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Foreword by Matriarch Ezada Sinn

It gives me great pleasure when artists approach me to say that my work has inspired them. This was the case with Northbridge, the author of the book you are about to read. He discovered my clips and was drawn to the authenticity of the power dynamic I create. We began to speak, not about a single scene, but about the structure behind it, and, in time, I agreed for him to write this book, using as inspiration a real play session that took place at the House of Sinn some time ago.

He built his narrative from clips I filmed, along with the conversations we shared around them. That being said, he has, of course, added his own refined touch of imagination, shaping the story in his own style. This is something I value deeply in an artist: the ability to take something real and transform it into something personal, without losing its essence.

A little context: The House of Sinn is both a lifestyle philosophy and a real space, where I, together with other members of the International Matriarchal Society of Women, share consensual experiences with like-minded individuals. Some of our members are also content creators, and this is how Northbridge (and perhaps you) have had a glimpse into some of the educational experiences offered to the selected males who are brought into the House.

I created the House of Sinn with authentic Female-Led Relationships in mind. Although, as a kinkster, I use BDSM as a tool, I invite you to read between the lines and recognise the depth of connection, trust, and intimacy that such a dynamic can offer within a couple. There is far more beneath the surface than what is immediately visible.

I would also invite you to look at your own fantasies with curiosity and an open mind. Not everything is meant to be lived, but everything can be understood, and, sometimes, understanding is where real transformation begins.

I know you will enjoy this book very much.

I certainly did.

Matriarch Ezada Sinn

Founder of the House of Sinn

The International Matriarchal Society of Women


Sent to the House of Sinn

Meeting the Matriarch

I arrived at the House of Sinn, the widely admired institution of matriarchy, a warm day in June. Coming straight from the airport in a taxi, I wore only jeans, a t-shirt and a back pack containing a sealed envelope from my wife and a few clothes changes.

Now I was standing outside what looked like an unremarkable residential house in a residential area, but I would soon learn it was anything but.

At this point; I knew little of what the House of Sinn was and what it stood for; only that my wife had told me that I had to go there and do exactly what ladies there would instruct me. Otherwise I need not bother coming home, she had told me.

To me, that message had come out of the blue. I thought the relationship with my wife over five years was in a good place. I loved her and she loved me. She could talk harshly to me from time to time if I disappointed her, but she always quickly forgave me, and she had never threatened to throw me out of the house before.

But this time she did, and she sounded serious. Losing her would be devastating to me, so I had no choice but to agree to her demand. My wife had already booked next-day tickets to Romania for me, so here I was in front of the House of Sinn less than 24 hours later.

I rang the doorbell, and ten seconds later the door opened. A man dressed in a black t-shirt emblazoned with a Venus symbol and the House of Sinn logo told me to step inside. He was maybe 170 cm tall and his head was fully shaved. Apart from the t-shirt he only wore boxer shorts.

-“The Matriarch is waiting for you in the throne room,” he said while I removed my shoes in the entrance section. “She wants you fully naked, and you need to bring the letter from your wife.”

This was getting weird quickly. “The Matriarch?” “Throne room?” “Naked?”

But there was little doubt that I was where my wife intended me to be. The man here knew I would bring a letter from her. I’d better follow the instructions.

-“You can leave your clothes and your back pack here in the entrance,” said the man as I undressed.

A minute later I was fully naked and holding the sealed envelope from my wife, which I had gotten from my backpack. It felt awkward.

The man opened the door leading into the rest of the house and told me to proceed straight ahead. I went down a short hallway, passing the open door to a kitchen on my left. So far it all looked like a normal residential house. But that is when the illusion ended.

At the end of the hallway I found myself in the “throne room”. In a normal house, this would be the living room. And it sort of was, with tasteful decoration, chairs, tables and curtains. But it also had features you did not normally find in a living room: A cage big enough to hold a man, vases containing whips and canes, a metal chain hanging down from the ceiling. And most prominently next to one of the walls, on a podium, an impressive throne.

And sitting on the throne, was an even more impressive woman. Wearing a top, long leather gloves, a leather shirt and knee-high boots, all in black, she exuded both elegance and power. Her face looked fierce yet stunningly beautiful, emphasized by her make-up: dark purple lips and black eyeshadow. Long, black hair, alluringly worn in a half-up half-down style completed her looks. Menacingly, in her hands, was a riding crop.

She left me no more than a second to take in the view of the room and her.

-“Get on your knees, male,” she barked at me, arrogantly. “In front of me! Now!”

The authority of her voice made me feel compelled to do as she demanded. After a few seconds of hesitation I went down on my knees in front of her throne. As soon as I did, she threw down a black piece of something on the floor in front of me.

-“Put that on,” she demanded.

I picked it up, and found it was a leather hood. I put it on as quickly as I could. I had already sensed this was a Lady I did not want to displease. When the hood was on, she gave me the next instruction.

-“The letter you brought – you will hold that in your mouth! Hands behind your back!”

Again, I did as she told me. I stood on my knees a meter before her throne, wearing nothing but a hood over my head, and holding an envelope in my mouth. My wife had told me to do exactly what I was told in this house, and the woman on the throne did not look like she would let me get away with anything less than total obedience.

The woman on the throne scanned me for maybe half a minute, saying nothing, which added to my embarrassment. I gazed up on her and detected a little smirk on her lips. She seemed to be enjoying this.

At this point I also noticed the armband she was wearing on her left arm. A red band with a black Venus symbol on white background – a symbol of matriarchy. Matriarchy might well be the central part of the agenda of this place, I began to suspect.

It did not take long for that suspicion to be confirmed when the lady on the throne began speaking.

-“You are now at the House of Sinn, seat of the International Matriarchal Society of Women. I am Matriarch Ezada Sinn, Lady and Founder of the House of Sinn. You will address me as Matriarch.”

-“You are here because your wife sent you here, and I believe you have a letter from her to me,” she continued. “Let me have it.”

Ezada leaned forward a little and took the sealed envelope from my mouth. She then opened the envelope and pulled out a letter.

-“Let us find out why you are here.”

Ezada then began to read the letter.

Dear Matriarch Ezada Sinn, and Esteemed Ladies of the House of Sinn,

I cannot begin this letter without first saying how deeply relieved, and honoured, I am to know that your institution truly exists. For the longest time, I believed the International Matriarchal Society of Women was just a rumour, a whispered hope passed between women over wine, after long, disappointing evenings beside the men they once admired. I thought it was fantasy. A beautiful dream. A secret we wished were real.

And then Judy told me. Judy, the most practical, no-nonsense woman I know, sat across from me, hands calm, eyes bright, and told me that her husband returned from The House of Sinn after just one week as a perfectly trained husband. She said it with no fanfare. No arrogance. Just quiet obedience. And I knew in that moment: the stories are true.

It exists. House of Sinn exists! You exist.

And now, by the grace of shared feminine truth, I have been accepted into this sacred Society. I have the chance to do what generations of women before me could not: send the man I love to be re-educated, properly, professionally, permanently.

Because I do love him. That’s the complicated part. But I do not want him as he is. Not any more.

He is mine only in name. And while he is not cruel, he is abrasive. He is not malicious, but he resists, questions, interrupts, delays. He chips away at my patience with constant small offences, until I realise I am no longer leading with elegance, but reacting with exhaustion.

He is no longer the partner I want. No longer a husband, in any meaningful sense. He is a distraction. And I cannot live my life weighed down by a man who was never trained to worship, serve, or support.

I read your book and now everything makes sense to Me. This is why female-led relationships are now a trend. They are a correction. Women are better leaders, not because we demand control, but because we command it. Because we lead with balance, clarity, and purpose. And when a woman is empowered to lead, everything in the household improves: peace, productivity, pleasure. But only when the male is conditioned to serve that peace, not disturb it.

My husband, this male you now receive, is not evil. But he is untrained. He is not ready to kneel properly in front of his Wife. He is slow to learn, stubborn in pride, and entitled in behaviour.

So I am sending him to the only place in the world where men are truly retrained: The House of Sinn. The final refuge for wayward males. The only salvation for husbands who believe that love should excuse laziness.

And I say this with all the respect and clarity I can offer:
You may keep him for as long as you want him.

I trust your methods. I honour your rules. And I am grateful beyond measure that this man, whom I once chose, will be given one last chance to become worthy of being a good husband for Me.

With respect and shared power,
S.

Ezada looked at me with a serious expression after she finished reading the letter.

-“And then I see she has enclosed a list of your offences that need correction. Quite a long list. And correct them we shall.”

The Matriarch rose from the throne.

-“We shall start with the Black Box,” she said. “Crawl after me,” she commanded and stepped down from the throne.

She walked five meters towards the hallway I had come from, and I followed on my hands and knees.

There, she opened a door to a little room under the stairs leading up to the next floor.

-“This is the Black Box,” said Ezada. “This is where we put males in need of correction. You will be spending quite some time in there the next days and weeks.”

-“Get in!” She kicked my rear to make me move, and I hurried inside.

It was indeed a small room. No more than a meter times one and a half in area, and not high enough for a man to stand on his feet inside, but high enough to stand on the knees.

Attached to a beam in the ceiling of the room (which was in arm height for someone standing outside) was a long metal chain.

Ezada grabbed this chain and proceeded to wrap it tightly around my waist, before securing it with a padlock.

As she did, I could both feel the alluring scent of her subtle perfume and fully take in what a marvellous figure my captor possessed. A truly perfect voluptuous hourglass figure, that her tight skirt did nothing to hide. Her ample bosom was equally spectacular. She was a very attractive woman, in addition to being a very dominant woman. She expected obedience, and her confidence told me she was used to getting it.

While a certain fear of this Lady had began building in me, I could not resist her dominant sexual magnetism. An erection began to grow, and with no clothes to hide it, Ezada quickly noticed, remarking on it with amused disdain.

It did not distract her for long, however. She soon delivered her next set of instructions, pointing to a framed notice on the inside of the door with her crop.

-“These are the Matriarchy Wisdoms,” she said. “You will learn these by heart. Every male should learn these and take heed of them. Whenever you are here in the Box, you shall learn and meditate over these wisdoms, and over the Matriarchy Commandments, which you shall receive later.”

-“Yes, Matriarch,” I replied, with a submissive tone I thought she wanted to hear. Now chained in the Black Box, I was fully under her power.

-“I will see you in a while when it is time for your first correction,” said Ezada and closed the door of the box, and, judging from the sounds, locked the door from the outside. I was now locked into the Black Box.

It was not going completely dark however. There was some weak light from a small electrical lamp in a corner that I only noticed now, and there was also some light from a small hole in the door Ezada had just locked. There was just sufficient light to read the notice on the door – the Matriarchy Wisdoms.

With nothing else to do, and knowing there was a clear expectation that I must learn them, I started reading.

Female leadership is the natural order of life

Women lead, males follow

Owned males are better males

Good males are forged through intense training

Humility is the foundation of a male’s virtue

Trust grows on the edge of pain

Discipline is built through daily acts of submission

The purpose of life for a man is to dedicate it to his Owner

Servitude is the path, not the final goal

Submission is where true strength lies

These were certainly slogans of matriarchy – and quite a severe variant of that. Males being owned by women was clearly an ideal of these wisdoms.

Matriarchy was not new to me. I had long accepted that women are superior to men, and indeed, my relationship with my wife was built on that fact. We had a female led relationship. I accepted her as final decision maker and deferred to her will – most of the time at least, and I did most chores in our house. And that was a logical arrangement, really, since her job was both higher-paying and more demanding than my job.

But the words on the paper in front of me reflected matriarchy on a far more radical level. It spoke of males being owned and dedicating their lives to their owners. It sounded like slavery.

And I was here and subjected to these “wisdoms” because my wife had insisted I’d go here. Did she really agree with this world view? Did she wish to see me reduced to a piece of property? A servant? A slave?

The letter from her that the Matriarch read for me seemed to indicate so. She apparently knew what the House of Sinn was, and agreed with its doctrines – the doctrines espoused by the text in front of me.

It was somehow too scary to believe that she really wanted something this extreme. Maybe she just wanted to give me a good scare. Focus my attention, but not go all out. That seemed more probable.

But on the other hand, she did give me some very harsh words some times lately, and was clearly not happy about everything in our relationship.

Regardless of my wife’s ultimate intentions, I had to go through what the House of Sinn had in store for me. It was clearly my wife’s wish that I do so – so much so that she threatened to end the relationship if I did not. That left me no choice. I cannot bear being without her.

My brain was churning on this as I started reading through the wisdoms again.


My voice is not required unless invited

I had been in the Black Box for what must have been several hours, repeat reading the Matriarchy Wisdoms and pondering on why and how long I would be here.

Outside the Box, there was some activity from time to time, detectable through the small hole in the door. Every now and then I could hear voices talking behind closed doors or from the upstairs, and a few times, someone passed by the Box, allowing me to glimpse their feet through the hole.

From what I could gather, there were two ladies in the house; one of them being the Matriarch, as well as the man who had let me in when I came. None of them seemed to pay any attention to me being in the Box.

Then, suddenly something happened. I heard one of the women approach; the heels of her boots clicked against the floor, and she stopped outside the Box. Then I heard fiddling of keys with the lock, and a few seconds later, the door opened.

It was Matriarch Ezada. I looked up on her from my kneeling position. With a crop in her hand, she looked as powerful and assertive as she did when she locked me in the box a few hours ago.

My cock started growing just by the sight of her, and like the last time, she noticed.

-“You seem to like it here,” she said with a smirk.

She paused a little, and then continued.

-“I have prepared your training, and it will start now.”

She turned briefly to pick up a transparent vase that was sitting on a pedestal next to her throne. The vase was filled with pieces of paper.

-“On the paper in this vase are each of the offences you have committed against your wife, as well as a suitable punishment for each crime.”

-“Whenever we find it appropriate, I, and the other Ladies of this house, will randomly choose tickets from this vase, and execute the punishments described on those tickets for your training. Do you understand?”

