. The paddling had been, in fact, great, as had the sex afterwards. Bunny could see something different in her son, the result of his new complete submission to Fran.

After some more chat, Bunny said “let’s go” without any instruction to dress. The few steps to the car were always the worst. There were neighbors who, unknown to the naked boys, had seen some of those walks to cars. Mostly seen Max and Charlie, but Gerry and Timmy, too.

Before Max and Bunny left, Fran said “there are going to be some changes.”

“Yes, there are,” Bunny replied. Nothing more was said. David knew better than to ask. Later the boys would Skype and wonder what was meant.

“Our moms agree,” Max said. He’d come to see Fran as Charlie’s mother. Charlie never felt the need to correct that.

“Yeah. Is it just us or your brothers, too?”

“Who knows. They’ve been thick as thieves with Vic’s mom, too. I’ve wondered if something was up.”

“Well, they still want to get Vic to the pool, so some kind of plotting has gone on. I guess we’ll just have to wait and see. Do you think your mom will give me the kind of spanking that Fran gave us?”

“No way to know, I guess. I sure would like to see Vic get spanked like that, though.” That brought on knowing laughter.

Not only would Vic make an appearance at the pool but Gerry managed to get Patrick there, too. That was an awkward day for him and he received no sympathy from Gerry, his brothers, and Charlie. It did him good. There was general wondering if Bunny would spank him sometime.

A new regime began. Any boys visiting Fran and Bunny’s houses was expected to show total obedience. Eventually Vic did visit Charlie but so far gave Fran no reason to spank him at all. However, Bunny, with the approval of Vic’s mother, did give him a spanking like he’d never had before. There were two results. One that for a while Vic was nervous about being at Gerry’s. The other was that he now was completely submissive to Bunny. He never really liked it but knew that if he wanted to continue the friendship he had to accept it. Completely.

For Charlie and Max something new was about to come into their lives.


Chapter 15

As they got to know more mothers involved in both Woman and Girl Power, Fran and Bunny became curious about girls taking charge of their boys, despite their initial reluctance. However, this meant bringing in girls who were not part of their families. After Fran tamed both Charlie and Max, the decision was made to give it a test. The boys were now accepting all decisions, without questions. Bunny didn’t want three outsiders coming into the house all at once, so she and Fran thought it logical to start with just Max as he was Charlie’s friend. The boys could learn together. Fran and Bunny could assess things after an initial tryout. After more discussion with other mothers, a plan is made and put into action.

Most days lunchtime at school saw Max and Charlie with a group around a table, usually including Luke and Artie, enjoying themselves and each other. Through his mother’s connections Max knew about some of the boys under Woman Power at home. Charlie had become aware of some but not as many. Over time, with subtle glances when those boys were around, he let Charlie figure out who some of them were.

Fran and Bunny freely spanked both boys as they saw fit. The boys were fully tamed by Fran but that did not preclude spankings. Bunny made it clear that she knew how it was for the boys with Fran and that she expected the same complete acceptance of her authority.

Often the women also purposely made it difficult for the boys to have time for sex outside of their specified masturbation times. This was all part of the control. Weekends when the boys were together at one of their houses it was quite likely that both would be wearing a chastity cage. This way Fran or Bunny had greater control over just when the boys could ejaculate. This reinforced the power dynamic. Fran had taken up the “cum inside someone” rule but often both women were limiting those possibilities. The boys weren’t happy about it but knew they had to submit.

Fran was making sure her authority over Charlie remained complete, with maintenance spankings being fairly regular. Charlie found that he flourished under this new regime. Fran shared with Bunny her maintenance philosophy. Since Max and Charlie spent almost every weekend together, Fran often gave both boys their maintenance. Given that Bunny had three sons, she appreciated Fran taking care of Max’s maintenance spankings. She knew Fran would give Max just what he needed. As for the boys, sharing these spankings added a dimension to their friendship that became important to them. Charlie’s spankings were not limited to maintenance, however. He was punished when necessary. Fran greatly enjoyed having her stepson naked over her lap. Her husband there, too. Bunny, of course, never hesitated to give punishment spankings.

One day at school it was just Charlie and Max having lunch together. Two girls their age who they knew casually, Alison and Jane, came up and sat at the table, across from the boys.

“What’s up?” Max asked somewhat warily.

“Some things we need to talk about with you,” said Alison. “Our mothers know your mothers and some of the other Woman Power mothers.” Both boys paled a bit at this information with Charlie shifting in his seat in some discomfort at what he feared would come next. Did these girls think they could impose Girl Power on them?

Alison went on. “I’m sure you know about Girl Power.” The boys nodded. “Unfortunately for you there are no girls in your families, just your mothers. This lack of girls needs to be remedied and your mothers have selected us to do that.”

“What do you mean?” Charlie asked, even though he had a pretty good idea.

“Need you ask?” Alison responded, somewhat condescendingly. “Your mothers want to give Girl Power a try and invited us share some of their responsibility for you. This means your three times a day.” She didn’t need to specify what those three times were. Now the boys blushed. “It’s much better for boys to have a girl taking care of that.”

Now Jane spoke up. “Our mothers have talked to your stepmothers and they all agree that this needs to be tried,” Jane reiterated, not that it was needed by now. “We’ll start this weekend, to see how it goes. We’ll each have you for a day, switching boys on Sunday. Then we’ll decide which of us takes which of you. We’re sure your mothers will be happy with the results.”

There was an uncomfortable silence. After a bit Max asked “don’t we have a say in this?” The girls laughed.

“Of course not,” said Alison. “That’s what Girl Power is about. The girls are in charge. You have to submit and be properly obedient to us. Girl Power will teach you a new dimension in how to properly respect Girls and Women. By the way, Max, we have someone to recommend to your mother for Gerry.” She gave an evil smile.

More silence. The boys had a lot to take in.

Breaking the silence, Jane said “We’ll see you Saturday morning. Be ready,” said quite firmly. With that, the girls stood and departed.

“Shit, I don’t like this,” Max said when they were alone again.

“Me neither. They’re going to wank us. I’ve never had a girl touch me that way.” Girls had never even seen them naked, let alone handled their erections.

“Yeah. It sounds humiliating. I thought Fran and your mom didn’t want to give up their control. I wonder what changed their minds?”

“They’ve been talking to a lot of other mothers. I guess they convinced them to try. I wish they hadn’t changed their minds.”

Unhappy with it or not, they knew there was nothing for it but to wait for Saturday to arrive. “I wonder if we can have it together. You could stay over Friday night,” Max said, hopeful that they could make this work and not to be alone with whichever girl chose them.

Fran and Bunny were fine with Charlie staying at Max’s. Bunny assured Fran that it would be very good for the boys to experience this together as a start. All the mothers Fran spoke to about it agreed. “The boys don’t think so, but it will be more humiliating for them to have to witness the other’s submission to a girl. A good way to start them off,” one mother assured Fran and Bunny.

Charlie had been sent off to school Friday morning by Fran with a stern warning to give the girls complete compliance. Alison had reported that Charlie questioned whether the boys had a say in this experiment. Fran knew that Charlie knew better than that and was very displeased. As he went out the door she told him he’d be getting the hairbrush Sunday night. And the paddle, too, if she had any bad reports from the girls. That afternoon he went home from school with Max. He had the few things he needed in his backpack, including his hairbrush and cage.

Bunny greeted them then said “get upstairs and out of those clothes. You can take care of things now but you won’t do it at bedtime. You need to be ready for the Girls in the morning.” The boys eagerly went upstairs to get naked together.

“I don’t care if Mom hears, I’m stroking you off before those Girls get their hands on you.” Charlie didn’t object, sitting down on the floor and spreading his naked legs. He felt the same way about doing Max. Max knelt down before him, his naked buttocks resting on his bare heels, and went to it with passion. The boys did nothing to stifle their groans and shouts upon reaching orgasm. Bunny heard it all, as she hoped she would. She gave the boys a few minutes to clean up, then went upstairs to knock on Max’s door. He called her in.

“You will wear your cages until the girls arrive in the morning. That will cure any temptations. I’m sure you don’t want red and sore bottoms your first time with the Girls. Charlie, get your cage out of your backpack.” As Charlie got out his cage and key, Bunny went to Max’s bureau where she opened the drawer with his cage. She took it out and deftly put it on him. “Charlie, your turn,” she said when Max was secured. Charlie handed his over. She had no trouble getting it placed. The boys would be in chastity for the next few hours. Max’s brothers and his father all would see and they knew full well what was in store for Max and Charlie. More humiliation.

“You’re free to do whatever you please until dinner.” With that she left.

“Y’know,” said Charlie, “it seems that Gerry isn’t getting this treatment. I’d have thought your mom would want someone for him, too.”

“I don’t know. For some reason she thinks a good start is with you and me, without Gerry. If she feels we’re a success I’m sure Gerry will get his own girl, and likely a more domineering one than we have. He needs it.” The boys chuckled over that. Gerry did have a tendency to waywardness that Max did not.

“Alison said they had someone in mind for him.”

“That may have been a bluff. Who can tell with those girls.” After a moment’s thought he said “I wonder if she’ll get to do the ball squeeze on him or if that’s just for mom.”

“The threat will be enough, I’d say.”

“True. But I think Mom wants that for herself.”

Things proved to be interesting at dinner. Gerry’s discomfort at knowing what was happening to Max and Charlie in the morning was obvious. His fear, of course, was that he was next. He couldn’t imagine that his mother would not be happy with the weekend’s results. He also didn’t like seeing the two in chastity, either. He hated the chastity and Mom was expert at using chastity as a punishment. She also used it simply to reinforce her authority or, as she put it, “keep you calm.” Max and Charlie did their best not to add to Gerry’s discomfort and kept the conversation away from girls and Girl Power.

Those efforts were shattered when Timmy suddenly announced “my buddy Peter’s family has naked at home, like us.”

“That’s as it should be,” Bunny said with a smile. Looks passed among the three boys. This domestic arrangement was seeming more prevalent than they knew.

“Isn’t his brother Ethan?” Max asked, slowly. He knew Ethan slightly from school. He’d also noticed that there seemed to be something about Ethan that was a bit different. A new attitude. Was a girl in charge of him?

“Yeah, I guess.” Timmy didn’t show much interest beyond that.

“Do you know him?” Gerald asked his other sons.

“Kinda,” said Gerry. “We don’t have any classes together, so I don’t see him much.”

“Same,” said Max. Charlie nodded that for him it was the same.

“Sounds like I need to talk to his mother,” Bunny said. Four boys were not happy about that!

Dinner done, all four were put to work doing dishes and putting the kitchen back in order. Each received a quick swat to his bottom from Bunny as the work began. The message was clear. As they worked they could hear the murmur of Bunny and Gerald talking. They felt sure they knew about what.

Having finished the chore, they moved to the den. At the door Gerry asked “anything on TV tonight?”

“Not really, but c’mon in,” Gerald said. Gerry sat in his usual place. Timmy trotted right over to the couch to sit with his dad. Gerald gestured to Charlie to sit on his other side. Charlie had done this enough times now that he was happy to comply. Charlie settled in, then Max got on the couch and again it was a tight group. Charlie loved it, skin against skin as always, in felt warm and cozy. Gerald put an arm around both boys next to him. Charlie found himself naturally snuggling up against him. It felt good. And he had Max up against him on the other side which felt good, too. his friend brushed the sole of his bare feet with his big toe, which he found pretty sensual. This time he started to get hard but the cage stopped that. Gerry and Timmy got hard a few times, and even touched themselves a bit, casually baring their shining purple glans, making Max and Charlie more frustrated at being caged. Even Gerald got bigger at one point. It was good to cuddle, even caged, and Charlie relaxed into it, quite content to have Gerald pull him closer.

Bunny had announced an early bedtime for all the males in her house, her husband included. When the time came she took the remote, turned off the television, and announced “all of you get upstairs and into bed.” She did allow Gerald to hug all four boys before they left the living room. Charlie thought his hug was warmer, tighter, and longer than previous times. He did not object.

It did not take long to get ready for bed. When they were settled Bunny came in to check on them. “For an occasion like tomorrow a bedtime spanking really would be good for you but I think it only would be undue stimulation. You need to be fully focused on the girls and what they are doing for you.”

“Yes, Mom,” and “Yes, Ma’am,” from the bed.

When Bunny had left the boys talked quietly. “Man, it’s torture when I start to get hard, wearing this thing. Seeing Gerry and Timmy get hard got me started,” Charlie admitted.

“Yeah, me, too. But c’mon, we’ve had to wear them enough times that you should be used to it by now.”

“I am but somehow tonight was different. I guess it’s knowing about the weekend.” More quietly he said “your dad was getting hard, too.”

Max chuckled. “You know by now that he does around us. You’ve seen it enough times. You must be worried about tomorrow.”

“Oh, like you’re not?” There was a long silence.

“Yeah, I am,” Max admitted. “It’s all so new. We’ve never had girls touch us. I guess I don’t mind being proper and polite around girls but giving them the same power that Mom and Fran have feels weird. And I don’t like the idea of them touching me.”

“I know.” The boys rolled into each other and hugged.

“Too bad that I can’t fuck you tonight.” Max said.

Charlie brushed his friend’s nipple with his thumb, and then his tongue.

“Oh, why are you torturing me?” Max laughed.

“You deserve it.”

Given that it was an early bedtime, it took a while for them to fall asleep but the conversations were over. They had no problem sleeping into the morning and were startled when Bunny woke them at eight. Startled and quite uncomfortable about seeing Alison and Jane behind her.

“Wake up, boys. Time for a new beginning,” Bunny said as she pulled back the covers. For the first time in their lives the boys were exposed to girls their age. Up until right now the only females to see them naked were their stepmothers, and that quite often. Bunny had the keys to the cages in her hand. “You two use the bathroom and get right back.” The boys went to the bathroom, relieved themselves, and returned quickly.

Fran indicated that they should get back into bed, then turned to the girls. “I’ll free them and then they’re all yours.” Quickly she unlocked and removed the cages. She did nothing to stimulate the boys, but their cocks’ freedom had them instantly hard, much to their embarrassment. The girls were seeing them naked and now hard. The boys felt humiliated.

“There you go,” Bunny said and left. She enjoyed washing the cages after they were removed, knowing what was happening in Max’s bedroom.

Alison sat on the bed next to Charlie, Jane sat next to Max. “You boys have deprived us of some of our fun already. We should be the ones to get you hard,” Alison said. The boys blushed again. Oddly, her saying that made them feel harder. “You’ll learn,” she added. “Spankings will help.” The girls laughed, only making things worse for the boys.

Laughter over, Jane, looking at the boys, asked “what should we do with two such naughty boys?” The boys had no idea what to say. Fortunately it seemed that an answer was not expected.

“Well, they’re here to perform for us, under our guidance, of course.” said Alison. “We don’t want things to go too fast, though, do we?” again addressed to the boys who said nothing.

“They do need to be punished. Disappointing us by not letting us get them hard on our first visit,” Jane replied after a moment. She and Alison hardly seemed disappointed. Quite delighted, it appeared. They kept the boys in suspense, terrified that they’d be spanked by girls their own age. They didn’t know that was for another day. After a while the Girls gently took them in hand. The girls had no trouble teasing and torturing the erect, and often throbbing, penises under their control. They could excite and stimulate but did not stroke in a way that made either boy move toward orgasm.

After a few minutes of this both boys were moaning in erotic pain. Downstairs Bunny was smiling at what she heard. Things seemed to be off to a good start.

`“You have some lessons to learn, don’t you?” Alison asked. The boys nodded.

“Who do you respect and obey?” asked Jane.

“You,” they answered, their voices squeaking.

“Not just us,” Jane responded.

“Um. . . all the girls,” Charlie managed to get out.

“That’s right. Respectful and always obedient to us and the other girls. When we take charge of you, we’ll watch your behavior closely. There are many ways to punish boys like you and get them under control. Even at school. I’m sure your mothers have made a good start but it’s not the same.” They seemed sure that they would be taking charge on a permanent basis.

“Yes,” Max mumbled.

“Yes, what?” Alison demanded.

“Yes, Ma’am,” meekly from both.

“Good. We’re making a good start,” Alison told Jane.

“Yes, but much work to do.” With that they returned their attention to the erections. “Looks like Charlie is uncut. My brother was. That made for some fun things.”

“Oh, I know,” said Alison as she toyed with Charlie’s foreskin. “But there’s plenty of fun to be hand with cock like Max’s.” They teased some more, now making the boys mad to cum, but getting nowhere near allowing that. The groans and sighs seemed to fill the house. Gerry didn’t dare come out of his room. Timmy already was downstairs watching cartoons. Gerald was not to leave the master bedroom until the girls were fully done with the boys.

“Wait, we need to know them better.” Jane said.

Alison looked a bit puzzled, slowly stroking the penis before her. “Like what?”

“Like knowing their taste.”

Alison smiled, and moved her hair behind with a hand. She went down, and Charlie could feel her breath against his very naked penis. Then Alison stuck out her tongue and licked his pee slit, only that, with the tip.

“So?” Jane asked.

“It tastes good… I don’t know, it’s clean, but it doesn’t taste like soap, that would have earned them both a spanking. It taste salty, like a good snack.”

Jane tasted the dick before her in turn. “You’re right. It’s not bad at all.” She dared to move her tongue around Max’s cock head, and that nearly had him reward her with liters of spurting, juicy cum.

Finally the girls relented and stroked the boys towards climax, looking in their eyes with a sly smile. As they so often did, Charlie and Max came almost simultaneously. Both let out a great shout, arched their backs, and shot up to their shoulders. It surely was a lot of sperm. Alison and Jane were so impressed that they said nothing. There was quiet, other than the boys panting from their orgasms.

After some silence Jane said “that was amazing! Do you always cum at the same time?”

“Yeah,” panted Max, still not calmed down.

“What?” Alison asked in a firm tone demanding obedience.

“Yes, ma’am.”

“Good boy.”

When the boys were breathing normally the girls did the cleanup. Jane took some time to look around the room. “Aren’t you supposed to have a hairbrush, Max?”

“Yes, I do. It’s in the drawer.” Jane reached for one of the bureau drawers. “Not that. . .!” His reaction was too late. It was the drawer with the butt plugs and vibrator. “Well, well, what have we here?” She pulled out a plug.

“Leave those alone!” warned Alison. “We have permission to use the brush but the toys are off limits. For now, at least. We’ll get punished if the adults find out we used them.” Charlie and Max looked at each other – this was an interesting revelation.

With a sigh Jane put the plug back, shut that drawer and opened the appropriate one. She took out the brush. “Mm, this looks most excellent.” She looked at the inscription. “Marshall? Now we know one of your secrets.” Max, in fact, didn’t care if that bit of information got out. He wasn’t embarrassed by his name.

“And did you bring yours, Charlie?” asked Alison.

“Yes. It’s in my backpack.” Alison found his backpack and pulled out the brush. “This is a fine one, too. Charles. Such nice inscriptions on their brushes. More boys should have their names on a brush or paddle.”

“Or both!” added Jane. The girls laughed at that. “I hope we get to use these soon.” Neither boy liked the sound of that but there would be no choice.

The intensity of their orgasms had the boys quite soft now. “We have things we need to do but we’ll be back at five. In the meantime you need your cages again.” Bunny had left them, now clean, outside the door. Quickly the cages were restored. It seemed that the girls had experience with cages, too.

“You behave or we’ll use those hairbrushes tonight,” Jane said as they left. Charlie shuddered slightly at hearing that. He was getting the hairbrush tomorrow when he got home.

For the moment the boys felt exhausted from their ordeal and stayed on the bed for a while. They could hear the doors of both the master bedroom and Gerry’s bedroom opening. Gerald would have to walk by. He stopped and looked in but said nothing. His seeing them was bad enough both boys thought.

Before long they could smell breakfast cooking and they realized they were quite hungry after their orgasms. “I guess we should go down,” Max said. Charlie agreed. Neither was happy about facing the family but it had to be done. Downstairs Gerald seemed normal, Timmy showed no sign of being aware that anything different happened that morning, but Gerry looked very uncomfortable. He kept stealing glances at his brother. For the moment Max was avoiding looking at Gerry.

So far Bunny was not saying anything about the Girls’ visit. Her silence was painful for Max and Charlie but any comments would be just as bad. A no-win situation.

Charlie helped Max with his Saturday chores. Staying together helped ease their discomfort from the Girls’ visit. Their moods were such that doing homework seemed the best way to spend the afternoon. Around quarter to five they heard the girls arriving and Bunny greeting them. Both sighed as they looked at each other.

The girls appeared at the door. “Have you been good boys today?” Alison asked with a condescending tone.

“Yes, ma’am,” both boys answered.

“I’d say we’re off to a good start,” Jane said. “They’ve already learned how to answer a girl properly.”

“Hand over your keys,” Alison told them. Dutifully the boys obeyed. This time they were only slightly chubbed but their erections were immediate when the girls took them in hand. “Oh dear, we’ll need to work on this. You can’t be getting hard so fast. You need to let us have fun getting you hard.”

“Yes, ma’am,” the boys mumbled. Already the stimulation felt intense to them. The girls were very experienced and gave the boys a different ride from what they’d done in the morning, switching hands, caressing balls, stimulating nipples, and glans, and slapping their buttocks. Yells were heard throughout the house as, yet again, there was a nearly simultaneous pair of orgasms. For the girls, this was fun.

Downstairs Bunny was pleased to hear the orgasms again. In the master bedroom, Gerald heard and was proud of his son. Gerry was in his room and felt quite uncomfortable hearing it. Knowing what was happening was keeping him from getting hard. This meant no afternoon masturbation. Timmy heard, too. He liked the idea of having a girl stroking him and was feeling some envy.

After cleaning up the boys, Alison and Jane went downstairs to see Bunny. Fran arrived a few minutes later and there was a “summit conference” about the day’s events. The girls were enthusiastic and there was no question but that the experiment should continue on Sunday.

“You should have them tomorrow,” Bunny said to Fran, who liked the idea very much. “I’ll get them over to you after dinner.” That settled, Fran, Alison, and Jane went their ways.

At dinner Bunny told the boys that they’d be at Charlie’s that night. “The girls will meet you there at the usual time tomorrow.” The move to Charlie’s meant a naked ride in the car. There was little chance of being seen which made that unpleasant thing easier to take. At Charlie’s they were sent upstairs right away with instructions that they were to stay in Charlie’s room for the rest of the night.

There was nothing for it but to wait. Half-hearted computer games passed the time until Fran came up and announced bedtime.

“Your mother didn’t think it was a good idea before the first visit, Max, but now that you’ve had your first day with the Girls, a bedtime spanking is in order.” She settled herself in the chair and beckoned Max. His spanking was dispatched efficiently and had that weird effect of actually feeling good.

When she had Charlie over her lap the spanking was a bit harder, much as Bunny had done with Max when the boys had bedtime spankings together. These moments with Fran had come to be comforting, in an odd way, for Charlie. The sting felt good when it was over. As always, the spankings worked and quickly the boys were asleep, holding each other.

Tomorrow would be another day.


Chapter 16

Just as Bunny had, Fran woke up the boys right at eight by pulling back their covers. The girls were with her. She had let the boys sleep without their cages on which meant that the girls were greeted by morning wood on both boys. They smiled at the sight but teasingly expressed disappointment that once again they were denied the pleasure of getting the boys hard.

“We need to work on that,” said Jane, now sitting next to Charlie. Alison, who had Max today, agreed. Fran also agreed as she left the room.

“Do we need to start them with a spanking?” Alison added as the girls toyed lightly with the two erections.

“Oh, I think we save that for later.” The girls giggled then settled into their tasks. As they had yesterday morning, they teased unmercifully, each enjoying the reactions of a different boy under her hands. The moaning of erotic agony was heard throughout the house. Fran was delighted, David both pleased and a bit embarrassed. He knew what the boys were going through. Alison was thrilled at having the boys so at their mercy.

Today, as the girls teased, the boys were getting what is known as “blue balls” which was a new sensation for them. It hurt! The quality of their moaning changed, showing signs of real agony, not one of eroticism.

Now came the same questions as yesterday.

“Who do you respect and obey?” demanded Jane.

“You. . .” said Charlie.

“. . .and all the girls,” Max finished.

“Mm, good boys,” said Alison condescendingly.

“Yes, but boys who still need to be spanked.” The girls let that hang in the air.

Alison indicated by a look that it was time to bring the boys to climax. Jane was having fun with Charlie’s foreskin and was reluctant to stop but did agree.

“Yes, but let them come on each other, this time.”

“You heard Jane, boys. Stand up, one in front of the other.”

The boys, albeit reluctantly, obeyed.

“Hands on each other shoulders”, Alison said. “Get closer. Good, like this.”

They were breathing hard. That was probably the most erotic situation in which they had ever been into.

Again, the girls were delighted when the boys shot almost simultaneously, this time on each other’s abdomens, drops of warm sperm that soon streaked down to their shaved pubes.

“That’s very impressive,” said Alison. “I wonder how that will work at a game of Rounds.”

“Oh, it could be quite a bit of fun.” No explanation of what they meant by that. To the boys it didn’t sound good, whatever the story might be.

“Hug close, now. Share your sperm and spread it well on your belly and dick. Oh, that is so sweet.”

The orgasms had been loud and long. When the shocks were over, the boys were limp from exhaustion. The girls did a cleanup and left, closing the door behind them. Downstairs they met with Fran.

“We’re off to a good start,” Alison said, much as yesterday when they joined Fran in the kitchen. She had coffee ready for them.

“They’ve been well tamed already,” Jane said. The girls knew what Fran and Bunny had done with both boys. Fran had tamed them to her own satisfaction which would make things easier for the girls but not deny them the fun of putting the boys through new paces.

“They need to be spanked before we finish this weekend, however. Have they been spanked by anyone other than you and Bunny?”

“No.”

“Do we have your permission to spank them when we come back?”

“Of course. You know best.” Fran then told them that she had promised Charlie a hairbrush spanking for his questioning the girls as to who had input in the decision for the girls to take them in hand, as it were. “I’ll let you take care of that. It will do him good and two spankings tonight really would be too much.”

“There’s something else we want to discuss,” Alison added. “Do you know about Rounds?”

“It has been mentioned by some of the other mothers,” Fran told them, “though I haven’t heard much of the details.”

Alison and Jane took turns explaining the game, along with filling her in on some of the boys, and their girls, who were regular participants. Fran was fascinated. She knew a couple of the mothers, too.

