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“You should skip ahead, to get to the part where they’re having sex,” Victoria said.

James looked up, startled, and saw a woman standing beside his table. For the moment, he felt lost. She had a sweet, pretty smile, brilliant green eyes, and long, dark hair that was almost black. She immediately mesmerized him, like a snake that paralyzes its prey before striking. She smiled warmly, seemingly breaking the spell, but perhaps deepening its effect. He looked down at his book, not knowing what to say in response, then back at her.

“It’s . . . a book on mathematics,” he stammered.

He tried not to stare at her breasts.

She was bemused, seeing the look on his face, and the effect that she was having on him. She lowered herself into the empty seat across the table from him.

“Oh, I see. So the mathematicians keep their clothes on?” she inquired, flashing her sweetly innocent smile.

He suddenly found himself again, sitting at his usual table at the diner, where he often was on a weekend day, but usually alone. Now, there was a woman self-seated across the table from him, and while he might have described her as attractive, more informative was that he would have found himself at a loss for words in describing her, possibly landing on “magnetic.” Or perhaps “enigmatic.” He couldn’t be sure of which.

“Infinite Infinities and Quantum Mathematics,” she read from the front cover of the book. “I see,” she mused, dryly. “No, I guess that there wouldn’t be a lot of sex in it with a title like that,” she said with a sly smile.

He laughed, admitting, “No, its . . . pretty tame. Theoretical mathematics has a tendency to inspire people to remain buttoned up.”

“Well, then!” she said brightly. She offered her hand, and he hastily extended his, and while performing the perfunctory handshake, he was pleasantly surprised by the firm grip that she offered him.

“I’m James,” he offered in response.

“It’s nice to meet you, James. I am Victoria.”

A young girl in a white polo shirt, her hair in a ponytail, approached the table. She addressed Victoria in an almost annoyingly chipper tone.

“Hi, welcome to the Silver Dollar, would you like to order anything?”

Victoria glanced at James, to read his face, then turned back to the server.

“You have a bacon bloody mary on your menu, do you not?”

“We do,” replied the young girl in a manner that suggested that she had just gotten a report card with all A pluses. “It is very spicy,” she warned, her forehead suddenly wrinkling with concern. “Do you like it that way?” she asked, hopefully.

“I do!” Victoria pronounced, matching the waitresses’ overly enthusiastic performance. “Very spicy!” she repeated.

The waitress’s face brightened, then turned to scribble on her pad. She then turned to James and asked, “Is there anything I can get for you, sir?” She eyed the empty plate, upon which she had delivered him a salad with a balsamic vinaigrette some thirty minutes prior. He hadn’t wanted anything in particular, but it struck him that he should be a gentleman, and not allow his newly made acquaintance to drink alone.

“I’ll have a Peroni,” he said, figuring that a single beer wouldn’t adversely affect him. He was not accustomed to drinking in the middle of the day.

The waitress bobbed her head energetically, giving him the impression that he had guessed correctly, and she couldn’t be happier for him. She scooped up the empty salad plate and whirled away. Victoria met James’ eyes and laughed, a lovely, melodious laughter that didn’t sound mean, or spiteful, but rather that she took genuine pleasure in observing human behavior.

“She is, um, very enthusiastic!” Victoria observed.

“That is Dee,” James said with a smile. “She is very enthusiastic about everything.”

“So you come here often enough that you know the name of the waitress?” Victoria asked, openly probing for information.

“I am a professor at the University,” he explained. “This is the closest place to my office, so I am here with some regularity.”

“So I assume that you teach mathematics?” she inquired with a glance at the book that he had been reading.

“Yes,” he said with a nod, “though this summer I am teaching a course in logical reasoning. It’s very interesting,” he said, his enthusiasm growing as he spoke, and he looked as though he was about to launch into a thorough explanation.

“Is it too late to enroll in your class?” Victoria interrupted. James stopped, and realized that perhaps this wasn’t the best time to begin a lecture.

“Um, yeah, I’m sorry,” he said with a laugh. “Enrollment closed a month ago. You could audit the course,” he added helpfully.

“Ooh,” she replied, “I might just do that. I’ll sit in the front. In a short skirt.” Her eyes sparkled, and she gave him a devious smile.

“You wouldn’t be the only one.” James laughed.

“So the hot, young professor has his admirers?” she asked, playfully.

“I don’t know about that,” he replied modestly.

Victoria laughed, and James couldn’t help but smile at the delightfully melodious sound.

“They are very young, and, well, they want to see if their man-catching skills are ready for the world, as it were.”

“They want to see if they can catch a real man, perhaps.” Victoria allowed her eyes to travel about his upper body as she spoke. She had a twinkle in her eye as she raised her hand to her chin. She could see in his eyes when he met her steady gaze that he was hers, if she so wanted.

Their drinks arrived, and Victoria had to laugh at the presentation. Atop the large glass, suspended by a bamboo skewer, were two short strips of bacon, an olive, a dill pickle spear and a stalk of celery.

“So my drink comes with a small lunch on top,” Victoria observed.

James smiled, curious about his unexpected guest. It was early summer, and he had a rather light workload. He was a professor at the university, and had just one class, and few other obligations. His students were more interested in the amenities of the beachside community that was just off-campus than they were in applying themselves to their studies, so they weren’t terribly demanding of his time. He was in the habit of having lunch alone, usually reading, at the Silver Dollar Diner, as it was a short walk from his office. He was unaccustomed to meeting women outside of work, but the uncommon forwardness of the woman seated across from him served to cross that bridge. He was generally pre-occupied, such that if women noticed him, he would have been unaware of it. And they did, in fact, notice the bookish, yet remarkably attractive man sitting alone, but James had an aura, of which he was entirely unaware, that suggested that he was unapproachable. As it was, he was simply shy, and somewhat interior in his thinking. And as such, he was single. In fact, very much so.

He was uncertain of what to say, as he had never been good at small talk. Or big talk, or really, most kinds of talk. He mostly read.

“Do you, um, what do you do?” he stammered. “For a living? I mean, as a job.” Victoria watched him with curiosity, thinking that it was cute that he should be so flustered.

“I own property,” Victoria responded, her delivery allowing the statement to be suggestive.

“So… do you love what you do?” asked James. “I mean, I have read that satisfaction in life is closely correlated to the enjoyment of one’s chosen profession…” he trailed off, offering a hapless smile.

“Oh, so you were attempting to ascertain my satisfaction in life?” she inquired, a dubious tone to her voice. He was about to attempt a revision of his question, when she continued, “Of all the ways there are to answer that question, I am going to simply respond yes, James, I absolutely love being me, and living my life.” Victoria said this without irony, and it almost sounded like a challenge, as though she was defying him to doubt what she was saying. “I get shit done,” she said with a slight shrug. “And I love doing that.”

James laughed. He wondered why she seemed to affect him so. She was incredibly forward, and didn’t seem to care in particular what he thought of her.

“Get shit done. That should be on your business card,” he said with a smile that she found quite charming.

“I don’t have a business card, James. Perhaps, if I time travel to the 1970s and start selling, um, mustache wax, or whatever it is that they sold back then, then I will get myself a business card.”

“Right. Of course. I haven’t been in the non-academic world since, well, ever.”

When she had mostly finished her drink, she pulled a pen from her purse, and scrawled her phone number on a napkin, and signed it “-V.” She slid it across the table to him as she stood to take her leave.

“Nice to meet you, James. Give me a call.”

And with that, she turned and walked out the door. He watched her take her leave, entranced by the movement of her body.

Over the next few days, the thought of her revisited him almost constantly. Or rather, it never quite left his mind. He would see her standing over him, having appeared seemingly out of nowhere to put any thought he may have had as far from his mind as possible. In fact, he was having trouble focusing on much at all, and everyone around him seemed to notice that he had become pre-occupied.

It was unlike him to become obsessed with a woman, let alone one he had just met, so everyone assumed that it was “just one of those things” that James would become pre-occupied with. It that sense, he was what anyone might expect of a young college professor: He spent most of his time internally, thinking about reality as it correlated with his chosen field of study. He tended to think of social interactions as equations, and he felt that everything he experienced was a logic puzzle that had a solution, if only one were to put one’s mind to it.
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The phone rang three times before it connected. James was holding the napkin that Victoria had given him in his hand, and his eyes were traveling along the circuitous, infinite route of the “8” in her phone number, when he heard her speak.

“Hi.”

The abrupt and unconventional greeting threw him for a moment.

“Hello,” he replied after an awkward pause, then scrambled to regain his composure. “This is James. We met at the diner. You gave me your phone number?” James winced, having phrased the last part as a question, which sounded odd, even to him.

“Apparently I did. What can I do for you, James?”

“Um, I was thinking that, perhaps, we could have lunch?” He winced again, having phrased another question, where he wanted to sound more direct.

“That sounds lovely. Do you have a time and location in mind?”

“Yes, I do. Do you eat seafood?”

“I do. Text me a time and a place. I will be there.” and with that, she hung up. James held the phone to his ear for another few seconds, unsure of what to make of the strange phone call with this curious woman who had so completely dominated his thoughts.

When she arrived at the cafe, he had butterflies in his stomach, which surprised him. It was a feeling that he hadn’t felt since he was a teenager. He was self-conscious all over, hoping that everything was in place, in that he wasn’t sure if his head was screwed on at all. He wouldn’t have been shocked to look down and see that he had forgotten pants.

She had the kind of walk that could play in slow-motion. It was a confident stride, with a subtle, yet unmistakable swing to her beautifully proportioned hips. She walked in looking like she owned the place. Her long, raven-black hair had a mysterious quality, such that it looked like she had just gotten out of bed, while simultaneously appearing as though not a hair was out of place. In fact, the entirety of her gave the impression of being effortlessly on point, as though she was just naturally, exactly as she intended to be.

Her eyes fixed upon him as she approached, and in any other venue, it would have inspired in him a feeling of dread. Her gaze was laser-like in its focus, and she lowered her head slightly with a look of determination as she neared the table.

“Hello, James,” she offered in her uniquely flat intonation. James stood to greet her, a show of manners that Victoria appreciated, and she slid into her seat as he greeted her in response. She took a moment to admire the location James had selected, which was an oceanside cafe, unfussy in its presentation, which allowed the natural beauty of the surroundings to create the atmosphere.

“What a gorgeous place,” she proclaimed, with a gesture to the view of the ocean their cafe table afforded, “you have chosen well.”

James smiled broadly, the pride he felt in winning her approval apparent upon his face. She studied him for a moment. His masculine features were handsome in a traditional sense, with a strong jawline and a slightly dimpled chin, yet his eyes suggested a kindness and an empathy that she found attractive. He in turn eyed her expectantly, unsure of what to say. She was better at making conversation than he was, certainly, and she had him at a disadvantage in that she was direct, and effortlessly confidant. He felt certain that she would take the lead in guiding the conversation.

“Oh, lovely, look at that!” Victoria said, gesturing out over the water. It was a parasailing operation, and her innocent charm at what looked to be terrifyingly good fun broke the spell.

“At 500 feet in the air, I would think that they would experience vertigo. But I guess that it must be enjoyable for them?”

“So you know how high they are?” Victoria turned to her lunch date, her head cocked to one side, then her eyes flashed with a sudden inspiration. “Is that because of the angle of the towline and, uh, math?” she asked, her bemusement apparent in her voice.

James smiled, and shook his head. “The FAA limits parasailing operations to fly no higher than 500 vertical feet from the surface from the water.”

“Wow. So here I thought you were just a clever mathematician, but it turns out that you are also a repository of information,” she surmised with a laugh. “I am guessing that you read a lot.”

“Yeah, well, yes,” James confessed.

“But I do hope that you are not too risk-averse? Do I assume that you have never sky-dived?”

“I have a tendency to remain inside the plane when flying.”

“I see. Then have you ever cliff-dived? Jumped off a curb?” Victoria inquired with a teasing look in her eye.

“I am unlikely to trust the depth of a natural body of water, and I tend to use the cross-walk.”

“Okay, then do you ever do anything that scares you?”

“Yes. This,” he confessed, indicating the lunch date itself.

She raised an eyebrow, and the corners of her mouth curled into what might be described as a smile, but it was uniquely sinister in its effect.

“I make you nervous, don’t I, James,” her question sounding like a statement of fact. She leveled her gaze at him.

He swallowed hard, and stammered, “Umm …”

She laughed, which was a lovely sound, not mirthful or mean, just a nice, musical tone with a bit of throatiness, which revealed a bit of her lust for life.

“Well, I will take that as my answer. I don’t intend to make you nervous, but I won’t say that I am sorry. Because I don’t apologize for being myself.” Her eyes darkened somewhat at this point, and she continued, “There are things about me that you might not intuit from simply meeting me. There are certain parts of my personality that might give a man reason to be nervous around me.”

Unexpectedly, James felt a tightening between his legs. He realized that he was hanging upon her every word, watching her soft, red lips forming each syllable, and he felt paralyzed, like prey being hypnotized by a predator. He was yet to learn that Victoria most definitely was a kind of predator, just not one that he had encountered before. James looked down for a moment, unsure of what to say, and when he returned his gaze to look at her, he realized that he was smitten with her.

“Does this mean we are going parasailing?”

Victoria laughed, and James observed a little twinkle in the corner of her eye.

The rest of the lunch date conversation was light and breezy, and James went home with a pleasant buzzing sensation in his body. He spent the next few days with Victoria never far from his mind. He attempted to give teaching his summer class its due attention, but this proved more difficult than usual. The joke he made in explaining Newcomb’s Paradox didn’t get a laugh from his students, but then it never did. At this point, James had taken as a working methodology that he was essentially amusing himself, and handing out passing grades to whomever he thought was even remotely deserving. Certainly, the group of students over the summer session, most of whom were just trying to squeeze in a required credit for graduation, were not very demanding. He got the idea that they might not mind terribly if he simply failed to show up to class. But he gave it every effort all the same, as he genuinely cared about the students’ education, and truly believed that he might make a difference in their ability to conduct logical reasoning. His observation of the world suggested that such was in short supply.

James left his office, with some vague intention of going for a walk outside, and ended up wandering aimlessly. The campus was generally more sparsely populated at this time of year, but the students and even the faculty were more likely to be outside, generally enjoying the sunshine and the relaxed atmosphere of the summer semester. James might have noticed, as he occasionally did, that the girls tended to wear a minimum of clothing in the summer months, and he might have noticed, though he rarely did, that more than a few of the young college girls gave him a second glance as he passed, deep in thought. But he did not. Instead, he saw Victoria in his mind’s eye. Everyone and everything else seemed to fade into the background. If he had been able to think clearly about it, his usual demand that reality conform to a calculable equation would have been confounded by his illogical infatuation with a woman he knew so little about.

James listened with some trepidation as the telephone rang three times before picking up.

“Hi.” It was the same strangely confrontational greeting that Victoria had delivered the first time that James had called her.

“Hello,” he responded after a slight pause, “this is James.”

Her voice had a gentle, bemused tone when she answered, “Yes, James.” She said nothing further, and there was a moment of silence.

James laughed to ease his nerves, and inquired, “Might you care to accompany me to dinner this Friday evening?”

“I venture a guess that you have a time and a location selected?”

“Yes, I do, and, well… “

“Text me the information, and I will be there,” she interrupted, and then hung up the phone. James stood holding his phone to his ear for several moments, still unaccustomed to how abrupt Victoria could be in communicating.
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The restaurant that James had acquired reservations for was almost entirely outdoors, with several fire pits located throughout, such that the entire place had a warm glow. He felt a bit nervous that she might see the ambience of the place as a bit over-the-top romantic, and that he was trying too hard. As it would turn out, he needn’t have worried. Victoria would prove to have a flair for the dramatic herself, and wasn’t shy about having her intentions known.

James noticed that Victoria always seemed to make an entrance. Perhaps it was due to the fact that James tended to show up early, and she was always a few minutes late. Or perhaps it was the way that she moved, her stride confidant and commanding, exuding an effortless sexual allure. She was absolutely radiant. She enthroned herself upon the seat, or so that is how it appeared to James. Along with just about everything else about her, she had a way of doing things that seemed entirely unique, and effortlessly elegant, yet with a forceful determination. To James, she appeared as a well-mannered tornado. It seemed that she fully possessed the power to devastate him, but did not do so out of a sense of decorum. As it would turn out, she was simply lying in wait.

James noted with pleasure, and a particular pride, that she had decided to impress him with her breasts. Her clean-lined, contoured and form-fitting black dress displayed her cleavage to considerable advantage. When his gaze returned to meet her eyes, he realized that he had been caught staring at her breasts. But she smiled warmly, and her expression indicated that not only had he been allowed to admire the shape of her, she had expected nothing less.

“So, James, tell me your plans. Where do you see yourself in five years?” James watched the expression on her face, illuminated by the flickering candlelight. Though she had a dry sense of humor, she made it apparent that she was putting him on with such a banal question.

He tightened his lips into a little smile.

“I am going to assume that I will see myself in the mirror, much as I do now,” he replied, hoping that his joke wasn’t too corny for her. He had begun to get the impression that he was playing checkers while she was playing chess.

“Hmm, just long hours, staring at your reflection in the mirror, James? I have to say that I am surprised. I wouldn’t have thought that you would be so shallow,” she replied with a wink.

“Actually, the only mirror that I have in my house is above the bathroom sink. It was already installed in the house when I bought the place, so I can’t even claim responsibility for that.”

“So you don’t even know what you look like below the waist?”

“Nope. It’s a complete mystery.”

“You don’t even know if you are a boy or a girl?”

“Oh, I am pretty sure that I am a boy.”

“Prove it.”

James felt the same tightening in his pants that Victoria so effortlessly conjured. Of course, he thought, as the waiter showed up at the table at precisely this point in their admittedly silly conversation.

“Two vodka martinis with a twist,” Victoria said to the waiter in her customarily abrupt manner of speaking.

“Of course,” James heard the waiter say in response, or “Mumble-mumble.” He couldn’t be sure which.

“Did you just order a drink for me?” James asked, unsure of whether he was offended or impressed.

“They are both for me,” she said, her humor as dry as the martinis would be. “Why, did you want one? I guess I could share,” she replied with a wink.

James had noticed that Victoria was not shy in ordering what she wanted. She clearly did not concern herself with whatever her date might think of her, which he appreciated.

“So, do you have family here?” he inquired after a moment’s silence. He immediately regretted it, as a dark cloud seemed to pass over Victoria.

“No,” she replied without inflection. “Do you?”

“I, um, no, my mother still lives in Ohio, where I grew up,” he stated quickly, hoping to smooth over what appeared to be touchy subject. “I moved out here to go to UC Berkeley, and then I never left. My father passed away some years ago, and I go back on holidays. She talks about moving out here every once in a while, but then she will drop it for long periods of time.”

“Good relationship with his mother,” Victoria stated, her smile returning. “Check,” she said while making a checkmark in the air.

“Wait, is that a checkmark in the positive column, or are you signaling the waiter to bring the check, because you are trying to get out of here?” he asked facetiously.

“Oh, clearly the latter, James. I can’t be with no mama’s boy.”

She laughed, which made him feel a warmth that spread throughout his body.

“No, seriously, are you not aware that that is high on the list of admirable traits of a quality man, per Cosmopolitan magazine?”

“I have to admit that I don’t read a lot of Cosmo, to be frank.”

“Oh right. You spend most of your time reading about theoretical mathematics. Which, apparently, is a total pussy magnet.”

James smiled, a bit embarrassed, because suddenly he was thinking about Victoria’s body, which was so distractingly, sexually alluring, that he had to push such thoughts out of his mind just to follow the conversation.

When they had finished dinner, and the check had arrived, which Victoria allowed James to pay, she sat back in her chair, and became silent for a moment.

“Look, James,” she said at last, leveling her piercing gaze at him. “You’re a smart man. And you’re handsome, too.” James flushed red in the face and looked down at the table for a moment. “And humble, as well,” she added, a bemused smile on her face, “which I can tell from the fact that I can make you blush.” Victoria observed him for a moment before continuing, “And you have a sense of humor, and you have a nice personality, or whatever it is that a man is supposed to have according to the hook-up websites where people meet for NSA or LTR.”

James had a quizzical look on his face.

Victoria laughed.

“No strings attached, or long-term relationship,” she explained. “Seriously, James, aren’t single people supposed to know these things? Or am I just getting this from reading Cosmo?” she queried with a tone of sarcasm. “Anyway,” she proclaimed a bit more loudly, shifting in her chair, “Then we have the mathematical component.”

James cocked his head slightly, curious, which she noted.

“The mathematical ratio between the measurement of your chest, and your waist. By which I am laboriously making the shallow observation that you are well-built. But then,” she continued with a sly smile, “I guess that is why you spend so many hours staring at yourself in the mirror.”

“Umm, thank you,” James said, somewhat awkwardly, blushing again, “That was a string of compliments, that I appreciate, except for the last part–”

Victoria cut him off.

“You don’t need to thank me, and you definitely don’t need to return the compliments, but I need you to understand something about me,” she paused, waiting as she observed him listening intently. “I don’t know what you think I am, but I am almost certain that I am not what you expect. I am dominant. Sexually and otherwise. And I am a sadist.” Victoria studied the expression on James’ face. “It would be fair to call me a dominant, sadistic bitch,” she said, which caused James to react.

He had learned not to use the “B-word” in talking about women, and was surprised to hear Victoria use it to describe herself. She laughed, picking up on his consternation.

“It’s okay if I use the word to describe myself,” she said in a half-mocking tone. “I’m owning it. But that is not all that I own,” she continued. “When I take a man as a lover, I take him completely. I own him.”

Over her shoulder, red tongues of flame licked the cool, night air, and tiny sparks exploded like miniature fireworks. Occasionally, a small ember would float skyward, only to become spent, and extinguish in the dark. James swallowed hard, and became aware of the fact that he couldn’t feel his hands. He flexed his fingers, straightened himself in his chair, and realized that his forehead was damp with tiny beads of sweat.

“Um,” he started, as he felt that he should say something, but quickly realized he hadn’t the slightest idea what he should say.

“Listen,” Victoria said with a tone of resignation, “I can see that I have put you in a bit of a situation. I am going to let you off the hook, for now, and give you time to think about what I have said.”

With that, she slid her chair back, and stood up. James, being the gentleman that he was, immediately stood as well, and as the napkin fell from his lap, she caught sight of the fact that his body was pressing mercilessly against the fabric of his trousers. Victoria noted his predicament, but paid particular attention to what he did in response to the situation. Though he was clearly embarrassed by the situation, he didn’t shy from what he felt was his gentlemanly duty: to show manners in standing as she took her leave from the table. Victoria looked James in the eye, but let him know with that she was fully aware that her words had affected him, and that they had aroused him.

She gave him a wink, and said, “I won’t see you until the weekend. I will give you a call.”

And with that, she turned and walked out of the restaurant. James quickly returned to his seat, and watched her as she walked away.
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Growing up, Victoria had been plain. She heard herself being referred to as “Plain Jane,” and unbelievably, it wasn’t delivered as a disparaging remark. It was stated as though it was simply a fact-of-matter. And though none of them seem to take notice of her, Victoria was boy-crazy. Victoria had known from an early age that she was different. She was called “bossy,” or “obstinate,” and she was even called a “tom-boy,” which she found to be ridiculous.

And then, one summer, between her junior and senior year of high school, her breasts and hips developed. She also grew two inches in height. And though she spent nights crying from the pain of the growth spurts, and the imagined embarrassment of suddenly having a rather voluptuous body, as it turned out, no one seemed to notice. She wore over-sized clothing, for sure, in an attempt to disguise her newly developed form, but her reputation proceeded her, and no one stopped to reassess her status. Which was for the best.

Perhaps growing up plain was a blessing. Victoria had observed that many of the “pretty girls” had never bothered to develop a personality. They were so richly rewarded with attention and popularity, without making much of an effort, that they were robbed of the motivation to focus inward and do the hard work of becoming a fully formed human being.

Victoria then learned to stop caring what anyone thought of her, with the realization that they simply did not think of her. She was glad to have been forgotten. So when she finished high school, she went off to college and left her previous life, to remake herself in an image that suited her.

Her first year at University was quite different from anything she had experienced previously. She suddenly found herself surrounded at every turn by what she referred to in her own mind, as puppy dogs. They were “The Lovesick Boner Valets,” a title that she and her roommate came up with one drunken night. She made what she would resignedly refer to as “mistakes,” briefly hooking up with a few of them. She learned that she was more powerful than she knew, and could attract men more easily than she even found necessary. Victoria fucked some of them, indifferently, and her dominant tendencies appeared out of boredom. She toyed with her suitors, rationalizing that if they couldn’t satisfy her, she might see how far they would go to try.

She didn’t think about Daniel, who she left handcuffed and naked in a stairwell. She didn’t think about Richard, who she photographed naked, with the name “Dick” written in black marker across his chest, and she didn’t think about the fact that she was a bit careless with the photographs. She didn’t think about Chris, or the fact that she made him agree to take a kick in the balls before she would let him fuck her. She did some truly terrible things, and if she had thought about it, she might have felt badly about it. So she didn’t think about it.
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It was early evening, and a few days had passed since he had last seen her. James had been checking his email obsessively. He was becoming nervous that perhaps she was going to simply disappear, like a ghost in the fog. He tried to put it out of his mind as much as possible. Which was not at all.

