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The Interrogation

“I was really young when I learned that having a pussy meant that I could dominate men,” Lia explained. “Men like you.”

Dylan nodded.

“Well obviously it’s not just your pussy,” he offered. “I think it’s everything about you. It’s the totality of your vision in establishing a female-dominant relationship.”

Lia had Dylan kneeling before her, naked. Seeing a man on his knees before her had been one of her favorite things for as long as she could remember, and it was, without question, her favorite way of interacting with Dylan. Seeing a man kneeling and naked was what she thought of as a “perfect thing.”

“Do you believe in female supremacy?” Lia asked, genuinely curious what Dylan’s answer might be.

“Yes,” he responded.

And then he was silent, just looking at her, appearing as though he was waiting for her next question. What surprised her was not his answer, but the brevity of it. Dylan was, of all the sub-males she had ever known, definitely the most verbose. He rarely gave one-word replies, and it was far more likely that she had to tell him to shut the fuck up than prod him to elaborate. He could talk, and he could bare himself to her, which she really appreciated. Too many men know how to grunt, and not much else. They bored her. Dylan, however, fascinated her.

She met him online, and as she did with all of the men she met that way, she sent him a lengthy questionnaire. His responses were so thorough, so complete, that she had no need to ask follow-up questions. Not that she would ask those questions, she would most likely drop the response in the trash if she felt that the guy was not properly dedicated to revealing information about himself, and didn’t seem to take her questions seriously.

Lia had explained to him that it was extremely unlikely he would succeed in his efforts to meet her. A lot of men made the attempt, but she turned them down, almost without exception. Her original plan was to only entertain the possibility of establishing any kind of a relationship with a man who met and exceeded all of her demands, and went above and beyond to impress her. Her process involved a questionnaire, the first part of which consisted of basic questions. It asked for the applicant’s name, relationship status, occupation, etc.; a comprehensive list of body measurements; general interests, sexual and otherwise; and then twenty-three questions that couldn’t really be answered with a “yes” or “no.” They required the applicant to really think, and provide details. Questions like “What does submission mean to you?” were specifically designed to make the applicant be vulnerable and honest with her about what they have to offer her. She found Dylan’s answers to be unique, in that he clearly had put a lot of time and thought into his response.

Dylan was exceptionally good-looking by her estimation. Not in an obvious way, and not in a traditional way, she thought, but in an intriguing, and unique sort of way. She couldn’t compare him to anyone famous, like how people say, he looks like so-and-so, the famous actor. Dylan just looked like Dylan. And his body was nice as well, but again, not in a male stripper kind of way, or like a male model, rather he just looked sexy. Sexy in a way that is hard to describe since it is so entirely unique to him. He had a certain self-confidence, which she liked. He was one of those confident submissive males that she loved to play with.

It was a Saturday afternoon, and it was raining outside. It had done so all day, so Lia felt it was a perfect time to have Dylan kneeling before her for an interrogation, which is how she referred to any such conversation with a male submissive.

“Do you think that all females are superior?” Lia asked.

He thought for a moment.

“I guess that I think that all females can be superior. I sort of think of this question in reverse. Females start out in this position where they have this natural superiority, and then it is up to them what they can do with it. It’s theirs to lose, you know what I mean? I think a lot, or some, women can lose this position of superiority by thinking that they need to be subjugated by men.”

“I do know what you mean,” Lia interjected. “ In a way, they validate men behaving badly by thinking that is the template for being successful.”

Lia though for a moment.

“OK, so do you think that men are inferior?”

“Well, no, not really. Again, they certainly can be. Ironically, it’s by acting like they are these really superior super-beings, like everyone should fear and respect them. I mean, mostly they act that way because they are actually afraid. Like small-man syndrome, you know? They’re over-compensating. Yeah, so I think men are not naturally inferior, but so many of them choose to act that way. They are the ones who most need a woman to help correct their behavior, but they are simultaneously the ones who would be most resistant to that idea. They need to have this illusion that they are big, tough men all the time.”

“Oh God, I know. Small men who try to act big when in fact they are just scared little boys. Most of the problems in the world can be traced to them,” Lia mused.

She had a faraway look, as she fell silent for a moment. Then her head swiveled back to focus on Dylan.

“Tell me about the first time you were dominated by a woman,” she said. “Tell me how you came to learn to submit.”

Dylan thought for a moment.

“Won’t it make you feel jealous to hear stories about other women?” he asked.

Lia laughed.

“If I thought for a moment that I had anything to be concerned about as far as you and other women, then I would not be the extraordinarily dominant woman that I am. Don’t worry, Dylan, I like hearing stories about other women before me. It generally reminds me of what is so unique about myself.

“OK,” he began, “but I have to tell you that this story is not going to go how you think it’s going to go. It is unusual, I think, so you will need to be patient. I apologize for that. But I think that it’s interesting, because it is not what you might expect.”

“I am so expecting what I don’t expect,” Lia replied with a smile.


Paperboy

“I met Aria in the autumn of my senior year of high school. Which isn't entirely true, since I had known her since the fifth grade, but she was never in any of my classes, so I never got to really know her. And the thing was, she was really intimidating. In high school, there were basically two groups of girls. There were the popular girls, who were usually the cheerleaders, the classically pretty girls who thought they ran the school. They were vapid, shallow, and in hindsight, they were the most boring. After high school they married the football players, bought a house in the neighborhood they grew up in, and had two children. They gained a lot of weight and got their hair styled in what I call a “mom-cut.” Basically it made their heads look like weird little mushrooms. And around about this time their husbands would realize that they kind of stopped being pretty somewhere in high school, and no one had really noticed. And then their husbands, being wholly unoriginal in everything they did, would start sleeping with one of the young girls at their workplace.

And then there was the other group of girls. The ones that had taken a good look at this system of “popularity,” and realized through some wisdom that was beyond their years, that they weren’t having any of it. They didn’t fit neatly in any category because they didn’t have to. They weren’t dependent on maintaining a social rank, and were free to be true to themselves. And of these girls, Aria was hands-down the prettiest. She dyed her hair platinum blonde, and she’d wear things like knee-high leather boots with a really short skirt. Everything she wore fit her body really well. You could not miss noticing her if she walked into a room.

My older brother had some old copies of Playboy magazine, and I had seen the women pictured there, and I had simultaneously learned that women felt that the way the magazine presented women was really unrealistic. Their measurements were listed in the magazine, and they were always like 36-24-36, with a C-cup. But then I encountered Aria, and I realized that she looked exactly like that. Those were her measurements, which gave her an hourglass figure. Her hips swung when she walked. She was just so cool.

I was at a party around that time, which was at this kid’s house that did not have a lot of adult supervision. Let me revise that. It had absolutely no adult supervision. The house was on the edge of what was essentially farmland, so it was hard to tell if it was just outside of the suburbs or if it was actually a farm. They would have bonfires, loud music, and underage drinking, so needless to say, these parties were well-attended. I was just kind of hanging out, doing whatever, when I turned to see that Aria was standing right next to me. It was really hard not to jump back. As I said, she was intimidating. She started talking to me, and I can’t tell you a single thing that we talked about. I was just really impressed with myself that Aria was talking to me at this party. Apparently, however, she was able to glean a lot of information from me. I couldn’t help but feel like she had hypnotized me, or something. She asked a lot of questions, and I was just in a daze, telling her everything she wanted to know. It seemed harmless at the time, and I had no idea that this event would affect my life so deeply.

I had a paper route at this time, which meant that my alarm was set for five am every morning, seven days a week. I know that sounds kind of ancient, but it really wasn’t that long ago that people still got the morning newspaper. I think that I was one of the last to have this job as a kid. Anyway, I had been the paperboy in my neighborhood for all four years of high school, and I had become accustomed to this discipline of waking up every morning, in the cold, black, streetlight-lit pre-morning. At the time, I thought it sucked in the way that teenagers think everything sucks. But it was also kind of meditative. I had this time to myself, and I could just zone out and think about all the stuff that was happening at that time in my life. Now, I actually have really fond memories of this time.

It was a few days after I talked with Aria at the party, and I was finishing up my paper route one morning, when I noticed a car sitting in front of my house that hadn’t been there before. When I got closer, I could see that it was Aria. She was just sitting in her car, watching me. It was actually kind of creepy the way that she was staring at me, but she smiled when I waved to her. I walked up to her car and she had the window rolled down. I asked her what’s up, and she told me to come get in her car and she would drive me to school. I replied that it was too early for that, since it was around six in the morning. She just shrugged, and said that we could go hang out at her house for a while. So I went in and changed into the clothes I was going to wear to school that day, got all my homework and stuff in my backpack and went out and got in her car. My parents weren’t even awake yet, so I had left a note saying that I had some early morning thing at school. I don’t even remember what I said in the note, but it seemed plausible, so it was never questioned. Aria drove me over to her house, which was like a fifteen-minute drive. I was practically vibrating to be so close to her. She had this personal magnetism which was irresistible. We entered her house, which we had to ourselves since she was the youngest of four children and she had a single father who went to work really early in the morning. We went into her room, and first we just sat and talked. She sat on an armchair, and I sat on the edge of her bed. She was looking at me in this way that was really unnerving, like she was working out a plan. Which was exactly what she was doing.

“Have you ever gone down on a girl?” she asked.

I thought about lying. I thought about bragging. And then I realized that it would be more embarrassing to try and pretend, since I knew there was no way that I was going to be convincing.  So I told her the truth.

“No, I haven’t,” I admitted. “I’ve never …” and I just trailed off, too embarrassed to say it out loud. It turned out that honesty was the correct approach.

“I admire your honesty,” she replied. “I am a virgin as well.”

I was really surprised to hear her say it, since I figured she would be able to have pretty much any guy she wanted do anything she wanted. I guess that she was actually doing exactly that.

“But I’m really curious about what it feels like to have a guy go down on me,” she said.

This is the point where I had an erection in my pants that was almost painful. I was wearing a pair of jeans that didn’t allow much room for me to be that hard. I was nervous about how to reply to what she had said. I knew that she could tell the state of arousal I was experiencing.

“I was thinking that you might want to show me what that’s like,” she said, since she was growing bolder as she went on, and she could see the effect it was having on me.

“OK,” I said, or something equally stupid. “What should I …” I began, but I had no idea how to say what I wanted to say next.

“Stand up,” she said, and she looked at me expectantly.

She knew what she was doing, and she knew what she was going to see when I stood up. So I got to my feet, and she openly stared at the impression I was making along the front of my pants.

“That looks like it would hurt, because it’s so tight. Why don’t you take off your pants?” she suggested.

I swallowed hard. I stepped out of my shoes and took off my pants, and then stood there like an idiot.

“Keep going,” she said softly.

I slid my underwear off, and slipped off my socks at the same time, since I thought that being mostly naked with socks on would be embarrassing. Then I took my shirt off, and when I looked at Aria, she was staring at my erection. I stood there completely naked, not knowing what to do next. I had never been completely naked in front of a girl, and it was incredibly intimidating. I realized that she had this tremendous power over me in that moment. I was subject to her scrutiny, and my erection let her know that I was hers to do with as she pleased.

“Come here,” she said.

I took a few steps forward and stood directly in front of her.

“Down here,” she said, gesturing with her finger.

I knelt down before her. She was sitting on the armchair with one leg over one of the arms of the chair and she was leaning back. She was wearing a short skirt, and I noticed that she was not wearing underwear. I was mesmerized. I had never seen a real girl, real naked. Of course, she wasn’t actually naked, just her pussy was exposed to me, but that was more naked than I had ever seen before.

“Come here,” she repeated, and gestured for me to place my head between her thighs.

I would like to mention at this point that she had a spectacular pussy. Just beautiful, and really sexy. The scent of her was entirely new to me, and it was an aphrodisiac. I began to lick her, trying to remember everything I had ever read about how to do that. I am sure that my lack of experience showed, but I don’t think that she particularly minded. I got the idea that it was just the fact that I was doing what I was doing, and I was doing it because she asked me to. And that I had agreed to be completely naked while doing it. It may have been that she was also thinking about the fact that she had no intention of doing anything to me. I didn’t have my clothes off because we were going to have sex, at least not that kind of sex, I had them off because she wanted me to be that way. I think she liked the control it gave her, that she was mostly dressed, and I was entirely not, but I think she also wanted to see my desire for her. That was part of it for her, which she admitted to me later at some point. She loved the fact that boys can’t hide it when they are turned on. My arousal was a really important part of our interaction for her. And later I would realize that denial was part of it for her as well. The recognition that I was turned on by her, that I wanted her, and her power to control the situation and ultimately deny my release.

I wouldn’t have been able to tell at the time if I made her come or not. It seemed like she had me lick her pussy for a long time, not that I minded, but then at some point she just kind of pulled me away from her. She was smiling at me, but it was an expression I had never seen before. She looked victorious. She looked like she had won something. She kind of straightened herself up and said that we had to get going, so I put my clothes back on. I was still hard.

After that, she would just show up in the morning, once or twice a week, sometimes more, and pick me up in her car and drive me to her house. We were always alone, and she would have me take off my clothes and lick her pussy. It was like that for about a year. In the beginning, I would ask her if we could do more, and if she wanted to do something to me, but she would say no. She wasn’t ready to, she would say, or she would ask why I couldn’t be satisfied with what we were doing.

There was a point where the denial thing took on a new aspect. In a moment of weakness, of desperation, I asked if I could just masturbate. She thought about it for a moment.

“Beg me,” she said.

I was on my knees before her, as I always was, and she was sitting on the edge of her bed. I started begging her to let me play with myself. I told her how beautiful she was, how much I adored her, how I would do absolutely anything for her, how hard it made me just to think about her, and a lot of other stuff like that.

“No,” she said at last, and flashed me this brilliant smile. She kissed me, and it was this really hot, sexy kiss, but that was it.

No, she wasn’t going to let me, because denying me was so much more of a turn-on for her.

“I wonder if you can do that with your hands tied behind your back?” she said a few weeks later.

She actually had a pair of handcuffs, which she basically presented as a challenge. She wanted to experience what that would look and feel like, so she put the handcuffs on me and had me lick her pussy like that. Afterward, she asked if I wanted to beg her to let me come, and it seemed like the bondage made it hotter for her. I obviously couldn’t masturbate wearing handcuffs, so I was really dependent on her as far as what she would allow me to do. The denial part of what we were doing was becoming more important to her, and she was getting off on it more and more.

What had started with her asking me to beg for her to let me come had developed into something she demanded. I started to get the idea that it turned her on more than when I would lick her pussy. She had me on my knees, my hands in her handcuffs, and she wanted me to ask her different ways, and offer to do things for her. She wanted to know what it would be worth to me. And she wanted me to explain why she turned me on to the point that I was begging her. She began teasing my erection with her foot, in an absent-minded kind of way while I was begging, and she made it a point to let me know that she liked making me desperate. That way, when she ultimately said “No,” it was really devastating to me.

The thing was, though it was driving me crazy to constantly be denied like that, I totally loved what we were doing. I loved going down on her. I thought about it all the time. She told me that she thought I was getting really good at it, and after a while, I knew when she was coming. I could get her there, and I could prolong it, I could make it better. I could make her come multiple times. There were times when we were late for school because she couldn’t stop getting off on what I could do with my tongue. And so it just became the thing that we did, and for the most part, I was satisfied with what I thought of as our sex life.

“OK, I am going to interrupt here,” Lia said. “So she would come and pick you up, take you to her room, have you strip naked, handcuff you, then have you lick her pussy?”

“Yes,” Dylan replied.

“So how do you feel about this now? I mean, looking back at how this relationship went. I roughly did the math in my head, and you essentially spent days licking her pussy. I mean 24-hour days. And she had you do all of that while you were naked and on your knees.”

“Well, I have a lot of respect for her. She definitely knew what she wanted, and she got it. She wanted to have me lick her pussy, and she wanted the feeling of control, having me lick her and make her come while she kept me frustrated.”

“I like it that she had you completely naked every time. It shows that she wanted you to have the proper respect for her authority, and that she wanted you to feel her denial in a much more impactful way. But anyway, I like this girl so far. Continue, please.”

Dylan smiled at Lia’s response, then went back to telling his story.

“Well, then everything changed. She went off to college the next autumn, while I had other commitments that meant that I was going to stay at home and work a couple of jobs for a year. I saw her rarely, and it was really difficult for me. I missed her. I also got the impression that she was not waiting for me, and she was probably having sex with other boys at that point. She never said anything about it, but my suspicions grew to the point of certainty.

I was surprised to run into her again the next year. I had enrolled and been accepted to the same college she went to, so I had anticipated seeing her, but it seemed like all of those mornings spent going down on her in her bedroom were a lifetime ago. I was at one of the bars off-campus when she just walked up to me, seemingly out of nowhere.

“Hey!” she called out.