“I’m sorry I can’t be part of it,” she said when the girls were done. All three laughed.

“Maybe you can start it up for adults,” Jane said with an evil grin.

“We think that after next weekend they should be ready to attend a game,” Alison added. “There is one almost every weekend.” She told about Nicole who hosted the games. Fran had met Nicole’s mother at some Woman Power events and felt she could trust the girl.

“It sounds like a good idea to me. You’d better discuss it with Bunny first, however. Anyway, girls, mind you. Only boys and girls above eighteen can participate.”

“Of course,” said Jane. With that the girls took their leave.

Fran let the boys be uncaged for the day. Both nude, Max helped Charlie with his chores, then they kept to themselves busy through the afternoon. At four-thirty they were in Charlie’s room when they heard the girls arriving for the afternoon session.

“This is going to be the spanking,” Charlie said.

“Yeah. I hate that we’re getting spanked by girls.”

“Not much we can do.”

“Yeah.” There was nothing more to do than to wait.

After a brief chat with Fran, the girls came upstairs. The thought of spankings prevented the boys from getting hard, a sight that was met with pleasure by the girls. The boys stood when the girls entered. Jane took Charlie and Alison took Max by the wrist, all four standing. The girls reached down and started working on the flaccid cocks. Being nervous, the boys were slow to get hard but the girls enjoyed the work. When the boys were fully hard, the girls sat on either side of the bed, pulling their respective boy with them by his erection.

When each girl was seated she took her boy by the wrist again and pulled him over their respective laps. The boys had no problem being guided into the familiar position over a female’s lap.

Charlie had handed over his hairbrush first. Alison did start with a hand spanking. She wanted to get a feel for Charlie’s butt. It didn’t last long.

SMACK SMACK, SMACK SMACK echoed back and forth from the two sides of the bed. The spankings weren’t hard, but for each boy being naked over a girl’s lap with his erection between her legs, getting spanked, was truly humiliating. The hairbrush spanking was not as hard as one from Fran, but Charlie knew he’d be sore all night.

The spankings lasted long enough to raise a good sting and, more important to the spankers, take away the erections. Spankings done, the boys were let up, with instructions to lie down on the bed. For the second time that afternoon, the girls had the pleasure of getting the boys hard. Somehow the actuality of the spankings had the boys excited and they responded nicely and more quickly, even through the pain.

Once again the girls teased and tortured. Their butts hurt, their cocks now ached. For the first time that weekend the boys started to beg for release. Alison and Jane loved this.

“Should we let them cum?” Alison asked Jane after the boys had begged for a minute or two.

“Do they deserve it?”

“Well, they did take good spankings.”

“Fine. Let’s go.” However, they didn’t change the strokes immediately, rather they made the boys beg a bit more. Then it was quick work to bring on twin explosions, accompanied by long, groaning shouts from each boy. Orgasms over, they were gasping on the bed. For the first time that weekend, the girls continued to milk, bringing on a series of aftershocks.

“Who do you obey?” Alison asked as the boys gasped.

“You. All the girls!” they replied, close to unison.

“Good boys.” The boys calmer, the girls did the cleanup. “I know two boys who will be hungry for dinner,” Alison said, collecting a last drop of Charlie’s semen on her forefinger. He offered it to Max, who knew what he had to do. He sucked her finger, cleaning it of Max’s semen.

“Hehe, yes,” Jane replied, and did the same with Max.

“See you in school tomorrow,” Alison said as they left. Both boys groaned as they took in the reality of that. This could be truly humiliating. They hoped the girls would be discreet. They didn’t know yet that Girl Power was a closed world. It was not disclosed to those who weren’t part of it. The truth was only ever revealed to other participants. Even so, word of Girl Power got around and there was no lack of new participants over the years. In this town, the fact was that far more were involved than not. It had become a tradition over a few generations. Slowly the boys would find out how many of their schoolmates had a sister or other girl in charge of them.

Two weekends of the girls taking care of the boys Jane and Alison confirmed that the boys were ready for a game of Rounds. Getting an invitation was no problem.

“We have quite a group today,” Nicole said to Amy who arrived with her brother Jonathan.

“So I hear,” Amy replied with a smile. “Jonathan, get those clothes off and join Frank.” Jonathan didn’t need the instruction but always waited to hear it before getting undressed. Once naked, he joined Frank on the other side of the room. This was traditional wait for others to arrive and the game to begin.

“Amy told me to expect some new faces today,” Jonathan said.

“Yeah, apparently so. Nicole always makes all the arrangements and invitations.” Jonathan knew that full well. “But she never tells me who is coming.”

“Haha,” said Jonathan with slight sarcasm. “We’ll all be cumming.” They stifled a laugh. It could be hard to know what would get them in trouble at a Rounds session. The girls did enjoy getting an opportunity to spank the boys.

“True,” replied Frank when they had settled down. “At least we could talk at school. I wonder if Ethan’s brother is going to come one of these days. We haven’t had any brothers in a while.”

“Yeah. Always fun to see how brothers deal with it.”

The doorbell rang and in a moment they saw Nicole usher in Melinda and Danny. “Is he still shaved?” Frank asked Jonathan.

“We’ll know in a moment.”

Danny was expected to undress without being told to do so. Otherwise he’d be spanked in front of everyone. So, he quickly was out of clothes and, indeed, still shaved smooth. Even soft he was impressive which was heightened by the lack of pubic hair. When hard he inevitably was the cause of some envy amongst the other boys. He also annoyingly usually lasted the longest. The youngest shouldn’t outshine the older boys, at least in the minds of those older boys.

“Hi guys,” Danny said nervously. He was not entirely at ease with the others.

Another ring of the bell and now Nicole was bringing in the two new pairs, Alison and Jane with Max and Charlie.

“Shit,” said Frank, “look who it is!” It was hard to know what was more surprising – that Charlie and Max were under girl power or who the girls were. Alison and Jane had built up a reputation in the Girl Power circles, with both other girls and boys, after their years of handling their own brothers.

“I knew they were buddies, but had no idea they’d gotten girls. I’m guessing that’s new,” said Jonathan as the trio watched the two new arrivals undress. He and Frank had seen Max and Charlie naked after gym but never for long so today would be a chance to really size them up. It wasn’t until they were naked and about to cross the room that Charlie and Max realized who was there already. Both had looks of surprise as they joined the others.

“You never know who you’ll see here,” Frank said. “You know Jonathan but I don’t think you’ve met Danny.” Introductions were made. A glance passed between Max and Charlie when they met Danny, as much a reaction to his being shaved as to his endowment. They knew that word of the smooth body would get back to Fran and Bunny.

“Don’t you have a brother named Timmy?” Danny asked Max. “I remember him from school.”

“Yup and he’ll be joining you in the Fall,” Max replied.

“Cool!”

Now Emily, Joanie, and Anna arrived with Ned, Nick, and Ethan.

“Whoa! Ethan!” Max said quietly to Charlie.

“I guess you never know who will be under Girl Power or show up at one of these,” Frank said in reply to Max’s comment. It was proving that the circle was wider than they imagined. All three new arrivals showed surprise at seeing Max and Charlie.

“They let anyone come to these,” Nick joshed when he, Ned, and Ethan joined the others. Nick could still be brash, even being under his sister’s control.

“Very funny,” Max shot back. It was all taken in the right spirit. Something felt good about having the truth about some other guys out in the open.

Three girls without boys appeared. “Our little gathering is complete,” Nicole said.

“Well behaved boys,” observed Amy. “Though it’s disappointing not to have to spank one of the newbies for unauthorized hardons.”

“True,” added Nicole. “The experienced boys know better but I expect there will be a slip up one of these days.” Grins all around among the girls who now moved across to the waiting naked boys. Nicole introduced Max and Charlie to all the girls, some of whom they knew already. It felt a bit awkward being totally naked in front of more girls they knew from school. The three unattached girls were Beth, Betty, and Didi. Max and Charlie knew who their brothers were. All three had graduated high school. The thought of them under the control of younger sisters didn’t help Max and Charlie feel any more comfortable being suddenly revealed to the various girls.

“I guess you heard about the hardon rule,” Nicole continued after introductions. “It’s more fun for us if the newbies don’t know about it and get hard without permission. Always fun to start off the game with a spanking or two, but not today it seems. Now, we need to get these boys lined up by height. Danny, you’re still at this end, Jonathan, you’re still at the other.”

There was some shuffling about as places were taken.

“My, my, my,” said Amy in her usual condescending way, “isn’t this a nice collection of teen meat.” All the boys blushed. The experienced ones knew that in this game they really were no more than meat, at least as far as their cocks and balls were concerned.

Nicole went over the rules for the benefit of Max and Charlie. That done, the three unattached girls got to pick one of the newbies and get them hard, promising the odd one out would get Danny. With a laugh Didi said “I’m fine with Danny.”

“Figures,” said Beth. General laughter now at Didi’s choice. “Any preference?” she asked Betty.

“If it’s ok with you, I’d like to go with the uncut.”

“Just fine. I like the looks of this one anyhow,” Beth said as she went over to Max.

“No one can get their brother or regular boy hard,” Nicole said. “You’ll all get a chance to pull on them anyhow, but we do need to make them hard.” She generally stood aside when there were more girls. Amy always made sure that she got a boy. Joanie and Emily wanted to gossip with Nicole so everyone else ended up with a boy. They watched as the others expertly made all eight boys hard. That done, Nicole lined up the girls and called the first round.

Charlie and Max, being new to the game, were a bit nervous. They understood the rules but had no idea how they should react. For the first few rounds they kept a close eye on the other boys. Other than the pleasure of a variety of hands on their erections, these first few rounds were not stimulating. It was clear that it was the same for the others.

“Is this a strict count game today?” asked Anna after a few rounds. The general consensus was that most girls enjoyed bringing a boy over the edge when they could tell he was close. So, no strict counts today. Nonetheless, there were a few more rounds before any early sounds or other signs of boys heading towards climax. Danny often was in the last three and had been last a few times so some of the girls were trying out ways to get him to cum sooner. At the other end Jonathan was showing some sign of nerves. Amy had promised him a long hard spanking if he came first. He was doing his best to control himself.

Fortunately for Jonathan, Nick was feeling particularly stimulated this day. The rounds kept mounting and each girl was getting more time with each hardon. When Amy got around to Nick again she knew that he was getting close. It took only a few strokes. Nick let out with a long groan and shot across the room. Amy was doubly pleased. She had brought on the first ejaculation and Jonathan had not embarrassed her by being the first boy.

Humiliated, Nick went to the corner. “Get that nose in the corner,” Amy ordered when he got there. He looked at Joanie who nodded her approval. More humiliation. Behind him he could hear the unmistakable sounds of boys being steered to climaxing. The circumstances of the game kept those climaxes from being the satisfaction a boy wants and needs. Nick tried to recognize the voices making moans and other noises.

Unusual for him, Ethan let go next. Most games he could be among the last to cum. Joanie was the lucky girl, enjoying his long shudder as he let go. He didn’t shoot for distance but did leave a good-sized puddle on the floor. He was sent to stand with Nick, though not facing the wall.

Nick and Ned tended to set off each other when they were together but today Ned was holding out well. Emily was seeing that and felt proud of her brother. At the moment that Ethan shot, Emily was giving Danny a long series of tugs. When she had to move on she felt sure that the next girl would bring Danny to an early climax. Something to celebrate, regardless of who did it.

Danny had been making the squeaks he always did when being masturbated. When the girl behind Emily took over, he began to squeak more. Suddenly he cried out “no! no! no!” and let go. He prided himself on his ability to hold out. His embarrassment was heightened by the cheers from all the girls. Jonathan wore an unmistakable look of relief as he was lasting longer than usual. Danny dispatched to join the other boys, there soon came essentially a triple explosion of Max, Charlie, and Jonathan. Neither the boys nor their manipulators could tell in what order they had shot. Max had become really excited and shot for some distance. Charlie shuddered as he recovered from his climax. Jonathan had let out a shout and covered the floor at his feet.

“Wow!” one of the girls said.

“That was amazing,” the cynical and controlling Amy said.

Six boys out of the game and in the corner the contest was now between Ned and Frank. Two boys being stroked by eleven girls meant that the number of strokes mounted quickly. Joanie secretly had wanted to bring Frank to climax since her first appearance at Rounds. She’d had that satisfaction once but today wanted to win, too. Alison was working Ned as Joanie worked Frank. If they went too slowly they risked losing the boys’ loads. Realizing that the contest was down to those two, the other girls stepped back to watch. The boys, except for Ned, also watched closely. All was silent until Frank broke the silence with “oh! oh! oh!” followed by a long groan and the biggest load he’d given up in quite a while.

As Joanie finished up Ned, now giving him quick strokes to finally get him off, the other girls cheered both Joanie and Alison. Ned was pent up with taking so long to cum. He yelled and shuddered as he gave up his load. Now there were eight puddles on the floor. It was Ned’s first victory. Emily was proud of her brother.

Ned was given a moment to recover, then Nicole said “you boys know what to do.” Max and Charlie didn’t, though they could guess. First they all had to walk with bare feet on the puddles of cum, mixing them, spreading them. Sure enough, the other boys were getting towels and going to clean up their messes.

“Down on hands and knees,” Ethan whispered to Max and Charlie. Part of the joy of Rounds for the girls was humiliating the boys by having them on their knees, butts high in the hair, balls on display, and often holes, too.

Floor nice and clean, Nicole told the boys “you can go and relax on the couches.” After standing for so long, every boy was glad to take up the offer. Charlie found himself between Max and Ethan, bodies touching from the close quarters. He’d always been attracted to Ethan and having him on one side and Max on the other was exciting him, even after his previous ejaculation.

On the other side of the room the girls were talking. “This was a good session,” Betty said. “Best in a while, I think.” Agreement all around.

“But the downside is that they’re drained for the day. I doubt any of them could take another game,” Emily said. Also agreement all around, to the disappointment of all.

Then Melinda got a glimpse of Charlie’s semi-hardon. “Maybe there’s one who could give it another go,” she said, pointing out Charlie to the other girls. He blushed deeply and any blood moving to his cock receded quickly. Melinda made a mock show of disappointment which got all her friends laughing. On the couches, the boys felt uncomfortable on Charlie’s behalf. They’d not been told to be quiet, so chatted quietly among themselves. Charlie and Max peppered Ethan with questions. He answered as best he could but did defer to Jonathan and Frank as the most experienced.

“Is it always like this?” Max asked.

“If we start early and the girls get us off quickly, there can be a second game. They love that. Let me tell you, we go home really drained. Any of you guys cum a third time on those days?” No one did. No surprise.

About a half hour later Melinda said “I have to get this little guy home.” Danny blushed. He knew the jibes of “little” were because his cock was big.

“OK boys, clothes on,” Nicole said. The boys dressed and joined their respective girls. Amy actually showed some pride in Jonathan. It was known that she preferred her strict dominatrix role with her older brother. He had come to accept it but he was not naturally submissive like Ned and Charlie.

Charlie, Max, Alison, and Jane returned to Charlie’s house. Fran and David were away and the boys had the house to themselves, except for the girls’ visits. As it was the weekend, there were three visits each day.

“We’ll skip bedtime,” Alison said when the boys were settled and naked again. “You don’t have much left in you and we need you ready in the morning.”

“Should we put on the cages?” Jane asked.

“No, not needed. I don’t think either can get hard for a while, so no sex tonight.” The boys were relieved not to be caged. Fran had been more relaxed about letting them go without cages on weekends, particularly when the boys were home alone. But Alison was right. There would be no erections tonight.

“Have a good dinner and don’t stay up late,” Jane said as they left. “I’m sure you’d hate to start your Sunday with spankings.” The girls laughed at that and were out the door.

The boys fell asleep much earlier than usual. It had been an exhausting day. The girls arrived later than usual and were pleasantly surprised that inducing erections and bringing on orgasms wasn’t difficult. Boys are resilient.


Chapter 17

A detailed report on the game of Rounds was given by Alison and Jane to Bunny and Fran. The women were delighted with what they heard. There was discussion of how Alison and Jane would more permanently be blended into the lives of the two boys.

“We can’t be taking you away from your schoolwork or other things in your lives,” Bunny said after some talk.

“Would you be able to drop by before dinner time and at least be doing them once a day?” Fran asked. This seemed a good way to go. Neither of the women wanted to completely cede power to the girls, much as they appreciated what the girls were doing. Both girls felt that was a good compromise.

“We can discuss weekends each week,” Fran continued. “It’s important for those two to have their time together, also.”

“Oh yes,” replied Alison. Now she turned to a topic she was eager to bring up now that the experiment with Max and Charlie had been positive. Gerry. “Have you given any thought to your other boys?” she asked Bunny, knowing full well that Bunny had. Gerry had a reputation at school and from what she’d seen, Gerry would benefit from some Girl Power.

“In fact I have. For Gerry,” Bunny said, knowing full well that she’d been set up, which was fine. She was going to go in that direction soon anyhow. “I’m open to your recommendations.”

“Well, it turns out our friend Amy is losing her older brother Jonathan soon. He’s off on a work study. She keeps Jonathan well in line and I’m sure would do the same for any boy.”

“Well, Gerry often needs a tight rein,” Bunny admitted. The girls glanced at each other. This seemed to be confirming what they’d long suspected. “She might have her hands full.”

Jane chuckled and said “not to worry. She can handle it.”

A plan was made for the coming weekend. Charlie would stay at Max’s so that Alison and Jane could bring Amy and introduce her to Bunny and Gerry. That settled, the adults got more information about Amy, all of which they liked. General discussion of the Girl Power world as it was currently finished up the meeting.

Gerry hadn’t known much about what was going on with Max and Charlie and the game of Rounds. He overheard a few things but no one had filled him in on what was happening. What little he heard made him nervous. Max had not seemed bothered by whatever had gone on or had been done to him. Gerry was sure that something would happen to him soon. He couldn’t believe that his mother would go this route with Max and not with him, too. It seemed weird that she hadn’t already. Knowing that Rounds had been some sort of success had Gerry nervous all week.

Friday night at dinner Gerry got up his nerve and asked “are Alison and Jane coming again this weekend?” Max and Charlie suspected that Gerry was soon to be added into the mix and shifted a bit uncomfortably in their chairs.

Giving Gerry a motherly smile, Bunny said “yes, dear, they are. Not only Alison and Jane. They’re bringing someone just for you. Amy.” Gerry’s face fell. He hated the idea of any girl having control over him and even more, handling his penis. It was one thing for Max to be able to deal with it but this was different. Plus he knew Amy rather well from school. It was highly unlikely that time with her would be just amiable handjobs.

Everyone saw the reaction. Max and Charlie did feel some sympathy. Before Gerry could come up with any response Bunny gave him a look which said that resistance would not be tolerated. For the rest of dinner Gerry pushed his food around, his appetite having gone. He helped with the dishes then disappeared to his room for the night.

After dinner the rest of them went into the den. Bunny had said nothing but the three remaining boys could tell that they should stay with the parents for a while. This meant that Charlie was in one of his favorite positions, squeezed between Max and Gerald. As always Timmy was on Gerald’s other side. And, as usual, Gerald had an arm around each of them. To Charlie it felt like Gerald was being more affectionate than in the past. Whatever it was, Charlie liked it. He and David were comfortable hugging and being close, even nude, but rarely quite so intimate as this. He and Max happily were pushed up against each other and discretely holding hands.

No early bedtimes tonight. Bunny peeked in on Gerry who appeared to be asleep. Given his reaction to hearing about Amy, his cage wouldn’t be necessary this time. She dispatched bedtime spankings to Max, Charlie, and then Timmy. Timmy still yelped a bit at bedtime spankings which always amused Max and Charlie. They had learned to simply enjoy the warm sting. They also knew that Timmy would fall asleep the fastest after a bedtime spanking. A punishment spanking at bedtime was quite a different matter.

In the morning Charlie and Max were awakened by the sound of Bunny and the coming upstairs. All four went directly to Gerry’s room.

Bunny pulled the sheets off her oldest son and said “Gerry, dear, time to wake up and meet the girls.” At first he was a bit groggy but then Gerry realized that he was presenting his morning wood to three girls he went to school with. He started to cover himself, then thought better of it.

“This our friend Amy,” Alison said. “She’s losing her brother soon and needs a new boy to be in charge of. We think the two of you will be perfect together.” Gerry didn’t know what to say. This all was feeling like a sentence of doom.

“We’ll leave you to it,” Jane said after a minute of idle chat. “We have our own boys to take care of.” With that Gerry was left alone with Amy; Alison and Jane going to Max’s room, Bunny downstairs.

Charlie and Max also were presenting morning wood but, while perhaps not yet relaxed about it, certainly had adjusted to it by now.

“Such naughty boys, taking away our fun,” said Jane upon entering. Everyone knew what they meant. “If this continues we’ll need to start with morning spankings, don’t you think?”

“Oh yes. Boys need to know what is expected of them.” The girls started out lightly on the boys. All ears were listening for any possible sounds from Gerry’s room, so both the girls and the boys were not fully focused on the job at hand. Gerry’s room was closest to the bathroom and Timmy had snuck down there. He knew if he was caught that needing the bathroom would not be a good excuse and likely would result in a hard spanking from his mother. He thought it was worth the risk to hear what was happening.

Timmy heard the most, but even that wasn’t all that clear. What he could tell was that Amy was laying down the law with Gerry whose responses sounded whiny. Sibling rivalry made that feel satisfying. He was able to tell when the handjob started. From Gerry’s response, it seemed that pleasure was not Amy’s goal, at least not this time. Timmy scampered back to his room before he got caught.

In Max’s room they could hear even less, though enough filtered through that Gerry’s unhappiness with it all was evident. Despite their task at hand, the girls wanted to hear Gerry’s orgasm which was clear when it happened. It did not sound like a boy’s normal orgasmic excitement. Amy apparently wasted no time asserting herself.

A result of the wait was that Max and Charlie were getting very slow handjobs this morning. It felt good for quite a while, just light fondling. When the girls did turn their full attention on their charges they brought on peak arousal. Quite a bit of noise emerged from Max’s room when the time came, both boys shooting almost simultaneously, which always delighted the girls. Hearing that noise, Timmy moved quickly to his own climax, his squeaks also quite audible. Downstairs Bunny was enjoying what she could hear. Gerald again was confined to the master bedroom with the door closed, but even he heard enough to enjoy what was going on.


Chapter 18

The three mothers, Fran, Bunny, and Carol had decided that Vic needed to join Charlie, Max, and Gerry for a pool day. Somehow, though, it hadn’t happened yet. Bunny took things in hand and said “Saturday will be a family day at the pool. Dads and sons all welcome, but otherwise moms only.” That wouldn’t be a problem as only Carol had daughters who both would be otherwise engaged with friends and likely had no interest in the pool in any case. Deb, the elder, was at college but happened to be home this weekend. Lynn was in charge of Vic’s masturbation but would be happy of a day when his needs were being taken care of in other ways.

At three family dinners that evening the plans were announced in a way that allowed for no objections or discussion.

“Dads naked, too?” Max asked. They’d not met Vic’s father. They’d not seen David naked and now there would be another Dad who was both new and naked, too.

“Silly question,” Bunny replied. “Boys have no need of modesty nor do their fathers.” Gerald smiled. He enjoyed his nudism and was happy to share it with other men. Vic’s dad would be new to him, too, which made it all the more something to anticipate.

At Charlie’s there was a similar discussion. David knew better than to question his being clothed or not. He and Gerald were getting acquainted and there was nothing like being naked to drop a lot of social barriers. He casually knew Vic’s dad, Harry. Both fine looking men who were in good shape. From David’s point of view this had all the indications of an enjoyable day.

Harry had heard about the plan before dinner. He was intrigued. At home he hardly was modest but was not naked as much as David and Gerald. Also, Carol only enforced Nake at Home with Vic, though she’d been thinking about adding Harry to the regime. As for Vic, he said nothing but his discomfort with the idea was clear. The afternoon at Charlie’s had been a start with getting him more comfortable with Charlie and Max. That made for a couple of visits to Max’s, however during one of them he had been spanked well by Bunny. It was deserved. Also, she did want an excuse to spank him. After that Vic went back to keeping his distance. So, a pool day was not particularly enticing.

The arrangements were that Carol, Harry, and Vic would arrive first. Gerald and his three sons would be naked out by the pool. Indeed they were, the boys already in the pool. Carol lagged behind with Bunny as Harry and Vic went out to the pool area. While Harry had no issue with the nudity of Gerald and the boys, the actuality of being dressed and shaking hands with a naked man did feel unusual. It was! Greetings and introductions made, Harry shed his clothes, leaving them where Gerald had shown him to store his things. They redid the handshake, now both naked. That was much better.

“Vic, get undressed and join your friends,” Harry said as Vic showed no sign of undressing. From the pool Max and Charlie called “c’mon in! Strip naked!” Gerry was keeping some distance. Timmy was occupied with some pool toys and not paying much attention yet. Vic knew that if Carol came out and saw him dressed there would be consequences, most likely a spanking in front of everyone, so he quickly shed. With a splash he was in the pool. The men watched, Harry feeling proud of his son, Gerald pleased to see another of the boys in Bunny’s circle.

Gerry greeted the newcomer but it was hardly a warm welcome. That done, he left the pool. His scowl on emerging was not lost on the two dads. Vic settled in with Charlie and Max though it was feeling uncomfortable all around.

“What’s the problem?” Gerald asked.

“Nothing,” Gerry replied in a tone which made it clear that something was the matter. Gerry went into the house.

“I think I’d better sort this out, especially before his mother spanks some sense into him.” Harry understood and responded with a nod and small chuckle. Inside Gerald intercepted Bunny, saying “let me talk to him.” She was fine with that. It let her continue with Carol. Gerry was in his room when Gerald got upstairs.

No sooner was he upstairs but Charlie, Fran, and David let themselves in. The greetings were loud, everyone glad to see each other. Gerry had a deeper scowl on his face when his father appeared at the door.

“Don’t tell me there’s no problem,” Gerald said in his best fatherly tone.

“I don’t like him! I don’t want him here!” Gerry said quietly but quite vehemently.

“What’s gone on with you two?”

“Nothing, really, it’s just he’s such a. . . I don’t know. . . a conceited ass!” There was a moment of silence then the turn of phrase had father and son laughing.

“No one says that anymore!” Gerald said.

“I guess not, but he is. I don’t like his attitude toward Max, either. I know that his mother spanks him a lot, more than mom spanks us, but it doesn’t change him.”