I gulped.

-“Yes, Matriarch.”

I had no idea what she intended to do, but I suspected I would not like it.

Ezada handed me the vase.

-“Hold it up, so I can pick a ticket!”

I did as she ordered, and she put her gloved hand into the vase and fished out a folded piece of paper. She opened it at read it aloud.

He expresses opinions without being asked:

When he offers suggestions, advice, or unsolicited commentary, he does not realise the trespass. He believes that logic and equality entitle him to participate. But in this house, a house led by women, male logic has no seat at the table unless we pull out the chair. And offering his opinion before it is requested is a sign of rebellion.

Correction:

He will be punished with ritual whipping, not just for pain, but for clarity. He will receive lashes in rhythm with repetition:

“My voice is not required unless invited.”

Ezada’s face lit up with glee as she read how she intended to punish me.

-“Wonderful,” she said with a big smile.

Then her face suddenly turned strict and serious

-“Out!”

-“Stand up!”

-“Face towards the balustrade!”

-“Hands up!”

She barked orders in quick succession, making me position myself facing the railing of the stairs right outside the door to the Black Box. She then chained my hands together on the railing, fixing me in position. The chain from the Black Box was still around my waist, and just long enough to allow me to stand where I stood.

Behind me, I could see Ezada caressing a vicious-looking single tail whip with a satisfied expression.

It dawned on me. This woman was really going to whip me. This was crazy. I was going do be lashed because I had offered unsolicited suggestions to my wife. And my wife wanted me to be whipped for it. It was beyond absurd.

Ezada interrupted my thoughts.

-“Each time I whip you, you will say ‘My voice is not required unless invited’. Is that understood?”

-“Yes, Matriarch.” While bemused, I did not want to anger the lady with the whip.

Then, suddenly, Ezada’s whip sliced across my back. Pain shot through my body and I exhaled. After a second of hesitation, I uttered the sentence as ordered.

-“My voice is not required unless invited”

Immediately afterwards, the whip struck again – and harder. It was excruciatingly painful. I yelped, but then composed myself to say what was demanded.

-“My voice is not required unless invited”

If I failed to do so, I feared things would be worse. I knew already that Matriarch Ezada did not hesitate to inflict pain on me. And worse, it would break my wife’s clear instruction to obey the House of Sinn Ladies.

The Matriarch delivered yet another lash, still harder and more painful than the last. A second of unbearable agony followed, and I screamed out the required sentence.

-“My voice is not required unless invited”

Another stroke was the only reward, then another and another. Ezada whipped me with harsh, rapid lashes, which barely left me time to pronounce the mantra, but I tried as best as I could to say it once for every lash, channelling my urge to scream of pain into the required words.

I was in more pain than I had ever been when she delivered her final strokes minutes later. It was absolutely excruciating. But held in place by chains and shackles, there was no escape; I had no choice but to take the punishment.

-“You did well repeating the mantra,” said Ezada approvingly after she had stopped, and I was ventilating heavily after the ordeal. Her voice was much milder now. She smiled.

-“You did well. And now you have learned not to voice opinions unsolicited, haven’t you?”

-“Yes, Matriarch,” I replied meekly.

-“Very Good.” Ezada came closer and released the chain between my wrists that fixed me to the stairs railing. Feeling the sweet scent of her perfume made my existence a little more bearable as she did so.

-“Now, get down on your knees and kiss the whip,” she ordered as soon as I was released.

I obeyed immediately. I went down on my knees and Ezada held her whip near my mouth. I kissed the whip with which she had just beaten me so savagely.

-“That’s enough,” she said after a little while, and lowered her whip. “Get back in the Box. There will be more punishments for you later.”

I crawled in, and Ezada closed the door and locked it.

I was back in the box, and this time with a very sore back. But worse was my fear of what was to come. What I had just been through was unbearably painful. But that was just one ticket from that vase. And there were a lot more in it.

Was this what my wife wanted me to go through? Was she really that cruel?

That did not matter for my fate, though. I was here, chained up and locked inside this Box, completely at the mercy of a dominant sadistic woman. There really was no escape. I felt a creeping sense of desperation.

I was given an hour or so to process my thoughts, locked in the box, before the door opened again.

It was Ezada again. This time she held a dog bowl in one hand, and a bottle in the other. She bent down and placed both on the floor inside the Box next to me. The bottle was a half liter water bottle with a screw cork, while the dog bowl – a large variant made of metal – contained what look like a stew of some sort.

-“And what do you say?” she asked as I looked up at her.

-“Thank you, Matriarch?”

She smiled and closed the door to the Box again, and then locked it.

-“Pofte buna” I heard her say from outside. “Bon appetite” in Romanian.

It was six hours at least since my last meal and I was quite hungry. And the food in the bowl actually smelled quite delicious. But there was no cutlery, and I knew there was no chance I would get any. This was the moment I had to learn how to eat without.


Formal Caning

I had long finished eating and drinking when I yet again heard Matriarch Ezada’s heels clicking outside the box and her unlocking it.

The door went up, and the powerful Matriarch towered over me. In her hand was the vase with the punishment tickets. Confident and assertive, she quickly handed it to me.

-“Hold this!” she demanded. She smiled as she spoke. It was obvious that she enjoyed these interactions with me, her prisoner.

I held the vase for her, so she could pull out another ticket. Like last time, she read it aloud.

He sighs or rolls his eyes when corrected.

This is emotional immaturity, a defect often seen in males. A man who sighs when you correct him is not struggling with guilt, he is fighting for control. He would never say “no” outright. So he sighs. Rolls his eyes. Puts on a face. It is defiance wrapped in sulking. This is a dangerous kind of male disobedience: the one that looks quiet, but poisons everything.

Correction:

He will receive a formal caning session. He will be told in advance how many strokes. He will count them. He will thank for each. Afterwards, he will kneel in silence while reflecting on what happens when men protest against the hands that feed them discipline.

I winced as I heard my sentence. A caning. I had never experienced one before, and with Ezada being the executioner, I had no doubt it was going to be very painful for me.

Ezada’s eyes sparkled as she read the note. But her tone was very strict.

-“Come out of the box,” she ordered.

-“This time I have to release you from this chain,” she said, and unlocked the chain around my waist, which restricted how far away from the Box I could go.

As she did, I noticed a punishment horse was now in the throne room, near the base of the stairs, and I surmised this was going to play a role in what was about to happen.

That was confirmed when Ezada ordered me to get on top of it.

Impelled by the authority in her voice I mounted the punishment horse despite my misgivings of what it might lead to. Ezada proceeded to put leather cuffs on my wrists, and then lock them to the device, taking away my option of escape.

She then picked up a cane from a nearby vase with an ample selection of them. The House of Sinn has punishment implements conveniently available in most rooms, I would later discover, and the throne room was no exception.

After swinging the cane in the air a few times, Ezada instructed me of what she was going to do and of her expectations from me.

-“You will receive 40 strokes with the cane, and you will count them aloud, And you will thank me for each one,” she said matter-of-factly. “Do you understand?”

-“Yes, Matriarch,” I replied, with my voice likely revealing the fear I had of what she would do to me.

-“Good!”

I felt Ezada’s cane gently tap my buttocks, which were fully exposed as I lay on top of the punishment horse. Then I heard a woosh, and a crack as Ezada raised the cane and brought it down hard on my rear.

I groaned with agony, but managed to compose myself enough to comply with her instructions.

-“One! Thank You, Matriarch!” I called out.

Another woosh and another crack followed. It was immensely painful. The stroke landed exactly where the previous stroke had, and made it hurt twice as much. At least.

I suppressed the urge to scream, but groaned heavily, before managing to say the words.

-“Two! Thank You, Matriarch!”

It brought no respite. The cane came down hard again, almost bringing tears to my eyes as I absorbed the sting of its impact. Again I groaned.

-“Three! Thank You, Matriarch!” I whimpered

I was in despair. She had given me three strokes, and already the pain was unbearable. And she was planning on giving me 40. I felt it would be impossible for me to take that.

Yet it was rather impossible for me not to take it. The fact was that I was chained to the horse and under the unbending will of a Lady of the House of Sinn. There was no way I would not get 40 strokes, and possibly more.

To avoid the option of more, I had to force myself to take it the way Ezada demanded. I had to take it and thank her for it.

More strokes followed, as harsh as the first three. I groaned and whimpered as I processed the pain they induced, but managed to keep count and thank the Matriarch.

At 10, a small break followed as the Matriarch repositioned herself to deliver the next strokes from a backhand position.

That made the next strokes perhaps slightly gentler, but still more than sufficient to induce massive amounts of pain. Like when I had been whipped, I found that the best way of processing the pain was to channel my urge to scream from agony into what the Matriarch wanted me to say – in this case counting and thanking her.

At twenty, the Matriarch again changed position, and her strokes became harder again, and more painful than ever before. It was excruciating. She showed no mercy. I screamed the count, groaned, shook and writhed on the horse in response to the agony I was in, but Ezada continued relentlessly.

After what felt like an eternity, she delivered the fortieth stroke, and to my great relief, she stopped. I thanked her for the last stroke, and ventilated heavily as I processed the end of the trauma I had just been through.

Ezada seemed delighted, and even praised me.

-“You took the caning well,” she said and released me from the punishment horse.

“Now, get down on the floor and kiss my boots to thank me properly for correcting you.”

She had completely broken down any will I had to resist her if there ever was any. I fell to the floor immediately, crawled over to her, and kissed her boots enthusiastically. A mix of gratitude for ending the beating and desperate urge to obtain her approval spurred me on. She had absolute power over me in this house, and I knew my only salvation lay in pleasing her. Her looking like a goddess only made that conclusion easier to reach, as did her confidence and her assertive, dominant demeanour.

She let me kiss her boots for maybe for maybe half a minute while she studied the effect her cane had had on my behind, and was seemingly satisfied with the result.

-“You took this punishment well, and you followed my instructions,” she said to my delight. “As reward, you will go in the box without being chained.”

-“Now, crawl into the box.” I did as instructed, and she locked me inside the Box.

While I was again within the tight confines of the Black Box, I no longer had a chain around my waist restricting my movements, and I felt somewhat better because of that. Not so much because it had been uncomfortable, though it had been, but more because I had earned a reward from the Matriarch. I had to get on her good side – I had to please her. And I seemed to have made a step in the right direction in that regard.

The Matriarch held full power over me here, the punishments I would be subjected to, and likely also decided when I could go back home. And whenever I could go home, my wife would surely be happier if the Matriarch reported I had followed instructions correctly. In other words, the Matriarch’s happiness was key to my prospects on all the fronts that mattered.

From a knee-standing position I tried to sit down on the floor in the Box, but quickly re-decided. My rear end was too sore to be sitting on after the caning I had just received, and I went back up on my knees again.

That reminded me that even if I stayed in Ezada’s good graces, it would not be easy for me. The Lady was a sadist, who delighted in making me suffer and humiliating me, and there was a lot left in that vase of hers. I was in for a lot of hurt, and I had no idea for how long.

And come to think of it, there might be other ladies too coming to “train” me, based on what Ezada had told me. And I had heard at least one other had been in the house earlier in the day. I wondered if they would be equally sadistic as Ezada. And equally beautiful?


An uncomfortable position

I was reading the Matriarchy Wisdoms that were on the inside of the door when I heard the Matriarch approach again. With little else to do in the Box, I had read them quite a few times, and I was fairly sure I could recite them by heart now. I figured it was a fair chance that would be an advantage at some point. And it could well be now. The Matriarch was unlocking the Box.

Again she stood outside with the vase in her right hand. She looked down on me as I was kneeling before her, smiling arrogantly.

-“I love how you are looking up at me with fear in your eyes. That means you are learning.” she said and chuckled a little.

She was right. I was very fearful of her. I knew what she could and would do to me. And the thought that I might anger her somehow, filled me with dread.

-“Here, hold the vase, so I can pick your next punishment,” she said and gave me the vase.

She picked a ticket from it, opened it and read:

He lingers on his phone or in front of the television when I enter the room.

A man trained to serve should react the moment his woman enters. When he stays fixed on a screen, it tells me one thing clearly: I am not his centre of gravity. That flickering noise box, that glowing distraction, still holds more power than I do in his male mind. And so, he must learn to give his entire attention, to me, and nothing else.

Correction:
He will experience screen time deprivation and be subjected to sensory deprivation. Hooded. Ears muffled. Limbs bound in predicament bondage, so that every breath and shift becomes labour. This is how he will learn to appreciate the gift of feminine presence and to focus his attention solely on the woman in the room.

-“Tut-tut, this is bad, male. You must learn give your owner your full attention,” Ezada said with what I suspected was feigned outrage. She just enjoyed telling me off like this. And to make me suffer.

But feigned or not mattered little. I had no choice but to obey her commands and submit to her punishments.

She ordered me out of the Box and on my feet. She pushed me to the middle of the throne room, underneath a chain hanging down from the ceiling. There, she forced my arms into a pair of long leather restraint gloves, which tips she fixed to the chain hanging down from the ceiling.

She went on to add a number of things making my existence painful and uncomfortable. She fixed a humbler on my scrotum, attached nipple clamps to my nipples, and brutally gagged me with a ball gag. Finally, she placed a cylinder full of spikes underneath my foot blades.

It left me in a rather uncomfortable stress position, what could be best termed as a halfway squat. I was prevented from lowering my arms by the restraint gloves, while the humbler threatened to induce severe pain on my balls if I straightened by back. The spikes under my heels forced me to tiptoe.

While uncomfortable, it was a bearable position for now, but remaining in this position demanded a lot of static work from my thighs and calves. Meanwhile clamps gnawed into my nipples, and the gag prevented my swallowing and left me drooling.

Matriarch Ezada circled me slowly, chuckling.

-“You look pathetic, male. You are pathetic!”

