
        
            
                
            
        

    Slave Training with Ms. Elsa

A femdom romance



Thimble


































Contents

 
Title Page
Copyright
Dedication
Chapter 1
Chapter 2 – The Beginning
Chapter 3 - After
Chapter 4 - On the Way to Ms. Elsa’s
Chapter 5 – Day Two
Chapter 6 – Day Three
Chapter 7 – Day Four
Chapter 8 – Day Eight
Chapter 9 – Day Nine
Chapter 10 - Day 10
Chapter 11 – Day 11
Chapter 12 – Day 12
Chapter 13 - Day 13
Chapter 14 – Day 15
Chapter 15 - Day 16
Chapter 16 – Day 17
Chapter 17 – Day 18
Chapter 18 – Day 19
Chapter 19 – Day 21
Chapter 20 – Day 22
Chapter 21 – Day 23
Chapter 22 – Day 24
Chapter 23 – Day 25
Chapter 24 – Day 26
About the Author




Slave Training with Ms. Elsa: A femdom romance 
Thimble
Copyright © 2019
Copyright Holder Thimble and Boy Howdy Publications
All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without the prior written permission of the publisher.
The information in this book is provided for entertainment purposes. Neither the publisher nor the author shall be liable for any physical, psychological, emotional, financial or commercial damages, including but not limited to special, incidental, consequential or other damages caused or allegedly caused, directly or indirectly, by the story in this book.
The author and publisher specifically disclaim any liability incurred from the use or application of the contents of this book.
All characters are fictional and any resemblance to persons living or dead is coincidental.
Published by Boy Howdy Publications




Books by Thimble
When Femdom Dreams Come True
Training My Professor
Learning to Serve and Obey
My Boyfriend, My Sissy
Slave Training with Ms. Elsa


Short Stories
The Principal’s Office: Boarding School Slavery - Volume I
The Principal’s Pet: Boarding School Slavery - Volume II
The Principal’s Discipline: Boarding School Slavery - Volume III




To all those who fight through difficulty and heartbreak to find the love they deserve.





Chapter 1

I stole a glance at Mistress’ thigh as we drove along the highway. It was beautiful: dark brown and thick. She had mentioned the size of her thighs, and the rest of her body, in the first paragraph of her OkCupid profile. She called herself “heavy, as in fat, as in not thin.” I guess she’d had enough of guys freaking out because she didn’t have a super thin, model-body. What is wrong with some guys? She was insanely sexy. I loved feeling her body against mine, her sensuality and her power. She was perfect.
“Do you know how many men contacted me?” Her voice, calm but forceful, snapped me back to the present.
“I imagine a lot, Mistress.”
“Stop bouncing your knee up and down.”
“Sorry Mistress.”
“My first weekend on OkC, I got 320 messages.”
“320?!”
“Three-quarters I deleted right away. All the “s’up babe?” and “Hi.” All the sad attempts at negging me were thrown out and their senders blocked. All the men out of my age range. In the end, there were 72 potential subs. Those were the ones who got the questionnaire.”
Her questionnaire made me so excited I could barely think straight. I read it over and over, often realizing I wasn’t blinking or breathing enough. She came across as so effortlessly dominant, so sure of what she wanted. I knew I had to meet her, or at least try.
Fortunately, Kiara was looking for someone like me…for the most part. She preferred someone with experience, but she was willing to train someone new as long as he was exceptional and truly submissive. She didn’t want some player looking for kinky thrills or a renovation project. She wanted someone who had their life together. Race didn’t matter, but politics did.
I didn’t have experience, and it’s tough to call myself exceptional without sounding like a prick, but I did have some things going for me. My career was set: I had sold a successful business the year before, and I’d been working off and on as a consultant since, even though I didn’t need the money. I’d also been working on myself pretty heavily since my mid-twenties, after my high school friends dumped me. That hurt. They stopped calling, and I soon realized they were getting together without me. I was mad at the time, but looking back, I can see why they did it. I was kind of an asshole, only seeing things in terms of what I wanted, expecting to get my way all the time and getting upset if I didn’t. Courses in personal growth helped me see how I was treating other people and all the things I did to keep myself stuck. Having your friends desert you isn’t pleasant, but it’s motivational. I worked hard on my issues, and while I wasn’t perfect, I had made a lot of progress.
Recently I’d come to realize what I wanted romantically, too, and why all of my past relationships had failed. They all followed the same pattern: super passionate for three months, then quickly fizzling out as I grew dissatisfied and restless. I thought I just didn’t want a relationship, but I realized recently that I did; I just wanted a non-traditional one. I was kinky. More specifically, I was submissive, and I wanted a kinky, dominant girlfriend. I’d always been this way; I’d just been too ashamed to admit it, even to myself. I was in deep denial: I’d masturbate about getting tied down and pegged against my will, then claim on my OkC profile that I liked to be the one in charge. It was only six months ago that I finally admitted who I was and started looking for a dominant girlfriend. I had wasted a lot of time, but I was 30 now, and I was ready to go after what I wanted.
I’m probably not what people imagine when they think of a submissive guy. A lot of people picture someone weak and self-loathing, but that’s not me. I’m confident and athletic, like always picked first in gym class athletic. For a guy, that’s like winning the lottery. If you’re female, you may not understand, but athleticism is the most important quality to have as a boy. It’s instant popularity and respect. You can have a super-shitty personality, but if you’re great at football, you’re sitting with the cool kids at lunch. On top of that, I’m good looking and moderately tall. When I go to bars, women check me out, and at least once a night, one “accidentally” runs into me. That’s a lot of women’s opening line: the shoulder bump. Women in retail stores are disproportionately nice to me, always concerned that I’ve found everything I need. I’m basically as privileged as it gets.
I didn’t include all that in my first message to Mistress, obviously. The last thing people want to hear from a good-looking guy is that he knows he’s good looking. So I was honest about my experience and what I was looking for and I let my pictures tell the rest. I was funny and self-deprecating in parts. Mistress liked my letter. She said my lack of experience wasn’t great, but it wasn’t a deal breaker, and that if I wanted to be considered I’d need to fill out her questionnaire. “It’s extensive,” she warned me.
She wasn’t kidding. She wanted to know how I thought of myself, my strengths and weaknesses, all prior bdsm experience. That much I expected, but it also had a bunch of random questions: who was my favorite Greek Goddess? What was the last thing I read that affected how I thought? What smell makes me most nostalgic? I had to write a haiku and a limerick. I had to include three bdsm clips that I thought were sexy and one that I didn’t, along with detailed descriptions why. I had to write a short essay on how to better protect sex workers. I imagined its length was to weed out the time wasters and do-me subs. It made me like her, a lot. Her personality, demanding, thorough, funny, came shining through. I worked on it relentlessly, tweaking it over and over, often masturbating as I did. I couldn’t control myself. When I started writing, all of my fantasies about domination came rushing forward. It was overpowering.
“How many people filled out the questionnaire, Mistress?”
“11.”
“11 who filled out the entire questionnaire, Mistress?”
“Seriously?”
“Sorry, Mistress.”
Any questionnaire that wasn’t completely filled out was deleted without being read. She had told me that when we first met.
“Not all of them were worthy candidates, obviously. But there were at least five others I could have chosen. I picked you because you said you were truly submissive.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
I kept my eyes down, feeling guilty. She was everything I’d ever wanted: creative, beautiful, cool. It had been a while since I had thought of someone in terms of cool or not cool. I left most of that behind in college, thankfully. Our first weeks together, as we talked and went on dates and I slowly and carefully proved myself to her, I was constantly amazed at her ease in social settings and her ability to say the right thing at the right time. I kept searching for ways to describe it, until I realized I was missing the obvious explanation. I asked her if she knew she were cool, and she said she didn’t care about things like that, which was a pretty cool response.
“I interviewed five other men. Three of them I interviewed twice, and one other I met three times, until you convinced me you were meant to serve me. I believed you.”
Her disappointment was clear. It hurt to hear her upset, especially because she was right. I thought I could handle being submissive, but it was harder than I thought. It’s one thing to fantasize about discipline and foot worship and strapons, but it’s something else to be sexually denied or to stand in the corner for hours.
I snuck another look at Mistress’ thigh. I wasn’t allowed to stare at her body. That was a rule she had given me at the beginning of the ride. I wondered if she’d make that a permanent rule. I hoped not. In her apartment, I wasn’t permitted to wear clothes or to sit on the furniture. She had a rug I was allowed to sit or kneel on. These were some of the things that surprised me when we became more serious.