“From what I see, I’d say he’s just a bit shy.”

“Maybe. I dunno. . .”

“Like it or not, it’s in everyone’s best interest that you participate today. Stick with Max if you want. Maybe Vic’s dad and I can find something to do with him. Anyhow, Charlie’s here now and you know you like him, even though sometimes you like to pretend that you don’t.” Gerry smiled at that. He knew it was true.

“Alright,” Gerry said. He wasn’t happy about it but he’d try to be civil.

“Come down when you’re ready,” Gerald said and left. Not long after he had rejoined the group on the pool patio Gerry appeared. He was greeted by Charlie, already in the pool, calling out “there you are! Get in here!”

Gerald and David always enjoyed each other’s company, so there was a warm greeting. David knew Harry though this was their first time naked together. David’s first time naked with Gerald, too. That gave the afternoon a bit of something extra.

“Our boys certainly are fine specimens,” Gerald said.

“I’d say so,” Harry agreed, “and you’re lucky that you have three.”

“Well, yes, though they can be a handful.”

By now Gerry was in the pool. After a quick hello to Charlie he joined Timmy who he started tickling. This was a normal interaction when Gerry was in the right mood. Even though he was growing up, Timmy still liked the horseplay with his oldest brother.

While Gerry had been upstairs Max tried to loosen up Vic a bit with the topic they all had in common – their domestic arrangements.

“Had any spankings since Mom spanked you?” Max asked.

With some annoyance Vice replied “do you really need to ask.”

“Hey, it’s the same for all of us,” Charlie cut in.

“Yeah, I guess it is,” Vic said. “Mom didn’t get a hairbrush yet but now I have a paddle with my name on it, like your hairbrushes.”

“In a weird way it does feel kinda special,” said Charlie. The other two agreed.

“So, um, your dads are. . .”

“Under the Woman Power, too? Oh yes,” Max replied. He’d never known it any other way.

“My dad wanted it after he married Fran,” Charlie explained. “They gave me a choice. I decided to try it, I guess because he was doing it, and it just sort of stuck.”

“It’s just me,” said Vic, “but I have Mom and my sister.” Charlie and Max looked at each other. “Um, you guys have. . .?” The story about Alison and Jane spilled out, but only the domestic part of it. When they were done Vic said “that explains some things. There’s been something different about your relationship with them but not anything that I could pin down. I couldn’t even tell you what I was noticing.”

Another glance passed between the buddies, noticed by Vic.

“OK,” Vic said, “there’s more to this isn’t there?”

“Nothing we can tell you about,” Charlie said slowly. Only girls were supposed to spread the word about Rounds.

“Is it that game?” Charlie and Max blushed. “Ha – it is! I’ve heard about something but don’t know anything. Lynn seems to know some stuff but she won’t tell me anything.”

“We can’t tell,” Max said, “so please don’t push. But we could tell Alison and Jane to talk to Lynn, I guess.”

“Hm,” was all Vic replied.

They could hear Timmy’s giggles as Gerry’s tickling went on. Max and Charlie saw Vic frown in Gerry’s direction. “C’mon, let’s go down the deep end,” Max said. They swam down there and soon were ducking each other. Suddenly the ducking and giggling was interrupted by all three dads diving in. Gerald, with David, went over to join the tickling and to assess Gerry’s mood. Harry wanted to meet Charlie and Max and swam over to them. He and the three boys swam to where the water was shallow enough to stand and talk.

“I don’t know why I haven’t met you two already but no time like the present.” Charlie and Max made their greetings. Harry guided the conversation through the usual things, learning about the boys’ interests, school, all the usual. All three youths expected talk of discipline but the topic did not come up. Charlie was surprised that he found Harry attractive. Harry was good looking but something about him so clearly being a dad added to it. Soon he was quite hard in the water and rather embarrassed about it. Harry noticed the change and a quick glance into the water told him what he suspected. He did wonder if he were the cause. Flattering.

Gerald was having a good time with is oldest and youngest sons. Gerry seemed ok with things. Now he was getting tickled, too. David was having great fun joining in. He was a good tickler, even giving his friend Gerald a few, too. All in good fun.

“Alright all you boys,” Bunny called, “we’d like to get some lunch going.” Gerald had started up the grill before the men dove in. “Max, you boys can help us bring out things.”

The dads were out of the pool, the brothers, then Vic following. Charlie was deliberately slow, hoping his erection would go down. Vic still was a bit uncomfortable with Bunny and Fran seeing him naked but figured there was safety in numbers, so put on a good face, joining the other boys.

“Charlie, you need to help your friends,” David called when he noticed his son was missing. Charlie slowly climbed out of the pool, sporting both a chub and a red face. He had become accustomed to erections on the part of Gerald and the boys but with Carol here it was different. He knew that everyone noticed his semi. He dashed to join the others.

Gerald and Harry tended to the grill, David went into the house with the boys. David gave Charlie a light smack on the butt, saying “a bit excited son?”

“DAD!” Charlie retorted. His father was supposed to be on his side.

“Not to worry,” Max said. He’d noticed that Vic was boning a bit, likely in reaction to Charlie. “Oh, what the heck!” He gave his cock a couple of strokes to get himself hard, in solidarity. That was enough for the others. When the boys brought out the food there were five proud erections leading them.

“Now isn’t that a nice sight!” Carol said as the boys went out. Fran and Bunny agreed. Three dads beamed with pride when they caught sight of their erect sons. Of the five, it was Timmy who was on his way to being rather impressive. Not that any of them need feel any embarrassment.

“Something may need to be done about that,” Bunny was saying as the ladies emerged with the last of the lunch things. The boys knew what she meant and now all five were blushing. When the food was ready the erections were gone, any embarrassment now forgotten.

It was noticed by all the adults that Vic and Gerry kept distant from each other when people settled to eat. Vic sat with David, having sensed the man’s warm personality. It felt like David could become a “second dad.” He was aware that he was getting this feeling of closeness with Charlie’s dad though he wasn’t close to Charlie. Interesting.

Gerry was sitting with his own father and Timmy. Even with his interest in girls, Timmy still enjoyed naked time with his brothers. Gerald said nothing but was quite aware that Gerry and Vic were avoiding each other. He hoped things would remain calm after lunch.

Charlie and Max were sitting close enough to David and Vic that they could join their conversations if they wanted or just keep to themselves. They weren’t consciously keeping a distance from Vic but it did feel natural for just them to be together.

The three women were together, frankly gossiping about their sons. Being firm proponents of Woman Power their conversation included their dominance and discipline routines. Stories of vibrators brought laughter which was noted by all the males. They wondered just what the women were talking about. They’d never know, as it should be.

As if the topic somehow were in the air, David mentioned vibrators, curious to see what the reaction would be. “Vic, do you have your own vibrator, too?” That caught the attention of Max and Charlie and brought on a blush from Vic.

“Ah. . . well, yeah.” Vic felt he had to be honest about it. All three boys knew about each other’s vibrators. They even been together under the control of their mothers holding the remotes.

Adding Charlie and Max to the conversation, David asked “did you boys bring yours today?” Now all three boys were blushing. Vibrators had been left at home but David had something to suggest to Fran for a future pool party. And get himself spanked for being presumptuous. He saw that as a win-win.

As people finished eating Bunny noticed that Timmy had become hard. “Looks like someone needs to take care of something,” she said so that all could hear. Timmy was both embarrassed and excited to show off. Knowing what Bunny meant, Vic got hard, embarrassed and not wanting to show off. Timmy, not wanting to be alone, had grabbed Gerry’s cock and easily worked up a hardon. That was enough to get Charlie and Max hard, too.

“I’d say we’re going to get quite a show,” said Carol with a chuckle.

“No question,” Fran agreed.

During this Gerald also got hard as he often did at home, not at all embarrassed by it. In fact, not all that aware that he was. David was impressed at his nonchalance. Harry was uncomfortable as he never had been hard in front of Vic and not sure that he wanted today to be the first time. On the other hand, he was delighted to see his son hard and see how he had developed. He was rather proud. He looked at the boys and thought that all three dads had reason to be proud.

His musings were interrupted by Bunny taking charge of the boys. “You boys get over on the grass. This isn’t a contest so take your time. It’s rather overdue for us mothers to see all of you strut your stuff.” All three women chuckled at that. The boys somewhat reluctantly found places on the grass where they could ejaculate without messing the patio or pool area.

One was not so reluctant. Timmy was now quite eager and quickly began stroking. Gerry had been teaching him how to take his time and even self-edge but right now having so much attention on him had Timmy very excited. It didn’t take long. He was disappointed not to hold out longer but was rewarded with a very satisfying orgasm which had him shuddering. The mothers agreed that he’d done a fine job.

The remaining four were at a slower pace. Charlie and Max were self-edging as best they could. Gerry had never liked having his stepmother watch. Now two other mothers were watching. Vic didn’t like the situation at all but knew he had to comply.

What with Gerald being hard and the boys masturbating David had become hard despite his feeling that he should maintain some adult decorum. Fran took note. There would be a good long spanking tonight, likely followed by hot sex as often was the case. But that was for later. For the moment she was watching how Charlie was doing.

Gerry picked up his pace, wanting to get it over with. As a result he was next after Timmy. Given that Max and Charlie usually came almost simultaneously it now was a question of them or Vic being next. Most of their audience were not aware of their propensity for shooting at the same time so it was their own private contest against Vic. Holding out past him would feel good, for more than one reason. They were feeling a need to assert their primacy here. Why Vic needed to be put in his place they didn’t know, but he did.

In the end Charlie and Max didn’t last long after Vic so, if it had been a contest, it could be called a draw. No matter, the buddies ended up enjoying being on display. It had happened enough times now. In the end, Charlie spread the cum all over his body and took some on his face too, as if it was a beauty cream, having everybody laugh. Towels were handed around and the boys cleaned up, an easy job since, apart from Charlie who was literally covered in sperm, nothing had landed on them.

By the time that was over it was time to get back in the pool, which all were glad to do after their exertion. Now Gerry did swim over to Vic. “Liked that, did you?” he asked in a needling tone. Vic’s discomfort had been obvious and Gerry enjoyed it.

“Not as much as you did,” Vic shot back. Neither boy understood their animosity. For the first time today it was on full display. Max and Charlie watched uncomfortably. They weren’t friends with Vic but they also knew it wasn’t appropriate to be unpleasant to a guest.

“I admit that you did hold out,” Gerry said. “Your sister teach you how to do that?” Again the tone.

“Oh eat shit,” said louder than intended. Carol and Bunny quickly were at the side of the pool.

“Out of the pool you two,” Bunny commanded. Carol was glaring at Vic. The boys got out. Gerald and David knew what to expect. For Harry this was a new display of Woman Power. Vic had never been reprimanded with others or in front of a group like this.

“Inside?” Carol asked Bunny.

“Yes! Now get going!” Gerry, knowing where to go, led the way, Vic on his heels. Gerry led them directly to the den, site of many spankings in this house. The mothers were right behind. “Get a chair for Carol,” Bunny told Gerry. Quickly a second chair was with the usual spanking chair. No sooner was it set but two badly behaved teens were over their respective mother’s laps. Fran had quietly wandered in to watch.

For a few minutes a steady rhythm of SMACK SMACK SMACK was heard, sometimes in unison, sometimes echoing each other. The mothers were equally annoyed with their sons and intended these to be serious spankings.

The spankings continued. Then, to his humiliation, Gerry broke and was the first to cry out “please! I’ll be good!”

That was all Vic needed to be saying the same. Like the other boys, when he was well spanked he reverted to “mommy.” Now two boys were crying out “please! Ow! Ow!” A most satisfying spanking session from the point of view of the mothers.

Bunny noticed Fran. “Think they’ve learned their lessons?”

“I’d say so,” Fran answered. “Spankings well done.”

“Gerry, into your corner. Vic, you take that one.” Bunny pointed out the spot. “Hands at your sides or you’ll regret it.” Gerry knew that rule. Corner time was new for Vic. This was turning into a horrible afternoon!

“But first, do you have some ginger root?”

“Yes, why?”

“Oh, I’ll let you see.” Carol took the ginger root, and removed the skin with a knife, showing the bright yellow pulp inside. She approached her son and, with a single swift movement, inserted the ginger root up his son’s ass.

Nothing happened for a while. Then, evidently, the ginger root started to burn in the youth’s ass, judging from his cry and screaming at least.

“That seems a good idea,” Bunny said. “Boys who misbehave together must be punished together.” She repeated the procedure with another ginger root and then stuck it up poor Gerry’s ass, who started to moan accordingly, the burning pulp of the ginger inflaming his anus.

“I read that in a book, I always wanted to try it.”

“What better occasion!”

The mothers returned to the pool area, though they took turns regularly monitoring the miscreants to make sure there was no bottom rubbing or other forbidden activity, like taking off the ginger roots. On one such trip Bunny was very pleased to hear Gerry saying “I’m sorry” to Vic who said “yeah, well. . .” Perhaps a corner had been turned.

All three dads and the others boys were in the pool. Harry was taking time to talk to Charlie again, both enjoying it. Despite having cum not long before, Charlie felt himself getting slightly hard in the man’s company.

Gerald and David were having fun with the other boys, chasing around a beach ball. Gerald’s erection had receded. Now he was just enjoying being in the company of other naked males, two of them his own sons. For David this was his first time truly seeing Gerald’s sons naked and spending time with them. He found it a pleasure.

When the two spanked boys were released from their corners, and released from the ginger root in their asses, they were told to return outside. They had sheepish faces and red asses as they emerged. All eyes were on them briefly, then everyone returned to whatever they’d been doing.

About a half hour later Fran announced that it was time for her men to go home. “I hope you’re not too waterlogged,” she said to general laughter. In the pool Harry decided to give Charlie a hug. It was unexpected by the boy but he easily returned the hug, rather flattered when he felt one of Harry’s strong hands cupping his bottom. He also had to accept that he now was fully hard and poking the adult. Nothing was said.

Everyone got out. Timmy was hard again, as he so often was, so Charlie was able to be nonchalant about his own tumescence. No way seemed to notice.

The round of “goodbye” started. The men shook hands but Gerald hugged all the boys, as was his style. Vic was uncomfortable with the naked hugs after all that had gone on. Max hugged Vic, pulling him close and saying quietly “I apologize for my brother’s attitude. That’s no way to treat a guest.”

“Thanks, man.” Charlie observed this and gave Vic a warm hug when it was his turn. Maybe, finally, a corner was turned in these particular relationships.

It was naked rides home for Charlie and Vic, not to their surprise. Once home, Carol said to Vic “I’ll think about whether Lynn takes care of you tonight or not. You certainly don’t deserve it, do you?”

“No. But please don’t put on the cage.”

“I should but I won’t. This time.” With that Vic went to his room to think about all that had gone on.

At Charlie’s house there was discussion of the cage. “You were well behaved, dear,” Fran said. Instead she ordered him upstairs where she inserted his vibrator and took the remote with her. By bedtime Charlie had shot twice, both induced by the vibrator. Fran took it out at bedtime.

After Charlie was in bed it was time to deal with David. He quite happily went over her lap for a hand spanking followed by a thorough paddling. His bottom well reddened, Fran slipped a plug into him. She had him well excited for the next part of the event.

A good day for some, not so good for others. Another pool party was in the offing, with a somewhat different cast.


Chapter 19

“I’ve arranged for you to get some days off from school so that I can take you to New York next week,” Fran told Charlie one morning. “I have some business and I know you enjoyed the last trip. There are more people you should meet, too.”

“Wow! Thanks Fran. That will be cool.” Charlie had enjoyed that visit. The sightseeing was fun, Fran’s friends were, if nothing else, interesting. Unconsciously what had been most significant for him had been the control such a trip allowed Fran to have over him, different from at home. It may not always have been fun but it was comforting. Charlie had come to like submitting to her.

The night before their departure Fran helped Charlie organize things. Charlie pulled his vibrator from the drawer and with a smile said “we’ll need this.”

“You’re a good boy,” Fran replied. For once that phrase didn’t seem quite so bad. “But that’s not all.” Charlie was chagrined to see that his hairbrush, paddle, and chastity cage were added to the vibrator in his suitcase. Nothing to do about it but accept.

The clothing she chose for him ranged from his usual casual to some of the fancy dress clothes she’d bought for him over time. He did feel quite the adult in those clothes so, unlike most teens, he looked forward to wearing them. Charlie had already packed the special cum absorbent pants. Fran was pleased not to have had to ask.

Fran woke Charlie early. She pulled back the covers, let him use the bathroom, then put him over her lap for a spanking. Charlie expected she would. A reminder to behave during the day’s travels. It didn’t hurt all that much but he’d feel the sting on the airplane ride. The vibrator was packed so Charlie would not be cumming on the plane. Or so he thought.

The ride to the airport was uneventful. This time they were flying on a carrier which provided rather secluded first class accommodations. Charlie was very impressed! His seat had him essentially out of view of other passengers.

When the flight was underway and food had been served Fran ordered “take those pants off!” Charlie wanted to protest but knew he shouldn’t. He slipped off his shoes, then pulled off his pants. He was wearing a pair of fancy briefs Fran had given him. “Did I say that you could wear underpants today?”

“No, Fran.” She hadn’t said anything, one way or the other.

“Get them off!” He obeyed, releasing the erection that the excitement of potentially being on display had caused. “Socks too. Don’t be silly.”

Slowly, Charlie undressed his feet. The prospect of being seen made him nervous but there was a thrill, too, especially as he was hard. “You’re getting another spanking when we get to the hotel.”

“Yes, Fran.” She passed him a towel, the reason clear. Masturbating, half naked, on an airplane was, of course, a new adventure. Having been given the implied permission Charlie gladly wrapped his hand around his hardon. He did his best to take his time but soon was shooting into the towel.

“Good boy,” Fran said when he was done.

“May I. . .?”

“Not until I say so. That question has earned you the paddle later. Keep your foreskin down, I want to see your glans exposed.”

“Yes, Fran.” Weirdly the prospect of a paddling was proving exciting. Or maybe it was just the prospect of some extended time of just him and Fran. Between getting up early and having shot, Charlie was sleepy and dozed off.

He was awakened by a steward asking “what have we here?” His eyes popped open to see a young steward quite obviously enjoying the sight of a half naked youngster. The man gave him a conspiratorial smile. Charlie felt that his secret was safe. Also it was fun being caught with no pants.

The steward was bringing refreshments before the end of the flight. He put their food down and with a wink at Charlie moved on to the next passengers.

“My, my, you’re turning into a little exhibitionist,” Fran said when they were alone again. Charlie blushed but maybe she was right. After the snack Fran told Charlie to get dressed. Arrival and taxi to the hotel were uneventful.

As on their previous trip, Fran had booked adjoining rooms with a communicating door between them. After the luggage was delivered and unpacked she said, “alright, young man, out of those clothes. It’s time for your spanking.” Silently Charlie obeyed. He waited, standing, next to the bed.

In a moment Fran came in. She picked up the paddle which Charlie had placed on the bureau, sat in the chair and beckoned the boy to get over her lap. Charlie silently obeyed.

SMACK SMACK SMACK A short hand spanking. Charlie remained calm. That changed quickly when the paddle began to land on his bottom. WHAP WHAP WHAP WHAP WHAP “Owwww!” This was a true punishment spanking. WHAP WHAP WHAP She didn’t intend to break the boy, she was asserting her authority over him, authority she expected to be obeyed throughout this trip. And at all other times, too.

WHAP “Owww!” A few more whaps, some kicking from Charlie, and it was over. She rubbed his bottom briefly then let him up.

“We’re having dinner at a restaurant with some friends of mine but nothing before then. I’m going to rest and I advise you to do the same. I expect best behavior tonight and being well rested will help insure that. I’ll lay out your clothes later.”

Charlie understood the instruction to rest to be an order. After the paddling he was happy to lie down for a while. Face down for the moment. He had his phone. He put through a Skype call to Max.

“Hey! How’s NYC?” Max asked when he answered.

“Sore at the moment,” Charlie replied with a chuckle. He told Max about his day – the spankings, the pants off on the plane. “The bit about the underpants was sneaky but I knew she’d be spanking me today. It goes with a trip to New York apparently.”

“You OK?”

“Oh yeah. You know that I kinda like her. . . her interest in me, I guess you’d call it.”

“I guess that’s what it is. Not much here. Timmy has a ‘date’ for lunch with some girl. I think he’s hoping he’ll get a little action. He’s not the Don Juan he thinks he is.” They laughed. Unlike his older brothers Timmy had discovered girls and was eager to explore this new world. “But he is a sex fiend.” More laughter. “What’s up tonight?”

“Dinner with some friends of Fran’s. Likely a boring group but I’m expected to be decorative. I get a good meal out of it.”

“You gonna see that old dyke, too?”

Charlie laughed. “You mean Marguerite? I’m sure we will, though Fran didn’t say. After Marguerite’s visit to us I suspect if we do visit her I’ll be naked for the whole time, showing off for her old lesbian friends. You’d think they wouldn’t be interested but I think they enjoy seeing that Fran has an obedient puppy.”

“You think you’re a puppy?” That sounded kinky and interesting.

“No, just a turn of phrase.” But an idea had been planted in two heads. A bit more chat and they wrapped up.

Before they did Max said “oh, and it looks like Gerry will get Patrick over to use the pool. Could be interesting. I’ll let you know.” Patrick’s reluctance to visit and be naked was well known. Yes, it could be interesting.

Call done, Charlie dared to roll over onto his back. Not too bad; he’d had worse. He did doze off for a while, awakened by Fran. “Get cleaned up while I put your clothes out.” Charlie disappeared into the bathroom. He was naked already so not much preparation needed. He decided to take a quick shower. The water didn’t sting his bottom but he did feel it. Something reassuring about it.

When he returned there was handsome suit waiting on the bed, accompanied by a shirt and tie. And the silk briefs which made him smile. He quickly dressed. The underpants felt great and the suit fit perfectly. Fran had put out stylish shoes and socks. Charlie was pleased with how he looked when he checked himself in the mirror.

“My, my, aren’t you the handsome thing,” Fran said when Charlie had been let into her room.

“Thanks. This is a great suit. Thanks for getting it.”

“I’m glad to. Anything for my men,” she answered with a smile. Comments like that always brought on a slight blush from Charlie.

With that they were out the door. The restaurant was the one they’d been to a couple of times on the previous trip. Charlie was delighted. He’d enjoyed his time there and the food was very good. When they went through the door, the maître d’ recognized Fran and said “your party is waiting over here” and escorted them to a table. Charlie spotted Albert from the previous visit, this time with a different young man. Albert and his friend rose in greeting.

“So good to see you, dear,” he said to Fran, then they exchanged air kisses. “This is Martin,” Albert said, gesturing to his comrade. Martin shook hands with Fran. When he turned to Charlie, Charlie said “I’m Charlie” as they shook hands.

“I’ve heard about you,” Martin said as they sat. Charlie had no idea what to think that meant, given what some of Fran’s friends were like. He noticed two more unoccupied seats.

“I’m sure you remember Fred,” Albert said to Fran.

“Of course! ‘Uncle’ Fred.” They chuckled at that.

“Yes. He has a new protégé he is eager to show off. I have no idea what to expect.” With no preamble he said, “Martin needs to be dealt with when he get home. I expected better.” Martin blushed deeply at that. Charlie wondered if that meant a spanking.

“I made sure Charlie was ready for the evening,” Fran said with a sly smile. That confirmed for Charlie that Martin was getting a spanking later. He shot the man a sympathetic look. He, too, was blushing now. He was given a glance of solidarity by Martin. What could he have done already which warranted a spanking? Or did Albert just spank because he wanted to, like Fran?

At that Charlie became aware of new arrivals. The three men stood to greet the newcomers. They were a man of indiscriminate age who had an air of authority about him. Charlie was finding that made the man very attractive. A new feeling. With him was a young man who appeared to be college age. Also quite attractive.

“Fran, darling,” Fred said as he bent over to give her a real kiss on the cheek. “It’s been too long.”

“Yes, it has.” She indicated Charlie. “This is my stepson Charles, otherwise Charlie.”

“Ah, yes, the stepson,” Fred said as he shook hands with Charlie. “This is Andrew who I’ve taken under my wing for the time being.” Andrew said nothing but shook hands with Charlie, Albert, and Martin. Another interesting comment – “under my wing for the time being.” Charlie had no doubt that these two young men were under the authority of the older men, much as he was with Fran. Had they chosen to have these “mentors”?

Everyone seated, an officious waiter approached, clearly sizing up the three younger men at the table. Without consulting the wine list, Albert ordered two bottles of wine. “Charles is not twenty one, but would you allow him some wine?”

“Yes, he can have a bit tonight.” Charlie couldn’t help but beam with pleasure at hearing that.

“We won’t get him drunk!” Albert replied with a chuckle. Charlie noted no reaction from Martin or Andrew.

“Fran, darling, what are you doing out in the boondocks? We miss you here in the Big City.”

Fran laughed. “You needn’t be concerned. I can manage affairs just as easily at home as I could here. My two men keep me plenty busy, too,” she added with a glance at Charlie.

“Judging by this one, I’m sure they do. Where is the husband? I haven’t had the opportunity to pass judgement.”

“He couldn’t make it this time. You’ll meet him in due time. No need to be overly eager.” More laughter from the older adults.

There was more banter of this type after the orders were taken. Martin and Andrew showed every sign of being quite curious about Charlie though they were doing their best not to be looking over his way. Rather unsuccessfully. Charlie was sizing them up, himself. It seemed, though, that the three younger men were not to talk.

The talk amongst the older adults was general for quite a while. Then Fred said “I had to settle down Andrew before we came out.”

“Only one way to do that,” Albert said.

“Exactly. The added threat of the paddle after dinner was quite helpful.” Andrew put his head down in shame. “None of that, young man!” Fred said sternly when he saw the reaction.

“No, sir,” Andrew said meekly.

“Some have a lot to learn, as we know,” Albert said. “Fran, from what you say it seems you have things well under control.”

She smiled at Charlie. “Yes, I think so. Don’t you, dear?”

“Um. . . yes. . . yes, definitely,” Charlie stammered.

“Excellent when a boy understands that,” Fred said, his voice indicating approval. Now that Charlie and Andrew had used their voices it seemed that the three younger diners had permission to talk. As they were seated together it was easy.

Charlie tried starting things by asking Andrew if he were in college.

“Ah, I have been. I’m, ah, taking some time off to, ah, sort out some things, I guess you’d say.”

