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   Preface 
 
      
 
    I’ve known Cameron for many years. We speak on the phone often. Because of the great geographic distance between us, meeting in person was not practical nor truly feasible. One marvelous day, that all changed. This is his account of our time together. Sharing it with you, my dear readers, is part of his reward for being such a good boy.  
 
    -Monica Martin  
 
    

  

 
  
   I  Obey 
 
      
 
    It’s an experience I’ll remember forever. One I still fantasize about endlessly. One that fans the flames of excitement in my head and body. No matter how much I think about it, the thrill never diminishes.  
 
    For many years, Miss Monica Martin has been my Fetish Guide. By phone, I’ve shared my innermost thoughts with her, things I’ve never told anyone else. Things I am afraid to tell anyone else. But she listens. She understands. And she takes me deep into my secret fetish world. Each call is a dizzying delight, but now she tells me it’s time for an advanced session. And by that, she means an in-person meeting. 
 
    It worries me as much as it incites. She’s said this before. Three times to be exact. Three times she’s traveled to my part of the country. Not specifically for me mind you, but still, three times she’s been within a few miles of my home base, offering to make time in her schedule to see me. Three times I’d been unable to break from my situation to meet. The loss was agonizing. Another chance finally brings me heady euphoria. I vow not to miss out this time. 
 
    The evening I meet Monica in a hotel restaurant, she greets me for dinner with a warm welcome. The embrace of a long-time friend puts me at ease in spite of my weeklong nervous anticipation. The dinner is an informal supper. As we eat, we engage in cordial and diverse conversation. It’s not until dessert that Monica even mentions the true purpose of her visit. 
 
    “Before I go, let’s discuss your session tomorrow,” she says with a slight change in the tone of her voice. Still warm, still friendly, and yet I know we are in different territory. 
 
    My tension builds. “Yes, ma’am,” I answer, well trained in proper response if nothing else.  
 
    She slips a business card across the table. “You will meet me here tomorrow at ten a.m. sharp.” It’s not a suggestion. It’s a non-negotiable directive. “Ask for me by name. And for goodness sake, don’t be late.” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” I know she doesn’t like tardiness. 
 
    An envelope appears, seemingly from nowhere. She slides it to me as well. “Read these instructions. Make the necessary preparations this evening.” 
 
    The envelope trembles visibly in my hands.  
 
    She giggles at my nerves, a breathy sound I’ve heard many times. The small, wicked laugh teases me into unease. “You will resume calling me Miss Monica until told to do otherwise.”  
 
    My mind shifts, already heading toward the transformation she orchestrates in me. 
 
    “Yes, Miss Monica.” I stammer out the few words. 
 
    Miss Monica stands. I clamor to my feet too. She embraces me. “Until morning.” 
 
    Once she leaves, I sink back into the dining chair. My fingers trace over the sealed envelope, anxious to open it, but I realize I must wait until I’ve returned to my room. Otherwise, my reaction might prove embarrassing. I settle the bill and bolt. On the edge of the hotel bed, I tear into the envelope and unfold the single page. A slight aroma of perfume drifts around me. I read, eagerly, yet slowly, going over each line with care.  
 
      
 
    Instruction Number One: Don’t be late! 
 
      
 
    Instruction Number Two: Bring your cock and ball harness, a large bottle of lube and a pair of black silk stockings. When you come in, place everything on the table next to the high-backed chair. 
 
      
 
    Instruction Number Three: Get naked, stand in front of the chair and wait. 
 
      
 
    These are not difficult requests, and yet they send me soaring with nervous anticipation. I read, again and again, loving how vulnerable her instructions make me feel. I hardly sleep. I get up extra early to ready myself, fumbling through the morning routine like I’d never brushed my teeth or combed my hair before. I select the items she’s asked for from the collection of toys I’ve brought with me and pack them in a small bag. I call an Uber.  
 
    I’m too nervous to engage in proper conversation with the driver, and I wonder if he knows what happens at the address where he drops me off. I hope not. Or maybe, I hope so. He’d surely be envious of the amount of attention I am about to receive. My hand shakes as I press the buzzer.  
 
    A professionally dressed young woman answers the door. She says her name is Jennifer. She’s pretty, I suppose, but I barely notice. “I’m here to see Miss Monica.” That’s my focus. My eyes scan beyond the girl’s small shoulders for the first glimpse of my Guide, but of course, she’s nowhere in sight. Not yet. Boys must wait, no matter how anxious. This I know. 
 
     “Yes, we are expecting you.” Jennifer leads me into a waiting room. There are forms I must sign. Consent/waiver documents. Of course, I consent, why else would I be here? I can barely scrawl my name. Once I do, Jennifer leads me down a corridor with doors on either side. Finally, she selects one and leads me in.  
 
    “Miss Monica will be with you when she is ready.” Jennifer flashes a cheeky grin and closes the door. I scan the room as her footsteps drift away.  
 