She was grinning, fixing me with this look that I soon realized was due to the fact that she was a bit drunk. We caught up a little, drank a lot, and like we were under the power of some gravitational pull, ended up back at her place. She had a roommate, (a girl named Anna, which was pronounced On-Ah) but she had her own bedroom. We ended up on her bed, kissing like no time had passed since that year we were together. And maybe it was almost like a nostalgia thing, we ended up doing exactly what we had always done. I took off my clothes, she pulled up her skirt, and I licked her pussy. As always, she was not wearing panties.

The passage of time, the unexpected reunion, and the fact that we were kind of drunk made it incredibly hot. It seemed to go on forever, and when it was over it seemed like it had been just a few minutes. I can’t say that I have ever seen a girl get off on me licking her pussy more than Aria did that night. And though I badly wanted to have sex with her, it actually would have spoiled the moment for us, in that reliving the moments we’d had the previous year meant that I was going to be denied. I wouldn’t have had it any other way.

I hoped that we might pick up where we left off, and resume the relationship we’d had in high school, but instead I ended up seeing her sporadically. She would just kind of show up, and we would end up back at her place, and I would lick her pussy. There was a bit more variation, in that we were older, and had more time to do as we pleased. There were a few occasions where she had me go down on her for what I thought of as a marathon session. I would make her come, then start kissing her everywhere but her pussy, and then slowly, slowly start licking her toward another orgasm, making it take as long as possible. These were in the afternoon, and it would be getting dark before she would explain that she had some other obligation, so we had to stop.

Then there was a weird thing that happened. She had been doing a lot of coursework in the art department. She was taking photography classes, shooting film, painting, and stuff like that. She called me up one day and asked if I would help her with a photography assignment she was doing. I was happy to help, so she arranged a time and a date.

Let me explain. The college had this system of airducts that ran underneath all of the main buildings. It was some ancient system of moderating the temperature in all of the buildings, and though everyone knew about them, they were off-limits, and they were locked. Except a girl like Aria doesn’t recognize the phrase off-limits. She had somehow managed to find a way in. I met up with her and was surprised to see that she had this other guy with her, someone named Aaron.

“Hey, cool, thank you,” Aria said. “I’ve got flashlights, and I’ve got a camera, and I’ve got you two guys, so I think we’re ready.”

We entered the physics building, went down to the basement, and found a door at the end of a deserted hallway. She pulled out a key and looked around before she unlocked the door.

“Shhh,” she whispered as she held the door open for us.

“Do you think we’ll get in trouble if anyone sees us?” I whispered back.

“Yeah, if they see a girl taking pictures of two naked guys, I think we might be in a bit of trouble,” she replied, laughing quietly.

I was startled by what she had said, not because it was unlike her, but because she hadn’t bothered telling me what we were going to do. The guy named Aaron didn’t seem surprised, and I wondered if he had already known what was going to happen. I kind of got the sense that maybe Aria had had sex with Aaron.

We got the flashlights out and followed Aria. She must have checked the place out beforehand, since she seemed to know where she was going. It was really a spooky looking place, with old pipes and cobwebs, and there was a ghostly sound from the air moving through the place. We came to a large, circular room, which was empty, and had a few different tunnels leading away from it in different directions. The tunnels were pitch black, but this central, circular area, like a silo, had opening in the top that let in light. It was nighttime, so it was still pretty dim, but it was enough to see what we were doing. Aaron just started taking off his clothes, so I turned to Aria.

“Should I take off my clothes as well?” I asked.

“Yeah, but leave them over to the side,” she said, indicating the tunnel we had used to come to this place.

When we were both naked, Aria used her flashlight directed at us, and told us to act like we were surprised. Apparently, she wanted to create the effect that the photographer had “discovered” the two of us naked. As she took more photos, she wanted us to be in more and more intimate poses, like we had been interrupted while doing something with each other. Toward that end, she encouraged us to make our dicks hard. I felt a little awkward about interacting with Aaron, but thankfully she didn’t really stress that part of it. It was supposed to look more suggestive than anything else.

After an hour or so, we put our clothes back on, and went back out the way that we came in. It would be a few months until I finally saw the finished result of the photoshoot. In the meantime, I thought about her a lot, and I would call her, generally getting her voicemail. I left a few messages, but after that I would just hang up. I sent email, and a text of two, but it didn’t seem to make a difference. Ultimately, she would just suddenly show up, like when I heard a knock on my door one night just a minute or two after I had gone to bed. I answered the door out of curiosity, and I was surprised to see her at my door. She walked in, and within moments she was straddling my face on the floor. And half an hour later she was gone.

Some months later, I was at a party at her house, and I noticed that she had framed and mounted one of the photos from that photoshoot on the wall. It really did look like the photographer had surprised us doing something intimate, and interrupting us with a flashlight illuminating our bodies. I had conflicting emotions about the photo, since it turned me on to be exposed like that, but it was kind of humiliating at the same time. The photo definitely suggested that there was something sexual going on between me and Aaron, and we were both really naked in the photo. I mean, she picked a shot where you could see everything.

A couple of months later, Aria called me and told me she had written a script for a movie, which really surprised me. She asked me if I would be willing to be in it, telling me that I would be perfect for the part.

“What is it, exactly?” I asked. I should have known.

“It’s an erotic revenge horror film,” she said, as though everyone knew what that was.

I asked her a number of additional questions, and I even asked if I could read the script, but she was very secretive about the whole thing. 

“It will be a lot easier for you if you find out as we go along,” she claimed.

She explained that since I’m not an actor, it would be difficult for me to react in a genuine way if I know the whole script, so she told me to trust her.

“Don’t worry,” she said. “You’ll be amazing. It’s really good, I think. Anna is going to be in it, and she read it and she thinks it’s brilliant. So trust me.”

So I told her that I would do it. She had this way of talking me into whatever it was that she wanted me to do, and I couldn’t really say no to her anyway.

The following weekend I helped her, her roommate Anna, and a guy I had never met before named Matt, as they filmed a scene. It was going to be the first scene in the movie, and it felt kind of exciting for me since I had never done anything like that. It didn’t impress me any less that we were using inexpensive cameras borrowed from the college AV department. We shot it just after sunset, and the light was really perfect. We were shooting Anna crossing a bridge over the river. It was a pedestrian bridge, and we lucked out that not a lot of people were around, which allowed the camera to focus on Anna. She was wearing a short black dress and high heels, like she had just been out to dinner or something, and she was walking alone. It was more work than I might have thought to shoot this one little sequence, and when it was too dark to film any more, we all went back to Aria and Anna’s apartment to look at what we had shot. They were all really happy with the way that it looked, and I was impressed. It kind of looked like we were shooting a real movie, I thought. I was hoping to end up with Aria that night, but that didn’t happen. Instead, I ended up going home alone, with a plan to meet up the next night to film what they were calling “The attack.” Aria asked me if I had a denim jacket, and I had to laugh, a bit embarrassed when I said that I did. She told me to bring it for my costume, which was something I hadn’t even thought about.

“What else should I wear?” I asked.

“Just the denim jacket and a pair of jeans, and whatever shoes you want,” she replied.

“What do I wear under the jacket, like a T-shirt or something?”

“No, don’t wear anything under the jacket.”

“And no underwear?” I joked.

She looked at me silently for a moment.

“No underwear,” she replied.

I suddenly got the idea that the second night of filming was going to be different than the first. I met up with Aria, Anna, and Matt the next night in an alleyway between two buildings, in an area of town near the train tracks. I was wearing the denim jacket like Aria had said, with nothing on underneath.

“So when Anna comes around this corner here, it will link up to the scene where she is walking across the bridge,” Aria explained.

This was hard for me to imagine, since we were located about a ten-minute walk from the bridge, but then I realized that the audience wouldn’t know that.

“Dylan, you’ll be standing in this doorway,” she explained, indicating a recessed area where I would be hidden from Anna as she walked past me. “When Anna reaches this point, you’ll lurch out and grab her, OK?”

We shot the first take, and when I reached out and grabbed Anna, Aria started laughing.

“Cut!” she called out to Matt, who was operating the camera. “Holy shit, Dylan, that was the most pussy-ass grab I’ve ever seen.”

“Well I didn’t want to hurt her!” I protested.

“Thank you, Dylan,” Anna said. “But you’re going to need to be a little more physical. The audience needs to believe that you are really attacking me. Don’t worry, I won’t break.”

Anna looked like she actually would break. She was really petite, really tiny, and I was worried about hurting her. She was like those women you see who are supposed to be like a nerdy librarian, or something, and then at some point she takes off her glasses and everyone says “Wow, you’re beautiful!” but it’s stupid, because we could see that she was beautiful the whole time. Anna looked exactly like that, only she really did wear glasses, and she really was bookish and nerdy.

The solution we came up with was not so much for me to look like I am hurting her, but to actually pick her up. So we tried it again, where I just lurched out, threw my arms around her, and pulled her off her feet. I wasn’t sure what to do next, so we filmed it again, this time with me spinning around and making off with her completely under my power. Apparently, Aria was satisfied with that, so we moved into the interior location.

There was an industrial building that had an entrance farther down the alleyway, and apparently Matt knew someone who worked there, so he had a key. I could kind of tell by how everyone was a bit on edge that we were not really supposed to be there, and definitely not doing what we were doing, but we were going to try and get away with it anyway. We set up inside the interior space, which looked like a place where they would machine metal parts or something like that. The place smelled like machine oil. It was dark and kind of creepy at night, but we located all of the lights mounted at all of the workstations, which made it no less creepy, but at least we could see.

Aria told me to repeat the action I was doing with Anna, so that I would start out carrying her in like I had been doing. Then I was supposed to put her down on this mattress pad she had found, which was kind of inexplicable I thought. Why would there be a mattress pad in the middle of the floor in this empty workplace at night? But I went along with it.

When Aria was happy with the shot of me bringing her in, with Anna screaming the whole time, we moved on. This was the point where Aria came to me and explained, for the first time, what exactly I was going to be doing in this film. She explained that my character was going to physically attack Anna’s character, and we were going to make it look like I was basically raping her.”

“Wait, what? OK, hold on, Dylan,” Lia asked. “I’m sorry to break in and interrupt this story, but I really need some clarification on what you just said. So she wanted you to film, like what, a rape scene?”

“Yeah. I’m trying to tell the story in sequence of what happened, but if I jump ahead a little bit, then I can tell you that the story Aria had written was this revenge fantasy thing. And what was supposed to happen was that my character is supposed to be a rapist, and then the girl that gets attacked, Anna’s character, gets revenge. Don’t worry, we faked all of the scenes where I am supposedly attacking her. But yeah, it was actually kind of intense. It was only really because Aria had written the story, and Anna was OK with it, that I agreed to keep working on the film.”

“All right, so, sorry to interrupt. Please go back to this “revenge fantasy movie,” or whatever this is exactly,” Lia implored him.

“Right. Anyway, now I have Anna on this mattress pad, and Aria wants me to get her on her hands and knees. Then I was supposed to take off my jacket, pull my pants down in front, and grab Anna’s panties and pull them down. She was wearing a leotard, or a one-piece bathing suit or something, with a pair of panties over that, so from the point of view of the camera, it looked like I was exposing her to me. The camera never came around to show her from behind, but it did show me from the front. It would occur to me over the course of the evening that Aria was actually shooting it in a way that instead of objectifying the female in the scene, she was objectifying the attacker. She made it clear that she wanted to see me full frontal, erect, and then I was to pretend to violate Anna. It was way more difficult than it sounds, in part because she wanted us to act as well. I had to act like I was this terrible person, and Anna had to act like she was desperate to get away from me. So when we finished shooting the scenes of me attacking her, Aria took the camera from Matt, since he was playing a character in the film as well.

I had noticed when Matt showed up that evening, that he was dressed like a security guard, but I didn’t pay a lot of attention to how he was dressed. Matt was fairly quiet, so I hadn’t really registered him until this point, I just thought of him as the guy with the camera. Now he sort of came to life, since he was in character. He came in, and saw what was happening, and the audience was supposed to think he would do the right thing. Anna’s character looks really relieved, but then I was supposed to put my hand on her neck and pull her up, and grab her face.

“You don’t want to miss an opportunity to fuck a mouth like this, do you?” was the line of dialogue that I was supposed to say. I remember it now because I had to say it like a dozen times. It was really difficult to make it not sound really campy, because I couldn’t relate to how loathsome my character was supposed to be.

The security guard, to Anna’s horror, decides not to save her, but to take part in the attack. I recall thinking that Aria was pretty messed up for having written that part. What I would come to understand later, is that she realized that the more horrible she made the two male characters, the more the audience would think they deserve what happens to them.

When we got done shooting that night, Matt packed up the camera equipment and left with Anna. Aria stayed behind, and she had that look on her face. The look that meant that she was moments away from having my face between her thighs. Which she was. She climbed on top of me, on the mattress pad, and she straddled my face in reverse. Not wearing panties had apparently become a habit, in spite of the fact that she also in the habit of wearing really short skirts and dresses. She had my pants pulled down in the same way as my character in the film, but aside from leaning on me, with her hands on my hips, she left me completely hard and desperate.

I didn’t hear from Aria for a couple of weeks, and I had to wonder if they had lost momentum or if they had abandoned the project all together. As it turned out, they were just filming other scenes and getting ready to do the next part after that. In the story, Anna’s character goes home after the attack and confides in her friend, who was being played by Aria. In the script, Aria’s character is this total badass, and when Anna tells her that she was attacked and she wants to go to the police, Aria’s character convinces her not to.

“You don’t want to do that. Your life will become a nightmare,” Aria’s character says. “there’ll be a trial, and what if he gets a slap on the wrist, or worse, if he gets off?”

I remember the dialogue in the film because it was so weird to see people I know pretending to be other people. The decision that the two female characters make is to take the law into their own hands, essentially, so they go looking for me and the security guard.

A couple of weeks after we shot the scene where I attack Anna, Aria gave me a call. She needed me to show up in the morning on a Saturday, and they had a plan to get a lot of scenes shot. The first scene they shot with me was one where I was lying down in the back of a car. The idea was that they had found my character and over-powered him (they had a plastic gun that actually looked real on camera). I was wearing a blindfold, my hands were cuffed behind my back, and my mouth was gagged. I recognized the handcuffs, as they were the same ones she used to have me wear when I was going down on her. The mouth gag was a strip of material torn from a black T-shirt, and Aria had put a pair of panties in my mouth. She said something about the “realism” of the scene, how the two characters would have used what was on hand. I was mostly surprised that Aria had a pair of panties since she didn’t seem to wear them anymore. Anna was driving, while Aria held the camera. It was actually kind of terrifying to be in that position, even though it was just pretend.

We ended up at this farmhouse at the edge of a large wooded area. Aria mentioned something about a friend of hers who owned the house, or maybe she just rented it, I can’t remember. We shot a scene of my character being taken out of the car and brought into the house that they ended up not using. After that, we took a break so that we could carry equipment into the house. Matt had shown up to help, though his character was not going to be in the film for a while. We took everything downstairs into the basement, which was apparently where we were going to film a lot of the film. The house was probably about one hundred years old, and the basement looked like it. There was a creaky staircase that led down to a rather spacious, subterranean area that looked, well, haunted. There were exposed rafters, exposed pipes, and support beams throughout. There were small windows high on the wall, and small shafts of light served to just make the place more gloomy, more forlorn. They had installed some hardware, including ropes, pulleys, and padlocked chains throughout the place.

The first scene they wanted to shoot was really intimidating for me. I think that is why they wanted to shoot it as soon as we set everything up in the basement. I was still blindfolded and gagged, but now my hands were tied to rope and pulled up above my head, and my ankles were tied to ropes that were secured to two support beams on either side of me, spreading my legs apart. Aside from that, I was completely naked. When Aria had me take off the clothes I was wearing, she said something like “So much for that,” which I later realized was due to the fact that my character would not be wearing anything for the rest of the film.

Once they had me tied up like this, it struck me that even though we were just making a movie, I was tied up for real. They had pulled the rope that tied my hands through a pulley overhead until I was practically standing on my toes, then tied my ankles farther apart than was comfortable, so not only was I completely exposed, I was in a very vulnerable position as well. I had no way to get out of the position I was in. The first scene we shot was Aria taking the blindfold off, while Anna stood in front of me. I had been so distracted by everything that was going on, that it wasn’t until we shot this scene that it occurred to me that I was completely naked in front of Anna. She had never seen me that way, and when I suddenly saw her standing in front of me, it was really intimidating. Which fit the scene, since that is the moment my character realizes how fucked he is. The woman he attacked now has him at her mercy. Because I was already tied up in this way, we tried to shoot all of the scenes where I was in this position. There were too many, however, so I was tied up again for two additional days of shooting.