“I’m, well, I’m unemployed for the moment,” Martin said.

“Are you staying with Albert?” Charlie asked.

“He, ah, he let’s me use a room.”

“Fred is putting me up for a while,” Andrew said. Both seemed reluctant to reveal their actual situations. Charlie didn’t know how to ask further. “So, Fran is your stepmother.”

“Yes. She and Dad got married a couple of years ago.”

“And she took you on when they were settled?” Martin asked.

“Well I guess you could say that,” Charlie responded. “Dad gave me a choice. Things are working out.” He wasn’t going to say much, either.

“Lucky boy,” said Martin. Andrew nodded in agreement.

Fred suddenly cut into the younger men’s discussion. “Talking about your spankings?” he asked in a voice that purposely carried to adjacent tables. All three younger men could see that other diners had picked up on that. There were three blushes.

“Um. . . we, ah. . .” Andrew said. After a pause he added “we, ah, weren’t quite on that. . .”

“Well you should compare notes,” Fred answered. A couple of heads turned. Charlie, Andrew, and Martin couldn’t know at this point, but spanking was an oft-discussed topic in this restaurant. When Charlie relaxed from his embarrassment he did cast an eye across the room. There were other tables of older adults, including some women, with younger men. No younger women, he noted.

More embarrassment followed. “Do these two have vibrators?” Fran asked. Chuckles from the other two men. “That’s confirms that!” she said in response. Charlie glanced at his companions. Their faces told him all he needed to know. He wondered if they had the pants, too, but had no idea how he’d approach that topic.

“Charlie, why don’t you tell them about your…airplane adventure?”

Charlie felt embarrassed at that. And nearly naked.

“Airplane adventure?” Andrew asked.

“Go on, Charlie,” his stepmother said.

And so Charlie talked about having to strip half naked on the plane and masturbating with other unknowing people present. That had everybody laughing, but he felt good since they were laughing with him, and not about him.

“Wow, that must have been a show!” The main courses were done. “I’ve already taken care of dessert,” Albert announced. He certainly had! A cake in the unmistakable shape of a paddle was put down on the table by the same waiter who had a supercilious smile as he placed the cake.

“Something good for boys,” the waiter said when he had the cake in place.

Fred was laughing. “This always is a perfect ending to a good meal,” he said. So, this wasn’t the first time. Charlie wondered if such cakes were a secret part of the menu.

“Charles, you’re the youngest. I think you should do the honors,” Albert said. Charlie blushed. This was all so new. Fran nodded approval. Charlie did his best to create equal slices all around. No one complained. The cake was delicious, another perfect item from this restaurant. Charlie was uncomfortably aware that the cake was seen by diners at other tables. The waiter had not been subtle about transporting it or putting it down.

“And who gets the real thing later tonight?” Fred again, and again purposely loud enough for other tables to hear. Again deep blushes on the part of all three younger men.

“Well? Speak up!” Albert said, quite sternly. He’d already said that Martin was getting spanked when they got home.

Martin looked ashamed. “I’m getting it later,” he said slowly.

“Oh?” asked Fred with an evil grin. “What is ‘it’?”

Martin looked at Albert, pleading in his eyes. “Tell him!” Albert ordered.

“The paddle,” Martin said in almost a whisper.

“Speak up!”

“The paddle. Sir!”

“Good boy. And how do you usually get it?”

“Totally in the nude. I have to take off every single item of clothing and fold it.”

“And what about you, young man?” This directed at Charlie. For a moment he was stunned.

“Be a good boy and answer,” Fran said quietly but the threat was clear.

“I, uh. . . I got the real thing before dinner. I hadn’t behaved properly.” He couldn’t believe he was saying that. Something about the atmosphere at the table made it happen. He wasn’t sure if later he could even tell Max about this part of the evening.

“I’ll be assessed when we get home,” Andrew said, still red faced.

“You know what will happen already, don’t you?” Fred asked.

“Yes, sir. The paddle, sir. And I’ll be getting it nude.”

“That’s a good puppy.” Charlie had no idea what that remark meant.

With that the older three went back to their own chat. After a tense silence the younger three started conversing again. This time on subjects other than spanking. Charlie wondered if a bedtime spanking was in the works for him. It would be like Fran to make sure he wasn’t left out, as it were. As long as it wasn’t the paddle again.

Dinner was wrapping up. “He’ll have the vibrator tomorrow,” Fran was telling the men. “It’s wonderful at keeping control. It’s like you are inside him. Well…you actually are.”

“You have chastity, of course,” Fred asked.

“Of course.” Now the older three were standing. The others did, too. Fran gave the men air kisses. “This was lovely. I’ll try not to make it so long before the next one.”

“I hope so,” Fred responded. “We do miss you.”

“I know. I miss you, too.”

“Will you be naked when you get back to the hotel?” Andrew whispered in Charlie’s ear.

“Yes, I’m sure I will,” he responded. Martin’s nod affirmed that there would be three naked youngsters.

“‘Boys shouldn’t be modest’ is his mantra,” Martin replied.

“Her’s, too.” With that they were out the door and the group broke up.

Back at the hotel Fran did, indeed, order Charlie out of his clothes. “Did you like the two boys?” she asked as he undressed.

“Yes, I guess so. I don’t feel I really got to know them.”

“No, you wouldn’t from one dinner. Albert and Martin are good mentors, giving young men guidance and helping them get set in life. Andrew was having a hard time at college but it looks like he’ll be ready to go back in the Fall. Martin is having a harder time getting his life organized but spankings and chastity are getting him calmer. He’ll do fine in the long run.”

“I see.”

“Now, into bed with you young man. We have a lot to do tomorrow.”

“Yes, Fran. Are we meeting Marguerite at some point?”

“Tomorrow, in fact. I’ll give you a little trim in the morning. She’ll like that.” Charlie knew which hair would be trimmed. This also confirmed what he suspected – that he’d be naked at Marguerite’s this time. Would he have to “perform,” too? Oh well, just try to take it in stride.

“May I. . . before I go to sleep?”

This time Fran didn’t embarrass him with saying “masturbate.” “Yes, dear. I think you should. I’m sure the dinner talk was stimulating.” She came into his room and gave him a kiss on the cheek, then went back to her room, closing and locking the communicating door behind her.

Charlie was glad to be alone. He messaged Max to see if he were still awake. He was. With a quick video call Charlie told Max some of the evening’s events.

“I’ll tell you everything when I get home,” he promised.

“Can I watch?” Max asked. Both boys liked a session at bedtime, when they could get one. Something about masturbating on camera for his friend was very exciting, making him quite hard. Charlie didn’t want to take long but when it was over Max said it was great. With that they signed off.

Tomorrow would be another day.


Chapter 20

Breakfast was room service. Fran wanted Charlie to stay naked for a while longer. He’d be naked quite a bit today, not that she’d confirmed that yet. Or if she would at all until it was time. Room service also meant that Fran didn’t have to change out of her comfortable, and sexy, night wear. A relaxed morning.

She woke Charlie by pulling back his top sheet, exposing his morning wood. He had long since stopped being bothered by her seeing him hard in the morning.

“Breakfast is on the way. By the time you take care of this it should be here.” With that she went back to her room, closing the connecting door to give him privacy. Charlie didn’t take long, took a quick shower to clean off the semen, then knocked on the door. Fran opened it and welcomed him in. Breakfast was spread out and ready.

While they ate there was time to discuss their fellow diners from last night. Charlie wanted to know why Fred was called “uncle.”

“Years ago one of boys called him ‘uncle’ and once Albert heard about it, it stuck. Fred often requires that his boys call him that. You should, the next time we meet.”

Charlie stored that away. He wondered if “Uncle” Fred would tell Fran to have him spanked for not calling the man “uncle.” Or, for that matter, would he want to do the spanking himself. Would Fran let someone other than Bunny spank him? There were other things on Charlie’s mind at the moment.

“Fran, what did Fred mean by calling Andrew a puppy?”

Fran chuckled. “It’s a form of play or a form of domination. Or both. The submissive boy behaves like a puppy. There’s special gear for those who want it. Finish your breakfast and we’ll go to the Village where I can show you some things in the shops.”

On the cab ride Fran explained about certain fetishes. Charlie and Max had read about some things on line but had not researched it much. Charlie had no idea there were so many variations of relationships.

“So, do guys go to Fred because they want to be a puppy? Or whatever?”

“Some do, but sometimes he finds young men who need to be submissive even though they don’t know it. His training can be quite rigorous.” She left it at that. A few minutes later they pulled up to a block with various shops of sex toys. They had visited it on the last New York trip.

Inside Fran showed Charlie the leather section, including some of the puppy play items.

“Guys really put on those masks?”

“Oh yes. And any puppy needs a collar and leash,” she said, indicating an array of collars. Charlie took it all in silently. “Should I put you on a leash?” Fran asked after a moment. She was smiling as she asked it.

“Um. . . do you want to?”

“That’s not what I asked, naughty boy. How should I deal with that?”

After a pause Charlie said quietly, hoping no one could hear, “a spanking?”

“Or some time your cage. I’ll think about it. But you haven’t answered the question.”

“No, I don’t think so. I mean, no, I don’t. I don’t think I’m a puppy type.”

“It’s not always for the puppy to decide if he actually is a puppy.” She said with another smile. She looked like she was considering it. For Charlie or David? Or both? To Charlie’s relief, no puppy things were bought. She did buy another chastity cage. “Gives us a bit of variety,” she said as she made her choice.

On the ride back to the hotel Fran said that they’d be having lunch at Marguerite’s. “I’ll put out the clothes for you.” Charlie both liked and didn’t like that she selected his clothes. It was comfortable to let someone else make those decisions and she did dress him in great clothes. On the other hand, he liked the autonomy of making his own choices. He knew to obey.

At the hotel Fran said “take a quick shower. I’ll be waiting for you.” Charlie didn’t think he needed another shower but he did as told, giving himself a thorough scrubbing. When he emerged from the bathroom he saw the day’s outfit waiting on the bed. He was pleased with what he saw. Also on the bed was his vibrator. He wasn’t surprised. He’d wondered when that would appear.

“Marguerite is expecting you to be wearing your vibrator and we can’t disappoint her, can we?” Fran said as she applied lube to the device. Charlie went over her lap for the insertion. He liked the intimacy of doing it that way. After a few mild swats to his bottom, Fran slid the vibrator into him. It always felt good to have it in. Reassuring, somehow.

As he dressed, Charlie realized that today’s pants were not the special absorbent ones. What did that mean? The vibrator was in him so that meant he’d be made to cum at Marguerite’s. Then it hit him – without the pants! He’d be naked, hard, and shooting in front on Marguerite and her guests. He blushed at the thought, followed by a bit of exhibitionist excitement. Life certainly had changed for him since Fran entered his life, he thought as he finished dressing.

“Now, that’s my handsome good boy,” Fran said when Charlie came into her room. It gave him a warm feeling. He’d come to like being called that. Fran was dressed smartly in a skirt suit. Charlie had come to take pride in how his stepmother looked on festive occasions.

They arrived exactly one o’clock at Marguerite’s building. Charlie sensed that Fran needed for them to arrive at exactly that time. Did Marguerite have some sort of hold over her? It was hard to imagine Fran in anything but the dominant role, though Marguerite certainly was formidable.

Inside, the elevator whisked them to the apartment. They were the first to arrive.

“So good to see you, and right on time!” Marguerite said in her deep voice as she greeted them. The ladies exchanged the requisite air kisses, the Marguerite shook hands with Charlie.

“Thanks for having us,” he said.

“Such a polite boy,” to Charlie. Then, to Fran, “is he properly prepared?”

“Oh yes,” Fran replied. This must mean the vibrator. He’d just have to wait to find out what was what today.

The elevator whirred and two of the ladies from the last visit’s tea got off, one rather severely dressed in mannish clothing. Fran knew them. The greetings of old friends were exchanged.

“Good to see you again, Charles,” said the one in men’s attire. “I understand we’ll see more of you today.” She was quite serious in that comment but her companion chuckled.

“And quite worth it,” Marguerite added.

Two more trips by the elevator and the luncheon party of all women was complete. “We’re fortunate to have a waiter today,” Marguerite said with a gesture to Charlie when everyone was there. A glance from Fran told him what he already knew. Trying to remain cool about it, Charlie undressed completely, carefully setting his clothes aside on a chair.

Sounds of approval from all the guests. “Have you considered shaving him?” one woman asked.

“I prefer my men to look manly,” Fran replied.

“Well, he certainly does,” said another woman.

“Please, everyone be seated,” Marguerite said with a gesture toward the dining room. “Charles, I’ll show you what you need to do.” She took him to the kitchen where everything was ready. All he had to do was bring out things at the appropriate time. She put a serviette over his arm in the traditional style. “Must have you wearing something,” she said, chuckling at her own humor. “Serve the wines first. Ask the ladies which they want, and pour carefully. Then you will set the bottles on the side table and let the ladies serve themselves the food. You then step aside to be ready for anyone’s needs. Be sure to keep the water and wine glasses full.”

“Yes, ma’am.” The bottles of wine were on the side table. Marguerite led the way. Charlie waited for her to be seated, then served the wines requested. That done, he returned the bottles and went back to the kitchen for the various platters of food. As he crossed the room he felt a mild vibration in his rectum. It was pleasant, not enough to get him hard. Yet.

Having served the platters, Charlie stepped aside to keep an eye on the proceedings and to wait further instructions. As he waited he felt the speed being turned up on the vibrator. For the moment he remained calm but the pulsing got high enough that he felt his cock growing in response. He remained quiet but his face became flushed with embarrassment and excitement. He saw that one of the ladies noticed. He had feared that this was why he had the vibrator in him. Now the fear was coming true. A nod from the first lady got the attention of some of the others. Soon he was being looked at by everyone on one side of the table.

The speed increased. Charlie began to twitch in response, followed by a quiet “oh oh oh” as the stimulation increased.

“Charles, stand over here where we all can see you,” Marguerite said. Casually said, but a command, nonetheless. Charlie moved to where all could watch. He was going to ejaculate in front of these women and there was nothing he could do about it. Before the sensations fully overtook him he wondered why these older women, all of whom must be lesbians, would want to see a boy have an orgasm. An orgasm induced hands-free, caused only by stimulation of his sensitive prostate.

Now he was shaking and twitching. He was getting close. The “oh oh oh” became a long moan, then with a shudder, he shot. For distance, too, jet after jet of shining white cum flying straight forward from his purple glans, and landing on the floor, the last drops on his bare legs and feet, leaving him panting for the pleasure and the pleasure in the shame. The last drop was still oozing from his pee slit when he opened his eyes.

“My, my, my,” said one of the women.

“You must be very proud,” another said to Fran who beamed with pride.

When Charlie settled down, Marguerite said “use that serviette to clean up.” Another command. The women enjoyed the site of the boy on his knees on the floor, mopping up. For the first time in all of this, Charlie felt humiliated. Mess cleaned up, he returned the serviette to the kitchen, found a new one, then resumed his spot.

For the next twenty minutes or so he basically was ignored. He would fill a wine or water glass as necessary, otherwise had to wait for the ladies to finish the main course. Fran had turned down the vibrator after his orgasm but did not turn it off completely. The mild vibration for the moment was soothing.

“I think we’re done,” said Marguerite eventually. Charlie cleared the plates then put out the plates and utensils for the dessert. “Give us a few minutes before the dessert. In the meantime, do start the coffee.” Charlie returned to the kitchen where a coffee pot was waiting to be turned on. He got it going then returned to wait.

As he stood he felt the vibrations rising. Would he have to cum again before dessert? It had been only about a half hour at most. Youths do recover quickly and be ready for another ejaculation, he knew that, but he did feel he was being toyed with. Yet he was not resenting Fran for doing it.

Sure enough, before long he was hard. The vibrations against his prostate were stimulating him yet again that afternoon. He knew it wouldn’t be long before he shot, did his best not to twitch and shake but his excitement became too much. He moaned as he had before, shuddered, and released a smaller but still respectable load for the ladies.

“They do recover quickly,” one lady commented. Murmurs of agreement.

“Oh dear,” said Marguerite, “it appears you have another clean up job.”

“Yes, ma’am.” Charlie went to the kitchen for another serviette, returned and presented his backside to the women as he cleaned the floor.

When he was done Marguerite said “you may bring the dessert now.” Dessert was on individual plates. Three trips had everyone served. While they began eating he prepared the coffee and brought it out. “The ladies will pour their own, dear,” Marguerite told him. “Stand on this side, please.” She indicated the other side of the table. Now he’d be where the women on the other side could see him in all his nakedness. That was only fair, he supposed.

When the women finished the dessert Marguerite gave Charlie permission to clear, which he did efficiently. That done, she said “Charles, go ahead and sit down in the den while we finish our coffee.”

“Thank you, ma’am.” Since his second ejaculation the vibrator had been on the lowest speed which felt good. He relaxed in a comfortable chair, enjoying the chance to sit. The mild vibration was soothing. He didn’t fall asleep but did get lost in his own thoughts. The women certainly were taking their time with the coffee.

He was startled back to reality by an increase in the vibrator’s speed. It took longer, even without fighting it, but he did become hard again. When the ladies returned to the den for more socializing he was standing up straight, as it were. “A remarkable young man,” someone said as the observed him.

As the ladies were settling the speed was increasing. Nothing was said about getting up so he stayed put in the chair. He held it with his hands behind his butt as the pleasure increased, like his breathing, and moved his hips forward, since it was useless and pointless to hide his sensations. There was no doubt that Fran was bringing him to his third orgasm in a very short time. It took a bit longer but eventually he let go, moaning and shaking, covering his abdomen with a smaller but respectful load, a fountain of youth which everyone admired.

“You’d better shower, dear,” said Marguerite when Charlie’s breathing was back to normal. She indicated where he should go. Her en suite bathroom was as stunning as the rest of the apartment. The towel he used when he dried himself was the fluffiest, softest he’d ever used. As he dried off he could hear sounds that the party was breaking up.

“Charlie, come say goodbye to the ladies,” Fran called. He came to the doorway and said goodbye. The women all seemed most appreciative of his being there today. When it was just Charlie, Fran, and Marguerite, Fran handed him his clothes.

“This has been a most pleasant time, as always,” she told Marguerite. “But I think I need to get this boy back to the hotel.”

“Yes, I’d say you should.” Marguerite then wrapped Charlie in what felt to him as the female equivalent of a bear hug. He returned it as best he could. She seemed satisfied. He dressed, the elevator was called, and they were off.

In the cab Fran said “you must be exhausted, dear.” Charlie just nodded. “You can nap when we get back. I am meeting some people for dinner. You’d be terribly bored at this one so I’ll have room service send up a dinner for you around seven.”

“Oh, thank you.”

At the hotel they went through Fran’s room. She opened the communicating door. “Go ahead and lie down or whatever you need to do,” she said. “No clothes until morning,” she added in firm tones. Charlie didn’t object. Even on display, he was enjoying having such a clothes-free day. Sure enough, as soon as he lay down he fell asleep. A couple of hours later he awoke to find that Fran was gone. There was a note saying “enjoy your evening. See you in the morning.” She must be expecting a very late evening.

Charlie dialed Max’s Skype video. He answered right away. He wanted to know everything that had gone on. Charlie gave him a brief recap then again said “I’ll fill you in on everything when I’m back. What’s going on there?”

There wasn’t much to report on Max’s end. Both Gerry and Timmy had incurred Bunny’s displeasure with the result that Gerry had sore balls and Timmy had a very sore, red bottom. The boys chuckled at that.

“I guess you’re next,” Charlie teased.

“Did you get spanked today, too?”

“No and I doubt I will tonight. It sounds like she’ll be out late.” After some more chatter, they signed off. Charlie spent some time checking up on emails and other online things.

At exactly seven o’clock there was a knock at the door. Charlie grabbed the robe supplied by the hotel, put it on, and called out “who is it?”

“Room Service,” was the return. He looked through the peephole. Sure enough he could see the cart with food. He opened the door to see the cart with a very handsome waiter behind it. As the waiter pushed the cart into the room he said in annoyed tones “I was told you’d be naked!”

“Oh?” was all Charlie could say.

As he laid out the dishes, the waiter said “Well? Get that robe off!” His forcefulness had the effect of making Charlie start to get hard. It also made him obey. Slightly red-faced he doffed the robe, revealing his semi-erection. “Very good,” was all the waiter said as he finished his task.

When he was done, the waiter turned to Charlie who had been quietly watching. “Now, Mister, I should report you to the lady for being covered when I arrived with dinner. However, I’m a nice guy so I’m giving you a choice. I can report you to the lady and leave you to face the consequences or I can give you the discipline you deserve right now.” Casting his eyes to Charlie’s growing cock, he said “and from the look of things, you are eager for some discipline.” With that he took Charlie by the arm, led him to the bed, then pulled him over his lap.

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK The hits came hard and fast. He had a strong arm! The briefest of pauses and ten more hard smacks came down. Charlie was yelping by now.

“Had you been given permission to cover yourself when the food arrived?” the waiter barked.

“No, sir, nothing was said.” That wasn’t quite true. Fran had said no clothes until morning. He should have known that really meant in any situation. He was regretting it.

“I wonder,” replied the waiter as he resumed with ten more blows.

“Owwwww! Please, sir! I’m sorry!”

“Hmph.” The waiter rubbed Charlie’s bottom for a while, then ten more came down. Now Charlie was near tears. Two more and the spanking stopped. Charlie lay over the man’s lap gasping in pain. The man produced a tube of crème from his uniform and began to rub it into Charlie’s bottom, making no effort to be gentle. Charlie yelped some more. He calmed down when a finger went between his cheeks and contacted his hole. No entry was made but the contact was welcome.

A few more minutes of butt rub and Charlie was allowed to stand. “Let that be a lesson to you,” the waiter said. “Nothing more will be said about this. Enjoy your dinner.” With that, the man left, closing the door gently behind him.

The food was delicious though Charlie ate it standing up. Before he started dinner he texted Max “spanking. More to follow.” Max replied “wow!” After a while Charlie did sit. Dinner done, he watched some tv. He was still exhausted from the day’s exertions and surprised himself by turning off the tv and getting into bed at ten o’clock. The sheets felt good against his naked skin and still-sore bottom. He heard nothing until Room Service took the dinner dishes and brought in breakfast for two in the morning. Fran must be back and planning to eat with Charlie in his room.

Charlie got up and showered again in hopes of washing off some of the fatigue. When he returned to the room Fran was there, having set out the food and dishes. Remembering her instruction from last night, and the spanking, he made no move to put on a robe or other clothing.

“Good morning!” she said cheerily. “How are you feeling today?”

“I’m waking up,” Charlie replied with a smile.

“Nothing special for today. I have to do some business, so you’re on your own today. Check the guidebook to see what may be of interest. I’m not sure about dinner, other than we’ll eat it,” she added with a smile.

“Sounds good. There is stuff I’d like to see.”

Breakfast continued with just idle chat. When they were done Fran asked with an enigmatic smile “do you need a spanking before you go out?”

“Oh, please, no!” Her look made Charlie pretty sure that she did know what had happened last night. Had she set him up? That waiter definitely wanted to give a spanking and likely would have even if Charlie had been naked. He seemed the type.

“That’s fine. Tomorrow is our last full day. We’ll visit Albert. There are some things you should see.”

“OK.” With that she went to her room, closed the door, and got ready for her day. They left the hotel together, Fran to get in a cab, Charlie to walk to his first destination.

Other than sightseeing and a casual dinner, the day was uneventful. Tomorrow would be quite the opposite. Having been so fully drained, Charlie would not masturbate until the next morning. Unusual to miss a day.


Chapter 21

The last full day in New York was one of the most unusual days in Charlie’s young life. Late morning he and Fran took a cab to “Uncle” Fred’s home in Brooklyn Heights. Charlie gasped when the neighborhood came into view. Fred owned a whole brownstone which proved to be most luxurious inside.

A man clad only in a speedo answered the door. He seemed to be a butler but Charlie couldn’t tell. “Sir is expecting you,” the man said and led the way to a well-appointed sitting room. Fred was in a chair, a naked young man wearing a dog mask like the ones at the sex shop was kneeling at his feet.

“Stay!” Fred commanded as he rose to greet his guests. With a “good morning, welcome” as if nothing were unusual about a naked young man in a dog mask, he walked across the room, gave Fran the air kisses that Charlie was finding quite silly, then shook Charlie’s hand. “Please, take seats.” They did. “This is Andrew who you met the other night. He’s learning to be a good boy today.” The “good boy” was said in the way someone would use it for a dog. Well, Andrew was in a dog mask. Charlie then noticed the collar around Andrew’s neck with a leash attached. For the moment the end was lying on the floor. Fred petting Andrew as he would a dog, Andrew making noises of appreciation.

That done, there was general conversation, Fred occasionally petting Andrew. After a while Andrew curled up on the floor. Let sleeping dogs lie, thought Charlie.

Some minutes later Fred turned to Charlie and said “Charles, I understand you had quite a day at Marguerite’s.” Charlie blushed deeply.

“Yes, sir, I’d say I did.”

“I’m sure the ladies enjoyed it and I’m sure it was good for you. Did they appreciate you?” If he was sure they enjoyed it, why was he asking? Just to embarrass him, Charlie wondered?

“It seemed they did. No one complained.” Charlie hadn’t meant that to be funny but Fred and Fran laughed. He realized what he’d done and chuckled, too.

“That’s excellent. I’m sure one day you’ll be glad to do the same here.” Charlie didn’t think so but just nodded. Andrew stirred a bit. “Ah, it’s time for Andrew to take a walk, as it were. Charles, would you like to take the leash? He’ll lead you to where he needs to go.”

“Um, I guess so. . .” He rose and walked over to Fred who handed him the leash. Andrew stood.

“Be sure to praise him for being a good boy and don’t hesitate to give him a swat to the rump if he tugs too much on the cord. He can be excitable sometimes.”

“Go ahead, dear,” Fran added in encouragement.

Charlie nodded and let Andrew lead the way. He led them to the back of the house, once or twice testing Charlie by tugging a bit on the leash. For the time being Charlie just pulled him back as he would any dog. Andrew obeyed. They came to a door which Andrew opened, clicked on a light, and led them down a flight of stairs to a basement area. In the immediate area was a couch and a couple of chairs, one of which was appropriate for spankings. On the far side, where they continued to, was an area which had been raised slightly and turned into a facsimile of an outdoor dog walk. A sort of lawn, a couple of small trees and even a fire hydrant! This was weird.