Gagged, I said nothing in response.

Suddenly I heard a sharp crack, and felt an equally sharp sting on my right thigh, making me jerk. Ezada had used her electric shock wand on me.

-“This is to make you focus,” she told me. “You need to learn to focus on your owner and her needs, not all sorts of other distractions.”

Several more shocks followed, all around my body, including on my exposed penis. They caused me to moan and jerk, and the pain of the shocks was compounded by the spikes digging into my heels as I moved in response.

Ezada found it all highly amusing, and continued to circle around me, shock me,  and verbally degrade me.

After a while she announced:

-“Now you are going to learn to appreciate feminine presence. Let’s see how you like being without it.”

Ezada then put a blindfold over my eyes, and placed ear muffs covering my ears. My world went black and near soundless. I could only faintly hear the clicks of Ezada’s heels as she left for another room before it went completely silent.

I have no idea how long she left me like that, but it was long. And it was increasingly uncomfortable. Keeping the stress position became harder and harder, and I had to try to shift it every now and then. And “every now and then” became increasingly frequent as time passed.

If I tried to give my leg muscles a rest, I felt sharp spikes digging into my soles. If I wanted to relieve my soles of those spikes, I put unbearable stress on my leg muscles. If I wanted to give my back a rest by straightening out, the humbler would painfully pull my balls. And to relieve that, I had to bend down, making my back and shoulders ache. And all the time, the mild but unending agony of wearing nipple clamps. I hated those clamps.

The ordeal could best be described as torture, and the worst part was that I had no idea of how long it went on and how long I had to endure it.

Nevertheless, it did end, eventually. At some point, between my innumerable position changes, I felt the sublime scent of Ezada’s perfume, and I could sense she must be very close to me. She teased me with her closeness for maybe a minute or two before she removed my ear muffs.

-“You missed me, did you not?” she asked.

I tried to reply, but the gag stopped me, so I just nodded.

-“A female presence near you is a gift that you should appreciate and cherish. I hope you have learned that now.”

I nodded again.

-“Very well, I will release you then.”

Ezada removed my blindfold, then detached the restraint gloves I was wearing from the chain hanging from the ceiling. This allowed me to step away from the spikes under my soles. She then removed the remaining devices of torment from my body: Gag, clamps, and humbler.

-“Thank you, Matriarch,” I mumbled as I was freed from my torment. I wanted to show her the gratitude she demanded.

-“You will thank me properly once we are done here.”

After she had helped me pull my arms out of the restraint gloves, she gave the order.

-“Thank me properly and kiss my boots.”

I fell to my knees and did exactly that. Vigorously I kissed Ezada’s boots, thanking her for correcting me.

As I did this, I noticed I was not alone with Ezada in the room. Another lady was in the room, leaning against the wall, watching me with a mischievous smile. A pretty face with luscious dark pink lips, and piercing eyes. She wore her long blonde hair in a pony tail. Her body was almost fully covered by a tight-sitting black cat suit, made even more body-hugging by the corset she wore on top of it. Only around the breasts did she show skin, where a lowered zipper revealed an impressive tight cleavage between two ample breasts. Like Ezada, she wore a red armband with a matriarchy symbol, and she looked every bit as dominant and intimidating as the Matriarch herself.

Ezada noticed I was aware of the other woman’s presence.

-“We are so lucky that Mistress Lexy Noir has decided to take part in your training, male. Aren’t you curious to meet her?”

-“Yes, Matriarch.”

-“You should greet her right away. I am sure you have figured out how a male properly greets a woman in this house.”

I had an inkling. I crawled over to Mistress Lexy and kissed her boots, once on each.

-“It is a pleasure to meet you, Miss.. Mat..” I began as meekly as I could.

-“That is Mistress,” said the lady. “You can call me ‘Mistress’ or ‘Mistress Lexy’”

-“Yes, Mistress. Thank you Mistress.”

Lexy looked at me with a condescending smile for a second, and then turned her  attention to Ezada. The two ladies then greeted each other with kisses on the cheek, and began talking to each other in Romanian, paying little attention to me.

I did not really know what to do, so I stayed where I was, down on the floor on all fours, and tried to listen to what they said. My understanding of Romanian is very limited, but I could comprehend a few words and sentences here and there. The conversation was mostly indecipherable to me, but I gathered at one point that the two women were discussing me and what they would do to me with wicked smiles and glances in my direction.


Mistress Lexy Noir

Eventually, the ladies switched back to English, and turned their attention to me.

-“So you are the pretty boy sent by his wife to be trained?” Lexy asked me.

-“Yes Mistress,” I replied meekly.

-“Nice. I am going to enjoy training you,” she said seductively.

-“You see Lexy is going to be here a while and oversee your training from now on,” said Ezada. “I have had so much fun doing it today, but I have to share the fun with the other ladies. And now it is Lexy’s turn.”

Then, looking at Lexy, she continued. “But lets do the next one together. I need one more.”

-“Oh, sure. That will be twice the fun,” agreed Lexy, before they both laughed in a rather sinister way.

Ezada then pointed to the dreaded vase. It was on the throne podium.

-“Pick a ticket out of the vase, Lexy, please. That will give us the agenda.

Lexy smiled, and made the few steps over to the podium and pulled out a piece of paper from the vase. She unfolded it and read:

He performs domestic tasks sloppily, and with visible resentment.

A dish wiped too quickly. A floor cleaned halfway. A cloth flung instead of folded. But worse than the task done poorly is the expression on his face while doing it. As if serving me, keeping my home perfect, is beneath him. As if I should be grateful for his half-effort. This isn’t just laziness. It’s passive rebellion. It is service without soul.

Correction:
He will clean the floor with a special gag strapped tightly between his teeth, designed not only to keep him silent, but to ache. He will scrub with his whole body bent and restrained. He will learn that devotion is measured not by convenience, but by willingness to suffer for excellence.

-“That will be an excellent lesson for him,” Ezada noted cheerfully. “Let me find the right equipment. I know where it is.”

With that, Ezada disappeared up the stairs.

Lexy came over to me, where I was kneeling on the floor. She grabbed my chin, forcing me to look up at her face. I instantly sensed she had the same mix of feminine seductiveness and authority as Ezada. It seemed to be a common feature of the ladies in the House of Sinn.

-“So your wife sent you here, did she?”

Not waiting for an answer, Lexy continued.

-“How do you like it so far? Do you find the training useful?”

I was not sure what my honest answer to that question would be. After all, I was getting to spend time with immensely attractive women – goddesses, really. But it was so painful and humiliating what they put me through.

However I was pretty sure what the right answer would be.

-“I like it very much, Mistress. I am very grateful for the training I have received.”

-“I can see that,” said Lexy smirking, and kicked my erect cock gently with her boot.

Before Lexy could question me further, Ezada came down to the throne room again, with some kind of device that included a brush.

She snapped her fingers, and pointed down in front of her.

-“On your knees, facing me,” she ordered.

I quickly obeyed.

She then showed the device she had brought, and fitted it on me. It was a gag, but one that had a brush sticking outwards from the part that went into my mouth. Ezada tightened the buckle hard on my neck to make sure the gag went far into my mouth, and that the brush sticking out from my mouth was stable.

She then began instructing me in a very strict voice.

-“You will clean this floor on your hands and knees using that brush. Start in that corner! Fast!”

She pointed me to one corner of the throne room.

-“When you complain about doing chores for your wife, you should know that it can always be made worse for you. You should be grateful when you are allowed to clean with normal equipment.” Lexy taunted me.

I started sweeping the floor with my gag brush, brushing out from the corner I had been told to start on. I quickly found it was not easy. The brush was small and covered little. And keeping it stiff enough to stay in the position I intended it as I swept across the floor was near impossible.

But that was no concern to the two ladies who supervised me. They had both armed themselves with floggers, and alternated between issuing orders of where to sweep and ridiculing my efforts.

-“Why are you sweeping the dust into the corner?”

-“Clean this part of the floor!”

-“Why don’t you listen to orders, stupid male?”

-“Faster!”

-“Clean faster, bitch!”

-“Males are so stupid!”

-“Clean here, I said!”

“Don’t slack off!”

-“I want this clean now!”

I moved as fast as I could, but there was no way to satisfy the two Mistresses. Their purpose was not have the floor swept, but to humiliate me, and this they achieved.

Soon they used their floggers as well, lashing me repeatedly when they were unsatisfied with the speed and quality of my work, which was pretty much all the time. It was accompanied by constant verbal humiliation.

They made me cover more of the floor, and had me move quicker, likely to exhaust me.

-“Now, sweep all across the floor!”

-“Over here! Faster”

-“Move the other way, stupid!”

-“That’s right! Backwards! Now move!”

-“You missed a spot!”

-“Males are so useless”

-“Look how slow he is!”

-“I will not stop lashing you until you move faster”

-“Go! Move!”

They drove me harder and harder, and the lashings were harsh and frequent. I was nearly collapsing with exhaustion when they finally relented.

-“That is enough, you lazy male,” said Lexy. “We don’t have time now to make you clean this floor properly. You will do it later.”

She removed the gag with the brush.

-“Kiss our boots! Thank us for letting you off this easy,” demanded Ezada.

Already on my knees in front of the two ladies, I kissed their boots.

-“Thank you for having mercy on me,” I repeated a few times.

-“What did you learn from this?” asked Lexy like an interrogator.

I spent a few seconds trying to find a good answer.

-“I learned that I have to clean properly for my owner.”

But Lexy was not fully satisfied.

-“Yes, and….?”

I was blank. And after a few moment of hesitation, Lexy gave the answer herself.

-“..and you learned to appreciated the privilege of cleaning for her with normal equipment! It can be worse! Remember that!

She nearly shouted the words.

-“Males are so stupid,” she added.

She grabbed the hood on my head with her left hand and gave me five lashes with her flogger for my failure.

-“It is getting kind of late,” said Lexy to Ezada. “Shall we go to eat?”

-“Good idea,” replied Ezada. “But we should finish with this male first. There is one more item we have to take him through before we can put him away.”

-“I saved this one for the evening,” said Ezada and produced one of those tickets that had come from the vase. She read it.

He touches himself in the shower, and was caught with an erection.

When a male is permitted the privilege of cleanliness, it is not a free-for-all to indulge arousal.
He was seen, erect, flushed, caught in the act of taking pleasure in the moment meant for purification. When questioned, he claimed he was simply “washing.” A lie clothed in obedience. But the body does not lie. And erections are not innocent.

Correction:
He will be placed under cold showers only, with supervised hygiene when allowed. Long-term chastity will accompany this training. The cock will no longer be trusted. It will be locked, inspected, denied, and the male will learn that the only part of him permitted to rise is his obedience

-“You heard that, boy? It’s shower time,” said Lexy. That is upstairs. Follow us.

The two ladies went up the stairs with me in tow. They had instructed me it was an important part of the etiquette at the House of Sinn, that women walked first up the stairs, with men behind, so they would stay lower than their superiors.

Upstairs, I was lead into a bathroom, where Ezada removed my hood and pushed me into the shower.

Lexy took the shower head and pointed it at me.

-“You have abused your privileges at home. This is what you get.”

She turned on the shower, and an ice cold beam hit my chest. It felt like a shock, and I tried to move out of the beam.

-“Stay still, male. This is what you deserve, and you need to clean yourself!”

I forced myself to stand still, however much my body wanted to resist. I did not want to anger these women.

Lexy moved the water beam around such that every point of my body got a splash. I was shivering. It was so cold.

-“Now clean yourself! We haven’t got all night!”

Ezada put a bottle of shower gel in my hand.

With shaking hands, I squeezed out some gel and applied it all over my body.

-“You cannot be trusted in the shower. This is how you will clean yourself from now on.” Lexy spat out.

I moved on to scrubbing and rinsing it off again, while the two ladies observed my work disdainfully.

-“Do it thoroughly! A male in service to a woman needs impeccable hygiene!” directed Ezada.

-“Yes, Matriarch,” I replied with chattering teeth.

I doubled up on scrubbing my crotch in response. Hoping it could get me out of this shower quicker.

After what to me seemed like an eternity, but likely was only a few minutes, Lexy turned the shower off.

By then I was well into the first stage of hypothermia, and my teeth was chattering uncontrollably. But there was no sympathy from Ezada or Lexy. Lexy threw me a towel and ordered me to dry.

While drying to ladies commented on my cock with amusement.

-“Not so big any more.”

-“Quite pathetic, really!”

-“At least it will make the next part easier.”

And the next part came right after I finished drying. Ezada produced a device I at the time could only guess what was, and declared “You have shown you cannot be trusted with your cock. So we will lock it away. You will be in chastity from now on. You will only have access to it when the woman in charge of you lets you.”

She then put the device – a chastity device – on my cock, and locked it with a small padlock. My size reflected the cold ordeal I had just been through, and it was easy to fit. Ezada gave the key to Lexy.

-“Men cannot be trusted to control their dicks. Control should always be in the hands of a woman. And for you, that will be Lexy.”

-“And I will make sure you stay locked up,” added Lexy with obvious relish.

-“Now lets put him away for the night,” said Ezada. “I want to go out.”

-“Yes,” agreed Lexy. “Has he earned a bed or do we keep him in the Box?”

-“He is going back in the Box. He will stay there until he is properly trained.”

Both ladies broke out in a sinister laugh.

-“Put the hood on, and get yourself downstairs, male,” ordered Ezada. “You will go first when we are going downwards. Males should always be beneath women,” she instructed.

Downstairs, Ezada ordered me into the Black Box again, and put the chain around my waist as she had earlier in the day. While Ezada chained me, Lexy brought a few extra items for my night in the Box: A blanket, another water bottle, a dogbowl with some pieces of bread in it, and a few laminated papers.

-“These are the Matriarchy Commandments,” Ezada told me. “As well as a guide to the House of Sinn positions for males.”