Unexpectedly, he heard a knock on the door one afternoon, and found a delivery man with a very large, flat box at his front door. Its size made him very curious, and he saw that it was from Victoria, which made him even more curious. When he opened the box, he laughed out loud to himself. It was a free-standing, full-length mirror. There was a note attached, which read, “Now you have a mirror. Please stand in front of it with your clothes off. -V.”

He set it up in his bedroom, as he couldn’t think of anywhere else to put it. He removed his clothing per her instructions, though it seemed absurd. It was awkward, having to confront his own image. Unexpectantly, his cock became hard as he thought about her looking at him the way that he was looking at himself.

An email from Victoria finally popped up in his inbox, and James felt like a lovestruck teenager as he opened it. It was the address of a restaurant and a day and a time. Nothing else, aside from her customary signature, “V.”

When James arrived at the restaurant, he had to focus on his breathing to calm his nerves. He wore a charcoal-black suit, a white shirt, and a black, silk tie. She wore a floor-length, burgundy dress, a pair of black, silk panties, and sheer, black, thigh-high stockings with a lacy trim around her thighs. Her fingernails were the same color as her dress, and she wore lipstick, mascara and a dark eyeshadow.

“Hello, James,” she said brightly, smiling, her eyes flashing with a playful mischief.

“Hello, Victoria. Thank you for the gift.”

“Did you like it? It’s like a picture of you that auto-updates.”

For dinner they had vodka martinis, oysters on the half-shell, baked flatbread with caramelized onions and Gorgonzola, a robust Malbec wine, a simple mixed greens salad with grape tomatoes and a champagne vinaigrette, and a prime ribeye with a cognac sauce paired with roasted brussels sprouts dressed in a splash of balsamic vinegar and crumbles of fried prosciutto, then three bites each of a rich, chocolate cake and a small cup of espresso.

The conversation was much different than their previous one, as Victoria no longer felt it necessary to explain herself. There was an easiness to their communication, so it felt comfortable between them even when there was a moment of silence, which there rarely was.

When they left the restaurant, she had him leave his car in the parking lot. She then drove him in her car, a Mercedes S-class, following a winding road through forested country, then curving out along a cliff overlooking a moonlit lake, then turning onto a winding, tree-lined lane to a gorgeous home with a gated driveway, a brick facade, and a lush, well-manicured lawn. The main gate and the garage door opened automatically, due to the fact that the car was able to signal both devices by itself. He was impressed. None of this would be possible on a professor’s salary. She turned off the car as the garage door closed behind them.

“And now you are mine,” Victoria said, turning her head briefly to observe James looking at her. She flashed him a devious smile, then slipped out of the car and lead him inside.

He entered the house, not without trepidation. All of this was daunting to him, and he felt as though he was entering the lair of something he didn’t entirely understand. It was at once rich in appointment and minimalist in design. Perhaps “unfussy” was the thought that came to James’ mind. In keeping with his sense of who Victoria is as a person, he felt that her environs were effortlessly stylish, without pretension, and without an overbearing attempt to impress.

Victoria had her back to James as he entered the living room, as she poured drinks at a small side bar. Two large cubes of ice dropped into two small glasses. Honey-bronze bourbon flowed over each of the cubes, until the ice was lifted, buoyant, from the bottom of the glass. She turned to face him, a glass in each hand. She did not move toward him, but rather, made the smallest gesture in offering James the glass in her left hand. He stood still for a moment, gazing upon her, then realized that she had no intention of crossing the room to him, and he was making her wait. He all but stumbled forward to accept the glass from her hand.

“Thank you,” he offered, perplexed by his own awkwardness. He took a small sip, which became a gulp. His face flushed as he wondered to himself what exactly she was doing to him that had him feeling like a teenager, like he was playing spin-the-bottle for the first time.

She sat down upon a sofa whose fabric, James observed, was a shade of black so dark that it appeared to be a sofa-shaped hole in the universe. She tucked her legs up to one side. Her fingernails were a glossy, jet-black, and appeared in a predatory configuration around the glass in her hand. She focused her gaze upon James. One eyebrow was raised, as though in challenge to any threat of defiance. Her hypnotizing, green eyes appeared almost black.

“Take off your clothes, James,” Victoria said so casually, with a tone of supreme authority, such that it read as effortlessly nonchalant.

James’ throat went dry. He attempted to swallow, then looked down for a moment, and he could feel her eyes upon him. He had the curious sensation of feeling embarrassed that he was hesitating, knowing that she could see how she unnerved him, and that there was something bordering on juvenile in his stalling to comply with her command.

He set his glass aside, then began unbuttoning his shirt, while Victoria observed him, lying in wait. As his upper body was revealed to her, she pressed her tongue against the back of her teeth. He looked absolutely delicious. He had broad shoulders, that looked more powerful than she might have expected when he was clothed. There was a refined quality to the musculature of his chest, that gave him the appearance of being entirely self-possessed, and confident. This appeared in contrast to his soft, sensitive-looking nipples. His abdominals were visibly developed, but not overly so. “He should look more like a well-built man than like a tray of buns,” she thought with amusement, recalling a girlfriend’s appraisal of a man’s body.

Victoria was a seasoned voyeur of the naked male form. She had always been, for as long as she could remember, deeply fascinated by the appearance of naked men.

As James unbuckled his belt, Victoria raised her glass to her lips. Now, the real show would begin, she thought. Her breathing was slow, deep, and regular, in contrast to that of the man before her, who was clearly nervous to be presenting himself for her to scrutinize. He unbuttoned, then unzipped, then dropped his pants to his ankles. As he stepped out of them, now wearing nothing but a pair of boxer briefs, she noted the long, sensuous lines of his legs. His thighs were muscular, and his calves were deliciously curved, and his body was proportionately built from head to toe.

My God, thought Victoria, even his feet are nice.

One of Victoria’s favorite moments to observe, was the slight pause. The hesitation. She had noticed it many times before, and it excited her every time. All men did it, and she found it so delicious, the slightly awkward and nervous moment when a man was about to remove the last bit of clothing, revealing the entirety of their secrets.

Finally, he took the waistband of his underwear in either hand, pulled them down to his ankles, stepped out of them, and stood facing her, his back straight, and his eyes meeting hers. She met his gaze for several moments, then slowly, luxuriously, allowed her eyes to scan his body, moving downward, taking in the sight of his fully naked body. His wide, sculpted shoulders and chest gave way in a V-shape to his tight, smooth hips, and an Adonis cradle that drew her attention inexorably to his dark patch of neatly trimmed pubic hair, below which hung a thick, beautiful cock. It was equal parts threatening and adorable. And she felt entirely in possession of it.

“Turn around, James,” she said languidly, reveling in the pleasure of objectifying him for her own amusement. He turned, and revealed to her eyes a gorgeous sight. The same V-shape drew her eyes downward, from the mathematically improbable ratio between his shoulders and his waist, to the little dimples on either side of the base of his spine, to the sculpted-from-marble perfection of his bare butt. It was breathtakingly cute, begging her to pinch it, bite it, and spank it, yet it was also decidedly muscular, such that she could feel the power of his thrust just looking at it.

After several minutes passed, in which nothing was said between them, as Victoria made a thorough appraisal of James’ naked body, she gave him the order to turn, face her, and then kneel before her. He lowered himself to his knees, as she had directed, and waited.

“Cross your arms behind your back,” she said, then took a sip of her drink. “Keep your back straight, and your head erect. Show me that you are proud to present yourself to me.”

James felt incredibly naked, being objectified in this manner, and he was aware of every part of his body transforming before her eyes into something she would possess.

“Now spread your knees a bit further apart, and lower your eyes.” After a few moments had passed, she stated in a voice that sounded as though she was satisfied with his offering of himself to her, “Very good, James. This is how you kneel before me. I want you to memorize the position of your body, so that when I tell you to kneel, you assume this position precisely.”

Victoria made no mention of the fact that James was slowly becoming erect while he was kneeling before her. She set her drink aside, and got to her feet, smoothing the front of her dress.

“Stand,” she said, with a no-nonsense tone in her voice. “And follow me.”

He followed her to a door, behind which was a to a staircase that led down to the basement.

“There is something that I want to show you,” she said as she began descending the stairs. At the bottom of the stairs they entered a room in the basement, and in the center of the room, an eyebolt had been mounted to the ceiling. Ten feet away, near the wall, a second eyebolt had been mounted to the ceiling, and below that, about four feet from the floor, a cleat had been mounted, such that a rope could be run through the eyebolts and tied off.

Victoria directed James to stand in the center of the room. She picked up two leather straps from a drawer in the table beside a long black sofa. She stood before James, and secured the straps around his wrists, attaching a small padlock to the wrist cuffs, locking them together. She kept the key to the padlock on a long, silver chain that she wore around her neck.

Then she attached the leather cuffs to a metal ring that was tied to the rope. Victoria then pulled the rope, which raised his arms above his head, until his naked body was stretched tightly, and he was practically standing on his toes. She then wrapped the rope around the cleat and tied it off. And with that, her rhythm slowed as she turned to face him.

A ceiling-mounted light fixture was set at an angle, positioned to illuminate the center of the room in a warm glow of white light. Beyond the pool of light the room fell into darkness, but within, stood James, bound, naked, and on display. He was transformed now, his body held captive by her own machinations, and she drank in the sight of him presented before her. She moved toward him, and her pulse raced as she noted the look of fear in his eyes. He was seeing her for the first time in full predatory mode, and he was her prey. As she approached, her hand slowly raised to touch his body. Her fingertips made contact and slid upward, delighting in the silky smoothness, the muscular tension, and the heat of his body. She moved ever closer as her hand wrapped around his throat, pulling him toward her as she brought her mouth to his. She luxuriated in kissing him, their mouths open and tongues entwined, as she savored her possession of him.

At length, she took a step back, her mouth raw but still hungry. She collected herself, focusing on her own breathing. She did not want this to move too quickly, and it was an effort for her to keep her desires in check. Entirely against her nature, in fact, so it was with difficulty that she had taught herself to slow down, so as to fully revel in the process of taking possession of a man.

“There are, among the million ways one may experience a kiss, three that are of importance,” Victoria opined, measuring her words carefully as a means to draw out, and therefore more fully savor the moment. “One is fueled by male desire, in which a man is taking a woman in his arms and kissing her driven by a burning lust, his growing erection pressing against her body. It is desire, it is vital, it is eminent. The three elements of dominant masculine energy: I want it, I must have it, I will have it.”

Victoria paused, appearing lost in thought, then scowled. “The second is entirely devoid of passion and so is forgettable and unimportant.” The scowl left her face, to be replaced by an animalistic look of deep, insatiable hunger. “The third, which is rare, and by far my favorite, is female dominant. Kissing a man who is bound and naked. Unable to do anything but surrender himself unto me, as I suck the energy from his naked and willing body.” She flashed James a curious, yet decidedly wicked smile, then added, “Like a vampire.”

She loved kissing a man in bondage, but James was something different: she could feel him melting into her, wanting to be captured, held in her hand, and owned. She felt the erotically charged energy of a man who wanted to be possessed.

She opened a closet to one side of the room, which was out of James’ field of vision. She returned, and knelt down beside him, attaching leather cuffs around each of his ankles. Everything she did now was methodical, and deliberate. She attached each end of a five-foot telescoping metal rod to each of his leather ankle cuffs. She extended the spreader bar, slowly, spreading his legs as far apart as possible. He was now standing on the balls of his feet.

Victoria took a step back and examined her captive. He was positioned precisely as she had wished to see him from the moment she spied him sitting alone, reading, at the diner. She was more than pleased with his physical body, and the way that bondage displayed his attributes to their advantage. His cock was erect, defenseless and exposed.

She gave his cock a playful slap of her hand, noticing that it grown appreciably harder. She bit each of his nipples hard, leaving little marks, and was rewarded with the sound of him gasping with surprise, then moaning in pain.

She was thrilled by the possibilities of exerting her control over James’ willing, naked body. She let various dirty, kinky, thoughts drift through her head as she savored the moment, contemplating his willing submission to her. The scent of him was in the air, and it was an aphrodisiac to her. He smelled deliciously masculine, and she raised her fingertips to the end of her nose and inhaled the scent that transferred to her hand when she stroked his naked torso. She felt herself become wet, and when she felt she could endure waiting no longer, she turned her attention to the long, thick cock between his legs. She knelt down, placing a hand on his hip, and parted her lips to the smooth, rounded tip of his cock. She took it into her mouth, feeling the weight of it on her tongue, and teasing the shape of him with her tongue. She was delighted to discover that the taste of him was as extraordinarily sexy as his appearance. She could have gone on for hours like this, but she had other plans. She parted from him with a kiss, and stood up to kiss him on the mouth.

Her hands touched his skin, and felt their way up his naked torso. His skin felt soft and smooth to her fingertips, but the slightest pressure revealed an impressive hardness to his musculature, which was stretched so tightly for her ravenous appetite. Victoria breathed in, holding herself at bay, wanting to take her time in devouring him. She exhaled, stood back, and fixed him with a hungry look. She allowed her hands to travel across his body, assessing him while possessing him, in an unhurried fashion. She maneuvered to stand behind him, and deliberately invaded every private space, her hands exploring him like a newly captured territory. One hand cupped his smooth, rounded butt while her other arm snaked around him, and placed her hand upon his chest. She held him this way for a moment, then engaged her fingernails like claws, and simultaneously dragged them, raking his skin up his backside and across his beautifully formed chest. He emitted an intense, low, breathy sound that she found deliriously attractive, and his back arched in response to her. His submission to her stoked her appetite, and she grabbed a handful of hair and pulled his head to one side, then sank her teeth in to the base of his neck. He hissed, which transformed into a low moan as she fed upon his flesh.

“Say thank you, for being allowed to serve me,” she whispered in his ear.

“Thank you for allowing me to serve you.”

“Tell me that you love this”

“I love this.”

“Tell me that I can do anything I want to you.”

James paused, thinking about the implications of saying what he was about to say.

“You can do anything you want to me.”

She examined the look on his face. She could see the anticipation, as he waited to find out what she was going to do to him. She could see the fear, as he was afraid of the power she had over him. She could see the deep respect he had for her, and the willingness to subject himself to her will.

She retrieved a riding crop. It was sinister in its length, and formidable in its width, yet it retained a flexibility that made for a sharp, stinging sensation when it made contact with skin. It was beautifully hand-made from genuine leather that had been dyed an ivory black, and it was one of her favorite implements.

She bit her lower lip, feeling the crop in her hand. She thought about whipping him along his inner thighs and up the backs of his legs, a deliciously vulnerable target. Following that, she wanted to whip him along his shoulders and across his back. She took her time considering this, as she didn’t need to make a decision about which part of his naked body would feel the caress of her riding crop. He was bound so tightly for the express purpose of whipping the entirety of him. No part of him was protected from her, and she intended to mark every inch of him. 

She began by teasing him, gliding the soft, leather tip of her riding crop up and down the shaft of his cock. He was breathing hard now, in anticipation of what was to come. She smiled, looking at the desperation on his face. She noticed that he was trembling slightly, something that distracted her momentarily, as it appeared so desperately attractive. She could see that he was truly worried about what she might do to him, but he was simultaneously willingly submissive to her, and fantastically aroused. She loved the strength a submissive male exhibited in this manner. She observed the leather tip of her favorite domination tool pressed against the glistening, smooth head of his cock. It was so satisfying, she thought to herself, this moment when she first had him naked and obedient to her whip.

Victoria then observed him in profile, as she pressed her riding crop against his bare butt. She placed her hand on his chest, allowing her fingertips to travel slowly across the surface of his skin. She watched his face, seeing the desire her touch inspired in him. She curled her fingers, bringing her fingernails into contact with his soft, velvety skin. She dragged her fingernails down the front of his chest in a quick, sharp movement, that caused his back to arch and a desperate gasp to escape his open mouth. She reveled in his naked submission.

She allowed her gaze to descend slowly, from the ceiling beam, and the attached hardware, to the rope, downward to his wrist-cuffs, following the straight line of his arms to his shoulders, seeing his face, gorgeous in its look of fear and anticipation.

She observed as his breath raised and lowered his beautifully formed chest. She looked down to his cock, now hard to the point that it looked like it must hurt. It was as though his cock was inviting her to play, and she wanted to play rough. 

She admired the vulnerability of his balls between his spread legs. She pressed the whip firmly against her open palm. She looked further down to the pole that was attached to his leather ankle cuffs, admiring how it held him in a wide stance.

“Are you ready, James?”

“Yes, Victoria.”

Then she began to whip him, leaving a stinging, pink stripe across his butt with every stroke of the riding crop. She devoured the experience, reveling in his every twitch, quiver, and moan as she delivered his first whipping.

She observed him in profile, noting how the whip landed on his bare ass, sending a wave of energy through his body and making his hard cock bob up and down. Once again, the sound she had wanted to hear him make came through his clenched teeth.

“I want you to understand how much I appreciate the way that you suffer for me, James. It is remarkable, and it is beautiful. I can tell that when I hurt you, you feel it. I mean,” she said as she slid one hand down his back and grabbed a handful of smoothly muscular butt cheek, squeezing it aggressively, “you can really feel it. And you react. You suffer. That is important to me. I love to see it. It’s like a drug, an aphrodisiac, to watch a man endure as I punish him.”


6

James awoke with a start, quickly assessed his surroundings, then exhaled, his head sinking into the pillow. He rolled onto his side, and observed Victoria, sleeping. She appeared so innocent, and so vulnerable in this state that he wondered if this was an invasion of her privacy. After a moment’s thought, he found that regardless, he couldn’t resist staring at her, and the extravagant beauty she possessed. It was unlike anything he had seen before. He had encountered so many women who were born beautiful, yet they wore it like a mask. Victoria had a beauty that was a result of her force of will. It emanated from within. She made herself beautiful, by being so unapologetically the individual that she was. He was still observing her sleeping when her eyes opened.

“Hey, fucker,” she whispered. “You eyeballin’ me?”

James laughed, and immediately turned to look at the ceiling.

“No,” he whispered back.

“Good.”

After a long silence, James turned back to look at her again, only to see that she had fallen asleep again.

James could still feel the effects of the whipping. His muscles were stiff from bondage, and the sting of the whip lingered upon his skin. He realized that he liked the sensation. It made him feel more affectionate toward her, and gave him an even deeper respect for her, which he wouldn’t have thought possible. The strangest part of it, as far as James was concerned, was that they hadn’t had sex. She had him tied up, naked, and she spent the evening touching him, kissing him, and then whipping him. But she didn’t take off her clothes, and she did not initiate anything. She wanted him to go to bed with her, as in actually fall asleep. She held his erect cock in her hand as they drifted off to sleep. It was entirely unlike anything he had experienced before.

After a cup of coffee, and a buttered triangle of toast, which James thought oddly charming, he offered to arrange for his own ride back to his car, still parked at the restaurant from the night before. Victoria flatly refused this scenario, insisting upon driving him herself.

There was something entirely unique about her, James noticed, in that although she was extraordinarily possessive, she wasn’t emotionally needy or clingy. She gave him every impression that she would own him, entirely, but release her ownership the moment she felt inclined to do so. And he also felt that if he were to make the slightest sound of feeling stifled, that she would disappear like a wisp of smoke. Almost literally, he thought to himself, I can picture Victoria conjuring the ability to disappear in a cloud of smoke.

“What are you thinking about that so amuses you, James?” Victoria asked as she piloted her Mercedes down the tree-lined lane. She drove fast, so James kept his eyes warily upon the road ahead, but he turned to look at her for a moment.

“I think you are magic.”

She laughed, replying, “Well, you may not be wrong.”

He thought for a moment.

“I would like to say that I am a bit surprised by the fact that we didn’t do anything last night. I mean, I would have liked to have made you come.”

He was looking at her in profile and he saw her smile broadly at his statement.

“You did, James. Whipping you made me come.”

When he arrived home, he removed his clothing. He stood before the mirror she bought for him and examined the marks that her whip had made across his body. His butt was very sore, and he turned to see the crimson stripes across his cheeks. He took a deep breath, and felt a certain wonderment at all that had happened. Victoria was doing precisely what she said she would, which was to take ownership of him. He was unable to think of anything else. He observed her marking upon his body, and the thought of her caused his cock to become erect. The scent of her crowded out all other thoughts, until he could think only of her leaning in to whisper in his ear that he belonged to her.
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It was two days later that James received a small box in the mail. His heart pounded in his chest when he saw that it was from Victoria. His mind raced with the possibilities, and he was intensely curious. He opened the box, and his throat went dry when he saw its contents. It was a device consisting of three, small, black leather straps. He lifted it from the box to examine it, his hands trembling. The straps had stainless steel buckles, and he had a moment of confusion, not understanding what precisely this device might be. Then he noticed a small, folded up note in the bottom of the box. He unfolded it, and his stomach dropped as he read,

“Hello, James. This is a cock-and-ball harness. It is my gift to you. Of the two parallel straps, the narrow one fits around the base of your cock. The wider strap fits around your balls, and the narrow, perpendicular strap separates your balls to either side. I want you to be wearing this when we meet next. -V.”

James read the note twice, then re-examined the harness in his hand. He noticed that it had a small, metal D-ring attached midpoint on the strap that separated his balls. He felt a cold sweat on his forehead as he contemplated what that might be for.

An hour later, he opened an email from Victoria that had appeared in his inbox. The message read, simply, “I want to see you harnessed, and otherwise naked. Send me a photo. Now. -V.” He felt magnetized to his chair for some moments, overwhelmed by her capacity to own him so completely.

He stood before his camera, which he had positioned on top of his dresser. He had taken off his clothes, and strapped the harness around his cock, a bit tighter than was comfortable. The harness fit so tightly, that it felt as though her hand was magically reaching across the distance between them and holding him tightly in her grip. He had never felt so owned.

The camera was set to take a photo automatically. He posed for the picture, so that she might see him as he wanted her to see him. He wanted to submit to her, to be subject to her desires, to be a plaything for her pleasure. His hands trembled slightly as he uploaded the photo and emailed it to her. He checked the email address very carefully, aware of the dangers inherent in such an image going to the wrong person.

He was relieved to receive her written response a few minutes later, which read, “That does look like it fits you rather tightly, James,” the satisfaction apparent in her words. “Your balls are nicely shaped,” she said with apparent appreciation. “They are fairly large, as well. I hadn’t thought of that when I picked out the harness for you. Is it too tight?”

He replied, “It is very tight, but I will leave it to you if it is too tight,” and then waited for her response.

“I will continue examining it when you arrive at my house later this week. Your compliance with my demands pleases me greatly. -V.”

Sitting at the desk in his home office, James stared blankly at his computer screen. He found it difficult to focus on anything in particular, as his thoughts continually, without him realizing it was happening, drifted back to her. The sound of her voice, the scent of her body, the way that she moved, and the way that she touched him. Possessively, he thought. She touched him possessively. And James realized that again, his mind had wandered back to thoughts of Victoria, and he wondered if perhaps she was doing this herself. He wondered if she had the power to not only compel him to obey her physically, in person, but to control his thoughts as well.

Victoria was lying across her bed. She was wearing a pale pink T-shirt (which had been white until she inadvertently washed it with a pair of red panties) and a pair of panties (which were red), pulled down to mid-thigh. She was slowly pleasuring herself with her fingertips. She thought about James. She thought about him naked. And blindfolded. On his knees. Leather straps around his ankles and leather straps around his thighs bound him in the kneeling position, with his knees spread wide. The straps around his thighs were connected to leather straps around his wrists. 

She imagined observing him. She imagined extending her foot, pressing it between his legs. Watching his penis get hard. His lips parted, his head thrown back as she pressed harder. Watching his reaction, so naked, so vulnerable. She thrilled to the amount of control she could have over him. She imagined seeing him look submissive to her. She loved that look on a man’s face.

She imagined him leaning up against a wall. He would be her prey, strapped, tied, and decorated for her to observe and consume. She would move forward, trapping him against the wall, her hand sliding up between his legs, taking ahold of him. She would lean in and kiss him. She would lick his lips while she gripped him possessively, owning him. He would make her come, on his knees, and then he would fuck her, a raw, naked fuck, while he licked her tits and he made her come again. And again.

Lying upon her bed, Victoria brought herself to orgasm as her fantasy played out in her head. Her body was glistening with perspiration, her hair matted across her forehead, her fingers still between her legs as the intensity of her orgasm subsided, yet she still felt hungry for him. For James. For everything she could imagine with him.

She sent him a text message, that read “I want you for the weekend. Pack a bag and come here. Now. -V.”
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James and Victoria ate dinner on her balcony, looking out over the city, enjoying the cool night air. There was a slight breeze, and the city lights twinkled gently, providing a romantic, visual serenade to their evening.