Chapter 2 – The Beginning

In the beginning, everything was great. I’d fantasized about a D/s relationship forever, and being in one was a constant adrenaline rush, even before we got into the real BDSM. At the start, Mistress’ domination of me was purely mental. I took her out to dinner or to shows. We went for walks through the Brooklyn Botanical Garden and watched a movie in Prospect Park, sitting on a blanket and drinking wine from a bottle in a paper bag. All the while, she trained me on how to act in her presence and how to speak to her. It took some getting used to.
“Don’t talk to me like that.”
“Like how?”
“What did you just say?”
“I said that you don’t want to take the L train at rush hour.”
“What was wrong with that?”
“I don’t know.”
“Think about it.”
I thought about it for a minute, but I had no idea.
“You don’t tell me what I want. If riding the L train at rush hour is awful, say that, but don’t presume you know my desires.”
“I’m sorry, Kiara. I didn’t mean anything by it. That’s just how I talk.”
“It means something to me, and I just told you not to do it again, so don’t.”
Jesus.
“Yes Kiara.”
I lusted after her, but for the first three dates, I didn’t even get to first base. She held my hand and gave me a kiss on the cheek at the end, and that was it. It had been a long time since I’d had to wait more than a couple dates to have sex. But the slowness added to the excitement, and I was constantly tucking my erection under the band of my underwear to hide it.
I must have passed some type of test on our fourth date, because she was more touchy with me, and a little more relaxed. When we reached the door to her building, she took my hands in hers.
“Thank you for a wonderful evening, pet.”
She always called me pet. Never my real name.
“Thank you for a wonderful night, as well.”
“You can’t come up yet, but I want you to know that I’m pleased with you, and I’ll see you again in three days. You’ll pick me up at 7.”
“Yes Kiara.”
She smiled, and I knew we were going to kiss. I love that moment right before the first kiss: when you realize what you most want is about to happen. She was standing on the first step to her building, which made us almost the same height. She put her hand on the back of my neck and pulled me to her, until our foreheads touched and our lips met. I sank into her. She pulled back and we both smiled. She kissed me again, pushing her tongue into my mouth, exploring, claiming it as hers. I felt her full breasts against my chest. My hard dick was pressing against her. She bit my lower lip, then pushed me away.
“Good night, pet.”
After our sixth date, she finally invited me up. She lived on the top floor of a four-story, eight-unit apartment building. We kissed the whole ride up in the elevator. At her door, she turned.
“As soon as we’re inside, strip. Everything off, then stand in the middle of the living room with your hands at your sides.”
Her apartment smelled faintly of jasmine and was decorated with a lot of greens and yellows. I kicked off my shoes and pulled off my shirt and pants, followed by my socks and underwear. I looked around. The apartment was very neat, and there were a lot of books.
“Face the couch.”
She ran her hands softly over my upper back and down my arms. I shivered. It was hard not to fidget. She traced her finger down my spine, then squeezed my butt. She came around in front of me, trailing her hand over my hip and up to my chest. She made circles around my nipples, then squeezed them, watching my reaction. She squeezed harder and harder until I inhaled sharply. She moved down to my stomach and my thighs. She took my dick in her hand. Her other hand went down and held my balls. Her touch was both soft and firm.
“You have a nice cock, pet.”
“Thank you, Kiara.”
“In my apartment, you call me Mistress.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“If this works out, you’ll call me Mistress all the time, even in your thoughts. When you write about me, you’ll only refer to me as Mistress.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Good boy. Every time you address me, you must use my title. Do you understand?”
“Yes Mistress.”
She squeezed my balls. I moaned.
“Are your balls really that sensitive?”
“Yes Mistress.”
“When was the last time you masturbated?”
“Yesterday, Mistress.”
“Did you enjoy it?”
“Yes Mistress. I thought about you as I did it.”
“That’s the last time you’ll masturbate without my permission. Is that clear?”
“Yes Mistress.”
She slowly stroked my dick. My knees almost buckled. Her touch was so confident, so erotic.
“Come. Kneel.”
She sat on the couch and pointed to the floor in front of her.
“Massage my feet.”
I reached for her foot, but she placed it on my chest and pushed.
“I gave you a command. How do you respond?”
“Yes Mistress. Sorry.”
“Better.”
I began to knead the arch of her foot. I pressed in with a knuckle and moved down to the heel. She didn’t seem to enjoy it much.
“Is this ok, Mistress?”
“It’s fair pet, but no better. What type of shoes do I wear?”
“Heels, Mistress.”
“Where do you think my feet need massaging, since I wear heels?”
“I don’t know, Mistress. The heel?”
She didn’t answer, and I couldn’t tell if my answer was smart or stupid. How should I know where heels hurt your foot? I didn’t wear them.
I tried different spots, but she didn’t care for them much, either.
“Enough, lie on your back. Head toward me…closer.”
I scooted back until my head was between her legs. She placed her feet on my face.
“You can kiss them for one minute. Show me you appreciate this honor.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I lavished kisses on her feet, trying to cover every inch of them. I licked from her heels up to her toes. My cock pulsed. I gave her small bites on the balls of her feet. All too quickly, the minute was up.
“Get up. Get dressed. It’s time for you to go.”
I tried to hide my disappointment. All this time, and I got to be in her apartment for, like, 15 minutes. “This is a test,” I told myself. “This is normal. Just accept it.”
I got dressed and she walked me to her door.
“Knees.”
I dropped to my knees and she ran her fingers through my hair.
“Research how to give a foot massage. Be back here two nights from now at 8 with a dozen roses. Understand?”
“Yes, Mistress…wait. Sorry, Mistress, but I’m seeing a movie with a friend that night.”
She didn’t say anything. She just stared at me.
“I can move it, though.”
“Between now and then, what are you not going to do?”
“I’m not going to masturbate, Mistress.”
“You may crawl behind me and kiss my ass, once.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I crawled to her round, perfect ass. I had masturbated furiously to sinking my face into it, to licking it and hearing her moans. I placed my hands on her waist and gave her a slow, worshipful kiss.
“Good boy. You may stand.”
She kissed me goodnight, a passionate kiss that helped take some of the sting out of being dismissed so quickly. I made a note to Google foot massage techniques.
Two days later, I was back at her apartment with a dozen roses. She put them in a vase, then walked to her couch.
“Kneel. Show me what you’ve learned.”
I placed her right foot on my thigh and massaged down the front of her shins, slightly to the outside. I had learned that these are called the peroneals. I ran my knuckles down them.
“Flex your foot, Mistress.”
I put my forearm near her ankle.
“Now point your toe.”
As she did, I ran my forearm up her peroneal.
“Oh! That feels great!”
I smiled to myself. That move had come highly recommended. I did it three more times. I moved to her calf. It was tight.
“Lighter.”
I put my fingers between her toes. With my other hand I held her heel, then I pointed her foot to counteract the normal flexed position when wearing heels. Mistress sighed contentedly.
“You did your homework. Well done, pet.”
“Thank you Mistress.”
I was pleasing my dominant!  She leaned back and closed her eyes. After a little while, I switched to her left foot. I massaged her for a long time: a half-hour, I think.
“Enough. Put my foot down.”
She stood.
“Come. Crawl behind me.”
She walked to her room, her hips swaying seductively. She stripped off her clothes as she walked.
“Pick them up. Fold them and put them on my chair.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I folded her clothes and put them on her chair as she lay on her bed. Her body was gorgeous. Her skin gleamed. I had dated women with “perfect bodies,” but none of them made my heart and cock jump like Mistress’ body. She looked over at me.
“Go to the kitchen and bring back a rose.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I stood.
“Did I say stand up?”
“No Mistress.”
“Get back on your knees. Crawl. And remember that later when you’re being punished.”
“Yes Mistress.”
When I came back, the lights were low, and Ella Fitzgerald was playing.
“Massage me with the rose. Rub it all over my body. Pay attention to where I most like it: those are my sensitive spots. Consider this a test.”
She turned her head away from me and rested it on her arms.
“Pet?”
“Yes Mistress?”
“Impress me.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I ran the petals of the rose slowly across the back of her neck, then over her shoulders and down her arms. Her skin was so smooth. I listened to her breath as I went down her spine and swept across her lower back, just above her hips. I softly brushed her ribs, hearing a quick intake of breath. Ribs. I’d remember that. I moved the rose around her butt, contented sigh, then down her legs and over the soles of her feet.
“That’s nice, pet.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“Are you shaking your leg?”
“Yes Mistress. I do that sometimes.”
“I’ve noticed. Can you stop it?”
“Yes Mistress.”
I went back up her body, getting her forearms — another good area — and the palms of her hands. She turned over, and I took a second to admire her heavy breasts and her thighs, her trimmed pubic hair. I ran the rose around her breasts and over her stomach. She liked it when I brushed lightly between her shoulders and neck. She liked her hips rubbed and her thighs, especially her inner thighs.
“Put down the rose. Worship me with your tongue and lips, every inch of my body. Start at my feet.”
She turned over, and I brought my lips to her foot. My dick pulsed it was so hard. It had been really difficult to keep my hands off of myself that last two days. I was glad I did, though. I licked the balls of her feet and her arches. I imagined that this was the only part of her I’d ever get to touch, and the only time I’d ever get to touch it. I sent all the passion I was feeling through my lips and into her. She moaned. I felt like I had finally found who I was supposed to be with.