After the initial “reveal,” where they take the blindfold off, there was a kind of tricky and really terrifying sequence where Aria used a baseball bat. The idea was that she was psychologically torturing me by threatening to use the bat to hit me in the balls. The scenes we shot in the basement often didn’t require a lot of acting, since I was genuinely afraid of what might happen. They employed a “special effect,” which involved a baseball bat they had made out of Styrofoam and painted to look like the real one. Even though it was lightweight material, it still actually hurt, and it broke the first time Aria swung it between my legs. In the film, they just cut to a reaction shot the moment it broke, and it ended up looking pretty convincing. Brutal and terrifying, but convincing. They also put the camera on a tripod, and just left it recording while everyone else took a break. They wanted to capture the totality of my character’s degradation by showing that he was tied up that way for long periods of time.

We had to return to his scene on two other days, because an element in the script was that Aria’s character takes a photo of me and makes a bunch of photocopies, stapling them up everywhere with the words “Do you know this man?” The idea was that they assumed that my character had attacked other women as well, and they want to find those women. For this part, they recruited a couple of their friends to play the other victims, who show up to take part in the torture of their attacker. I asked Aria if this wasn’t kind of unrealistic, thinking that if my character had attacked them sexually, would they want to have to see him naked? I didn’t think so, but Aria waved my concerns aside.

“It’s just a movie,” she said. “It’s more fun this way.”

It was a Sunday afternoon, and a woman I recognized from one of my classes showed up at the filming location. Her name was Julia. She was a very pretty girl, and she was very curvy. She had mentioned that she had been called “fat” more than once in her life, which I think was really unfair to her. After she was introduced to me, she stated that we already knew each other. I felt myself blushing with the embarrassment of it. I had argued with her in class one day, and it got a bit heated. She decided that she did not like me, and I got the idea that she came to the conclusion that I did not respect women. I’d tried to correct that assumption on her part, but it seemed like everything I said just made it worse. She had agreed to take part in the film, knowing that I was involved, and knowing what was going to happen in the scene. I was nervous.

I took off my clothes, and then Aria got me tied up for the scene. The camera was set up. Then Julia and Aria had a discussion about how the sequence of shots would play out. They stood in front of me and talked openly about how Julia would come in, address me, deliver a monologue about what garbage she thought I was and how I deserved what was coming to me. Then she would kick me in the balls. There was a lot of discussion about how that would be achieved, but ultimately, she ended up simply kicking me in the balls for real. She really seemed to enjoy the verbal abuse at the beginning, and she even started improvising, doing her best to humiliate me. Since we only had one camera, each angle had to be shot separately, which meant that she repeated her scenes a few times.

At this point, I could tell you a lot of other things we shot, but it gets a little tedious. As I mentioned, I learned that a lot of work goes into making a movie. I will mention one of the more notable things that happened, which was a scene where they were supposed to whip me with a wire hanger. In spite of the fact that they did it with makeup, for the most part, I ended up with more than a few real marks which were the result of trying to make it look like they were really hitting me.

The following weekend we wrapped up all the scenes with me tied standing up, and now I was sitting on the floor, my bare butt on the concrete, with my hands cuffed to the plumbing pipes against one wall of the basement. I have to mention the most hilarious prop we used in the film at this point. I mentioned the Styrofoam bat, but there was another baseball bat that was modified in a way that was actually kind of ingenious. Aria had a friend of hers put the bat on a wood-turning lathe, and reshape the end of it. It basically looked like a regular bat, but one end of it had a phallic shape closer in size to a broom handle.

Aria placed a condom on the end of it, and with my ass really well-lubricated, we shot a scene where it looks like she is shoving a baseball bat up my ass. Even though it had been modified, it still felt really huge, and again, I didn’t need a lot of acting skill to shoot the scene.

Then we started to pick up the pace of filming, and we started shooting my “escape” scene. Aria and Anna’s characters leave me alone, tied up in the basement, and I don’t even remember now how my character worked out how to get free, but I do remember that my hands were still handcuffed behind my back. I dragged a chair over to the basement window, climbed up, and used my mouth to release the latch. I can still taste the metal handle I had to manipulate to open the window. I climbed up on the back of the chair and got my upper body out through the window. It was torturous dragging myself over the metal window frame, but eventually I was able to wriggle out. Once I had gotten myself outside, I was to go into the woods, trying to find my way to freedom, even though my character had no idea where he was. We spent an entire day shooting this scene where I was walking through the woods, handcuffed and naked. Apparently, this part was really important to Aria. I had makeup on my body to show that I had suffered all of this abuse, and so I was supposed to walk like I was hurt. Again, I was barefoot in the woods, so it didn’t require a lot of acting. I was pretty scratched up by the end of the day of filming.

One of the scenes that came out really well was when Matt putt on waders so that he could stand in the creek holding the camera. My character sees the creek, and he is really thirsty, so he goes down to the edge and bends down to get a drink. While he is doing that, the camera is right on him, showing that he doesn’t see Aria and Anna show up behind him. This looked really cinematic, I thought, and it’s kind of scary how they just show up behind him to re-capture him. They bring me back to the house, and the reason why my character was left alone in the house is explained, because now they have captured Matt, by which I mean the security guard. They have him tied up and naked in the basement, and it was suddenly a whole new situation, since I was now going to be in scenes with another naked man. They had already shot some footage of him being tied up and tortured, so the first scene they shot with the both of us was where Matt is forced to suck my cock. It had become apparent to me that Matt was gay, so it was a little bit less awkward for him than it was for me. The concept in the film is that the two women force the two men to do to each other what they did to Anna, so we filmed a scene where it looks like Matt is fucking me in the ass. Thankfully, we faked it, but it still meant that we were in really close contact.

The day that we shot those scenes, Aria was really excited. I think she liked having me interact with Matt, specifically because she knows I am straight. That night, after we finished shooting for the day, she didn’t even wait for everyone to leave before she had me kneeling on the floor in front of her, still naked from the day of filming, and she had me lick her pussy. She was leaning back against the wall, and she pulled my head up underneath her skirt, and though she was always really wet, I could tell she was more turned on than she usually was. I had bruises on my knees the next day.

The final day of shooting on the movie was one of the most terrifying things we did. Not as far as the danger to us, but the psychological terror was pretty heavy. Matt and I were sitting on the gravel driveway out in front of the house with our hands handcuffed behind our back. There was rope tied around our balls, and then what looked like over a hundred feet of rope in big coils on the ground. They made it look like the rope was tied to the bumper of the car we were using, but the rope was not actually connected. In the movie, Aria and Anna are laughing, victorious, and they wave goodbye to us as they get into the car. They start up the engine and drive off, the implication obvious that at some point the coil of rope will run out and draw tight. The last scene of the movie is just a shot of the two girls driving in the car, laughing and happy that their plan worked out. It helped Matt and I psychologically that we shot that scene with the two of us in the back seat of the car, fully dressed. The audience doesn’t know that, of course, they imagine that we are still sitting naked in the gravel, about to be castrated for our crimes.

So then, finally, one of the last times I saw Aria was at what she called a wrap party, but it was also a premiere. This is where the cast and crew of the film get together to celebrate having finished the project, but also show it to its first audience. This was a little over a month since we had finished shooting. Apparently, they had been editing it the whole time, and we pretty much shot in sequence, so it didn’t take long to finish it. Also, we didn’t have any special effects, and it was really just a video rather than some big Hollywood production. It didn’t even have titles, since none of us really knew how to do that.

The party was at the house Aria was living in at that time. She had cleared the living room and set up chairs, and she had a large television at one end. There were about twenty people there, including everyone who worked on the film and some of their friends, some of whom I had never met before. It started out as a regular party, and we all had a couple of drinks before the movie started. Everyone was pretty enthusiastic about seeing it, since they had heard about it and they were really curious to see what we had been working on.

The film started with the scene of Anna walking across the bridge, and I could feel a change in the energy of the room. It suddenly looked like this was a real movie. Anna looked so vulnerable and alone, and when my character suddenly grabs her, the audience reacted with surprise. I had not seen anything else in the movie, so I was as surprised as everyone else when, during the attack, I am almost completely exposed. There was another change to the energy of the room. Though everyone knew there would be nudity, it was now apparent that this was going to be a lot closer to pornography. Then we get to the scene where I am tied up and completely naked, and the audience responded enthusiastically because I was the villain. They had completely bought the setup in the beginning, so they were now really looking forward to watching my character get tortured. They were not disappointed, and they reacted positively to every painful and humiliating thing my character goes through, right up to the end, where they were as joyfully vindictive as the two female characters as they drive off in the car.

When the lights came up, everyone applauded, saying they were surprised that the movie had been better than they thought it might be. Granted, this was a select group of individuals, and they were not bothered by the pornographic elements. And since they hated my character and Matt’s character, they really enjoyed watching the two women get their revenge. They were really enthusiastic about all of the scenes where Matt and I are being tortured. And, as you can probably guess, Aria took me to her bedroom and had me go down on her before the party was over.”

“Holy shit, Dylan, that is one fucked-up story,” Lia commented. “You were right, that was not what I expected. Also, it’s hilarious. I am not going to get the image of a baseball bat in your ass out of my mind anytime soon. And now, let me guess, you are going to say the most disappointing thing I have heard all day, which is that you do not have a copy of the film.”

“I am sorry to say that you are correct. I do not. I don’t even know if it exists anymore.”

“Oh, it has to exist, how could she have not held onto a copy of it? I mean, if it were me, I would still have it. I would still watch it.”

“Right, well, that’s you. You’re unique.”

“Thank you, I’ll take that as a compliment. But seriously, it doesn’t make any sense to me that she wouldn’t have it. I have video of guys I dated years ago, and I still watch them from time to time. One of the first guys I dated, I made a video of him where I have him take off his clothes, and then I have him stand there while I’m talking to him. The camera was on a tripod, and I was sitting just behind it, to one side, so you just hear my voice, asking him questions and stuff. Then I had him play with his cock for a while, and finally I appear in frame to whip him across the ass. Anyway, I called him up out of the blue, about a year ago, and I was watching it with the sound low while we talked. I was just being friendly, you know, asking him how his life was going and shit like that, but the whole time I have him naked on video in front of me. We were both drinking a bit at the time, so he was getting all sentimental and saying that he missed me, so I turned the sound up. He didn’t catch on at first, but when I’m whipping him in the video, he suddenly asks, “What are you watching?” and I said, “You. Getting your ass whipped.” I think he started masturbating at that point, as I had been for the previous ten minutes or so.”

“So, I guess that I don’t have to ask about what you might do with the video you have of me,” Dylan commented.

Lia had shot a video of Dylan the previous weekend, where he was naked, and she had him in bondage at some point.

“Yeah, I kind of think of it as an insurance policy. I like to have at least one really humiliating video of any guy I am with in case he decides to break up with me or something stupid like that. That way I can hate-watch him naked, fucking himself with a dildo or something,” Lia explained, laughing at the thought. “So anyway, after everyone had seen the film you were in, what did they say to you?”

“Well, the woman named Julia, who was in the film and who I mentioned didn’t like me for some reason, she came up to me afterward. She told me how impressed she was with my performance in the film. She said that I really did a good job portraying such a complete asshole, and how much she enjoyed watching me being tortured in the film. It was really obvious that whether or not she actually thought I did a good job, she really just wanted to humiliate me about the fact that she had just watched me doing really degrading things. She specifically wanted to know how I looked so convincing during the scene where she kicked me in the balls. She asked how I gave such a convincing performance, which was clearly just so that I had to tell her that it was because she kicked me in the balls really hard. She looked like it really pleasurable for he to hear me say that, and she ended up asking basically the same question in a few different ways.”

“OK,” Lia said in summation, “so what did you learn from the experience? You said somewhere in there that you saw Aria just one other time after you saw the movie. What happened then?”

“That story has to come a bit later, chronologically speaking. But I guess that I learned to go down on a girl wearing handcuffs, if nothing else. At any rate, I got a lot of practice in satisfying a woman, paying attention to her body, and reading her nonverbal cues. And I came to a better understanding of what it means to be on the other end of exploitation and objectification. Seeing myself as Aria saw me was eye-opening.”

“So then what happened?

“The next thing that happened was I met a woman who would kind of turn my life upside down.”

“Upside down? Fascinating. OK, tell me everything about this girl, because I like her already.”


Cafeteria boy

“I was unaware of it at the time, but I was known as "cafeteria boy," to a woman named Evangeline (known as Evie to her friends), who lived in the same college dormitory as I did. This was due to the fact that I worked in the dorm cafeteria, earning money for books, supplies, and other living expenses. But it was also due to the fact that Evie thought I was cute, and this was long before she began addressing me as her slave, and ultimately whatever-the-fuck else she felt like calling me. 

Evie was really cute, with a sweet, friendly smile that should have made me suspicious. She had long, raven-black hair that framed a Disney-princess face, with soft, pink lips, and mischievous green eyes. She had an easy laugh, a party-girl joyfulness, and very large, round, breasts. She really nailed the good girl/bad girl thing.

We actually started out as friends, just hanging out on occasion. I would run into her and we would get something to eat, or get a drink, but nothing really happened other than we got along really well. It was while I was in her bedroom for the first time that I saw she had a riding crop mounted to the wall. 

“Oh my God, you have a riding crop,” I said, or something equally dumb and obvious.

“Yeah, so you should be careful, you could end up in trouble,” she replied, sounding amused.

In that moment I knew that I would be begging for her to use it upon me, and that my fate was in her hands. It was just a matter of time before I would be hers. I turned to face her, looking directly into her eyes.

“But what if I like trouble?” I asked, trying to sound innocent.

“I doubt you know what trouble is,” she replied as she turned to search for something in a drawer. “But it sounds like you need to find out.”

“Well it couldn’t hurt to find out,” I replied, but I did think that I was in over my head.

“Oh, it will hurt,” she said as she pulled a leather collar out of the drawer and turned to face me.

She paused for a moment, and we both just felt this incredible electricity in the room. I looked at the collar in her hand. She looked at me. I felt myself getting hard.

“Take off your clothes,” she said at last.

I took off my clothes, and stood before her. She had remained, unmoving, watching me while she held the collar in her hand.

“Get on your knees,” she demanded.

When I was in position, she came forward and placed the collar around my neck. She also had a leash, which she secured to the front of the collar. This would be the first of many times that she had me get on my knees before her. She was still fully clothed, and she held the leash tightly in her hand.

“Tell me I can do anything I want to you,” she ordered.

“You can do anything you want to me,” I replied.

“Tell me you’ll do anything I tell you to.”

“I will do anything you tell me to.”

She seemed to be satisfied with this, so she then ordered me onto my hands and knees. She began slowly, teasing me with the whip, and asked me to state the number of strokes of the whip I thought I could take. I didn't want to disappoint her by saying too few, but I also didn't want to disappoint her by failing to endure the number that I had committed to.

"Twenty," I said in a whisper.

I was surprised by the sound of my voice. I realized that I was scared. I was incredibly turned on, I was deeply aroused, but I was also afraid of Evie. Her sweet smile, her sparkling eyes, and her friendly disposition had transitioned to something dark, lovely, and irresistibly sinister. If I hadn't already been on my hands and knees, then I would have sunk to the floor, overwhelmed by her unquestionably dominant stance. It suddenly occurred to me that she was not just going to whip me, but she was going to make it hurt.

She brought the riding crop down across my bare ass with authority. It stung, and it hurt. She instructed me to count aloud each stroke of the whip. There was something humiliating about being made to take an active part in my own whipping, which was most likely the purpose she had in mind. As this was the first of the many, many whippings that I received from Evie, this aspect evolved over time. I would later be instructed to thank her for each stroke of the whip, and then beg for another. "Thank You, Mistress, may I please have another," she would have me recite. And she would have me abandon counting. At some point, it no longer mattered how many she gave me. Even the first time, after I had counted to twenty, she didn't stop. This was an important lesson for me, which was that she didn't feel constrained by rules. She made the rules, which also meant that she could change the rules at any time. 

And then she let me lick her pussy. At this point, I was so impressed with her. She was so cute, and she was so dominant, and now she had me worship her pussy. She had a full bush, a thick, dark triangle of soft, curly hair, and she took me by the leash and shoved my face into it. I licked and sucked her pussy, hoping to get an A for effort. However, I would learn that there was no A for effort. Effort would earn me a C grade or worse. She demanded more. 

Perhaps it didn't matter to her, as she had me on a leash, and I wasn't going anywhere. She could have the use of my tongue for as long as she liked. We had both, quite easily, transitioned to this new reality, where I had become her servant, her slave, and she could use me for whatever purpose she chose. Primarily, she used me to lick and worship her pussy. But I was also her whipping boy, and she used me to explore the depth and the extent to which she could abuse me for her amusement. 

Then she told me to masturbate, slowly, telling me quite clearly that I was not doing so for my own pleasure, but for hers. I would be trained in this way over the coming years, to think only of her pleasure, and never my own. It occurred to me almost instantly how satisfying this could be for both of us. I would learn to be her slave, and she would simply dominate me further, and further, doing anything she wanted to me. 