    This place is dramatically appointed. Purple walls with dark red accents. Ornate mirrors. A lowly lit chandelier. An old wooden floor, highly polished, partially covered with an oriental rug. Two chairs sit upon the rug, facing each other. A side table flanks each chair, one holding a water jug and two glasses. The other one is empty. It is here I deposit the supplies, gently so as not to make noise. In the background, I notice silk cloths draped and hiding a couple more pieces of furniture. I don’t investigate. 
 
    I strip. Not immediately, not all at once, for I am worried and embarrassed, but eventually I am naked, the temperature of the room chilly on so much bare skin. My body is twinging, my brain flashing, taking me on a journey of what ifs. The most pressing, what if she doesn’t show up? 
 
    But before can I stew over this for long, the door opens and Miss Monica appears. Even more stunning than last night, she wears a conservative black dress that wraps around her slender frame and ties in the back. A curious shiny choker wraps her neck, not quite jewelry and not quite part of the dress either. Black obsidian earrings studded with diamonds dangle from her ears. The carefully coiffed hair and red lipstick. Miss Monica, as in all her gallery pictures, is perfectly appointed.  
 
    She moves toward me slowly, fluid through the air, her eyes luminous as they run over me. She smiles. “Welcome to your Advanced Session, my Boy Toy.” 
 
    The use of my pet name sends more trembles through me. It affects me more than the words Advanced Session. 
 
    “So far, you’ve completed all the preparations perfectly. Well done.” She pauses in front of me, but at a distance. “You’ve signed the consent forms, yes, but there’s something more binding than that between us, isn’t there?”  
 
    The question confuses me. “What could be more binding for Boy Toy than signing a legal form?” I ask. 
 
    “Think.” She touches her index finger to her forehead.  
 
    My mind scrambles to find the right answer, afraid of the wrong one.  
 
    “Use that brain of yours.” 
 
    I’d like to, but my brains are mush right now. But then it comes to me in a flash. So easy. “To obey you, Miss Monica,” I blurt out.  
 
    “Yes, very good.” She steps closer. “You need to obey, don’t you?”  
 
    “Yes, Miss Monica, I do.” 
 
    “And you’re committed to seeing this session through, aren’t you?”  
 
    “Yes, Miss Monica, I am.” It thrills me to answer in this manner. I crave these rhetorical questions. I want to answer them because I want to admit my need. I need to admit my want. 
 
    Miss Monica moves forward again, so close now that I catch her fragrance. It shimmers through me. She stares into my eyes. Her gaze sends a stab straight into my scrotum. My buttocks clench. A shiver runs down my spine. My toes curl against the floor. 
 
     “Your pleasure—and pain—is in my hands, isn’t it?”  
 
    “Yes, Miss Monica.” I stare, transfixed. The light catches on her legs, amazing skin unadorned by stockings, long slim pins dripping into black patent leather high heels. My buttocks clench until they ache from the effort. 
 
    “Now, Boy Toy, you will only speak when told to or asked to. Is that clear?”  
 
    “Yes, Miss Monica.” 
 
    “You will obey every instruction I give you. Clear?”  
 
    “Yes, Miss Monica.” Each repetition of this phrase enflames me more.  
 
    Her eyes flicker. Her voice lowers. “You are here for masturbatory training. To learn control.”  
 
    This is not a question so I don’t answer, but my breath comes faster. 
 
    “Why else are you here?” She clasps her hands behind her back. “What is your purpose?” 
 
    “To please my Guide and Mistress.”  
 
    “And you please your Mistress how?”  
 
    “By obeying your every command.” The correct answers flow easily from my lips. “Your pleasure is my pleasure, Miss Monica.”  
 
    She asks all of this in a playful tone, yet the edge of authority is unmistakable. The urge to submit presses in on me. Hard. I want nothing more than to be her toy and plaything. It provides me with such reward to know this control brings her pleasure.  
 
    Monica strolls around and behind me. “Turn around,” she instructs.  
 
    Now facing the cloaked furniture, I watch as she approaches the largest object. She turns to me and grasps the satin cloth cover. My eyes are drawn to the beautifully manicured nails, painted in perfect red polish. The cloth drops to reveal an assortment of implements arranged in a perfect line. The largest is an oval paddle, wood one side and soft shearling on the other. Next to it, a flogger with a thatch of thick eighteen-inch falls tucked into an elegant handle. A plastic ruler, innocuous by comparison. Shearling-lined black wrist cuffs and a black collar. The collar features a brass medallion engraved with the letter M.  
 
    Impact play is Miss Monica’s favorite. I know this. During our calls, she frequently takes me through self-spanking sessions. More than once though, she opines that this doesn’t create the feel of being spanked. I also know I am about to experience it now for real. I’m not sure how scared I should be.   
 
    Miss Monica’s hand floats over the display as if she’s deciding on which item to use. Or, at least, start with. “Your mind is all over the place right now, isn’t it, Boy Toy? Are you nervous?” 
 