Kissing her all over was more fulfilling and erotic than sex with most of the women I brought home from bars. I took her big toe into my mouth and ran my tongue around it. I ever so lightly bit the tip. Mistress giggled. I hadn’t thought I’d enjoy foot worship so much, but if my rock hard dick was any indication, I did. I took my time as I kissed up her calves, then her thighs. I gave her ass a lot of attention, kissing and licking every bit of it.
“Keep moving, pet.”
I kissed her back and her ribs. I kissed her shoulders and the back of her neck. I lightly bit her ears. My cock was leaking precum. Mistress turned over, and I kissed her forehead and her eyebrows. I kissed her eyelids and down her cheeks. I softly brought my lips to hers. She opened her mouth and our tongues entwined. I was nearing sensory overload. I wanted her so badly, but I knew I had to be patient. I was pretty sure I’d get to fuck her if I just did as she said. I moved down her body, kissing around her dark nipples before sucking on them. I slowly increased the pressure.
“Ohhh.”
I moved down her sides, over her ribs, her stomach, her thighs. I went down her legs and to the top of her feet. I began to slowly kiss my way back up her legs. There was only one place I hadn’t kissed.
She was already wet. I licked her slowly, delicately. I had all the time in the world and only one thing I had to do: please her, please Mistress.
“Good boy.”
Her hand came down and rested on my head.
“That’s it. That’s good. Right there.”
I kept licking, keeping a steady pace and pressure. She started to moan and move her hips. Her breathing got deeper, louder. She inhaled sharply.
“Harder!”
I pressed harder into her. She was so wet! I rubbed my face over her pussy, covering myself in her. I pressed my nose into the base of her vagina. I brought my face up, making contact with my nose, tongue and chin up and over her clit. She gasped and then laughed. She gripped my hair.
“Oh God!”
She was squirming and moaning. I focused on her clit, licking it, sucking it up into my mouth, kissing it.
“Oh my God! Just like that.”
She arched her back as she screamed and swore and pressed her pelvis into my face. She exhaled deeply, then pushed me away.
“Knees. Side of the bed.”
She lay on her back, breathing. Finally, she turned to her side and looked at me. She caressed my cheek with her hand.
“Eyes down. Hands palm up on your thighs. Good. This is called “position.” When I say “position,” this is what you’ll do. Clear?”
“Yes Mistress.”
She didn’t say anything. I stayed on my knees waiting. I wondered why I was waiting here, and how long I’d have to wait. My dick got soft. I wondered if I were going to get any attention.
“Get dressed slave. Come back tomorrow night at 7pm.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I crawled behind her to the door.
“You may kiss my ass before you leave.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I tried not to be upset on the way home. I kept telling myself that this was another test, that Kiara was a dominant woman and felt she needed to prove it early on. This was her way of letting me know she was in charge, and when she trusted me more, things would be different. I wasn’t sure what more I had to do to prove myself, but I guess it was up to her.
At home, I did more research on giving massages. I figured it was a good way to please her, and she would probably demand one before too long. It was excruciating not to masturbate. Often, I would absentmindedly grab my dick and give it a stroke before remembering it was off limits. I got erections in public for no reason. It felt like I was back in 7th grade, when I would get an erection every time I ordered lunch and have to awkwardly make my way back to my table without letting anyone see. I hadn’t gone this long without an orgasm since my first orgasm. Mistress sent me a text the next day.
You’re doing well, pet, and I’m pleased with you. I look forward to O/our time tonight.
That evening I took Mistress to dinner and then a dance performance. It was modern dance, but they did some hip-hop and even some belly dancing. The last piece was a duet between a man and a woman, both long and lean. I could see the muscles in their legs and arms as they moved. The music was primal, full of chanting and rhythmic breathing. Their bodies intertwined, and for a short while they seemed like animals wrapped together in an intricate mating dance. It was ridiculously sexual and personal, but I didn’t feel awkward watching. I felt connected to them, part of it but at the same time apart. By the end, they were both covered in sweat, sliding over each other as the music hypnotically pulsed. When it was over, I realized that my mouth had been open for a while. Mistress grabbed my hand. Her eyes were full of lust.
“Take me home. Now.”
We kissed the entire cab ride back to her place. I was so aroused I didn’t think I could stand it. I don’t know how much the fare was, maybe $23. I gave the driver $40 and told him to keep the change.
“Strip, crawl to the bedroom.”
Mistress walked in front of me to her bedroom. I stared at her hips as they swayed back and forth.
“Undress me.”
I stood and slid her shirt up over her head. I wanted to tear her clothes off, and I breathed deeply to steady myself. I looked into her eyes as I unclipped her bra, then undid her skirt and let it drop to the floor. She placed her hands on my ribs and kissed me. I sunk to my knees and kissed her stomach. I kissed the front of her underwear. She looked down at me without smiling. She ran her fingers through my hair. I pulled down her panties and she stepped out of them. She sat on the bed and guided me to her.
“Lick.”
I pressed into her, feeling her wetness cover my face. I wanted to devour her. I licked the inside of her pussy, listening to her breath, deep and steady. I kept licking, until her fingers grabbed the back of my neck and pulled me hard against her. I kissed up to her clit and sucked it into my mouth. She dug her nails into me.
“Right there!”
I kept her clit in my mouth and ran my tongue over it, seeing if I could find that one spot that drove her wild.
“Fuck yes!”
I stayed on it.
She started growling, then moaning.
“Fuck!! Fuck!! FUCK!”
She came, loudly, bucking her hips, keeping me pressed tightly against her.
“Position.”
I got into position. I heard Mistress’ breathing go back to normal.
“Get on the bed.”
I looked up. Mistress was on her knees, her beautiful ass sticking out. I softly kissed her ass cheeks, moving slowly inward until I got to her asshole.
“I know you’ve been dying to lick my ass.”
“I have, Mistress.”
“I could tell by the way you looked at it.”
I stopped licking for a moment.
“Is that how it always is with the guys you date?”
“Keep licking. Some guys love licking ass and some don’t. But those who do especially love it with me.”
I pushed my tongue inside her. She bucked.
“Ohhh…fuck! You fucking
whore!”
She started rocking back and forth, pulling away and then thrusting back.
“Lie on your back. Now!”
She climbed on top of me and sat on my face. Her hands grabbed my wrists and pushed them down against the bed. I started licking her ass again.
“Oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!”
She let go of my wrists, and I could tell she was rubbing her clit. I could feel her muscles clench and unclench my tongue.
“Right there!”
Her voice was guttural and thick. I stayed right there until she screamed as she came. I kept licking and licking and licking.
“Go rinse your mouth out with mouthwash and come back here.”
Finally I was going to get laid, or at least get to cum. As I came back to the room, I stopped and gazed at her. She was resting on her elbow, her dark hair cascading down to the bed. She looked like a Goddess. It felt completely natural to serve and worship her. She turned and looked at me. She smiled, knowing — I think — what was going through my head.
“Lie on your back.”
She ran her fingertips down my chest, tracing around my nipples and down my stomach to the creases of my hips. I wanted her to tear into me, to consume me.
“Hold onto the headboard.”
I grabbed the headboard as she slowly, agonizingly explored my body, running her fingers around the muscles of my abdomen and down to my thighs.
She kept bringing her hand close to my dick, but she didn’t stroke it. Every once in a while she would brush it with the side of her hand, or she would rub my inner thigh and the back of her hand would press against my balls.
“Oh, please, Mistress.”
“Be patient.”
“Sorry, Mistress.”
She resumed lightly brushing my thighs as my cock pulsed and leaked precum. I had fantasized about a woman controlling my cock, but I had never thought it could feel like this, the powerlessness, the complete and utter desperation. Mistress controlled my cock now, and my orgasms.
“Pet?”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Stop bouncing your leg.”
“Sorry Mistress.”
“Open your eyes.”
I looked up at her. She was smiling kindly.
“You’ve been waiting patiently pet, and now I’m going to teach you an important lesson about serving as my submissive.”
She grabbed lube from her bedside table. She popped the cap and poured some onto my cock. I looked up at her. She was so gorgeous. She wrapped her fingers around me and gave a long, slow stroke. It felt electric! I arched my back and sent my hips upward. She sat in front of me and pulled my legs over her thighs. She pushed my cock against my stomach and slowly ran three fingers up its underside. I had never felt anything so wonderful in my entire life. I shivered.
“Keep breathing, pet. I’ll let you know when you can cum.”
“Thank you Mistress.” My voice was ragged.
She moved her fingertips up and down my cock.
“You belong to me. Your cock belongs to me. Your orgasms belong to me.”
She lifted her hand, keeping it a few inches above my cock. It took all of my self control not to press up against her fingers.
“Say it.”
“I belong to you, Mistress. My cock belongs to you. My orgasms belong to you.”
“Good pet.”
She brought both hands to my cock, rubbing the underside with the pads of her thumbs. It had been three whole days since I’d last cum, and I was so insanely horny I could barely see straight. I wasn’t going to last long. If she would just give me some solid pumps I would explode. But she was reading me, I finally realized, and she was going to stretch this out as long as she wanted. She ran the heel of her palm over my cock, then one finger around the head.
“May I touch you, Mistress?”
“Yes pet.”
I ran my hands over her thighs and down to her knees. Everything felt hypersensitive. Mistress played with my foreskin, bringing it up over the head of my dick and then pressing it down. She lightly gripped my penis and gave me a slow stroke.
“Oh God! Oh please!”
“Oh please, what, pet?”
“I don’t know Mistress! I have no control of what’s coming out of my mouth when you touch me.”