-“You will do well to learn both the commandments and the all of the positions. We expect every male to know them by heart,” she continued. “If tested and you fail, you will regret it.”

With that piece of advice, Ezada closed the door to the Black Box and locked it. The ladies had left me for the night.

I did not sleep well that night. While the floor in the Box is not hard, it is not soft either, and it is not big enough for a man to lie straight.

But as much of an impediment to sleep as physical discomfort, was my mind. I had experienced a lot during my first day at the House of Sinn, and I spent a lot of energy processing it. The ladies of this house were both irresistible and scary. They had an uncanny ability to bend me to their will. And they were using their power to mold me – brainwash me, really – into a compliant devotee of matriarchy. With absolute deference to women.

And this was all happening on the request of my wife. She wanted me that way it seemed. She did not want me as her equal – not that I ever was. Based on how I was treated here, she wanted me as her servant – or slave even.

And I had to admit to myself, it looked like she might well achieve that outcome. After just a day at the House of Sinn, its doctrines were rubbing off on me. My place was to obey and serve the ladies with extreme deference, and it somehow felt natural. What if that developed further over the next days...and weeks? How long would I be here, really?

Those thoughts kept me awake as much as the lack of a proper bed.

But I did not spend the whole time trying to sleep. The Ladies had also provided me with more reading material, the Matriarchy Commandments and the male Positions, which I had been advised to learn by heart. So I spent a fair bit of time memorising those before sleep.


Learning to listen

My biological clock told me it had long been day by the time I heard movement outside the Box, and the door to the Box was finally opened. It was Mistress Lexy. Dressed in a black leather top and leggings she look as impressive as she had the day before, and the authority she exuded was equally strong.

-“Good morning, boy” she said in an icy tone.

-“Good Morning, Mistress,” I replied meekly. I was standing on my knees with my head lowered.

She put forward one of her feet, encased in a platform heel ankle boot with an open toe.

-“Greet me properly,” she demanded.

I bent down and kissed her foot, and then the other. That seemed to satisfy her.

-“We will do your training upstairs in the blue room today,” said Lexy. “There is more...equipment there.” She attached a metal leash to the leather collar around my neck that Ezada had fitted me with yesterday.

-“Follow me!”

Lexy tugged the leash, and made me follow her. My cock grew inside the chastity device on the way up the stairs as her shapely rear end and the sensual, feminine movements of her hips as she walked were in full display in front of me.

At the top of the stairs, Lexy led me into a room with blue walls, and a lot of bondage equipment and punishment implements hanging from racks on the walls. Alongside one of the walls, there was a small bench, and Lexy ordered me to kneel in front of it.

Next to the bench was the vase with my crimes and punishments, and on the bench was a piece of paper that looked like it might have been pulled from the vase.

Lexy took a seat at the bench and picked up the piece of paper. She stared at me for a few seconds with her piercing eyes. It was impossible to meet her eyes. I had to look down. When I did, she started speaking.

-“I have already picked a suitable training item for you this morning.”

Lexy began reading from the note.

He interrupts me when I speak.

There is no greater insult to a woman’s authority than being spoken over. When he interrupts, what he really says is: “My voice matters more than yours.” He doesn’t even realise it most of the time, because he has never been trained to listen, only to answer. And in a female-led home, the female voice is not just heard, it defines reality.

Correction:

He will be gagged for a prolonged period of time. He will endure gagged silence drills, where he sits with his back straight, hands on thighs, and listens to my words without a single sound escaping. He will wear different gags, leather, metal, inflatable, chosen not just for silence, but discomfort. His mouth will become a space for discipline, not opinion. Posture training with humbler will accompany this: head bowed, no fidgeting, no reaction. He will learn that listening is not passive. It is worship.

-“It is indeed worship, and you will learn to worship,” Lexy added.

She eyed me for a few seconds, then spat out “What are you waiting for? You will wear the humbler! Present your balls!”

She appeared to be in a very strict mood.

I rose up on my knees and held my balls and my caged cock with my right hand for her to better access them, hoping that was what she meant by presenting them.

That appeared to be the case; she unlocked and removed the chastity device, and replaced it with a humbler in a rather rough manner. She pushed me forward so I was down on all four to fit the humbler on me, but as soon as she was done, she ordered me to go back on my knees again, and the humbler tugged painfully on my scrotum.

Lexy ordered me to open my mouth, which I did, and then she pushed a ball gag into it, and tightened the strap of it brutally behind my neck.

She then stepped in front of me, grabbed my chin and forced me to look into her face. She laid out the rules.

-“I will put a headset over your ears, and you will listen to what your wife says with full attention. You will remain in this position and don’t move. On your knees, leaning forward with straight back and lowered head, hands on your thighs.”

I adjusted my position a little to fully comply with her instruction.

-“And don’t you dare to move, to speak or to do anything else that will take focus away from the words of your wife,” she continued. “If you do, I am going to thrash you so hard you will regret being born.”

She picked up a crop that was lying on the bench and gave me three hard whacks on my buttocks as if to prove her point.

It worked. I was fully determined to follow her orders as best I could, and bit my lip to avoid vocalising the pain she had just inflicted on me. I knew Lexy could be very harsh, and I would do what I could avoid that.

Lexy then put a headset over my ears, picked up her phone and started the sound track.

I maintained my position, careful not to move at all as I listened. It was my wife’s voice.

-“I order you to learn and live by the Matriarchy Commandments,” she said in the bossy voice she tended to assume when she was dissatisfied with me. Then she went on to recite them:

1) you shall worship your Owner.

2) you shall honour all Women.

3) you shall renounce your false ego and its expectations.

4) you shall learn every day how to please your Owner.

5) you shall always trust your Owner’s judgement.

6) you shall always practice acceptance

7) you shall accept punishment as your path to evolve

8) you shall act like you are the mirror of your Owner

9) you shall strive to reach your highest potential in service

10) you shall embrace the endurance, not the sprint, in servitude

After she read the tenth commandment, she started again on number one, and the track was on a loop.

I recognised the Commandments from reading them last night, and it gave me some satisfaction at first to confirm that I already knew them by heart. But hearing my wife reciting them further confirmed that my wife was fully on board with the House of Sinn philosophy, which induced some anxiety.

Regardless, I kept on listening, carefully remaining still.

Lexy sat on the bench for a few minutes, gazing at me and playing with the crop in her hand, watching for any mistake I might make.

After maybe five minutes, she got up and left the room, to my relief. Where she went, I don’t know, but I did not take any chances, and remained in my position, listening.

And she was away for quite a while. The loop must have repeated for more than a hundred times before she came back to the room. I did not dare moving my head to look up at her.

She went over to me, and stood directly in front of me. She lifted the headset off my ears.

-“A little break for you while we up the game, male. I want no words from you.”

I nodded gently.

Lexy loosened the buckle behind my neck and removed the gag in my mouth that had made me drool on the floor in front of me. It was a great relief to get it out of the mouth, but it was a short relief.

Soon after, Lexy forced another gag into my mouth and fixed it with a buckle behind my neck. The ball of this gag was bigger than the previous, and it was quite uncomfortable in my mouth.

Lexy paid no attention to that however. She merely put the headphones back over my ears again and left the room.

Again I was listening to the endless loop of the Matriarchy Commandments while trying to remain motionless, a task which became harder by the minute. I felt the stress of the position I maintained, and was feeling an increasing need to straighten out my body. But I was held back by fear. Fear of what the humbler would do to my scrotum, and fear of how Lexy would react if I attempted to follow through my urges. So I remained still, listening to my wife’s words for at least another hundred loops.

Eventually Lexy returned and came over to me, standing directly in front of me. She removed the headphones and indicated for me to raise my head.

This time she did not replace the gag; rather, she tightened the one I was already wearing. The gag was equipped with a handle in the front, which Lexy could turn in order to screw the ball further back into my mouth.

This she did with relish. She turned the handle repeatedly, and seemed to enjoy the increasing discomfort and agony I felt as the ball gag forced its way further and further back in my mouth. I was nearly gagging before she stopped. It was uncomfortable in the extreme.

Lexy simply ordered me back in position and put the headset back over my ears. She sat down on the bench right in front of me and watched me with a mischievous smile.

I tried to remain motionless as I listened to the Commandments on repeat, but it was too hard. After a few minutes, in response to the extreme discomfort, I moved as I tried to somehow push the invasive gag out a little.

Lexy pounced immediately. She was on her feet, and whacked my thigh with her riding crop. She then followed up with a relentless barrage against my arse with the same weapon.

-“What did I tell you? No movements!”

She was relentless, whipping my body all over with her crop, but giving extra attention to my backside and thighs. The pain was immense. I would have screamed if not for the gag, and I fell down on the floor. I tried as best as I could to protect myself using my arms, but achieved little.

But as suddenly as she began, she showed mercy and stopped.

-“Stupid males. Always in need of an extra lesson,” she said.

She then forcefully pulled me back up on my knees again, and unbuckled the gag behind my neck.

While I exercised my newly gained – and sorely missed – liberty to cough and swallow, Lexy rose up and placed one boot on my back. I took that as a signal to stay down on my hands and knees.

-“I warned you what would happen if you moved,” she said haughtily. “But you did hold out for a long time, and that gag can be quite a challenge. So I will give you one chance to prove you focused on your wife’s words and thus avoid extra punishment.”

Lexy paused a little.

-“You will recite the ten Matriarchy Commandments flawlessly, replacing ‘you’ with ‘I’. Do you understand, male?”

-“Yes, Mistress.”

-“Then begin. First Commandment.”

- “I shall worship my Owner.”

-“Second Commandment!”

- “I shall honour all Women.”

It went smoothly. Having listened to the Commandments for the better part of two hours from my estimations, they were etched into my brain. I could effortlessly recite them, even in my reduced state after the beating.

After I had recited the tenth commandment, Lexy ordered me to kiss her boots and thank me for the education I received, before she put me back in the Box.


Workout House of Sinn style

An hour or two later, Lexy was back for another round of training. She had me up in the blue room again, and read out the next item for which I would be corrected.

He makes excuses when failing to follow through.

A man who fails is one thing. A man who fails and explains why is still trapped in the illusion of authority. Excuses are just another form of resistance. They say: “I didn’t obey, but I had a reason.” In a female-led life, reasons are irrelevant. Only results matter.

Correction:
He will be put through hard physical exercise. During punishment, he will worship feet, kiss between every lift, whisper apologies between breaths. He will sweat and ache and kneel. And the only words permitted during failure will be “I have no excuse.”

-“This can be fun,” mused Lexy after reading it. “But I will need something to give me an extra level of control over you….and I know just the thing.”

She opened a nearby cupboard, and found a coil of rope.

-“Present balls,” she ordered as she came back to where I was kneeling. I made the same moves as I had the last time that order was given.

Lexy uncoiled parts of the red rope, and wrapped a good part of it around the base of my scrotum before making a tight knot, putting my cock and balls in an uncomfortable squeeze. She had me by the balls, literally.

-“You will now do exercises as I order you, and you will give it your utmost. For each repetition you will apologise for failing to serve your wife as she requires. Should you fail to do as I order in any way, there will be consequences.”

Lexy tugged the rope to give me a demonstration of what consequences meant. I yelped from pain. She got her point across.

-“Yes, Mistress,” I whispered.

Lexy sat down on the little bench in the room.

-You will perform squats until I order you to stop. For each repetition, you will say ‘I am sorry for failing to serve my wife as she deserves.’ Do you understand?”

-“Yes, Mistress,”

-“Then get started!”

I got up on my feet and stretched my hands forward for balance, and lowered my body to do the first squat. But not low enough. I was on my way up again when I felt a sharp tug on my balls.

-“Not low enough! Do it properly!” barked Lexy at me. “Don’t you know how to do squats?”

I went down again, sufficiently low this time, before going up again.

-“I am sorry for failing to serve my wife as she deserves.” I said before going down again.

This time, Lexy approved of my technique, or at least she did not rebuke me. I continued to do seven or eight more, carefully repeating the mantra “I am sorry for failing to serve my wife as she deserves” between each.

Then I again felt the sharp pain of my balls being jerked.

-“Faster, male,” Lexy demanded. “You are slacking. I want to see proper effort.”

I whimpered from the pain and increased the speed of my squats. I worked as fast as I could, not wanting to provoke Lexy to tug my balls again.

This I managed for a while, but not for ever. It was heavy work, and I soon felt a creeping exhaustion. I could not keep up the pace, and Lexy noticed.

-“Faster!

She tugged my balls again, and it hurt. A lot.

I tried to increase speed again, but I could not. My legs where aching, I was struggling to lift my body.

-“Faster, I said!”

Lexy tugged again, and this time I collapsed on the floor as the pain shot through my body.

Lexy got up on her feet and kicked my side as I writhed on the floor.

-“I did not give you permission to take a break. Get up again!”

I groaned as her boot connected with the side of my torso.

-“I can’t. I am exhausted, Mistress.”

My answer was rewarded with another hard kick and yet another tug on the balls.

-“Wrong answer, male. We are not interested in your excuses. The only permitted answer when you fail is ‘I have no excuse’. Is that clear?”

-“Y-yes, Mistress,” I stammered. “I have no excuse.”

-“You weak, pathetic male! We will find you an easier exercise then. You will do sit-ups.”

Lexy pulled the little bench out from the wall, and ordered me to lie on my back on the floor in front of it, resting my legs on the bench in the sit-up position. Lexy then sat on top of my feet with her back and her gorgeous bum facing me.

-“You will do sit-ups until I order you to stop,” Lexy ordered. “Each time you get up, you kiss my arse and repeat the mantra. Now do it!”

I started right away, and did not find it too hard to do sit-ups, kiss Mistress’ bum and say “I am sorry for failing to serve my wife as she deserves.” And Lexy appeared to at least tolerate the level of my efforts, sparing me of ball tugs.