    “Yes,” I stammer. Nervous and excited.  
 
    “You should be.” She turns her attention to the table beside me, the one holding the items I’ve brought. Her fingers caress the leather harness. Lift it and offer it to me. “Put it on.” 
 
    I’ve worn this harness a lot. I know exactly how it goes on, buckled firmly over the top of my cock with the separator strap snapped between my balls, but I can’t make the operation go smoothly. I drop the thing, have to bend over and pick it up. She watches, silent until I’ve completed the process. 
 
    “Nice. I like you in that.” Her eyes linger on my swollen and now restrained member.  
 
    I like me in this too, the look and the feel representative of my offering to her. 
 
    She hovers in front of me again, eyes boring into mine. “Think back, Boy Toy. Remember those times when I was in your area and you didn’t have time to meet me?” 
 
    Of course. The denial had been agonizing. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Or more accurately, wouldn’t make time for your mistress?” Any smile that had played on her lips disappears. Her tone shifts to genuinely displeased. 
 
    My eyes widen. My tongue thickens. “I wanted to. I did! But I couldn’t. I just couldn’t!” She stares at me while I babble. “Please, Miss Monica. You must understand if I could have, I would have.” 
 
    “Quiet. Stop your excuses. In this session, must understand is not appropriate coming from the one who must follow and obey. Isn’t that right?” 
 
    I catch my breath. “Yes, Miss Monica. You are absolutely right.”  
 
    “I’m always right,” she says, her face impassive. “And for the transgression of not prioritizing correctly, you will be punished.” 
 
    Of course, I will. It’s part of the process that breaks me down and allows my fetish soul to soar. Miss Monica goes to the now uncovered table and selects the instrument of correction. To my surprise, it’s the small plastic ruler. She stands in front of me, flashes the thing in my face, but doesn’t use it. Not yet.  
 
    Her expression shifts, subtly. It’s more evocative, with a promise in her eyes of something I don’t yet perceive. With one hand, she deftly loosens the tie at the waist of the wrap dress. As it falls away, my mouth gapes, for underneath this conservative garment she wears a skin-tight latex dress. The top is a halter that circles around the neck—the choker-like clasp, the outlying element I’d noticed earlier. Now it makes sense. The dress is short, the breast cups accented by leopard print trim, with the tantalizing swell of her body peeking above them. The whole thing shines in the soft light. She knows exactly how to push my latex-and-restraint fetish buttons. My cock strains within the harness, so much so, that I am embarrassed at its eagerness.  
 
    Miss Monica holds her arms away from her body. “What do you think?” 
 
    From my stupor, I can’t answer. 
 
    “Well, my dear, you don’t have to speak. You’ve given yourself away.” Clearly so. She taps the ruler just above my cock, not touching the enraged appendage. “Don’t get so carried away, Boy Toy. For all you know, this may well be the only pleasure you’ll get today.” Her smile is titillating. 
 
    I melt in her presence, her intoxicating aura sending me flying above the scene. Her closeness makes the small hairs on my arms and legs stand up almost as hard as my dick. My mind, if not my head, lolls. And then, WHACK! The ruler smacks my cock. The shock and pain jerk me back to the here and now. In reaction, my body bends, my hands shift to protect.  
 
    “No, Boy Toy.” She scolds and grips my shoulder. “Stand up, hands at your sides.”  
 
    I obey. 
 
    WHACK! “You’re here to learn many things, patience and endurance chief among them. Your pleasure has to learn how to wait.” WHACK!  
 
    My body crunches, attempts to fold, but this time, I fight it.  
 
    “Who is in charge of your pleasure?” 
 
    “You, Miss Monica,” I cry out.  
 
    “And why?”  
 
    “Because I must obey.” The words rush out in a flood, unable to be contained. 
 
     “Why?”  
 
    “Your pleasure comes first, Miss Monica.” The sentence is my mantra. How many times had I said it during a call? Or in my head even when she wasn’t at the other end of the line? Now I say it to her face, and the emotion of it tightens my chest.  
 
    “That’s my good, Boy Toy.” She places the collar around my neck, tightens the buckle in the back, reminiscent of the restraint down below. She fastens the shearling-lined cuffs at my wrists. “This will help remind you of your place here today.” 
 
    I don’t need reminding. I’m well aware. My cock stings from the three sharp slaps. The pain had knocked my erection back, but now it recovers, once again hard and stretched.  
 
    She points to the other silk-covered object in the room. “Stand over there, facing toward it.”  
 
    I hobble as if my ankles are cuffed, too, but the hindrance is invisible, existing only in my mind. 
 
    With a dramatic sweep, she uncovers this next item, a mix of bench and free-standing steps. The first level is about eighteen inches high and padded. The second, a flat broad surface. On either side, carabineer clasps hang from eyelets protruding from the corners. My legs are so weak that I’m ready to flop over this apparatus, but no order comes. Miss Monica slides onto the top of the bench, the stockings I’d brought now entwined in her fingers.   
 