She laughed. She gripped a little harder and pumped me. Oh God! I was close! But Mistress sensed it and moved her hands to my lower stomach, just above my waist. She rubbed lightly as I whimpered, then traced around my thighs before taking my balls in her hand. She leaned forward and sucked on my nipple. I felt her breasts against my stomach. I could smell her scent. She was turned on, too.
“I belong to you, Mistress. My cock belongs to you. My orgasms belong to you.”
She straightened up and pumped my cock. I felt the sensations course through my entire body. I didn’t like waiting so long between orgasms, but the payoff was fantastic! I pursed my lips and clenched my pc muscle.
“I’m getting close, Mistress! May I cum?”
She gripped me harder and sped up her strokes. I thought I might pass out. I felt my orgasm coming. The sensations heightened and heightened until it was too much and I arched my hips and cried out-
Mistress took her hands off of me! It was too late to stop!
“No! Nooooo!”
I shot jet after jet onto my stomach.
“Please! Please touch me!”
I arched my back and tried to press my dick against her hand, but she just pulled it away.
“Oh my God!! Oh my God! Please stroke me!! Please!!”
She just laughed. My hips shook as I moaned in despair. Why did she stop?! What was the point of this?! I arched my back one more time, but I knew that the most intense and pleasurable part of my orgasm was lost. I had served her faithfully, and this was my reward?! I sank back to the bed.
“The lesson for you to learn, pet, is that pleasure comes in many forms. You’re frustrated that I ruined your orgasm now, but later, when you look back, it will be insanely erotic that I treated you this way. It will remind you that I own you, and that means I own your cock and any pleasure you get from it.”
She ran her fingertips over my stomach and around my thighs. My dick pulsed, but nothing was coming out. She took it in her hand and gave it a firm, slow stroke. The feeling was so sharp and intense that I screamed. I looked up and saw a wide smile across her face. She released my cock and scooped up some of my cum with her finger.
“Open.”
One of the questions on Mistress’ questionnaire was would I eat my own cum for her. I had said yes, obviously. I knew what saying no would get me. I had meant it, then. But now of course, it was a different story. It was an incredibly, unfathomably disgusting story. But I was going to do it, because I had said I would, because I wanted to please her, because even though it was cruel and horrible for her to ruin my orgasm, it was insanely dominant, and it satisfied something deep and primal in me that I had been searching for for as long as I could remember. I sucked my cum off of her finger, then watched as she scooped up more. There was a lot of cum.
“Open.”
About an hour later, I was horny again. Really horny. It felt like I hadn’t even cum earlier, and I wanted to stroke my dick so badly that I almost couldn’t resist it. The cruelty of a ruined orgasm was twofold: it didn’t just ruin it in the moment, it failed to relieve the insane longing to cum that I felt all the time with Mistress. It was horrible and breathlessly exciting.
I was hooked. Not only was Mistress the dominant woman of my dreams, she was a wonderful girlfriend. New Yorkers are usually closed off, at least those over 25. Most of the time, the women I dated were afraid to tell me that they liked me until I said it first. They didn’t want to text or call me unless I called first, either. But not Mistress. She would text me to say she had a good time on our last date or that she enjoyed being with me and that I was a good boy. She was really supportive too, happy for my successes and not afraid to challenge my beliefs in a non-judgmental way. She wasn’t afraid to be vulnerable herself, either. I guess it’s easier to put yourself out there when you can make the man you’re dating eat his own cum, but still. She was brave, and fun, and she drove me absolutely insane in bed.
I began spending most nights with her, and that’s when some of the difficulties of being her submissive surfaced. I was used to being on the internet at night or working out or lounging around. I was used to doing what I wanted, basically. I wasn’t prepared for the boredom of serving as a footrest for hours. At first it was exciting: being used as an object, feeling Mistress’ calves across my back. But the excitement eventually wore off, and then it was just me on my hands and knees, trying to stay still and supporting the weight of her heavy legs. Mistress didn’t talk to me, either. She really treated me like an object.
A week after my first ruined orgasm, I came over with dinner for both of us. I set the table.
“Put your placemat on the floor.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“You’re not allowed to use the furniture anymore. It’s not for a slave like you unless I specifically okay it. Do you understand?”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Yes Mistress, what?”
“Yes Mistress, I’m not allowed to use the furniture unless specifically told I can do so.”
“Mistress?”
“Yes?”
“What about at night?”
“What about it?”
“Will I be allowed to sleep in your bed?”
“You’ll find out later tonight.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I was a little confused. Mistress had referred to me as a slave, but I thought I was just a submissive. Her questionnaire had talked about total control, but I hadn’t thought it included furniture usage.
Much like serving as a foot rest, not being allowed on the furniture was hotter in thought than in practice. After a few hours, it was uncomfortable. I looked over at Mistress’ feet. I wondered if she would let me worship them. I wondered if it was ok to ask.
“Mistress?”
She put down the magazine she was reading.
“Yes, pet?”
“Is it ok to ask to worship you?”
“It depends how you ask and how often you ask. If you act entitled or pester me, then no. But if you’re respectful and you don’t annoy me, I may say yes. Read my mood before you do. You should be doing that anyway.”
“Yes Mistress. I’m not so sure I’m good at that. Will you help me learn?”
“Sure. What’s my mood now.”
She looked at me. She seemed relaxed, kind of neutral, but not in a bad way. Not ecstatically happy, but certainly not upset.
“Relaxed? Content?”
“Yes. I’m feeling relaxed. If you were to ask me politely, I would consider your request. I may say no, but I wouldn’t punish you for asking.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“There’s a protocol for asking to worship me though.”
I nodded.
“Crawl to me and kiss each foot once, then wait on your hands and knees until I tell you to sit up. Then you may ask. Try it now.”
I crawled to her and planted a slow kiss on the top of each foot.
“Slide your hands forward…good. Like that.”
I heard her go back to her magazine. My dick got hard.
“Sit up.”
She was looking at me. The magazine was open in her lap.
“What is it, pet?”
“Mistress, may I worship your feet?”
“On one condition. I’m going to beat you first. I’m going to use my crop and my cane, and it’s going to hurt, the cane especially. If you take 50 strokes, you may worship my feet.”
“Yes Mistress. Thank you. I’ll take 50 strokes.”
“Good.” She smiled. “Put your forehead on the floor and wait for me to finish my article. Then we’ll go to the bedroom.”
I concentrated on my breath as I waited. I wondered how long she’d keep me here. I get it that she was trying to build anticipation, but I didn’t need to be taught the same lesson over and over: I get it, she decided when things happened. I heard her turn the page. I counted my breaths. At breath number 37, she closed her magazine and stood up.
“Bedroom. Crawl.”
She walked around her bed, pulling nylon straps out from below each corner of the mattress.
“On your stomach. Stretch out to the four corners. Put these under your stomach.”
She tossed me two pillows. I reached out for the corners. Mistress attached leather cuffs around my wrists and ankles, then cinched them tightly.
“Pull. Let me see how much you can move.”
I couldn’t move my limbs much, maybe a couple inches.
“Can you bounce your leg up and down?”
I tried.
“A little Mistress.”
She walked around and tightened all the straps.
“How about now?”
“No Mistress.”
“Good.”
I heard her walk to her closet and retrieve what I assumed were a crop and a cane. She rubbed one on my back. It had a leather tip.
“This is the crop.”
She began swatting my butt lightly.
“It’s for discipline and light punishment. It can hurt if I hit you hard, or if I keep hitting you in the same spot over and over, both of which I’ll do. You won’t fear the crop, though.”
WHAP!
“Ow!”
That surprised me. It hurt! She put the crop down next to me and picked up the cane. She hit me lightly on my butt. It stung a little.
“This is the cane. It hurts. It’s for heavy discipline and medium to heavy punishment. You’ll fear the cane. I’ll make sure of that.”
“Yes Mistress.”
She tapped my butt.
“This is our first discipline session, so let’s talk about your safeword. Do you have one you regularly use?”
“No Mistress.”
“Right. You’ve never done this except in your head while jerking off.”
“Yes Mistress. I do have a lot of experience jerking off, though.”
“I can imagine. I bet you jerked off in your socks when you were younger.”
“When I was older, 16 or 17. But when I was younger I would use my bathrobe.”
She was silent for a moment.
“What rule did you just break?”
“Oh! Mistress! I’m sorry. When I was younger, I would use my bathrobe, Mistress.”
“You’re getting 60 now. And the extra 10 are with the cane.”
“Yes Mistress. I’m sorry Mistress.”
“Don’t do that again.”
“I apologize, Mistress.”
“When you say you would use your bathrobe, what do you mean?”
“I’d wear it while masturbating…open, obviously, Mistress, and then when I came, I’d just pull the side around and cum into it.”
She made a face that was a perfect mix of surprise and disgust.
“Would you wash it after?”
That made me smile.
“No, Mistress.”
“You’d walk around in a bathrobe you just came into?”
“Yes Mistress.”
Never is the gap between males and females so wide as when discussing semen.
“I assume you masturbated every day as a kid.”
“At least, Mistress.”
“And you washed that bathrobe, what, once a week?”
“Not that often, Mistress. Maybe every two weeks.”
“And you masturbated, conservatively, 10 times a week?”
“Conservatively, Mistress, yes.”
“So you walked around with 20 loads of dried semen caked to your bathrobe, that was brushing against your skin.”
“Sometimes I wouldn’t wash it for a month, Mistress. It got heavy.”
“Boys are so disgusting.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Thankfully, you have me to control your urges now, and to give your semen a place to go.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Where does your semen go after you cum?”
“In my mouth, Mistress?”