Andrew pulled at the leash, eager to get to this area. He went up to one of the trees and did his business, as it were. The platform had been designed so that a “dog” could pee anywhere and it would go right to the drains in the floor below.

Done, Andrew turned to Charlie as if to ask for praise for doing his deed. Charlie went up to him, put a hand on his head, and said “good boy.” Andrew then led them to the couch, indicated that Charlie should sit, then sat with him.

“I’m allowed to talk now,” Andrew said.

“With that mask on?”

“Yes. I’ll be punished if I take it off. Fred wants me to tell you about puppy play and most of all why I submit to this.”

“That’s up to you.”

Andrew explained puppy play in greater depth than Fran had. Just as there were a wide variety of kinks so, apparently, there were quite a few variations on puppy play. Not to mention other sorts of “animal” things.

“And what about you?” Charlie asked when Andrew finished.

Andrew sighed. “I guess I knew early on that I am a submissive but I wasn’t getting satisfied with things I tried. A friend in a sub/dom group told me about Fred. He’s quite exclusive and never goes to kinky or other events. Plenty of people find him and he’s very picky about who he takes on. He agreed to meet me. I was treated to lunch here. Forbes, the butler you met, answered the door and let me in. ‘Sir requires you to undress completely,’ he said. I hesitated and he said ‘right here. And now.’ So, I did. He then led me into the sitting room. Uncle Fred interviewed me, which continued over lunch. After we were done eating he said ‘I find you quite interesting. Give me overnight to decide what is best for you. Come back tomorrow at two o’clock and plan to be here for a few days.’ I did as he said.”

“Just like that?” This was all so foreign to Charlie, even with his experience of Woman and Girl Power.

“Just like that,” Andrew replied. “I was required to undress again. This time Forbes had a case for my clothes so I knew they were being confiscated. That was a bit scary.”

“I’m sure.”

“He took me to the sitting room where Uncle Fred was waiting. Fred did not stand but said ‘come over here.’ I did. He made me kneel down in front of him and started stroking my head the way you stroke a dog’s. I had no idea yet what was going on. ‘First,’ he said, ‘you will call me Sir or Uncle Fred. Is that understood?’ I said yes. ‘Good. I’ve decided that you’re a needy puppy and I’m going to give you the training you need.’ With that he brought me down here. Behind that door over there is what he calls the ‘playroom.’ It’s more of a dungeon, I think. It’s full of BDSM equipment. From a cabinet he took out a collar and leash, then this puppy mask. He then gave me instructions as to what he expected from his puppy. The first couple of days were tough as I didn’t know exactly what to do. I can assure you, my bottom was quite sore!”

Charlie made a sympathetic noise.

“Anyhow, I like being a puppy. It makes me feel safe. Uncle Fred takes care of me and in return I’m expected to behave like a good puppy and be obedient.”

“Wow,” was all Charlie could say when Andrew finished. “Do you take off the mask to eat?”

“Yes, but I have to eat from a dog bowl on the floor, just like a dog. There’s one over there.” He pointed to a dog bowl near the trees. It had “Andrew” painted on the side. “That’s one of mine!” There was no mistaking that Andrew took pride in having his own bowls. Charlie was working on the image of Andrew down on his knees, eating from a dog bowl. To him that seemed very humiliating. He hoped that Fran wasn’t getting ideas.

“Uncle Fred said I could outfit you if you want to see what it’s like. To be honest, I’m surprised that he hasn’t gotten you naked.”

“Well, I’m with Fran, and. . .”

“That makes no difference. He expects younger men to be naked in this house, no matter who else is here. And Fran sees you naked all the time.”

“True.”

They talked a while longer, comparing experiences, then Fred called down the stairs. “Would you boys like a snack?” Andrew replied with an “arf.” Charlie, startled at that, did manage a “yes, sir.”

“Good. Charles, leave your clothes down there.”

“I told you,” said Andrew. “You need to take the leash again.” Charlie undressed. He couldn’t tell if Andrew was admiring him behind the mask. Once naked he took up the leash, this time leading as they climbed the stairs. Forbes was at the top of the stairs and escorted the two to the dining room. Three chairs were around the table. Next to the chair at the head of the table were two dog bowls, one with food, the other with water. Andrew eagerly went up to them and knelt.

Fred and Fran came in. Fred stood by his seat, patted Andrew on the head and said “good boy.” Andrew made his noises of appreciation. “Fran, you sit there, Charles, you there.” Fred waited for his guests to sit before taking his chair. Everyone set, Forbes brought in what looked to Charlie more like lunch than a snack. Well, it was lunchtime, he realized.

The food already was on individual plates. A bit of salad, tortellini, and a cold chicken breast. It was delicious.

“Alright boy, you can eat,” Fred said to Andrew. From his seat, Charlie could watch the puppy eat. He already was thinking of Andrew as “the puppy.” He had noticed that Andrew’s food appeared to be beef, as most dogs eat. Charlie was impressed with how good Andrew had become at eating from a bowl that way. He did not attack the food in the greedy way that some dogs do, but rather was timing his consumption to that at the table. Fred occasionally reached down to pet him.

“What do you think of the puppy life?’ Fred asked Charlie after a while.

“Um, I’m not sure. I mean, this is all new to me.”

“I’m sure. Well, we could put a collar on you for the afternoon. Give you a taste of it.” To Charlie “could” sounded like “will.” If “Uncle” Fred had brought it up he planned to do it. Charlie saw no reaction from Fran.

Turning to Andrew, Fred asked “how are you doing, puppy?” Andrew lifted up from the bowl, still on his knees. “Look at what a mess you are.” Fred reached for a napkin which apparently was for cleaning Andrew’s face, which he proceeded to do. “Good boy,” said, patting him. He produced some sort of “treat” and popped it in Andrew’s mouth. That was the signal that Andrew was done eating. He put on the mask again.

“He’s a good puppy dog,” Fred told them as he patted Andrew again. There was no dessert. Forbes appeared to clear the table. Fred turned to Charlie and said “Charles, there are some things I’d like to show you.” With that he picked up the leash, letting Andrew lead the way, and took them back to the basement. Fran knew what to expect, having seen it before, but she enjoyed seeing it again. This time Andrew went right up to the “dungeon” door. Fred let them in.

Charlie’s eyes were wide with amazement. He’d never seen anything like this. Could never have imagined it. There were various kinds of restraints, including what looked like shackles on the walls. Even a cage! He hoped Uncle Fred wouldn’t suggest trying out the cage. As he was looking around he realized that Fred had come up behind him and was fastening a collar around his neck.

“Good fit!” the man said. He handed Fran a leash. “Would you like to do the honors.”

“Naturally,” she replied. She snapped the leash onto the mask. “You are a good boy,” she said as she held the leash. Charlie blushed at that. Fred indicated the couch to Fran. They both sat down.

“Charles, do the same as Andrew,” Fred ordered. Charlie got down on his knees next to Fran. She patted him on the head. The older two chatted for a while, ignoring their “puppies.”

“Fran, do you think we try a mask on him,” Fred asked.

“You know best, dear,” Fran replied. Her smile said “yes, do put a mask on him.”

“Hold this,” Fred said, handing Andrew’s leash to her. He went to a cabinet, spent a moment looking at things, then returned with a puppy mask. “Try this.” Fran handed him both leashes. She gently fitted the mask to Charlie’s head.

“A perfect fit!” she said with delight.

“I’d say so. Two good little puppies. This is excellent. Andrew has a puppy bed over there. It’s big enough for two.” With that he took both leashes and led them over to the dog bed. Andrew lay down, curling up as he did. Charlie followed his lead. He did admit to himself that it felt good being naked next to the older puppy. “Yeesh,” he thought, “now I’m thinking we’re puppies.”

“They look quite content,” Fran said.

“Yes, they do. Shall we?” Charlie heard them go upstairs.

“What are we supposed to do?” Charlie whispered to Andrew when he knew they truly were alone.

“Wait for orders.”

“Just lie here?”

“Yes and don’t play with yourself. He doesn’t hesitate to use his paddle!” They didn’t talk much and neither fell asleep. Both made a point of lying close to the other, bodies touching, enjoying the warmth and feel of the other’s skin.

“Have you had another puppy before?” Charlie asked.

“No. This is the first time. I like it. Do you?”

“Well, like I said, this is all so new.”

As he lay there Charlie thought about all that had gone on during this visit to New York. Any time they’d been with others, even at the restaurant, he had been an object, not just an obedient “good boy.” He really should feel humiliated by it all, yet he wasn’t. Maybe not thrilled but no humiliation. Fran slowly had done this since he ceded control to her. He trusted her and now wanted her to control him. Would he want to be turned over to Uncle Fred? He could tell it would be a different world.

He had no idea how long they were down there. Fran and Fred did return. “Charlie, time to go back,” Fran said. She picked up the leash and gave it a playful tug. He stood and waited for orders.

“Would you like to take him home like that? Dressed, of course,” Fred asked. “It wouldn’t be the first time a cabbie saw a puppy come from this house.”

“No, no, I’m not going to embarrass him at the hotel.”

Fran undid the mask and removed it, then the collar. As she did Fred said “we can pack that up for you.”

After a moment’s thought Fran said “yes, do that.”

Without being called Forbes appeared. From the cabinet he retrieved a box, packed up the things and handed them to Fran. That done she turned to Charlie and said “get dressed now, dear.” He obeyed, thinking it ironic that he was getting dressed just to get undressed as soon as they got their rooms. Such was his life.

“I’d be happy to have the boy for a weekend sometime,” Fred said as Charlie dressed. Charlie flashed Fran a look of concern. He didn’t know if he was ready for that. Or was willing to do it.

“That requires some consideration,” Fran answered. She was intrigued by the idea but other than with Bunny she did not want to give Charlie quite so fully over to someone else. Particularly a man, given that she firmly believed in Woman Power. It certainly would test Charlie’s submissiveness. He was doing well today.

“You decision my dear,” Fred told her with a smile.

Charlie dressed, they took their leave. In the cab Fran said “you were an especially good boy today. I’m proud of you. Charlie felt good hearing that. Just like a puppy, he thought. This was getting to weird. “I need to reward you.”

“Thank you.” The rest of the ride was quiet. In their rooms Charlie stripped without being told to. Fran gave him a look of approval. “We’ll have dinner here, then I do need to go out. You will be naked this time when the food arrives.” So she did know. It seemed like a conspiracy.

“Now that you’re naked again, you can have your reward.” She pulled a package out of her suitcase and handed it to Charlie. He unwrapped it to find a new butt plug, definitely slightly larger than his usual ones.

“Oh, Fran, I love it,” he said. Fran had been parceling out his butt plug use, never allowing it when he was caged. This truly was exciting.

“Let’s get it in before the food gets here.” She produced the lube, settled on the bed, and Charlie went over her lap. As she always did, she gently rubbed his bottom, inducing an erection. Even though sex was off limits with the boy she did enjoy feeling his hardness against her legs. She knew he liked it, too, even though he showed little interest in the opposite sex. The butt massage worked its way to fingers between his cheeks, contact with his hole, then a gently finger insertion. Charlie was breathing hard with excitement.

When she felt she had him “primed,” as she thought of it, she prepared the plug. She worked it in slowly and gently, both to make sure it didn’t hurt and to let Charlie enjoy the pleasure of its entry. When it was fully in, he let out a sigh, then “thank you, Fran. This one is great.”

“Good! I hoped you’d like it.” She let him up. A knock came at the door. “Go ahead,” she told him. Charlie did not put on a robe. He opened the door and the same waiter was there with the cart.

“Ah, as advertised this time,” he said as he brought the food in. “Apparently having Mother here makes you do as your told.”

“That’s enough of that,” Fran said in a very stern tone. The waiter blushed slightly but silently went about his work. When he had left Fran said “he does get a bit too full of himself sometimes. However, he has someone to take him down a notch.”

They ate dinner then Fran went out for the evening. “I’ll see you in the morning. You should do some packing tonight.” Charlie did, while doing a video call with Max.

“I’ve got so much to tell you!” he told his bestie.

“I know! Can’t wait!”

The plug stayed in all night. After watching some tv he went to bed only to be awaked much earlier than he liked. But, they needed to get to the airport. Charlie was eager to get home, to see his Dad, and to get together with Max. It was with eager anticipation that he rode home on the airplane. It had been an interesting, and ultimately good, trip. More than once on the flight Fran quietly told him that he’d been “a good boy.” Like a puppy, he was happy to hear the praise.


Chapter 22

By the time Charlie and Fran were back home it really was too late to get together with Max. They talked briefly. Max revealed that he’d earned himself a before-dinner spanking so wasn’t in the mood in any case.

“That sucks but we can talk all about everything tomorrow.”

“Yeah.” They ended the call.

At dinner that night David said “so, you were a good pup in New York.”

“Daaad!”

“Don’t worry, son, it’s our secret. Though I’m sure Max knows about it.”

“I tell him almost everything. Plus he’s curious about it so I kinda have to.”

“Is he joining the puppy pound, too?” David asked with a wink.

“Dad, there is no puppy pound! And I haven’t said I’m part of any puppy play anyhow.” Fran listened to all this with a small smile.

“But I hear you brought home some puppy gear.”

Now Charlie turned to her with a “Fraaan!” Then back to David, “she brought them home, I didn’t.”

“Now, boys, it’s likely they’ll not get any use. Though, as I think of it, maybe I should give it to Bunny to use on Gerry. We know he needs taming.”

“I think things are tough enough for him without that,” Charlie said. Gerry might not be his friend but still he would have solidarity in this case.

“It’s all his own doing, you know that,” she replied. “Maybe this would teach him the lesson he hasn’t learned so far.” Charlie said nothing. He had less control over these things than David did. Which pretty much was none, anyhow.

The conversation went in other directions. Later in the evening Charlie checked in with Max. “It wasn’t that bad but I have the cage on until tomorrow, which sucks.”

“Sorry to hear it.” Fran had been lax with the cage of late but her domination hadn’t diminished, she had many others ways to assert it.

Charlie never knew but late that night when David and Fran were in their own room for the night, she put the collar and puppy mask on David. “Hm, I like this. Maybe we keep it for ourselves.” David made some puppy noises in the mask which got them laughing. She took the gear off him and they settled in for some welcome home sex.

Her fun with David got Fran thinking about puppy play. The idea of having David or Charlie crawling around like a puppy did not appeal. But she had another idea, one that she thought would be fun with Charlie. She contacted the store in Greenwich Village and in a few days a much longer leash arrived. She could put the collar, with the leash, on Charlie, then secure the leash to his desk or bed. It was long enough that he could get between the desk and the bed, otherwise he’d be kept in place. Like a puppy. He could easily unhook the leash or untie it so part of using it would be to test him. He’d be on his honor not to escape. If necessary she could leash him and put on the chastity cage. She liked the idea.

A couple of days after the leash arrived she knew he’d be home after school which would give her a chance to make a test run, as it were. She was home when he returned from school. After greetings she casually said “go up to your room and get undressed. I’ll be up shortly.” Charlie showed some surprise at this but obeyed.

He was naked when she appeared in the doorway. From what he could tell, she had a collar and some sort of leash.

“I thought of one way this can be of use. When I need to keep you in your room I can tie you down, just like a puppy.” The last said with a smile. She put the collar on him, attached the leash and found a spot to anchor it. “You can get from the desk to the bed, and that’s it.”

“What if I need the bathroom?”

“That’s what this is for,” she said producing a bedpan. He’d never seen one. “Since you can easily unhook the leash this is on the honor system. If I have to tie you in and find out that you slipped your leash, as it were, you know the consequences.” Charlie glanced at the hairbrush. “That’s right. Now, I’ll come and release you at dinner time. That’s a good boy.” With that she left.

Immediately Charlie called Max. He told him what had happened.

“Shit! What if she tells Mom?” was Max’s reaction.

“I hadn’t thought of that. They’d have us all tied down at the pool or something. I hope it doesn’t go any further than this.” Charlie had told Max all about Andrew.

“I hope we don’t end up like that guy in New York. Well, at least that you don’t, I mean.” Max was seeing doom coming his way and briefly forgot that Charlie already was in tether.

“Who knows. I hope it is a passing phase. I didn’t tell you, but ‘Uncle’ Fred invited me to spend a weekend with him. Fran was noncommittal. I’m sure that would be weird.”

“One thing you know is you’d be naked all weekend.” That got them laughing.

“I’ll call you when I’m released,” Charlie said. Later he heard his father get home. He could hear them talking downstairs and caught enough to know that she’d told him what she had done with Charlie.

“Something that would be good for you, too,” he distinctly heard her say. The idea of his father on a leash didn’t work for Charlie.

As promised, she arrived at dinner time and unhooked the leash but did not take off the collar. At dinner Charlie could see that more than once his father wanted to comment but thought the better of it. Whether this was not to embarrass Charlie or because he was under threat of punishment, Charlie couldn’t tell. Or maybe both.

The collar stayed on until bedtime but Charlie was not tethered again. After she removed the collar from him, it and the leash were put away. Charlie hoped also to be forgotten.

Naturally Fran did tell Bunny about the weekend and especially about the puppy play. Bunny was intrigued and did say that perhaps it would help with Gerry. “I thought the same thing,” said Fran. “I can put you in touch with Fred if you ever want to know more.”

“Didn’t he invite Charlie for a weekend?” Fran confirmed that. Bunny did have a way of finding out these things. A good sign of her dominance over Max that she got the information from him. “Maybe we send Charlie and Max together. We know they love to do everything together. If that goes well I could send Gerry for serious indoctrination. Interesting idea.” For the moment, it went no further.

Over the next few weeks Fred stayed in touch with Fran more regularly than he had in the past. He did not apply heavy pressure but he brought up a visit by Charlie every time they spoke or messaged. Fran resisted. “I want to be the one in charge of the boy,” she said more than once. “You understand Woman Power. It would not be good to have him suddenly under the supervision of a man. It would cause confusion as to who to obey.”

“Now, now, my dear,” Fred had replied. “The boy is a natural submissive. There will be no confusion in his mind about obeying to any authority, female or male. I know you’ve tamed him but some time as a pup will only make him more docile.” Fran had told Fred about the turning point she’d had with Charlie. Fred appreciated what she’d done.

After a few of these calls Fran said “what if I sent him with his friend Max, so they both could be trained?” Fred had heard about Max.

“Now that’s an idea,” he replied, sounding quite delighted. “I need to speak with his mother, of course.”

“I’ll talk to Bunny and we can do a conference call.” That settled that. Two days later the two women spoke with “Uncle” Fred. He filled in both of them on what he would do, along with giving Bunny general information about puppy play.

“If this goes well, I think my older son greatly could benefit from the training, but we’ll leave that until later.”

“Your boys will be well taken care of.” Fran knew that was true and easily assured Bunny who trusted anyone Fran trusted in this regard. A long weekend was set up for the boys.

The announcements of this plan were not met with enthusiasm. Charlie asked “must I?” knowing full well that he must. Max put up more resistance which only led to a spanking. That decided the issue.

On the selected Friday Charlie and Max were on a plane on their way to New York. Nervous about what to expect they talked little on the ride. At the airport a driver with a posh car was waiting for them and maneuvered the city roads for a short trip to Brooklyn Heights. Max was impressed with the neighborhood. More so with the house they pulled up in front of. The chauffeur carried their luggage. The door was opened by Forbes. Charlie had told Max about him.

“Sir is waiting in the parlor,” Forbes said in particularly pompous tones. “You will undress here.” He had boxes ready for their clothes. Max was a bit hesitant but followed Charlie’s lead. Now naked, the boys were escorted to the parlor. Fred was standing to greet them. At the foot of his chair Andrew was curled up. Even knowing what he’d see, Max was startled to see Andrew in his pup mask.

“Welcome boys,” he said. “Marshall, I’m delighted to meet you. I’ve heard quite a bit about you.” Max wasn’t happy at the man using his full name but he would get used to it over the next three days. Fred gestured them to separate chairs. They didn’t know, but their training had begun. Fred had not taken their hands upon greeting them and he had separated them already. The man returned to his chair, giving Andrew a quick petting as he sat. The boys couldn’t tell if Andrew was asleep or not but did hear him make a small noise after the petting.

This was Max’s first visit here so he was a bit more nervous than Charlie. Seeing a “puppy” in real life was quite a bit different from being told about such things. He felt some empathy with Andrew. That was a good start for the puppy bonding that would help his training. His discomfort was making him start to get hard which only made it worse. He looked over at Charlie for reassurance but his friend was focused on the man and “pup.”

For about an hour the boys were interviewed by the man. “First and most important, at all times you call me ‘sir’ or ‘Uncle Fred.’ Failure to do that will be punished immediately. I will explain other rules as we go along.” Having set that ground rule, he went on with getting to know the boys. He’d heard things from Fran and Bunny but how the boys expressed it was important for the process.

Neither boy had expressed a desire for puppy training. Fred easily tailored his intakes to whatever reason a prospective puppy had come to him. By the hour’s end he had a good sense of how to proceed with them, individually and as a pair. He rarely had pairs and enjoyed the times when he did.

“It’s time to go downstairs,” Fred announced when he was satisfied with what he’d learned. He stroked Andrew and gave a slight tug on his collar. Andrew knew the signal and stood up with the man. Andrew was allowed to lead the way. Charlie noticed that Andrew did not tug on the leash at all. Still, he did get one quick swat to his bottom. The boys admired the pup’s bottom as he led the way.

Downstairs Fred unhooked Andrew who quickly went over to the trees to relieve himself. Max watched with wide eyes. While Andrew did his business, Fred put the boys into separate chairs again. As they waited, Fred went to the cupboard to get collars, leashes, and masks. Happy with his choices he returned. He walked to Charlie and with a snap of his fingers made the boy rise. Charlie standing, Fred secured the collar on him.

The same snap was given to Max who leapt up, now quite hard from nerves. Fred ignored it for the moment. He did not give the boys permission to sit down. By the time Max was collared, Andrew had returned and was on his knees at the man’s feet. Fred took off the boy’s mask.

Rubbing Andrew’s head he asked him “are you good puppy?”

“Yes, sir,” Andrew replied, looking up at his master.

“Who do you obey?”

“You, sir. Always.”

“Good boy.” Fred popped some sort of treat into Andrew’s mouth. He said nothing to the boys, allowing them to observe and come to their own conclusions. Charlie noticed that two more beds with dog bowls had been laid out. The bowls had their proper names on them. He also noticed that all three beds were not near each other. Everyone was being kept apart, at least for the time being.

When it was obvious that Max’s erection was not receding Fred announced “puppies are not allowed to be hard without my permission. Andrew, you know what to do.” Andrew did. He walked over to a freezer and withdrew an icebag. He went over to Max and put the bag on the boy’s abdomen and erection. Max cried out in shock and discomfort. He put his hands behind his back to keep himself from trying to push the bag away. The bag did the trick, much to his relief. And increased embarrassment.

“You see you have your own beds and bowls. This is where the puppies sleep and do their business. You should sniff around and pick a favorite tree. Puppies get breakfast and supper but don’t have to eat lunch. Your water bowls will be kept filled by Forbes. You need time to get used to your leashes so I won’t fit your masks on you until tomorrow.” Andrew had returned the ice bag to the freezer and now was kneeling at Fred’s feet. Fred put his mask back on. “Go to your bed,” he ordered. On all fours Andrew obeyed and curled up on the bed, his eyes on what was happening to the newcomers.

Fred snapped his fingers again. “Sit!” Charlie and Max froze for a few seconds then slowly dropped to their knees and back on their haunches. “You need some work on commands. Most puppies do.” He gave each a swat to the nose. Charlie yelped. Max said “sorry, sir.”

“Did I give you permission to speak?” Max froze again then decided shaking his head “no” was the best way to respond. Fred patted his head. “You’re learning.” He patted Max’s head but did not provide a puppy treat.

Another snap. “Lie down!” Trying to remember how dogs lay down, the boys dropped onto their stomachs. Each was rewarded with a quick back rub. “Good boys.” Charlie gave a try to making an appropriate puppy noise, imitating Andrew. Being on the floor, he didn’t see Fred’s smile of approval.

“Sit!” The boys quickly returned to the sitting position. “Now go over and pick your tree!” Charlie wasn’t sure how they were expected to get over to the platform. Max started to stand. “Bad puppy!” Fred said sternly along with a hard swat to Max’s bottom. His yelp was genuine but not yet quite a puppy yelp. “You go on all fours!” With that Charlie and Max crawled over to the platform and climbed on. Nervously they made a show of sniffing around. That seemed to be what was expected. Each settled on a tree and stayed by it.

“Very good. You may lift your legs now.” This was embarrassing! Each did his best to “lift his leg” and pee against their tree. It wasn’t easy. “We’ll work on that part of your training,” Fred said. When they were finished Fred took their leashes and said “we’re going upstairs. Andrew, you wait here!” Andrew made a puppy noise but stayed put. Charlie and Max stayed on all fours which made the crawl up the stairs a bit cumbersome.

Fred led them down the hallway, giving tugs on the leashes when the boys slowed down to look into a room. When they reached the end of the hallway Fred opened the back door and began to lead them out into a well-manicured lawn and garden. Both boys hesitated. Each got a smack on the nose.

“You know better than to question what I do,” Fred said, his voice showing his annoyance. “This neighborhood is puppy friendly. My neighbors are quite used to seeing puppies frolic about in the back yard. You are no different.” He gave strong tugs on the leashes. The boys had no choice but to follow. It was pleasant on the grass. Fred unhooked the leashes and let them wander about. Both stayed on his knees. It seemed the best way to proceed. They gravitated toward a shady corner. Fred came over.

“Lie down!” They obeyed. “Roll over!” Each did. Fred rubbed Charlie’s tummy the way anyone does a puppy’s. Charlie made some noises of pleasure, hoping he sounded properly like a puppy. He started to get hard but managed to control himself.

Then it was Max’s turn for the belly rub. He was more vocal, now trying to produce the right noises. So far Fred seemed satisfied with both of them. The belly rub did get Max hard.

“Someone doesn’t learn lessons,” Fred said. He swatted Max’s erection a few times. Max yelped in pain. He did soften a bit. “One more time and you’ll get a good spanking!” Max yelped again. “Roll over!” Max did. Fred rubbed his bottom then gave him one surprisingly hard swat. This time Max cried out “owww!”

Fred returned to Charlie’s tummy. “You’re trying to be a good boy, aren’t you?” Charlie nodded rapidly, again hoping in proper puppy style.