“I really liked the photo that you took for me, James,” Victoria mentioned appreciatively. She held out her phone, displaying the fact that she had made it the screen image for his contact information. It was the image he had sent her, at her request, in which he was kneeling before the camera, wearing the harness and nothing else.

“When you call me, I see you like this, which I find appropriate. I enjoy observing your naked body, obviously, based on its merits alone,” she expounded, “but more than that, even, I enjoy how submissive you are to me.”

“Thank you,” James said sincerely, and with a tone of affection that Victoria found surprising. They were having after-dinner drinks, and James lifted his to his lips, then paused.

“May I ask you a question?” James asked in a cautious manner.

“Of course, James,” Victoria replied. She studied his face curiously.

“When did you learn that you are… the way that you are?” he expressed somewhat awkwardly.

She laughed.

“Do you mean when did I learn that I am dominant? That I like to have power over, and control of men?”

He nodded.

“Um, yes, I guess that is what I am asking.”

“Five,” she said definitively.

The answer surprised him.

“My parents took me to an art museum, and I remember it very well, as I had never seen such a place before, with images and objects that all appeared so fantastical. There was one painting that stuck in my mind. Unfortunately, I don’t remember the name of the painting, or the artist, but it was a large canvas, with what appeared to be a town square filled with people all going about their business, doing whatever people did in the 15th or 16th century.” She laughed to herself as she continued, “I really only remember the one part of it, which was way over in one corner of the painting. There were these two men on a wooden stage, with two upright poles. The men were tied to the poles, and they were wearing these tiny, little bits of white fabric that barely covered their genitalia. I,” she paused, looking out at the night sky for a moment. “I was turned on.”

She turned her focus back to James.

“I loved the idea of these men being objectified, even tortured. I wondered what was going to happen to them. I really didn’t have a lot of information about what adults did with one another, and I didn’t know very much about what was behind those little bits of white fabric, but I knew that I wanted to be involved, somehow. I wanted to make the decisions about what was going to happen to them.”

James was surprised by her answer, but then he realized that he shouldn’t be. Since everything was a surprise with Victoria, he should come to expect it.

“Now, answer your own question, James. When did you learn that you are the way that you are?”

He looked down, tightening his lips into a smile. He felt embarrassed, and took a moment before he could answer.

“When I put the cock and ball harness on for the first time,” he said at last.

Victoria laughed.

“Really?” she asked, incredulously.

“When you sent it to me, I took off my clothes, and I put it on. It wasn’t easy to figure out at first, but I managed. I had an erection almost immediately. It was an intense experience, as I had never contemplated someone having that much control over me.” He paused, and his eyes softened, and his voice was genuine as he concluded, “I loved it.”

Victoria regarded him for some moments, and a serene satisfaction rippled through her.

“Good. Take off your clothes and kneel before me,” Victoria demanded.

He did as she had directed, and waited as she sat silent for some time, observing him.

“There is a certain ratio,” she began to explain, “it is undefined, but it shall be enforced nonetheless. You simply aren’t going to orgasm as often as I do.” She picked up a riding crop and began playing with it in her hands as she spoke.

“It is simply a reality of our gender, that women are capable of multiple orgasms,” she explained matter-of-factly, her whip now sliding slowly up his inner thigh. “And as we know, men love to be teased and denied,” she said, gloating, now playfully teasing him with her whip.

He remained in position, listening intently to every word as she continued.

“In that your cock is a tool for my pleasure, it shall be kept hard for as long as possible, and only given release when I am fully satisfied. You understand this, do you not, James?” she asked.

“Yes, Victoria, I understand.” he replied.

“Good,” she responded. “And should I decide to straddle your face and ride your tongue to orgasm, I want to see an extremely hard, thick cock in an extremely tight harness if for no other reason than to show me that you enjoy nothing more than serving my pleasure. Because I deserve that. Don’t you agree?” she asked.

James thought about his response to her question.

“Yes, I agree,” he replied.

She smiled, then continued teasing him with her whip.

“I control your body, James, in that your actions are tailored to match my desires. But I want more than that. I want more, I deserve more, and so I demand more. I want to begin the process of taking control of your mind. Through repetition, reward and punishment.”

She paused to let her words sink in. It was apparent that she wanted him to know everything that was happening, and that she was going to be upfront about her intentions.

“I will make you my slave in your own mind, such that you will not just physically kneel before me, in all that it implies, but you will do so because it won’t occur to you not to. You will begin to think only of my desires. However, and here is the paradox: You will have free will. You will be entirely self-aware in choosing to be my slave. You will act in the way that I want because your body is my slave, and you will think the way that I want you to because your mind will be my slave as well, but you will do so because you choose to. You will show me that you want to. And while I don’t expect that you understand all of this now, in time, you will. I will train you continually until you do. So I am not going to ask you if you understand, because you don’t as of yet, and I am not going to secure your approval. It is simply going to happen, and your success in pleasing me is entirely up to you. You will know if you fail to please me because you will feel the whip, and I won’t be nice about it. I am pleased to see that you appear to understand my needs, and that you seem to understand your place in our relationship.”

She gave him a sharp tap of the riding crop as she said this.

“It isn’t an accident, you know,” she said with a laugh, “that you are handsome, gorgeously well-built, and entirely submissive to me.”

She gave him another swift tap with the whip.

“I demand all of that. But it isn’t enough. I want you to impress me.”

Victoria stood up, and gestured with her whip.

“Get on your hands and knees, James, and follow me.”

She began moving toward the door that led inside. As James moved forward, his palms and his knees alternately making contact with the floor, he felt not the degradation of being diminished in stature, or infantile, but rather he felt proud. His muscles worked to maintain an erect posture, such that the attitude projected was one of a serene nobility, as he felt honored to be led in this manner by Victoria.

At the end of the hall, Victoria turned to enter her bedroom. As James made his way across the threshold, and onto the soft carpet, he felt a sense of relief.

She approached the bed, then lowered herself in one long, luxurious movement, which ended with her legs spread before him. She was able to look unquestionably commanding even when exposing herself in such a wanton manner, perhaps even more so. She said nothing, but nonetheless willed him closer, until his face was an inch from her body.

With an upward stroke of his tongue, he licked her, slipping inside of her, then circling her, the tip of his tongue sliding sensuously across, then back down again. She had become so wet, and he widened his tongue as it made its way back up, lapping up her wetness, tasting her, swallowing her. Her hands were on her breasts, pinching her nipples between her thumb and forefinger. Her head was back, her lips parted, exhaling in ecstasy. She loved how talented he was in serving her pleasure. His hands were on her inner thighs, spreading them further apart, then slowly sliding upward. He brought his hands around her hips, and pulled her toward him. His tongue slipped inside of her, and his lips closed around her in a wet kiss. He kissed her repeatedly, worshipping her. As she approached orgasm, she could feel the heat of his breath between her legs. His first and middle fingers were wet when they slid inside of her. His tongue flicked rapidly across her. She placed one hand on the back of his head, pulling him more tightly against her. He licked her until she came, her hips thrusting toward his face. Her orgasm, the first of several, sent vibrations through her body. He could feel her coming, and he maintained the rhythm of his tongue and his fingers. As her orgasm subsided, he slowed his movements, but continued to kiss her softly with his lips. He slowly, passionately, began to lick her toward a second orgasm. She placed her feet on his back and pressed her thighs together, trapping his face between her legs.

“Slowly,” she demanded, her voice a hoarse whisper. He was painfully hard, and he entirely submissive to her as he followed her command, sliding his tongue slowly inside of her, licking her pussy with a devotion that she found breath-taking.

“Slowly,” the word echoed in his head, and he pushed himself to serve her more completely. She began grinding her hips against his face. He focused entirely upon her desire, following the movement of her body, and he was unable to suppress a desperate moan. She focused the movement of her hips on his tongue, which was swirling around her clit, making her ready to come again. She felt a thrill at the thought that he loved licking her, which was obvious in the way that he devoted himself to it. 

In the pale blue light of the moonlit bedroom, Victoria slowly dragged her fingernails across James’ chest. His skin still felt hot to the touch. She slid her hand down the front of his body, coming to rest around the base of his erect cock. She hadn’t allowed him to come, and so he remained ready to give her every satisfaction she might desire. As it turned out, what she desired was exactly this. She held his cock tightly in her hand as she drifted off to sleep.
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When they woke up the next morning, Victoria suggested that they go have what she called a “regular people day.”

“What is that?” James asked, though he had noticed that when Victoria made a suggestion, it was best to just go along with whatever she said.

“See? You don’t even know what regular people do during the day,” she teased. “But OK, it’s where we go out and go to shops, get something to eat at a restaurant, hang out on the boardwalk, go down to the beach, kick sand in people’s faces, rip a girl’s bikini off. You know, regular stuff.”

She looked at James’ reaction.

“None of that sound familiar?” she asked, raising her eyebrows.

Throughout their day together, James had the strange feeling that he was walking with a dangerous, exotic animal at his side. It almost seemed strange that no one reacted to them that way. He realized that Victoria seemed like a normal person to everyone else. She was breathtakingly beautiful, with a head-turning figure and an impressively confidant presence, but she otherwise looked normal. They were blissfully unaware that they were in the presence of an apex predator.

James was curious when they walked past a hardware store, and Victoria suddenly stopped.

“Let’s go in here, James. I need something.”

“Really?” he replied, looking up at the sign above the store. It had a neon outline of a hammer in two positions, one up, and the other down, perpetually hammering the same nail over and over. The neon hammer seemed to be Victoria’s spirit guide. It was relentless.

“Yeah, I love the old hardware stores. There aren’t many of them left. I try to support them when I can, stopping in to get whatever I need,” she explained over the sound of bells tinkling that the door made.

“So you are a girl who needs some hardware?”

She turned to face him.

“I love hardware,” she replied.

James was taken aback by how sexy she made the word “hardware” sound.

She spent longer than he thought was normal perusing the aisles, and ultimately picked up some bolt and screw assemblies, some chrome O-rings, and a battery for a cordless drill.

“You can’t have enough of these,” she commented.

“No, you really can’t,” James agreed, laughing, since he owned none of the things she had purchased.

When they arrived back at her house that evening, they made dinner, which they ate sitting on her balcony, which was on the second floor overlooking her backyard, with the lights of the city visible above the tree line. Afterward, she made a couple of vodka tonics, each with a large wedge of lime.

“I want to show you something,” Victoria pronounced, as she bounced up out of her chair. James had come to notice that she was impulsive. She made decisions quickly, and executed her intentions with little, or no hesitation. She extended her hand, and James took it, gamely, reminded of the strength of her grip as he got up out of his chair, attempting to mimic her kinetic energy. She led him to a small room just off the garage, which was sociopathically well-organized, and filled with tools for just about any home improvement endeavor one could imagine.

“You remember, James, when I told you that I get shit done?”

He did remember her saying that.

“And you have the wherewithal to do it, apparently,” James replied, observing at the impressive display of hardware.

She had metal racks from floor to ceiling, housing power tools for every application.

“Now, this is cause for concern,” James murmured, only half-joking.

“Oh, does my kill room unsettle you?” she said, laughing. “You know, the bodies won’t dispose of themselves,” she added, with a sly smile.

“Really, now, what is this all for?” James inquired, facing her now, eyeing this strange creature with all of her secrets.

Victoria gestured upward with both hands.

“This house is perhaps the reason, at least in the beginning.” She turned, leading them back out onto the balcony. “I inherited this house from my parents. I didn’t grow up here, so I don’t have that kind of connection to it. Rather, this was the beautiful home they bought the moment I moved out to go to college,” she said with a laugh. “This was to be their retirement. Only they didn’t have long to enjoy it.” She paused, and her voice returned more softly. “Within months of closing on this place, they were driving home on the freeway, and they encountered a man who was driving the wrong way, at over ninety miles an hour. Or so it was estimated.”

She curiously didn’t betray any emotion in saying this, which was a bit disturbing to James. His look of concern went unnoticed as Victoria continued.

“And so I was orphaned, a few months before my eighteenth birthday. This house, and all of their financial holdings, were left to me, and I took possession of all of it when I turned eighteen. Unfortunately,” she said, swirling her drink as she reclined on the chair on the balcony, “they were just about broke. So, it was up to me to try and maintain the house by myself. And it needed some help,” she said with a soft chuckle. She drained her glass, then shifted in tone, “And now my drink needs some help. James?”

James took her glass, and had a moment’s hesitation. He was not yet accustomed to the way that Victoria transitioned away from talking about anything that might be emotionally painful, and felt obligated to address it, and express empathy toward her.

“I am sorry, Victoria,” he said, “That sounds incredibly difficult, to be left with that much responsibility, and–”

“No, James,” she interrupted. “I told you all of that by way of explanation, not so that we could have a maudlin-as-fuck pity parade.”

She went silent for a moment, while James observed her, unsure of what to say, if anything.

“Hey, do you want to hear a funny story that happened at the hardware store?” she suddenly asked, her mood brightening.

“It would be a first for me, so sure. Of course,” James replied.

“OK, so I was at the hardware store,” she began.

“Excellent beginning,” James noted.

“So I asked a guy working there if he knew where the rope was. The store was local, small, and every shelf and aisle were stuffed with various odds and ends of just about anything one might ever need. You know, perfect. It was charming, if not a bit confusing. One could get lost within it. The young man seemed startled, looking up at me, and he hesitated for a moment, as though he wasn’t entirely sure how to help me. Then he adjusted, gave me a smile, and asked me to follow him. He made his way through the aisles to a display of several dozen spools of rope in various thicknesses, which could be unspooled and cut to specification. I pointed at one of the heavier types of rope, which looked like something one might find on an ocean-going vessel, and said “I would like twenty feet of this, please.” I almost lost my patience as the man hesitated again, as though helping me wasn’t his job, but then he smiled again, and began unspooling the rope. Then I asked about various types of metal attachments, threaded rod, eye bolts, D-rings, O-rings, and an assortment of other pieces of hardware, all of a rather heavy gauge, best suited for an industrial application.

“May I ask what you are going to do with all of this?” he asked as he filled the basket with the increasingly heavy equipment.

“Perhaps you might find out,” I replied. I will mention at this point that the guy was surprisingly good-looking for a hardware store employee. Anyway, when I was satisfied that I had everything I needed, and after consulting the back of an envelope upon which I had made a list of items and their corresponding measurements, I decided I was done shopping.

“I believe that is all I need,” I said in summation.

Again, exasperatingly, the man hesitated, as though unsure of what to do next. I almost rolled my eyes, having to explain his job to him.

“So could you ring me up, please?” I suggested.

“I would be happy to, Miss, but I don’t work here,” he replied, blushing.

I stared at him for a moment, then burst out laughing.

“I am so sorry, I assumed that you were an employee.” Then I had to ask, “So why did you not tell me that right away? Why did you just spend the last fifteen minutes helping me?”

The man was clearly embarrassed, and he looked down for a moment.

“I didn’t see any harm in it. I was happy to help you.”

And then I realized the truth, which was that he was attracted to me, and had wanted to be of use to me even if it meant serving as a store employee, lugging my purchases around from aisle to aisle.

“Would it be to terribly much to ask if you might help me out to my car with these items, after I have paid for them?” I asked him.

“Not at all, I would be happy to help,” he responded with a warm smile.

Then he loaded the hardware into the trunk of my car.

“So, are you still curious about what I intend to do with all of this stuff?”

He replied that indeed, he was, and so I wrote my name and number on a slip of paper and told him to give me a call.

“I can satisfy your curiosity at your convenience,” I told him.

As I drove away, I had to laugh at myself about the bizarre meeting, the case of the mistaken identity, and how eager the man had ultimately been to help me. I had felt a charge of attraction, and I had the sense that this man, whose name was Matthias, I learned, would have done anything I asked of him. So I decided to test this theory.

It was a week later that he appeared at my front door. He came in, and after politely refusing, accepted the drink that I offered him. We had some conversation, in which I learned that his actual employment was as an artist. He regularly shopped at the hardware store, which was the reason that he knew where everything was and had proven to be so useful in helping me. I observed him as he related all of this information, and I decided that I had taken a liking to him. I made a decision about showing him the apparatus I had been working on.

“So, you have come to see what all of the equipment is for. Why don’t you follow me,” I said, then got up, and led the way downstairs to the basement.

“If you really want to know what I have created with all of that equipment, then you first must take off all of your clothes,” I informed him.

He laughed, then stopped, then he looked stunned, as he realized that I wasn’t joking.

“Take off my clothes?” he repeated as a question.

I didn’t say anything, just calmly observed him, giving no indication that he had any other choice. He swallowed hard, nervously, blushed with embarrassment, but decided that he couldn’t see any reason to not do as I had asked.

“Um, well, okay,” he said with resignation, trying to sound calm about the request, though I could tell that his heart was pounding in his chest.

I stood and watched, patiently waiting for him to satisfy my request. He began to remove his clothes, and though he hesitated before taking off his underwear, he ultimately stood before me completely naked, and awaited whatever might come next.

“Now stand here,” I said, indicating a space between the two support beams, and to stand there he had to straddle a strange metal plate that had been secured to the floor, which served to deepen his curiosity.

“Extend your arms,” I told him, and I placed a cuff around each of his wrists as he did so.

I placed two similar cuffs around his ankles. Then I activated the motor, and there was a soft hum as the ropes attached to his cuffs were drawn in four directions away from his body, toward the two support beams. He had to continually adjust his feet farther and farther apart, until all four of his limbs were drawn tight. He still had some room to move, but not much. I came around to stand in front of him, and I could see that he felt the instinct to cover himself in modesty, which of course was impossible. He was helplessly displayed before me, and I enjoyed the sight of him bound in such a vulnerable position. After a moment, I began to install the part of the contraption on the floor between his legs. First, there was a long metal rod that fit into a socket on the floor, which extended upward between his legs and held a metal ring that was fit tightly around his cock and balls. He gasped as I attached the cold metal device, both from the shock of how intimately I was touching him, and also due to how tightly the device fit around him. Then I moved around behind him, and gently inserted a lubricated, stainless steel rod into his anus. The rod was similarly attached to a socket in the floor, and was fashioned so that I could adjust the height, driving it deeper inside of him. And so he was impaled on the long, thick, smoothly shaped rod, and his cock and balls were held tightly in place, and his four limbs were pulled tightly in four directions. When I had finished securing him in place, I spent several minutes examining his bondage.

“Well, that fits better than expected,” I noted, then asked him, “how does it feel?”

He stammered as he looked for the words to describe the sensation of being so nakedly displayed, and so intimately exposed to me.

“It feels,” he swallowed, “amazing,” he concluded, his own words surprising him. “I have never felt so naked before a woman before. You impress me.”

I had to laugh, enjoying his reaction.

“It gets even better,” I told him.

I showed him the remote control. 

“The device that pulls the ropes tight is controlled by this button. If I press it, the device draws the ropes just a bit tighter.”

He felt the four ropes pull a tiny bit, and as his arms and legs were stretched outward more tightly, his torso was lowered a bit as well, pushing the rod more deeply inside of him. Simultaneously, the ring around his cock and balls remained stationary, but his body was lowered, so the ring raised relatively higher, presenting his private parts upward. Matthias was becoming erect. I observed him, enjoying the effect that the situation was having on him. The harder he was, the tighter it fit.

“The rod that is inserted into you, how does that feel?” I asked him.

“It feels... big,” he replied, his voice strained.

I had to laugh.

“It is big. And the more I press this button, the deeper it penetrates you.”

I pressed the button again and he gasped.

After some time, an unexpected result began to materialize. As his body tensed, trying to pull himself upward, trying to maintain some degree of control over the position he was placed in, his muscles would tire, and he would surrender. This would happen over and over again, which had him desperately riding up and down on the rod, and simultaneously thrusting against the metal ring that held his cock and balls. I loved the way that he looked as he experienced the device. Though he was moving no more than half an inch, due to how tightly he was bound, it was exciting to witness all the same. I could tell that his movement was almost involuntary at this point, and was simply a desperate response to the compromising position he was in.

And then there was a light tapping at the glass door, which I knew would be my friend, Natalie.

“Hi!” Natalie said in a cheerful voice. “How is it going? Is he...” she trailed off as she glanced in Matthias’s direction.

“Yes, he is! I’ve had him tied up for about half an hour now, and he is just beginning to dance for me,” I explained, referring to the involuntary movement that had him riding up and down on the rod that was inserted into him.

For his part, Matthias was blushing a bright red as he took in what was happening.

“Well, I have to say that I am impressed with your work,” Natalie commented after a moment’s observation. “Your description was fantastic, and I have been quite excited to see it in use, but the result is better than I had imagined. May I take a closer look?”

“By all means.” I offered.

She examined the cock and ball ring, and then moved around to the back, where she took note of the rod that was penetrating him.

“That looks huge!” she said with a laugh.

“It is,” I agreed, but then added, “wait until you see what happens when I push this button.”

Victoria stopped speaking, as though she had finished her story.

“So, what happened?” James asked.

“I’m so glad you asked, James, because there is only one way for you to find out. But that will come later.”

She held up her empty glass.

“Drinks. Now,” she demanded, pointing toward the kitchen.

James tightened his lips, and with a nod of his head, got up to play bartender.

When he came back bearing two full glasses, Victoria was staring out over the city, and was unaware that he had returned.

“Um,” he said, offering her glass.

She turned, startled, then hesitated, looking him over.

“It appears that I need to teach you a lesson, James,” she said sternly. “Drinks are to be delivered in the nude. Try again.”

James set the drinks down on a small glass table, then removed his clothing. Once he was naked, he picked up the drink and offered it to her. She didn’t take it right away, but sat for a moment observing him. Finally, she reached out, took the glass in her hand, and instructed him to kneel. She watched as he complied with the order, a subtle smirk on her face. She observed as his dick grew hard.

“I am going to whip you for having an erection,” she informed him, nonchalantly.

Her comment only made him harder, which pleased her.

“I am allowing you to anticipate your whipping,” she mentioned. “At some point, I will blindfold you, so that you won’t see where my whip is intending to strike your body. But for now, I will allow you to remain, kneeling before me, afraid of what will happen to you.”

He trembled slightly, a sight that she enjoyed. She crossed her legs, and brought the toe of her black, leather boot up between his legs. She pressed it against his balls.

“These are mine,” she stated, flexing her foot to increase the pressure.

She noted the attitudinal change in his countenance that her words effected. She smiled, warmly, thinking that his naked obedience was quite charming. She sipped her drink, and continued to press the shiny, black toe of her shoe against his balls.

She looked out over the city in the cool, night air.

“I want to watch you masturbate for me, slowly,” she said.

He began to slowly stroke his cock, and she watched him, drinking in the sight of his submission to her.

“Your cock is mine, James. You know that, don’t you?”

“Yes, Victoria. I do know that.”

She had a contented look on her face.

“Stand up, and place your hands behind your head,” she said after a few minutes.

He did as he was told, assuming the position she had prescribed. Moments passed, and then she sank to her knees before him to take him in her mouth. Body heat emanated from his deliriously hard and throbbing cock, and it was almost hot to the touch. She slid her hand up his inner thigh, and took ahold of his balls. She held them firmly, such that he understood that he was to remain in place. She pulled gently downward, both increasing the pressure on his balls, but more importantly, lowering his cock so that it was aligned with her lips. She moved forward, and instead of opening her mouth to him, she pressed her lips against him and allowed his cock to spread her lips for her. He inhaled sharply, the pleasure of her lips stretched to admit the head of his cock radiating through his body. Her tongue licked the curved rim of his cock, and she felt a trembling in his thighs. She slid her tongue along the length of him, all the way to his balls and back to take him into her mouth again.

She slid the tip of her tongue along the curved underside of the head of his cock, and she explored this groove, causing him to moan softly. Small, clear drops of pre-cum dripped from the tip of his cock, and the taste of him was in her mouth as she took him ever deeper. She brought him to the edge of orgasm and held him there for as long as he was able to endure the extreme pleasure of her lips and mouth and tongue.

When he was at the point where he was going to come at any moment, she slowly withdrew her lips and tongue, and sat back, looking up at him. She maintained her hold on his balls as she reached up and gave him a playful slap of her hand across his dick, followed by a few more. Each time her open palm made contact with the shaft of his dick, his body jolted, yet he remained in position, and his cock remained stubbornly, insistently hard. She gave one of his balls a pinch between her thumb and forefinger, testing his reaction, then slapped him nice and hard across his dick again. She smiled, a wicked, dominant smile as she contemplated what she might do to him.

“I can do anything I want to you, can’t I?” she asked, rhetorically. She him a hard slap as she said this.

“Yes,” he responded softly, yet clearly turned on to admit it to her, “you can do anything you want to me.” She smiled again, more broadly, as she slapped him hard.

She almost laughed as she inquired, “You are so turned on by me owning you, aren’t you?”

He swallowed hard, embarrassed to admit it, but responded, “Yes, I am very turned on by you owning me.”

She did laugh, then, and promptly stopped playing with his cock.