    “Be a good boy and help me put these on.” She drapes the silky film over my cock. Electrifying torture. She knows it. With a smirk, she braces one foot on the lower step, raises the other leg and plucks off the high heel. She rests her dainty foot, with toes painted to match fingernails, against my pelvis.  
 
    I fight to breathe. My hands tremble as I untangle one stocking from the other and gather it up into a bunch around my fingers. She lifts her toes and I glide the stocking. Silky fabric, silky skin, now the stocking clad foot between my legs under my balls. I work the low-denier fabric up toward her knee; drop to mine to settle the lace welt properly high on her thigh. She offers her other foot. I remove the high heel to repeat the process. When I am finished, I wait, my hands resting on her thighs. I am in heaven. 
 
    “Put my shoes back on.” 
 
    I slide them into place, the pointy toes and sharp heels digging briefly into my skin as she adjusts the fit. 
 
    “Very good, Boy Toy. Very good.” 
 
    My insides sing with the praise. 
 
    She stands up. “Kneel on the first step and place your hands on the top.” This comes in a firmer voice.  
 
    I obey. 
 
    She secures each wrist to one of the hooks, spreading my arms to the sides. Another level of vulnerability creeps over me as I’m restrained, leaving me on edge in both a delightful and concerning way.  
 
    She moves about behind me, her footsteps echoing ominously against the wood floor, turning to soft scuffs on the carpet. When she returns to my fixed position, she touches the small of my back. I jump. 
 
     “Spread your knees wide apart, Boy Toy. I want you in a nice open position. Understand?”  
 
    “Yes, Miss Monica.” My voice weakens and shakes, and then I shift into the vulnerable position. Mistress commands and I obey.  
 
    She shows me the flogger, up close now. “I’ve been looking forward to this.” The words are breathy. Is she as excited as I am? 
 
    The long falls tease over my body, sensually tracing my back and flopping off my buttocks. Over my calves and feet then return to stroke my hamstrings. Between my butt cheeks. They tighten in a reflexive response, but I can’t squeeze to protect. Lightning shoots through my pulsing scrotum and cock. I don’t know how long this light tickle will last. Not long enough, for suddenly, the air swishes and the strands strike my buttocks, right and then left. My hands curl into fists, and I tamp down a verbal response. I’ll be as quiet as I can for as long as I can. Whir, swish, strike, she swings again, and again, the force harder each time. The sting on my buttocks grows exponentially. The temperature of my skin rises with it.  
 
    “Oh, how I love a good flogging.” Miss Monica murmurs as if talking to herself. There is no need for me to answer or comment.  
 
    She concentrates on my butt for a while longer, and then there’s a pause. I wonder if it’s over. But then, another whir and swish and the flogger snaps between my legs, over my cock and balls. 
 
    I jump and let out a gasp from the sudden shock and pain. My hands jerk and meet resistance from the cuffs clipped to the bench. Another stroke follows in the same place. I gasp louder. Again, a sharp sting to my nether regions, drawing a painful groan from me. Hot waves flow all around my buttocks, groin, cock and balls as my body tries desperately, and yet in vain, to deal with the fiery sensations.  
 
    “Oh, my God, Miss Monica,” I yell out. It’s an unauthorized utterance and she stops her work. 
 
    “Indeed, Boy Toy.” Her hand rakes my hair and lifts my head. “Do I have to gag you?” 
 
    I press my lips together. “No, ma’am.” 
 
    She smiles as if she can’t decide if that would be fun or not. She must decide not, for she resumes flogging, dwelling exclusively on one spot of my body until it becomes warm and tingly. Once it does, she punctuates with two heavy strokes between my legs, then moves the target to another location. From back to buttocks to hamstrings to calves to the soles of my feet. The locked position on this stepped pedestal gives me no other choice than to simply take it. Although, I don’t want any other choice. I want to take whatever she wants to give me. I want to please her this way. 
 
    Soon, my entire body is aglow. As the flogger completes its rounds there is pain, but it’s not severe, and as I contemplate, I realize it’s become nothing but warm pleasure. My skin is alive and buzzing. I’ve relaxed into submissive acceptance. I’m actually disappointed when the flogging stops, and she moves into my line of vision once more. But it’s a strain to look all the way to her face, and so I focus on the gorgeous legs where they disappear under the shining black latex skirt.  
 
    Those red painted fingernails attached to a beautiful hand appear in front of me. She strokes my face softly and my head naturally leans into the touch. She wipes a small drop of moisture from my right eye.  
 
    “I love how the body responds.” Her fingernails trace the heated skin of my back all the way to the crest of my butt cheeks. “And this cock and these balls, how do they feel?” She tugs on the harness. 
 
     I suck a breath at the pressure. “Warm and aching, Miss Monica.” 
 
    “Who owns them?” 
 
    “You do.” 
 