Then she let me fuck her. 

When she decided that I would fuck her, she took me by the leash, and she had this look of extravagant decadence, lying back with a wild mess of raven black hair, her massive tits demanding submission, her gorgeous, wet pussy commanding my brain and my cock to serve its pleasure. She would pull me by the leash as she languidly spread her deliciously smooth, yet powerful thighs, and fix me with a look that said, “If you don't fuck me as well as you possibly can then I will beat your ass mercilessly until you have to crawl out of here.” Which wasn't just a look. She meant it. And so I used my cock to fuck her as well as I was able. 

While I fucked her, she dug her fingernails into my ass cheeks, which she had already turned a bright red with her whip. It seared into my brain the simple fact that I was her whipping boy, and it was a privilege to fuck her, a privilege that I would pay for with pain. 

After our first time as Mistress and slave, I suppose that neither of us were sure if that was a singular occurrence, or if it might become something more. Within the week she called me on the phone and told me that I was to make myself available to her the following weekend. There was something sinister to the tone of her voice, which had me a little bit scared. If I had only known then all that she would do to me, I would have been terrified.

Evie never made a big deal over any of my physical attributes. She let me understand that she found me attractive, and she mentioned occasionally that I have a big dick. But she wasn't particularly impressed, because frankly, she didn't give a fuck about the size of my cock. She was far more concerned with the talent my tongue possessed in licking her pussy. And she could always get whatever size dick she wanted, so it was irrelevant. She stressed effort and enthusiasm for obedience to her as being of much greater importance. What I did with my tongue was of greater value to her than what I did with my cock, both in what I said (either nothing at all or what she told me to say), or obviously, in serving her pussy.

She always made it feel as though my cock was hers to play with, and that she owned it entirely. She would often, without warning, reach over and unzip my pants, pulling my cock out to play with it. She did so more as a show of possession and to remind me of her power to do so than anything else. I think that she only let me come as a way to exert control over my body. 

She took me apart quite easily, and in no time I was begging for the opportunity to serve her as a slave. She was casually amused by my willingness to serve her, and she began to mock me for how helpless I was in my subservience to her. It was a measure of her ability to dominate me that I felt that I should kiss her ass more fully, both figuratively and literally.

So my training began with the introduction of some rules. I was to refer to her by title, Mistress, and she would call me servant, or slave, or whatever the fuck she wanted to call me. I began the habit of writing to her, to thank her for everything that I had learned. I would write to her to thank her for allowing me to lick her pussy, show gratitude for her having disciplined me with her whip, and promise to do my best to be more obedient to her. In written communication, I was to use full capital letters for any word that referred to HER, and I was to use lower case when referring to myself, specifically the letter "i." Eventually, she would have me refer to myself as "it," though eventually she had me refer to myself as "YOUR slave," so there was no indication of me at all. And of greatest importance, she wanted me to learn to stop thinking about myself and anything that didn’t concern her altogether.

Early in our relationship, I received a document from her that listed the body positions she wanted me to memorize, such that she might order me into position by calling out a number. At all times, I was to keep my eyes on the floor, as a show of respect. Rightfully so, that respect was not returned, as she felt that I hadn’t earned it, and so I didn’t deserve it.

The next time I was in service to her, Evie had me strip naked, and go through the positions for her. She whipped me for every mistake. She also whipped me when I got it right.

She would generally just call me and ask if I was available on a certain day, at a certain time. I would reply that of course I was available to her for whatever she might wish to do to me. I made sure to be ready at least half an hour early, though she was always late. I had the feeling that she enjoyed making me wait, but she also probably didn't give a fuck what time she showed up. I was on her schedule. She had made it beyond clear that she did whatever she felt like, and I was under very strict rules to be mindful of this at all times.

"Good. Be ready," she would reply tersely, and then hang up.

As the time and day approached, my stomach would be in knots. I would shower, and shave meticulously. I would throw on whatever clean clothes I had. My clothes were unimportant, as I wouldn't be wearing them for long, and I wasn’t allowed to wear underwear, (because what would be the point in that?). As it turned out, I was never allowed to wear underwear, but I was required to wear a leather belt. There is something humiliating, that puts you in your place, about being whipped with your own belt. That also meant that she could have my pants down for a beating anytime, anyplace, whenever she thought it necessary to correct my behavior. 

She drove fast, impatiently, her black car suddenly appearing in front of my house and practically screeching to a halt. I would run down to her car and get in. No sooner had I closed the door, she would accelerate, take the corner at speed, and drive me to her house. I always felt like she had just committed a kidnapping, which she essentially had. I was to be her property until she chose to release me.

I learned to never take it for granted that I would be allowed to wear clothes. In public, riding in her car, walking from her car into her house, and most definitely inside her house, wearing clothes was a privilege, and not a right. She often exercised her right to have me absolutely bare-ass naked.

When we arrived at her place, she would send me to her room with instructions to strip naked, kneel upon the floor, and wait. I think that she wanted to give me time to acclimate to my newly acquired status. She would enter the room at length, and begin fitting me with items she felt were appropriate to my status. She would attach the collar around my neck, which served as the ultimate symbol of our relationship. I was fully under her control, and I was to be reminded of that fact at all times. She might add the leash, she might not. But I always wore the collar.

At some point, she acquired a cock and ball harness, which she casually dropped on the floor between my knees. She told me to put it on. It took some time for me to figure out how to attach it. One strap fit tightly around my cock, and another strap fit tightly around my balls, pushing them out and binding them, while a third strap went between my balls, separating them and pushing them to either side. This strap had a metal ring for the attachment of a leash. The entire harness was so tight, it felt like I was being held tightly in her hand. And the mental impact of there being the possibility of a leash attached to it made my face hot with the humiliation of being thoroughly and completely owned. It had never been more apparent to me that I was her slave, and she was my master, than when she had my cock and balls in a harness. From that time on, she rarely had me out of it.

When I first wore the cock and ball harness, I realized just how perfectly it presented my cock and balls, such that she could do with them as she pleased. My balls were exposed and vulnerable, and subject to being controlled by the leash. She made me learn to follow her lead, while she shortened the leash. She had little patience for failure on my part, and she immediately and severely punished any apparent slack in my attention to adhering to her commands. Her rule over, and dominance of me was complete. I learned never to question her, but simply obey. It turned out that this was not enough for her. She demanded more.

Over time, Evie acquired a variety of leashes to use in training me. The was the long leash, which was the first original one that she used on me, which was what you would think of as a standard length. It was long enough to remain slack, allowing me to move relatively freely, yet with the possibility that she might take up the slack and pull it tight, so as to command my attention for any correction to my behavior. 

Then she introduced me to the short leash. This was, unsurprisingly, shorter, such that it would remain slack for the most part, but any movement in any direction contrary to her command would cause it to draw tight, providing correction immediately. 

Then she would use what she called tight leash. This was as long as the distance from the point at which it was attached to my cock and ball harness to her hand when I was on my hands and knees and she was standing beside me. This would cause the leash to remain taut, such that any movement of my body that did not comply with her orders would be immediately corrected. Also, nothing more than a subtle rotation of her wrist would suffice in expressing her authority over me. 

And then there was what she called the strict leash. This was  slightly shorter than the tight leash, such that my harness would be held tightly in place, which would cause my posture to remain in strict adherence to her specifications. The leash would remain taut, and I could move only according to that which she would allow. 

Then she introduced me to what she called the punishment leash. This was significantly shorter than all of the previous ones. When she held it in her hand, it was extremely tight at all times, regardless of whether I was demonstrating obedience or not. It caused me to follow orders with precision in every movement, and her total domination of me would be forefront in my mind at all times. This leash was mainly for her to hold my body in place for a whipping while in the hands-and-knees position. Attached to my harness, it would wrap tightly between my legs, between my butt cheeks, and she held it along my lower back while she whipped me.

What she referred to as the penis leash consisted of a cock ring with a very small diameter, that fit just behind the rim of the tip of my cock with a leather strap attached. This allowed her to express control directly over my cock.

She often had me wearing a blindfold. At first, it was just a strip of black fabric that she tied around my face. Psychologically, it had a tremendous effect. I would be kneeling obediently for her, wearing a collar, the cock and ball harness and otherwise naked, and she would blindfold me to complete the transition from cafeteria boy to slave. At that point, I was entirely her plaything, and whatever she did next was completely up to her. Sometimes, it was nothing. She learned to relax in this moment, and I was unaware of whether she was looking at me, objectifying me, or simply ignoring me, allowing my naked obedience to her authority exist as a decadent option for her eventual amusement. And she did, at times, make apparent the fact that she was amused. She would occasionally find herself unable to suppress a laugh at my predicament. I was so turned on by her that I would willingly place myself at her mercy, and obey her every command. I was a plaything for her. She could tease me, hurt me, humiliate me, and I would do anything she told me to. 

One of the many ways that Evie took control of me was in determining when and how and if I was allowed to play with my dick. She rightly intuited that this was key in controlling me. She restricted my right to touch myself to those times when I was in her presence. She questioned me while naked and kneeling before her. She had me admit to having played with myself, and whipped me severely if she thought I might be lying, or stretching the truth in any way. She could always tell if I was lying, and she whipped me for it anyway, so I learned to always be honest.

She made rules regarding when and how and if I could masturbate. Kneeling in front of her, slowly, without being allowed to come, or positioned in front of a video camera were generally acceptable, both occurring only with her permission. She ended up with a dozen or so videotapes, and I have no idea who or how many she may have shown to other people. She fully regarded me as her property, which she had every right to do, and that extended to images of me as well. 

She never put me in a chastity device because she wanted me to obey her voluntarily, and she wanted me to have the option of fucking up, for which she would deliver a beating. Also, she rarely tied me up (or down), but rather, had me remain in place of my own free will. I think that she was trying to train me to be self-disciplined in my obedience to her. That being said, when she did use restraints to secure me in place, I knew that I was in big trouble. It meant that she intended to punish me well past my ability to remain obedient.

She quite fairly demanded a lot from me. She felt that she was doing a tremendous favor to me by undertaking my training, and she was very effective in putting me in my place. She gave me assignments, meant to both punish and humiliate me, but always for my own benefit. She seemed to enjoy testing me. She would ask questions, and whip me for every response that she felt was less than perfect. What irritated her the most was if I smiled, or laughed. She rightly saw it as me trying to be a smart-ass, or trying to break the tension. She would slap the smile off my face, and whip me severely when this happened. She wanted me to remain respectfully fearful of her. I was in trouble, and she wanted me to be afraid of that, and demonstrate for her the respect that was her due. 

My knees grew sore while kneeling for her. She would spend hours with me, questioning me, whipping me when she felt it appropriate, and humiliating me for the fun of it. She teased me about how tight my asshole was, or how badly I needed correction, and how often. She had already shown me that she could make me her bitch, now she was intending to show me the depth of my submission to her, and the totality of her domination over me. 

One specific moment in my training occurred when I was on my knees, naked, blindfolded, and collared, and she told me to repeatedly say "I will obey my MISTRESS, and never question her authority," until she returned. Then, she left me alone for about fifteen minutes as I repeated this mantra out loud to myself. I didn't dare stop repeating what she had told me to say. I think that this exercise helped me in becoming more obedient by drilling the idea into my head. 

She trained me to crawl on my hands and knees, naked, and pick up sex toys for her to play with in my mouth. She used the word "fetch," with some regularity, the item to be fetched generally being a device she planned to punish me with. 

In training me to worship her pussy, she had me lay across a small platform. I was on my knees, naked, and my upper body was supported by the smooth wooden surface of this platform. She secured my hands, stretching my arms out before me. She began by whipping my ass with a leather belt, until it was bright red, and then she sat on the platform directly in front of me with her pussy pressed against my face. She instructed me to lick her, with a warning that if she didn't sense that I was doing my absolute best to pleasure her, then I would get the belt again. She held me by the back of my head, and for perhaps a minute, allowed me to lick her. Then, without warning, she stood up, with the belt still in her hand, and whipped my ass with it until I learned my lesson. Only apparently I hadn't. She allowed me to lick her for another minute or so, then repeated the previous beating. This impressed me, as each time she straddled the table, and took me by the back of my head, shoving my face between her thighs, I did everything I could to focus my attention completely on working my tongue the way that she wanted me to. And each time, when it wasn't enough, when I failed to measure up to her expectations, she gave me nothing less than I deserved. I tried my best to let the lesson sink in that every time I lick her pussy, it should be just like this. I should be entirely focused on her pleasure as though my ass depends upon it. I was very sore the next day, as I usually was after she spent time training me, but this was different. I couldn't sit without intense pain, which served as a reminder throughout the next few days, that I was hers, and I had better start thinking a lot harder about my obligation to serve her pleasure. 

When licking her pussy, I learned to listen to her, and focus my attention on her body. Aria had given me a lot of practice in learning to lick her pussy, but Evie was training me to lick her in a way that was different. It took some time for me to make the adjustment. Aria had wanted it soft, gentle, and intimate. Evie wanted to fuck my mouth. She would thrust her hips against my face, whether she held me by the back of my head, a handful of hair in her fist, or just lying back and letting me do the work, all of these things were a body language that I learned with my face between her thighs. I learned to flutter my tongue, then suck her clit, harder, softer, then hover with a soft pointed tongue, then lap her up, then suck on her lips, then kiss her, then lick long, slow, curved-tongue licks, then gently kiss her inner thighs, then repeat, until she said to stop. Or until she grabbed a handful of hair and pulled my head back.

Once, when she had me between her thighs, one hand on the leash attached to my collar, holding it tightly, and the other hand on the back of my head, holding me by a fistful of hair, pressing my face to her pussy, she suddenly pulled my head back by the hair, and slapped me hard across the face. She instructed me to lick her clit slower, then shoved my face back to her pussy. She held my leash tightly against her, and held my hair in her fist, and she wanted my tongue to feel like it was worshipping her. So I did my best to do as she had instructed me to do, and after a minute, she pulled my head back again, and slapped me across the face again, this time telling me that what I was doing was correct, before shoving me back in place. And so I am grateful to Evie for having trained me to lick her pussy in her unique way. 

She often wore short dresses, such that she could slip off her panties with a moment's notice, and have me go down on her. However, I never licked her without being fully naked myself, which meant that she would have me fully exposed, my ass and balls sticking up in the air, until I made her come, and until she was satisfied. As a result, I did endure the embarrassment of being discovered naked on more than one occasion. 

She not only whipped my ass before and after I licked her pussy, but during as well. She had a very long, thin, riding crop that would comfortably reach the rounded peak of my butt from where she was lying. 

She wanted me to associate pain with pleasure. Specifically, I was to accept and endure pain gratefully, as it accompanied the pleasure that I was giving her, so that I wanted to feel the punishment she so graciously provided for me. In the beginning, when she would focus primarily on beating my ass into submission, she would comment on how well she treated me. I thought at the time that this was to humiliate me into accepting punishment as pleasure. Later, when she began focusing on punishing my balls, I realized more what she meant. She really was being good to me, whipping my ass until it was sore, and I would never have it so good again. Part of what made the way that she whipped my ass most terrifying was the ever-present threat to my balls. She would have me on my hands and knees, whipping my ass repeatedly, and hard, and I cowered in fear of the whip making contact with my balls. Occasionally, it did, and the pain was intense. I thought that perhaps she wasn't being all that careful, and that it was of no particular concern to her if she whipped me across the balls. Eventually, I would learn that she was, in fact, being very careful. She meant to do it. Eventually, she would almost exclusively whip me across the balls. 

It was a good thing that she trained me as well as she did, to thank her for punishment and be grateful for it, as the cock and ball torture that would come later was much, much worse. Physically and psychologically, there is nothing so devastating as having a beautiful woman punish your balls and make you thank her for it.

I learned that I needed to anticipate her desires. Toward that end, I began work on the wooden paddle. I felt that it had to be perfect for her, and her alone, so I purchased a length of heavy oak, and began carving a nice, soft handle out of one end. I spent a week sanding it smooth, until the surface was buttery soft. I presented it to her, and she immediately had me strip naked and get on my hands and knees. But she didn't use it on me right away, as she enjoyed the psychological torment of anticipation. Also, she needed to become accustomed to the weight of it in her hand. When at last she began to paddle my ass with it, she slammed it into my bare ass with precision and intensity. 