She stood up, wrapped her hand around his cock, and led him inside. She lay on her bed, and had him remove her clothing. She had him use his tongue in pleasuring her, which was something she was becoming addicted to with James. Finally she took ahold of the back of his head, her fingers coming through his hair, and she pulled him upward, until he was face-to-face with her. She brought his lips to hers and kissed him, as her other hand trailed down the front of his body and wrapped around his erect cock. He spread her legs further apart with his hands, and pressed his cock against the deliciously wet slit between her thighs. He lingered, teasing her clit with his cock, before thrusting with his hips and entering her. She wrapped her hand around his neck and pulled his lips to hers and kissed him, as he continued to thrust his hips, his cock perpetually pleasuring her.
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On Monday morning, James reluctantly kissed Victoria goodbye, with just enough time to drive to his house, change his clothes, and make it to work. He pulled into his parking space and turned off the engine. But he didn’t move. He tried to shift gears in his mind, and return to the regular rhythm of his days that he experienced before he met Victoria, but she had become somewhat superimposed on his everyday reality, such that he seemed to see her in his mind at all times, beckoning him to lose himself in her. He paused, his hands still gripping the steering wheel, and marveled at what was happening to him. At what she was doing to him. He heard a thump on the hood of his car, and came to, seeing the Dean’s secretary, Janet, waving at him from the front of his car. He shook himself out of his preoccupation and offered an ineffectual wave back at Janet. She pursed her lips into a smile, and shook her head in wonder at how distracted the young professor could be. She wondered how he didn’t get himself into an automobile accident. As it was, James had begun to wonder that himself.

Later in the day, after work, James was standing before the sink when he looked down and noticed that he had a coffee cup in his hand. His other hand held a soapy dish brush. He was confused for a moment, then realized that he had been washing the coffee cup for some time now. He rinsed the cup and placed it on the drying rack, and washed the soap off of his hands. He dried them on the towel. He was unsure of what was happening to him. He had difficulty in thinking of anything other than Victoria, her scent, her smile, her body, the sound of her voice. He could hear her soft, purring, vocal quality in his head continually. He thought of the way that it felt when she issued her commands. He could think of little else but listening to her voice, following her commands, and obeying her every order. He felt as though he was permanently naked, and kneeling before her. The hours that passed between time spent with her seemed increasingly irrelevant.

A few days passed, which felt like torture for James. He did his best to attend to the obligations presented to him each day, but more, he felt as though he was simply pushing things out of the way so as to free himself to be with Victoria.

James stood in the shower, trying not to touch his own dick. “What am I doing?” he wondered to himself. It felt so right, to relinquish control of himself to her, but he had to fight with his own sense of self as well. Was he losing his own identity? All that he knew for certain was that he wanted to be with her. She had become his recurring dream, his addiction. What he didn’t know, is if he was blinded by infatuation, or if he truly loved her. He felt something akin to terror that it might be the latter.

He felt that his body, and even more, his person, were becoming her property. She was voracious, and he wanted to meet her appetite with his body, so that when she was at last satiated, she might collapse into him, exhausted, spent, and fully satisfied.

Another week, James thought to himself. Each week was becoming simply that, another week looking forward to the moment when he was before her, when he could give himself to her. She had the tendency to revert to radio silence, and she had made clear to him that he was to remain patient until she decided to contact him. He might have objected if it didn’t feel so satisfying to please her. He abhorred the idea that he might become needy, or desperate for her. Though he was, in fact, desperate for her. He longed for her in a way that made his body ache. But he grew to appreciate the discipline she tacitly provided, in allowing his body to feel this ache. To sit with it, experience it, and ultimately feel grateful, as it was a feeling borne of his relationship with her. It felt like her, and it made his body hurt the way that only she could make it hurt.

The following weekend, Victoria had James make himself available to her again. He looked forward to this throughout the week, and had already entertained thoughts of what it might be like to belong to her perpetually, even permanently, but he pushed those thoughts out of his mind. It was too early for that. He had begun to think of his body as belonging to her, and it started to terrify him that she could discard him if she wished. To quiet these anxious thoughts, he focused on simply obeying each command, and at each turn, doing everything he could think of to perform to her satisfaction.
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He arrived at her home early Friday evening, and they made dinner together, which was both homey, and romantic, in a way that was deeply satisfying for James. Though he tried not to fantasize about a life together with her, he couldn’t help but feel the magnetic attraction to such an arrangement. She was in a better-than-usual mood, and she didn’t even question the fact that he had a dreamy smile on his face.

After dinner, she told James that she had a bit of reading to do for work, which disappointed him a little, but he told her that he understood, and so he spent an hour looking at the overly massive bookcase that took up two walls in her study. He was impressed, firstly, that she had a room that could reasonably be called a study, and secondly, that she had an enormous collection of books. Even better, was that there were none of the leather-bound titles he would occasionally see on display in the homes of some of the professors that he knew, books that gave no indication that they were ever to be anything more than a showpiece to impress. Rather, she had what were clearly a well-worn and well-read collection of books that displayed no pretense. One would be incorrect in saying that she had no compunction about displaying her guilty pleasures, in that she clearly did not feel guilty. And so von Sacher-Masoch’s Venus in Furs was as visibly displayed as Nietzsche’s Beyond Good and Evil, as was Huysman’s Against Nature, as was Edward Gorey’s The Curious Sofa. James continued to marvel at the endless set of contradictions that made up Victoria. She was warm, yet distant, detached, yet so close he could feel her breath on his neck. She was kind, and thoughtful, yet he held a terror in his heart that she might strike at any given moment.

Victoria finally put her work aside for the evening, and broke the silence by asking, “You don’t wear contacts, right?”

“All natural, baby,” he replied with a broad smile.

“Your vision is pretty good, then, I guess,” she mused.

“I would say that my ‘vision’ is fantastic,” he replied, gazing at her in an obvious manner, so as to make clear his intention.

“You’re hilarious,” she offered in a deadpan tone of voice as she sat forward in her seat. “But I am trying to make a point. I need to see you succeed in serving me to the best of your ability, even when your strengths are omitted. You can see well without assistance, so I want to know what you do if you aren’t able to see at all. He had wondered where this was going, and now had reason to be suspicious that she was going to be teaching him a particular lesson.

“Kneel, James.” Victoria commanded, and she watched as he lowered his body into position. She rose from her chair, and he didn’t notice the strip of fabric she had gathered up in one hand. She maneuvered around behind him, and James could see the black silk descending before his eyes. Everything went dark as she tied the blindfold across his face.

“I own you, she whispered into his ear, “and you are blindfolded because I want to see blind obedience from you.” 

She returned to stand before him, and admired the way that he looked wearing the black silk across his eyes.

“Remove your shirt, James.”

He unbuttoned his shirt, took it off, and felt it being pulled from his hands and tossed aside. She knelt down in front of him and kissed him in a raw, hungry way that still surprised him. Simultaneously, she unbuttoned the front of his pants, drew the zipper down, and in one motion, pulled his underwear and his pants down. Then, as abruptly as she tended to do everything she did, she stood up and took a step back, saying nothing. It occurred to James that she might have removed his pants entirely, but did not. The effect it had on him was that rather than feeling naked, he felt like his pants had been pulled down for punishment. Which made James feel more than naked, and more than exposed.

James waited patiently while kneeling, blindfolded, his pants pulled down. For how long she would have him wait, he was unsure. He remained in anticipation of what she would do to him, having fully surrendered himself to serving her pleasure.

Her riding crop slowly sliding up his inner thigh caused his cock to grow hard. It betrayed his desire, that he loved the feel of her whip on his body. His breathing, and his heart rate were elevated. His back was straight, and his head was held erect. The entirety of his body was vulnerable to her whip. She teased him with it, as she delighted in his subservience to her.

He remained in position as a show of obedience to her. She paused, teasing him, before snapping it hard against his defenseless flesh. Following each stroke of the whip, she enjoyed seeing him offering himself for another. She began to whip him, hard, across his naked butt. She observed how hard he was. It drove her to whip him harder. She would intermittently use the whip to stroke him, gently, across his balls. Then she would resume whipping his butt, slowly turning it a pale shade of red. When she had marked him to her satisfaction, she used her fingers to trace the lines of the whip on his skin. She could feel the heat coming off of him as she listened to his breathing, and observed his effort to control himself.

She ordered him onto his hands and knees, then pulled his pants and underwear off of him, tossing them aside. She contemplated his naked, submissive body, entirely obedient to her.

“Crawl.”

He moved forward at her instruction, crawling on his hands and knees in a deliberate and controlled manner, his head held erect. James was unaware of where she was leading him. He was unable to see the chair that she was leading him toward, or the unique modifications she had made to this particular piece of furniture.

It was a straight-backed wooden chair, with large, heavy eyebolts at the base of the two front legs and one in the middle of the back of the chair. She had James sit down on it, then she bound him in wrist and ankle cuffs by means of small padlocks to either of the two front legs of the chair, with his wrists padlocked behind his back to the eyebolt on the back of the chair. She tied a short length of rope around his cock and balls. It lay between his legs, awaiting her to decision to take it in hand. She observed him, entirely under her control, bound and exposed, ready to be used for her pleasure.

Then she went and poured herself a drink. She moved silently, on bare feet, and when she returned to him, she made her way so quietly that she was certain that he was unaware of her presence. She stood in the doorway, and observed him waiting patiently, bound naked to the chair. She sipped her drink, as one hand slipped between her legs, and she began pleasure herself to the thought of what she might do to him. Later, his tongue would be where her fingers were, and later still, his cock would take the place of his tongue, but for now, she was content to lean against the doorframe and pleasure herself to the vision of him tied up for her use.

It suited her, this uneven balance of power. She crossed the room to where he was bound to the chair. She placed her drink on a small table to one side of the room. Then she knelt beside him and began stroking his cock. After a few minutes, she could feel his body tremble, shaking from the intensity of the sensation. He hissed, moaned, and did his best to remain in position. She watched his body fighting to remain in place, as she continued to stroke his cock hard and fast with her hand. He sounded like a caged animal, trying not to thrash about as she rapidly increased the friction and the pressure. After what seemed like an eternity of this, she abruptly stopped, leaving him gasping and panting. She had driven him mad with the desire to come, yet she had stopped short of allowing him that release. She drew her middle finger back with her thumb, and flicked his balls.

“Very good,” she pronounced. “Next time we will go twice as long,” she said with a smile.

She stood up and placed her hands on his shoulders. Then she put her right leg on one side of him, and slowly swung her left leg over to the other side, straddling his thighs. She descended, at a leisurely pace, until she was sitting upon his lap. She reached down, behind her back, and took ahold of the rope that was tied around his cock and balls. She wrapped it around her hand, and pulled it tightly around her thigh. Her other hand moved up to the top of his head, and she combed her fingers through his hair, then closed her hand into a fist, pulling his head back. She held him this way, with his head pulled back, and his balls pulled tight by the rope in her hand, and she kissed him. Slowly, passionately at first, eventually revealing a ravenous hunger. His cock was pointing straight upward between her legs, and the moonlit outline of it was in her peripheral vision. She paid no particular attention to it. His cock was hers to do with as she wished, and she would eventually do whatever she wanted with it, but for now she was feeding on the energy flowing out of his bound and naked body. She did, however, hold the rope very tightly, so that no question of who was in control would enter his mind.

Now, as she straddled his thighs, his erect cock between her legs, she slowly raised her hips, released her hold on the rope, and still holding his head back, slid her fingertips alongside his cock and gently guided it between her thighs. She then descended upon him, taking him inside of her in an agonizingly deliberate manner. His mouth fell open as ecstasy flowed through him, her wet, tight lips sliding down his length, and encompassing his girth. She had the sensation that he felt bigger than he looked. The heat emanating from his cock felt delicious, and the sound of his lustful moans filled her ears. She began to slowly ride him, with one hand on the back of his head and one on his shoulder, her mouth just inches from his.

Bound to the chair, his hips thrust upward to meet her, and she felt the intensity of his desire as his body rhythmically fucked her while she rode his cock. She could feel the strain in his muscles as he pulled against his restraints. Later, she would have him unbound and fucking her on her bed, his body arched over hers and his hips thrusting fully into her, but for now, she was only testing his desire, ultimately to leave him lustful and wanting, entirely subject to her whims.
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The next evening, after they had finished eating dinner, James looked around at the empty restaurant. He wondered aloud if the waitstaff would be anxious for them to leave, but then noticed that they had all seemed to disappear. She told him not to worry, and admonished him for questioning her. If she was seated comfortably and free of concern, then he should be as well. She told him that she did not wish to have to remind him that she was in control of him, and he blushed, looking appropriately ashamed. His look quickly turned to surprise as the owner of the restaurant appeared, and instead of a bill, slid a key onto the table. He expressed his hope that they had enjoyed themselves, then said his goodbyes. The owner of the restaurant then turned and left the restaurant, and Victoria enjoyed the look of shock on James’ face.

“The owner is a friend of mine,” she said by way of explanation. “Did I not tell you that?”

He swallowed hard, knowing that something was in store for him, and took in the sight of her beaming at him with a sinister twinkle in her eyes. 

“Come with me,” she said, at last rising from the table. He followed her toward the kitchen. She led him to a heavy door in the rear of the kitchen and directed him to open it. The blast of frozen air emanating from the walk-in freezer led him to an understanding of what was about to happen. He had wondered why she had brought a thick, wool coat with her this evening, which she now slipped on. She closed the door of the freezer behind them, and observed as he took in the large, cavernous space, with its cold, cement floor. 

“Take off your clothes,” she said, sounding casual.

“Really?” he asked, which he realized was a mistake.

“Just because I don’t have a riding crop with me,” she said as she unbuckled and slid his belt from his pants, “doesn’t mean that I haven’t the means to punish you. Severely.” She held the buckle of the belt, wrapping the leather strap twice around her hand.

He was soon completely naked in the frozen air. She could see her breath in the air as she commanded him to kneel upon the floor. He followed her command and lowered his body to a submissive position before her. She waited some moments, watching him, then told him to place his hands behind his neck with his fingers interlaced. She enjoyed the appearance of this position as it broadened his chest and made him appear so achingly submissive. She observed him for several moments, watching him as he knelt in position. 

“The cold appears to make your dick look very small,” she mused. “Is that what you want to present to me? Is that what you think I deserve? I would appreciate seeing you get hard. I would like to see how hard you can get, regardless of the temperature. So what’s it going to be? Are you going to get your cock hard, or are you going to get the belt?”

She punctuated the question by cracking the leather strap. She watched as his cock twitched.

“I own you,” she stated, matter-of-factly. “I own every inch of you. And I want more, so I want it hard. I also want to see you show me how submissive you are to me. I deserve that, and nothing looks so heart-wrenchingly submissive as a man kneeling at my feet with a fully erect cock. And I expect that you will comply. I want your naked hard-on as proof that you understand and agree that I have total control over you and that I dominate you completely.”

She was amused to see that as she spoke, he did indeed become fully hard. She loved the sight of him kneeling, naked and hard in the frozen air. His erect cock served as a betrayal of his desire. Especially when she had him in such a compromising position. He might appear to resist, initially, but when he inevitably bowed to her superior position of power, when he did as he was told, his dick would slowly get harder, until he was fully erect and entirely in her hands. She didn’t even need to use her hands, it could simply be the sound of her voice, reminding him of her authority to do as she pleased with him.

As unexpectedly as it began, it ended. Victoria appeared satisfied with her demonstration.

“Put your clothes back on,” she demanded. She didn’t say anything else, and she didn’t explain on the drive back to her house.

When they arrived, she had him make her a martini as she changed her clothes. She reappeared minutes later, wearing a black t-shirt with the word “Bitch” written in white letters across the front, and a pair of black, silk panties. She carried a black leather paddle, which she placed beside her as she reclined upon the sofa. She couldn’t help but smile at the sight of James appearing from the kitchen to deliver her drink, having learned his lesson that he was to do so naked.

He knelt before her on the floor. She leaned in close to him, and she kissed him. She sat back, and slowly sipped her martini, simply luxuriating in the decadence of having a willing subservient to her desire.

Victoria contemplated James’ obedience. She felt a certain, delicious pleasure in sitting comfortably before him while he remained on his knees, unaware of what was going happen to him. She held a power over him, the power to will him to comply with her directives. He anticipated that she might decide to punish him in some manner, but he remained willing to do as she told him to do. She would most likely do what he least expected, so he did not attempt to guess what that might be. He experienced an erotic fear that she found attractive in its expression. All he knew was that he loved his training at her hands, and the reward of her satisfaction with his effort.

She sat with her legs spread wide, watching him. She would make him wait for it. She delighted in these moments, drawing them out, feeling the anticipation build. For one, his dick was only semi-erect. It appeared thick, and heavy, arcing downward. She wasn’t about to punish him before he was fully hard. And for another, and more importantly, she enjoyed making him wait. He needed to know his place, and that place was on his knees before her. She had him pose with his arms up, and his hands behind his head, fingers interlaced. She watched as his cock slowly grew harder. At length, she leaned forward and placed the leather paddle along his inner thigh. She slowly brought it up between his legs until it was pressed against his balls. She held it there, watching his face.

“You want to lick me, don’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, I want to lick you,” he replied.

She smiled, and then smacked him hard with the paddle. His punishment would not be over quickly. She would take her time, and she would make it hurt.

He had begun with the desire to do anything she asked of him, no matter how potentially humiliating or painful, but she would train him to go far beyond that. Lesson after lesson, she would teach him to see himself as her property, with which she could do as she pleased.

She directed him to lie across her lap. He climbed onto the sofa, and stretched his body across hers, and descended onto his knees and elbows. His cock naturally slid between her thighs as he positioned his ass for his punishment. He placed his palms flat upon the smooth, suede surface of the sofa, and arched his back appropriately. She pressed her thighs together, trapping his cock between them. She slid her fingers down the backs of his thighs, and encouraged him to spread his knees a bit farther apart. She took a sip of her drink, then she set the glass aside and lifted the leather paddle from the sofa beside her. She slowly slid the paddle up the back of his thigh, bringing it to rest against his naked rear end. She then placed her other hand between his legs, wrapped it around his balls, and pulled them toward her, presenting them to her paddle. She stroked his balls, now being held so tightly in her hand, with the smooth, leather surface of the paddle.

She spanked his balls with the paddle, causing his body to react, become taut, and his back to arch involuntarily. He made a sound somewhere between a grunt and a moan. She took note of his body posture. His head was raised, his back was arched, and he was offering himself to her willingly, accepting his punishment with a graceful enthusiasm which let her know that he knew he deserved whatever treatment she thought appropriate. His cock throbbed between her thighs. She gripped his balls tighter in her hand, and again, presented them to her paddle. She stroked his balls with a circular motion. Then, without notice, brought the implement back and spanked them again, a bit harder this time. He emitted a low moan from his throat. She held the paddle against his balls, and chuckled to herself. She gave his cock a squeeze between her thighs and spanked him again.

“Punishment makes you more obedient, doesn’t it?” she asked.

“Yes, Victoria,” he replied. She immediately smacked him hard.

“Answer in complete sentences.” she reprimanded him.

“Yes, Victoria, punishment makes me more obedient,” he replied hurriedly, embarrassed to have made the mistake. She teased him, then gave him a few gentle taps. Then she gripped him firmly and gave him a nice, hard stroke. She noted how his naked body, already held firmly in position, seemed to tense into an even more resolute position of submission to her with every whack on the balls that she delivered.

“I may need to teach you a lesson about how to respond correctly,” she mused aloud. “I want to be able to hear that you know your place in every response that you give.”

She gave him several slaps as she said this. He maintained his position as she laid the paddle across his bare butt as she paused for a sip of her drink. There was something tender and respectful about the way that she carried out his punishment. For one, she made certain that he was sincerely grateful to her for her discipline. She found that he performed much better in service to her when he was disciplined naked, and she knew that he desired nothing more than to serve her pleasure as well as he was able. Second, she observed that he was completely hard throughout. In fact, she wouldn’t punish him if he wasn’t fully erect, and she made certain that he maintained his erection during punishment. And third, there was something so glamorous, so deliciously decadent about the way that she held him in place as she sipped her drink, that it was a privilege for him to await her pleasure. And he would wait. She observed him quietly, coolly, as she contemplated the continuation of his punishment.

“I know what I want to see,” Victoria said quite suddenly. “Follow me.”

She hadn’t needed to direct him to follow, as she was in the habit of taking ahold of his cock and using it like a leash to pull him along behind her.

She reclined upon a settee in the master bathroom and observed James standing in the shower. The unusually large shower area had glass doors, so that any sense of privacy had been removed. She watched as the spray of hot water danced across his naked body. She had instructed him to masturbate for her amusement, but reminded him that he couldn’t come without her approval. She delighted in teasing him right up to the edge of orgasm, then exercising her authority in making him stop. She adored the frantic look of lust and desperation on his face that he had when she denied him. Her power over him was complete, and it felt deliciously decadent to cock-tease him.

She pleasured herself as she observed him obeying her order to stand before her, masturbating for her amusement.

“Stop,” she suddenly directed.

He exhibited how well she had trained him in service to her by immediately removing his hand from his cock. She told him to turn off the shower, and walk forward, toward her. She sat up to meet him. He stood before her, dripping wet, and she took his cock in her mouth. He moaned so sweetly, she thought, when he felt the soft, warm pleasure with which she rewarded his submission to her. She brought her hand up between his legs and took possession of his balls, closing her hand tightly around them. She looked up, so as to see the expression on his face as he acknowledged that it was within her right to take him in hand and deliver pleasure or pain, whichever she chose, to any degree she felt appropriate. She kneaded his balls in her hand while playing with the rounded tip of his cock with her tongue. She swirled her tongue around it, letting it touch her lips, and observing every little nuance of his desire and lust. He dutifully stood at attention as she toyed with him.

She slowly, slowly slid the tip of her tongue along the length of his cock, from the base to the tip. She then pressed her lips against the head of his cock and kissed it softly, all the while listening to the moans of pleasure that emanated from his lips. She gently drew circles on the head of his cock with her fingertip. He was close to coming, which she was delaying in the most excruciatingly slow tease. Victoria smiled at his reaction.

“You love being dominated by me, don’t you?”

“Yes,” he responded, his face blushing red.

She smiled, her fingernails slowly dragging the length of his erect cock, and she emitted a warm laugh, seeing how hard he was. She took his balls in her hand and gently squeezed them.

“I have you by the balls,” she said with a laugh, reveling in her power to do as she pleased with him. She pinched one of his balls between her fingers, and gave it a lick.

“I do love the fact that I can do anything I want to you,” she said, a satisfied smile spreading across her face.

“Now come with me, so that I may continue doing exactly that.” She led him by the cock to the bed. His body had begun to air-dry, but he still had the freshly showered look she found attractive on a man.

She tied his hands to the headboard of the bed, then tied is feet to either side of the end of the bed. This gave her access to his body in a way that made him extremely vulnerable to her. She straddled his body, and took him inside of her in a single motion.

“I love being your slave,” he said, as his cock slowly parted her soft, wet lips, and entered her until the entirety of his cock was inside of her.

“Who said that you have earned the right to call yourself my slave? she asked, then placed her hand on his neck and rode him until she had drained him completely.
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Victoria thought about acquiring for James a leather collar, as he had exhibited a level of obedience she thought befitting of such an adornment. However, he had called himself her slave. He needed to be punished. If he wanted to be her slave, he would have to earn it by first wearing a collar. While she might have purchased a collar for him that was made for humans, she first wanted him to wear a collar made for a pet. A collar made for humans has a D-ring or and O-ring attachment in the front for the attachment of a leash, while a pet collar has the attachment point at the back of the neck, for walking the wearer on all fours.

Victoria stopped by the pet store, and found the display of dog collars. She stood for a moment, looking at the options available, when a store employee popped up, eager to help.

“Looking for a dog collar?” he asked somewhat needlessly. Victoria noticed the soft, fuzzy patch of hair above his upper lip, then glanced at his name tag.

“Yes, Jonah, I am.”

“How big is your dog?

“I don’t have a dog.”

“Um, huh, okay…”

“I need a large collar, Jonah. Black. Leather. With a leash.”

James was kneeling on the cool, hard concrete of the basement floor. Aside from his blindfold, he had been stripped naked. His arms were raised up, and his wrists were bound by rope to two posts, set six feet apart. Being bound, naked, and kneeling in this manner had him completely open and vulnerable to whatever she might decide to do to him. And what she had decided to do to him, was teach him a lesson. She would not go easy on him.

Upstairs, in her bedroom, she stood perusing the long, black, lacquered box in which she kept three riding crops. The shortest and thickest was fun to use on him, as it was easy to handle, and effective at getting a response from his body. The medium length one she used most often, and one that she loved to use. The third one was very long, and thin, and it made a delicious sound as it sliced through the air, and it delivered a stinging welt that she loved. She had heard it had called it “cruel” once before, by the man she had before James. This had made her laugh, at the time, and had made this whip in particular her first choice when she wanted to make a punishment hurt more than usual. She lifted it from the box, and held it in both hands, feeling the spring and flexibility in its design. She tapped it gently across the palm of her hand, and was reminded why she liked this whip so much when she felt the sting that even a light tap delivered.