“I’m going to ask you again, pet. This time, answer like you know and not like you’re asking me a question…where does your semen go?”
“In my mouth, Mistress.”
“Good boy.”
She picked up the crop and tapped my butt with it.
“A lot of subs use the safe words red and yellow. Yellow means pause and check in. Red means stop. Use yellow if things are too intense and you need a break. Use red if you’re hurt or something is triggering you emotionally, and I’ll stop immediately. Understand?”
“Yes Mistress. I’ll try not to use them.”
“No, pet, that’s not a good mindset. Use them when you need to. I want you to take pain for me, but there’s no shame in using your safe word. I won’t be upset.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“I’m going to warm you up with the crop. These will be light. They don’t count toward your 60.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
whap. whap. whap. whap. whap. Whap.
It felt pleasant. Something told me it wouldn’t last.
Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap!
“Ow!”
“I mean, ow, Mistress!”
She laughed, then patted me on the butt with her hand.
“You don’t need to say my title when you’re reacting to discipline or punishment. Only when you speak words.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! WHAP!
“Ow! Fuck!”
“These count. Deep breath in.”
Whap! Whap! Whap!
Whap! Whap! Whap!
Whap! Whap! Whap!
Whap! Whap! Whap!
She put down the crop and ran her hand over my back and down to my butt.
“How do you feel, pet?”
“Ok, Mistress. It doesn’t seem like you’re hitting me that hard, but it still hurts.”
“You have a lot of nerve endings in your butt. That’s what makes it such a good place for discipline.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“For the record, I haven’t hit you hard yet, and you haven’t even felt the cane. Deep breath in.”
I breathed in, then exhaled.
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“OW! FUCK!”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“Ungh!”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“AAAGGHH!”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I’m sorry. I’m sorry Mistress. It just hurts.”
“You don’t have to apologize, pet. Just keep breathing.”
She waited for a moment for me to compose myself.
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“I’m going to give you 10 more, pet. Count for me.”
WHAP!!
“AAhhhhh! Ten!”
That one was the hardest. I squirmed and pulled against my bonds.
“Breathe.”
Inhale. Exhale.
WHAP!!
“Ow! Nine!”
WHAP!!
“Eight!”
WHAP!!
“Ow! Fuck! Seven!”
WHAP!!
“Si-…Six!”
Mistress put down the crop and rubbed my butt.
“You’re doing really well.”
“Thank you Mistress.”
WHAP!!
“Five!”
WHAP!!
“Four! Fuck! Ow!”
WHAP!!
“Three!”
WHAP!!
“Ow! Ow! Two!”
I flinched waiting for the last one. It didn’t come. I wondered if she-
WHAP!!
“OW! FUCK! ONE!”
I was panting.
“Well done, pet. That’s enough with the crop.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“Do you know how many I’ve given you?”
“I lost count, Mistress. Maybe 40?”
“43. You have 17 left.” She tapped my butt with the cane. “This is going to hurt.”
CRACK!
I tried to scream but nothing came out. Oh Jesus fucking Christ that hurt! Oh my God!
“Yellow. Please. I’m sorry. Just for a second, Mistress!”
She put down the cane and rubbed my back.
“It’s ok, pet. That one was really hard. They won’t all be that hard. I just wanted to introduce you to the cane properly.”
‘I appreciate that, Mistress.”
She waited until my breath returned to normal.
“Ready?”
“Yes Mistress.”
Crack!
Crack!
“AHhhhh! Oh fuck!”
“Are you ok?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
Crack!
Crack!
 “Ungh! Ungh, Guh-”
“Guh?”
“Yes, Mistress. Guh.”
She laughed.
Crack!
CRACK!
“Aaaaahhhh! Fuck!”
“That’s 50 total, pet. If you hadn’t disrespected me, you’d be done now. Instead, you have 10 more.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“Count them out.”
CRACK!
“OW! Ten!”
CRACK!
“OW! Ow! Nine.”
Breathe. 
CRACK!
“Eight!”
CRACK!
“Seven!”
“This is making really nice stripes on your butt, pet. You’re going to have great marks tomorrow.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
CRACK!
“Six! Ow, fuck, fuck!”
CRACK!
“Five! Yellow! ”
I yanked really hard, but the straps didn’t move. Mistress rubbed my butt and waited.
“Ok. I’m ok.”
CRACK!
“FOUR!”
CRACK!
“THREE!”
“Just two more, pet. Then you get to worship my feet.”
“Thank you. Thank you Mistress.”
CRACK!
“AAAAHhhhhh! Two! Two!”
CRACK!
“AAAAGGGHHH! ONE!”
She put down the cane and climbed on to the bed. She lay on top of me and pushed my head down. She bit the back of my neck, then held me as the pain slowly faded. I felt really calm. She whispered in my ear.
“It’s time for your reward, pet.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
She untied me, then led me over to the reading chair in the corner of her room. She sat and crossed one knee over the other.
“Position.”
I knelt and placed my hands palm up on my thighs.
“You did very well, pet. I’m proud of you.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“You may worship my feet now.”
Maybe it was the pain I went through to earn the privilege, but worshipping her feet felt heavenly. My whole body felt relaxed and tingly. I closed my eyes as I alternated licking and kissing the soles of her feet. They were just the slightest bit smelly. I rubbed my face into them and inhaled deeply. I took her toes into my mouth, one by one. When I looked up at Mistress, she was looking at me with a wonderful smile on her face. I put her feet flat on the floor and bent over to kiss the tops. She sat back in her chair and exhaled. I kept kissing. 
“Stop, on the bed. On your side.”
I climbed on the bed and she lay next to me. She hugged my head into her chest and held me. I breathed in her scent.
“Good boy. You’re doing very well.”
“Thank you Mistress.”
“Just relax. Breathe.”
Later that night, I made Mistress a dinner of rice with chopped up chicken, onions and broccoli with a mustard soy sauce. I served as her waiter while she ate. Afterward, she scooped some on a plate and put it on the floor.
“Lie on you stomach. No hands. Eat it all.”
I lay on my stomach and tried to get a mouthful of food without mashing my face into the plate. It didn’t work, and I finally just accepted that I would get food all over my face.
“What are you doing?”
“I’m finished, Mistress.”
“No you’re not. There’s rice still on your plate. You finish everything I give you and be grateful you get anything at all.”
Seriously?
“Yes Mistress. I apologize.”
I licked up the final grains of rice and pieces of onion that were stuck to the plate.
“Do the dishes. Don’t wash your face until I tell you.”
“Yes Mistress.”
Later that evening, I knelt by her chair.
“What are your plans tomorrow, pet?”
“I was going to work out and maybe watch a movie.”
“I want you to clean my house while I’m at work. Sweep and vacuum. Clean the counters in the kitchen. Dust everywhere; take out the garbage. Make sure you use the spray bleach in the bathroom. Is that clear?”
“Yes Mistress. Can I write all that down?”
“Yes pet.”
I spent the next day cleaning. Again I realized the difference between fantasies about femdom and the day-to-day of a real D/s relationship. I had masturbated about being forced to clean, but the reality wasn’t so great. I didn’t like cleaning. I focused on the fact that I was doing so because Mistress told me, and I thought I did a pretty good job. Mistress didn’t agree, though. She led me around the apartment.
“What’s this?”
“It’s dust, Mistress.”
“You didn’t get in the corners, well enough.”
“I’m sorry, Mistress. The vacuum doesn’t get in there well.”
“That’s what the attachments are for. The tube with narrow head?”
“Oh. Thank you Mistress.”
“You’ve seriously never used that?”
“No Mistress.”
“I’m imagining you in your apartment, walking through big piles of dust in your cum-soaked bathrobe.”
“That’s pretty accurate, Mistress.”
I followed her into the bathroom.
“Fold a paper towel in half and thread it between the handles and the back of the sink. Do it now.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“Do you see that?”
The paper towel was dirty. I hadn’t known to do that. Mistress led me back to living room. I knelt before her and she took my face in her hands.
“I know you don’t clean very much, so I’m not going to punish you too harshly for the poor job you did cleaning. But this is your one pass. Don’t ever let me down like this again. Understand?”
“Yes Mistress.”
She stood.
“Come, get dressed.”
“Where are we going, Mistress?”
SLAP!
“You don’t question me! When I want you to know something, I’ll tell you. Is that clear?”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Good. Now get dressed.”
I got dressed, trying to keep my temper in check. Seriously? I don’t even get to ask questions? Mistress led me out into the hallway and downstairs to the apartment directly below hers. A tall, pretty black woman answered the door.
“Hey Shondra.”
“Hey K. This is the new one?” She nodded in my direction.
“Yep, say hello pet.”
I blushed.
“Hello Shondra.”
She smiled at me, then looked where Mistress had slapped me.
“Uh-oh, someone was bad.”
I blushed and looked down. Mistress answered for me.
“Someone asks too many questions.”
Shondra patted my cheek.
“C’mon in, sweetie. I’ll show you where everything is.”
I looked at Kiara.
“You’re going to clean her apartment. You’re going to show me you can follow directions.”
Was she fucking serious?! I’d spent hours cleaning earlier that day! I needed to put my foot down. I was not doing this. I thought about it quickly. Saying no to Kiara in private was bad. Saying no in front of one of her friends might be a deal breaker. Fuck. I didn’t like being outed to Shondra, either. She and Kiara were obviously close, though, so she must know how Kiara treats her boyfriends. But still. Shit.
Shondra showed me where the supplies were and gave me instructions on how she liked her apartment cleaned.
“I’ll do a good job, Ma’am.”
She took my chin in her hand.
“You better.”
My dick jumped.
“Yes Ma’am.”
Kiara came over and put her hand on the back of my neck.
“Knock on my door when you’re finished.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“If I were you, I’d double check your work, just to be safe.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
Kiara and Shondra went upstairs, leaving me to clean on my own. This was bullshit. I’d be happy when Mistress was done testing me and we could just be a D/s couple.
I made sure to do a good job. I remembered all the mistakes Mistress showed me and was careful not to make them again. It took two hours, and by the time I was done I was starving and tired and cranky. I sat on a chair in Shondra’s office and did some relaxation exercises before I went upstairs. I needed to lose the irritated look on my face. After ten minutes, I felt better. I knocked on Kiara’s door.