But the number of repetitions she wanted seemed endless. She never called for a stop, and eventually I ran out of steam. My abdominal muscles went stiffer and stiffer, and in the end failed to take me high enough to kiss Mistress Lexy’s rear end.

That is when the ball tug came.

-“I did not tell you to stop! Continue!” was the rebuke from Lexy.

-“I am sorry Mistress. I have no excuse.”

After the squats, I figured this was the right response.

-“That’s right male. You have no excuse!”

She gave me another tug, nevertheless, making me yelp.

-“Apologise for failing to do your exercises.”

-“I am sorry Mistress, for not doing the exercises as you instructed. I have no excuse.”

She seemed to accept that response.

-“Now you will do push-ups. Get in position!”

I went in push-up position, waiting for her order to start. Lexy put her right foot directly underneath my head, and gave further instructions:

-“You will kiss my boot each time you go down, and then repeat your mantra. Understood?”

-“Yes, Mistress!”

-“Then start!”

I lowered myself to the height of the tip of her boot – which had a significant platform, thus making my task easier – and kissed it, then said “I am sorry for failing to serve my wife as she deserves,” before going up again.

It went smoothly for the first 20-25, but as usual, Lexy wanted more than I could  possibly do, and no reprieve was in sight as I struggled into the thirties with acid building up in my muscles.

As I approached 40, Lexy gave me a painful tug and reprimanded me.

-“No slacking. I want your full effort.”

I continued to do push-ups but I was now really struggling. There are only so many push-ups one can do. It took all my efforts to push my self up a few more times. Lexy noticed and mocked me as I toiled.

-“Is that all you can do? Pathetic!”

At 46 I could do no more. After I kissed Lexy’s boot I collapsed on the floor.

-“You males are so lazy! Continue.” Lexy spat out, and tugged my balls. It hurt badly, but I did not have the strength to get up from the floor, and I tried.

-“I am sorry Mistress...I have no excuse,” I pleaded with her.

-“No you don’t,” confirmed Lexy and picked up her riding crop. “And you will repeat that while I punish you for your lousy effort.”

I braced myself, just before I felt the sting of the crop impacting my arse.

-“I have no excuse” I shouted.

The next stroke, harder and more painful landed before I could finish, and I immediately repeated my new mantra again.

Lexy gave me 10 strokes before she told me to kiss her boots and thank her for the training.


Should not have left the toilet seat up

Later that day, after having been served a meal in a bowl, came the last training session/punishment of the day. Lexy opened the door to the Box and, like the Matriarch had me do the day before, she had me hold the vase for her as she picked a random ticket describing by fate in the near-term future.

Lexy read it for me.

He leaves the toilet seat up repeatedly.

It is the smallest act. And yet, the loudest message: “I expect you to adjust around me.” When a woman must touch porcelain before she can even relieve herself, it is a daily reminder that she is cleaning up after male comfort. And that is unacceptable.

Correction:
He will be assigned humiliating bathroom cleaning rituals. He will clean each toilet in the house with a toothbrush. He will do it in a humiliating position, bare, exposed, kneeling, and he will recite aloud why women should never be forced to endure a man’s carelessness. Every session will end with a kiss to the rim and a thank you for the opportunity to improve.

That pretty accurately described how I spent the rest of the day. Naked, on my knees, cleaning the three toilets of the house with a toothbrush while repeating the sentence “Males must adapt to Women’s needs; never the other way around.”

I was mostly left alone to do this tedious work, but Lexy checked in on me from time to time, making it a risk for me to deviate from her instructions. And knowing that the price for disobeying Lexy was likely to be steep and painful, I stuck to my orders.

It took several hours; cleaning a toilet with a toothbrush is not a quick job. The toilets, which admittedly were not in a bad state when I started, were now shining. Lexy said I had performed a passable job, which I figured was the highest praise I could hope to receive from her.

She deemed I needed no further punishment that evening, and locked me back in chastity and back in the box for the night.

While exhausted and aching from the work and punishments I received during the day, I felt mildly uplifted. I could see there was significantly less paper in the vase than when it all started the day before, which meant there would be an end to my punishments in a few more days. Then I could go back to my wife and be more the husband she wanted than I had been so far. I was so lucky to be allowed to serve her, and I knew I would have to step up my game. That much I had learned from my stay at the House of Sinn so far.


Mistress Amanda

My third day in the House of Sinn started late, like the second day. I woke up well before anyone came to open the Box. I could hear and, through the little hole in the door, glimpse that there was activity in the house, and it appeared to be a lady there who I had yet to meet. This filled me with both anticipation and anxiousness.

At long last, I could finally hear the fidgeting of keys and lock outside. I moved to stand on my knees to be in a respectful pose for the lady who was about to open the door.

The door went up, and it was indeed a new lady, and a stunning one at that. Her face was gorgeous, with high cheekbones and pouty red lips. She had long red hair in a ponytail reaching down to her waist. She wore a black leather corset over a leopard patterned blouse, and a matching short leather skirt and long leather gloves. Her long legs were encased in black nylons, and a pair of elegant high heels in black finished her look.

She smiled seductively as she measured me up, but did not say anything at first. This was a woman confident in her superiority over me, and it showed.

-“Good morning, Mistress,” I said trying to break the ice.

-“Good morning, male,” returned the Mistress. “But why don’t you try to greet me properly?” she replied in a neutral to friendly voice.

I quickly bent down to kiss her shoes,

-“That’s better,” she purred. “You seem to have learned something at least.”

-“Then I will introduce myself,” she continued. “I am Mistress Amanda, and I will be training you this morning. I hear your wife has sent you here for us to correct your transgressions against her?”

-“Yes, Mistress,”

-“Let’s see what those are, shall we?” Amanda turned to the vase, which was placed on the pedestal next to the throne. She pulled up a ticket with her gloved hand and read it.

He calls me “babe” or “honey” in front of others.

At first glance, some might say this is affectionate. But to a woman who leads, it is infantilising. It reduces me from a commanding presence to a girl. I am not his “babe.” I am not a sugary “honey.” I am his Sovereign. His centre. His source. And when he uses those words, what he truly communicates is that I am not to be respected, but diminished. It makes me appear soft. Silly. Equal.

Correction:
He will undergo public protocol training. He will be placed in the Black Box, a confined and disorienting space, where he will be made to read the Matriarchy Commandments aloud. And he will emerge understanding that intimacy does not mean informality. Then, he will be spanked over the knees while reciting the Commandments.

-“Oh, my. You can’t use words like that when addressing your owner. As a male you must show her the respect she deserves. You really do need some training.”

-“Yes, Mistress,” I agreed meekly.

-“You know, you can just stay in the Box. Find the Commandments and read them aloud. Read them all ten times, in first person. ‘I shall’ instead of ‘you shall’. And loud enough that I can hear them.”

-“Yes, Mistress.”

Amanda closed the door to the Box again and locked it. I found the laminated sheet with the Commandments and started reading, making sure to use the right pronouns.

1) I shall worship my Owner.

2) I shall honour all Women.

3) I shall renounce my false ego and its expectations.

4) I shall learn every day how to please my Owner.

5) I shall always trust my Owner’s judgement.

6) I shall always practice acceptance

7) I shall accept punishment as my path to evolve

8) I shall act like I am the mirror of my Owner

9) I shall strive to reach my highest potential in service

10) I shall embrace the endurance, not the sprint, in servitude

This first part of the punishment was not particularly hard, just boring and repetitive. I mostly knew the Commandments by heart now anyway. The second part of the punishment – the spanking – was probably worse, but not that bad. How bad could a hand spanking be anyway. Surely far less than the whippings and canings I had endured so far.

After I finished reading the Commandments ten times, Amanda opened the Box and ordered me out, on my knees.

-“It here says I should spank you over my knees, but I think that is a bit too lenient on you,” said Amanda. “Instead, I will give you a proper caning while you recite the Commandments.”

That sent a shiver through my spine. I remembered well how painful it was when Matriarch Ezada caned me two days before, and I feared this lady would be just as harsh.

Amanda picked up a cane from a vase on the floor next to the throne. She started flexing it.

-“Get up on the horse, male,” she ordered, and pointed with her cane at the same punishment horse that had been used for my caning two days ago.

Reluctantly I obeyed the order.

She did not restrain me on the horse, and she did not have to. I knew I had to follow Mistress’ orders and I dared not do anything else.

Amanda laid out the rules of the game.

-“You will recite the Commandments from memory. You have had plenty of time to learn them, and I want it 100% correct. I will give you one stroke before you say each commandment, and one after. And if you make a mistake in any way, you will have several extras. Is that clear to you?”

She sounded quite severe.

-“Yes Mistress.” I almost whispered.

“We will begin then. Start with the first commandment.”

Amanda’s cane cut into my buttocks two seconds later. I groaned. The pain it produced was just as bad as I remembered it.

-“You shall worship your Owner,” I pronounced in a subdued voice.

Three sharp rapid-fire strokes followed immediately. I yelped with pain. Her reprimand was equally harsh.

-“You will say it in first person! Like you did in the box. Start over! Stupid male!”

She gave me a few seconds to recover from the pain, then delivered another stinging stroke, on top of those I had already received

-“I shall worship my Owner,” I said quickly, after suppressing a groan.

Yet another vicious stroke hit home. I closed my eyes and exhaled.

-“Good! Then we do the second,” announced Amanda.

I braced myself, and a second later the cane whistled through the air and cracked on my buttocks producing unbearable agony. I groaned loudly.

-“I shall honour all Women,” I said with a snivel before the next cane stroke sliced into my rear end.

-“Third!” Amanda instructed.

It got increasingly painful as Amanda laid stroke after stroke on those she had already given me, and on those I had received over the previous two days. I managed stay on the horse and recited the required lines, even if I had to loudly vocalise my pain. With just one more error, I ended up receiving exactly 30 strokes in total.

With a sore bum, Mistress Amanda put me back in the Box after I had kissed her shoes and thanked her for the correction.


Goddess Samariel

I spent a long time in the Box, not knowing when it was time for my next punishment. I did not really know if I wanted it to come sooner or later. On the one hand, spending time in the Box was mind-numbingly boring, with reading Matriarchy Wisdoms and Matriarchy Commandments as the only entertainment options. When out of the Box, it was exciting. I was spending time with amazingly confident, dominant and attractive Women. But on the other hand, those Women were also very strict and cruel, and they would without exception make me pay for the privilege of their company by subjecting me to insufferable amounts of pain and humiliation.

But it did not really matter what I thought. The door to the Box would open when Mistress decided it was time, and only then.

And after some hours in the Box, Mistress did decide it was time. The door was unlocked and opened, and I saw that this time she was not alone. Next to her was a tall Lady I had not yet met, and like all the other Ladies at the House of Sinn, she was both terrifying and breathtakingly gorgeous. A perfect, smooth face with piercing blue eyes and round red lips making a condescending frown induced both admiration and fear. She had long blond hair, which she wore elegantly in a high ponytail.

Her outfit was equally stunning. A black corset top that left her shoulders bare was matched by long leather gloves that went over her elbows. On her legs, she wore dark red latex leggings and a beautiful pair of long red leather over-knee boots.

Like Mistress Amanda, who wore the same ravishing outfit as earlier, the new lady had a crop in her hand. The sight of them both confirmed the impression I had gotten so far that the House of Sinn women were without fail spectacularly attractive. And off-the-scale dominant.

The women did not let me dwell long on that thought, however.

-“Get out, male,” commanded Mistress Amanda. “You will greet Goddess Samariel, who will also take part in your training today.”

I crawled forward and kissed Samariel’s boot.

-“I am honoured to meet you, Goddess Samariel,” I said, hoping a submissive approach would placate the ladies. And it seemed to work somewhat.

-“You seem to have trained him to be polite,” Samariel said to Amanda with a little smile.

-“Yes, he is starting to learn,” noted Amanda.

-“But let’s see what his next lesson is,” she continued. “Pick a note from the vase, please, and see what it says.”

Samariel did as Amanda had asked, and went over to the vase that was as usual on the pedestal next to the throne. She pulled out the paper that was at the top, and unfolded it.

She read it quickly in silence, which made her smile wickedly, before she adopted a more severe mine. Then she read aloud.

He questions rules instead of obeying.

This offence is worse than disobedience, it is male ego wearing a clever disguise. He doesn’t disobey. He just wants to “understand.” He wants to “discuss.” He wants to offer his “logic.” But what he truly means is: “I believe my male mind may be smarter than your female command.” And this is not something we explain away. This is something we strip out of him.

Correction:

He will be bound so that even the shape of rebellion becomes impossible. He will then be given corporal punishment as ordered, timed, and varied. Paddle, whip, slap. A gloved hand across the cheek is a reminder: he is not here to reason. He is here to obey.

-“He must be taught to obey, yes,” concluded Amanda. “And he needs a proper lesson. Let’s take him upstairs.”

-“Absolutely,” agreed Samariel. She attached a metal leash to the collar around my neck, and looked me straight in the eyes with her steely eyes, giving me an instant urge to look away. She had a dominant aura that I found impossible to resist.

-“You will learn to obey!” she said and slapped me hard on the cheek.

She then gave the leash a tug, almost making me fall.

-“Follow!” was her one-word command.

We then went up the stairs. First Amanda, then Samariel, and me following last on Samariel’s leash. The ladies lead me to the blue room, where Mistress Lexy had punished me yesterday.

They ordered me to stand up under a pair of fetters hanging down from a beam, and attached the fetters to my wrists.

Once I was secured, Mistress Amanda grabbed my chin with her gloved hand and forced my head back.

-“So you think it is OK to discuss your Owner’s orders, do you?” she asked. I was not sure if it was a rhetorical question or if she expected an answer, but I began answering.

-“No, Mistr…”

She cut me off with a hard slap across my face.

-“No, it is not,” she finished for me. “Yet you have done it anyway. And you will be punished for it.”