His cock hung thick and heavy, and it twitched as she descended the stairs to the basement. Even with a blindfold, she could tell that he was scared. Good, she thought with a wicked smile on her face. He should be scared. He was in for it.

He was bound, naked, and kneeling in place, his arms tied to each of the two posts. She absent-mindlessly stroked the whip in her hand as she circled him, taking in the sight of him presented for her to punish.

“You understand that you are my property, James?” sounding less like a question than a statement of fact. He responded that he did, in fact, understand that. She slid her whip upward, pressing the rose-colored head of his cock against his abdomen. 

She held it there as she asked, “You know that I may do anything I wish with you?” His cock pressed hard against her whip as he responded that he did understand. She held him there a moment longer as she silently contemplated whether he truly did understand this, or if she would have to make use of the whip in teaching him further. At last, she didn’t want to release his cock, so she retrieved his harness. While it was easy to attach when he was soft, it took considerable effort to pull the leather strap tightly around the base of his cock now that he was fully hard. He groaned at the sensation as she finally was able to pull the strap tightly enough to snap it into place. She wrapped the second strap around his balls, which caused them to look as though they might burst. It was painful for him, but it was a pain that delighted her, so he withstood it. She stepped back to admire her work and take in the sight of his submission to her complete dominance over him. She was thrilled at the sight of how massive he looked when he was bound so tightly.

She truly had James by the balls, a fact that she had impressed upon him by her willingness to use the riding crop on him. He had come to respect her whip as his master. Should she press it against his lips, he would kiss it. She would then use the whip to kiss his smooth, muscular backside, but the kisses of the whip tended to sting. She would turn his butt a deep crimson, as she listened to the sound of him surrendering to each stroke. She now pressed the tip of the crop between his legs and listened to the sharp intake of air as his fear and lust were revealed. 

“I have a present for you, James. I think that it is something you have wanted, without even knowing that you want it.” He was curious, but remained silent. “Close your eyes,” she demanded, mysteriously, and she stood behind him to attach the leather collar around his neck. “Your body is mine, and this collar signifies that fact. You will notice that it buckles on the back of your neck, with a D-ring that is also positioned in the back.” She then attached the leash. She wrapped the other end of the leash around her hand and pulled it tight. “Do you understand the significance of this?”

“Yes, Victoria,” James replied as an emotion he had never experience before washed over him. He felt owned.

She stepped back and again placed the whip against his ever more vulnerable balls.

“I know that you want nothing more than to be my slave. And so you will wear this collar for me. I will train you to be my slave, provided that you impress me with how sincerely you beg for me to make use of this whip in punishing you.” He felt in that moment that there was nothing else in the world aside from Victoria, and the floor before her upon which he knelt.

“Please,” he said, his voice breaking, “please allow me to display for you my obedience to you, and my willingness to subject myself to the whip, as it will make my tongue more pleasurable to you in my expression of gratitude for this lesson you will teach me.” She smiled at his attempt, then, with a flick of her wrist, told him to try again. 

“Are you fucking kidding me, James?” she said, laughing. “That is the most trite bullshit I have heard all day. Try again.” His mind raced as he tried to think of a better way to express his desire for the lesson he would learn from her use of the whip, the leather tip of which was now pressed firmly against his body.

“Please,” he began again, “allow me to better understand your power over me and to display for you my acceptance of your dominance over me,” he said, his voice sounding desperate. She paused, then flicked her wrist twice this time, once to the left and once to the right. He made a small whimpering sound that she found to be quite charming.

“Better,” she said, her voice sounding impatient. His cock strained against the leather straps which bound it. 

“Please whip me,” he said at last, sounding helpless. “Please whip me, as hard as you wish. As long as you wish. You,” he almost whispered, “you . . . deserve it,” he said resolutely. 

“Hmmm,” she murmured, then licked her lips. Satisfied, she began whipping him on the balls in earnest. She took her time, pausing, allowing him to think she was done, then beginning again. She was far from being done, as the whip just seemed to love his balls. They were so vulnerable when they were strapped into the harness, and it required so little effort for her to have a tremendous impact upon him. She delighted in the ease with which she expressed her complete control over him. His reaction was something like what one would do if they stepped into bath water that was entirely too hot. She paused to raise the whip to his lips and she pressed it into his mouth, making it wet with his saliva. Then she brought it up between his legs again, noticing that his balls were turning a shade of pinkish red. She stroked them with the whip, making them wet, too. 

“Which one hurts more, the right, or the left?” she asked, smiling wickedly. He was breathing heavily now, almost panting.

“I . . . I don’t know,” he responded, sounding bewildered.

“Well, we will have to find out then,” she said with a laugh. After a few more strokes of the whip to either side, she concluded that they both were equally painful. She stepped back, and admired his naked obedience, his erect and throbbing submission. She came forward, and brought her hand up between his legs. She gently squeezed balls in her hand, causing him to moan in erotic desperation. 

“I am not done with you yet,” she purred softly.

She unfastened his wrist cuffs and ordered him onto his hands and knees.

“Crawl for me.”

She took ahold of his newly acquired leash, and led him to the black suede sofa.

She reclined upon it, and held him by the leash between her legs. She positioned her other hand on the back of his head as her feet pressed against each side of his body. She shivered with pleasure. She was enthralled by his obedience to her. She had marked his body as hers, as her property, and he had thanked her and politely asked for more. She had introduced him to the reality that he was her possession, and he had come to know his place, which was on his knees before her. She closed her eyes and focused on the deep, deep pleasure his tongue was able to tease out of her. He demonstrated something far beyond obedience. It was approaching an art form, the way he used his lips and tongue. She luxuriated in the talents his tongue possessed. She thought about how obedient he was in enduring punishment. She had the first of many orgasms.
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“Punishment to the submissive male, when deserved, or determined necessary, should be applied generously to inspire obedience, and even fear in the compliant slave. Positioned on his hands and knees when performed from behind, or in the kneeling position when he is to be whipped from the front, he should show the proper attitude, and a willingness to please. Begging is acceptable if desired. He should position his body such that it is as effortless as possible to whip him. His knees should be set far apart if desired. He should, without question, be fully, and completely hard. His erection should strain at its harness if he is so bound. He should be blindfolded if the element of surprise is desired. He should not be blindfolded if his resolve to remain in place as ordered is being tested. If he tries to protect himself in any way, by moving his body in any direction, then he will have earned additional whipping. He may be given the opportunity to anticipate the whipping, perhaps even hours in advance, but it may also be done with no warning whatsoever. A few teasing strokes of the whip may be given first, so as to allow him to understand what is coming next. Or not. Nothing will cause him to come to attention than a sharp rap on the balls. It is, without question, acceptable to laugh at this point. It is funny. The pain is intense, yet erotic for him. He will likely not only remain hard, but in fact, his cock may even become harder. The female may find that she even enjoys some aspects of whipping his balls.”

Victoria read this aloud from a document she had accessed on her phone, while she sat on the sofa with her legs crossed, with James kneeling before her. She was wearing a lightweight, silk kimono, and her hair was swept up in a bun. He wore his new, leather collar around his neck. The collar’s metal D-ring was attached to a leather strap that went half-way down his back, and was attached to leather cuffs that bound his wrists.

“You have a hard-on!” she said, laughing with a peculiar delight. “Did hearing that make your dick hard?” she said, incredulously. Not giving him time to reply, she continued, “Well, we will have to see what a proper whipping does for you. I expect that I may see some results.” She brought her riding crop up and placed it across her lap. “But I am not going to whip you just yet,” she said, with a mischievous tone in her voice. “Instead, I am going to enjoy your tongue for a little bit. Then, when I feel that you have earned it, I may reward you with an opportunity to show me how obedient you can be.” She lifted her foot until her toes were just inches from his lips. “Lean forward,” she commanded sweetly, “and kiss my foot.”

James began kissing her feet, and Victoria was struck by how genuinely he expressed his adoration of her. As he slowly made his way up her legs, his tongue licking a serpentine trail, she rotated her hips, letting him taste every inch of her. He leaned into it, his erection throbbing in mid-air as he pressed his lips against her skin, licking every curve, rising up over her calves, the back of her knee, over her thigh, up her inner thigh. His cock growing even harder as his tongue slid between her legs, and she placed her hand on the back of his head as she rotated her hips, and brought his eager tongue up the back of her thigh. She was on her knees on the couch, and she arched her back, pulling his face between her legs, and he began to lick her asshole. She spread her knees apart and pushed her hips back toward his face. His tongue slid deeply, worshipfully, inside of her, and she began to thrust her hips back and forth in a slow, lazy way as he used the full length of his tongue to satisfy her. She slid her other hand between her legs and pleasured herself with her fingers as he licked and kissed her, his cock remaining painfully hard.

It was sometime later, between strokes of the whip that she did laugh, enjoying the pain he was enduring, and thinking of just what she was going to do with his cock.

Eventually, she unlocked his wrist cuffs. Although she could secure his obedience to her with a verbal directive, she enjoyed the way he looked when he had no choice. She felt that he looked cute in bondage. For now, she released his hands and told him that he was allowed to stroke his cock. He knew that he wasn’t allowed to come, that he was being made to perform for her and not simply masturbate.

“I want you to masturbate for me, while I watch.”

He wrapped his hand around his cock and began to stroke the length of it. She listened to his breath, the sound of lust and desperation as he performed this intimate sex act for her.

“Harder,” she commanded.

He complied, steeling himself against the desire to bring himself to orgasm. That belonged to her.

“You’re a man who knows his place, aren’t you?” she inquired.

He nodded his head in affirmation, which annoyed her slightly.

“Say it!” She commanded, reaching for the whip.

“Yes,” he responded, “I know my place. My place is on my knees, in submission to you.”

“Tell me how it feels,” she inquired, “to kneel before me in total submission.”

“I like it. It feels right. It reminds me that you are dominant.”

“You like the power that I have over you, don’t you?”

“Yes.”

She placed her hand upon the whip. “What have I told you about one-word answers?”

“Yes, I like the power that you have over me,” he responded, quickly. 

“Tell me again, what did it feel like to wear the harness for the first time?”

“It was kind of intense. It felt restricting, in an intimate way, and I felt your control over me. I hoped that you would like it. I thought that you might like having that level of control, seeing my most sensitive parts harnessed.”

“I did. And do. And did you put it on as tight as possible?”

“Yes,” he said, “I thought that you would appreciate that, so I made it as tight as possible.”

“Did it hurt?”

“Yes, it did, but I thought you might enjoy seeing it so tight that it hurt.”

“Have you masturbated thinking about the first time that I whipped you?”

“Yes, I have.”

“Is it humiliating for you to admit that you jerked off thinking about taking a whipping from me?”

“No, because I feel proud of the fact that you chose me to receive a whipping.”

“Tell me why,” she implored him.

“I don’t know, it just so impresses me that you have that level of control over me. It makes me feel really naked.”

“And you already are really naked,” she observed. “You fantasize about me whipping you, then going down on me, then getting whipped again after you have made me come several times, don’t you?”

“Yes. The fantasy is mostly about making you come.” 

“Which one turns you on more, getting whipped before you lick me, or after?”

“It is hard to say, but I really love the thought of getting whipped immediately after.”

“And in this fantasy, do I whip you hard?”

“Yes, you whip me hard, and for a long time.”

“You know it wouldn’t start out hard. I would tease you first.”

“Yes, I know that.”

“And I would make you wait for it,” she said, observing how hard his cock was, while absent-mindedly stroking the whip in her hand. “I would let the anticipation grow.”

“Yes, I would appreciate the opportunity to show you that I know my place, and remain kneeling in position for hours, if necessary.”

“I appreciate that, James,” she said.

“Victoria?” James asked quietly.

“Yes, James?” she replied.

“I love you.”

Victoria went silent. She hesitated, looked to one side, then down, and exhaled slowly.

“I know, James.”
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Almost two weeks went by, and James didn’t hear from Victoria. He was troubled by the sudden silence, and wondered what had happened. Was his admission to her that he loves her something that he shouldn’t have said? He lay in bed, alone, unable to sleep. He wondered how he had gotten himself into this situation. He wasn’t terribly romantic by nature, and to most people he appeared to be very pragmatic. And so it delivered a blow to him that he had become so obsessed with a woman. He didn’t even think of her as a “woman” necessarily. She had become, in his mind, something so entirely new, so individualistic, and also so absolutely necessary to his well-being. He couldn’t think of her belonging to any group of people. She was simply Victoria. And though she owned him, completely, he knew that he did not own her. He was happy to simply be in her presence. And he ached to be with her, to have any opportunity to satisfy her, to please her.

But what was this thing he felt for her? Was it simply infatuation? Was it due to the fact that he had never been with a woman so completely dominant? Or was it that she remained just out of reach, tantalizing him to want her in a way that he wasn’t able to have her?

He couldn’t stop these thoughts from occupying his brain. Every waking moment, it seemed, he thought of her, his obsession distracting him from any other thought. He was unable to fall asleep, his mind filled with thoughts of her. And when he fell asleep, at last, he dreamed of her.

James could barely withstand the distraction. He was sitting in his office at work, alone with his thoughts, which she had all but taken over. Since all he could think about was Victoria, it was almost as though he was seeing double when her name appeared in his email inbox. He had a knot in his stomach. He noticed that his hand was trembling as he clicked open the email.

“When you arrive back home,” her email read, “take a shower, and shave the entirety of your body, from the neck down. Then I want you to position yourself in the entryway, ten feet from your front door. Naked. I want the front door unlocked. Kneel. Make it pretty, with your wrists crossed behind your back, and your head bowed. Do all of this such that you are in this position by 6:00. I will arrive sometime after that, and you don’t even want to know the trouble you will be in if you aren’t in position when I arrive. See you soon! -V.”

He read all of this, and swallowed hard. He felt a lump in his throat, butterflies in his stomach, and an odd, unnamed feeling of dread. He felt emotionally torn up inside, not understanding the distance she had suddenly instituted between them, and then this whip-like close-up, which had him feeling the intensity of her spotlight-like attention upon him. He hadn’t moved from his chair when his inbox suddenly alerted him of a second email from Victoria. He quickly opened the message. It read “By the way, what is your address? -V.”

For the next few hours he could barely think about work, and left as soon as he could get away. Once at home, he did as she had instructed, keeping an eye on the clock. It took the better part of an hour to remove all of the hair on his body. It was a peculiar sensation, as he had never seen his body without hair, and had never felt the air around him so intimately. He was shocked by the sight of himself without pubic hair in his new, bedroom mirror. He looked more naked than he had ever seen himself. He hoped that Victoria would like it. He thought about her body, and the luxuriously soft, thick triangle of hair that framed her sex, and it occurred to him that it represented a dynamic of power. What she had naturally, he was now compelled to remove from himself. He was to voluntarily present himself altered to suit her taste, and signal his submission. He thought, not without a bit of shame, that he had never experienced the shaving ritual that women undergo as a matter of course. And so it felt right that he should present himself this way for her, as he had for so long taken it for granted that a woman would do the same. And finally, he thought as he left off the examination of himself in the mirror, he now had a deeper fascination with and appreciation of Victoria’s body as she presented it to him.

By ten minutes to 6, he was kneeling just inside the front door as she had ordered. As he waited, he felt his mind racing, both aroused by and fearful of the power she had to compel him to do what she wanted him to, and to do as she pleased with him. He listened to the quiet, and breathed in and out slowly in an attempt to control his racing thoughts. He breathed in the scent of the candles he had lit in anticipation of her arrival. He waited.

Sometime before 7, he heard steps on the front porch. He froze, and was lit aflame simultaneously. His cock throbbed, and suddenly was fully erect as he heard the door latch and the sound of her footsteps. She entered without saying a word, but as she made a wide circle around him, surveying his obedience to her command, she broke the silence.

“Nice house, James. It smells like sugar cookies. Did you bake sugar cookies?“

“No, that’s, um, that’s a candle. I thought you might like it.”

She stopped and took stock of James’ newly shaved body, presented to her on his knees.

“I like the way that your body looks, completely shaved. You will keep it that way for me?” she asked, in the way that she had of making a question sound not like a question, but a demand. James assured her that he would, and the implied double standard returned him to the thoughts he had earlier, when he first stood before the mirror completely shaved. Victoria certainly was not going to shave her pubic hair, though she kept the rest of her body hairless. At any rate, he could feel how much more sensitive, alert, and naked his skin was to her, and the fact that she wanted him this way made it a foregone conclusion.

After some moments of observation, she stepped forward, and placed a finger beneath his chin, lifting his head to look into her eyes.

“Crawl,” she said, “and find your way to the bedroom. Then lie down on the bed, face up.”

He did as he was told, and she followed. When he had positioned himself as she had ordered, she straddled his chest. She had a length of rope, which she used to tie his hands to the headboard. She then wrapped a length of rope around each ankle and tied his legs, spread as far apart as he was able. She stepped back, and stood beside the bed, examining her naked captive.

“I know how badly you want to be whipped,” she said at last, “so I am going to make you wait for it. I want you to lie there and think about it until I return.” She placed a leather belt across his hips and then left him there, tied to the bed, awaiting her return.

He could hear the sound of the shower running, and he thought about the droplets of water coursing down her extravagantly beautiful body. At last the sound stopped, and sometime later he heard her soft, barefoot steps approaching. She climbed onto the bed, and placed her hands upon his body. She took her time in exploring his body, feeling the tension in his muscles from being tied so tightly. She was careful not to touch his cock. She then unceremoniously took the belt from across his body, and wound it several times around her right hand. He was completely vulnerable to whatever she might choose to do to him. She tapped his balls a few times, each one harder than the last, and he began to pull at the ropes that bound him in desperation. She stopped, and placed the curved loop of the belt below his chin.

“Stop moving, James. I want to see you offer yourself to me. I want you to remain in place through force of will. Anyway,” she said curtly, “there is nothing you can do to stop me from doing whatever I may want to do, so just lie back and endure it.”

She then placed the belt to one side, and wrapped her hand around his balls, watching the look on his face as she slowly squeezed them tighter and tighter, until she reached his limit.

She then began stroking his cock with her hand, slowly, teasing him with his own desire. She watched the reaction on his face, seeing the effect she was having upon him. After a long, slow tease, she brought him just to the edge of orgasm, then took her hand away. The look of desperation on his face was breathtaking.

“Now it’s my turn,” she said, straddling his face in reverse-cowgirl position. She sat astride him, and his tongue began pleasuring her. His tongue continued to flutter across her, making her wet. His tongue would lap up the wetness, and pleasure her devotedly until she came.

She grabbed ahold of his balls, squeezing them tightly in her hand as she had her first orgasm. She kept him held by the balls as she slid down his body, mounting his cock in reverse cowgirl position, using his balls like the horn of a saddle. She came while riding his cock, then pulled herself off of him. She then straddled his face again, holding him by the balls, and made him lick her to another orgasm. When at last she came on his face, she remained in place for several minutes, allowing her orgasm to subside. Then she shifted her hips forward, repositioning her body against his overly willing tongue.

“Lick my asshole, James,” she hissed at him.

He licked her, employing the length of his tongue.

“I want you to come now,” she said.

She placed the fingertips of her thumb and middle finger on either side of the head of his cock, and slowly stroked it. It was torturous, how slowly she brought him to orgasm. The moment he began to cum, she withdrew her hand. His hips thrust, his cock twitched, and he came upon his chest. She dismounted, and slid her body down onto the bed alongside his.

“You came really hard for me,” she purred approvingly, dipping the tip of her finger in the pool of cum on his chest. She lifted her hand, and placed it above his lips.

“Open your mouth,” she instructed as the cum dripped from her finger, between his parted lips.

She curled up beside him, her head laying upon his smoothly muscled chest, her breasts pressed against his side and her legs laying intertwined with his. She had left him tied to the bed, to continue to explore his captivity.

“James?” she asked sleepily.

“Yes?” he asked warily, yet hopefully.

“I hate the sugar cookie candle. It’s ridiculous.”

James chuckled softly, and said, “Got it. Won’t happen again.”

“Good. Also, James?”

“Yes?”

“I own you.”

“Yes, Victoria.” James almost felt like crying with relief.
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Uncharacteristically, Victoria called James on the phone. He was in his office, about to head out to his next class, when his phone rang.

“Hello?”

“Hi, James.”

“Hi, Victoria,” he said, and he realized that he sounded confused that she would suddenly call him in the middle of the day.

“Are you a virgin?” Victoria asked, after some silence.

He wasn’t sure how to respond to this question.

“I mean anally,” Victoria hastened, with a laugh. “Have you ever been fucked in the ass by a woman?”

“Ah,” James said, partly relieved, yet now a bit on edge. “No, as it turns out. I never have.” He shifted nervously, inquiring, “Do I assume that my status on that question is about to change?”

The phone was silent, and James realized she had hung up.

It was a few days later that James received another package in the mail. He opened it with trepidation. When he folded back the tissue paper, he had a knot in his stomach. The box contained a massive dildo, with a wide, flared base and a suction cup on one end, a sculpted set of balls, and an extraordinarily thick, long, shaft. He lifted it out of the box, and was surprised by the realistically soft and smooth surface, and also the weight of it. He held it in his hand for a moment, his eyes wide, then saw that there was a note folded up at the bottom of the box. He unfolded the note, and read the single word written upon it.

“Practice. -V.”

James carried the dildo to the kitchen, and poured some dish soap along its length. He used a soft dish brush to work the soap into a lather, and allowed himself to laugh at how comical this sight would be to anyone watching. The thought made him glance out of the kitchen window, and he was grateful for the fact that he didn’t see any of his neighbors. He could laugh to himself about what he was doing, and what he was about to do, but he couldn’t bear the thought of anyone else witnessing him in this moment.

Except for her, he thought. When he felt satisfied that the dildo was clean, he shook the droplets of water from its surface, and had to laugh again as the rubbery dick wriggled back and forth in his hand. He walked down the hall to the bedroom.

He lubricated the dildo, then climbed onto his bed, positioning himself on his hands and knees, and held the tip of the dildo against his asshole.

He paused, conscious of the position of his body, the way that the fat, rounded cockhead felt, and the fact that he was doing this for her. He would do anything that she asked him to, and apparently, that now included taking it up the ass. He pressed the dildo against his tight little opening, and felt the resistance to penetration. This resistance was the very real physical barrier that he had to overcome, to surrender to Victoria that which he had come to feel was hers to claim. He arched his back and pushed his hips backward, and the dildo pressed past the resistance to enter him an inch or two. His eyes widened, and he emitted a gasp as he marveled at the sheer size of it. He took a moment to calm himself, and become accustomed to the feel of the massive rod penetrating his ass. Over the next fifteen minutes, inch by inch, he took the entirety of its length, and began to fuck himself with long strokes. He had slowly become erect, and was masturbating in rhythm with the thrusting of the dildo. He made himself come, and was overwhelmed with the feeling of surrender to the violation of his ass.

The next day, hoping that he wouldn’t be too sore from the day before, he attached it by its suction cup to the tile in his shower. Again, he slowly took its entire length up his ass, feeling himself submit to her even in her absence.

The third day, he positioned himself on his hands and knees before the mirror she had bought for him. He wondered if he would be able to withstand the humiliation of watching himself fuck himself in the ass. But he found that all he thought about was Victoria, and he was proud to see himself as she would see him, submitting to her so completely.
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The following weekend, Victoria invited him over, but she didn’t say that it would be for the whole weekend. He hoped that it would be.

Victoria had a wily look in her eye when he arrived.

“Follow me,” she said.

She showed him what appeared to be a five-by-five-foot platform, that was raised two inches from the floor, covered with a thick foam padding and upholstered in black leather. There were five recessed, stainless steel connection points that had been installed in its surface, that neatly corresponded to James’ body, such that his ankles and his wrists could be padlocked in position on his hands and knees. The fifth connection point was directly below the O-ring on his collar.

“For your first time, I want to have you locked into position on this platform,” Victoria stated in an off-hand manner.

James swallowed hard, envisioning what was about to happen. She fastened his leather wrist-cuffs and ankle-cuffs to four of the connection points using four small padlocks. She knelt down in front of him and lifted his chin with her fingers.

“Look proud,” she said with a smile. “You should be proud to be my property. My plaything. My toy,” she added.

She took a moment to observe his obedience, then produced a very short, leather strap that had connection points on either end. She attached one end to the collar she had placed around his neck, then pulled it downward to attach the other end to the platform. This caused his back to arch beautifully, bringing his face closer to the platform and rotating his ass upward. The length of the strap was such that had she slid her body forward, she would have found his tongue to be in precisely the right position to pleasure her. But that would come later. For now, she allowed him time to become accustomed to this new, and far more submissive pose.

“Time for a costume change,” she said, laughing. Then, with a light, graceful stroke across his bare butt, she took her leave. She would make him wait, allowing the anticipation to grow.

The feeling that took possession of Victoria was one of supremely confident control. She was wearing a pair of platform-heeled, knee-high black leather boots, and a tight, black t-shirt, which had the word “Master” written in white across her breasts. What was most striking, however, was the massive, realistically shaped strap-on dildo. Aside from that, she wore nothing, aside from the silver necklace from which hung the key to the four padlocks that secured his hands and feet to the floor.