    “Who owns them?” she asks again, kneeling to look into my face, the previous answer not satisfying enough. 
 
     “My cock and balls belong to my Guide and Mistress, Miss Monica. They are hers to do with as she pleases, and I am grateful for her ownership of them.” I feel lucky to be having this experience. To be so close. To have her attention. To feel her power and submit to it. This moment right here is dreamy. It locks me in the mesmerizing prison of need, want and desire.  
 
    “Very good, Boy Toy.”  
 
    I revel in the praise. 
 
    “You please me and that deserves a little treat. Would you like that?”  
 
    “Oh, yes, please, Miss Monica.” I have no idea what sort of treat she has in store, but I know I want it. 
 
    “Open your mouth.” 
 
    I obey, jaw slack. 
 
    She places the flogger handle between my teeth, like a bit for an animal. “Hold this, and don’t drop it.” 
 
    I close my mouth around it, tasting leather and salt from her palm. I lose myself in the moment. My warm, sensitized skin, the ache in my balls, all makes me feel as if my body is glowing. She begins to polish in small circles with the shearling side of the paddle. Silky tenderness glides across my flesh. I sigh with pleasure and relief. She covers my back several times then the treatment moves to my buttocks. Down all over my legs. To the insides of my thighs. Every inch of my body begs for this touch. I’m relaxed and swaying. Soft groans of pleasure escape as I soaked up the feel of softness and relief. 
 
    A gentle tapping on my inner thighs directs me, without a word said, to spread my legs farther apart. The shearling glazes my balls then all around the top and underside of my cock in an even more amazing hypnotic spell. At this, more blood pours into my erection, and my mouth relaxes so much that I almost lose the flogger handle from the grip of my teeth. It takes concentration not to screw up and drop it, but at this point, concentration is in short supply.  
 
    “Does that feel good, Boy Toy?  
 
    “Mmm hmm,” I mumble, my mouth full. 
 
     “What?”  
 
    “Mmm hmm.” I try harder to affirm. 
 
    “Is that what a good boy says when his Mistress gives him a treat?” She stops the heavenly touch. 
 
    “Oh am.” That was supposed to be no ma’am. 
 
    She laughs lightly. “What is it you should say?” 
 
    “Hank oou iswess.” I sound ridiculous. 
 
    “I can’t quite make that out.” She turns her head as if listening. 
 
    I make a decision. I drop the flogger. “Thank you, Mistress.” I know it’s what she wants to hear. I would have grabbed the flogger and shoved it back into my mouth, but with my hands helpless, I couldn’t. I try, unsuccessfully, to work it back into position with just my lips and teeth. It’s too thick and heavy for that to work. 
 
    “Boy Toy! What did I instruct you to do?” She scolds, but she’s happy to be able to do it. This is the result she wants all along.  
 
    “You told me to keep the flogger in my mouth, Mistress.”  
 
    “And did you?” 
 
    “No, ma’am.” 
 
    “And what does that mean?”  
 
    “I disobeyed. I’m so sorry, but I didn’t want to not make it clear how grateful I am.” I was grateful, for the flogging as well as the caress. 
 
    “What happens when you disobey, for whatever reason?” 
 
    “There are consequences.” 
 
    “Which are?” 
 
    “Punishment.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    The paddle flips from soft shearling to hard wood. It whacks my right buttock. A shock wave races through my body. I inhale sharply as wood meets skin with a loud pop. 
 
     “I. Told. You. Not. To. Drop. The. Flogger.” Every word is punctuated by another whack.  
 
    The wood is hard and it hurts a lot. The pain increases and forces high-pitched groans from me. The sounds encourage Miss Monica to smack harder. I am reeling. My buttocks burn like crazy and blood races toward the skin’s surface in a desperate rescue effort.  
 
    “This is punishment, Boy Toy. This is what you deserve for your previous failures to meet with me before this. We’re going to make sure you don’t commit that transgression again. Do you understand?”  
 
    “Yes! Miss Monica!” I howl out an answer, my voice out of control.  
 
    Her voice has changed, truly irritated and slightly menacing now. “You’re going to be punished three times, one for each time you failed to make proper arrangements to see me.” 
 
    “Yes! Miss Monica! 
 
    “We’re going to count to ten, three times. Count out loud. Understand?”  
 
    “Yes! Miss Monica!” My voice and my heart are full of dread. I think back. What was it that had kept me from her on those days? Fear? Laziness? A lack of desire? None of that makes sense right now. 
 
    The punishment begins. Fast and hard, back and forth, the wood side of the paddle falls. I yell out numbers as fast as she swings. “One, two, three, Four, Five, Six, Seven, Eight! NINE, TEN!” With little break, she starts again. I groan, miss a number as I gasp for breath. “One, Two, Three,” Gasp. “Five! Six! SEVEN, EIGHT! NINE! TEN!” The second set is worse.  
 
    “Are you learning your lesson?” I hear that Miss Monica is a little out of breath herself. 
 