I had learned the lesson from Evie that it was far, far better to take a whipping for her pleasure, than to be whipped as a corrective measure. The worst beatings were earned by me demonstrating attitude. Any display of apparent disrespect, by not enthusiastically subjecting myself to her will, would result in an earned and deserved hard slap across the face, followed by and equally deserved and severe beating. She didn't even want to hear an apology, she just wanted to hear the sound of me crying out in pain. The appearance of my questioning her judgement, such as hesitating in immediately following orders, or even worse, if I made a sound that suggested I didn't understand her reasoning. I was in no position to question her reasoning, my place was to simply follow her directives as quickly and as thoroughly as possible. And it did cause me to examine my thinking. I once mentioned that she was free to critique and provide correction where necessary, and she asked if she had heard that correctly, if I had the audacity to suggest that she needed my approval to say or do anything at all. Needless to say, she felt that a particularly harsh beating had been earned by my ignorant, disrespectful ass. 

She would occasionally take photos of me naked. One evening, we had plans to go out, and when we left, she had several nude photos of me on her computer desktop. It occurred to me that her two roommates might see them. I felt incredibly exposed, and it impressed me that she was so thoroughly, authoritatively in control of my naked body that she could casually expose me to others without my consent. I would later learn that she had fully outed me to her friends, and would tell them pretty much everything that she would do to me, especially the fact that I liked it. Or rather, that I loved it.

At one point she texted me to tell me to send her some nude photos of myself. I sent them, and wondered later if she showed them to her friends. She laughed when I asked who might have seen me naked.

“Everyone has seen you naked,” she told me.

As it turned out, she maintained her authority to do as she pleased with images of me naked, and occasionally in bondage, and felt free to show them to whomever she pleased.

I made several videos for her, as tribute. In each of the videos, I would strip naked, usually collared and wearing a cock and ball harness, and I would get on my knees and masturbate for the camera. I offered them to her as gifts, only to learn later that she always showed them to her gay male friends.

She liked to make me masturbate for her, and her friends, either in person or on video. She didn't have to remind me that it was not for my pleasure, but for the amusement of whomever was watching. Or not watching, as she was known to occasionally go elsewhere, leaving me to masturbate slowly until she returned, and until she said otherwise. 

I received a text from her, out-of-the-blue. It read, “Write my name on your cock with a black marker. Make the letters big and dark, then take a picture of it and send it to me.” I was surprised to get the text, but I wasn’t surprised that she was so forward, so demanding. I had come to expect that from her. I immediately did as she had demanded.

Perhaps this was her acknowledgment of how pussy-whipped I had become that she could openly mock me and humiliate me and still have me serve her as a slave. I think that she wanted me to be aware of my servile status more acutely. 

There are few things more excruciatingly painful and humiliating than being slapped, whipped, or paddled across the balls. Evie seemed to delight in punishing me this way. Nothing made her more gleeful, laughing, teasing me with the threat, and inevitably, the pain and humiliation of it. Once I was positioned to her liking, she would begin by flicking my balls with her thumb and middle finger. She would laugh at my predicament as she made little "p-tew" sounds with her mouth and flicked one, then the other. She was never in any particular hurry, and seemed content to relax and enjoy my torment.

“It’s fun to torture boys,” she was fond of saying.

Apparently, this was what she meant. Perhaps the fact that she didn't have balls herself, caused her to decide not only to take possession of mine, but revel in their punishment as well. She would openly mock my anguished expression of pain.

"Oh, does that hurt?" she would ask, surprised.

And then she would silence me with a hard slap across the balls. Then she would squeeze them, tweak and pinch them, eventually using a leather strap, a leather belt, or a wooden paddle. 

At one point, Evie made a video for me which was instructive. The video shows me getting my balls spanked with a wooden paddle. Toward the beginning, I appear to be having trouble with being obedient. I am on my knees, and they are spread as far as possible, to present my balls for punishment. I continually, involuntarily attempt to bring my knees closer together, to protect myself from her paddle. She chastises me, mocking me for what a little bitch I am being about it. As the beating progresses, she encourages me to keep my legs spread, and lift and thrust my hips forward.

"Offer them to me as a present," she can be heard saying offscreen.

I eventually began to understand that I was focusing on the wrong thing. Instead of thinking about the pain of having my balls slammed with the paddle, I began to think only of the pleasure she receives in seeing me make an offering to her. My pain is the price of my gift to her, which is obedience. I finally was able to willingly offer myself to her for punishment. 

What was it that was so devastatingly attractive and irresistible about becoming the target of the whip of such a cute, beautiful, sexy creature as Evie? What made me recognize her superiority, and kneel on command? And how did she so naturally assume the authority to do with me as she pleased? I wish that I knew the answers to those questions. I guess if I could determine the recipe, then any woman who wanted could follow it.

“Yeah, that recipe is not that hard, Dylan,” Lia commented. “Just one part pussy, one part whip, and just a pinch of the balls,” she added, laughing. “But seriously, this was obviously a really traditional sort of Femdom relationship, huh? She tied you up and whipped you and stuff. What do you think you learned from her?”

“Well, Evie made me realize how submissive I am,” Dylan explained. “She grabbed me by the cock and balls, squeezing hard to emphasize the point, and looked me straight in the eye when giving commands. I was her fucktoy, and she didn't take any shit from anyone, least of all, me. She could whip my ass, slap me across the face, and make me thank her for it. And ultimately, I learned to respect her all the more for it. It was incredibly painful and humiliating, yet I have never been ashamed, or embarrassed, or anything less than proud of the fact that Evie made me her slave. She put me in my place, and I am grateful that she did so. She had me by the balls, and she owned them.” 

“So then what happened? Why and how did she let her ownership of your balls expire?”

“The story gets a bit complicated at this point. As I mentioned, all of this was happening when we were in college. When we graduated, I went this way and she went that way, each of us pursuing the life we wanted. It was difficult, but it was just one of those moments when we had to let go.”

“I see. So you never saw her again?”

“I definitely saw her again. It was an odd coincidence that I got in touch with her online, and applied for a job out of state at the same time. This was one of those coincidences that only sounds believable in real life. I got the job, and in talking to her, found out that she was now living about twenty minutes away from where I would be working. It turned out that she had ping-ponged across the country for the previous few years, which is partly why I lost track of her. And so it seemed perfect–I would be at this new job, and I would be reunited with Evie.”

“There is something really exciting about reuniting with someone you have had a romantic relationship with, especially if you are both single and open to the idea of seeing if you might just have a second chance with each other. I will say, however, that it does not even come close to the way that it feels to reunite with someone with whom you have had a Dominant/submissive relationship. This is the part in a film where they just cut away to show footage of a volcano shooting molten lava up into the air as an obvious visual analogy.

It turned me on no end, to think about my relationship with her, and what might happen if we were to see each other again. I simultaneously felt this overwhelming desire, compelling me to masturbate, and this feeling that I wasn’t allowed to, as her ownership of my cock was inevitable.

As the airplane started its descent, my insides felt like they were upside-down. My balls felt like they were trying to disappear into my body. I had to focus on breathing to stay calm. I met her in front of the airport, and I was shocked to see that she didn’t look as good as she used to. She looked better. She looked a lot better. It wasn’t just the years apart and my excitement to see her. She had this confidence that came from getting out in the world and doing whatever she wanted to. It suited her.

“Hello, Dylan,” Evie said, then she put her arms around me and kissed me.

It was a really nice, sweet moment.

“That’s enough of that,” she said as she stepped back. “Are you harnessed, like I told you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I replied. I hadn’t wanted to go through security wearing it, so I had put it on in the bathroom of the airplane.

“Good. Get in the fucking car, slave,” she demanded.

I did my best to conceal my smile. This was the woman I knew.

She drove me in her car, not to her house, as I had imagined she would, but to a party that her friends were having that night. We went in and I met a lot of her friends, who were really dynamic, interesting people. They also seemed a bit dangerous, in that they did not seem to conform to conventional rules.

At the party, she mentioned to her girlfriend Amber that I was harnessed, and then nonchalantly unzipped my pants and pulled my cock and balls out of my pants to show her. I didn’t know at this point how open Evie had been with Amber in terms of her stories and images of me. Amber had already seen photos of me naked and in bondage, but at the time I was unaware of that fact. So I stood there, feeling the intense objectification of being put on display, knowing only that I was compelled to obey her. 

“Oh, nice,” Amber said. “It’s tight. I like that.”

“Yeah, and it has the strap down the middle that separates his balls out to either side.”

Evie grabbed the D-ring, which allowed the attachment of a leash, and pulled it upward.

“And it has this attachment for a leash, which is a requirement as far as I’m concerned.”

“If I get you a leash, will you walk him around the party like that?” Amber asked.

Evie laughed.

“Absolutely. I think we should have fun with him. I haven’t seen him for years, which you already know.”

Her friends were in the habit of having these really wild parties where anything goes, so no one had any issues with me being led by a leash attached to a cock and ball harness.

After the party, Evie drove me to her house. We had arranged that I would stay with her rather than rent a house or an apartment since it was up in the air how long the job might turn out to be, and how long I might stay. We took things pretty lightly at first, feeling like we could make up our minds about what we wanted to do when we had to.

Our first night together, she didn’t want to make it complicated, so we just had sex and I slept with her in her bed. The next morning, things were different. We had slept in the nude, so when I woke up and she ordered me to the kitchen to make coffee, she expected me to remain naked. She had me lick her pussy in the morning, in the middle of the afternoon, and when we went to bed that night. At no point throughout the day was I allowed to have clothes on, and after that, I was allowed clothing only when I had to leave the house.

She made it clear that I was living in her house, so in addition to the fact that I was submissive to her, I also had to obey the house rules. We began what was essentially a 24/7 Female-led relationship. I became her domestic servant, and she began making use of my services in cleaning the entire house. She then punished me when I failed to do as I was told, or fail to perform to her satisfaction.”

“OK, Dylan,” Lia interrupted. “Give me, like, a day in the life. I want to know exactly how Evie used you as a domestic servant.”

“Sure,” Dylan replied. He thought for a moment.

“I’ll tell the following story not because it was remarkable, but because it was common. This is how my days serving her often went.”

“She had given me this tiny white apron to wear while I was doing housework. It was a sheer, white, cotton fabric, and it was just barely enough to cover me in the front. It tied in back, and I would examine it in the mirror to make sure that I was attired as she had directed. It was humiliating to be made to wear the little apron, but I since she had ordered me to wear it, I did.

This was on a Saturday, so I was expected to spend the day in service to her. So in the morning, after I had made her coffee and licked her pussy, I put on the apron and went to the kitchen. I got on my knees on the tile floor, and placed my hands behind my back. I cast my eyes downward. I waited.

Sometime later, she entered the kitchen. She said nothing, at first, but she did take note of my posture and attitude, and my uniform as well. I appeared ready to serve her in whatever manner she demanded, which pleased her.

She positioned herself directly in front of me. I kept my eyes cast downward out of respect.

"Are you prepared to serve me?" she asked.

"Yes, I am prepared to serve you, Mistress," I replied.

"Good," she said. First, you will clean the kitchen floor. When you are done with that, I have many other chores for you, so be quick about it. And I shouldn't have to tell you that I want the floor to be spotless. If you fail in that regard, your balls will be punished. Do you understand?" she asked.

"Yes, I understand," I replied. I loved it when she was bossy, and my cock started to become hard. It caused the little apron I was wearing to raise a bit in the front, and she couldn’t help but laugh at the sight.

"Does cleaning the floor make your cock hard?" she asked, teasing me.

"No, Mistress," I answered, blushing. "But you do."

"Yes, I do. With very little effort as it turns out. Just thinking about all that I might do to you makes you hard. Show me your cock," she demanded.

I took the hem of the apron in both hands, and lifted it. I held it there as she observed that I was indeed becoming hard. My cock had become harder, and I was almost fully erect when she handed me a tiny Hello Kitty toothbrush.

"Here," she said. "Clean the floor with this. It will make your task much more difficult, which I will enjoy. And I know that you like it when I challenge you. If you succeed in performing to my specifications, then I may let you lick my asshole when you have finished all of your chores."

"Thank you, Mistress" I replied.

She reminded me to do a good job, and then left the room.

As I scrubbed the floor, my mind was focused on how grateful I was to serve her. I thought about how much she deserved to be licked, kissed and worshipped, and how I would do anything she wanted me to do in exchange for being allowed to be a slave to her. Thoughts of having my face between her thighs kept my cock hard as I scrubbed the floor. I was on my hands and knees, and I kept my knees spread a bit wider than shoulder-width, as she had trained me to do. I kept my back arched slightly, raising my bare butt up in the air as she had instructed. I wouldn't necessarily know when she might suddenly appear in the room, and she would deliver a much-deserved punishment if I failed to remain in the correct position.

When I was about half-way done with the floor, she walked into the kitchen. She examined my progress, and stated her approval of my work so far. She stood directly behind me. I felt her riding crop pressing against my balls. I gasped, and my cock hardened, straining at the harness as she held the whip between my legs.

"This is what you will get," she said, ominously, "if you don't do just as good a job on the rest of the floor." She withdrew the whip, and encouraged me by saying, "I am certain that you will perform to my expectations." Then she left me to my chores.

Later, she watched as I scrubbed the bathtub, then she had me remove the little apron to take a shower. She then had me kneel before her in the living room. She crossed her legs, bringing the toe of her boot between my legs, and pressing it firmly against my balls. My hands were crossed behind my back, and my knees were spread to make myself vulnerable to her. My posture was upright, my back had a slight arch to it, and I held my head proudly. My cock was not hard, and it was lying across the shiny leather toe of her boot. She flexed her foot, and watched the expression on my face intently.

"Do you feel that you have done everything I have asked you to?" she asked.

"I believe that I have, Mistress," I responded.

"Do you feel that you have earned the right to kneel before me now, as my servant, as my slave?"

"I hope so, Mistress," I responded.

She pressed her foot more firmly against me.

"I hope so too," she mused. "I would not like to have to punish you for disobedience. I would much more prefer to punish you simply for my own pleasure. I would like to whip you, and I would like for you to feel proud of the work that you have done, so that you are able to recognize that it is an honor to be whipped by me."

She arched her foot, pressing upward.

"I would like for you to retrieve the whip now. Remain on your hands and knees. Be careful, as I don't want you to get hurt." She smiled, then added, "I am the only one who is allowed to hurt you." Then she laughed as I crawled on my hands and knees to retrieve the whip.

When I returned, I returned to position, as she had trained me to do, with the implement held out to her as an offering. She took it from my hands, and I obediently crossed my wrists behind my back and remained at attention. She brought the riding crop up between my legs. My hips were rotated forward, which presented my balls in an extremely vulnerable position.

"I know how much you love it when I dominate you," she said, as she brought the whip back, and then flicked her wrist, causing the tip of the crop to strike me across the balls. I yelped, but remained in place.

"I, in turn, enjoy the fact that I have the power, and authority, to do with you anything I please."

She whipped me across the dick. I hissed, then made a soft moan, as she returned the whip to my balls. She held it there.

"Now present your ass for my whip," she commanded. I turned, and got on my hands and knees. She delivered twenty-five hard strokes of the whip across my butt, turning my skin a blushing red.

"You love every minute of this, don't you," she asked, holding the whip against my reddened backside.

"Yes, Mistress" I responded, "I love being whipped by you, Mistress."

"And you want me to continue whipping you, don't you?"

"Yes, Mistress," I responded. "I want you to continue whipping me, Mistress."

"It does interest me to know what you want," she said as she caressed my butt with her whip. "But as you well know, it is entirely irrelevant. Everything that happens between the two of us is completely up to me. I have full control of you, and you follow my orders. Or else." She emphasized her words with a hard stroke of the whip across my butt. "Now return to position so that I may have access to your cock."

I did as she commanded, getting up on my knees and turning to face her. My hands were behind my back and my knees were spread apart. She held the whip against my cock.

"I might just let you come," she mused aloud. “But first, you will lick my pussy.”

She allowed me to slide her panties off and I spent the better part of an hour licking her, making her come several times. When she was satisfied, she apparently had determined that she was pleased with my housework, so she turned around and got on her knees on the seat of the couch and allowed me to lick her asshole. She did not, however, allow me to come, telling me that she had changed her mind.

Then things changed a bit in the house. Amber, the woman that Evie introduced me to at the party on the night I arrived, had broken up with her boyfriend, so she came to stay at Evie’s house for a while. She had been living with him, and she had moved out, so now she wanted to get over him while she figured out what she was going to do next. I guess that the end of the relationship had been hard on her, and it left her with some resentment of men in general. Evie explained to her that I was her house slave, and that she could expect me to follow any orders I was given. To formalize the arrangement, she had me come and stand before the two of them in the living room. On Amber’s first night at the house. I was wearing the white apron, since I had been cleaning the guest bedroom for Amber.

“Remove your apron, so that Amber can have a look at you,” Evie said.

I removed the apron, and let it fall to the floor.

“Pick it up,” Evie demanded, glaring at me. “Use your mouth. Crawl to my bedroom and fetch the riding crop.”

When I returned, she ordered me onto my hands and knees. Then she whipped me, which I think was for Amber’s benefit. I kept my eyes on the floor out of respect, but I could tell that Amber was really enjoying watching me take a whipping.