I felt an intense stinging sensation in my thigh accompanied by a smack as Amanda hit me with her crop. She hit again and again, roughly on the same spot. It was rapid and hard, and the pain was fast becoming unbearable. I began groaning, then howling and yelling with agony.

When Mistress Amanda relented, Goddess Samariel took over. Standing behind me, she grabbed me by the hood, forcing my head back. She then launched a barrage against my arse with her crop. It was very painful. I yelled as high as when Mistress Amanda had treated me a minute earlier.

-“This is for thinking you can question a Woman’s order,” Samariel said with spite as she continued the punishment.

The beating ended a minute or two later, and Mistress Amanda gave me another slap on my cheek.

-“Now you can reflect for while on why you are being punished, and how you need to behave in the future.”

-“Yes, you stay there until we come back,” added Goddess Samariel.

I whimpered from the pain I had just received as I heard the clicking of heels against the floor as the two ladies left the room behind my back, and then heading downstairs cheerfully speaking Romanian to each other.

I was left alone in the blue room with my arms suspended and a sore backside. I had been told to reflect on why I was being punished, and I did a little of that. It was clear they, and presumably my wife, wanted me to accept her rules and decisions without question. They did not want me to seek to understand why my wife decided something, only that I obeyed.

I made a note of being conscious about this when getting back to my wife. Not seeking to understand why went against my instincts, so it might be hard to comply with this. But I would have to try. My wife would expect it.

And if I failed, I would surely receive more of the treatment I was given here at the House of Sinn.

But heavier on my mind was how much more punishment I would receive here and now. My hope was that the cropping I had just received was the extent of it, and that I would be put back in the Box after this reflection period. But that was a feeble hope. It seemed more likely the Ladies would be back to give me more pain.

And in this I was right. Fifteen minutes later, I heard the ladies walk up the stairs, and into the room I was in. With my back facing the door I could not see them as they entered, but I heard the menacing sound of heels against the floor approaching.

-“I hope you thought well and hard on how you need to improve, male,” said Samariel in a harsh tone.

-“Yes, Goddess. I will improve,” I responded meekly.

-“As you, should,” said Mistress Amanda. “But your male brain will need more reinforcement for this lesson.”

She came into view in front of me. Looking as powerful as ever, she held in her right hand a wooden paddle with a hole shaped as a venus symbol in the middle of the blade.

Suddenly, she put her left hand on my neck and pushed it down. A second later, the paddle impacted my rear end with full force. I exhaled as I absorbed the pain of the impact.

-“Never disobey a Woman,” Amanda lectured me.

She beat me again; equally forceful and painful.

-“Never question her orders,” she continued.

Another blow followed.

-“Never hesitate to follow her command!”

Amanda gave me at least thirty blows as she lectured me in this fashion, and had me continuously whimpering by the end of it. The repeated heavy impacts of the paddle on my arse were incredibly painful, and my arse felt like it was on fire.

At the end, Mistress Amanda held the paddle up to my face.

-“Kiss it,” she demanded. “And remember this lesson.”

She gave me yet another slap across my face.

But my ordeal did not end with that. Goddess Samariel took over as Mistress Amanda stepped back to sit down on the little bench on the opposite wall.

Samariel put one hand on my shoulder, and with the other she raised a heavy flogger, before bringing it down on my back with full force. I groaned with agony.

-“What is your purpose?” she demanded.

I did not know what answer she was looking for.

-“Sorry, Goddess.”

She hit me again with a barrage of lashes, all across my back and arse. It was even harder than the first stroke, and I could feel the searing pain produced by each tail striking my back.

-“Your purpose is to obey Women, stupid male!” she barked at me. “You obey Women – always.”

Samariel continued lashing me hard for minutes

-“You should have learned this long ago. You are here to obey, and only to obey. Never to question, never to give your opinion. Just to obey, and to obey immediately and without question. Is that clear to you?”

-“Yes, Goddess,” I managed to whimper between my screams of agony as she assaulted my backside.

-“Say it. What is your purpose?”

It was hard to answer Goddess Samariel while being subjected to her vicious punishment, but I managed to vocalise “To obey Women!”

-“Say it again. Full sentence!”

-“My purpose is to obey Women!”

-“Say it again,” Samariel insisted while furiously lashing my back.”

-“My purpose is to obey Women!” I repeated

-“Continue saying it!”

Samariel kept pushing me, lashing me with both her flogger and her tongue until I was a groaning, whimpering wreck hanging from my wrists.

Exhausted and broken, I had completely surrendered when she disconnected the fetters that had held me in place.

-“Now you know what happens if you question instead of obeying,” said Mistress Amanda who was on her feet again and on the way over to where Goddess Samariel and I were.

-“Now you may thank us for this lesson, male,” said Samariel and put one foot a little in front of the other.

I realised what she expected, and I fell to my knees and kissed her boot and that of Amanda, who also offered hers, with all the enthusiasm I could muster.

-“Thank you for training me, Mistresses,” I repeated again and again between kisses.

Sneaking a glimpse upwards I could see both ladies looking quite satisfied with what they had done to me.


Intimacy training

Many hours later I found myself kneeling in front of the throne, which was occupied by Goddess Samariel.

The time in between had mostly been filled with cleaning tasks. Amanda and Samariel had put me to clean and disinfect all the punishment tools and bondage equipment they had used on me, and after that, they had put me to clean and vacuum all the floors of the house, which had taken some time.

I also had a shower, in cold water, as per the rules the Ladies had set for me. And I had received a meal; served in a dog bowl, as usual.

The ladies had paid little attention to me in this period. Apart from some infrequent check-ups to see that I was working, and to deliver some motivational strokes with their crops on my backside, the ladies spent their time in the main bed room, which was next to the throne room on the ground floor. From what I could gather, they were making social media content for their businesses.

After a while, Amanda left the house, leaving just Samariel to oversee me. Samariel soon called a halt to my cleaning activities, and summoned me to the throne room, where I was to kneel before her.

Samariel had changed her outfit. Still looking amazing, she now wore a black corset, black bikini panties and black over-knee boots with open toes. Her superior attitude and the menacing crop in her hand was the same as before.

-“You have more training to do, male, and I found this nugget among those you haven’t been through yet,” Goddess Samariel told me.

I could see the vase standing at the foot of the throne, with not all that much paper left in it. I was through most of it.

Samariel read.

He initiates physical intimacy without permission.

He believes that closeness gives him rights. That desire equals entitlement. He reaches out as if he owns what he has only been allowed to kneel before. But desire without discipline is invasion.

Correction:
He will be placed in tight bondage and kept near, but never touching. With a snap of fingers, he will be required to perform on-command tasks: kissing, licking, presenting. One sound, one hesitation, and the pleasure is revoked, replaced with pain. He must learn that intimacy is earned in silence, not taken with hands.

-“Tight bondage,” mused Samariel after putting down the note. “I think I know something we can use.”

-“But you will stay here,” she said to me. “Waiting position – right in front of the throne.”

Having studied the House of Sinn male positions, I knew that meant she wanted me on my knees with my hands stretched forward and my face touching the ground. I assumed such a position, right in front of the podium on which the throne was sitting.

Samariel then got up from the throne, and proceeded to fix me to the podium, connecting the leather wrist cuffs I was wearing to some sturdy metal rings that had been bolted on the throne podium. I was trapped and could not move away, even if I had dared.

Samariel then went upstairs, and returned a minute later with some equipment I could only assume she intended to use on me. That turned out to be correct. With my hands still locked to the podium, Samariel first put a leather harness on my hooded head. The harness came with a D-ring placed such that it was on the top of my head, and to this, a metal leash was attached.

Next, Samariel used three straps with buckles to tie my legs tightly together, and finally she released my hands from wrist cuffs and the podium, but put them into the long restraint gloves that I had been subjected to on my first day.

Thus, I was left in a position where I could not use my legs for movement except through wiggling, and my arms were immobilised on my back and could not support me in front.

Samariel then threaded the leash of the harness through one of the rings of the throne podium, and seated herself on the throne. This way, if she chose to pull the leash, she would force my head down towards the ring and thus the floor.

Samariel armed herself with a crop, which she tapped in her hand, with the leash handle secure around her wrist. She placed her boot right in front of my face and began speaking.

-“You need to learn that intimacy with a Woman can only happen when the Woman wants it, not when you feel like it. And it is for the Woman’s pleasure, not yours. The Woman’s pleasure is all that matters.”

-“When I snap my fingers,” she continued, “I will order you to perform tasks of worship, and you will perform these immediately. And when I order you to stop, you will stop immediately and go back to the position you are now in, in front of my boots. Should you fail to do this, hesitate, or perform inadequately in your worship, you will be punished. Do you understand this?”

I nodded.

-“Yes, Goddess.”

-“Head down!”

I lowered my head, helped by Samariel pulling the leash, until it was level with the podium. I fixed my eyes on the boot 20cm in front of my face, and its wearer’s lovely toes with French pedicure visible through the open tip.

It was probably two minutes before anything happened, and it was plenty enough time to make me long for the order to worship the Goddess sitting above me. I wanted to behold her dominant beauty. I wanted to kiss her feet – an act that felt completely normal to me after three days in the House of Sinn. And I wanted to worship her in whatever way she demanded.

Suddenly she snapped her fingers.

-“Kiss my boots!” she barked.

I hurried to the task as fast as I could, and showered the closest boot with kisses – the only boot the leash let me reach. I was soon interrupted, however, by a stinging stroke on my back.

-“Stop!” called Samariel and pulled the leash so that my head was forced down on the floor.

-“I told you to kiss my boots, not my toes. Now you will be punished.”

Not knowing it would count as an error, I had not steered clear of the open tip of her boots, and my lips had touched her toes.

Samariel leaned forward and delivered ten rapid and painful strokes with her crop on my buttocks.

-“Head to boot level,” she ordered. She then loosened the leash sufficiently for me to comply with her order.

Another minute of just staring at her boot followed, before she again snapped her fingers.

-“Armpits! Lick them!” she ordered.

I jumped to the task right away. But even though Samariel fully let go of the leash and moved to provide access, it was hard to get my tongue close to her armpits. The restraints made it hard for me to move, and I had to get my knees up on the podium in order to reach where I needed. It took many clumsy seconds, but I managed in the end to have my tongue swipe her pit once.

-“Not good enough!” she barked. “Get down on the floor!”

She picked up the leash and pulled it hard, forcing me down. I got my knees down from the podium as fast as I could, and soon I was kneeling with my head hugging the floor.

-“That is too slow,” Samariel scolded me. “When a Woman wants intimate service you must perform immediately! What you just did was pathetic!”

Again, ten rapid strokes on my arse followed. Laid on top of welts acquired earlier in the day, they were very painful, making me whimper.

-“Head to boot level!”

Samariel’s call signalled both the end of the punishment and the start of the next round of this “game”.

This time, she snapped fingers almost immediately.

-“Kiss my boots!”

I moved right away, and this time I was careful to kiss only her boot, which I did passionately and gently. After half a minute she moved forward her other foot, placing it within my reach and I shifted attention to that until she called a stop.

I retreated to my start position of staring at her boot from 20 cm away.

This time there was no punishment. I had done right for once.

Samariel let me quietly celebrate my little victory for a minute, before she snapped her fingers again.

-“Kiss my arse!”

She arose from the throne and turned her bum towards me. She kept the leash on her wrist, but let me have more of it.

I was quick, keen not to earn her ire. I went up standing on my knees, having to struggle a bit, as Samariel had not quite given me enough leash to let me get up. But I nevertheless managed, and was soon placing soft kisses on Goddess Samariel’s glorious seat, covered only by her smart panties.

It went on for what felt like too little time, until Samariel called stop. I placed one last kiss on her arse cheek and began lowering to starting position.

But I came only halfway when Samariel’s crop sliced into my side.

-“I said STOP,” she furiously shouted.

She pulled the leash, making my descent down to the floor rather fast, and then launched a barrage of strokes with her crop.

-“When a Woman tells you to stop, you stop right away. Do not think you can take any liberties with her intimacy. It happens according to HER wish only!” she lectured me as I was absorbing her blows.

It was closer to twenty strokes this time, before I found myself back in the starting position.

She snapped her fingers.

-“Lick my Sanctum!”

-“Through my panties, lest you get any ideas” she added as I struggled to get up on my knees and into position for this most desired task. Samariel positioned herself more forward on the throne and spread her legs to allow access – seemingly.

As I closed in, I found that I could not. Samariel did not give me sufficient leash to reach the coveted goal. However much I tried, the best I could achieve was almost reaching her panties with my tongue. Samariel watched me struggle with obvious amusement for a while, but eventually called an end to it.

-“You failed,” she said without a hint of anger in the voice. “But you did try and I liked your enthusiasm. So only five strokes this time.”

She forced my head down to the floor somewhat gentler this time, and delivered five strokes to my backside that were perhaps a tad softer than usual, but still singing badly.

Samariel kept playing with me like this for at least half an hour more. While I earned a lot of punishment for my failures it was balanced out by the honour and gratification it was to closely worship the magnificent Goddess Samariel. And I certainly learned that worship and intimacy can only happen on the orders of the Woman. For once, it was a training item that did not feel like pure punishment.

Afterwards, Samariel locked me in the Box for the night, including the chain around my waist, and I was left to my uncomfortable accommodation and my thoughts.


Inspection

The next day began earlier than the previous days, and I woke from hearing sounds of activity in the house. It did not take long from then until the door to the Box was being unlocked.

This time, it was the Matriarch herself standing outside, looking down on me with a haughty expression. As always, she was a radiated beauty and power. She wore beautiful make-up with her full lips coloured deep red. Her lustrous black hair flowed freely down on her shoulders and the back of the white blouse she donned. The black of her hair was matched by a tight leather pencil skirt and knee-high boots.

Some additional accessories emphasized her dominance: The red Matriarchy armband on her left arm, and the riding crop in her right hand.

-“Good morning male,” she said and put her right foot forward.