    “Yes, ma’am!” 
 
    Third and last set. I’m not sure I know how to count anymore. “ONE, TWO. OH. OH. FIVE. SIX. OH. OW. NINNNNNNE TEEEEEEN!” Sheer pain overwhelms me. My butt is swollen and throbbing. A few tears streak my face. 
 
     “Aww, my poor Boy Toy. Did that hurt?” Her tone is only half sympathetic.  
 
    “Yes, Miss Monica.” My speech is soft and labored.  
 
     “That means you’re learning. It’s very satisfying for me to teach you these lessons.” She leans over. The latex presses against me as she reaches to grasp my butt, her sharp nails digging into my skin. A breathy chuckle tells me she’s enjoying my misery. 
 
    Groans seep from my mouth at this new pain. She stops these noises by probing her middle finger between my lips. “Suck, Boy Toy.” Her voice drops to a sensual purr. “Suck like you want to draw upon the nectar of a Goddess.”  
 
    The command transforms me. I need to suckle on her finger as though it feeds my soul. The feel of her skin, knuckle and nail sliding through my lips and against my tongue highlights my desire to serve.  
 
    “Suck and submit to me,” Miss Monica coos. “You are mine completely. Don’t ever forget it.”  
 
    Forget? Never. How could I? I don’t want to. I wouldn’t. I drift into a trance as she slides her finger rhythmically in and out, in and out. My focus narrows until that mesmerizing motion is all I am aware of. I’ve become nothing more than a puppet, dependent on her control and needy for her power. I’m so deep in this trance that I barely notice when she unclips my wrists from the pedestal. I loll on the top surface. 
 
    “Boy Toy.” She takes my shoulders and lifts my chest. “Stand up for me, nice and tall.” 
 
    I push onto my weakened legs and sway. Through misty eyes, I watch her draw on a pair of thick, shiny, high-quality latex gloves.  
 
    “Hands behind your back.” 
 
    It takes my muddled mind a second to figure out how to do this. She waits as I interlace my fingers.  
 
     “Now what’s this little mess you're making down here?” she asks. One finger lifts my erect cock to reveal a heavy drool coming from it. She pulls the foreskin back fully and traces a finger upward to skillfully capture a droplet of precum from the tip. Steadily the finger rises to my lips. 
 
    “Taste.”  
 
    I stick out my tongue. She wipes across it. I feel the slick latex and taste slippery salt. Her hand dives, and I think she’s going for more goo. I close my eyes and wait, mouth hanging open. Instead, she slaps my cock. 
 
    The surprise makes me jump and moan. She giggles at my reaction. “I just love watching that thing bounce up and down.” She grabs it and peers at it closely. “I don’t think it’s reached its full color yet, do you?” 
 
    I don’t look. I don’t want to. I don’t have to. “Not yet, Miss Monica.” 
 
    The black latex-gloved hand grips my cock hard enough to send the head bulging out of its foreskin. She taps the exposed and highly sensitive tip with the ruler. I cringe and scrunch my eyes closed. My body wants to rock away and out of her reach, but she holds me firm with the hand around my shaft. “Let’s count again.” 
 
    I gulp. “Yes, ma’am.”  
 
    She waits until I begin. “One.” She flicks the ruler so that it impacts the tip of my cock. I writhe from the pain. She pulls me back into position and waits until I manage to call out the next number. She delivers the next flick. As the count progresses, I think I might faint. At the very least, my knees will buckle and I’ll end up sitting on the bench. My head spins but I keep calling out numbers. Finally, mercifully, when I whimper “fifteen” she doesn’t strike. She’s decided she’s finished. I look down at the blushing head of my cock and pant for breath. 
 
    “Sit.” 
 
    I collapse onto the bench. It’s wide enough for me to lie back, and I do so even without permission. I simply can’t stay upright. She doesn’t seem to mind. In fact, she grips my hip and rolls me onto my side. “Remember when I had you look at my website and tell me which one of my butt plugs looked interesting?” 
 
    My nerves fire uncertainly. “Yes, ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you remember which one you chose?” 
 
    Of course. How could I forget? It wasn’t a random selection. “The pink one.” 
 
    “This one?” she says, laughing, seeming to be delighted by my memory sills. She produces a teardrop-shaped, medium-sized, bright pink toy. Where she’s been hiding it, I don’t know.  
 
    I am agape. “That’s—that’s for me?” 
 
    “Of course. Do you see anyone else here who needs a butt plug?” She teases as she soaks the pink surface with lube. 
 
    Do I really need a butt plug? Well, if she says so, then I guess I do. But it scares me a little. 
 
    She presses my hip again and slides the plug between my butt cheeks. It hits my anus. She teases in circles. “I’m going to take you completely,” she whispers. The tip makes a small surge against the muscular ring. I’m still a little scared but the wanting need rises.  
 