At length, she entered the room to find him, unsurprisingly, in precisely the same position as when she had left him. She smiled at the way his body reacted to the sound of her footsteps approaching. She knelt down behind him, and noticed that his cock had grown quite hard in the interim. She wrapped the harness around it and fastened it tightly. She attached a long leash to the harness. She pulled the leash tight, causing him to moan the way she liked, then brought the leash forward, between his cheeks, across his back and with a command to open his mouth, she drew the leash tightly between his teeth, then had him bite down, so as to hold it in place. 

“You notice how nicely your ass and your balls are presented for my whip?” She inquired, stroking them with her fingertips. She heard what she might call a whimpering sound, but it sounded more aroused than that. She drew her middle finger back with her thumb, then playfully flicked his balls.

“Keep the leash tight,” she warned.

She straddled his bound, naked body, her calves pressed against his sides. She was facing the opposite direction from him, and reaching one hand behind her, she gathered a fistful of James’ hair and pulled his head back. Her other hand held a riding crop against the soft, smooth skin of his bare butt. His cock was throbbing in the harness she fastened around it, which made the strap around his balls even tighter. He felt completely and utterly owned in this moment, and it was beyond obvious that she was entirely in command of his bound and naked body. She slowly, and deliberately, teased him with the whip, allowing the anticipation to build. Her whip drew circles on his nakedly vulnerable rear end, and occasionally slipped between his legs to brush across his tightly harnessed balls. She pressed her legs against either side of his body, and pulled his head back as she slid the end of the riding crop across his balls, and he could hear her chuckle softly to herself, which let him know that she was enjoying the fear that her whip inspired in him. His cock throbbed even harder. She pulled the whip away from his body, and watched as he became tense, in anticipation of being struck with the whip. A wicked smile appeared across her face. She listened to the sound of his breathing as she held him in suspense. He prepared himself to be whipped, but instead, she resumed gently caressing him with the sinister device. As she peered downward at his upturned and exposed rear end, the enormous cock she was wearing came into focus. She observed with bemusement that the target of her intentions with both her whip and her strap-on, was so extremely, vulnerably positioned, and under her command. She drew the whip back, and when it was waist high, she brought it down hard and fast with a snap of her wrist, making a loud and satisfying smack as it made contact with his right butt cheek.

She took her time, as she wanted to savor every moment. Her leather boots pressed against the side of his body, and she maintained her hold on him by the back of his head. She teased him with the whip, then she ceremoniously brought it upward, paused, listening to the sound of his breathing as he anticipated each stroke of the whip, then she brought it down, hard and fast, making it sing as it whipped through air, then crack as it made contact with his naked butt. He gasped, and moaned, but remained stoically in place for her whipping. Though his hands and feet were locked in place, he kept his rear end raised and vulnerable to her whip. She knew that he loved it when she put him in his place with a hard, thorough whipping, and out of respect for her, he remained at attention, betraying his desire for her to continue the whipping until she was satisfied. As it turned out, she was in one of those “moods,” and the whipping would not be over soon. Rather, his butt would be a shade of crimson before she was done with him.

Between strokes of the whip, she gently teased his tightly harnessed balls with the leather tip of the riding crop. She was mindful of the fact that this brought him to attention when she played with his vulnerability in such a casual manner. It inspired fear in him, that every time she pulled the whip back, he was unaware of what she planned to target next. To keep him in suspense, she occasionally brought the whip down between his legs, and let the whip caress his overly sensitive balls. This would make him stiffen, which caused her to smile in the most sinister way, as she laughingly reminded him that she was that she could do as she pleased with his naked body.

After a what James thought was a thoroughly impressive whipping, she repositioned herself to kneel in front of him. Her massive dildo came into view, and she could hear him catch his breath. She took his head in both hands, and told him that she was very pleased with how well he took what was a very much deserved whipping.

“As a reward, I am going to ride your bright red ass with my strap-on. But first, I want to watch you suck it.” She placed her hands on the back of his head. James opened his mouth in anticipation, and she paused a moment, enjoying his willing submission to her, then she simultaneously thrust with her hips while pulling his mouth toward her. The rounded tip of the cock entered his mouth, and his lips stretched around its massive girth as his jaw widened to accommodate it. She thrust forward, and retreated slowly, first pushing the cock into his mouth as far as he was able to take it, then pulling out slowly until it just about to pop out. The pressure reverberated down the shaft and was transmitted to her clit, such that she could feel the pleasure of fucking his mouth. As with his whipping, she took her time, and allowed him to suck her cock until she could wait no longer.

Then she pulled her cock out of his mouth, and repositioned herself between his legs. She placed her hands on his hips, and pressed the tip of the strap-on cock between his whip-red butt cheeks. It struck her anew how gorgeous James’ butt was. She was a connoisseur of the male form, particularly the male ass, and James was exceptionally well-formed in this area. It was going to be a distinct pleasure to take his anal virginity.

She could feel the heat rising from his well-whipped skin. A satisfied smile curled her lips as she traced her fingers across the whip marks. He gasped, his back arching as she slowly caressed his whipped backside. Then she took ahold of his hips and pressed her strap-on cock against his asshole.

“Are you ready, James?

“Yes.”

Thrusting her hips, she penetrated him slowly, reveling in the sensation of penetrating him with her massive dildo. The tip of the cock was fully inserted, making him writhe in ecstasy, yet she felt some resistance. She made a mental note to train him to accept penetration more easily. By rewarding him with allowing him to lick her pussy, and disciplining him by controlling when, and if he had an orgasm, and punishing him by whipping his balls, she had every confidence that he would learn his lesson. For the moment, though, she placed one hand on the back of his neck, and used it to gain leverage, driving the cock deep within him. He gasped, moaning, yet his body responded by pushing back, taking the cock even deeper. She noted with satisfaction that almost half of the massive cock had entered him, and the rim of his asshole was stretched tightly around her unforgiving girth. She relented a bit, withdrawing an inch or two, then resumed her forward thrust.

“You have an incredibly tight ass, James,” she with a growl. “I like that. In fact, that is the only kind of resistance I want when I have my way with you,” she said with a laugh.

She retreated slowly, and drove forward with a sudden thrust. She continued holding him firmly by the neck, her other hand gaining a better grip on the side of his hip while she began rhythmically fucking him. It took his breath away. She felt supremely dominant, assuming ownership of his naked body as she took him from behind.

She all but pulled out, until just the tip of the cock remained inside him, then paused, holding him tightly in her hands, then drove forward, sinking every inch of the enormous cock in him. He cried out in ecstasy, betraying his arousal. His own cock throbbed in its harness. With every thrust, his body reverberated, his cock bouncing upward and slapping his abdomen, while his balls were repeatedly slapped by the silicone balls of her dildo. The wicked smile on her face, inspired by the depth of her domination over him, had worn away as the intensity of sensation on her clit brought her closer to orgasm. She began to fuck him harder, and the wild panting and moaning intensified such that a deliciously deviant feeling of power and control overcame her, taking him by force and compelling him to submit over and over again. He was overwhelmed by the totality of her command of his naked body, and he was approaching orgasm himself. Knowing that he would receive a hard, thorough whipping if he were to come without her permission, he informed her as such in a throaty, halting whisper. The wicked smile returned to her face as she gave him permission to come. She placed her hand on the back of his head, gathering his hair in her fist, and pulled his head back as she continued to fuck him. With every stroke he edged closer to orgasm.

At long last, when he thought he might give out, his body betraying him, and therefore failing her in surrendering to her will, he ejaculated. Not once, but repeatedly, his body no longer his own, but an extension of her cock that was erupting through him and onto the leather surface of the platform below. She slowed her movement, laughing, satiated, and pulled his head back by the fistful of hair.

“It looks like you’re my bitch, now,” she growled with a demonic glee.

Lying in bed alongside Victoria’s supremely satisfied body, James thought to himself about what had transpired.

“Victoria, um, thank you.”

“Hmm,” she murmured, sleepy and kittenish.

“I am curious, because you said that you made me your bitch.”

“James,” she wakened somewhat, but pulled him closer as if to will sleep upon him, “you are my bitch.” She buried her head in his chest, and nuzzled him.

“What I don’t fully understand, though, is what that says about gender, and penetration, and um, whatnot.”

Somewhat annoyed, Victoria allowed her eyes to open slightly.

“Whatnot,” she repeated, flatly.

“Well, I mean,” he searched for the words that might express the thought, “are you saying that there is something inherently submissive about the word “bitch?” I mean, it was hot, but I am unsure of whether or not I should think it was hot.” Fully annoyed, Victoria opened her eyes and looked at James.

“What the fuck are you talking about?”

“I mean, you have every right to do with me as you wish, and say to me what you want, but I have to wonder if it isn’t kind of, I don’t know,” he hesitated, thinking. “Doesn’t that mean that to submit to penetration like a woman means necessarily that one is owned, or…?”

“Oh, fuck, James,” Victoria sighed, lying back on her pillow. “Are you saying that only women are bitches? Or you don’t think that a man can be a bitch?”

“No, but I was under the impression that it is a gender-specific word.” Now she lifted herself to look him in the eyes. She might have been angry, but she was too tired for that, and there was something more like pity in her tone.

“Look. No. You haven’t spent a single day of your life as a woman, James. I could dress you in panties, a bra, some sheer, silky stockings and high-fucking-heel stripper shoes and it wouldn’t allow you a moment’s glimpse into what it is to be a woman. I could call you a bitch, and whore you out to every cock in the world and it wouldn’t give you the slightest insight into what it is to be a woman. So, if I want you in a pair of panties, and I want your panties pulled down, and I want a cock in your ass, it’s because I want you to be the universal slut, the thing that all gender understands, to be tarted up for wanton amusement. That’s not something that women own, it’s something that all humans can experience, if they choose to do so.” Victoria softened as she brought herself closer. “And yes, James, you are my bitch. And I own your ass. Now go to sleep.” And with that, she rested her head on his chest and closed her eyes. James was still for a moment, then wrapped her more tightly in his arms.

“Her bitch,” he thought to himself. And he felt proud.
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James was standing beside his desk in his office, absent-mindedly staring out the window. He had attempted to sit down, but found that his ass was entirely too sore to be comfortable in that position. He had been unaware that he had a virginity to give, but it gave him a newfound pleasure to feel the soreness that came with it. He wondered what it said about Victoria, that she possessed such a massive strap-on dildo. It could have been any size, really, but she had specifically chosen one that was too big for him.

She had dominated him completely with her massive cock. She rammed the length and girth of it into him, repeatedly, a wicked smile on her face as she violated him, and she got off on it. It wasn’t only the thrill of domination, but the physical pleasure that she got from fucking him that she enjoyed. And now, he mused, he had become her bitch.

Outside James’ office window, it was the height of summer. Ordinarily, he would have been out, perhaps riding his bike along the lake. The thought of it made him wince, thinking of the pain of straddling a bicycle. He closed his eyes and Victoria’s face came to him in a vision. She had a coy smile, and she was gesturing to him to come toward her. And then pointing downward, indicating for him to get on his hands and knees, with his ass up in the air.

Suddenly, a knock on the door halted this reverie. It was his next student appointment. James realized with embarrassment that he had an erection.

James was no longer surprised, but still felt his stomach drop when he saw a package waiting for him in the mail. He tore the strip from the edge of the package. A small, practically weightless object, wrapped in tissue paper slid out onto the table, along with a note. He turned it over, and it was written in Victoria’s trademark style. It read:

“I hope this doesn’t fit. Bitch. -V”

He couldn’t help but smile. He unwrapped the tissue paper package, and he swallowed hard when he saw the contents. It was a sheer piece of white fabric that failed to cover his open palm, with a spaghetti-thin strap attached. He turned it over in his hands, and realized that it was a tiny pair of panties.

“Show me,” Victoria demanded.

She sat on her balcony, sipping her drink, and her eyes had the mischievous look that generally meant trouble. James looked down, a bit embarrassed. She hadn’t even had to tell him to arrive wearing the gift she had sent. He reached to unbutton his pants.

“No,” she stopped him. “I want a proper show. Go,” she gestured toward the house. “On the bed you will find the rest of your outfit.” She smiled at him, with a devious twinkle in her eye.

Lying on the bed was a thin, white, leather collar with sparkly little rhinestones all around it. He picked it up and noticed the shiny silver tag that hung in front. It read “Bitch.” She had been to the pet store again, and had made use of the self-operated machine that stamped out custom dog tags. She noticed that Jonah, the young man who had attempted to be helpful on her previous visit, now seemed to be to avoiding her. She chuckled to herself.

He quickly removed his clothing, all but the panties. He lifted the collar to his neck, and caught sight of himself in the full-length mirror. He felt a rush of emotion that was confusing, in that he felt both humiliation and pride in equal measure. He felt honored, yet objectified. He felt embarrassed to see himself this way, yet he was drawn to the mirror image of his body so adorned. And his cock threatened to defy the confinement of the tiny pair of panties.

He returned to her side on the balcony, and she turned to observe his arrival with apparent satisfaction. He had to move slowly to keep from popping out of the underwear, and she seemed to appreciate the display.

“I was right, those really don’t fit you very well,” she assessed with a tone of approval. “Now give us a spin.”

He turned slowly, revealing the effect the dainty accouterments had in highlighting the muscular, masculine nature of his body. She couldn’t help but reach out and give his butt a little pinch.

“That’s very cute, lover. I adore it. But now, I want you on your hands and knees on my bed.”

With that, she disappeared. James walked into the bedroom, his dick falling out of the tiny garment as he walked. He tucked himself back in, and assumed the position on the bed to await her return.

Victoria was wearing tight leather pants, with the fly unzipped, her massive strap-on dildo protruding out. She had a leather belt that was unbuckled in front, which made a metallic jingle when she moved. She wore short, high-heeled boots, and a leather jacket, unzipped to reveal a black lace bra. She entered the spare bedroom, her boots making a formidable clacking sound on the floor as she moved, and her heavy belt buckle rhythmically producing a metallic clink.

He was waiting on his hands and knees on the white, fitted, Egyptian cotton sheets that covered the bed. His back was arched, presenting his butt as high in the air as he was able. His cheeks were bright red, with crimson stripes scattered horizontally across it. His mouth was open.

She climbed onto the bed and held the enormous cock to his face. She gathered a fistful of hair on the back of his head and shoved the cock into his open mouth. He began sucking it, and it turned her on how eager he was to please her. At the same time, he could barely fit his mouth around the enormous, bulbous tip of the dildo. But he did his best, taking it as far into his mouth as he could.

While she slowly fucked his mouth with the huge cock, the pressure on her clit made it feel incredibly intense, not quite like the quick, light fluttering of his tongue, but perhaps more like the way that he felt when his cock was being sucked. She watched him suck her off, and it turned her on to see how willing he was to satisfy her. 

“I am going to train you to deep throat my cock. I am going to train you to take every inch of it, until your lips are pressed against my hips. How?” she asked rhetorically. “Every time you fail to take every inch of it in your mouth, I am going to whip you. I think it will come in handy, this new talent of yours, so I expect that you will be a very attentive student.”

Then she pulled out of his mouth, positioned herself behind him, and pressed the tip of the dildo against his asshole. She placed her hands on his hips, and slowly began to penetrate him. He gasped at the size of it, followed by a moan, which she found incredibly sexy in the lust it betrayed. She drove the cock inside of him, inch by inch, pulling out just as far, then thrusting deeper. Every time she penetrated him more deeply, he cried out with desire. Soon, she was deep enough to start fucking him up the ass. She repositioned her grip on his hips and plunged the cock into him, fucking him in a slow rhythm.

The light shimmered along the smooth surface of her form-fitting black leather pants. The sound of her belt buckle jangling as she thrust back and forth was punctuated by his heavy breathing and moans of pleasure. She left one hand on his hip while she reached up and pulled his head back with a fistful of hair.

“Tell me you love being fucked in the ass.”

“I love being fucked in the ass.”

“Louder!”

“I love being fucked in the ass!”

She laughed, and spanked him on the butt with her bare hand.

“Tell me you’re my little bitch!” she demanded, laughing.

“I’m your little bitch!”

She continued to hold him by the back of his head and by the hip as she began fucking him harder, and deeper. Every once in a while, she would pull out, not entirely, but almost, then drive the full length of the dildo into him in a single thrust. He would cry out from the shock of it, a sound she loved to hear.

Then she paused for a moment, waiting for him to moan with anticipation before she rammed him deep, until her hips were pressed against his naked butt. She placed her hands on his hips and began riding him hard, then slid her hand around between his legs and wrapped it around his cock. He was amazingly hard, and she gripped him tightly while she fucked him up the ass.

She eased him back, so that his upper body was almost vertical, and then put her other hand around in between his legs and grabbed ahold of his balls. She began to fuck him deep and slow, squeezing him firmly in both hands.

Finally, he came, with an orgasm that was so long in coming that it was mind-bending and body-shaking in its intensity. She remained still for a long time as he recovered from the experience. She was still fully penetrating him, but no longer thrusting in and out of him. There was come on the hand that had been gripping his cock, and so she had him lick it off.

“You’re my good little bitch,” she said with sincere affection.
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“I would like to dominate you in a public place,” she said, nonchalantly. They were in her study, and she was lying on the plush, white rug, on her side, propped up on one elbow. He was kneeling in front of her, wearing a blindfold. She studied his face, and saw the delightful look of apprehension her words inspired.

“Umm, okay,” he said, as though he had a say in the matter.

“Ok?” she said with a laugh. She brought the leather strap she was holding back, then slapped him across the dick with it. “Do you think I am waiting for your approval?” She slapped his dick again, harder. “You will do whatever I say,” she said, dismissively. “You will comply with my decision, no matter what that is, and you will do so with enthusiasm and obedience.”

She slapped his dick again, then rotated her wrist and brought the strap up between his legs and smacked him on the balls.

“Your naked body is mine to command, and if I wish to display you in public, then that is exactly what I will do.” She smacked his balls again, harder. “Are you worried that it might be humiliating for you to be seen being dominated by a woman?”

She didn’t wait for a response, and whipped him between his thighs, which were positioned as she had commanded, spread to allow her access to him in the most vulnerable way.

“Because it will be,” she said with a smile. She whipped him across the dick as she explained, “Humiliating, that is. I will make it that way, because that will be fun for me.” Then she spanked him across the balls.

Later, he was lying next to her, and she was absent-mindedly playing with his cock.

“And so what will I be wearing,” he asked. “I mean, if you dominate me in public.”

She laughed at the sound of fear in his voice.

“Nothing. You will be naked.” She laughed, and squeezed his balls firmly in her hand. “Okay, not entirely,” she added. “You will be wearing, I don’t know, maybe a cock and ball harness. And a collar, with a leash. I will be holding the leash, which will leave no question in anyone’s mind who is in control.”

She emphasized the word “control” by squeezing hard with her hand.

“Let’s get away for a long weekend,” Victoria suggested to James the next afternoon. “You will be returning to the fall schedule soon, and I won’t see as much of you.” The thought struck James with a sudden, unexpected pang of sadness. He couldn’t think about seeing her less, as he had become addicted to her discipline, her sex, her everything. He wanted nothing but to serve her.

“Wait, what do you mean?” he asked, trying not to sound frantic.

She misinterpreted what he meant, and responded, “You know, go on a little vacation.” She was eating gelato, and she gestured with her long spoon.

“I was thinking of New Orleans.”

“No, I mean, what do you mean that I won’t see as much of you?”

Victoria stopped, mid-spoon, and peered at James.

“Do you want me to tie you up and fuck you during your lectures?” She chuckled at the thought. “Your class attendance might improve greatly,” she said with a wink.

James looked lost for a moment.

“Oh, James,” she said with a sigh. “Don’t…” she said, as she turned back to her gelato, leaving her sentence unfinished.

James spent the next few days trying his best to be optimistic about the upcoming trip, yet unable to shake his sense of foreboding. It seemed that every time he grew close to her, she withdrew.

The flight to New Orleans was uneventful, and the TSA didn’t even pause to inspect more closely the various sex toys, cock restraints, lengths of rope, or the strap-on dildo she had James carry in his luggage. They landed at the airport, and could feel the charged atmosphere of the city the moment they stepped outside of the terminal.

“Can you smell that, James? New Orleans has its own particular scent. It sweats. And it smells sexy as hell. It has the scent of a lover you have been lying in bed with, making love to all afternoon. It’s haunted, too.”

“So, a ghost lover?” James inquired helpfully.

“Yeah, someone that you’ve fucked to death.”

She laughed, turning away from him as he pulled their suitcases, rolling toward the taxi stand.

He was testing the air, sniffing, trying to determine just what she meant by that. He thought that it was certainly humid, and hot, but he wasn’t sure if he thought it smelled sexy. Perhaps, he thought, the city hadn’t had time to work its magic on him.

They checked in at the hotel, and threw the suitcases up on the stands provided, then immediately went down to the street, stopping in at the first bar to get a drink. To go. James was surprised to learn that bars offer drinks in to-go cups up and down the street. Victoria laughed at his look of amazement.

“You need to get out more often, James.”

“I’m out right now!”

They were standing on the corner of Royal and St. Louis as they witnessed a car stop in traffic, the driver’s door open, and the driver projectile vomit into the street. The fact that he was spouting clear liquid, and that he repeated this action no less than four times, indicated that this was an individual beyond any normal degree of inebriation.

“There doesn’t seem to be any adult supervision here,” James noted wryly.

“No, not really. Which we must use to our advantage. Does anyone know that you are here?” They began wandering aimlessly as they talked, carefully avoiding any suspicious liquids on the sidewalk.

“I mentioned something to my sister, but I gave her no specifics.”

“You have a sister?”

“She lives in Ohio. You didn’t know that? I guess she has not come up in conversation.”

“No mid-fuck mention of your sister? I am disappointed James. That seems like a lost opportunity.”

“Opportunity for what?”

“For me to find out that you have some weird incestual kink.”

“I don’t! Just, um, just the things that you do.”

“So your kink is me?”

“Yes.”

“I will take that as the highest compliment.”

“You should.”

They were half a block down an alley off of Bourbon Street, in the French Quarter of New Orleans. It was a Saturday night, and there were people everywhere, drinking, partying, and having a good time. Music could be heard from every direction. The air was charged with an electricity, and the balconies that lined the street were filled with people tossing strings of shiny beads to any girl who pulled up her shirt and exposed her breasts to the crowd.

But Victoria had her own show in mind. And she offered more than a string of beads. She took James some distance down an alley, a narrow side street, where the noise and excitement of the night subsided to a dull roar. It was there that she could finally hear herself think. And what she thought, was to turn to him with a devilish look in her eye, and slowly sip her drink. He knew that look. He swallowed hard, nervous, as he waited for her to speak.

“Take off your clothes,” she said at last. Her control over him was breathtaking in its scope. She knew she could make him stand naked before her in public, and she loved seeing the nervous fear that overcame him when she made the suggestion. It was a negotiation, and she would eventually talk him into it, but his hesitation at first was quite charming. His eyes opened wide, looking about, and he stammered, clearly nervous, wondering if she was serious.

Here? he thought to himself. But he didn’t say it. She took a step back, arms folded, eyeing him defiantly. Yes, he had to take off his clothes, he had to strip naked, completely, and yes, here. Not only was she unconcerned that someone might see him, she kind of hoped that someone would. She hoped that they had a clear, unobstructed view of his body. She didn’t mind if he took his time removing each piece of clothing. She would rather enjoy watching him slowly accepting the inevitability of his situation, that he was going to be fully exposed and entirely under her control.

“Do you need me to repeat myself?” she asked. She had been very clear, and he knew that she wasn’t kidding. She was challenging him, and she was very serious about it. His hesitation annoyed her. His faced blushed, the potential embarrassment flooding him for the moment. Then he began to take off his clothes as she watched. He slipped off the pair of shoes he was wearing, his socks, and his t-shirt, and hesitated for a moment.

“Keep going,” she said, with a bemused tone in her voice. He was nervous, his hands trembling as he placed them on his belt, unbuckling it and then unbuttoning his pants. He had removed his shirt. And now, at her insistence, he was removing his pants. She wondered what it was like for him, as the warm night air first touched his bare skin. And what it was like, when he felt that hesitation, before eventually removing the last piece of clothing. Even more terrifying, for him, was the fact that they were in a very public space. Just around the corner. Anyone might come upon them at any time. But she wanted him naked. She wanted him exposed. She was enjoying this. He slowly unzipped and lowered his pants. He took them off. He was naked. He stood before her, completely vulnerable. He felt rewarded when at last he turned to her and saw her smile her approval, when he had complied fully, and stood completely naked and half-erect before her.

The fear in his eyes was hers to enjoy. She felt an exhilaration in his inappropriate nakedness, his extreme and public exposure. At one end of the alley, people could be seen, passing by, mostly focused on their destination, but with the ever-present possibility that they might turn and see the woman, fully clothed, observing the man, who was completely naked.