“Come in.”
She and Shondra were in her living room, drinking wine and talking.
“Strip.”
I looked at Shondra.
“She’s seen naked men before.”
I hadn’t agreed to do this in front of someone else, but this wasn’t the time to have that discussion. And I got the feeling Shondra was dominant, too.
“Yes, Mistress.”
I stripped. I could feel Shondra’s eyes on me.
“Look at that ass!”
“He knows it, though.”
Mistress pointed to a spot to her right.
“Knees. Forehead on the floor.”
I got in position and waited. I was blushing. I listened to Kiara and Shondra talk. After a few minutes, I heard Shondra say.
“Ok, let’s have a look.”
“Up, pet.”
I got dressed and followed them downstairs. I waited in position in Shondra’s apartment while they checked my cleaning.
“Pet. Come here.”
That didn’t sound good. I met them in the bathroom.
“There’s a streak on the mirror.”
“I’m sorry Mistress.”
How did I miss that?
“Apologize to Shondra.”
“I’m sorry, Shondra.”
“Miss Shondra.”
“I’m sorry Miss Shondra.”
“I told you to do a good job, pet. And this is what you give me.”
I looked at her with my mouth open. I thought I’d done an excellent job. One little streak!
Shondra started laughing. She put her hand over her mouth.
“I’m sorry K. He just looks so sad!”
Mistress put her hand on my shoulder.
“I’m teasing you, pet. You did a good job.”
I exhaled.
“Thank you Mistress.”
“We’re going upstairs. Thank Miss Shondra for letting you clean her apartment.”
“Thank you for letting me clean, Miss Shondra.”
Shondra looked at me like I was a moron.
“Thank her while kissing her feet, pet.”
“Oh, sorry Mistress.”
I dropped to my knees and kissed Shondra’s feet.
“Thank you, Miss Shondra. I appreciate being allowed to clean.”
“You’re welcome, handsome. You can come next week for more practice.”
“Thank you Miss Shondra.”
We went upstairs to Mistress’ apartment. I was exhausted.
“Strip. Then in the bedroom.”
Mistress tied me to the bedposts again, face up this time. She lay next to me and rubbed my chest.
“You did well today, pet. I’m most happy that you learned from your mistakes. You don’t have to be perfect, but I expect you to learn.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
Her fingertips made bigger and bigger circles on my chest, until they brushed against my cock. I hadn’t cum since Mistress ruined my orgasm a week ago, and I was desperately horny. This would go a long way to thanking me for cleaning her and Shondra’s apartment. My dick responded quickly, and in no time it was pulsing and leaking precum.
Mistress moved down and sat between my legs. She rubbed lube into her hands and ran them over my cock. I moaned. She caressed my cock with her palms, sliding them from the base to the tip. My body started jerking.
She stopped stroking me.
“Oh please! Mistress! Please oh God!”
I looked and saw the wide smile on her face.
“Be patient, pet.”
She ran her fingernails over my stomach, then held the base of my dick and pushed it up against my stomach. With her other hand, she moved two fingers in small circles just below the head.
“Oh my God. Mistress, please! I belong to you. My cock belongs to you. My orgasms belong to you. I’ll do anything you want!”
She laughed and sped up her circles. I felt the pleasure growing quickly. I stared up at the ceiling.
“Oh no! Please!”
She had taken away her fingers. My hips shook. I had my eyes closed, but I knew Mistress was smiling.
“Tomorrow morning, while I’m at work, do my laundry. Hand wash my lingerie and my underwear.”
“Yes Mistress. Of course!”
“Good boy.”
She began rubbing me with two fingers again. A weird gurgling sound came out of my mouth. The pleasure was so intense. It built quickly again, until my hips were shaking as she flattened her hand to get more of her fingertips against me.
“Oh God! Oh God!”
She took her hands away. I pumped the air like a crazy person. Mistress kept her hands on my legs as my ragged breath slowly went back to normal. Then she took me in her hands again.
This continued six or seven times. I lost count. I just lay back and stared at the ceiling. Mistress continued rubbing me with two fingers in that super-sensitive area just below the head.
“Oh God! Oh God!”
This time she kept rubbing. My whole body spasmed.
“Oh please! Please! No!”
She took her fingertips away just as I went over the edge, and again I hopelessly humped the air as cum shot out of my cock.
“Why?! Why?”
I hadn’t meant to yell, but I couldn’t stop myself. Mistress laughed: a deep, full throated laugh that sent her forward and forced her to put her hand on the bed for balance. After a minute, she started again, rubbing two fingers below the head of my cock. At first I didn’t feel anything, but then my entire dick started tingling.
“Oh God! Oh Mistress…No! Please!”
She did it again, releasing me just as I came. This time, the cum dribbled out of my dick. I begged for her to touch me, just one touch, but she didn’t. She just stared down at me, looking regal and dominant and as gorgeous as I had ever seen her. My dick felt super sensitive.
“OH GOD!”
Mistress had gripped my dick and was pumping it hard. She put her palm over the head and made circles.
“PLEASE! PLEASE! OH GOD! NO!”
I screamed and screamed. She kept rubbed the head of my cock for ten more agonizing seconds as I jerked against my bonds. When she stopped, I lay there panting, slowly coming back to myself. She moved to lie next to me and stroked my cheek.
“Shhh, pet. It’s ok. It’s just a little post-orgasm torture. Nothing you can’t handle.”
She scooped up my cum with her finger.
“Open.”
I was at war with myself later. Part of me looked back at what Mistress had done as insanely erotic. Ruining another orgasm, two this time, then torturing me afterward. It was such a show of dominance and control. My heart ached for her. But another part of me was furious. Everything I’d done and she couldn’t give me any pleasure? I mean, what was all the domination for if not for hot sex? Was she seeing how far she could push me before I pushed back? 
The next morning I woke up with a huge piss boner. I sat up, causing Mistress to stir slightly. I looked over at her. She was so beautiful, and she seemed to be getting more beautiful by the day. I desperately wanted her. The horniness I’d felt after my first ruined orgasm was even stronger now. If this were a vanilla relationship, maybe, after I went to the bathroom, we could have sex. I imagined kissing and stroking her until she begged for my dick, then plunging into her, feeling her soft, firm body against mine. My dick pulsed. That I wasn’t going to get that both frustrated and excited me.
“Good morning, pet.”
She spoke without opening her eyes.
“Good morning, Mistress.”
“Kiss my neck.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I leaned forward and softly kissed her neck. I inhaled her scent, then kissed up to her ear.
“That’s nice.”
“I’ll be right back, Mistress.”
I stood up.
“What are you doing?”
“Going to the bathroom, Mistress.”
“Did you ask permission?”
“No Mistress. I didn’t know I had to.”
“Really?”
“Yes Mistress.”
“You thought you could just do what you wanted whenever you wanted to? Is that how this relationship works?”
“No Mistress, but I thought I could use the bathroom when I needed to. That’s how it’s been up to now.”
She sat up.
“Come here.”
That didn’t sound good. I moved toward her.
“Next to the bed.”
I stood next to her side of the bed.
“Lean over. Bring your face closer to me.”
SLAP!
“Put your hands down!”
SLAP!
“You have to ask permission for everything. You need to use the bathroom, you ask. You want a glass of water, you ask. And when I tell you the rules, you don’t talk back to me. Is that clear?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
My cheek stung.
“Get back into bed. Then ask to use the bathroom.”
I climbed back into bed. I felt the tugs of anger and lust pulling me in opposite directions.
“May I use the bathroom, Mistress?”
“No.”
What the fuck? I lay there next to her. She turned on her side, away from me. This was bullshit. I really had to pee. I waited. My guess was she’d make me wait five minutes. I was right. Five minutes later she let me go.
“Thank you, Mistress.”
I made breakfast, then sat on the floor in front of my food. I wondered if I needed to ask permission to start eating. Mistress took a bite of her food.
“This is good, pet. You’re a surprisingly good cook for a single guy.”
“Thank you Mistress. My freshman college roommate knew how to cook, and he taught me a lot. We lived together sophomore and senior years, too. His mother was a chef.”
“You didn’t live together junior year?”
“No Mistress. I studied abroad my junior year.”
“Where?”
“London.”
“Are you waiting until I give you permission to start eating?”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Good boy. You may start.”
After I cleaned up, Mistress had me wait in the bathroom while she showered. I gently toweled her dry, then followed her to her bedroom where I helped her get dressed. I wasn’t sure I was really helping, but it was nice to touch her body. When she got home from work, I’d ask to worship her pussy. Hopefully I wouldn’t have to take a beating to do it.
“Kneel.”
Mistress took my chin in her hand.
“What are your chores today?”
“Do your laundry. Hand wash your lingerie and your underwear.”
“Also dust. I hate dust. That’s an everyday task. Understand?”
“Yes, Mistress.”
She walked to her dresser and picked up the hairbrush.
“Good. Now come, over my lap.”
I looked at her, confused.
“For trying to go the bathroom without permission, and for talking back to me.”
She sat on the bed and patted her lap.
Mistress gave me thirty whacks with the hairbrush, which hurt a lot more than I thought it would. Afterward, I kissed her feet and thanked her, then helped smooth down her skirt.
“Come, in the living room.”
I followed her.
“Give me your phone. Open it first.”
She set the timer and showed it to me.
“Stand in the corner facing the wall. Stay there for an hour. Don’t move until the alarm goes off. I don’t care if you have to go the bathroom. Hold it. Do you understand?”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Come, before you get in the corner.”
I walked with her to the front door.
“Feet.”
I knelt and kissed her feet. She walked out. I went to the kitchen and had another cup of coffee, then walked to the corner and stood. I concentrated on my breath, inhale, inhale, inhale, inhale…exhale, exhale, exhale, exhale. Inhale, inhale…exhale, exhale, exhale. Was this really how it was going to be? Did I just have to adjust my expectations? I mean, this felt a little much. Inhale, inhale, inhale…exhale, exhale, exhale, exhale, exhale. I kept shifting from foot to foot. This wasn’t fun. Standing in a corner wasn’t fun. And I don’t see what she’s getting out of it because she isn’t even here. Stop. You’re just upset at getting slapped and having to stand in the corner for an hour…it’s kind of exciting, and my dick likes it. It is extreme, though. Is it going to get more extreme? I mean, when we talked before, when I was auditioning to be her sub, it didn’t feel like it was going to be this extreme. Forget it. You’ll find out. She did say I would serve at her whim, but I didn’t think it meant this. Inhale, inhale…is she expecting me to push back?