    “Relax, Boy Toy, relax.” She’s so close that I feel the brush of her cheek as her breath warms my ear. I twitch and shudder, the opposite of relaxed. She waits until I calm down before pushing again. My back arches, my body resists until suddenly, the full plug pops inside. I gasp and sigh at the erotic pressure.   
 
    “That cock will learn it’s not all about him.” She twists the base of the plug and everything pulls sideways inside me.  
 
    I moan. 
 
    She twists the other way. 
 
    I moan again. My body clamps down. 
 
    “Are you ready for the lesson?” 
 
    It takes a second for me to gather my answer. “Yes. Ma’am.” 
 
    Miss Monica sits on the pedestal beside me. She flops me to my back and stares at my erection as it strains in the harness. “I need to show my Boy Toy just how he should work this thing.” She pours a liberal amount of lube into the palm of her gloved hand. Some of it dribbles between her fingers and onto my thighs.  
 
    Please touch me. Please touch me. My mind chants an urgent request. I all but scream when she does. Her fingers wrap around my shaft and she squeezes. The touch electrifies me. My buttocks clench on the plug, my breath becomes ragged. I reel from the flash of physical sensation. This is the moment of privilege I’ve been waiting for. Enjoy every second, I advise myself. 
 
    “You are totally mine,” she says. “Your whole submissive little marshmallow being belongs to me.” 
 
    I smile at this. 
 
    “I own your cock and balls, I own your ass, and I own your orgasm. If and when I allow you to come it is for my pleasure, not yours.” 
 
    I smile again. I’m pretty sure if I come, I’m going to feel some pleasure too. 
 
    “You will obey and only come if and when I say so.” 
 
    For the first time, I realize she’s saying if I come. I was hoping that would be a given. “I’ll only come with permission,” I murmur. “I’m totally yours.” I am ready to give my orgasm over to her completely. My mind drifts into ecstatic contentment to have reached this bucket-list moment when the person you have fantasized with comes into real life. It was worth all the pain to reach this worshipful submissive state. It’s not an easy height to gain. How lucky was I to be brought here by her?  
 
    She strokes, a rapid back and forth pull. My foreskin drags to and fro, but the hand never reaches higher than the rim of my cock. Miss Monica deftly keeps that highly sensitive head waiting for touch. Nevertheless, a surge races through my body. My mind erupts. The animalistic desire in my brain wants satiation so badly, but yet, not so much that all this ends too soon. I leave myself at the mercy of her exquisite intuition and instinct. 
 
    On the verge of woozy, I peer at her, the tightness of the latex around her body, the stockings, heels and gloves all adding up to a sumptuous, sexy, erotic picture. I fly down the path toward orgasm, guided this time, not by her voice instructing me, but by her hand administering the glorious touches. Fast, slow, hard, gentle, different pressures, different pulls, sometimes letting go altogether. Everything she does is deliberate. Sometimes forceful, although at other times, her hand barely moves. Her fingers graze over the skin and then suddenly squeeze with shocking force. All this is both torturous and delightful.  
 
    My balls clench. The muscles in my scrotum tighten. I feel a rise within as the ball sack swells, seeking to relieve the fullness of fluid held within.  
 
    “How are we doing my Boy Toy? Getting an edge?” I catch a glimpse of her knowing smile. Hear the breathy laugh.  
 
    “Yes, Miss Monica!” I pulse the words with heavy breath.  
 
    Her hand immediately leaves my cock. 
 
    I groan with disappointment, but it’s probably a good thing she’s giving me a break.  
 
    “Correction,” she announces. The ruler slaps my cock. Three times. Sharp.  
 
    My body convulses from the sting. 
 
    “Who owns this cock?” Her voice becomes terse and dominant. 
 
    “You do, Miss Monica.” I gasp out the proper response. 
 
    “And what is expected of a good boy?” 
 
    “Obedience.” I cry out my favorite word.  
 
    Miss Monica returns to the various masturbatory phases. Fast, slow, hard, gentle, never the same. Ruler slaps interrupting at different times to jerk me back from the edge. Cum rising and falling repeatedly. Intense pleasure from the masturbation, then pain breaking me again and again.  
 
    After several rounds of this, Monica pours more lube into her shiny palm and clenches it directly over the head of my cock. With that, everything shoots to a whole new intensity level. My body writhes as the blood again races to the head. The electrifying stimulus shoots through my balls and scrotum and up through my spine. My buttocks, now aching from the whole session, clench furiously. Need builds quickly.  
 
    I ride the rollercoaster of sensations. Edge, relax, edge again a little closer, pull back just in time. Eventually, she wraps her lubed hands around my balls. “Nice and full. Do not fail me now, Boy Toy.” She squeezes harder, yanks downward.  
 
    My breath quickens. “Miss Monica, I don’t want to disobey. I don’t know how—” 
 
    At that moment, she applies the ruler to my balls. I shudder and slide into an erotic coma. I need release so badly, yet not at the expense of disobeying. “Beg,” she says. “If you want permission, you must beg.” 
 