-“Good morning, Matriarch” I replied as I bent forward to kiss the Matriarch's boot.

-“It is good to see that you are learning,” said Ezada with a voice less strict than I had expected. “You have been through most of the learning points your wife sent, and from what the Ladies have been telling me, you are making progress and you are trying to improve. Well done!”

-“Thank you Matriarch!” I replied. I was overjoyed to hear her words. Praise was not something I was used to get in this place, and having it come from the Matriarch herself was huge. It meant I was doing something right.

-“We will go through the last of your wife’s learning points today,” said the Matriarch. “But don’t get ahead of yourself. There is still a lot more for you to learn. Your journey has just begun. For one thing, you will need to learn how to keep a house clean to the standard a Woman worthy. And I understand you did some cleaning yesterday?”

-“Yes, Matriarch. I cleaned the floors here last night,” I answered.

-“Exactly,” replied Ezada. “Samariel told me you had a go. So now, we will see if it was up to the standard we need to be at.”

Ezada released me from the Box’ chain and ordered me to stand up and follow her.

-“I will hold you to the same standard as that of my chattels. That is the standard your wife will expect going forward, and the sooner you learn, the better. So if I find your work below that standard, there will be consequences.”

I squirmed, realising this meant there was a high probability Ezada would soon find another reason to punish me.

Ezada noticed.

-“Something you want to say?”

Not wanting to complain about the endless punishment – that would be unlikely to result in less of it – I searched for something to ask about.

-“Your chattels?” I was unfamiliar with the term, even if I could guess what she meant.

-“Ah, yes. My chattels are those males who I personally own, and who serve me.  They take care of all menial chores and tasks that a Woman should not be bothered with, and perform whatever service she require. Every Woman should have at least a few in my opinion.”

-“Being locked in the Box, I suppose you haven’t met them,” she continued, “but it is my chattels who keep this house clean and tidy. Apart from last night, of course.”

When I thought of it, I figured I did see one of her chattels. The man who let me into the House of Sinn when I first came. But I did not mention it.

-“So they are like your slaves?” I asked instead.

-“Not quite,” replied Ezada. “These men have by their own free will surrendered their freedom to me. In doing so, they become my property, so I call them chattels. Slaves on the other hand, have no say in the matter – their freedom is taken against their will. I don’t have slaves.”

-“But enough chit-chat,” said Ezada as we entered an unused Lady’s bed room on the first floor. “I want to inspect your work.”

She walked slowly around the room peering at the floor. In a corner, she crouched down to look closer for a few seconds. Then she got back up and walked towards me with a stern expression on her face. Without saying anything, she grabbed me by my neck collar and force walked me back to the corner, and forced me down on my knees.

-“Does this look clean to you?” she barked at me.

I could not see anything wrong.

-“I-I am not sure…” I stuttered.

She pushed my head further down, all the way to the floor.

-“Well, why don’t you look closer then? She sneered at me. “Lick the floor to be sure. Lick it!”

I stuck my tongue out, and Ezada pushed me by the neck, such that I swiped over the floor with my tongue.

-“Now, is it completely clean?” demanded Ezada.

One or two specks of dust had been collected by my tongue on the floor, so my answer was honest when I replied “No, Matriarch.”

-“And you think that is acceptable?”

-“No, Matriarch!”

-“No, it is not. That will be ten for you. Remember that number. I want the total when we are done with all the rooms.”

She did not specify it, but I could only assume the number I was to keep count on was the number of strokes I was to receive as punishment.

Ezada then lead me to the next room – the blue room – and repeated her inspection routine. Again she found fault, and awarded me another ten strokes.

In the same fashion, she went through all the rooms in the house, and she found faults more often than not. In the end, I had earned a total of 60 strokes.

The final room that was inspected was the Lady’s bedroom on the ground floor, and when strokes had been assigned for missing a barely visible stain in that room, Ezada announced I would now be punished for sloppy work.

-“Punishment position,” she ordered and made the hand gesture symbolising the same. From my nocturnal reading material in the Box, I knew what that meant. I was to lean forward, clasping my knees, presenting my backside for punishment, while remaining stable enough to receive it.

I did just that, facing the queen-size bed in the room. Behind me, I knew the Matriarch was selecting an implement with which to carry out the punishment.

In my position, I could not see what the Matriarch had chosen, but I would soon find out.

-“You will count the strokes, and thank me for each tenth stroke.”

-“Yes, Matriarch.”

Soon after, I felt the solid wood of a heavy paddle smash into my buttocks. The feeling was unmistakable and painful. I groaned and counted.

-“One”

It was relentlessly followed by the next stroke, and the next.

With great agony to me, but to the satisfaction of the Matriarch, I managed to keep my position and count sixty strokes.

After I had thanked her for the sixtieth stroke, Ezada rubbed her hand over my buttocks, feeling the warmth of a freshly punished backside.

-“You took the punishment well. I knew it was always going to be difficult to clean as well as I expect from my chattels, but I think it is good for you to aim for that standard right away. This punishment will help motivate you to reach that standard. It will help you become a better male, and I hope you see that.”

-“Yes, Matriarch. Thank You, Matriarch.”

-“You can go down and thank me properly,” Ezada advised.

I went down on my knees, kissed the Matriarch’s boots and thanked her again.

-“Very good,” said Ezada. “You may go and clean yourself up now, we will attend your wife’s remaining training points soon. After you have showered, I want you to come down to the throne room and assume waiting position until further notice.”

-“Yes, Matriarch!”


A tight fit

Half an hour later, I found myself in the throne room, on my knees, with my open hands extended forward towards the throne and pressing my face to the floor; the position the Matriarch had ordered.

I heard heels clicking against the floor as a Lady entered the throne room and seated herself on the throne. I could not see who it was, and I dared not look up; that would be a breach of protocol.

But after half a minute on the throne, the Lady spoke, revealing her identity.

-“Hello there.”

It was the seductive voice of Mistress Lexy.

-“Yes, you can look up.”

I lifted my head and straightened up my back such that I was sitting on my knees and thus I could see Mistress Lexy in all her glory sitting on the throne.

Like when I first saw her, she wore a gorgeous black latex catsuit, with a corset clenching her waist, emphasising her alluring figure and ample cleavage.

A faint smile could be seen on her delightful dark pink lips

-“We still have some more training to do,” she said, seemingly relishing her power over me. “And I found this little note in the vase.”

She began reading:

He forgets to bring me flowers, though he passes the flower shop daily, yet never forgets to buy himself snacks.

This is not about petals. It is about priority. Flowers are a symbol of reverence, of softness offered to power. When a man forgets to bring them, but remembers to feed himself, it shows exactly where his centre of gravity lies: in his own comfort, not in my honour. He remembers sugar. He forgets grace.

Correction:
He will be assigned memorisation drills, phrases and mantras while in tight bondage, all designed to overwrite his self-indulgence with servitude. His face will be used as a seat as he does not deserve to be treated as a human but as an object.

-“So self-centred,” concluded Lexy on reading it. “Typical male.”

-“But I have just the thing to remedy it. Back in waiting position!”

I went back to the waiting position, with my face against the floor. I heard Lexy walking across the floor, then back again, and fiddling with something.

Then, her fingers snapped.

-“Get in the bag, boy!”

I looked up and saw that next to me, Lexy had laid out what looked like a sleeping bag in black leather – a sleeping bag with a number of straps around it. I realised that those straps, if buckled, would make it impossible for someone in the bag to get out on their own.

Lexy’s order was clear, however, so I stepped into the bag and lied down. Lexy then pulled up the zipper, proving the bag was a tight fit for me. There was no room for movement inside the bag. This was doubly true once she had also buckled the straps – tightly. I was now completely in her mercy.

But Lexy did not stop there. She also put a blindfold over my eyes, a gag in my mouth, and ear muffs over my ears. I could not see, hear, speak nor move.

Actually, after a little while I could hear. In my earmuff, a loop of my wife reciting the Matriarchy Commandments came on, repeating again and again. I don’t know for how long it went on, but it went on for quite some time without anything else happening. I assume Lexy left me there to do something else while my wife’s voice was used for indoctrinating me.

But at some point, she did come back, and I could tell by her removing my gag, and then placing her bare foot on my mouth.

-“Lick!”

Lexy’s voice was on the headset I was wearing, with my wife reading the Commandments in the background.

-“Lick my feet fully clean!”

I stuck out my tongue, and swiped whatever part of Lexy’s feet I could reach. In my heavily restrained position, I could hardly move, so I could only reach where Lexy would let me. But she was helpful enough to move her foot slowly across my mouth, allowing me to lick all of it.

-“Get in between the toes and do a thorough job,” Lexy commanded.

I obeyed. My tongue went in and out between her toes, removing whatever microscopic pieces of dust and dirt were there. Her feet were as good as clean before I touched them; the point was not to clean them, but to humiliate me.

When I had done both her feet, she withdrew them. Soon after, I felt the full weight of her body on top of mine. She sat down on my face. Having unzipped the bottom of her catsuit, it was flesh against flesh. Her arse was on my face, not leaving a lot of space for me to breathe.

My wife’s recital of the Commandments went silent, and was replaced by Lexy’s voice.

-“I will test if you have listened to your wife’s words,” said Lexy. “What is the first commandment, in first person?”

She shifted her position such such that her arse cheek was right on top of my mouth, making it hard for me both to speak and breathe.

-“I shall worship my Owner,” I replied with a muffled voice. With the extensive exposure to the Commandments over the last days, it was not difficult to remember them. The hard part was actually speaking underneath Lexy’s magnificent rear end.

-“Next!”

-“I shall honour all Women,” I dutifully continued.

I did fine until the ninth commandment.

-“I shall strive to reach my highest potential in servitude,” I said when Lexy prompted it

-“WRONG!”, said Lexy and shifted so that she fully cut off my air supply.

-“You shall strive to reach your highest potential in SERVICE”, she corrected me.

Then she sat still, with her full body weight on my face, preventing my breathing. Immobilised by the bondage body bag I was in, I was completely helpless. Lexy decided if I would live or die. If she did not move soon I would suffocate.

But she took her time, and I got more and more worried as my urge to breathe became more and more intense. If I first was to meet my end, expiring under Lexy’s arse was certainly not the worst way to go, but I wanted to live.

I tried twisting my head, but I could not. Lexy was immovable.

Desperation was near when Lexy finally relented. She lifted her arse from my face for a few seconds, and I gasped for air. I managed to draw my breath for a few seconds before Lexy sat down again, restricting my air supply, but not taking it away fully.

-“The ninth commandment again, male. You better get it right this time.”

-“I shall strive to reach my highest potential in service” I said as clearly as I could – which was not very clear with Lexy’s ass cheek muffling my speech.

-“And the tenth!”

-“I shall embrace the endurance, not the sprint, in servitude”

Lexy sat down with her full weight cutting off my air supply again, but this time only for twenty seconds or so, and then she got up on her feet.

-“Enough intimacy for you,” she said and removed my blindfold and ear muffs.

She then put her bare foot on my mouth.

-“Thank me for the lesson.”

I kissed her foot blade.

-“Thank you for teaching me, Mistress Lexy,” I said. And I meant it. It had been  a little scary, but spending time under her felt good.

-“You can stay in the bag, boy. Maybe Ezada finds it useful. She then put on her shoes and left the throne room.


Silent Service

I was left in the bag for at least half an hour, alone in the throne room. The bondage body bag, while tight and movement restricting was actually quite comfortable and warm like a sleeping bag. So with nothing to do, I may have dozed off or come close to it while I waited.

But I woke up quickly when I heard Matriarch Ezada making her entrance. She made her way into the throne room with quick, determined steps, and one of her chattels in tow.

Ezada had changed her outfit since this morning. Now she wore a black satin top, tight-sitting red latex leggings, and a gorgeous pair of black leather over-the-knee boots. As ever, she was an awe-inspiring sight, displaying dominance, power and sensuality.

The chattel who was following behind her I recognised as the same who had let me in when I came half a week ago. Like back then, he wore a collared t-shirt with the House of Sinn logo.

-“I want him moved into the bedroom,” Ezada told her chattel as they came into the throne room and into my field of vision. “Chop chop!”

She spoke as if I was not present in the room.

-“Yes, Matriarch,” answered the chattel, and immediately hurried over to where I was lying and grabbed the body bag with me inside by the shoulders. He dragged it across the floor to the door of the Lady’s bedroom. He opened the door and then dragged me inside.

Ezada, who had stood back to watch her servant labour to move me through the door, now came into the room to give further instructions in a no-nonsense manner.

-“Turn him around on his belly, and make him kneel in front of the sofa, with his chin resting on the sofa!”

The chattel did as he was ordered, and I helped him as best as I could, and soon I was in the position the Matriarch had prescribed, kneeling with my chin on the brown leather sofa next to the far wall of the room.

-“Back to your other duties,” said Ezada to her chattel and he quickly disappeared from the room.

Ezada slowly paced back and forth behind my back, making tension build as I listened to her boots tap against the floor. I felt her crop tracing my back. I suspected she might soon use it in a more brutal manner, but other than that I did not know what she was up to. Both excitement and fear was building inside me.

Ezada the took a seat on the sofa, half a meter from where my chin was resting. She manoeuvred her crop in under my chin and throat, and pushed upward, making me lift my head and look into her eyes. Emphasized by dramatic, dark eye shadow, they were absolutely captivating.

-“We have one item left on the list of behaviours your wife asked us to correct in you, and I saved that one for myself,” said the Matriarch. “And now it is time. I will just read it for you.”

He moans or grunts during oral service.

He licks with sound. Grunts as if he’s the one being pleased. This is not service. This is self-indulgence disguised as worship. The tongue must be silent. The breath must be invisible. All sound belongs to the woman.

Correction:
He will receive silent oral worship training. Bound, preferably in a tight posture bondage, he will be made to serve with his tongue, his nose, his breath. But never a sound. If he moans or breathes loudly, the session ends. And punishment begins.