“Thank Mistress Amber for observing your punishment,” she ordered.

“Thank you, Mistress Amber–” I began.

“No!” Evie exclaimed.

She gave me another stripe across my ass.

“Thank her by asking if you may lick her pussy,” she corrected me.

“Mistress Amber, may I lick your pussy?” I asked.

“Why yes, you may,” Amber replied, sounding amused by the arrangement.

Amber was shaved smooth, which I did not expect. I licked her pussy, and it apparently wasn’t awkward between the two women, which made me wonder if perhaps they had shared men before.

I was surprised that Evie would be so generous with her girlfriend in this way, but it turned out that she had an ulterior motive. Her job had informed her that she was going to need to start making business trips to a new office they had opened up, and she would need to fly up and stay for a few days at a time. I think that though she trusted me to remain obedient, she preferred to have Amber keep an eye on me.

A little over a month later, she informed me that she was going to be going on one of these business trips, and that I was to be as obedient to Amber as I was to her. Amber gave me a look like I was in trouble.

While Evie was gone, Amber had me lick her pussy a lot. Once I had made her come, she would turn over and have me lick her asshole, telling me that I was going to get my balls paddled if I didn’t do it well. Amber was in the habit of saying the phrase “Fuck you,” when I was licking her asshole, and I got the idea that she was thinking about all the men that she hated when she said it.

When Evie got back from her first trip, she asked Amber if I had behaved myself.

“Yeah, pretty much,” she said. “But he still needs a whipping.”

For a period of about six months, I was a house slave and a sex slave to Evie and Amber, and they seemed to be content with the arrangement. They kept me naked, made me submit to whatever they wanted to do to me, and had me serving them continuously. I learned to handwash panties. I also learned how to perform just about every other conceivable household chore. Both women had an extraordinarily high level of expectation, and they felt that punishment was appropriate for any failure in meeting or exceeding those expectations.

What I didn’t know was that Evie had met a guy when she was on her business trip, and it had gotten serious. She took these trips once a month, and it got to the point that she told me about it. I was totally crushed, but I had begun to see that our relationship was going to end anyway. I think that is the other reason that she leant me to Amber, since she was getting restless with the arrangement. So when my job ended, I moved out of her house, but we ended things on good terms. I still really adore her and respect her, and I am grateful for everything she did for me. She taught me to be obedient in a really profound way, for which I cannot thank her enough.

“So what was the dynamic between the two women?” Lia asked. “It doesn’t sound like there was any jealousy between them.”

“There wasn’t, which was kind of unique,” Dylan replied. “I think that for Evie, she had already kind of come to the conclusion that although she was having fun dominating me, she tended to get restless. It entertained her to make me submit, and so watching me submit to Amber was just another way to amuse herself, but she knew that she was going to want to break in someone new before not too long.”

“So what happened after that?”

“Well, it turns out that the two women weren’t quite done with me yet. They would suddenly start texting me late at night. They were probably drunk, and they would be demanding that I send naked pictures. It only happened a few times, but it was like they wanted to remind me that they had dominated me so completely during the time I lived there.”

“Did you take the photos for them?”

“Yes.”

“Do you have those photos?”

“Yes.”

“Now we’re getting somewhere! Excellent. OK, what happened next?”

“Then I met Olivia, who was the first woman I met in an online forum.”

“Tell me, tell me!” Lia encouraged him.


Panty boy

So I met Olivia online, as I mentioned, and the first two dates were pretty normal. On our third date, while we were hanging out at her apartment having drinks, she decided that she wanted to see how I would react to what would be a unique proposal.

“I have a present for you,” Olivia nonchalantly announced.

“Oh,” I replied, my interested piqued. “And what would that be?”

“Hold on, I’ll get it,” she said as she set down her drink and went into her bedroom.

She returned a moment later with a gift bag. She plunked it down at my feet, and sat down next to me on the sofa.

“Surprise!” she exclaimed.

“I didn’t get you anything,” I replied.

“You are about to,” she murmured with a wry smile.

I opened the bag, and the first thing I took out was a pair of black panties. They had straps that were the width of a piece of spaghetti. I lifted them out of the box, my hands trembling, and noticed that the triangle of fabric barely covered the palm of my hand. Also, they were see-through.

“They’re beautiful,” I noted, in earnest.

“I think they will look more beautiful when they are on you.”

I swallowed hard. Below them, in the box, were a pair of sheer black stockings, that had a band of lace at mid-thigh. I began to picture what was about to happen, realizing that she wanted to see me wearing all of this. Then I realized that there was the larger box waiting for me in the gift bag. I pulled it out, and opened it. The box contained a pair of black, platform-heeled shoes. Something you might expect to see a stripper wearing. My eyes were wide in terror as I examined the height of the heel. The platform was at least two inches, and the heel was a minimum of five. Certainly nothing that would give a real stripper any difficulty, however, I didn’t have that kind of practice. This would be a trial by fire.

I sat silent for a moment, contemplating all of this, when her voice came to me.

“Go ahead. Try it on.”

And when she said “it,” she made it clear that she meant all of it. And nothing else.

“I think I would need to shave before I could wear any of this,” I commented.

I didn’t want to disappoint her, but I thought all of this stuff might not look very good if I had my natural body hair. She made a show of leaning back, relaxing on the couch.

“I’m here all night,” she purred. “Take all the time you need.”

She had apparently planned this, which I realized when I saw the shaving cream and the brand-new razor she had set aside for me. I got into her shower and started shaving my body, which took longer than I thought it would due to the fact that I had never done it before. I was not really hairy to begin with, but it still took a while. I was surprised by the transformation. I had never seen myself that way before. I toweled dry, then I put the stockings on. My legs looked better than I thought they would, and they had a more feminine appearance once they were shaved and dressed that way. I put the panties on, and was kind of terrified by how small and how see-through they were. They barely covered me in front, and since they were thong panties, they didn’t cover me at all in back. I put the shoes on and stood up slowly, with one hand on the wall to steady myself. I realized that the trick was to remain balanced, both by keeping myself centered on the platform heels, and keeping my dick from falling out of the tiny panties. I looked at myself in the full-length mirror in her bathroom, and I was simultaneously impressed with how the outfit looked on me, and completely humiliated to appear before Olivia dressed this way. I moved forward, slowly, carefully maintaining my balance, and walked out into the living room where Olivia was waiting with extraordinary patience. She lit up when she saw me, and it was apparent from the expression on her face that she was pleased with my transformation.

“Look at you!” she crowed. “Turn, slowly, so I can see everything.”

I turned, a little bit at a time, and she seemed to be enjoying herself. Once I had made a full rotation, she told me to dance. There was music playing, which I am going to guess was some David Bowie track, and I was nervous about how to go about dancing in platform heels while not suddenly becoming exposed at the same time. Which strikes me now as kind of ridiculous, since the panties were see-through anyway. She could already see everything. She pulled out her phone and took some photos of me, which added to the intimidation of it. After I danced for her for a little while, she had me come over and sit next to her on the sofa. We just sat and talked, while we had a few drinks. I think that she wanted to kind of normalize the fact that I was dressed the way I was. At some point she started kissing me, and she had her hands on my body, occasionally stroking the front of my panties. This made me hard, which the panties were not built to endure. She continued playing with my cock, just teasing it, really, keeping me hard while she kissed me. After some time, she excused herself, and I thought she was just going to the bathroom. When she returned, however, she had taken off her dress, and was now wearing a tight black T-shirt without a bra, a pair of black panties, and she had an enormous strap-on cock. It was a realistic shape and color, and it was made of a silicone that felt like real skin. It was so large that it hung downward a bit. She smiled at the expression on my face, which was the result of surprise, arousal, and fear. She walked up and parked herself right in front of me, placing the massive cock in my face. She put her hand on the back of my head and pressed it against my lips, opening my mouth with its girth.

“That’s right, suck it,” she demanded.

She tested my gag reflex, seeing how deep I could take it, which I am sure was not all that impressive to her. When I mentioned it later, she just smiled at me.

“It’s OK, we can work on that. I’ll give you a lot of opportunities to practice,” she said, sounding optimistic.

I think that she really got off on the mental aspect of fucking my mouth. That, and apparently the base of the dildo pressed against her clit, so she could feel the resistance as she thrust it into my mouth. Then she said something that was kind of terrifying at the time.

“Turn around,” she cheerfully demanded.

I turned around, getting up on my knees on the sofa, as she lubricated the dildo, then pulled my panties to one side. She pressed the dildo against my asshole, then directed me to back up on it. I pushed my hips back, and was shocked at the size of the dildo as it penetrated my ass. When I’d taken half of its length, she put her hands on my hips and started driving it into me. I could feel her hips pressing against my butt cheeks, and I actually felt proud of the fact that I had taken the entirety of it. She moved slowly at first, but then began increasing the speed and intensity of her thrusts until she was undeniably fucking me. She reached around to pull my cock out of my panties, but rather than stroke it, she held it firmly around the base as a way to increase her leverage while she fucked me. What surprised me most was when I realized that I was going to come. I had never been fucked in the ass before, so I didn’t even realize that she could make me come that way.

When we were lying in bed later that night, I told her that I had never been fucked that way.

“I know,” she replied, sounding amused. “I could tell that I was taking your virginity. That made it so much better for me. I just love watching a man get fucked in the ass the first time. And wearing your little panties, no less.”

“I’m curious,” I began, unsure of how to ask the question. “You want to look like a girl?”

She was silent for a moment, then she started laughing.

“You think that wearing panties makes you look like a girl?” she asked, still laughing. “Believe me, you do not look like a girl when you are wearing panties.”

“Then is it to humiliate me?” I asked.

“Why the fuck would that humiliate you? Do you think that women’s lingerie is humiliating to wear? Because I think it just looks fucking awesome to see a man wearing almost nothing, terrified that his dick is going to suddenly be fully exposed.”

After that night she continued this exploitation, having me wear outfits that were minimal in their ability to conceal me. They were also tight and see-through. First, it was just for her. Then she introduced me to the nightclub she liked to go to. This was the kind of place that people refer to as goth, or fetish, or dark-something-or-other, because it actually covers a wide array of kinky interests.

The club had a large, iron gate, which opened to allow access an alleyway between two old, brick buildings. The alley was dark, with recessed lighting that created an atmosphere before you even walked into the place. Once inside, there was a courtyard that was open to the sky, so even though it was inside the club, it was still outside. There was a fountain in the middle of the club with dozens of large, white candles everywhere. There was a bar in the courtyard, as well as a stage for bands to play. Then there were open doorways off the courtyard which allowed access to the main part of the club. This had a central bar with dance floors on either side. There were alcoves everywhere, with velvet booths, and there was an upstairs loft with sofas and high-backed armchairs arranged in various configurations. The loft provided an overhead view of the floor below, as well as a view out into the courtyard.

The first night Olivia took me to the club, she presented me with a gift box.

“Another present?” I asked.

“Yeah, it’s what I want you to wear at the club tonight,” she informed me.

I opened the box, and saw that it contained what looked like long, black, silk scarves. When I took it out, I could see that it was sort of a long skirt, with a panel that hung down in front, and one in the back. It had thin straps that went around my waist. It was very sheer, practically see-through, so I asked what I should wear underneath.

“Nothing,” she replied, looking surprised by the question. “Wear the platform heels and that, nothing else.”

In spite of the fact that she had said she wanted me to wear nothing underneath it, this wasn’t quite true. She gave me something that I learned is called and arab strap. It was a leather strap that went around my cock and balls, pushing them up and forward so that they were more prominent. I put everything on, and it looked obscene. I couldn’t imagine that a club was going to let me in dressed this way. It turned out that they didn’t even look at me twice. Olivia’s friends certainly looked at me twice, apparently feeling free to examine me up and down. I think that I was “fresh meat” as far as they were concerned. And Olivia had no qualms about showing me off in this way. Much as Evie had done with her friend Amber, Olivia prompted me to show the arab strap to a couple of her friends. Apparently, no one cared if women examined a  naked dick in this club.

I should add that due to the somewhat outrageous nature of the “dress code” at the club, it wasn’t seen as strange that Olivia had applied mascara, eyeliner and eyeshadow to my face. She stressed that she wasn’t trying to make me look like a girl so much as she was trying to make me look like a boy with makeup on.

We went to this club fairly regularly, and she had a lot of fun picking out what I was going to wear. She had me wear a sleeveless cocktail dress that fit me like a coat of paint, which was so short that it barely covered my cock. It wasn’t short enough for her, however. She sent me out onto the dance floor, and while she watched me from the side, she motioned for me to lift the dress in front. I lifted it up, just an inch or two, but she motioned for me to go a little higher. I didn’t know at the time if she was aware that she wasn’t the only one who had noticed what she was doing and had decided to watch what I was going to do. I kept raising the hem of the tight little dress at her insistence, until I was completely exposed. Then she had me keep it that way as while I danced for her. I noticed that the two women beside her also continued to watch, clearly amused by taking part in the objectification.

After a night out at the club, Olivia preferred to have me remain dressed as I was while she put on a long, black, silk robe that did little to conceal the massive dildo she would strap onto her body. Then she had me suck on the dildo for a while before having me turn around and offer my ass for her to fuck. She told me that she wanted me to deep throat the dildo, and the fact that I couldn’t meant that her frustration drove her to fuck my ass a lot harder.

Olivia liked to take me standing up. She would push me up against the wall, pull my panties down to mid-thigh, and fuck me in the ass with her strap-on. But what she liked even more was to do it in a semi-public place.

She gave me a dildo to practice with. I would attempt to suppress my gag reflex by taking it as deep into my throat as I could. She also wanted me to train my ass with the dildo, both when I was alone, and when I was with her. She would penetrate my ass with it, and then leave it there while I licked her pussy. I would give her several orgasms, and she wanted me to correlate the feeling of having my ass violated with the feeling of giving her pleasure. I felt an overwhelming sense of pride when she at last felt compelled to admit that she was very impressed with how well I could fuck myself in the ass with the massive dildo. 

Something I found interesting about Olivia was that she exclusively used the word “penis” in referring to my genitalia. I think that she found the word to be diminutive, and she liked that. As much as she wanted my dick to look large in front of her friends, she liked teasing me about it being small in private. I think that she used the word “penis” in service to her interest in belittling it. This dynamic was strange in its contradiction, but Olivia didn’t seem to think it was an issue.

Olivia had me over one afternoon, and she wanted me to help her with this strange “project,” as she called it. She had me take off my clothes, and then she tied a length of fishing line around my dick. She then pulled the fishing line straight up the front of my body and tied it around my neck. It wasn’t tight, but it did make my dick point straight out instead of pointing down. It was really unusual, so I didn’t become hard, since I was too busy trying to figure out what her intentions were. She told me to go out on her balcony.

“It’s really cold outside!” I protested, since it was practically freezing outside.

“I know, that’s part of the plan,” she replied. “What’s the matter, are you scared?” she teased.

I opened the glass door that led out to her balcony.

“Oh my gosh, it’s really cold,” I said, laughing out of fear.

“C’mon, are you going to help me or not?” she asked.

She held her camera at the ready, and I have to say that I didn’t want to disappoint her, so I went out on the balcony. My preoccupation with the very weird thing about having fishing line tied around my dick, and the freezing temperature outside had kept me from contemplating the fact that I would be totally exposed standing naked on her balcony. She lived on the second floor of the building on a busy street, and I hoped that no one would pay any attention to the naked guy on the balcony.

“Back up and lean against the railing,” she directed.

I remember that the railing was really cold on my butt. She took a photo, then another, looking for the image she had imagined when she decided to do this project. I looked down at one point, and it suddenly occurred to me what the fishing line was doing. My dick isn’t very big when I’m not hard, obviously, and the cold air was making it look a lot smaller. The fishing line was such a length that it held my dick up, so it was sticking straight out like I had an erection. And then it occurred to me that she was taking photos of me that made me look like I have a tiny penis. Like when it’s erect, it’s the size that it is when it’s soft and it’s really cold outside. And I realized that she had used fishing line because it wouldn’t be visible to her camera. It would just look like I have a tiny dick.”

“Hold on,” Lia interrupted. “Sorry to stop you again, but this part is weird, and I don’t entirely understand it. The fishing line made you look like you had an erection?”

“Yeah. The fishing line was tied around my dick just past the head of my dick, and like I said, it pulled my dick upward, so instead of pointing down, it was pointing straight out and up a little bit like I had an erection.”

“So why was she taking pictures of you like that?”

“You would have to ask her, I guess. I think that she just liked the idea of taking photos that made me look like my dick is a lot smaller than it actually is. She actually framed one of the photos and put it up on the wall, so I had this reminder whenever I was at her apartment of this image of me looking like I have a much smaller dick.”

“It sounds like she just wanted to humiliate you.”