An hour is forever when you’re standing in the corner. After what seemed like a while, I had to go the bathroom. Drinking that last cup of coffee wasn’t smart. I wondered how much time had passed. I tried to concentrate on my breath, but my bladder kept grabbing my attention.
I knew my alarm was set, right? Could I have accidentally turned it off? Did I not hear the alarm? No, impossible. I really had to go the bathroom….could the alarm have been set for two hours and I not notice it? I mean, clearly, more than an hour had passed. This wasn’t right. Something was up.
I waited another ten breaths, then went and checked my phone. I had 20 minutes left. Unbelievable. I went to the bathroom. Fuck it. Kiara wouldn’t want me to pee on her floor.
After peeing, I stood in front of the toilet. Kiara was great. She was super sexy and fun, and she had this magnetic quality that was both enticing and relaxing. But was this too much? I thought about her body, the feel of her feet against my lips, the way her hand traced circles over my chest. I gave my dick a stroke, then another. This was bad, but it felt amazing. Kiara would never know.
I stroked myself for another few minutes. I almost came. Shit. Maybe I should? No. If I start down that road, there’s no turning back. I walked back to the corner and concentrated on my breath. Inhale, inhale, inhale, inhale…exhale, exhale, exhale, exhale.
After the buzzer went off, I did Mistress’ laundry and hand washed her lingerie and underwear. I had thought hand washing would be a pain in the ass, but it wasn’t difficult. It beat cleaning her entire apartment, or Shondra’s. I was careful to do a good job, and that made the time go quicker. I regretted doing a half-ass job cleaning the apartment the day before: I knew better than that.
Afterward, I had time to myself, so I worked out and went downtown. I bought a book and read it in a coffee shop, then I got Mistress a book I thought she would like about New York at the turn of the century. I thought about seeing a movie but instead walked through the park and just enjoyed the day. I got back to Mistress’ apartment at 5:30 and waited for her to return. I heard the ding of the elevator and her heels coming down the hall. I dropped to my knees.
“Hello pet.”
I kissed each of her feet.
“Hello Mistress. How was your day?”
“Very good, pet.”
She handed me her bag and I placed it in her room. Then I brought her a glass of water and some cheese and crackers. I knelt at her side as she ate and looked through the book I bought her. She was really appreciative. She put cheese on a cracker and held it out for me. I ate it out of her hand.
“Clean this up and come back to me. Strip first.”
I took off my clothes and put away the cheese and crackers. I knelt in front of her.
“Is my laundry done?”
“Yes Mistress. Everything is put away except your underwear, which are still drying.”
“Did you stand in the corner without moving for the entire hour?”
“No Mistress. I had to go the bathroom.”
“I told you to hold it.”
“I did as long as I could, Mistress.”
She wasn’t happy about that.
“Did you restart the timer at an hour when you got back?”
“No, Mistress.”
“Why not?”
“I didn’t think I had to, Mistress.”
“You didn’t?”
“No Mistress.”
She rubbed my face with her hand.
SLAP!
“I gave you a clear order!”
“I’m sorry Mistress.”
“You said you understood. Did you not?”
“I did understand, Mistress.”
SLAP!
“I won’t be disobeyed. You follow my commands and serve me, or I’ll find someone else who will. Is that clear?”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Go to my room and get me the cane.”
Fuck! I nodded and brought her the cane. I tried to keep calm, but it was hard to shut out the thoughts of how bad this would hurt.
“On all fours. Head down.”
I heard her circling behind me.
CRACK!
“AAAAHHHHHH!”
No warm up. It hurt worse than any of the cane strokes from before.
CRACK!
“AAAHHH!”
CRACK!
CRACK!
I screamed as she punished me. I wanted to show her I could take punishment, but after the 9th stroke, I couldn’t stand anymore.
“YELLOW! YELLOW!”
She threw the cane on the couch.
“Get in the corner. Stand there until I tell you otherwise.”
I stood in the corner, feeling the searing pain from the cane strokes and listening to Mistress move around the apartment. I heard her on her laptop, then her laughing, which made me think she had her headphones on and was watching something. I wondered how long she would keep me there, and if she were going to punish me more. She made a phone call and went to her bedroom and closed the door. It was hard to stay still. I don’t know how long I stood in the corner. I was surprised I wasn’t bleeding. I wondered what my butt looked like. Inhale, inhale, inhale, inhale…exhale, exhale, exhale, exhale.
“Come, pet. Bedroom.”
I followed her to the bedroom. She grabbed some lotion, then sat in her reading chair and patted her thigh. I placed myself over her lap and she rubbed the cool lotion on my butt. It was soothing, and the feel of her thighs against me made my dick jump.
“I understand this is difficult for you, pet, but I won’t force you to obey me. You must submit to me willingly.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Position.”
I knelt in front of her. She took my face in her hands and looked at me.
“I see that you’re struggling, and that worries me. We’re just getting started. It doesn’t get easier.”
“It’s just…taking me a little time to adjust, Mistress. That’s all.”
“That’s understandable. But disobeying me isn’t acceptable, especially when I’m not there to watch you. Does that make sense to you?”
“Yes Mistress. I apologize.”
“You were honest with me, and that I appreciate. But I have reservations about your ability to serve me long term, and whether you’re even really a submissive. This isn’t a done deal from my end.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Go back to the living room and stand in the corner.”
Fuck.
“Yes Mistress.”
At 7:30, Mistress let me out of the corner. I made us dinner and served her, then ate mine off a plate on the floor. After I cleaned, Mistress led me to the bedroom and had me lie on the bed. She took off her clothes and climbed on top of me, bringing her pussy to my face. I licked her softly, until she began to grind forward and back.
“Purse your lips and keep them firm.”
She rested her full weight on me for a moment, then made small motions forward and back.
“Good.”
She sped up. My face was soon coated with her.
“Fuck. Oh. Fuck!”
She moved her hips in a circle. She was covering most of my nose and mouth, so I had to suck in air from the side of my mouth.
“Oh FUCK!”
She ground hard into me as her hips spasmed.
“YES FUCK YES!”
She slowed down and eventually came to a stop as her breathing returned to normal. She had just used me as a fuck toy and I was hard as a rock. She moved off of me and sat on the bed.
“Get a blanket and pillow from the hallway closet. You’re sleeping on the living room sofa tonight.”
“Yes Mistress. May I go to the bathroom?”
“Yes, pet.”
“And may I wash my face, Mistress?”
“No, pet.”
The next morning I served Mistress her breakfast.
“Pet, you’re going to be sleeping here for the next week. Is that a problem?”
“No Mistress.”
“Get whatever you need from home and bring it here. Then I want you to dust the apartment. Also, pick up groceries. I’ve put a list on the table. Do you understand?”
“Yes Mistress.”
I washed her in the shower and patted her dry, then helped her get dressed. I walked her to the door.
“Before you do anything else, though. Set your timer for an hour and stand in the corner.”
God damn it.
“Yes, Mistress.”
I kissed her feet and she left.
That night, Mistress returned to find me waiting for her by the door. I kissed her feet.
“Take off your clothes, pet. You’re no longer allowed to wear clothes in my apartment. When you come over, you put everything into this box in the front closet.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I quickly stripped off my clothes. I waited for her to ask if I had spent the entire hour in the corner, because I had. She didn’t, and it irritated me that I wasn’t going to get any credit for that. Mistress kicked off her shoes and sat on the living room couch. I straightened her shoes, then prepared a spread of crackers, cheese, figs and grapes. I brought her a glass of water and a glass of wine, then I knelt in front of her as she ate.
“It was easier to stand in the corner for an hour this time, Mistress.”
She ignored me and continued eating. After a few minutes she extended her left foot.
“Massage.”
I rubbed, imagining again that this was the only part of Mistress’ body I could touch and the only time I would ever be able to touch it. I brought my attention to my fingers as they connected with her feet. I was rewarded with a contented sigh. I brought my face to the bottom of her foot and inhaled. Mistress extended her right foot and rubbed my crotch. I got hard right away. This was the type of service I was hoping for when I contacted her. This was sexy.
After dinner, Mistress had me kneel as she read. She was up for a promotion at work and had an interview in three days, so she was preparing for it.
“Where’s my tea, pet?”
“Did you ask for tea?”
SLAP!
“How do you address me?!”
“Mistress! I’m sorry Mistress! Did you ask for tea, Mistress?” I rubbed my sore cheek.
“No. I didn’t. Put your hand down.”
SLAP!!
“I’m sorry Mistress! Would you like tea?”
“Yes, Lemon ginger.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I served her tea with a side of lemon and honey.
“While that cools pet…” She patted her lap.
I climbed over her lap, feeling her thighs against mine, her strong hand holding my hip. She rubbed my ass.
“Have you noticed that I drink tea after dinner, pet?”
“Yes Mistress.”
“When you notice something like that, take the initiative to offer that service. Having to tell you to do everything is tiring.”
“So I should ask if you’d like tea after dinner, Mistress?”
“Yes, pet.”
“I’ll do that, Mistress.”
“Can you think of anything else that I like that you should offer me each day?”
“You like foot massage, Mistress.”
“Yes, pet. Good. Anything else?”
I tried to think of something, but I was having trouble concentrating. Her hand had been rubbing my ass, which felt fantastic, and every once in a while she stroked my testicles and cock, which felt heavenly.
“I can’t think of anything else, Mistress.”
She held my testicles firmly.