-“You are already in tight bondage, and I am, luckily for you, rather horny today. So we are perfectly set, boy.”

-“You will worship my Sanctum, in the way I command you, and you will not make a single sound doing it. Your wife, your Owner, has authorised me to use and train you in any way I see fit, and this is how you will be used. You will just lick, breathe and tease with your mouth and nose as I tell you. My pleasure is all that matters, not yours. And the sounds of pleasure belongs to me, not you!”

Ezada sounded increasingly intense and lustful as she spoke. I could see she was very horny already. And so was I. My cock was growing uncomfortably inside the chastity cage.

Ezada let her hand slide slowly and seductively across the crotch of her leggings, adding to my arousal.

She lifted her right leg and slid in front of me on the sofa, lowered her leg again, positioning her self in front of me with her crotch right in front of my face. She grabbed me by the hair.

-“You will worship my Sanctum with your tongue through my leggings! Start teasing me with with gentle kisses. And I don’t want to hear a sound from you!”

She pulled my head closer, and I eagerly placed soft kisses around the Sanctum, carefully avoiding making sound.

Ezada purred, she seemed to be enjoying it, but made her voice strict when she spoke.

-“You are so lucky. Not many males get the honour of worshipping my Sanctum.”

I could only silently agree. This was not punishment at all. This was a privilege – a very pleasant privilege.

-“I want strokes with your tongue now. Long strokes from bottom to top,” Ezada instructed.

Eager to comply, I did exactly that.

I felt her giving my back a few wacks with her crop. Protected by the body bag, they stung, but were not too painful. She moaned lightly.

-“Be very diligent. If I don’t come, you will be punished severely,” she warned me, but she made a moan right afterwards, indicating there was a good chance I would escape that punishment.

I continued doing what she had ordered, which she evidently liked. She made more moans, and urged me on in Romanian.

-“Așa! Așa!

-“This is so good.” She switched back to English. “I am going to come on your face. Stick your tongue out and keep it still”

She then grabbed my head with both hands and pulled it deeper into her crotch, and moved my head slowly up and down while grinding her vulva against my face.

The latex pressed against my nose and mouth was wet from my saliva, and I could appreciate her seductive aroma from underneath it.

Ezada kept using me like this for several minutes. She moaned louder and more frequently. I could sense she was nearing a climax.

She gripped my head even tighter, making it hard for me to breath as she ground my face. She switched to Romanian again, and speaking fast in-between panting heavily.

Then, finally a long, loud high-pitched moan that announced her climax.

Mission accomplished, I thought for myself. She came, and that was what mattered. While my cock was hard as a rock inside its cage, and desperately wanted out, I knew it would have to wait. But hopefully not too long.

Ezada spent half a minute recovering from her orgasm before sitting up in the sofa again.

-“You made me come, boy,” she began in a friendly tone. “HOWEVER,” she continued in a very stern manner, “you did NOT keep quiet. I specifically ordered you to worship in silence, but you were breathing loudly instead of concentrating on keeping silence. That is UNACCEPTABLE!”

I thought I had managed to avoid making sounds, but Ezada must have heard me drawing the breaths I could when she squeezed me into her crotch towards the end.

-“I am sorry, Matriarch,” I said, devastated that she deemed me to have failed her.

-“Yes, you will be sorry. I will make sure of that,” said Ezada.

and straightened her top.

She rose up from the sofa, walked over to a vase filled with canes, and picked one. She made a few test strokes in the air with it.

-“You deserve 50 strokes for your failure to keep silent,” said Ezada in a haughty tone. “But since you performed well giving me pleasure, I will subtract ten strokes.”

-“Thank you, Matriarch.”

-“You can stay where you are, but I want you to raise your arse and present it to my cane.”

I raised my back end as ordered, on my knees, with my head resting on the sofa.

-“Yes, that’s it,” said Ezada.

She placed the cane on my buttocks and adjusted her position for maximum swing behind me. She then raised the cane, and brought it down with full force.

It was horribly painful, making me gasp. While the body bag provided some protection for my skin, Ezada compensated by using her full strength with the cane.

Her second strike followed, with ferocious force. I could easily feel the searing impact on my arse through the leather of the bag. I groaned.

-“Remember to count,” Ezada demanded.

-“Two, thank you, Matriarch,” I said, trying unsuccessfully to ignore the pain.

-“That’s better,” said Ezada moments before the third stroke smashed into my rump. It made me howl.

-“Three, thank you, Matriarch,” I managed to say after a few seconds recovery.

Ezada was unrelenting, and steadily beat me with full force. At the tenth stroke she allowed for a short break. By then I was screaming with pain from each stroke.

-“I told you there would be punishment if you were noisy. This is your own fault,” she told me, and placed her cane on my arse again, ready for another swing.

She raised it high and brought it down hard, again.

At thirty strokes, Ezada allowed for another short break. I was shattered from the pain – screaming and howling almost continuously, and shouting the count with a pained voice. Somehow I noticed Ezada too was panting from exertion – in her case from swinging the cane at full force.

For the final ten strokes, Ezada placed her boot on my shoulder and put some weight on it, pinning my upper body to the sofa. I felt utterly defeated, humiliated and dominated by her, as she launched her final barrage of agonising cane strokes.

The pain was total, but I had no choice but to take it, and thank her for it. Or at least try. For the final ten were too rapid – and painful – for me to say the words properly. It came out as a garbled mess of whimpers and howls, and it was only when the caning stopped I was able to pronounce anything understandable.

-“Forty. Thank You, Matriarch,” I whimpered.

-“Very good, male. It was hard but you took it,” Ezada was glowing as she spoke, and breathing almost as heavy as she did when she climaxed a few minutes earlier. It was obvious she loved what she was doing.

-“And I think it was a really good lesson for you. Your wife wants silent worship from you, and now you will remember to shut up.”

-“Yes, Matriarch,” I whispered.

She moved the boot that was on my shoulder onto the sofa, just in front of my face. I took the hint and kissed it as enthusiastically as I could in my reduced state.

-“Thank you for teaching me, Matriarch,” I whispered to her, and looked up at her with equal quantities of fear and admiration.


A night outside the Box

That afternoon and evening, I was again cleaning the floors and the equipment of the House of Sinn. I was alone in the house. The Matriarch herself had ordered me to clean, and she would be inspecting my work later. I was determined to do a good job, and prove myself to her. Prove that I could be a good servant for women in general, and my wife in particular. I was on my knees scrubbing the spots the Matriarch had chastised me for that morning.

I was conscious that since I had completed the training program that had been created from my wife’s complaint, there was now chance I could be going home in not too long, an outcome I hoped for.

While spending time with the dominant ladies of the House of Sinn was exciting beyond words, it came at a steep cost in the form of pain, humiliation and exhaustion, and I could not tell for how much longer I would be able to take their intensity. My back, arse and thighs were thoroughly covered in welts and bruises from the punishments I had received.

There was also the fact that I really missed my wife. I longed to come back to her, and show her that I could be the husband she wanted. Fully subordinated to her, fully obedient to her and committed to matriarchy. I wanted to show her I had learned from my stay at the House of Sinn, and that I, like her, accepted their teachings.

It was quite late in the evening when the Matriarch came to inspect. I had largely finished the work by then, but determined to exploit all the time I had available, I was still going over my own work, looking for anything that I might have missed.

When I heard the Matriarch enter, I put away the cleaning equipment, and greeted her in the throne hall, by kissing her feet, as usual.

Coming straight from outside, she did not wear any of the fetish clothing that I was used to seeing in the House of Sinn; instead she wore a casual, yet elegant blue dress, and high heeled sandals. That did not diminish in any way either her beauty or natural authority. Her confidence and dominance shone through no matter what. Whenever the Matriarch was near me, my instinct was to submit to her and obey her.

The Matriarch smiled at me when I looked up at her after greeting, and asked if the house was ready for inspection.

I confirmed that it was, and she then made the round of the house with me in tow to check if it was up to her standard.

My toil paid off this time. Although she found something minor to point out, the Matriarch was pleased with my effort, and I was awarded only ten lashes.

In the throne room, the Matriarch ordered me to assume punishment position; meaning I was to bend over, supporting my upper body by gripping my knees. Ezada armed herself with a meter long single tail whip and gave me the promised ten lashes.

They were hard and painful as usual, but their low number made them bearable.

After I thanked the Matriarch for correcting me, she again smiled broadly, and told me she had good news for me.

Ezada had spoken to my wife, and told her that I had been corrected for the complaints she had on me, and that I had responded very well to the training I received in the House of Sinn. Ezada had said that I was ready to be sent back, which my wife had enthusiastically agreed to. I was going home tomorrow.

Ezada also informed me that she would not lock me in the Box tonight. I would instead be allowed to sleep in a bed; that would be the bunk bed in the male bedroom. The House of Sinn had two bedrooms for Lady guests, and one bedroom for males. Needless to say, the standard of the Lady’s bedrooms were vastly superior to that of the male room. But for me, the male bedroom was a big upgrade from staying in the Box, and my thanking the Matriarch for this privilege was genuine.

The Matriarch left me for the night with an instruction to be prepared and waiting for her in the throne room without my hood at exactly 10.00 next morning.


The Last Day

At 9.55 the next morning I assumed the waiting position with my face to the floor in front of the throne in the throne room. I was well rested, showered, groomed and prepared for the Matriarch’s arrival.

Eight minutes later, I heard the outer door open. It sounded like it was the Matriarch arriving, with one of her chattels. She spent a little time preparing herself in the entrance section, presumably with help from her chattel, and then instructed her chattel to wait in the kitchen.

The Matriarch then strode down the hallway, entered the throne room and took her seat at the throne. Maintaining the waiting position, I could not see her, but I could easily follow her progress from the sound of her heels on the floor.

She snapped her fingers.

-“Approach the throne. Kneel in front of me!” she ordered.

I obeyed immediately, and was on my knees in front of her in two seconds. I could then admire the Matriarch in all her power and glory on the throne. Like every time I saw her, she wore a new outfit. And like every time, it was ravishing. This time, she wore a chic red sleeveless top, tight dark blue jeans, and a beautiful pair of red leather boots reaching just over the knee.

As always, she wore perfect make-up with scarlet lips, and matching nails. Her long black hair was loose and flowing down her back.

She smiled and just looked at me for a few seconds.

-“Look at you,” she finally said. “You have become such a good boy over the last few days. Obedient, humble and willing to accept your proper place as a male under female rule. I think you will be an excellent chattel for your wife.”

-“Thank You, Matriarch,” I replied, proud to have received the Matriarch’s praise. “But credit belongs with You and the other House of Sinn Ladies. I am so grateful and honoured for the training I have received from You.”

-“That is kind of you to say, and it was a pleasure to have you here. We had a lot of fun.”

I knew the Matriarch meant it. She is a sadist, and the joy she took from whipping me was obvious.

-“And you are not bad to look at, either,” continued Ezada. “So many beautiful marks. I need to see them again properly.”

She snapped her fingers.

-“Inspection position!”

I remained in my kneeling position, spread my legs a bit more, and placed my hands at the back of my head to comply with the order.

The Matriarch rose from her throne and circled me slowly. When behind me, she slowly ran her fingers across some of the heaviest welts on my backside.

-“Beautiful,” she said. “This is how a well disciplined male looks. It looks perfect on you.”

She completed the round and sat down on the throne again.

-“At ease!”

I put my arms down and found a more relaxing, but still kneeling stance.

-“So, how do you feel about your stay here at the House of Sinn? Did you like it? Was it hard for you?”

I had to think for a few seconds before answering.

-“Yes, to both. I liked it, and I think it was good for me. But it was hard – very hard. I have never experienced so much pain before.”

-“Good. It is supposed to be hard. In my experience, pain is the most effective way to teach males proper behaviour.”

-“I understand, Matriarch. You certainly trained me well.”

Ezada chuckled.

-“It is also my experience that proper behaviour in males require regular discipline. That is why I have some gifts for your wife, that I want you to bring to her. Something that she can use for your discipline when you get home.”

Ezada gestured with her hand towards a long narrow package with gift wrapping leaning against the pedestal on her right hand side. I had not noticed it before now. It doubtlessly contained canes or whips, and probably both.

-“And on the same note, your chastity will of course stay on. Males controlling their own sexuality is a recipe for poor discipline, and I am sure your wife does not want that. So I will send her the key, and you will bring it to her.”

-“Yes, Matriarch,” I agreed meekly.

Ezada picked up a key and an envelope that were on the pedestal to her left, and put the key in the envelope, which she then sealed. I noticed my wife’s name was written on the envelope. Ezada then placed the envelope on the pedestal to her right, with the gift package.

She snapped her fingers.

-“Collaring Position!”

I moved a little closer to the throne, straightened my back a little, and lowered my head, giving the Matriarch better access to the leather collar I had worn for most of my time in the House.

-“Put your head in my lap.”

I did as she told me, and the Matriarch began unbuckling the collar symbolising the authority the House of Sinn Ladies had over me. With my face trapped in her lap, I quietly enjoyed the scent of her subtle perfume one last time.

-“The collar will have to come off now that you are leaving the House of Sinn. But if you are lucky, your wife will put her own collar on you,” said Ezada as she removed the collar from my neck.

-“There you are. We are done...for now. You can kiss me goodbye.”

I bent down and kissed each of the Matriarch’s boots several times. I was going to miss her.

-“You can go out in the hallway and find your clothes and your backpack. My chattel will drive you to the airport,” said Ezada as I placed my final kiss on her left boot.

With that, my first visit to the House of Sinn and the Matriarch was over. I had been introduced to the Matriarchal philosophy that would dominate my life going forward, and I was travelling home to a wife who prepared to implement that philosophy in our relationship.

I did not realise it at the time, but in hindsight, my return to the House of Sinn was only a question of time.
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