“Step forward,” she said. He knew what she meant. They were both standing in shadow, on either side of the narrow alley. She was leaning against the brick wall of the building behind her. Taking a step toward her would put him in the full glare of the streetlamp that was mounted on a lamp pole half a block away. He knew not to question her, so with apparent trepidation, he took the terrifying step toward her, which illuminated his state of undress, so that anyone who was looking, could clearly see. She was impressed with his ability to be so fearless, but she also knew that he was absolutely terrified. The look on his face told her how afraid he was, and she enjoyed it fully.

For several moments, she said nothing.

“Play with your cock,” she said at last. He followed her direction, placing his hand upon his dick, and he began to masturbate for her. The potential for embarrassment, even humiliation, was high. Anyone could be watching at this moment, as he made his cock hard for her. She stood in darkness, against a brick wall, as he remained standing in the illuminating glow of a streetlight. They were just off a busy street, down an alley, which was remarkably clean, and most likely, far more public than was comfortable for him. She had a drink in her hand, which she drank through a straw as she watched him. His cock was hard, fully erect, and she couldn’t help but wear a wicked smile at the sight. Later, she would straddle his hips, and slowly descend upon him, his hard cock filling her completely, and she would observe the look of ecstasy on his face as she began to ride him. But for now, he was her naked plaything, and she was going to enjoy his risk of exposure, and his breathtaking vulnerability as he stood naked and hard before her. Wanting to document the moment, she took a few photos of him. She made sure to have the flash enabled, such that each picture captured the sight of him fully illuminated in a burst of light. She would look at the photos later, while he was on his hands and knees, licking her.

“Come this way,” she beckoned him, apparently for the purpose of getting another picture she wanted, but actually for the purpose of moving him further away from where his clothes lay on the ground. It pleased her to have him more than just naked. She wanted to remove the possibility that he might quickly cover himself. To dramatically heighten the sensation of vulnerability for him. She had him stand in the light, as before, now even more exposed, and she directed him to continue masturbating for her.

“Slowly,” she commanded, as she didn’t want him to come. Remarkably, he did exactly as she told him to do. She inadvertently licked her lips at the sight of him. She was going to do anything she wanted with him, but for now, she remained thrilled with his very real risk of being exposed, naked and owned, playing with his cock as she watched.

Unbeknownst to them both, a young man was watching them from his apartment window. He could barely see the woman who stood in the shadow of the building against which she was leaning, but he felt jealous. He felt compelled to take off his clothes for her, too.

Victoria watched as he played with his cock. He was fully erect, and completely exposed. She had him in a very vulnerable position, naked in a public place, and she savored every delicious moment of it.

“Slowly,” she said, directing him to move his hand up and down his cock in a manner that wouldn’t make him come. He was masturbating for her for show, not to make himself come. She sipped her drink, and at some point she thought to take out her phone and snap a few photos of him playing with his cock for her. She made sure that the flash was enabled on the camera. She was aware that the bright flash of light might draw attention to him, which made her giggle as she took pictures of him. She observed the way that he stroked his dick, and the rosy red color of the rounded tip of his cock. She stared at him, a bemused smile on her face, as he remained in place, exposed for anyone to see, at her command.

“Slower,” she said, so as to make this last as long as possible. She was enjoying his potential embarrassment at being seen. She was enjoying the rush of power that she felt at having him obey her directive to remain completely naked and fully hard. As each moment passed, she could sense the fear in him that he might be seen by a passerby, and she studied his face to appreciate the nervousness he felt. She found it remarkable that he could make his cock hard in such a vulnerable position. The noise of the crowd of people was somewhat subdued, but ever-present. She turned her head to the left, and saw people at a distance, as they passed by the entrance to the alley. She turned back to view him, and again felt the thrill of his very public nakedness. She smiled a self-satisfied smile. She knew that she could do anything she wanted to him, but it was another thing to prove it to him, by having him stand in place, completely naked, as she stood watching, making him play with himself for her pleasure. He was so hard, it looked as though it hurt. And then she had an inspiration. She had his blindfold with her, and so she took a step forward and tied it around his face. Then she slid her fingertips down the front of his body, and touched the tip of his cock before stepping back into the shadow. Suddenly, he appeared even more naked than he had been before. He stood before her, helpless, blindfolded, a plaything for her amusement. She took another photo.

Later, when they returned to the hotel room, she had him on his knees. She sat before him, with her dress raised to allow his tongue access to pleasure her. He was harnessed, tightly, but otherwise naked.

He began to bring her to orgasm, slowly. Ultimately, she would come several times as he licked her. His cock would remain incredibly hard, though tightly constricted in its harness, while he pleasured her with his tongue.

Illuminated by moonlight, she would have him on the bed and she would straddle his hips, and slowly descend upon his extraordinarily hard cock. Inch by inch she would take him inside of her, until her inner thighs were pressed against his hips. The heat of his body flowed into her, and the throbbing of his cock emanated upward through her body. She began to ride his cock, up and down, as she watched the look of ecstasy on his face. Later, his tongue would be lovingly worshipping her asshole, before she drifted off to sleep.

When they returned from New Orleans, James found himself with an unusual set of emotions. His longing for Victoria had been both satiated and inflamed. There was an otherworldliness to his life with her, and having spent a long weekend served to make a place in his mind for her that was simultaneously more real, and more distant. As though if he were to get a plane ticket and return, he would find her waiting for him at the airport. It seemed as though the closer he felt to her, the further away she actually was.

James busied himself with his work, creating the most comprehensive set of syllabi he had ever produced. He cleaned his office, something he had never done, and organized all of the materials he used, to the point that he felt he might never find anything ever again. He began to devote more and more time to his workouts, as it tended to clear his mind somewhat. Yet she was always there, with her invisible hands maintaining some level of control upon him. Lying on his weight bench, methodically lifting a set of dumbbells, he felt his arms and his chest working against gravity, engaged in doing the work, but he also felt his body performing to her satisfaction. Out on his thrice-weekly run, he felt his lungs and his heart pounding out a jubilant beat, yet it seemed to be in call-and-response to the rhythm she tattooed upon his body with her whip. And when he included the long set of stone steps at the end of the park, he felt the muscles in his butt priming themselves to be seen, to be felt, to be taken by her. He didn’t even notice that his body, which had been fairly well-proportioned to begin with, was beginning to look sculpted, even chiseled.

It was approaching the end of summer. It was still warm, but certain days felt the early ghost of a chill that signaled the coming of autumn. When he was a kid, he would have felt the dread of the coming schoolyear, signaling the end of the freedom a felt when the summer laid out before him. Now, he had that feeling once again. The fall schedule meant that he would have less time to be with Victoria. And while he felt an unnamed dark cloud cross his mind at this thought, perhaps it was for the best, he thought to himself.
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Victoria and James were drinking coffee, seated at her kitchen nook. It was a week since their trip to New Orleans. There was a silence between them, and James was troubled.

“Are you saying that you want me to commit to you, to devote myself to you, but you will make no such commitment to me?”

“Yes, James,” she replied matter-of-factly after a moment’s pause.

Her frankness was still jarring to James’ ears. He went silent again, trying to think of a response. She kept her eyes on him as he wrestled with the thoughts in his head. He couldn’t bear the thought of leaving her, a fact that seemed to put everything else in place. And “everything else” included him. He was to know his place, but it seemed as though Victoria had no space for him.

“You are cruel,” James observed, a pale sadness in his soft, almost whisper.

Victoria was attentive, yet she said nothing in response. She was aware that she was cruel, and that she was sadistic. It had been many years of practice that finally forced her to accept this about herself. She felt an undeniably sexual charge in witnessing, and in particular, inflicting pain and suffering upon others, specifically men. There was no stronger aphrodisiac, she thought, than to hear a man cry out in pain, or tremble in fear, or blush with humiliation.

“But your cruelty is not from your whip. It does not come from your hand, or even from your lips. Your cruelty is your silence. Your absence. The worst punishment you have to visit upon me is walking away.”

“I thought you liked the view of me walking away,” Victoria mused, then regretted the joke.

“I guess,” he said at last, “that I wanted to be someone special to you.” Victoria had to suppress laughter at this maudlin turn of phrase, as it was, she observed from the look in his eyes, entirely genuine.

“James,” she said carefully, and with apparent compassion, “you are someone special. You are very, very special to me, and no one could replace you. I need you in the space that you fill.”

“But how can there be room for me?”

Victoria thought about what he was saying.

“That’s it,” he said, having realized already, but now saying it out loud to himself, and to her. “You’re cold. You are indifferent. You can have anything you want, so you don’t know what you want. And if there is nothing that you want, then you can never be satisfied.”

She suddenly burst out laughing. He looked at her, hurt, but also annoyed. He hadn’t said anything funny, and she wasn’t taking him seriously. She caught the expression on his face, and stifled her laughter.

“I can’t help it,” she demurred. “It’s that, that’s the song “Happy Talk” from the musical South Pacific.

She smiled, then turned away from him.

“You are probably right. I don’t know,” she admitted softly, then went silent.

She slipped her lower lip between her teeth, a look that would have aroused him in any other situation. The look of her thinking. The look of contemplation. But this was different. She was looking inward, at that vast and unknowable frontier that was the private and inaccessible Victoria. A place that was hostile even to herself.

“Okay, look,” she said at last, turning to him. “Goddammit, this is where I say something about my parents, or growing up, or mean girls bullying me in school, or some such bullshit as that. And . . .” she paused.

She looked directly into his eyes.

“You are right. I have all of you,” she gestured, “and I can’t say that it is enough. I don’t know what enough is. I don’t know how to make that decision.”

He smiled, then, a soft, wistful smile. “Victoria, I am not enough. No one is.”

Her head cocked to one side, almost imperceptibly, a subtly quizzical look on her face.

“You have to be enough. You have to be enough to yourself, because no one can do that for you. No one can replace the person that you need to be to you, just like no one can fix you or make you whole. You should know that,” he added, softly, with the same gentle affection that he had displayed toward her for so long now.

Did she just want him to say no? Did she want something to push against? To fight? Or was it that she needed a reason to be rid of him? Move onto the next. Did she just like the breaking of men, and not want to be around to pick up the pieces? Or could it be that she had found the one who would pick up the pieces himself?

“Well, look,” she said after a moment’s thought. “It doesn’t matter anyway, does it? You’re mine no matter what I do.”

“Yes,” he admitted.

“So what does it matter? Isn’t it just punishment to you? If you endure my punishment, then isn’t this just another, more brutal torture for you?”

“How can you use emotional distance and an unwillingness to commit as torture?”

She looked James in the eye and said nothing for a full minute.

“Like that,” she replied.

“Victoria,” James pleaded, his voice projecting his dismay.

“OK, enough. I am going to show you the chair. Come with me.”

She stood up, the expression on her face and the movement of her body not allowing for an appeal. Rather, she motivated James to follow, blindly obedient to her.

It was a straight-backed chair that had a piece of the seat removed, such that if he were to sit down upon the chair naked, his balls would descend through the open gap. The long strip of the seat that had been removed had been split into two slats, then sanded smooth, so that a small gap appeared in the middle. These two pieces could be attached together at the top of the back of his thighs, with his balls in between. The two slats, locking his balls in place, then fit neatly back into the seat of the chair. She could, in this way, cause him to sit in the chair with his balls locked in place below the seat. He then was unable to stand up, or rather, he could stand, but he would be lifting the weight of the chair with him, now attached to his balls.

When he arrived at the chair, she directed him to stop. She needed to say nothing else, he had been made to understand that he was at all times to remain in place awaiting further instruction. She took the two removable slats from the seat of the chair and locked them together with his balls in-between. She then directed him to sit on the chair, his balls locked into place between the removable slats in the seat. His own weight would have kept them in place, but they were bolted and locked to the chair nonetheless. She knelt down beside him, reached underneath the seat of the chair and stroked his balls, which were so cleverly locked into place by the modified wooden chair.

He sighed softly at the gentle touch of her fingertips. Kneeling so close to him, she contemplated the intensity of his erection. Though he was gifted with a particularly generous size, there was something cute about how his dick looked between his legs when he was seated. It appeared to allow him some protection, as though he could hide, but he was far too big for that, and there was no way for him to avoid the fate that she determined for him. She examined the expression on his face as she gripped his balls tightly in her hand.

“You think I’m cruel, James? Because you are right. I am. And you will suffer for me. You will suffer my cruelty and you will show your gratitude for being allowed to do so. You will give me that beautiful gift of accepting the torture that I provide. You will do all of this for me and you will crawl on your hands and knees to beg me for more. Do you understand, James?”

“Yes, Victoria.”
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“Alright,” Victoria suddenly announced the next morning. “I want you here.”

“You mean over there?” James asked, prepared to bring himself to wherever she might want him.

“No. Yes. I mean that I want you here in this house. I want to own you, and have you here with the rest of my stuff.”

“Am I your stuff now?” he asked, sounding amused.

“Yes, James, you’re my stuff.” she replied. “Keep your house for now, but I want you here so that I can have unrestricted access. Will you do that for me?”

James found that he had to actually think about it for a moment. He felt caught between his fear of Victoria, and being subject to her whims, and his terror of losing her, of being separated from her.

“Yes, Victoria, I will do that for you.”

He brought a suitcase with a small number of things to her house, which Victoria examined with some interest.

“What did you bring clothing for?” she asked, giving him a wink.

“I am actually relieved that you don’t want me naked all the time,” James replied, realizing that she could have that if she wanted.

“Well, I only want you wearing clothing so you have something to take off,” she replied.

He realized that she was serious.

“So I want you as a domestic servant, not because I need one, but because I want to train you to focus on serving me in every way,” she explained. “I believe that the discipline will be good for you,” she said, stroking James along the side of his face. “I will expect you to adapt.”

“Yes, Victoria,” James replied.

James dedicated himself anew to serving at her pleasure. He was on his hands and knees, scrubbing the kitchen floor with a large sponge and a bucket of warm, soapy water. He had a leash attached to his cock and ball harness, the other end of which was attached to his ankle cuffs. The leash was long enough that it had some slack, but short enough that he was unable to stand up. He would remain on his knees until she said otherwise. The floor was very, very clean.

She entered the room on high-heeled, knee-high leather boots. Her heels made contact with the floor in an authoritative manner. She stopped beside his kneeling, subservient form, and surveyed his work. She held a long, thin riding crop in her hand, and she gently caressed his upturned rear end with the soft, leather tip.

“I appreciate the quality of your work,” she said, then snapped the end of the whip smartly across his butt, just inches from his harnessed balls. “How much longer until you finish?” she asked.

“Perhaps an hour,” he responded.

“Hmmm,” she mused. She snapped him again with the whip. “Then work faster, she said, with a bright, cheery tone in her voice. “I want the service of your tongue, and you will need a shower before that.”

“Of course,” he responded, his cock hardening at the thought. “Thank you,” he added. She gave him three sharp strokes of the whip before she turned on her heels and left the room.

After he completed his chores, and she had removed his bondage, she observed as he took his shower. It wasn’t so much that she wanted to watch, as it was that she rightly felt that she had the authority to supervise anything he did. She considered his naked body her property, and she treated it as such. He was not allowed to shower without her approval, so that she always had the option of overseeing as he bathed himself.

She sat on a small settee that was along the wall beside the shower, the clear glass doors giving her an unobstructed view of him. She had made the water warm, and steam rose from his body as rivulets of water coursed down the length of him. It was her prerogative to set the temperature of the water, which made for some interesting possibilities should she wish to enjoy punishing him for whatever reason. She never needed a reason to punish him, aside from her own desire to enjoy watching him endure whatever she decided to do to him. The humiliation of being punished by her so frequently made his cock hard, so she knew that he enjoyed it, and she saw no reason to do otherwise. When he was finished, he turned off the water and stepped out of the shower to await her next instruction. She allowed him to slowly stroke his cock for her as he air-dried.

In her bedroom, she was lying on the bed, with her legs spread wide. Aside from the pair of boots, she was naked, and he was positioned between her thighs, with his tongue serving her pleasure. He had just made her come, so he was kissing and licking her pussy slowly, gently. After twenty minutes or so, he began to lick her with a sense of purpose, as he had every intention of making her come again. She pressed her boots against the sides of his naked body, as her fingers combed through his hair, and her hips involuntarily thrust against his attentive mouth. Though he seemed to have a natural talent, she had trained him to lick her just the way that she wanted him to, for which he was grateful. She could get him to do just about anything if she offered the privilege of licking her as his reward. She had taught him to make her come in a variety of positions, and using his lips, his fingers, and his tongue to arise in her unfathomable pleasures. But she clearly favored this, which was lying back as his tongue did all the work. Sometimes, she thought that he might like it more than she did. She noticed that he was always very hard throughout the long hours he spent licking her. And he seemed to be so proud of his ability to make her come, and grateful for the training she gave him. He had even shown that he would become hard more quickly before a whipping, anticipating that she might allow him to lick her immediately following. What he didn’t know, is that it inspired her to whip him harder. And it also led to a longer, more thorough whipping, in which she was sure to whip his butt, his thighs, his erect dick, and his balls, because she was certain that he would be that much more attentive with his tongue as a result.

She had an orgasm, her hips thrust toward his face, and her back arched, and then fell back upon the bed as he slowed his pace and intensity. It would be another twenty minutes or so of soft, gentle kisses and licks before he would begin working toward giving her another orgasm.
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She left out for him a small box, within which he discovered a stainless-steel device. He plucked it from the box and turned it over in his hand, and realized its purpose. It was a cock cage. Or chastity device. It had metal ring that opened on a hinge joint, and a padlock that locked a downward curving succession of metal rings. He felt the strange, contradictory set of sensations he generally experienced when she bought him a gift. He considered the padlock, with the two keys that unlocked it, and thought about the supremacy of control they represented. It turned him on to think of Victoria even wanting him in such a device, to wish to exert her control over him in such a dramatic way, but it also terrified him to think of having the most intimate parts of his body constrained, and so thoroughly, unquestioningly under her authority. And though he was encouraged by the fact that there was more than one, single key, he didn’t imagine that its existence meant that he would be given ownership of it.

“I see that you have discovered your little present,” Victoria commented when she came home after work. James noticed her use of the word little, and it had occurred to him that the device seemed smaller than what might be necessary to contain him. She gave him a kiss on the lips, sweetly, and wrapped her arms around him.

“We will have to see how it fits you, and discuss its meaning in our relationship this evening.” She said no more about it, leaving James to contemplate what she might have in mind as she and James went about making dinner.

He was grateful to her, in that she had allowed him to kneel on the soft, plush rug. She didn’t have to, she could have had him kneeling on the hardwood floor. But she didn’t, and the kindness didn’t go unnoticed. The blindfold she tied across his eyes was of a soft, black silk. He loved the way that it felt, and he appreciated the total surrender of power it represented. She unquestioningly owned him, but at this moment he had a more thorough understanding of that ownership. He wore the collar that she placed around his neck, further signifying his position. His place. There was a metal ring attached to the back of the collar, through which a length of rope ran halfway down his back, where it was looped three times around his wrists. His arms were crossed behind his back and tied in place. The rope was tight. This kept his hands up, and out of the way. Nothing obstructed her whip from his bare butt. His cock was locked in a stainless-steel chastity device, which was locked to a cage that fit around his cock. Though the word “fit” was a bit misleading in this instance, she thought to herself. Rather, it barely fit him. There was a satisfying “click” as the device was locked in place.

She stepped out of the bath, and put on her white terry cloth robe. The steam from the bath had fogged the mirror. She took the pins from her hair, allowing it to cascade down, across her shoulders. She entered the boudoir, and sat upon the velvet stool. She took the leather boot from the tissue-lined box. She slipped her left foot into the boot. She pulled the zipper closed, up the side of her leg, ending at the top of her thigh. She took the other boot from the box, and placed her right foot into it, pulling the zipper closed, up to her upper thigh. She crossed her legs, then uncrossed them. She stood, and dropped the bathrobe on the edge of the bed. She opened the dresser drawer and lifted a black, silk and lace bra from within. She cupped her bare breasts with the bra, slipping her arms through the shoulder straps, and fastened it behind her back. She pulled a crimson, silk shirt from its hanger, and put it on. The shirt buttoned up the front. She left the last few buttons undone. The sleeves had three buttons each. The shirt had no tails, so it ended in a clean line across her waist. She stepped in front of the full-length mirror and took in the sight of her outfit. Thigh-high, high-heeled boots, her bare naked, voluptuous hips, then the silk shirt, open to display her lacy bra. She applied a bit of lipstick, the same color as her shirt, then she lifted the necklace from its hook, with the small key hanging from it. She placed the necklace around her neck. The key hung between her breasts. She smiled, thinking about the fact that he was presently waiting for her, on his knees, his cock locked in a device for which she had the only key.

She took the heavy, wooden paddle from its place. She exhaled, feeling confident, as she placed her hand upon the smooth surface. She lifted it, feeling its weight, impressed by the size of it. She admired the look of it in her hand. It appeared so powerful, so dominant, that she could already feel the rush of seeing the look of fear in his eyes.

She walked down the hall, with a deliberately casual pace, a pace more accurately described as sauntering, perhaps even stalking. The sound of her heels on the floor, slowly approaching, caused his cock to stir. Locked into her device, it was restrained from becoming hard. Her mind was casually shuffling through the various possibilities of what to do with him. She had a somewhat sinister smile on her face.

She stood in the doorway, observing him kneeling for her. She casually tapped the palm of her hand with the paddle. She could see his cock straining at its confines. She absent-mindedly played with the key that hung from her necklace. She contemplated her ownership of his cock, which was secondary to her ownership of the entirety of his naked body. She thought about the fact that he deserved punishment. A hard, thorough beating. She hadn’t decided, however, if she was going to give him one. He would have to earn it, she thought to herself. And she was in no mood to make it easy for him.

It had been a while, since she had last had him under her control. She inhaled slowly, taking her time, as she considered what she would do to him. He wouldn’t know that she intended to use the paddle until he felt it upon his bare skin.

She entered the room, the heels of her boots announcing her arrival. She observed him, completely naked, blindfolded, and hers to do with as she desired.

She crossed the room to stand before him. Bound in a kneeling position, his lips and tongue were perfectly positioned to service her. She placed one hand on his head, and brought him between her thighs. His tongue immediately began licking her, which she allowed for just a few moments before pulling his head back.

For several moments, she did nothing, but observe him kneeling before her. His tongue and his cock were good at pleasuring her, but perhaps even more, he was good at serving her in a submissive position. It had been a while since she had him in this position, and she looked forward to giving him a well-deserved punishment. She was going to take her time, and she was going to enjoy it. His cock was contained so neatly for her. She placed the paddle along his inner thigh, and watched the look on his face as he realized that she had chosen the paddle to dominate him with. She slowly slid the paddle up his thigh until it was pressed against his balls. She held it there, and watched his cock strained at its confinement. Knowing that he couldn’t see her expression, she smiled broadly at the sight. She had to try not to laugh.

“Your dick gets hard at the thought of me punishing you,” she mused aloud. “That seems appropriate. I appreciate the fact that your dick betrays your desire to serve me.”

She gave him a gentle tap on his balls with the paddle, teasing him with what was to come.

“I am considering unlocking your cock,” she said, “but before I do, I want to know that you understand that I own it. I want to hear you say it, and I want to know that we are in agreement on this fact.”

“Yes, you own my cock,” he replied, and though he was somewhat embarrassed to say it out loud, he was also tremendously turned on, but even more than that, he felt that it was true. If nothing else, the fact that he was currently locked into a device for which she had the only key made it apparent that she was in full possession of him.

“Good. I am pleased to hear you acknowledge it. Now, I want you to admit to the fact that I deserve more.”

“Yes, you deserve more.” She struck his inner thigh, hard, with the wooden paddle.

“Precisely. I deserve more.”

Therefore, I expect you to compensate,” she continued. “When you lick me, I want you to feel grateful to me that I allow you to do so. And when I whip you across the dick, I want you sticking it out as far as you can, as hard as it can be, just to show me that you acknowledge the fact that I deserve more, and it is a privilege to offer yourself to me.” She spanked him again, even further up his thigh. Then, she took the key and unlocked his chastity device. He moaned as she released him, and as it had been restraining him so tightly, he was not erect. She flicked the tip of his dick with her middle finger, and said, “See? This is what I am talking about. I am looking at one soft dick right now. It doesn’t even deserve my whip.” She flicked it again, and smiled as it instantaneously began to get hard. “Hmm. That’s better, but not quite. I want to see it so hard that it hurts.” He was breathing hard, and hopelessly aroused as his cock grew extraordinarily hard under her observation. She was patient in making her assessment, but ultimately she slapped him across the dick with her bare hand, and said,

“Harder. I want to see it harder.”

She slapped him again, and she enjoyed the way that it felt, both the heat and the weight of it as her palm struck him alongside the shaft, continuing until the smooth tip of his cock slipped past her fingertips. He gasped, and moaned, and she chuckled in a sinister way.

“You look as though you might be ready for a whipping. Yeah, and for making me wait, you are going to get another whipping on top of that.”

She stood up, took a step back, and observed him for a moment. She enjoyed the fact that he was anticipating, with both fear and arousal, what she might do to him next. She smiled in the most devilish way, and of course he couldn’t see her expression, but he was afraid regardless. He maintained an appropriately erect posture, and he waited upon his knees, and he focused entirely upon his place of servitude to her. She casually caressed her palm with the paddle, eyeing his erection. But it was how extraordinarily naked he looked in this position which pleased her most.