“Enough play. Time for you to rest. I have things to do.” Leashes were reattached. Fred let the boys take the lead going back into the house. Going down the stairs on all fours was quite uncomfortable but they managed. Charlie was led to his bed, his leash then removed. Then Max to his and his leash off. Both glanced over at Andrew who was curled up on his bed, seemingly asleep. Max and Charlie took the same position. Fred patted their heads, went upstairs, and turned out the lights as he shut the door. There were windows in the basement but it did seem quite dark now.

“This is weird,” Max whispered.

“Shhh, don’t talk,” Charlie replied. Everyone remained silent. Charlie and Max weren’t sure if they fell asleep. They had no idea how long they had been left down there but when the lights came on it did feel like waking up. They glanced over to Andrew who was sitting up, puppy style, on his bed. They did the same.

Down the stairs came Forbes, now totally naked, too. Naked except for a chastity cage. He patted each puppy on the head then made his way to what looked like a pantry area. Max and Charlie hadn’t touched their water. Andrew needed a bit more which Forbes poured into his bowl. He gathered up the food bowls and took them to the pantry. They could hear him working on something.

After a few minutes he returned with Andrew’s bowl which he put back in its place next to the bed. Forbes took off Andrew’s puppy mask. Otherwise Andrew did not move. When Forbes was headed back to the kitchen Andrew gave the boys a shake of the head, hoping it would send a message that they were not to touch their food. Fortunately it did.

Forbes returned with a bowl in each hand which he placed by the appropriate bed. Silently he gave pats to the heads then returned upstairs. No one could tell how long they waited but long enough that all three had curled up on the beds again. Finally they heard the door open. This time Uncle Fred descended.

“How are my good little puppies? Hungry boys?” Three heads nodded. “You’d best do your business before dinner.” Charlie and Max suddenly realized that they had to go. They waited to see what Andrew did. He stayed on all fours so they did the same. Lifting the leg didn’t seem quite so awkward this time. Finished, they returned to their beds.

“Good puppies,” Fred told them. He went over to Andrew. “Do you want your dinner?” Andrew got up on his haunches and imitated the begging of a puppy, along with some noises. Fred rubbed his head then said, “you may eat.” Andrew moved onto the floor and put his face into the bowl. Charlie and Max could hear him eating.

Charlie was next. “What do you do?” He did his best to imitate Andrew. Fred seemed pleased. He rubbed Charlie’s head then told him “you may eat.” Charlie went over to his bowl. Whatever it was in the bowl did smell good and was cut up to be easy to get into his mouth and not need much chewing. He gave approaching it a try. This was not going to be easy.

Finally Max. “You’re a bit of a naughty puppy, aren’t you?” his master said to him. Max nodded. “We’ll see how you behave tonight and tomorrow. We don’t want to start you off with a punishment, do we?” Max shook his head. Without being asked he assumed the begging position. Fred smiled. “It does seem you’re learning, though. You may eat.” Max moved to his bowl. He, too, thought it smelled good but how to eat it? It took him quite a while to get everything into his mouth. A glance showed him Andrew licking his bowl clean. Max did the same, as did Charlie.

The whole time they ate Fred was with them. When they were done he said “we need to clean up these pups.” He had a damp serviette for each of them. One by one he cleaned their faces. “You need a walk now.” This meant up the stairs and out into the back yard again. Andrew was allowed to lead without his leash. Max and Charlie were leashed and led by Fred.

It was cooler now in the yard but still pleasant. Andrew did “romp” a bit. It looked rather awkward and maybe even uncomfortable. Charlie and Max both felt uncomfortable about following that lead. They might not have any choice on another visit to the yard.

Forbes appeared and announced dinner. Still romping a bit, Andrew went off to the dining room. Fred brough Charlie and Max along with their leashes. Andrew was already set by his master’s chair. Was this done every night at Fred’s dinner? When he had brought Charlie and Max into the dining room he indicated where they should “sit” by his chair.

As Fred’s dinner progressed he dropped a few scraps into Andrew’s mouth. He kept an eye on the others to see if they were watching hungrily. Max was still hungry and did have a pleading look. He fought hard the urge to say “please, sir” and succeeded. Finally a bit of chicken was given to each of them. That proved to be all they got tonight.

Dinner finished, Fred replaced Andrew’s mask and three puppies went to the den. He tuned in something on the tv. Andrew curled up at his feet and Charlie and Max did their best to do the same. At ten o’clock Fred announced “time for puppies to go to bed.” He clipped the leashes onto Charlie and Max’s collars. A pat to Andrew’s head was his signal to lead the way. It was all fours again. Once downstairs Andrew went straight to his bed. Fred took Charlie and Max to what looked like a traditional spanking chair. He went over to a cabinet and returned with a paddle in his hand.

“New puppies need reminders of who is their master.” He unhooked Charlie’s leash. He patted his lap and Charlie took his place over the man’s knees. Ten quite hard blows of the paddle came down on him. With each one Charlie was crying out. It hurt!

That paddling done, Charlie was sent to his bed. Max took his place. By the third blow Max was wailing and kicking. Fred did not relent. When Max was released and Fred said “you puppies do your business and into bed.” All three crawled over to the respective trees. It was a bit less awkward again. When all three were on their beds, Fred gave each a head rub. Only Andrew, however, was told that he was a “good little puppy.”

Fred went up the stairs, turned off the lights, and shut the door. Charlie and Max were more tired than they realized. It didn’t seem long before Fred was waking them.


Chapter 23

“Wake up boys,” Charlie and Max heard Andrew say in quiet tones. It took them a moment to remember where they were. And why. “It’s ok to stand up to pee first thing in the morning but when Uncle Fred comes down it’s back to all fours unless he gives you permission to stand.” Both boys were quite happy to stand.

Watering the trees, as it were, done, all three returned to their respective beds. Charlie and Max were nervous enough about being punished for erections that their morning wood subsided. In a few minutes they heard the door open and quickly three puppies were curled up on their beds awaiting their master. Fred descended the stairs followed by Forbes who was still naked except for a chastity cage. Fred had switched devices. Today Forbes was in what appeared to be a plastic sheath. Whatever the case, his penis was off limits. He must have a masturbation regimen, Charlie thought. Is he allowed to stroke himself or does Uncle Fred do it? He was thinking of the man as Uncle already.

“Good morning my good little pups,” Fred said. Andrew made a quiet bark and sat up on his haunches. Max and Charlie followed suit. It seemed the right thing to do. “Forbes has your breakfast. After you eat we have some things to take care of.”

First to be served was Andrew who did not move from his bed. Max was the middle bed so he was next, then Charlie. Again it was hard to tell what was in their bowls. It smelled like it might be some sort of oatmeal with other things mixed in.

Fred walked over to Charlie. “What do you do?” Charlie hesitated a few seconds then decided that the begging position was what he should do. He was correct. With a rub to the boy’s head, Fred said “good boy,” but did not say that he could eat. Max imitated Charlie and also was rewarded with a head rub and a “good boy.” Andrew was a more subservient puppy and put on quite a show of begging and whining. Apparently this pleased Uncle Fred who was quite effusive in his praise and scratched behind Andrew’s ears. Andrew made more puppy noises.

All that done, permission to eat was given. This meal was easier than last nights as the boys could lap up their bowls more easily. Whatever it was, it did taste good.

“Forbes, clean up these naughty puppies,” Uncle Fred instructed when all three were done eating. Again a damp serviette for each washed off whatever mess they’d made while eating. Had they really been naughty or was this just Uncle Fred’s way of talking? Max and Charlie felt a bit nervous after hearing that. They couldn’t tell how Andrew felt.

All three went back to sitting on their beds. Uncle Fred unlocked and opened the door to the “dungeon.” Charlie had seen it but Max had not. He knew that his friend was in for a surprise. “Time for puppy enemas,” Uncle Fred told them, gesturing for them to enter the room. For the moment, at least, this did not include Andrew. “Forbes, take Andrew for his walk.” Forbes snapped a leash on Andrew, put his puppy mask on him, then led him upstairs. Andrew was on all fours.

In the “dungeon” two massage tables were set out. Next to each was an IV pole with an enema bag hanging on it.

“Up on the tables, boys.” The boys obeyed. Uncle Fred guided Max into the traditional enema position. Charlie was sitting on his table watching it all. Fred talked Max through the process as he prepared a soapy enema solution to go into the bag. He chose to do Max first as he expected the boy would have more trouble taking the enema along with being more embarrassed if he went before Charlie. It proved he was correct on both counts.

Fred again talked Max through the process as he filled the bag and then filled the boy with the two quarts of soapy water. He did have to stop a couple of times to get Max through some cramping but that was to be expected, along with some moaning. This was a first for Max. “Good boy,” Fred told him, with a pat to the head, when the two quarters were out of the bag and into Max. “Now hold it like a good puppy.” That quickly became uncomfortable.

“Please, sir. . .” Max said as he felt he might lose control.

“Fine. Next time you will hold it longer.” There was a small bathroom in one corner of the room. Max was allowed off the table and made a dash for the bathroom. He was grateful that he didn’t have to crawl.

“He’ll need a few minutes,” Fred told Charlie. He began preparing Charlie’s soap and water solution, again explaining things as he did. He waited a moment to begin Charlie’s enema, his plan being that he’d test Charlie on how long he could hold it in. If Max took a long time Charlie would have no choice. As the last of the solution went into Charlie Max emerged from the bathroom, looking a bit shaken by the experience. “Lie down on the table, pup,” Fred told him. Max happily obeyed, curling himself into the puppy pose.

Now Charlie was tested on his ability to hold the enema in. He did better than Max. Fred recognized the pleading look when Charlie gave it to him and sent him to take to care of things. While they waited Fred told Max to lie on his back, then gave him the kind of tummy rub any dog loves. As Fred expected, Max almost immediately got hard.

“Oh dear, we’re being a naughty puppy, aren’t we?” Fred said. Max went red in the face. He couldn’t control it, which Fred knew. “I’ll have to think about how best to deal with this.” He left the threat hanging in the air.

In a few minutes Charlie emerged looking more refreshed than Max had. “Up on the table, Charlie, and both of you sit up.” They guessed, correctly, this mean sitting on their haunches. As they waited Fred took a pair of puppy masks from the cabinet. The boys noticed that each of them had the appropriate initial on the side. “Today you become real little puppy dogs for your master,” Fred told them. He fitted the mask onto Charlie. It fit well. Then Max, also a good fit.

“Now, back to your beds. Forbes will take you for your walks in a while.” As they crawled back to their beds Forbes and Andrew returned from their walk. “Was he a good boy?” Fred asked.

“Yes, master,” Forbes replied.

“Good.” Fred went over to Andrew, slipped his mask off, gave him a “treat” then put the mask back on. Andrew gave a little bark. “Lie down.” Andrew did, curling up on his bed. “We’re set down here for now,” Fred told Forbes. “I have things to do. I’ll let you know when to take the new little puppies for their walks.” He and Forbes went upstairs, the lights went off and they heard the door shut.

Charlie and Max very much wanted to ask Andrew questions but weren’t sure if they were allowed to speak. They’d wait for him to start any conversation. Both wondered what further training they’d undergo, Max also wondering what his punishment would be for his erection. He was sure he would be punished somehow.

Finally Charlie couldn’t wait any longer. “Did you get hard?” he whispered to Max.

“Yes, and I’m sure I’ll be punished.”

“That sucks.”

From the third bed Andrew now spoke up. “Yes, he will be punished. Uncle Fred always punishes unauthorized hardons. However, it won’t necessarily be a spanking.”

“Have you been punished for it?” Max asked, a slight tremble in his voice.

“Oh yes, many times. But I did learn my lesson eventually.”

“How long have you been doing this?” Charlie asked.

“Almost a year now. Mostly weekends because I do have a job. He puts me chastity before I go home so I don’t forget that I belong to him.”

“Wow,” both boys said.

“He really is caring and I think this has been good for me. I’m doing a lot better in life, believe it or not. Even his punishments are because he cares for his puppies.” So Andrew called them puppies, too, not boys or men.

“What about Forbes?” Charlie asked.

“He’s different. He is Uncle Fred’s slave,” said quite matter-of-factly as if the boys would understand all that word meant.

“Slave?”

“Yes. He serves Uncle Fred primarily as a butler/housekeeper but also any other tasks he’s ordered to do. Forbes need regular discipline which Uncle Fred is glad to give him. I’m surprised that his butt hasn’t been red yet this weekend. Usually he is well paddled on Saturday morning.”

No sooner had he said that but the sound of a paddle hitting flesh resounded above, followed by yells as each swat landed. “Ah, just a bit later today,” Andrew said.

“Sounds horrible!” Max said.

“He needs it,” Andrew assured them. “He wants it, too. Feeling well disciplined is important for him. Everyone is different.” With that they went silent, listening to the chastisement above them. It was hard to tell if Forbes was crying. Charlie and Max hoped they would not be subject to such discipline.

Not much later the door opened, the lights snapped on, and a very contrite looking Forbes came down, followed by his master. Forbes was carrying two leashes but did not put them on the boys right away. Fred went into the dungeon for a moment, returning with two objects that the boys could not identify.

“Now that you’ve been cleaned out you can wear your puppy tails,” Fred told them. “Up on all fours, bottoms high,” he commanded. Max and Charlie assumed the position. They didn’t see whatever preparation Fred was doing. After a moment Charlie felt something pushing against his sphincter. Being used to butt plugs he did readily accept it though it felt larger than he normally took and he needed a bit of time for it to fully slide in. “How’s that feel?” Fred asked him.

“Good,” Charlie answered truthfully. It did feel very good.

Next was Max. He needed more time and coaxing, both from being less experienced than Charlie and from his own emotional reluctance to accept the violation. “This little puppy needs work,” Fred said to no one in particular at one point. But the plug did go in and Max had to admit that it did feel good.

Turning to Andrew, Fred asked “what do you think?”

“They look good. Naturals.” Fred order them to lie down on their stomachs. They were able to look over at each other see their “tails.” Butt plugs with what looked just like a tail attached. It was hot! Not how they expected to react. “Forbes, these pups are ready for their walk. You know what I expect.” Forbes nodded, attached the leashes, and led the two “pups” up the stairs, on all fours. Upstairs he took them out into the back yard. The sun felt good.

“Go ahead and play,” he told them solemnly. They weren’t sure just what that meant. As best they could they romped about on all fours. They even tussled like puppies which felt good. They were falling into the play. Even with romping, the tails stayed in place.

“Your tail is so cute,” Charlie told Max at one point.

“So is yours,” Max replied. They growled at each other as they tussled some more. Fred had come upstairs to watch. He was pleased with what he saw.

“Andrew is tied up for a while,” Fred told Forbes. “Do check on him occasionally.” Forbes nodded. After a few more minutes of puppy romping, Fred took the leashes and joined his pups in the yard. “Puppy Marshall, it’s time for your discipline.” He clipped the leash on Max’s collar and led him across the yard to a doghouse. “In you go until I get you.” Max crawled in. The doghouse was small. Being in it was humiliating. He did his best to get comfortable.

While Max was doing his penance, Fred had plans for Charlie. His leash was clipped on and he was led into the house. Charlie was brought to the dining room where the table was set for lunch. “Sit here,” Fred told Charlie as he indicated a spot next to his chair. Charlie decided that “sit” meant the puppy sit position and assumed it. He was rewarded with a pat on the head. He gave a slight “arf” in response. Fred showed his pleasure in the response as he removed Charlie’s leash.

Lunch was served by Forbes. Apparently Fred was dining alone. After the food was on the table Fred gestured to Forbes to remove Charlie’s mask. Charlie hoped this meant some scraps from the table. Again he was thinking like a puppy. “Lie down, boy,” Fred told him. Charlie curled up next to the chair.

There was quiet as Fred ate his lunch. When he was nearing finishing his meal, he looked down at Charlie. “Sit up, boy!” Charlie did. “Beg!” Charlie assumed the begging position and did his best to give the begging look that puppies do. Fred watched him for a moment. “Speak!”

“Arf! Arf!” Charlie replied. He knew he should feel foolish yet he didn’t. Satisfied, Fred took a pinch of his sandwich and fed it to Charlie.

“Good boy,” Fred to him with a stroke of the boy’s head. Or, rather, of his puppy’s head. Charlie stayed in the begging pose. Fred rubbed the boy’s head some more. “Are you my good little puppy?” Fred asked him. Charlie gave another “arf” then stuck his tongue out, dog style, and did his best to imitate canine eager breathing.

“Mmm, good little puppy,” Fred said. Another bit of sandwich was put in Charlie’s mouth. After Charlie swallowed Fred told him “lie down!” Charlie did. “Roll over!” Charlie rolled over onto his back. Fred leaned over and rubbed the boy’s tummy. Charlie fought hard not to get hard. He managed to succeed and enjoy the belly rub. After the tummy rub he was told “sit up!” Charlie did and the mask was put on him again.

As if on cue Forbes entered to take the dishes away. When he left Fred reattached Charlie’s leash and took him to the basement stairs. “Go and lie down,” Charlie was told. He went down on all fours, an awkward move, the leash flopping around. He went to his bed. He noticed that Andrew was, indeed, tied to a post with a rope long enough to allow him to get to the trees. Andrew rolled over when he heard Charlie coming down. Seeing that neither Fred nor Forbes were with Charlie he gave him a quiet “hi.”

“Are you being punished?” Charlie asked in a near whisper as he moved to his bed.

“No. Uncle Fred likes to make sure his puppies won’t go anywhere during the day. He locks us in at night so he knows we won’t get away. Maybe some mischief but if we do it’s down here. And we get punished, of course.”

The news that they were locked in at night was unexpected and Charlie was a bit uncomfortable with that knowledge. Yet, he knew he was safe here. He wasn’t sure how long he’d been down there when he heard the door open. Max crawled down, Forbes holding his leash. Behind Forbes came Fred, followed by Albert and Martin, the latter fully naked, not even with a chastity device. Charlie wasn’t surprised that Martin was in good shape. He liked the cock and balls he saw, too.

“On your bed, pup!” Fred order Max who obeyed silently. When Max was settled Fred announced “Albert wanted to see you pups and I told him that naturally he was welcome any time.”

Albert took over. “Not only do I want to see the pups, I have to spank Martin. It is good for him to have witnesses and it will be good for you to witness his punishment. Before that, however, he will take care of your puppy needs so that you don’t have to.” Andrew knew what this meant, he’d been “taken care of” in the past. He sat up, puppy style. Charlie and Max had a good idea of what this meant. Both were eager for relief. It had been over twenty-four hours.

With a swat to Martin’s butt, Albert said, “you know what to do, you naughty boy.” Martin went over to Max. “Roll over!” Fred ordered! Max did, his erection rising. Martin didn’t take him in hand but took Max into his mouth, Max’s erection quickly becoming full. Martin was expert and knew how to drag out the blowjob, how to edge with his mouth. Max was moaning and squirming after a while, to the delight of the two men.

“Please! I need to cum!” Max begged. Martin was trained not to bring a recipient to fulfillment without permission from Albert. The two men looked at each other, both nodding that it was time. Albert looked over at Martin and gave another nod.

“aaaaarrrrrrgggghh!” Max yelled as he shot into Martin’s mouth, shooting over and over. Martin made sure to get every drop. This set off the orgasm aftershocks that some boys love and others hate. Max jerked as the shocks hit him. Martin knew when to stop. He left behind an exhausted boy.

By now Andrew was quite actively begging. Fred liked for any of his pups to beg for their orgasms. Charlie had a needy look on his face but it was Andrew who was begging. Fred told him to lie down and roll over. It was a fully hard cock that Martin had to work with by the time he moved to Andrew’s bed. Andrew had been sucked off by Martin a few times already so knew what to expect. That made him able to enjoy the experience of being sexually manipulated. It was a while before he filled Martin’s mouth. When his aftershocks were done he also lay back in exhaustion.

By now Charlie was feeling both excitement and trepidation after watching the other two. He was quite hard and firm for Martin who gave his third expert blowjob of the day. Like Max, Charlie yelled loud and long when his orgasm arrived.

While the puppies regained their energy Fred and Albert prepared for the spanking. A chair was placed in the center of the room, giving all three pups a good view. The three were ordered to sit up. When the puppies were in position, Albert sat in the chair. Nothing was said. Martin put himself over Albert’s lap.

SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK SMACK Those were firm swats! Again, Andrew was familiar with the situation but Max and Charlie were quite wide-eyed inside their masks. Martin was stoic for quite a while. Charlie and Max were aware that Albert was not verbally chastising Martin. Any discussion about the reason for this spanking must have occurred before they had arrived.

The spanking continued, steady, firm. When Martin did start to grunt with each swat Albert stopped. Again nothing was said. Fred handed Albert a paddle. Now what had been a steady series of SMACK SMACK continued as the same steady pace, this time WHAP WHAP WHAP on the already well-punished bottom.

Charlie and Max watched in dismay as Martin broke down over Albert’s lap. He began wailing, then, as best he could, begging for the paddling to end. When Martin was truly crying, Albert stopped. Without giving the spanked Martin time to recover, Albert sternly asked “why did you get spanked?”

“I wasn’t obedient.”

“Just disobedient?”

“I wasn’t properly obedient.” That seemed to satisfy Albert. “Now, stand in that corner so the pups can look at your punished bottom.” Martin obeyed. Charlie and Max hoped that when it came time for their spankings they would not be so harshly treated. They knew they’d be spanked at some point.

The men went upstairs. The three pups lay down, curling up so that they could see Martin. It was quiet in the room until the door opened and the two men returned. Albert checked on Martin whose bottom was losing its redness. “Would you like to give my pups a walk?” Fred asked Albert. “Gladly,” was the reply. Three pups had leashes snapped on and the group made their way upstairs and to the back yard.

“You may lift your legs over there,” Fred told them, pointing to a corner of the garden. Charlie and Max hadn’t been sure if they were allowed to here. Permission given, both were “lifting their legs.” They needed the relief. Andrew took his turn, then the three pups settled down together. Martin had been brought upstairs, too, and now was standing by the door, facing the wall, his bottom on display again. Now it was possible for a neighbor to see him. He had been seen on other occasions.

Soon Andrew, Charlie, and Max had forgotten about Martin and were playing together on the lawn, creating puppy antics as best they could. They were rolling around, growling at each other, enjoying themselves, even as odd as the whole situation was. After a while Fred came out with a rolled up magazine in his hand, swatted them all on their bottoms and said “you three puppies are filthy! We need to clean you up before you’re allowed any dinner.”

It hadn’t been noticed by the frolicking puppies, but Forbes had brought out a metal tub which he was filling with water from a hose. A sponge and soap were waiting nearby. When there was enough water in the tub, Andrew was put in it, yelping as he got in because the water was cold. Fred thoroughly washed him followed by Forbes hosing the soapy water off him. Charlie was next, then Max. Three puppies were shivering a bit when it was over. Fred was quite thorough with each cleaning. Martin had done a thorough enough job earlier that none of the three became hard despite Fred’s over-attention to their genitals. Fred and Forbes toweled the puppies dry, with more swats to bottoms.

Their food bowls were waiting for them in the kitchen. Forbes filled the bowls with another unidentifiable concoction which nevertheless was quite tasty. All three buried their faces in their water bowls as they lapped up water after eating, helping to clean messy faces. All were rewarded with head rubs.

During the day Charlie had made an effort to take note of his feelings about all of this, along with watching Andrew and Max to get a sense of their feelings. It was hard to tell how much Andrew enjoyed being a puppy but it was quite clear that he liked being in a submissive role. If nothing else, Max was going along with it, but Charlie sensed that his friend was getting a certain pleasure from it, even excitement. As for himself, Charlie had settled into it quickly. He told himself that he was viewing it as an adventure. But would he want to do it again?

During the “human” dinner the puppies were allowed to lie next to the chairs of Fred and Albert. Martin, his punishment continuing, was made to eat alone in the basement. No treats were given during dinner this night. Afterwards the pups were given one more walk in the back yard then taken downstairs for the night.

Puppies settled, Albert turned to Martin who had been silent. “It’s time to go home and I expect better behavior from you, young man.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Martin answered meekly. Charlie and Max took note of the “Daddy.” When the three humans had left and turned out the lights it was time for sleep. Charlie couldn’t believe how tired he was or understand why. He fell asleep wondering what tomorrow would bring.

Sunday was much the same as Saturday. The only change was that all three puppies were given Sunday Night Spankings. Any pup under Fred’s car received one. The pups stayed in their gear but were taken over Fred’s lap like humans. Forbes stood by with a paddle in case Fred deemed it necessary. No one got paddled this week but Andrew certainly had felt it a few times. Charlie thought this spanking combined a bedtime spanking from Fran, a maintenance spanking, and a bit of discipline. He never felt that he’d cry but the sting was enough to keep him awake for a while. That was a type of bedtime spanking. Apparently this was Fred’s special creation. Charlie hoped that Fred hadn’t told Fran about it but of course he had, long ago.

Max whined more than usual during his spanking. The mix of styles had him confused, he couldn’t adjust his emotions to what was happening. In a way that made his the most successful spanking from Fred’s point of view.

In the morning all three pups were awakened early. After “breakfast” Charlie and Max were stripped of their puppy gear. “Upstairs with you,” Fred told them. “Forbes has your clothes. You can’t be late for your plane.” Each received a hard swat to his bottom as he started up the stairs. No goodbye with Andrew was allowed.

The same posh car and chauffeur took them to the airport, arriving in plenty of time. Little was said on the flight back, the boys having much to think about. Both hoped that Fran and Bunny would not be given the full story of the weekend but both knew that was a vain hope.

At the other end of their flight Fran was waiting for them. On the drive home nothing was said about the weekend other than asking if it “went well.” What could they say, other than “yes”? When they got to Charlie’s, Bunny had just arrived. She had Max’s puppy gear with her, much to the dismay of both boys. Once inside she handed it to Max and both boys were instructed to go upstairs, get into their puppy gear, and return downstairs. Within five minutes two naked puppies were in the den with the women. After being ordered to “sit” nothing more happened other than Fran and Bunny engaging in chatter about many things. Except puppy training.

There were two confused boys/puppies when Bunny announced that it was time to go home. “Get your clothes, Max, so we can leave.” She took off his gear before he went upstairs for his clothes. It was a naked ride home, as expected. At home things were awkward as his brothers had no idea how to approach him about the weekend. Gerry knew that if it had been a “success” it was quite likely that he’d be next. Timmy was unconcerned as to how it might affect him.