“I think so, but I don’t think she thought of it that way. She always seemed annoyed when I used the word “humiliation.” She would chastise me, saying that I should be proud to be a plaything to her. That was part of it as well, that it was always clear that whatever else I was to her, I was a like a sex toy for her to live out her fantasies.”

“I approve of that.”

“I know.”

“OK, sex toy, tell me more.”

“She clearly enjoyed my public exposure. She enjoyed a game of teasing me, even when I was clothed, to see if she could make my dick hard in public. One time we were on a long weekend, and we went to this hotel that had a pool outside and we were seated in the cabana. She had me pull my swimsuit down an inch or two and arrange my cock pointing upward, so that the shape of it was clearly visible beneath the stretchy fabric. She leaned over and stroked my cock with her fingertips, and she had an amused smile on her face as she teased me until I was hard, which was for no other purpose than to put me on display. She called the waitress over (though it could have been a waiter, it didn’t matter to Olivia), and tried to suppress her laughter as the waitress tried her professional best to pretend not to notice. Olivia had made sure that my swimsuit was tight to begin with, and my erection stretched the fabric even tighter. When the waitress left, Olivia burst out laughing, reaching across with her bare feet to caress my painfully erect cock, enjoying my embarrassment.

Then there was this thing that happened when we went to visit a friend of hers who had a house on a lake. He was a bit older, and his husband was there as well. We had just come back from swimming, and I went in to take a shower. While I was in the shower, I heard her and her friend suddenly come into the bathroom, and they were laughing, but then they closed the door and I didn’t hear anything further. I thought it was weird, but I shrugged it off. Then I got out of the shower and realized that the towel I had set aside wasn’t there. My clothes weren’t there either. I looked through the cupboards and saw that there weren’t any towels in the bathroom, since they were all kept elsewhere. Then I heard Olivia and her friend and his husband laughing.

“I need a towel!” I called out to them.

“We have one out here!” Olivia replied.

“Please bring it to me!” I said.

“I can’t,” Olivia said.

“Why can’t you?”

“Just can’t. You have to come out here.”

This went on for a while, and eventually I gave up, realizing that the prank wasn’t going to end until I walked out of the bathroom completely naked. And so I walked out, and the three of them laughed and clapped, enjoying the success of their practical joke. I foolishly fell for it again, asking Olivia for the towel she had promised.

“I lost it,” she explained.

This set everyone off, laughing again. They made me search for it, which took five minutes or so. They took every opportunity to remind me of it the rest of the weekend.

We were still regularly going to the club I mentioned. One night in particular a friend of Olivia’s showed up, a woman named Ella. They were surprised to see each other, as it had apparently been a while. They began catching up, talking about what had been going on in their lives as of late.

“And how have you been? I haven’t seen you in weeks!” Olivia asked.

“Not nearly as satisfied as you clearly are,” she remarked with a nod toward me. 

“So your boy-toy is not fulfilling his obligations?”

“Well, I mean, he is, but I can see now that he could be doing so much more for me.”

“Why isn’t Kyle here?”

“He’s working,” she explained.

“I see. Yeah, sometimes men don’t understand all that they should be doing in service to a female.

Ella had apparently seen the photos of me that made me look like I have a small dick, since she whispered something in Olivia’s ear which made her laugh.

“Why don’t you show my friend Ella how big your dick is,” she said to me.

I was wearing something that is like a loincloth, made of metal mesh. It was like chain mail, but intricate enough that it looks almost like fabric. I lifted it up, and I was naked underneath, so Ella had a clear view of my cock.

“Well it’s a lot bigger than in the photos,” she commented.

“Yeah, I told you that,” Olivia replied, laughing.

Then she turned toward me.

“You want to make it big and hard for us?” Olivia asked.

I looked at her to gauge if she was serious. We were seated in a booth with a table in front of us, but actually masturbating in public was something Olivia had never suggested.

“Why are you hesitating Dylan?” she asked.

“Do you really want me to make myself hard?” I asked.

“Yeah, that’s why I said it,” she replied.

Ella and Olivia were both watching me expectantly. I started stroking myself, which prompted both women to return to their conversation. When I was fully erect, I waited until the two women came to a pause in their conversation.

“I think he’s ready to be examined,” Ella commented.

“See, I told you he does whatever I want,” Olivia replied, looking at me.

“Do you mind if I take a photo of it?” Ella asked.

I noticed that Ella addressed her question to Olivia. 

“Of course you can take a photo,” Olivia replied.

Ella pulled her phone out of her purse and took a few photos, and the brief flash did draw some attention, but no one decided to bother us or intrude upon our evening. I began to cover myself with the metal mesh, thinking that the two women were done with their “investigation.” 

“Stop,” Olivia said, somewhat surprised. “What do you think you’re doing?”

“I just thought that–” I started to say. 

“We’re not done. I will tell you when we’re done.”

So I lifted the small piece of metal fabric back up to leave myself fully exposed.

“How about we take him up to the loft? I’m sure we could have some fun with him up there.”

“Absolutely!” Ella replied, “Do you want to lead the way?”

I took a cursory glance around the loft area and noticed perhaps half a dozen men and women seated in various small groups throughout the room. The lighting was low, with red lampshades positioned here and there, and there were some ceiling-mounted lights offering small pools of light. Olivia directed me to stand beneath the soft, white light. I felt self-conscious to be on display. Olivia eyed me from her place on a soft, leather chair. She chuckled to herself as she turned to Ella. 

“Speaking of your boyfriend Kyle, the four of us should go out together sometime.” Olivia proposed.

“I would love that! I think it would be way too funny to see them both naked at the same time. I wonder what we could get them to do. Like, you know, put on a show for us!”

“Exactly. Men just love to compete with one another. They will try to outdo each other, and we can sit back and enjoy the result.”

“How about something where we have the two boys tied up together?”

“I love it,” Olivia replied with a laugh. “Your boyfriend is really cute. Maybe we could talk them into playing with each other.”

“Oh my God that would be perfect. I would love to watch that. I think I would want to shoot a video so I could re-watch it later.”

“We should definitely make a video!” Olivia exclaimed. “We should see what they do if we dare them to do it. You know that boys can’t resist a dare. And neither one of them will want to be the one to chicken out.”

Ella laughed, thinking about the possibilities. 

“I wonder...” she trailed off.

“You wonder what?” Olivia inquired. 

“I wonder if we could make them suck each other’s cocks.”

“Well, there’s only one way to find out,” Olivia replied.

I was beginning to understand that Olivia wanted to see me with another man. I was really nervous about this. I had been in the film that Aria made, where Matt had sucked my cock, but that was for a movie, so it didn’t seem real. And the part where he was supposedly fucking me in the ass, that part was completely fake, so I wasn’t sure what was going to happen.

So Olivia talked to me about Kyle, Ella’s boyfriend, and told me that it would so turn her on to watch me with him.

“Ella wants to see that too,” she explained. “We just really want to see what we can make you two do together.”

We went to what was probably one of the nicest hotels I have ever been in. We got a suite on the highest floor but one, and the four of us went up to the room after going to the bar, drinks in hand. The room had a balcony with a stunning view, and Kyle and I sat on the sofa along the balcony railing, as Olivia and Ella sat in lounge chairs facing us. After a bit of playful banter, Olivia and Ella asked Kyle and I to take off our clothes.

The two women watched us undress before them, and they could see that we were nervous as we slowly exposed ourselves.

“We want to see the two of you touch each other,” Olivia said once we were naked.

Kyle and I both blushed, looking down at the floor for a moment, then looked up at her, before turning slowly toward one another. Olivia and Ella were staring, clearly fascinated, as we put our hands on each other’s cocks for their amusement, and for no other reason than that is what they wanted to watch us do.

While we were stroking each other, Olivia picked up her phone and snapped a photo. The sound of the shutter made us really self-aware about the fact that she was photographing us. The two women watched as we made each other hard. Then Ella told me to stand up and place my hand on the back of Kyle’s head, and bring his mouth to my cock. I complied with her order. Kyle had never done this before. The two women watched as Kyle started sucking my cock, and they were obviously enjoying watching us.

The photographs Olivia was taking were potentially embarrassing, even humiliating for us. Regardless, here we were, performing an intimate sex act while she documented every moment of it. Kyle was on his knees, with my cock in his mouth, and all of this was, in essence, a performance for their private pleasure. And the fact that we were doing this while our girlfriends watched was intimidating enough, let alone being photographed doing it. But we both wanted to impress Olivia and Ella by making it as enjoyable for them as possible.

I leaned back, my hand on the back of Kyle’s head, watching intently as he endeavored to take as much of my cock in his mouth as he could. When Kyle needed to catch his breath, he would pull his head back and slide his hand back and forth along the shaft, directing it toward his open mouth. Olivia and Ella watched with deep fascination, likely planning what they would have us do for them next. They could tell that I was on edge, and I was desperately trying to hold off as long as possible, so that they could enjoy watching for as long as they liked.

Then Olivia and Ella instructed us to switch positions. They suggested that I return the favor, and suck Kyle’s cock. They slowly sipped their drinks while they observed me kneel, and for the first time, experience having another man in my mouth.

A few days later, Olivia sat at her desk, sipping wine as she opened up the file of images she had taken on the balcony. She had me sit next to her, naked, and she was slowly stroking my cock as she began examining the photos.

The first photo was of Kyle and me on the balcony of the hotel room, completely naked. The image had a really pornographic quality to it, with both of us looking really nervous to be doing what we were doing. She forwarded to the next image, which was similar to the first, only now we had our hands on each other’s cocks. She took another sip of wine. She sat back and examined this photo more carefully. She made a satisfied sound as she took in the sight of the two of us stroking each other. She studied the expressions on our faces, and commented on the subtle differences in the way that we held each other’s cocks. We appeared to be unaware that we were being so deeply exploited in the pictures, which, she said, added to the voyeuristic thrill of watching us in such compromising positions. 

The following images seemed to tell a story, as Kyle knelt before me, and then I knelt before Kyle. She seemed electrified by the sight of two straight men taking each other in their mouth.

She shivered with pleasure from the voyeuristic thrill of having Kyle and me captured naked in photographs. She seemed to really enjoy the fact that we had been exploited and objectified by her and Ella. Especially with photographs as compromising as these. She bit her lip with anticipation of what was to come.

The next photo was thoroughly pornographic. We were now fully erect again, only now we were inside the hotel room, on the bed. Kyle had a glassy look in his eyes, and he again had my cock in his mouth. Olivia had another sip of wine as she carefully observed the details of this photo. Kyle was looking off to the side, perhaps at Ella, while I seemed to be looking at Kyle’s cock. She studied the expression on my face, wondering aloud if it was jealousy. She couldn’t tell who had the bigger dick, Kyle or me. It was only after studying the picture at length that she determined that Kyle was a similar length, but a bit thicker.

The next photo made her practically burst out laughing. Kyle and I were on the floor now, on our hands and knees, facing away from the camera. The flash illuminated our asses with an intensity from which we were unable to hide. We were extremely vulnerable and exposed to her eyes, posed side-by-side on the floor. A careful observation revealed that our butts looked like they had a rosy blush, the result of both Olivia and Ella taking the opportunity to spank us with their hands.

The next two photos were of Kyle and me kneeling on the floor, facing the camera. There was just a bit of Olivia’s exposed knee at the bottom of the frame, making clear that she was reclining on the edge of the bed when she took the photo.

The image that appeared next was seemed to be deeply satisfying for Olivia. The photo revealed Kyle and me both kneeling on the floor, both wearing panties, with our cocks sticking out the top, held in place by the waistband. It was breathtaking how vulnerable we appeared in the photo. Her eyes scanned slowly down our bodies, taking several minutes to appreciate how pornographic the image was. She gripped me tightly, squeezing my cock possessively.

Then she clicked on the next image, in which Kyle’s dick was in my mouth. The photo was taken from a low angle, and you could see that I was trying as hard as I could to take the cock as far into my mouth as possible.

In the next photo, Olivia had changed positions, and she had taken the photo at the moment that Kyle’s cock was laying upon my tongue, and you could see its full length. My lips were just touching the smooth, round, tip of his cock. The photo was framed such that you could see both of our faces and both of our cocks. Olivia spent several minutes looking back and forth, taking in every detail of the scene before her. She commented that she adored how soft my lips looked on Kyle’s cock.

The following picture was a bit of a disappointment, as it was rather blurry. It appeared to be a picture of Kyle sucking my cock, but it was difficult to make out. Her disappointment didn’t last, as she felt that the next picture was absolutely perfect.

Olivia studied the photograph with great interest. As she examined it, her eyes travelled upward, beginning at the point where Kyle was kneeling on the floor. The muscles in his thighs were slightly tensed, his knees set some distance apart, and his entirely naked body was turned in a three-quarter profile to her camera. The smooth, rounded hemisphere of his butt gave way to the arc of his back, and he was holding his upper body erect. He had been playing with himself when Olivia snapped the photo, and she had captured the movement of his hand on the downstroke, revealing the length of his shaft, and the smooth, reddish-pink head of his cock pointing upward. His abdominal muscles were held tense, giving them some definition, leading up to his smooth, hairless chest. While he had one hand wrapped tightly around the base of his own cock, his other hand was halfway up the shaft of mine. We both appeared to be overwhelmed by the sexual intensity of the moment. I was leaning back, my eyes closed and my mouth open. The photo so perfectly captured the moment when we had apparently lost ourselves in the moment, the moment when I reached orgasm, and my come could be seen in an arc from the tip of my cock to Kyle’s open mouth. Olivia clearly cherished the victory that was so palpable in that moment, having such a clearly defined document of male submission to her will.


The Interrogation Continues

“Interesting,” Lia mused. “That does answer some questions about your behavior, and the kind of submissive you are. That’s why I have these types of interviews with my sub-males, so that I can get a sense of what formed their attitudes and what assumptions they have. I find the bisexual activity interesting. The most important question for me is whether or not the two of you would have done any of that if the two women hadn’t been in the room.”

“Absolutely not,” Dylan replied, laughing. “No offense to Kyle, but I was only doing that because that was what Olivia had wanted. As far as I was concerned, Kyle was welcome to suck his own cock.”

“Ooh, could he have done that?”

“I have no idea.”

“Can you do that?”

“I could when I was younger and a bit more flexible. I don’t know if I could now.”

“OK, well I want you to work on that. I really like the look of a man sucking his own cock. At least coming in his mouth. I want to watch you do that for me.”

“I can try,” Dylan replied hopefully.

“So what do you think you learned from Olivia? She was very different from the other two women.”

“I had never worn panties, or anything like that, and definitely not out in public. I learned that there is a lot of difference between “dressing like a girl,” and being a man who has been dressed in feminine clothing, specifically lingerie. I mean, she never had me wear a bra, and she laughed at the idea that I might look like a girl wearing any of that. And I had never been fucked in the ass like that, or been involved with another guy. I guess that what I learned was that in submitting to a female superior, it is entirely up to her what you will be asked to do. Or required to do. I think mainly what I learned is that I had made a lot of assumptions about what it means to submit to a woman. I realize now that I still had a lot of assumptions before I met you.”

“And what assumptions were those?” Lia asked.

“My thoughts about female domination, having learned from you, are a lot of statements that begin with I thought that. As in, I thought that I knew what it meant to kneel before a dominant female, until I met you.”

“Yes, training you to kneel properly is an on-going process, but you have learned a lot, I think.”

“Thank you, I appreciate that. Also, I thought that I knew how to beg, but you showed me that what I had been doing was just asking. I didn’t really know what begging was before you showed me.”

“Most men don’t. And you’re right, even a lot of male submissives don’t know how to beg, because they think it’s a fancy way of asking. I have been somewhat impressed with the way that you learned to beg.”

“Thank you, that means a lot to me. I credit my professor in visual design. She would assign us a problem and require that we come up with twenty different solutions.”

“That is not what I was expecting. Why did that help you learn to beg?” Lia asked, amused.

“She explained that our first ten solutions to the problem would be identical, and she wanted to push us past that. The next five would be pretty hopeless, but it was the last five that she was pushing us toward. That was when, as she explained, we would be so completely out of ideas that we would start coming up with really unique, interesting concepts. I think that it’s like begging, because first, a person just says all the most common stuff. Like Please, I beg you, I’m down on my knees, I’ll do anything. You know.”

“Yeah, I definitely know,” Lia said with a wry smile.

“Right. But if you push someone past that point, as you did with me, then they run out of the obvious things to say, and if you keep pushing, then they come to the point where they aren’t even thinking anymore. They start to confess something real, something unique, personal, and deeply intimate. They get to where they truly confront their need to lay themselves at the feet of their dominant partner. Then they actually begin begging in a way that is rewarding for the dominant.”

“It’s rewarding for the submissive too, since they get to hear themselves really confess their desire to be stripped of everything such that it may be given to their owner. By the way,” Lia mentioned, “I have noticed that you have improved in your ability to beg. I think that your training is progressing well in that regard.”