“I look forward to you thanking me with your tongue later,” she exclaimed as she placed the tip of the paddle alongside the tip of his penis. “I am going to enjoy that immensely. Perhaps not as much as you will, but still.”

And with that, she began to use the paddle to turn his ass red, and she intermittently paddled him along his inner thighs. His gasps and moans were delicious to hear, and the sound echoed in her head still later, when she had him pleasure her with his tongue.

When she was satisfied with his punishment, she positioned him on his hands and knees, with his head between her thighs. She informed him that he had a whipping coming with the paddle, and that she would be turning his rear end a bright red, and then she was going to turn her attention to paddling his balls. With that in mind, he began to lick her, and she could feel how devoted he was to pleasing her. She pressed her thigh-high boots against his sides, which pressed her inner thighs against the sides of his face, trapping him in a way that she knew aroused him even further. Then she slowly spread her thighs, pushing her hips toward his face while holding a handful of his hair, keeping his tongue between her legs. His lips brushed against hers, and she could feel his breath as he licked her slowly up and down, then circled her clit, teasing her toward orgasm.
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When she arrived home from work, she was pleased to find him kneeling in the entryway. She greeted him, placing her hand upon his face, and bending down to kiss him. She took notice of how clean her home was, but didn’t feel obligated to ensure that he had done all of his chores, rather, she assumed that he had and that he was deserving of a whipping all the same. In time, she would whip him until his butt was bright red, along with various other parts of his body, but for now, she would have him make her a drink.

When he returned, she took the glass from his hand and gave him a playful slap across the dick. She watched his dick swung back and forth, and as she took a sip of her drink, she gave him another slap. She ordered him to kneel before her, which he did without hesitation. For the time being, she was content in having him kneel before her, completely naked. She wouldn’t whip yet, instead she would simply enjoy engaging him in conversation about the day they had both experienced. She had him remove her shoes and massage her feet. After what Victoria regarded as an exceptionally thorough foot massage, she had him work his way up her body, sliding her dress upward as he went.

He loved the shape of her hips, which she could tell by the way that he held her in his hands. He held her body to his lips, kissing her softly to begin, then gradually licking her, bringing her closer and closer to orgasm. She could feel his obsession with lavishing attention upon her in the use of his tongue, as he endlessly curled his tongue in circles around her clit. She dug her heels into his hips as she reveled in the sensations he inspired in her. Soon, she felt her second orgasm explode upon her body, and she held him in place as it subsided.

After some moments, she pulled him up to her and began kissing him. She played with his cock as they kissed, and she occasionally slid her hand down the length of his shaft and cupped his balls in her hand.

“I want your cock even harder than it is now,” she said in almost a whisper.

She wrapped her hand tightly around him and squeezed his massive cock as she kissed him again. Then she gave it a slap with her hand, and ordered him to lean back and spread his knees wide.

“Your dick is almost hard enough. When it is a bit harder, I will begin.”

Again, she was patient, watching as his already obscenely hard cock throbbed with sexual desire.

“I am fucking serious,” she said after some moments, “I want to see you so hard that you are embarrassed to show it to me. I want to see your body visually apologizing for how hard your cock is. And the harder it is, the harder I am going to punish you.”

His knees were spread wide, his hips were forward, his back was arched, his head was facing upward, and his cock was similarly arched and pointing upward. She observed all of this, as she allowed the anticipation to build. Without a word, she drew her hand back, then gave him a proper whack across the balls.

“My family owns a cabin in Vermont, and I was thinking that we might fly up for a week or two during your winter break,” Victoria stated quite suddenly.

She said this in her usual, nonchalant tone, as though she were simply thinking out loud, but James had come to know better. Generally, when Victoria expressed what sounded like a casual musing, she had in fact entirely made up her mind, and was actually issuing a command. And so he had learned to respond appropriately.

“Yes, Victoria.”

“Good,” she replied.

Then she slapped him across the balls again.


24

Victoria and James had arrived at the cabin, unpacked their bags, and started a fire in the fireplace. They ate dinner, and slept in the large bed after having put new flannel sheets and a thick woolen comforter on top.

James woke up first, as he always did, and spent some time gazing at Victoria sleeping. In spite of her admonishment for doing so, he found that he couldn’t help himself, as nothing was more desirable to hold within his field of vision than her. A morning fog had rolled in, which inspired a feeling of coziness, and he wanted nothing more than to spend the day in bed with her. She, however, had other plans.

An hour or two after breakfast, the fog had burned off in the sunlight, and the day actually felt rather warm, in spite of the frozen snow.

“Take off your clothes,” she said in a playful way.

He complied, eyeing her with amused suspicion.

“Now come with me,” she directed.

James might have known that she would decide to entertain herself in this way. She was opening the front door to the cabin, and she glanced at him over her shoulder.

“C’mon, it’s a beautiful day outside.”

Victoria gave him her most winning smile.

James couldn’t resist, and followed her out the door, and across the yard.

Outside the cabin stood an old barn, aside which was an old, weathered picnic table. Surrounding the cabin on three sides were tall pine trees, the edge of a large wooded area through which there was a stream which generally did not freeze, even in winter. Everything was covered in a layer of soft, fluffy snow. The air was clean, crisp, and quiet.

It seemed to her that she had never before seen anyone look as naked as James was at this moment. He was leaning against the picnic table, and his naked butt was pressed into the snow that had landed upon its surface.

“Slowly,” she said. “I want to enjoy this, and I don’t want it to be over soon, so go nice and slow.” He was leaning back on one hand, the other wrapped firmly around his cock. He was incredibly aroused as he followed her instruction to masturbate slowly.

She observed him, playing with his cock for her amusement, as a few stray snowflakes landed on his bare skin, melted, then ran down his body as drops of water. As his hand slid down the length of his shaft, she had him stop, and grip his cock firmly in his hand. She took a photo of him this way. She told him to continue, and she watched as his hand slid upward along his shaft, then reverse direction again. She watched his face and noted with pleasure the look of lustful bliss that emanated from him. At times, he appeared to be lost in the act of performing for her, content to be a sexual toy for her enjoyment.

At last, she directed him to stop, stating that it was her turn to play with him. She had him place his hands behind his back. He kept his legs spread, and his hips rotated to present his cock in an almost upright position. She did nothing for several moments, watching him assume the position. He waited, anticipating whatever she might do next, and she enjoyed the little bit of fear he had in the expression on his face. It served to underscore the authority she had over him. She took in the sight of his obedient arousal in the frosty air. Tiny snowflakes were falling, and she delighted in the sight of them landing upon his body.

She gathered up a handful of snow in her mittens, and packed it into a snowball, which she threw in his direction. It landed on the middle of his chest, causing a look of surprise on his face. She laughed as she watched the frozen pieces of the snowball slide down the front of his naked body. Then she threw the second snowball, which struck him directly on the cock. His reaction caused her to laugh much harder, and while the third one missed him entirely, the fourth one hit him in the face. She almost felt bad, but she laughed about it anyway, and the fifth one hit him just below the navel. She approached, with handfuls of snow that she pressed against his chest, then slid down the front of my body to surround his erect cock and balls with the icy, powdery snow. Desperately sexy little sounds came from his throat as she stroked his thick cock with the freezing snow. He only seemed to get harder as she toyed with him in the remote, snow-covered woods. 

Then she leaned forward, taking his thick, heavy cock between her warm, wet lips. She teased him with her mouth, then stepped back, watching his reaction to the cold air racing over his wet skin. She packed the snow tightly around his balls, squeezing them firmly in her hand. She played a game of tease and denial where she brought him right to the edge with the alternating heat of her mouth and the cold of the winter air, then stood back and watched his dick throb with lust and arousal, aching to come. She watched the snow melt off of his skin from the heat of his body. She listened to him moan in desperation, the old picnic table creaking as he arched his body toward her. He was leaning against the table, his hips thrust forward. Just as she wanted him. Just as she deserved. 

She picked up an enormous icicle that had fallen from the eaves of the cabin, a long, thick, crystal clear wand of frozen water. She positioned herself between his legs, and slowly brought the tip of the icicle up his inner thigh. He sucked in air at the sensation of coldness, and also with the understanding of what she intended to do. The ice was clear, freezing cold, and very thick. She slid it along his skin, watching as it slowly melted, leaving drops of water that ran down the inside of his thigh. She brought it up between his legs until it eventually made contact with his balls. He gasped at the shock of the frozen wand of ice held against his balls, where she left it in contact with his body, giving no indication that she had any intention of moving it away from him. Which, in fact, she didn’t. She intended to watch the entirety of the icicle melt across his naked body, while he remained in position, obscenely hard and fully aroused.

“Tell me what you want,” she said as she slowly teased his balls with the icicle.

“I want serve you for as long as you will allow,” he said breathlessly.

“I know you do,” she said, softly. “You want that all the time.

She let the icicle slide upward until it was pressed against his cock. Again, he sucked in his breath, helpless before her to do anything but endure what she might do to him. She watched as the icicle dripped water down the length of his cock. She travelled up his length until the ice was pressed against the rounded tip of his cock. She held it there. Still, the ice melted, dripping down his shaft.

“But then you want more, don’t you?” she asked.

“Yes,” he answered, moaning with the sensation of the ice pressed against his most sensitive body part. “I want to serve you, permanently.”

“Hmmm, I might consider letting you do that,” she responded, somewhat preoccupied with playing with her icicle. It was perhaps a third gone at this point, having melted and dripped down his legs. She focused it upon the tip of his cock, letting it slide down one side, an inch or so, then bringing it back up and over, then down the other side, repeating this motion as he moaned and struggled to remain in place for her.

At last she took a step back, and instructed him to turn around. He complied, turning toward the snow-covered picnic table, and placing his hands on its surface. She moved toward him, and pressed his hips forward until his cock was pushed into the snow. Then she placed one hand on his hip, and brought the now smoothly rounded tip of the thick, frozen icicle up between his legs. His back arched involuntarily as the freezing cold ice slid up between his butt cheeks. She slapped his butt with her hand, admonishing him for moving without permission, though secretly she loved to see his reaction. She slid the ice back and forth between his legs.

“Spread your legs,” she whispered in his ear. He swallowed hard, trembling, as he complied.

“Shhh,” she soothed him as she brought her hand around in front of him and wrapped it around his cock, which was seemingly ready to burst. She held him firmly as she pressed the thick, half-melted icicle against his asshole. She was straddling his left leg, and he could feel the heat coming from between her thighs. He longed to have his tongue there, to lick up every drop of her, but even more, he wanted to obey her, and feel every sensation she visited upon him. At that moment, the thick, smooth icicle slid inside of him, and he groaned loudly as she pushed it deeper. She simultaneously stroked his erect cock, causing him to pant, breathing hard as the conflicting sensations of pleasure and pain washed over him. She allowed the icicle to slip back out, and she teased it up and down the crevice between his cheeks before sliding it inside of him again. Deeper, this time, causing his back to arch, but this time she welcomed his reaction, encouraged it, as she rhythmically penetrated him. She felt that he was on the edge of coming, so she slowed the movement of her hand on his cock, prolonging the moment, then changing the rhythm by pausing at his rear opening, only to press the ice deep within him again.

“You may come. Now,” she said when she sensed that he could take no more.

Almost instantaneously he shuddered, gasped, moaned, and then she could feel his entire body tense, locking into position as his come spurted out over the snow-covered table.

James had built a fire in the fireplace, and now he knelt before it, completely naked, awaiting her arrival. When she entered the room, she took in the sight of him lying on the large white rug before the fireplace. For a few moments, she stopped, and observed him. She smiled, and thought about how she owned everything in her sight. She could see how naturally, how contentedly he lay waiting for her.

She crossed the room, and lowered herself onto the rug beside him. The fireplace crackled, glowing warmly over their bodies, hers Rubenesque in proportion, a silk robe draped over her curves, his lean, muscled, and naked.

She began slowly teasing his cock. She watched as her fingertips traced the silhouette, from the base to the smooth, round tip and back again. She relaxed into it, toying with him for her own amusement. No words were spoken, as nothing needed to be said. She knew every inch, every vein, every detail of his cock, and every method of touch that would keep him on edge. She slowly dragged a fingernail along its length, then teased the tiny slit at the end with her fingertip, then playfully flicked it with her index finger. Throughout, she kept an eye on his reaction, saw him grow desperate for her to stroke it with her hand, or take it in her mouth. And take it in her mouth she would, but only for a moment, swirling her tongue, or gently dragging her teeth, feeling him tremble from the friction. Occasionally, she slid her fingers the full length of his cock to take his balls in her hand, filling her palm, watching them bulge out the sides as she slowly squeezed them until he moaned. Then she wrapped her fingers around his cock, feeling the heat, the tension, the throbbing of his erection.

“Hmmm,” she purred, taking her hand away. “Now it’s time for you to use your tongue,” she said. “Perhaps I will continue with you afterward.” She let her robe fall open, then guided his head between her legs.

She had her hand on the back of his head, and she was absent-mindedly combing her fingers through his hair as he flicked his tongue lightly over her clit. She had already come once, and she was enjoying the slow ascension to her second orgasm. She smiled at his efforts to make it last, to go slowly, giving him time to enjoy licking and kissing her pussy. His hands held her by the hips and his body moved hungrily as he slipped his tongue slowly up and down her opening. He pressed his hands against the inside of her thighs, spreading her legs even wider, pressing her lips against his. He brought his hand up her inner thigh, and after licking his index and middle fingers, slid them inside of her. He kissed her pussy repeatedly, licking it between kisses, as his fingers glided in and out of her. He rubbed her G-spot, while his tongue caressed her clit. Little by little, he licked her until she was on the edge of coming again. She placed both of her hands on the back of his head, holding him in place as her hips thrust toward his face as her orgasm emanated from between her legs and reverberated throughout her body. As the waves of pleasure subsided, his tongue and his fingers slowed to a gentle pace, kissing her softly, until she was ready for another round.

When she had recovered from her third orgasm, she placed her hand alongside his face and eased him back. He responded, smiling, his lips wet from licking her, and she rotated her hips, slowly. She rolled over onto her belly, and reaching back, brought his head toward her body. His lips touched her butt and he kissed it, passionately, and his hands held her hips again as he pressed his face between her legs. He slid his hands down her thighs and spread her legs again, pressing lightly against her inner thighs, as his lips and tongue went deeper and deeper, until he was kissing her rear opening. His tongue slid up and down, along the crevice between her legs, and his lips kissed her as his hands gently pushed her legs further apart. Then his hands were on her butt cheeks, and his tongue pressed against her, until the tip of his tongue slipped inside of her. He flicked his tongue quickly over her tight little opening, then pressed the tip of his tongue inside of her again. His cock was incredibly hard as he pushed his tongue deeper and deeper inside of her.

She smiled as she thought about how nice the snow had looked melting on his skin, and she thought about she could make him do anything she wanted him to. She also thought about how hard he probably was right now, while his tongue served her pleasure. She thought about making him come. She thought about any number of things, as she reached back and pressed his head firmly between her legs, knowing how much he loved it when she did that. The fire made a warm, orange glow that danced across their naked bodies, and pleasures found there were enjoyed for hours upon end.
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It was the night of a full moon, and between the moonlight, the clear, starry sky, and the crisp, white snow covering the ground, she could see him clearly, walking a step ahead of her along the trail through the woods. The babbling of a mountain stream accompanied them, but otherwise there was the rarified air of a peaceful, quiet, winter night. Their boots made a soft, crunching sound as they walked, and the silence was not awkward, but rather, it was a contemplative mood that was brought on, and they walked some distance, simply enjoying the evening.

At last, they came to a break in the trees, where a small path led down to the stream. She directed him to turn there, and they stood for a moment, enjoying the sight of the water’s surface, gently burbling, and the various reflections of the moon tumbling along lazily. She turned toward him, and for a moment she said nothing, just looked up and down his all but naked form standing before her. His tanned skin looked darker than it did in daylight, though his pale, rounded rear end appeared ivory in the moonlight.

“After you remove your boots, wade into the middle of the stream, and retrieve a smooth, round pebble for me from the stream’s bed,” Victoria ordered.

His eyes widened, and he gasped as he turned to contemplate the cold, mountain stream. But he was obedient to her in all things, so he bent down to slip off his boots, then gingerly stepped to the edge of the water. He shivered as his feet felt the cold water, and his arms wrapped around his body in a futile effort to ward off the cold. He could see his breath as he exhaled, and it was with resolve that he moved forward into to the icy water. With each step he went deeper, until it was to his knees, then his thighs, and he moaned with the sensation of the water lapping at his cock and balls, until finally he was in up to his waist. At this point, he had reached the middle, and he had to submerge himself almost entirely to retrieve the pebble for her. He did so, and felt around for a rock that felt appropriately rounded by the stream. He found one that felt as smooth as glass, and he picked it up, and made his way back to where she stood on the bank. She was smiling broadly as he emerged from the water, pebble in hand, and the cold night air enveloped his dripping wet body. He held his hand out to her, offering the prize he had found. She accepted it graciously, examined it, then looked at him.

“Why thank you,” she said. “This is very lovely!” She then, unceremoniously, tossed it back into the middle of the stream. “Unfortunately, I have dropped it,” she said ruefully. “Will you retrieve it for me once again?” she asked, with a bright, warm smile on her face.

He took a deep breath.

“Yes,” he replied. “Of course.” He turned to go back into the water, but she stopped him.

“Show me your dick,” she said.

He turned toward her, and she dropped her gaze to look between his legs.

“The water is so cold, it appears to have made your dick very small,” she observed. She made a motion with her hand, and said, “Come here.”

He moved toward her and she slipped her mittens into her pockets, then took his dick in her hands. She peered at him, smiling, as she began to pleasure his cock, feeling it become warm in her palms, then starting to become thicker and harder. When he was half aroused, she slipped down, and sat on her heels as she took his cock in her mouth. She slid her lips back and forth, gently, more of a tease than anything, until he was almost completely hard. She then returned to stand before him, and with a slap on his butt, said, “Now go.” He turned and went back into the stream, and again, experienced all of the sensations as the water rose higher and higher, until he was in up to his waist. He knelt down, and though he had considered the impossibility of his mission, now felt the futility of it as he searched among the rocks, attempting to find the precise stone he had handed to her minutes before. Feeling somewhat guilty, he settled for one that felt equally smooth and perfect in shape, and brought it to her where she stood on the edge of the stream. Again, he handed it to her, as water slowly dripped off of his naked body, and landed in the snow. His body was shivering.

She looked at the pebble he had handed her, and his stomach was turning, assuming that she would make him go back again to continue searching.

“Why, you have done it!” she exclaimed with glee. “You have found the exact same pebble that I lost! The one you found for me in the first place!”

He lowered his gaze, looking forlorn, then shook his head.

“No, I can’t lie to you. It is not the same one. I should go back and look again.”

She smiled broadly and lifted his chin.

“Excellent answer, James,” she said.

She looked into his eyes. She saw adoration. She saw devotion. She saw a man that loved her with a depth of emotion she could not fathom. It frightened her, and it disturbed her. In addition, he his teeth were chattering involuntarily, yet he remained obedient to her. Suddenly her mood changed.

“How are you doing this?” she abruptly asked, sounding impossibly annoyed. “How can you possibly have the stamina to endure me? How can you …” Victoria was at a loss for words, gesturing at the frozen landscape.

James was looking at her with a slight, warm smile on his face. He was almost amused by the question.

“You have never understood,” he responded softly. “I don’t think about myself. I don’t think about the cold. I don’t think about the pain. I don’t endure anything at all. I only think about you. Because, see, you’ve never understood, Victoria. This whole time, I have known exactly what you were doing. You were trying, desperately, to push me away. You thought, you thought that if you just pushed hard enough, if you were cruel enough, demanding enough, that I would just go away. And you could be alone again. Because the more I am with you, the more that you are aware of yourself. I am your mirror. When you see me, you become painfully aware that you, you, Victoria, are in love with me. And that means that you are stuck. You are stuck with yourself, and yourself is stuck with me.”

Victoria stood there, stunned. No one had ever spoken to her that way. No one had ever had the balls to speak to her that way. She had, for as long as she could remember, been so completely dominant, that no one dared say anything approaching the truth to her. And now, she was being deconstructed by a man who stood before her completely naked, and soaking wet, and freezing cold. She didn’t even know how to be angry with him in the moment. Then slowly, gradually, she began to smile. And then she began to laugh. James observed her quietly, curiously.

“Jesus Christ, James” Victoria said at last. “I don’t know if you are right about any of that. But you know what? You know what, James? You might be. You might just possibly be right. And that is the most frightening thing I can think of. So, fuck you and your gorgeous face, and your beautiful cock, and your cute little ass. Because, yeah, I might be in love with you. But that does not, and don’t you think that it does not mean that your fucking ass is not going to get an amazing beating for talking to me this way!”

Her eyes were wild with every emotion, and she had no idea which one of them to express at the moment. James stepped closer to her, and she looked wary, but she remained open to him. He reached his arms out and wrapped his arms around her, and held her tightly. After a moment, she relented, and collapsed into him.

“I know, Victoria.” James said softly, into her ear. “I can accept that.”

“James?”

“Yes?”

“Your body is freezing.”

“Yes.”

“Come inside at once.”

“Yes, Victoria.”

The steam from the shower filled the room, and he appeared to her as in a mist. She took him in her arms, and she could feel that his body was still cold to the touch. She rested her head on his chest. The water poured down over their naked bodies, causing time itself to feel irrelevant.

“ . . . ” Victoria started to say, then silenced herself. She didn’t know what to say to James or how to say it. She knew that whatever she might think to enunciate wouldn’t, couldn’t be equal to the moment. So she remained silent, listening to the soft, warm spray of water. Listening to James’ heartbeat. Trying to quiet her inner thoughts. Trying to make the Victoria she knew just shut up and let go. Trying to stay here, in this moment, with James.
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James and Victoria sat on her balcony, drinking champagne, in a jacuzzi that James had been completely unaware of.

“You had a jacuzzi this whole time? Right here?” James had asked.

“Yes, James. What exactly did you think this big jacuzzi-looking thing was?”

“I have to admit that when I am here, I really have trouble paying attention to anything but you.”

Victoria smiled.

The night air was surprisingly cool. They were immersed in the luxuriously warm water, naked, and it felt as though several months worth of tension and stress were leaving their bodies.

“I would appreciate it if you sat up on the edge here, James.”

Victoria indicated the wooden deck area along the edge of the jacuzzi. James obliged, lifting himself upward, as beads of water slowly dripping down his body. He had spent the day catering to her every whim, waiting upon her hand and foot, as well as kneeling before her, and now, she decided to reward him with a long, slow cock-sucking.

“Ultimately,” she said, “I am going to make you come in my mouth, with a body-shuddering, epic orgasm, but first, I am going to pleasure you for so long that it will almost feel like torture.”

And with that, she began gently stroking his erection delicately with her hand, as took a sip of champagne. She looked upward, and caught sight of him watching her intently. His eyes looked hazy with lust and pleasure. She smiled, and maintained eye contact as she slowly brought her lips back to his cock. She studied the look on his face as she slowly opened her mouth, and let her tongue slide out, serpentine, and gently tease his cock. She squeezed him firmly in her hand, and smiled as she held him between her teeth and gently bit him. He moaned with pleasure as she slowly slid her teeth along the surface of his skin. Then she opened her mouth to him, and took as much of his cock in her mouth as she could. Then she pulled back, sucking in to increase the pressure, and then devoured him again. She fell into a rhythm, sucking his cock as she simultaneously slid her hand up and down his length. When the sounds he was making suggested that he was getting close to coming, she would slow down, and then stop all together, leaving his cock to throb with the intensity of pleasure as she took a sip of champagne. She loved the look of desperation in his eyes, as his cock thrust upward, ridiculously hard, craving her attention. At length, she would settle in between his thighs, and begin to slide her fingertip in circles around the tip of his cock. And finally, take him in her mouth again. She repeated this process several times over the next hour, bringing him to the edge of orgasm, and then pulling back to watch him acknowledge the entirety of her control. When at last she pushed him over the edge, he came in her mouth with an unbelievably intense orgasm. She swallowed him as he came, his back arched, his head thrown back, and wildly animalistic sounds emanating from his throat. When she finished swallowing him, she continued to gently suck his cock as his orgasm subsided. When his dick had become soft, she began to kiss it softly, and give it little licks with her tongue. At last, she guided him down, into the jacuzzi, and let him taste himself on her tongue.

When they had gotten out of the jacuzzi, she had him stand before her. She held out the chastity device, and he assumed the position, with his arms up, hands behind his head, and his legs a shoulder-width apart. She closed the stainless-steel ring around his cock and balls, then slid the metal cage around his cock. She locked the two parts together, then placed the key, which hung from her necklace, around her neck.

“You belong to me, James.”

Victoria looked into his eyes, and saw what she was looking for.

“I know,” James replied.
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