At Charlie’s nothing was said that night. In their own bedroom Fran discussed Charlie’s weekend with David who had many questions. They would wait a few days before discussing it with Charlie. Fran had decided that Charlie needed time to sort out his feelings about the experience. Also, making him wait asserted her dominance in the household.

For Charlie and Max that was the end of puppydom. The only exception was that occasionally Fran would “tie down” Charlie in his room when she was out of the house. She never called it puppy play. Rather she would say that she didn’t want him to “get out of control” while she was gone. It was one of those weird things that made Charlie feel humiliated yet secure, too. Max knew about it, of course, and was glad Bunny didn’t do it to him.

As for Gerry, he’d have a week with Fred, a week of humiliation as a puppy. But that is another story.


Chapter 24

While Fran and Charlie were going to New York, with his puppy play and other adventures, there had been a development sparked by the pool day of boys and dads. The three fathers had the inevitable effect of nakedness breaking down barriers and had quite enjoyed meeting. Friendships formed, in pairs and for all three. Some dad pool days had resulted, too, much to the amusement of the wives.

Harry had been quite aware that Charlie had been hard around him. He was flattered, even intrigued, and did ponder it a bit. So far he’d said nothing to the other two. Like most guys, he’d had jerkoff buddies in the past, but never had thought of himself as anything but hetero. He had no complaints about his sex life with Carol!

Before he met Bunny, Gerald had been actively bisexual. He told her that when they started dating. By his own choice his sex with men tapered off and when they got married Bunny asserted herself, saying that any sex outside of marriage was at her discretion. He had lived up to that with no issues.

David also was exclusively hetero. He had explored sex with men briefly during college. He did enjoy it but felt no need to continue. As a result, it caused no problems for him that his son, by all appearances, was homosexual.

The boys seem to have sorted themselves out sexually, with the exception of Gerry. Gerald and Bunny knew that he was close with Patrick but the friendship never showed signs of being sexual or romantic. As we know, it was sexual, though neither considered themselves to be boyfriends, nor were they sure how strong was their attraction to men in general. They did notice girls, too. Max definitely was gay, as we know was Charlie. Timmy, as we also know, discovered girls when he began puberty and was quite happy with that. Still, he happily sucked off his brothers and Charlie whenever the opportunity arose.

As the friendships among the fathers grew they got together for afternoons at the pool when they could. Gerald and David were used to being naked; Harry was very much enjoying this newfound freedom from clothes. Their sons were often the topic of conversation.

One afternoon Harry decided he could broach the topic of Charlie’s erections around him. “I’ve noticed on a couple of occasions that Charlie is erect when he’s around me in the pool. I don’t know what that means but I do find it flattering.”

“It shows he has good taste,” Gerald replied, unintentionally preventing any awkwardness, which was good. All three laughed.

“Other than Max, I really have no idea what type Charlie likes. It may be that he finds older men attractive. Or one, at least,” Gerald added. More chuckles.

“It’s a new experience for me. I’ve said nothing, just treating him as I would, hard or not.” The others agreed that that was the best route. “I’ve never had a thing for teenage boys, I know that!” This time nervous laughter from all three. Harry was delving into some difficult terrain. He did not reveal that the first time he hugged Charlie he had cupped the boy’s buns in his hands. He had done it instinctively and afterwards wondered why he had. He had remembered it more than once. The boy’s butt felt nice. “But I don’t want to stop having the boys with us here at the pool,” he quickly added.

“Since I married Fran and Charlie was willing to be submissive to her, he has experienced a lot. He has been quite open with me about everything and I see no ill affects of anything so far. My feeling is that I should let him continue having experiences and doing some exploring on his own, too. Just let it take its course, I think. I don’t expect it will go anywhere.”

Fran being mentioned the discussion turned to domestic situations. Harry was well acquainted with Woman Power but not the recipient of it. At least not from his wife. As they chatted he confessed “my mother believed in Woman Power. Believe me, my brother and I were well spanked!” Laughter again. “So, I know the value of it for Vic.”

“But never for yourself?” David asked.

“Not really and I don’t think Carol wants to spank me or otherwise dominate. We see ourselves as equals so there is no dominance going on.”

“It works for me,” David replied. “I wanted it and was thrilled when Fran said she wanted it, too. I let Charlie make the choice for himself. I’d say that the fact that I was under Fran’s control helped him decide. We both take comfort in letting her assert her Woman Power.”

“I couldn’t have married Bunny if I hadn’t agreed to submit,” Gerald told them. “I’d been under a Girl Power regime with my sister, which is a bit different, though she had full permission to spank me if she felt it necessary. Its main function was control of masturbation, with her doing me three times a day.” Harry’s eyes widened. “So Woman Power felt like a natural thing after Girl Power. For the boys it meant they started life with Woman Power and have known no different. Gerry has been the least amenable and he has suffered for it.”

After a moment’s thought Harry said “we do what works best for us.” Agreement all around.

Suddenly Max and Charlie, stark naked, came out the door, went directly to the pool, and dove in.

“Fine boys,” said Harry. “I wish we could get Vic to relax and spend more time here. There’s bad blood between him and Gerry which neither Carol nor I understand.”

“Nor do we,” Gerald replied. “We sensed a thaw but so far they don’t seem to have had enough time to get it to settle. Seeing those two in the water reminds me that I need a dip myself.” All three dads jumped up and quickly were in the pool with the two youths.

“What’s up with you guys?” David asked.

“Cooling off!” Max shouted, then dove under the water again. He surfaced near David. Recently he’d been taking more notice of the similarities between David and Charlie and was intrigued. It wasn’t something he thought to act on sexually but enjoyed being naked around David when he could. He noticed that Charlie was over with Harry. Interesting, he thought. Were tastes changing? He gave a small smile at the thought that they both should be spanked for teasing older men. David noticed the smile and wondered what it meant. Gerald, too, was interested in the pairings off. No harm in David and Harry being surrogate dads.

Charlie swam under water toward Harry, hoping he could get a good look at the man’s package while under. As he swam he felt himself getting hard. He was fully hard when he surfaced next to the man. Fortunately he was in water above his waist.

“Haven’t seen you for a while,” Harry said, doing his best to sound casual. There was no hiding that the boy was erect under the water.

“We haven’t been here at the same time, I guess,” Charlie replied. It was true. Harry asked the usual questions to get caught up a bit on Charlie’s life.

As the chat continued, Harry said “do you see much of Vic at school?”

“Um, not really. He hangs out with a different crowd.”

“I know. I’m not sure I’m all that happy with that crowd.”

“Well, they’re not friends of mine but don’t judge from that,” Charlie replied.

Now Harry was feeling himself getting hard, being next to this boy with a visible full erection. If Charlie noticed he said nothing.

In another part of the pool Max was talking to David. Over time they had developed a warm relationship so nothing was unusual. David enjoyed Max’s company and was quite happy that the boys were friends and, apparently, a couple, too. Max blushed a little as he realized that he was getting hard. David noticed the blush and didn’t need to look to know what was happening. Boys his age get hard easily but was he also excited by being with an adult man?

The scene was broken by Bunny and Fran coming from the house and announcing snacks and goodies. Charlie and Max held back, hoping to lose their erections.

“C’mon boys,” Harry called, knowing full well their condition. The boys got out slowly. They were now semi-hard but it was quite obvious. Fortunately nothing was said. Everyone’s attention was distracted by naked Timmy coming out of the house.

“I heard something about snacks,” he said as he approached the table.

“Wait your turn,” Bunny told him with a smile. Timmy went and sat with his brother and Charlie. He noticed their semi-erections.

“Having sex in the pool?” Timmy teased them.

“Don’t be a twerp,” Max shot back, giving Timmy a playful whack on the head. The three dads picked up on the conversation but gave no reaction. Fran and Bunny knew it was the boys’ usual banter.

After snacks the adults began chatting amongst themselves. The boys excused themselves and went upstairs. Timmy followed Max and Charlie into Max’s room. “I still like sucking off you boys,” Timmy announced.

“He does,” Max affirmed. Charlie was up for it, as it were. Timmy always did a good job and today was no exception.

Later, back at home, David opened up to Fran about what Harry had said. “I see no cause for concern as long as Harry isn’t uncomfortable with it. Boys do admire older men. And they’re always oversexed.” They laughed at that. It was true.

“We do need to keep any eye on this, in any case.” David agreed. “Are you going to say anything to him?”

“I don’t know yet. For now, though, I don’t think you need to get involved. We’ll see.”

“Yes, we will,” Fran answered in a way that told David he would be disciplined later. He felt himself getting hard at the thought. Fran knew that he was. All part of their fun together. “Clearly I need to exert myself a bit more with him.”

David did decide that a chat with his son was a good idea. When he knew that Charlie was done with his homework he looked into the boy’s room. Charlie was lying on his bed, reading. “May I come in, son?”

“Of course!” David came in. Charlie made room for his dad to sit on the bed. When David sat he put a reassuring hand on Charlie’s thigh. Nothing he hadn’t done in the past.

“I don’t mean to embarrass you, but I did note today that you showed some excitement being around Harry.” Charlie gave his familiar and charming blush.

“Um. . . I, uh. . . well, yeah, I did get hard in the pool.” A pause. “But that happens all the time.”

“I’m sure it does,” David said with a smile. “You know what a good guy Max’s dad is, and Harry is also. It’s good for a lad to have some older men in his life. It seems that Gerald already is kind of a second father for you.”

“I guess he is,” Charlie replied slowly. He was very aware that he was getting hard around Harry, though he wasn’t understanding it. He certainly had enjoyed the couple of times that Harry had cupped his butt when they hugged. It had looked like David did the same to Max. So far this conversation was sounding like David was warning him, yet the dads were showing signs of enjoying the boys in a physical way. Were David and Harry getting hard around the boys? Charlie hadn’t looked, being caught up in his own condition.

“Dad. . . um. . . do you ever. . . y’know, grab Max’s butt when you hug him?”

David laughed, but it was a warm laugh, not meant to hurt his son. “Of course I do. I think it’s pretty natural and just a way of being friendly and even fatherlike, I guess. Did Harry grab you?’

Charlie relaxed a bit. “Yeah, he did and it. . . I guess it was kinda nice.”

“Nothing wrong with that but don’t go grabbing back. Remember, he’s the adult.” Charlie was fine with that. Anyhow, he’d rather have Max fooling around with his butt.

David saw that Charlie was starting to get hard, likely because of this discussion he thought, so he said goodnight and left Charlie to himself and his own reflections. No sooner was the door closed but Charlie got fully hard. He was deep in thought but idly stroking, too. Eventually the approaching orgasm got his attention and he finished off. A quick cleanup and he was asleep.

Fran woke him up the next morning. “You need a spanking to start the day,” she said briskly as she pulled back the covers. Of course she was greeted by Charlie’s morning erection. He still had moments of being uncomfortable when he was hard in front of her but he accepted it. In short order he was over her lap.

This spanking mostly was for fun. Fran’s fun, that is. She hadn’t spanked Charlie in a while and it felt good to be smacking his bottom again. She kept it just hard enough to make him yelp a bit and know that he had been spanked. Fran always enjoyed these impromptu spankings which were only motivated by her pleasure in spanking her stepson. SMACK SMACK SMACK went on for a few minutes, Charlie letting out an ow or a grunt as each one fell.

Satisfied with the color of his bottom, Fran stopped. She gently rubbed him, enjoying the heat. “Is your vibrator in the drawer?”

“Yes, Fran.”

“Good. Get up for a moment.” Charlie did. Fran found the vibrator and told him to get over her lap again. Even though the vibrator could be torture sometimes, there was something special for Charlie about having Fran insert it. “There,” she said when it was properly placed. “All set. This is a no clothes day, by the way.”

“Wha…?”

“Don’t argue. I’m sure you don’t want two spankings in a row.”

“No, Fran.” She let him up.

“Clean up and come down for breakfast.” With that she left.

Charlie was quite sure of just what would go on today. He was quite right. She’d be using the vibrator to make him orgasm when she could watch. He turned red with embarrassment just thinking about it.

The spanking had taken away his morning wood. He decided not to dwell on whether that was to his advantage or not. Ultimately it all would be to Fran’s advantage. He took a few minutes in the bathroom then went downstairs. Only Fran was there.

“Coffee is ready, dear. What else would you like?”

“Just some toast.”

With a smile Fran said “you know where it is. I’ll leave you to it.” Charlie knew he was being toyed with already. He did his best to appear casual as he got the bread and put it in the toaster. Fran watched, enjoying that she had him wondering when something would happen. For now nothing did.

When Charlie was settled with his toast and coffee it was about a minute until he felt a mild vibrations. For now it felt good but he already was turning a bit red with embarrassment in expectation of the increase in speed. It went up a bit, just enough to get him hard. He kept eating as casually as he could. When he was done he knew he had no choice but to take his dishes to the sink. Fran had seen him hard many times, of course, but somehow this was feeling embarrassing and even humiliating. He made his way to the sink. Fran continued with her coffee.

She enjoyed seeing her stepson hard. It never stopped being enjoyable to notice how father and son were similar and yet different. She felt no lust for Charlie, just an appreciation of a fine young man, now with his erection leading the way.

As he put his dishes in the sink the speed of the vibrator went up, now stimulating him. He was letting out grunts of “uh, uh, uh” as the stimulation built. He began to twitch slightly and held on to the counter. The vibrator usually worked quickly on him and this was no exception. With a loud groan he let fly, shooting across the floor. He knew Fran was watching. He let go with about four good spurts before he was done. He felt the vibrator slowly being turned down.

“Now wasn’t that a good way to start the day?” Fran asked.

“Yes, Fran,” Charlie gasped. How much more of this would there be? At that moment David appeared, also naked.

“What have we here?” David asked as he noticed the semen on the floor.

“Just getting Charlie started on his day. Charlie, please clean up the mess and then you can do whatever you want.”

“Yes, Fran.” He quickly had the kitchen back to normal. Done, he fled upstairs.

“You have the vibrator in him,” David said when he and Fran were alone.

“Yes. It’s something I should have done long ago, putting the vibrator in him and having a naked day here at home. He’s been needing a bit of a reminder of who is in charge,” she added with a smile.

“I’d say that’s right,” David said with a smile. He enjoyed letting his wife be in charge of him and his son. It was an erotic stimulation he’d never had until he met Fran. “Don’t overdo it, though. We don’t want him exhausted all the time.” Both laughed at that.

Over the course of the day the vibrator was, for Charlie, a torment. He never enjoyed his ejaculations when Fran maneuvered them with the vibrator. They felt good but were in no way satisfying and still were humiliating. Now she was watching him ejaculate. By dinner time he’d had three more orgasms along with periodic teases. Around five o’clock Fran came into his room. Charlie was lying on the bed, looking exhausted.

“Oh, poor boy,” Fran said as he entered. “You’ve had quite a day. Roll over and get up on your knees so I can take out the toy.” Charlie obeyed, glad to be freed of the “toy” for a while. He sighed as she slid it out. “You’re free through dinner, then I’ll decide if you need it for a while before bed. Either way, I think you’ve learned that you don’t need anyone’s father.” Charlie groaned, earning him a slap on his upturned bottom. Fran left with the vibrator.

Her last comment seemed cryptic. Had Dad found out about Charlie getting hard around Harry? No doubt he’d tell Fran if he did hear. She’d been talking lately about needing to reinstate some of her control over Charlie and today certainly fit that. Was she angry that he’d found someone David’s age attractive? She never seemed jealous about Max.

Dinner was normal, nothing said about Charlie’s day. After dinner he did the dishes, grateful to be left alone. Fran had said nothing about what he should do after the chore was done so he went upstairs and called Max on Skype.

“Where have you been all day?” Max asked.

Charlie groaned. “It’s been unbelievable.” With that Charlie told Max everything. “She is ‘taking back control,’ as she puts it. And I think somehow Dad found out that I was hard with Harry in the pool and he told her. The sort of thing she’d get pissed about.”

“Wow,” Max said when the story was done. “I think you’re right. How do feel after all that?”

“Drained! I don’t know if I’ll be able to cum again for a couple of days!”

“Shit, I bet she’ll tell my mom about doing the naked vibrator day. Mom will just love that.”

“I’m sure. Though it would be fun to watch Gerry go through it,” Charlie said with an evil grin. Max laughed and agreed. “Should we stay away from the dads for a while do you think?”

“I dunno. I think they’d notice and it might seem weird. I guess you need to be more careful.”

“Not just me, buster!” Charlie said. “I saw what was happening when you were with Dad.” He enjoyed the blush that came over his best friend’s face He knew that Max had been hard with David, though from what he could tell, David had not reacted.

“Yeah, you’re right,” Max sheepishly admitted. “I think our stepmoms may begin to get a bit jealous.”

“You think Gerry will get Vic to the pool again?” Charlie asked, changing the subject.

“I bet his Dad will. Gerry doesn’t care about whether Vic comes over. He wants to keep working on Patrick.”

“Yeah, he does need a push. Pretty silly of him. We’ve all seen him naked.”

“I think he’s afraid of Mom. He should be,” Max added with a laugh. “But he’ll only make it worse by being such a wimp.”

“Hehe,” Charlie replied. He could imagine what Bunny might do to Patrick for being so foolishly reluctant. Because it was foolish. He had nothing to hide. Except hiding his cock up Gerry, Charlie thought to himself. Max noticed another evil grin.

“What are you thinking?”

“Nothing, just your Mom taking care of Patrick.” Max suspected more but didn’t push it. “Hey, man, I’m exhausted. We can talk tomorrow.”

“OK. I’ve got some things to do anyhow.” The boys signed off. It wasn’t long before Charlie fell asleep, not waking up until mid-morning the next day. His balls still felt drained but Fran showed no sign of repeating yesterday’s events.

The boys did settle down around the fathers. Occasionally Harry did continue to ponder Charlie’s reaction to him but for the most part he put it behind him. Just one of those things that happens in life.

The next adventures were with the circle of friends, which was widening, too. And Fran decided that a naked day with a vibrator would do David some good, too.


Chapter 25

Patrick knew about the nude swimming rule at Gerry’s pool. He didn’t know about other household rules at Gerry’s including Naked at Home days. He always assumed that Gerry came to his house because it afforded more privacy with both parents working and siblings often out of the house. Gerry did his best to encourage Patrick to enjoy the pool but Patrick was unwilling to be naked that way. Their nudity always meant fun sex and he had trouble viewing it any other way.

Finally, with a promise from Gerry that it would be just the two of them, Patrick came to the pool. “Even though we’re alone we have to swim naked,” Gerry said.

“Because your parents might show up?”

“No, but if they find out we weren’t swimming naked, I’d be in trouble. I’ve told you before, around here boys shouldn’t be modest.” Patrick didn’t know quite what Gerry meant about getting in trouble though he had suspected that spankings did go on at Gerry’s. So far Gerry wouldn’t say, one way or the other. Patrick didn’t ask.

Gerry did ask his brothers not to show up and they agreed. That did not mean that they wouldn’t look out a window, which they did, making sure they weren’t seen by either boy. They knew Gerry would be angry if he saw them. Patrick was annoyingly slow about stripping but eventually he was naked. He and Gerry stood by the pool for a couple of minutes talking. Fortunately Patrick was turned toward the house so the boys got a good look at him.

“I see why Gerry likes him,” Timmy said. “He does have a nice one.” Max agreed. “You have nothing to complain about with Charlie,” Timmy added, teasing. Max gave him a playful smack on the head.

“Go play with your girlfriends. I’ve a good mind to put you in your cage.”

“Ha! You wouldn’t dare.” As Timmy went to his room both boys knew that a challenge had been made.

Timmy was right, Max thought, he had nothing to complain about with Charlie. For many reasons. Still, he did have a twinge of envy toward Gerry for having Patrick, now that he’d seen Patrick naked. Max realized he knew almost nothing about Gerry and Patrick’s relationship. Was it more than Patrick fucking Gerry? Did they kiss, like he did with Max? He knew Gerry had stayed overnight a few times, so guessed that they did sleep together, but even that he didn’t actually know.

After a few minutes it was clear that Patrick was not going to be hard before they went in the pool, confirmed by the splash as they did. Max went back to his own room and his business of the day.

Patrick thought the water temp was perfect and as he got used to it he was loving how it felt to be naked in the water. He felt free in a way he never did in a swimsuit. Still, he was nervous about being seen. Gerry had been vague about whether his brothers were in the house or somewhere else. Max might be with Charlie; Patrick knew they were good buddies. But Timmy? Patrick hardly knew him and had no idea what he might be doing. Most of all, what if Gerry’s mother did come home for some reason and see him naked? The prospect of that was horrifying.

“C’mon, man, chill!” Gerry said. He started swimming around, Patrick soon doing the same. He found one of the noodles and held on to it, just letting it hold him up in the water. After a bit Gerry came over, found another noodle to use, then wrapped his legs around Patrick’s waist. “I wish you could fuck me right here in the water.” He didn’t know what made him say that other than how glad he was to finally have Patrick in the pool, both of them starkers.

“Yeah, as if we could do that.” Patrick had gotten hard as soon as Gerry put his legs around him.

“I guess it would be quite a trick.” Both boys laughed, Patrick now feeling more relaxed. For a while they mostly talked, enjoying each other’s company, pausing occasionally to splash about. After about a half hour Patrick said “I’m getting waterlogged!”

“I guess I am, too. Let’s get out.” When they were out of the water in a tender gesture Patrick toweled off Gerry who loved it. Both boys were hard. Unbeknownst to them Timmy had been taking quick peeks out the window in the hope of seeing Patrick on land and hard. Fortunately for him he had picked just this moment to check again. It was obvious why Gerry kept going back for more. Patrick was impressive without being huge, just big enough to feel good inside the backside. For the first time in a long time Timmy felt a twinge at seeing another male naked and hard. He ran to Max’s room.

“Get out here, quick! Patrick is hard!” Quickly the brothers returned. Patrick was finishing toweling Gerry, his erection making contact with Gerry’s body as he worked. The brothers could see that Gerry was loving it.

“Shit, he does have a nice one!” Max said, oddly finding himself somewhat envious. He liked boys, liked seeing classmates naked in the showers after gym, but never gave anyone other than Charlie sexual thoughts. He rested his hardon against Timmy’s skin, after all he was not his real brother. He felt no real lust for Patrick but did like what he was seeing. Maybe there was a bit of envy of his brother. Neither spoke of his own reaction to seeing Patrick in all his glory, their secret responses to him remaining secret.

By the time Patrick finished with Gerry he was pretty much dry from the sun. The brothers upstairs couldn’t hear anything but Gerry and Patrick headed toward the house.

“They coming inside?” Timmy asked.

“Dunno but we should get back to our rooms, just in case. But leave your door open!” Timmy’s smirk was all the answer needed.

“Let’s go upstairs,” Gerry had said as Patrick was finishing drying him. He sensed Patrick stiffening a bit. “Don’t worry. If the guys are home they’ll be busy in their rooms or down in the basement doing something. And they may be naked, too. We’re naked a lot at home.” He’d never said much about that to Patrick. He should have, long ago, he thought.

“I. . . I don’t know. . .”

“Look, being naked is normal here.” Gerry figured now was the time to go for it. “Sometimes we’re not allowed clothes at all. I’ve told you before, Mom says that boys shouldn’t be modest, so we aren’t.” He watched the look of shock on Patrick’s face followed by a deep blush.

This was confusing. Patrick’s Dad was in charge at home and he assumed the same here. “So you’re Dad makes you. . .”

“No, our Mom does. She makes Dad, too.” Patrick couldn’t believe what he heard. With a gulp he asked a question he’d long wanted to ask. “Do you guys get. . . still get. . .”

“Spanked? Yup, it’s fun. Don’t you?” It seemed a natural question to ask, having admitted that he did.

If Patrick’s blush could get deeper, it did. In almost a whisper he said “yes. All of us.”

“So see? No big deal. Let’s get upstairs. I want you to fuck me in my bedroom for a change.” Patrick still felt hesitant but he’d been hard for quite a while and the idea of sex, especially with Gerry, was exciting.

They went indoors and up the stairs. They would have to pass Max’s room, a bit of information that Gerry purposely had omitted. Max was stripped down, hoping it would make things easier if Gerry and Patrick came upstairs. Seeing his younger brother naked, Gerry stopped to say hello.

“You know my brother Max,” Gerry said to Patrick who had instinctively covered his erection when he saw Max.

“Um, yeah. Hi Max.” Max stood up to say hello. Despite his discomfort, Patrick liked what he saw. Mentally he compared the brothers. Similar and different at the same time. He did wonder what Max looked like hard and, with a sense of disloyalty to Gerry, wondered if Max took it from behind, too.

Greetings done, Gerry pulled Patrick away. He led his friend into his own room, shutting the door behind them.

Timmy had heard all of this and quietly ran to Max’s room. “Think they’re gonna fuck?” he blurted out as he got to the door.

“That’s really none of our business, you shit,” Max replied but with a huge grin. All three of them had fooled around together but never had gone that far, so this would be a first in their house. Timmy’s expert mouth still kept his older brothers happy. When they weren’t sucking each other, that is.

Unless they stood outside Gerry’s door they wouldn’t hear anything. A conspiratorial look passed between them but Max shook his head “no.” Reluctantly Timmy agreed. “Why are you dressed?” Max asked, changing the subject.

“Dunno.” Timmy peeled off his clothes again. “I thought that maybe Patrick would be–”

“Don’t leave a pile of clothes in my room!” Max said, still with good humor. Timmy could be a pain, but Max loved him and was proud of him. Rarely did they truly fight. The speculation about Gerry and Patrick inevitably had made them hard.

“I may like girls now but I still like your cock,” Timmy said as he pushed Max onto the bed.

“What have you in mind?”

“I’m too excited to wait for a girl.”

Quickly he had his older brother fully into his mouth. He knew exactly what got Max the most excited and went to it. For a few minutes Max was moaning and groaning with erotic excitement, finally releasing a load into Timmy’s mouth. Timmy never had any problem swallowing either of his brothers.

“Thanks, man,” Max said, still breathing hard.

“I should thank you. You still taste good.” Timmy’s hand was on his own hardon and it was not long before Max smiled and raised his legs. “Go on, you’re too excited. Try it.”

“You mean it?”

“Of course. Go on.”

So Timmy stuck his cock inside Max’s stretched asshole and started to fuck him. Excited as he was, he found the task easy.