“Thank you,” Dylan responded.

“I am interested, because you mentioned that Olivia had a “massive” strap-on dildo, how big was it?”

Dylan couldn’t help but smile.

“Are you asking if it was bigger than yours? Because no one’s is bigger than yours,” Dylan replied. “You have the biggest strap-on dildo I have ever seen.”

Lia smiled, pleased to hear him admit as much.

“It did take you some time to adjust to it. I could tell that it was intimidating for you.”

“The way that you ride my ass is unparalleled,” Dylan said. “I have a lot of respect for that.”

“You should. I was surprised how tight your ass was, and now even more so after you’ve explained your past with Olivia. With an ass like yours, I would think you’d get your ass fucked pretty hard. At least I am unable to resist.”

“Thank you,” Dylan replied.

“So it sounds like you didn’t have a lot of experience with being locked in a chastity device.”

“I hadn’t, before you began that part of my training.”

“You’ve taken to it well, but yeah, I noticed that the concept was unfamiliar to you. As you now know, it is extremely important to me that any man who serves me as a slave learn the benefits of chastity. Part of it, for me, is the visual of it. I can tell the difference between five days in chastity and ten. And I really like the thirty-day look. The balls look fuller, the cock is harder, and there is a slight upward curve, more than what would ordinarily occur. It’s so worth it for me, those thirty days of chastity and denial, when I see that subtle, but undeniable improvement in the shape and intensity of the erection. And of course, that is all beside the point, as the real benefit is the mental transformation of the slave.”

She regarded Dylan at this point.

“We have not gotten there yet, but we will. You’re at ten days now, right?”

“Yes,” Dylan replied. “I have been able to appreciate what you have done for me in allowing me to experience the benefits of denial, and I look forward to continuing my training with you.”

“I know you do. You have begun to see how much more attentive you are, and how it is starting to rewire your brain. As I explained, this is a form of brainwashing, where I train you to think only of my desires and not your own. Chastity is an important part of that. I am sure that you have noticed as well that your balls are a bit bigger, and heavier, and your erection is more intense as well. Are you seeing that improvement in the upward curve?”

“Absolutely. I am very impressed with you for helping me understand that benefit of chastity.”

“You’re welcome. I have long been interested in understanding the effects of long-term chastity on a male submissive, and I have reason to think that you may be an ideal subject in my exploration of the subject.”

“So you’ve no doubt had a number of men in chastity?”

Lia looked at Dylan for a moment.

“All of them, Dylan. Every single man I’ve been with.”

“So you have never had a man who didn’t submit to you?”

Lia laughed.

“No. I have no interest in that. I mean, from the very first one . . .” she trailed off. “You know, I never was anything less than completely dominant. I just wasn’t interested in that. The very first time, I was, oh, I don’t remember how old I was. But my older brother had one of his friends over to the house, and they were playing downstairs. My mom suddenly yells at my brother about some chore was supposed to have done so his friend, whose name was Tyler, I remember, was suddenly just hanging out at my house with nothing to do, waiting for my brother to finish whatever the task was. He wandered past my room, so I took the opportunity. I told him to come into my room, and I shut the door. I told him to pull down his pants. I will never forget the look on Tyler’s face when I said this. I thought he was cute, by the way, which was the reason I wanted to see him with his pants down. But he was impossibly cute when I told him to pull down his pants. He was turned on and terrified at the same time. I had essentially dared him to do it, and boys can’t resist a dare, but he had never done anything like that. So he started procrastinating. I crossed my arms across my chest, and gave him my best I’m waiting look. It was good practice for me to adopt a look of impatience, meanwhile I am totally loving every moment that he is stalling, knowing that his fear is increasing every second. And when he looks at me, he can see by my posture, and by the look on my face that I am not fucking around, and he better get to it and do what I say. That really is my favorite part of being dominant, making someone do what I say, which I guess is obvious. Anyway, he finally starts unbuttoning his pants. I should mention that he wasn’t wearing a shirt, because it was summer, and boys tend to do that. Which made him look a lot more naked when he pulled his pants down. I had to tell him he wasn’t done yet, since he had underwear on, and I wanted to see them down as well. And then I had to further explain all the way down. To his ankles. Finally, he was standing there with his pants and his underwear pulled down to his ankles, like I had told him to do.

“See? It’s not so difficult to follow directions, is it?” I asked him.

He just stood there, nervous as hell, and he had a hard-on, which was fascinating to me. I had never seen one before in real life. I looked up and down his body, slowly, and I could see that he was really intimidated by me, which was really addictive. He was blushing, which looked adorable, and it occurred to me that he was embarrassed to be standing there like that.

“You can’t pull your pants up until I say you can,” I told him. “Do you understand me?”

He probably said yes, but it came out as a mumble.

“Good. I like it when boys show that they know how to obey. How about you show me that you know your place by getting on your knees in front of me?”

The look on his face was so worth it. He looked like he might start crying. But he did get on his knees, because I think at this point he just wanted to do what I told him to so that I wouldn’t do anything worse than what I was already doing. Of course, all I wanted to do was make it worse for him.

“Getting on your knees in front of me shows that you recognize that I am your superior. As your superior, I order you to touch your penis while I watch,” I told him.

He began to play with himself, which was so fascinating for me to watch, even more so because I was making him do it. Anyway, I did let him go at some point, but I made him kiss my bare feet before he was allowed to pull up his pants. And really, ever since then I have never been any less dominant with any of the guys I spent time with.”

“You are the most impressive woman I have met,” Dylan said.

“Thank you, Dylan. But I got off track. We were talking about chastity, and I was going to mention Damien, a guy that I was with for the better part of a year. I was still trying to figure out what I wanted in terms of denial, and I told Damien right away that he was never going to come. Not once, not ever. I had gotten him into a chastity device, I’d locked it, and I’d informed him that I was going to be keeping the key. He could ask to be unlocked, of course, but I let him know he would be ending the relationship at that point. As it turned out, it was too much for him. He made it a little over seven months before he couldn’t take it anymore. I let him know that I understood, and that I would simply regard him as a failure and a disappointment, and I unlocked his chastity device. He had agreed to my stipulation that he remain available to me so that I could examine the effects of having been locked up for that length of time, which turned out to be really informative. He made himself available for me to examine, and I found that the size of his balls and the size and shape of his erection were so worth having had him in chastity for length time that he was. Regrettably, I went back on my word, which I never like to do. I gently stroked his cock a few times while I was examining him, which caused him to ejaculate. The amount of cum was extraordinary, which was fascinating to observe, and it meant that he had a lot of cleaning up to do.”

Lia went silent as she transitioned from one thought to another.

“I then learned that it is a process. Men need training in all things, and chastity is no different. You boys need to be trained to acclimate to it, which requires some patience. Which is why I have begun slowly with you, starting out with one day, then two days, until the ten-day period you have just accomplished. I think that you are doing well so far, so you should be proud of yourself.”

Dylan beamed.

“Thank you, I appreciate your saying that.”

“I also find that giving a man time to remember what it was like to not be locked up makes it so much more devastating for him when he eventually gets locked up again. Plus, I go through phases, where I want the use of a cock more often. But then that is why I like to have more than one man at a time, so that I have the use of one cock while the other is locked up. That really is ideal for me.”

Lia went silent again, thinking about Daniel, her other male submissive. Then she switched gears, mentally.

“You did mention crawling on your hands and knees, correct? So you have had some training in how to crawl properly?”

“Not until I met you. I have been made to crawl, but generally it was just, you know, do it. There was no attention paid to how I did it.”

“I think that is a mistake. I find that men generally need to be trained to crawl on their hands and knees correctly. You learned it rather quickly. I don’t think it took more than a few hours over a few days for you to adapt to the correct posture, and display the proper attitude.”

“I credit you with developing the method of training. Learning to crawl with the nine-inch dildo penetrating my ass while holding the riding crop between my teeth was really effective.”

Lia smiled, recalling the image in her mind.

“I think that the mental aspect of carrying the implement I am going to punish you with in your mouth is effective, even more than the punishment itself. Which reminds me, you have always taken punishment well. It’s one of the things that I value in a slave. During a whipping, I can always tell that no matter how much it hurts, you are grateful for the correction.”

“I am. But your correction is really impressive, so I can’t help but be impressed by it. The very first time was with the cane, an implement I was unfamiliar with. It definitely showed me that you were not fucking around.”

“No, I like a submissive male to understand his place right away, so I make sure that from the very first time he recognizes that I am very serious about his obedience. I almost feel that I owe it to him to make him understand that there is no leeway with me. I demand total submission and the penalty for anything less is severe. Plus, I like to watch a man get punished with the cane. I have been known to reach orgasm while caning a man. I just love how much they suffer, and when I can make them cry it’s even better. You cried the first time, right?”

“Yes, I did. It taught me a lesson pretty quickly.”

Lia had a look of deep satisfaction on her face.

“And what was that lesson?”

“That you are, without question, my superior, and that I should do everything in my power to be obedient to you, not out of fear of your punishment, but out of respect. The way that you punished me the first time showed me that you cared enough about my adherence to your command that you would teach me a lesson that I would never forget. I was in awe of how completely you dominated me from the first moment.”

“Well I never had any other intention than owning you completely. And you have continued to show me that you are grateful that I have taken ownership of you and taught you a level of obedience that you never thought attainable. Your surrender was, and continues to be, something I value.”

“I can’t imagine how I couldn’t surrender to you. I can’t imagine any man not surrendering to you.”

“Well on the one hand, they have all surrendered to me. On the other, they have all fallen short, in one way or another. They have failed in some regard. At least most of them were able to admit their failures to me. It may have taken them a while, but most got there at some point. I was in contact just a few months ago with a man who attempted to serve me as a slave almost nine years ago. Seriously, it took this guy almost nine years to finally get in touch with me and admit to having failed to surrender appropriately. His name is David, and his problem was that he just never could compensate for the length of his tongue. It’s OK if a guy isn’t particularly gifted as far as the length of his tongue is concerned, but I do expect and deserve that he will make up for it. David just couldn’t manage to do that, and he finally came to realize that and apologize to me for it.”

“So he was unable to worship your pussy in the way that you deserve?”

“No, he was moderately talented at that. It was my ass that he couldn’t show the proper respect for. He couldn’t lick my asshole in a way that recognized my position of superiority. And he was unable to truly express regret for his failure. Until a few months ago, as I said. He sent me a long message saying that he had come to understand how he had failed me, and that it is deeply painful to him that he never realized how much he would regret being unable to serve me in the way that I deserve. He apologized profusely, and I appreciated how sincere he was in expressing himself.”

“I hope you feel that I give your ass the attention it deserves.”

“As long as you truly feel that, and continue to feel that, you will go a long way toward doing so. You should never think that you have achieved that goal, as it will lure you into complacency. Instead, you should always be working toward improving your submission to me. Every opportunity is a chance for you to prove yourself. But I will say, as a complement to you, that I love the way you worship my ass.”

“Thank you, it is an honor.”

“You are fairly talented at worshipping my body in general. Your tongue is talented at licking my pussy, and you show me every time that you are grateful for being allowed to make me come. I think it is an integral part of recognizing the superiority of the female that the male worships the pussy with his tongue, while explicitly denying his own pleasure. Offering to the female as tribute the control of his cock, while doing everything he is able in service to her pussy. Which is only a start. That’s just the very basic, entry-level recognition of all that he should do for her. There is so much more for him to do to truly genuflect and pay respect for his female superior. I think you have shown me that you are sufficiently dedicated to applying yourself toward this goal. I have reason to be optimistic about your potential as one of my slaves.”

“Thank you, I will do everything I can to prove to you that I am motivated to improve my subservience to you. There is nothing that I want more than to offer myself to you.”

“I am fond of the way that you surrender yourself to me, Dylan.”

Lia paused, silently contemplating his subservience.

“Here’s what you are going to do,” Lia explained. “You are going to make three videos. In each, you are going to begin by personally thanking each of these women. I believe you gave their names as Aria, Evangeline, and Olivia, is that correct?”

“Yes, that is correct,” he replied.

“Right. So you will make three videos, one for each of them. I want you to express your gratitude to them for having dominated you, each in their unique way. Then, during the video, you are going to present them with the option of turning off the video, or continuing to watch. You will explain that should they decide to keep watching, then you will take off your clothes as a show of subservience, and show your gratitude to them in a way that acknowledges the way in which they dominated you. It is important they feel that the choice to view you naked and submissive is entirely up to them. You should make it clear to them you are not asking for anything in return. You are only offering them your appreciation for their natural, female superiority, and recognition that you, as a submissive male, are thankful to them. Do you think you can do that?”

“Yes, of course, if you want that,” Dylan replied.

“Good. As soon as you have completed the videos, which I will assist in shooting, and you have delivered them, then I would like to have you sign a contract, which will outline in no uncertain terms what our relationship is. It is instructional, really, and it will help you understand and live up to your commitment to me.”

“Thank you, Lia. I am looking forward to doing that.”

“Now that we have all of that out of the way, I want you to crawl toward me and show me how much you want to worship me by licking my pussy. Would you like to do that, Dylan?”

“Yes, Lia. Thank you, Lia.”


The Contract

By signing this Contract, it is agreed that _____ gives up all rights to his own person in every manner, and that _____ takes possession of him entirely as her property.


1. Submission 

(a) He agrees to obey and submit completely to her in every way. There is no situation in which he may willfully refuse to obey her directive.

(b) He also agrees that, once entered into the Contract, his body belongs to her, to be used as she sees fit. He agrees to please her to the best of his ability, in that he now exists solely for her use as a slave.

(c) He will willingly, freely and to the best of his ability submit to any training, and any training methods she wishes to employ to improve his ability to serve her. 

(d) He renounces all rights to privacy or concealment from her. This includes but is not limited to photography and video photography of him, in any situation, to be used and displayed in any manner she sees fit.

(e) If he is unable to immediately obey an instruction he must kneel before her, state why he cannot complete the instruction, and submit himself for punishment.

2. Behavior

(a) He will strive diligently to remold his body, appearance, habits, and attitudes in accordance with her desires. He agrees to change his actions, speech, and dress to express her ownership.

(b) He will always speak of her in terms of respect, and address her appropriately when so directed.

(c) He will seek to learn how to please her better, and will gracefully accept any criticism in whatever form she chooses.

(d) He will answer truthfully and completely, to the best of his knowledge, any and all questions she may ask of him. He will volunteer any and all information to her when she requests that he do so.

3.  His Role

(a) He shall diligently maintain his body in such manner as will ensure that they are fully available to her. His body shall be able to be displayed in public or private, to others or to her, when so ordered.

(b) He will cover no part of his body with apparel or material of any description, except when the act of doing so, and the design of the item of apparel or material, are expressly approved by her.

(c)  He shall at all times while in her presence, be required to wear a harness, or chastity device, unless excused by her.

(d) He may not masturbate without her permission. To do so will be considered a breach of Contract, and will result in severe punishment.

(e) He agrees that she possesses the right to determine whether others can use his body and to what use they may put it. 

(f) When in a domestic environment, he is responsible for maintenance and completion of all household chores.


4. Her Role 

(a) She accepts the responsibility of his body as her property, to do with as she desires.

(b) She accepts the commitment to train him, punish him, and use him as she sees fit.


5. Punishment 

(a) He agrees to accept any punishment she decides to inflict, whether earned or not. 

(b) He agrees that severe punishment may be assessed for any infraction of the letter or spirit of this Contract, and will accept the correction with gratitude. The form and extent of the punishment shall be at her pleasure. 

(c) She may punish him without reason to please herself. He will be expected to comply fully with her wishes or incur further punishment. she will routinely punish him in order to remind him of his status and to continually train him to better serve her. 

(d) She may alter his punishment at her discretion, as she feels appropriate.

(e) She may change the rules governing punishment at any time.

(f) In all matters relating to punishment her decision is final and any attempt by him to influence or change that decision will result in further punishment. 

6. Alteration of Contract

(a) This Contract may be altered by her at any time, verbally or in writing. 

(b)He may submit to her in writing his suggestions for the alteration of the contract, for her review. She is under no obligation to accept or implement these suggestions. If there is any disagreement about the contract or any of the clauses or limits within the Contract, then in all circumstances her decision is final.

7. Termination of the Contract

(a) She will retain the right to terminate the contract at any time. 

(b) He shall be bound by the terms of the contract until the term of the contract is complete.

8. His Signature

I have read and fully understand this Contract in its entirety. I agree to accept her claim of ownership over me, and I understand that I will be punished as a part of my training. I promise to serve her to the best of my ability.

_____________________________

9. Her Signature 

I have read and fully understand this Contract in its entirety. I agree to accept him as my property, and to train him to serve me to the best of his ability.

_____________________________
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