    Only permission will allow relief, but I don’t really want relief, either. I just want Miss Monica controlling and guiding me for eternity. I am caught in space. Between a dividing line of go/no go. Lost in the total immersion of obedience and submission. 
 
    But the surge rumbles, never the less. I must secure permission or I will disobey. Unintentionally. “Please.” My voice croaks out, hoarse with need. “Please, may I come?” 
 
    “Not until I say so.” So assertive is her voice. So erotic in its instruction. 
 
    “I’m so so close.” I don’t know if I’m issuing a warning of what’s inevitably to come or making a request for help to stop it. 
 
    “You don’t have to tell me where you are, Boy Toy. I know exactly where you are. I read your body. I read your face.” She laughs and fiddles with the butt plug.  
 
    “Ohhhh ohhhhhh.” I cry out at the friction. “Miss Monica, please. Please! May I come!” It’s not really a question anymore. 
 
    “Not yet. You must earn it,” she says.  
 
    Earn it with steadfast control. I clamp down, shaking. 
 
    “Whom do you belong to?” 
 
    I pant for breath. “You, Miss Monica. My one and only.”  
 
    “And what must you do?” She’s there with me as a guiding force. 
 
    “Obey! Miss Monica! Always obey!” 
 
    “And why do you obey? 
 
    “Because my pleasure is wrapped up in knowing I have pleased you.” I blurt and tremble. I am at the breaking point, past the limit a long time ago and into the sheer agony of holding it together.  
 
    “Are you ready to come, Boy Toy? 
 
    “Yes! Please, Mistress! Please!” I almost weep. 
 
     “Then do it.” She hisses out the words I need. “Yes, you may come. Do it for me. Do it now.” 
 
    My balls tighten, my core coils, and I let loose, drawing my hands back as I shake. In that instant, she slaps my cock, and my full orgasm is ruined. I groan. She pops the butt plug from my ass. I moan. She flicks with the ruler again, and I spasm and erupt with renewed force. Every muscle in my being fires and for those seconds I’m not even in my body. I cry out and shudder and then fall limp, moaning softly. 
 
    I lie there, blabbering my gratitude, exhausted from the whole experience, my body in total collapse. She is there, I’m barely aware of it at first, but then she’s patting my face and helping me sit up. She brings me a glass of water. I guzzle. It’s the best liquid I’ve ever tasted.  
 
     “I’m so pleased, Boy Toy. I’m impressed at how good you can be. You proved your true acceptance of ownership today.” 
 
    I smile, too weak to speak. There’s nothing I crave more than her approval.  
 
    Gently she removes the collar from my neck. “Go shower. When you’re finished, come out naked.” 
 
    “Yes, ma’am.” I wander away to clean up. When I return, Miss Monica is waiting in the high-backed chair. “Get your clothes and come stand before me.”  
 
    I obey. 
 
    “Put on your socks.”  
 
    Just socks? Okay. I lean over and fumble my feet into them. 
 
    “Now underwear.” 
 
    I obey, understanding the idea that she’s going to direct me to don every article of clothing in sequence. She tells me to zip. She tells me which shirt buttons to fasten. Soon, I am fully dressed and remain swaying in front of her. 
 
    “It’s been a wonderful session,” she says. 
 
    That’s my cue to leave, but I don’t want to go. 
 
    “Miss Monica?” 
 
    “Yes, Boy Toy?” 
 
    “I just want to say how grateful I am for what you gave me today. You are the most amazing woman I’ve ever known.” A blush creeps across my face. “Thank you. Thank you.” 
 
    She smiles, warm and genuine. Then she stands up and hugs me. Her fingers twine into the hair on the back of my head. “Don’t ever forget, I own you. You obey me.” 
 
    Forget? How could I possibly? I will never, ever forget this day. I will play it over and over in my head for as long as I live. Thank you, Miss Monica. 
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    If you enjoyed this novelette, 
 
    please leave a review on Amazon. 
 
      
 
    If you’d like to share your story with me, 
 
    you may contact me through my website. 
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    I've had kinky interests as far back as I can remember. As a kid, I didn't understand the what or the why, but I knew certain things were exciting to me. It didn't take long to figure out that my attraction to these subjects was—er—different from most of my classmates. And I quickly discovered that such topics were regarded as Taboo. 
 
     
As I tried to understand myself, there was nowhere to turn. That was waaaaaaaay before the internet, but also, no open discussion of such ideas was ever allowed. 
 
    
Those who were brave found their answers in back alleys and porn shops, but for a young person with no resources and stranded in a small town, it was a lonely wandering through my fantasy world, always with the nagging thought, "What's wrong with me?" 
 
    
It took many years to figure out there's nothing wrong with me. It was a long journey, still an open-ended one, and not without its conflicts and trials. But ultimately, I've come to a place of happiness and acceptance. 
 
    
I embrace my kinks and enjoy them! 
 
    
You can, too. 
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