“Hey, just don’t come inside me!” Max said.

Just in time, it seemed. Timmy took his dick off and soon he shot all over Max’s stomach and chest.

“Wow, there was a lot of it!”

“You shit!” Max said with a laugh. He and Timmy did like that Max called Timmy that. They hugged, spreading cum all over their bodies.

“Get me a towel.” Timmy found one and mopped up Max. “Better get back to your room before they think we’re spying on them.” Timmy grabbed his clothes and was out. The timing was perfect as no sooner was Timmy in his room but Gerry and Patrick emerged, both with satisfied grins.

Then they heard the front door opening. Fear and then anger swept over Patrick. “You asshole!” he hissed at Gerry, “you promised! If I get out of here I’m never talking to you again!”

Gerry grabbed Patrick by the shoulders with a firm grip. “Calm down! It’s not my fault and you know it. You’re finding out what life is like here, which is long overdue. So cool it!”

Then Bunny’s voice called up the stairs. “I’m home boys. Anyone here?” Patrick gasped. This was his worst nightmare in terms of visiting Gerry’s house. No adult woman had seen him naked since long. And definitely no girls. Now he was likely to be forced to parade nude past Gerry’s mother. And greet her! He was almost in tears.

“Dude! Relax!” Gerry said. He was beginning to be annoyed with Patrick’s attitude. “Mom sees us naked all the time. Who knows how many times she’s seen Charlie naked. In fact I’m surprised Charlie isn’t with Max. And she’s seen some of our other friends. Boys have dicks! You don’t have anything she hasn’t seen.”

Patrick let out a long sigh. He was so upset that there was no likelihood of getting hard again. That was a relief at least. “O. . . okay, I guess. Let’s go before I run away.” Patrick gave a nervous laugh and Gerry a chuckle which he hoped relaxed Patrick.

“Max, Timmy, Mom’s home so come downstairs for a while.” Max took the hint. Two of Bunny’s sons and Patrick descended the stairs, all naked as the day they were born.

“Mom, you know Patrick.” She did, though this was his first time at the house.

“Um. . . hi. I’ve. . . it’s been nice being here. Great pool,” Patrick stuttered and spoke hesitantly. What do you say when you’re naked and need to make small talk with a dressed adult woman who is your friend’s mother?

“Glad you like it. You boys should go back out. It’s a lovely day. Max, where’s Charlie?”

“He’s home but I’m sure he’d come over if I suggested it,” Max replied.

“Do,” said his mother. Even if he didn’t think so, more nude boys would help Patrick deal with the situation. Bunny had known for a long time why Patrick had never been over to use the pool.

After a text from Max, Charlie rushed over on his bike. Sweaty from the ride he happily stripped and jumped into the pool. “Hey man!” he said casually to Patrick when he surfaced. Patrick was impressed with Charlie’s nonchalance and found himself chatting more easily. It wasn’t long before Timmy had come down and joined them, getting the occasional tickle from Gerry. Patrick admired the brothers’ relationships.

At some point Charlie launched into his recent activities. “Fran, just on a whim, gave it to me pretty good yesterday.” Patrick look baffled. The brothers knew what he meant.

“Yeah, Mom does that, too,” Max said, “but with three of us she doesn’t do it as much. Not practical,” he added, bringing on laughter from his brothers and Charlie. “Paddle?”

“Nah, just her hand but you know how good she is.” Max did.

Quietly Patrick asked Gerry “what is he talking about?”

“Spanking, silly,” as if Patrick knew all about it.

“You guys get spanked?”

“C’mon, most guys do. It’s part of life. We already had this discussion.” That hit a nerve because yes, Patrick did still get the occasional spanking, though always from his father. Admitting that to Gerry had been hard enough, now Gerry’s brothers and Charlie knew, too. His spankings were always done with his pants and underpants down around his ankles, another reason he was skittish about exposing his body.

“You get spanked too?” Timmy asked with a smirk. Patrick blushed deeply. “Yup, you do.”

“Timmy, leave him alone,” Max said. He could see Patrick’s discomfort.

Gerry and Patrick moved away from the others. “I didn’t want every to know. I’m eighteen, you know.”

“Don’t worry about it,” replied Gerry, “it’s normal and healthy for guys to get spanked even at our age.” He surprised himself with that remark but from the perspective of him, his brothers, and Charlie, it was natural, normal, healthy. He knew it was good for all of them. He wasn’t going to say anything about ball squeezing, though. “When was your last spanking?” Gerry had shared stories with Charlie so it was normal conversation with guys outside the family. Gerry gave it no thought that Patrick might not think it was normal.

“Um. . . Don’t tell! It was. . . Saturday.” Patrick looked ashamed when he got it out. Gerry wasn’t sure if it was because he’d told, because he’d been spanked, or a bit of both.

“What happened?”

“C’mon, it’s between Dad and me. Do you broadcast your spankings?” His voice had become loud enough that the other three boys heard.

“We all talk about our spankings,” Gerry answered, aware that the others had heard. He waved them over. “Well, Patrick’s secret is out so no point in us hiding over here.”

“Glad to know that you’re part of the club,” Charlie said when the boys had regrouped. Patrick was not seeing this as a “club.” If it was he’d gladly resign his membership. While his father did spank, otherwise his homelife was not one of subjugation. He had no idea his friends had such home lives. Dom/Sub was a world he barely was aware of. It was something “other people” did, not people he knew.

“Let’s get out of the pool and have a talk,” Gerry said. Timmy was thrilled to be included in this with the older boys. “But first you need to tell us about your spanking.”

“Must I?”

“Yes,” four boys replied.

“Well it was pretty stupid of me, really. I took Mom’s car without asking and she needed it while it was gone. She told Dad when he got home. He got very pompous and said ‘we’ll deal with this right now.’ Which meant I had to go to my room and have my pants and underpants down when he arrived. I hate that part of it. Well, I hate all of it.” That got chuckles all around. “He just dragged me over his lap and spanked me for I don’t know how long. Then he said ‘next time I’ll use my hairbrush.’ That was it. He let me up and the rest of the day it was like nothing had happened. OK, I’ve fessed up. Now you guys have to tell me everything about how your dads spank you.”

“Um, no,” said Gerry. “It’s Mom.”

“Our stepmom,” Charlie added.

“Whoa! Your moms? That seems. . . I dunno, kinda weird I guess.”

“Have you heard of Woman Power?” Gerry asked. Patrick had not. Gerry explained the concepts of both Woman Power and Girl Power with Max and Charlie adding comments. “There’s a code of confidentiality around it, especially with Girl Power, so I won’t name any names. We’ve probably told you too much just letting you know that we’re involved.” They’d not revealed that they had girls, not just mothers, controlling them.

There were a few minutes of silence as Patrick processed all the information. He was having a hard time picturing Gerry and his brothers over Bunny’s lap, naked. Or Charlie over any woman’s lap, given that he didn’t know Fran. Then he said, clearly still sorting things out, “I wonder if my grandmother did that. Dad and his brother act very different around her. I’ve never heard anything said but now that I think about it, it seems she does have some hold over them. I’m glad Mom didn’t do it.”

“Oh I dunno,” Charlie said. He explained about Fran, how his father wanted to be dominated by her, and how Dad had given him the choice to be submissive, too. “After a while it became, I dunno, comforting in a way, knowing that she had a firm hand, keeping me in line, I guess. It tells me that she cares about me. Bedtime spankings really do help me sleep better.” Patrick’s eyes opened wide.

“Bedtime spankings?”

“Sure. Why not?” Max piped up. “It’s a kind of maintenance.” They explained that concept.

“Man, this is a lot to take in,” Patrick said.

Between all the talk of spanking and being with the older boys, Timmy had gotten hard, which was usual for him. Patrick blushed a little when he noticed but he also saw that Timmy was quite unembarrassed and that the other boys took no note.

“Hey! Enough talk, let’s get back in the pool!” Timmy said as he trotted over to the edge.

“That hardon will slow your dive down,” Max teased. Timmy stuck out his tongue to Max, then dove in. All laughing, the rest of the gang dove or jumped in. After a few minutes there was another splash. Gerald, also naked, had joined them. Another shock for Patrick. But it seemed normal. After a couple of minutes he swam over to the older boys.

“Hi Patrick. Glad you finally joined us.”

“Thank you, sir.”

“Oh cut with ‘sir.’ Just call me Gerald. Everyone does.”

OK. . . sir. . . um. . .” Then Patrick started to laugh at the absurdity of it all.

The afternoon was wearing on. Patrick started to make noises about going home. Charlie was staying overnight, per usual. The mood was shattered by Bunny coming out of the house and calling “Timmy, get in here! You’re getting a spanking!” Silently and slowly Timmy got out of the pool and went toward his mother. “When I tell you to do something I expect you to do it!” she was lecturing as she led him into the house. She had just discovered a chore that Timmy had left undone in his eagerness to see Patrick naked. “But Mom,” from Timmy was the last they heard of conversation.

No one spoke, all waiting for the inevitable. It wasn’t loud but the steady SMACK SMACK SMACK did carry out to the pool. Timmy’s occasional cries of “ow!” also carried but anything else he said did not. All the boys expected that there was a certain amount of “I’ll be good!” in the mix. The spanking was maybe five minutes. Gerry and Max expected that Timmy would be in his corner, red butt on display, when they trooped through the house for Patrick’s departure.

Sure that the indoor ordeal was over, Patrick got out of the pool. Gerry followed. “Where are my clothes?” Patrick asked.

“Right where you left them,” Gerry said, pointing to a pile. Patrick laughed and got dressed. Sure enough, Timmy’s red bottom was on display, a sight which embarrassed Patrick who dashed by as best he could. At the door he gave Gerry a hug before leaving, one clothed and one naked boy. The others made their good-byes.

There was an hour or so before dinner. “I want you boys cleaned up before you eat. You’ll be naked tonight so I’ll see if you’re clean or not.”

“Yes, Mom. “Yes, Ma’am.” The boys went to their respective rooms.

“Quite an afternoon,” Charlie said when the door was closed. “I hope he isn’t too freaked out.”

“Ah, it’s good for him. He’s been a real wimp about coming over here. So silly. He’s got a dick like everyone else. It’s nice but not so special that no one should see it.” Charlie laughed at that.

“I wonder if some Girl Power would do him some good. A game of Rounds certainly would straighten him out. Or mess with his head.”

“Yeah, well, right now I want to mess with your ass.”

“Good!” In short order Charlie was up on his knees for doggy style. The boys liked some variety. This also let Max reach around and stroke Charlie while fucking him. And, as almost always, the boys shot near simultaneously. Fortunately Max had thought to put a towel under Charlie.

“I wasn’t in you,” Charlie pointed out when they had settled down.

“Well then, don’t tell.” A good hard spanking would be in order if Bunny found out. Likely worse if she thought they’d tried to hide it. Feeling safe, though, Charlie and Max lay down on the bed, just enjoying each other’s closeness until dinner.

At his house, Patrick had a lot to think about. If nothing else, being naked all day had been fun and he didn’t die of shame when Bunny saw him. That didn’t mean he’d run around naked in front of his mother though.

Later, as he was drifting off to sleep, he wondered about this Woman Power and Girl Power. Should he have a conversation with Dad?

Back at Max’s his mother had found the cum-soaked towel when she was getting some laundry from the room before dinner. She always washed Charlie’s clothes when he visited. Two firm spankings were given after Alison and Jane had given the boys their bedtime wank. A spanking always hurt more after an orgasm. The boys had learned their lesson! Or maybe not.


Chapter 26

“Spankings tonight,” Fran announced during dinner on Wednesday. Charlie saw his father give a sly smile. David anticipated a fun time. Charlie felt that tingle in his bottom that any boy feels when a spanking is announced. “Charlie, I’ve been neglecting you,” she added. Charlie said nothing, but he did agree. It had been a while since she’d spanked him for any reason and he had been missing it. The announcement explained why she’d wondered if he had much homework tonight. A spanking wouldn’t interfere with getting his work done.

After dinner Charlie went up to his room. He had come to anticipate his spankings from Fran with both eagerness and dread. He had missed getting the attention from her. Spankings had become a special time for them, even the punishment spankings. Still, there was no getting around the fact that spankings hurt.

As was his custom now, Charlie had stripped naked when he returned to his room to start his homework. A result of the forced nudity he’d endured was that he had come to enjoy being naked, he felt freer with no clothes. David and Fran enjoyed having him naked around the house, which pleased him, too.

Fran had an uncanny ability to know when he had finished his homework and was ready for her and tonight was no exception. Nothing was said as she took her place on the bed. Charlie noted that she placed herself within reaching distance of the hairbrush. That didn’t necessarily mean she would use it, but the option was there. Silently he positioned himself over her lap. Yes, it did feel good to be there again.

The spanking started slowly and lightly, as was often the case with Fran. It kept Charlie wondering, which was what she wanted. Tonight, though, even she wasn’t sure how this spanking would go. After a minute or so the speed and force increased. She knew now. There would be a crying boy getting into his bed tonight. Skillfully she guided him to yelps and then yelling out with each strike. Kicking legs followed soon after. Charlie struggled but made no attempt to get off her lap. He knew better and, ultimately, he wanted to stay there, even through the pain. He realized what she was doing. He’d long ago learned to go with it as there was no fighting it. A good cry, even after a punishment spanking, always proved satisfying. He gave himself over to her, letting her bring him to the moment when his yells would be sobs, then tears.

Fran always knew when Charlie had made that acquiescence. She could bring on the tears quickly or stretch it out a bit. However, it was getting late and her stepson needed his sleep. She took the brush and in ten quick blows she had him broken, limp over her lap, crying. Always a special moment for both of them. She let him carry on for a bit, then slipped the thermometer into his rectum. Every time this happened she marveled at how quickly the thermometer calmed him. Oh he continued crying but it no longer was sobbing or wailing. She knew that feeling it in him was special for him.

When Charlie was under control she removed the thermometer. “I think you’d better get into bed,” she said as she let him up. She pulled back the covers, let him get in, then pulled the covers up to his chin. “That’s my good boy,” she said, then gave him a kiss on the forehead. That made it all worth it, he always thought. She turned out the light and left. Bedtime spankings that led to tears meant some time crying into his pillow, which he did now. That, too, felt good. He slept well.

The next morning at breakfast nothing was said of spankings. Charlie thought that his father had a satisfied look to him. As they ate Fran made another announcement. “Marguerite is in town on business and she and some friends are coming for lunch on Saturday. Charlie, I want you to be here to help with that. I’ve invited Bunny and she is bringing Max, so you won’t be doing things alone. How does that sound?”

The question may have sounded like he had an option but he knew he did not. He readily agreed, secretly delighted that Max would be with him. He wondered how Max would react to Marguerite. And she to him.

“It will be naked day, of course,” Fran added though that, too, needn’t have been said. That meant Max would be naked, too. This could be fun.

At lunch at school Max said that Bunny had told him all about Saturday. “From what you’ve told me about this Marguerite, sounds like it could be a bit weird,” he said.

“Well, yeah, she is different,” Charlie responded. “But harmless. At least so far. Anyhow, we’ll be together and that will help.”

“Yeah, that’s the good part.”

Saturday morning began as it did any week. Around ten-thirty the back doorbell rang. Charlie and Fran already were in the kitchen. Charlie answered the door to find Fran and Max, as expected. The boys gave each other broad smiles. Once inside Max undressed immediately. Both boys knew that both women were admired their nakedness. It was nice to be admired.

“I haven’t seen Marguerite in I don’t know how long,” Bunny was saying to Fran as the foursome set about organizing the lunch. The boys looked at each other. Who knew that Fran knew Marguerite? There seemed to be no end of curious facts.

Later, when the boys had some time alone while the ladies set up the dining room, Max said “I know my parents spent time in New York. She must have met Marguerite around then. But why would they ever cross paths? I wonder if Dad knows her.”

“Unless your Mom showed him off as a boytoy I can’t imagine he would know Marguerite.” Both boys made a face at the thought of Gerald being a boytoy. Who wants to think of their parents that way?

The guests were expected around twelve-thirty. As the time approached there was one more thing the women had to do. As the boys were standing at the counter working, both women took a wooden kitchen spoon in hand. A fusillade of swats came down on two unsuspecting bottoms. The boys yowled, jumped and danced, as the blows landed. Cries of “ow! ow! ow! ow!” filled the house. The spankings were not going to stop until just the right shade of red was on each boy’s lovely bottom. Both were ready at the same time. The boys were gasping with pain.

“Relax for a moment and be ready for the ladies,” Fran said when the spankings were done and she replaced the spoons. The boys recovered quickly. Promptly at twelve-thirty the front doorbell rang. “Answer the door, please, you two.” Two now-embarrassed red-bottomed boys obeyed. Being naked was one thing, showing off well-spanked butts was quite another!

“Good afternoon, Charles,” Marguerite said when Charlie opened the door. Her outfit today was the most masculine Charlie had seen her wear. “This must be your friend,” she said, indicating Max.

“Yes, ma’am, this is Max.” Max, stunned by the presence of Marguerite, stammered a “how do you do.” That done, Charlie said “please, everyone come in. We can go into the living room.” The boys took coats. The usual three ladies were with Marguerite. Charlie realized that he never had been properly introduced to them, they just were always there. He’d caught names during conversations but the three were a bit of a mystery. Well, more than a bit. Did they always travel with Marguerite? Charlie and Max took their coats, put them away, then ushered the ladies into the living room.

“Please make yourselves comfortable. Mom and Bunny will be just a moment.” No sooner had Charlie said that but the two women appeared. Greetings and air kisses were made all around. Marguerite sternly admonished Bunny for being out of contact for so long. Bunny seemed contrite. Now that was interesting!

“Boys, bring in the drinks, please,” Fran said.

As the boys left the room, their red bottoms were on display. “Ah, always nice to see good red bottoms on lads,” Marguerite said in her masculine tones as the boys left the room. They were glad that she didn’t see their blushes.

“What is she?’ Max asked when they got to the kitchen.

“She is a force, isn’t she?” Charlie replied. “She’s still a mystery to me, though. I can’t believe how your mother reacted to her!”

“I know. Likely I’ll get a good spanking to keep my mouth shut.” Bunny was annoyed at her son seeing some vulnerability on her part, but not angry. She’d give thought to how best to deal with that.

Iced tea was what Fran was offering. The boys put two pitchers of tea and Fran’s good beakers on trays and took them in. They handed them around to all six women. As they did they could hear murmurs of reaction to their still-red butts. Now their blushes were for all to see.

“Thank you, boys,” Fran said. “Wait in the kitchen and I’ll let you know when we’re ready for lunch.”

As the boys left they heard Marguerite say “fine boys and bottoms are so lovely when they are red.”

Back in the kitchen Max said “isn’t she a lesbian? She seems quite interested in us.”

“I know. I can’t figure it out,” Charlie replied. They had no interest in eavesdropping. Max had brought his laptop so they kept busy with that until they heard from Fran.

“Tell me more about Patrick’s day at the pool. I still haven’t heard much about what went on before I got there,” Charlie said as they worked a game. Max filled him in as best he knew. “The shock did him good,” Charlie said when the story was done.

“That’s for sure. Now I need to find out exactly what’s going on with him and Gerry. I know they fuck but it must be more than that. If they consider themselves boyfriends they don’t show it.”

They were still musing on Gerry and Patrick’s relationship when Fran came in, carrying the two trays. “Time to get the food organized,” she said. “Bunny has taken them to the dining room. I want you to be careful how you serve.” Fran distributed food onto six plates. “Let’s go,” she said when all was ready. She led them into the dining room.

The boys waited until Fran was seated then distributed the plates. “You’ve got them well trained, I see,” said Marguerite as she watched them work. The boys poured water into all the glasses which finished this part of their service as waiters. “Stand over there, facing the wall,” Marguerite commanded. “I want to see how your color is doing.” More blushes. The boys did as told. “Hm, they recover fast, don’t they?” Fran and Bunny agreed. Did this mean that a “touch up” would be needed?

“Off you go,” Fran said with a smile. The boys returned to the kitchen.

“She’s seen you cum, hasn’t she?” Max said, remembering stories of Charlie’s encounters with Marguerite.

“Yes,” Charlie replied grimly. “It’s always been with the vibrator but we’re not wearing them. I’m sure we’ll have to do something. When did you cum last?”

“Sometime yesterday.”

“Me, too. I guess we have enough to satisfy them.” Glumly the boys awaited Fran’s next instructions. Clearing the table and bringing dessert were the next tasks. Little attention was paid to the boys during this. Charlie poured coffee for those who requested it. That done, they were excused again to the kitchen.

“I’m going to say it,” Max declared, “this is one of the weirder days I’ve had.”

That did make Charlie chuckle. “Yeah, and likely it only will get weirder. But is it really weirder than being a puppy for three days?” Now both boys gave full laughs.

“What’s so funny?” Fran said as she entered the kitchen while they were laughing.

“Oh just remembering some of our adventures,” Charlie said. Fortunately no further explanation was requested.

“Give us five minutes or so, then join us in the living room,” Fran said. The boys looked at each other as she did. They felt sure they knew what this meant. They filled the few minutes by getting dishes into the dishwasher. The rest of the kitchen tasks would be finished whenever they were released.

After what seemed a proper time, the boys appeared at the living room door. In the center of the rug a square of dark plastic had been placed. Another glance between them. The plastic “rug” would keep their ejaculations off the rug and make them show up nicely. Wanting to avoid as much embarrassment as possible the boys stepped up to the plastic covering.

“Very good boys,” said Marguerite, “they know what to do.” Fran and Bunny smiled at their guest’s approval. “We’ve seen what Charlie can do and are glad of the opportunity to see again. Max, you are new to us. However you know what is expected. Do you need Charlie’s help getting hard?” Her directness was embarrassing. Charlie getting his friend hard in front of these women, especially Fran and Bunny, felt humiliating to both of them. Before Max could stutter any reply, Marguerite said “go ahead, Charles.”

Normally Charlie would be eager to take Max in hand. Both boys loved feeling the other grow. Today, though, he shyly reached out. It didn’t take long, however. He knew what worked with Max.

“Take your time, Max,” Marguerite ordered. Max knew that he was unlikely to cum quickly in this situation. Without any attempt at edging it took him longer than usual, his embarrassment curbing his responses. Another humiliation. When he did ejaculate he produced a healthy amount. That was a relief, at least.

“Very good, young man,” Marguerite told him. “Now, Charles, your turn. I see you’re ready to go.” Watching Max had made Charlie hard.

Having ejaculated in front of Marguerite and her friends in the past made this ordeal a bit easier for Charlie but he, too, took longer than usual. He added some noises at the end which did not reflect how he felt but he knew it would please the women. He, too, produced a satisfying amount.

The performances done, Fran said “boys, there are towels on the side table. Clean up your mess and take the mat to the kitchen.” The boys knew that mopping up the mat was putting them on display. Another humiliation. The job done, they took their leave.

In the kitchen Max hissed “we’re not performing dogs!” He was angry about being made to perform and the by the humiliation it caused. Being a naked waiter was one thing, putting on a show was quite another.

“You gotta chill. Another spanking today would really hurt and those old lesbians would love seeing it.”

“And that’s another thing. If they’re all lesbians why are they so interested in boys?”

“I have no idea,” Charlie said. He hadn’t figured it out. “As you know, Fran knows quite a collection of people. There’s no explaining them it seems.” Max knew that he had no choice but to accept things.

“And how does my mom know Marguerite?” as the boys turned to loading the dishwasher. Fran hadn’t told them to but both felt it was a good idea to do it.

“Don’t ask. I don’t even know how Fran knows these people.” With a grim smile he added “I suspect that we really don’t want to know.” Max agreed. When the dishes were done they went upstairs to Charlie’s room. “She’ll call us if she needs us,” Charlie said, hoping that they were not expected to stay downstairs. They needed some quiet time to sort out their feelings, especially Max. So, they lay down on the bed. Nothing was said which was fine with both boys.

Some time after three o’clock Fran did call up the stairs. “Boys, it’s time for the ladies to leave. Come down to say good-bye.” The boys obeyed. It was clear that they were expected to produce coats and help their guests into them, which they did. The thank yous of Marguerite’s coterie were among the few words the boys heard from them all day.

“How are things in the kitchen?” Fran asked when the door was shut behind their guests.

“All done,” Charlie replied, glad that he could give that report.

“I should get going, too,” said Bunny. “May I leave my boy with you tonight?”

With a smile Fran replied “he’s always welcome.”

“I brought his cage. After their day these boys should be in chastity for the night. You can decide when to remove them tomorrow.” A nod from Fran told Charlie that he should get his. When he came down everyone was in the kitchen. He turned over his cage to Fran. The women were expert now at putting them on and quickly two boys were safely in chastity.

“You were good boys today,” Bunny said when the cages were in place. “I’m proud of you,” she told Max as she hugged him.

“I’m proud of both of them,” Fran added, hugging Charlie.

“Yes, of course, both of them,” Bunny said with a smile. With that she collected her things and made her way home.

Back in Charlie’s room, Max told him “she’s going to spank Timmy tonight. I’m just as glad that I won’t be there. She’s been after him lately.”

“Ball squeezing too?”

“No, that really is just for Gerry.”

Not long after David returned. Dinner was a bit later than usual, the boys still naked. David, as always, was glad to see Max. It was a pleasure seeing both boys naked, too.

Sunday afternoon when Max returned home he found his mother in conversation with Amy. In general something was in the air at the house. Upstairs he encountered Gerry, naked and caged and clearly annoyed about both. Later Max saw Timmy whose downcast look made him think that another spanking was coming, or had been given, today. All this made him wonder what might be in store for him.

Saturday had been enough of an adventure for the weekend. Max was relieved that Bunny had no plans for him other than removing his cage. After dinner he heard Timmy getting spanked. Timmy had said “please, not again,” only to be told by Bunny, “yes, again.” Max wondered what Timmy could have done to deserve this. At bedtime he was aware that Amy was masturbating Gerry. Gerry was learning to accept the situation, even reluctantly enjoying what Amy was doing to him.

Both Max and Charlie were glad that their times with Alison and Jane had been tapering off. Not completely, but far less often and not daily.

But the boys were becoming man, and soon there were some changes. Max left home for college, and Charlie found a job to stay close to him. The became a regular couple when they settled down and married, but they still remembered their weird, strange adventures with spanking and domination, with puppies and vibrators. These strange habitudes never ceased to be part of their daily routine of excitement and sex.

And they lived happily forever.
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