“Tell me why you’re being disciplined, pet.”
“For not addressing you properly, Mistress.”
She spanked me 50 times. It hurt, not as much as the cane, but more than I thought it would. Afterward, I knelt in front of her.
“A submissive serves because he finds joy in service. He doesn’t serve for what he expects to receive. You serve me because you think it’s going to get you what you want.”
“I apologize if I’ve given you that impression, Mistress. May I speak freely?”
“Yes, pet.”
“I don’t feel I do that, Mistress. I rub your feet because you like it, but I also like rubbing your feet.”
“What about cleaning? What about standing in the corner?”
“No Mistress. I don’t enjoy those so much.”
“That’s what I mean. I worry you’re not really submissive, that you’re a fetishist or a bottom, instead.”
“I’m a submissive, Mistress. Please trust me.”
She didn’t seem convinced. At least I got to sleep in her bed with her that night. She spooned me and rubbed my chest. I was worried about what Mistress had said. Was she really not convinced we were right for each other? I was surprised how much it affected me, and it took a long time for me to fall asleep.
The next day I learned a new recipe for homemade corn tortillas and made Mistress tacos. She was appreciative, and as a reward, she had me lie on her bed on my back. I watched as she took off her top. Her bra pushed her large breasts up and together. She smiled as she saw me staring.
“Close your eyes, pet. Arms by your sides.”
I felt her climb on the bed, and then her knees resting by my arms. She lowered her ass to my face.
“Lick.”
I licked from the bottom of her ass crack to the top. I kissed and licked around her rim, listening to her moans. I traced the tip of my tongue along her asshole, feeling her hips move slightly. I licked upwards firmly. She leaned forward and her hair fell onto my stomach. My dick was as hard as I’d ever felt it.
“Inside.”
I pushed inside her and licked, feeling her muscles grip my tongue. I hadn’t ever licked anyone’s ass before, but I loved it. She squeezed my nipples, steadily increasing the pressure until I was kicking my feet against the bed. I kept licking, trying to push my tongue farther into her.
“Keep doing that!”
Her breathing sped up. She started rocking her hips back and forth. I reached up to hold her hips, but she pushed my wrists down to the bed. I feared I’d get a beating for that, but I could deal with it later. Mistress pinched the skin near my ribs, hard. She started to shake and pant and then screamed out,
“Fuck! Fuck! FUCK!”
She lifted off me and screamed, pulsing back and forth and releasing a long, low moan. She lowered her head and bit me on the stomach, then sat back on my face. I softly licked around her asshole again.
“That was very good, slave.”
She was stroking around my dick now, every once in a while brushing against it. I was so hard I thought I would burst. Everything was so much more difficult than I thought it would be. The fact that she denied me made me so hard I could barely stand it, but at the same time I wanted relief, and I wanted a real orgasm. I needed to find some way to discuss that with her. Mistress leaned forward and sucked on my inner thigh. It felt amazing, but a part of me didn’t want to give in to the pleasure; she’d just ruin my orgasm again. Against my wishes, my cock pulsed.
“Would you like to cum, pet?”
“Yes Mistress, but…may I speak freely?”
She paused for a second. I couldn’t see her face, but it felt like she wasn’t happy with me.
“I think you better.”
“I don’t want another ruined orgasm, Mistress…please.”
“Oh you don’t?”
“No Mistress.”
“I see.”
Now I knew she wasn’t happy. But I had rights. I could at least tell her when something was super frustrating. Mistress rubbed me softly.
“Does my pet want a full orgasm?”
“Yes Mistress, please.”
“This is new for you. I keep forgetting that.”
She took me in her hand and stroked me.
“Yes, Mistress. Oh! It’s exciting though.”
“You’ve improved over the last week. You’ve gotten better at understanding my commands.”
It was getting hard to follow her as the pleasure in my dick was spreading through my entire body, taking over control of my brain.
“Yes, Mistress. Yes.”
“And you deserve some pleasure, don’t you?”
“Please, Mistress. Yes.”
“I know.”
She stroked faster.
“And I understand my pet doesn’t like ruined orgasms.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I could feel my orgasm coming. A few more strokes would take me over the edge.
“So he won’t get one.”
She let go of my cock and climbed off the bed. For a second I couldn’t figure out what was going on. Then it hit me.
“God damn it!”
Kiara didn’t say anything. She just looked at me, surprised.
“I serve you for this! I do all these things for you for this?! FUCK!”
 She took a deep breath and spoke with forced calm.
“You serve me because I let you.
“You do let me, Mistress. And because I want to and you like it. But I also do it because it makes this better, the sex, or whatever you want to call it. So when you ruin it, it just makes me question why I’m even serving you.”
That took her back.
“Is that right?”
“Yes! And there are a lot of things you make me do that I never agreed to.”
“I told you exactly how it would be. I said I would own you. This is what that means. I don’t have to ask permission before I make you do something. I don’t serve you. You serve me.”
“There’s a general spirit of service that we agreed to.”
“Yes, the spirit that I tell you what to do and you do it. If I bring home a transsexual and tell you to suck her dick and let her fuck you, that’s what you’ll do!”
“What?!” We definitely hadn’t discussed transsexuals! Now she was just being crazy.
“Is that going to be an issue?”
“I’m not doing that!”
“That’s good to know.”
She looked at me. I could tell she was keeping herself calm with considerable effort.
“You need to pack up your things and get the fuck out of my house.”
She didn’t raise her voice, but I felt her anger. I couldn’t believe that after everything I’d done for her that she would just throw me out. I get that she was the dominant one, but this was bullshit! I stared at her, waiting for her to say something else, but she didn’t. I stood up.
“I’m done here anyway. Fuck you!”
I got my backpack out of the front closet and collected my clothes and toothbrush. I didn’t want to leave. I wanted to continue arguing with her, to show her how selfish and ridiculous she was being, but she wasn’t going to give me the chance. Why were women so fucking crazy? I slammed the door on my way out.




Chapter 3 - After

I masturbated when I got home. It felt fucking fantastic! I couldn’t believe I let someone treat me the way Kiara treated me. What was wrong with me? Well, that would never happen again. I’d just have to pray she didn’t tell anyone. God! I really dodged a bullet. Imagine if I had kept this up? I was done with femdom. It’s a fun game to play, but it’s not something I want for real.
I went for a run, then got a burger and fries and fucked around all afternoon. It was so nice not to have to clean or dust or stand in a corner. I headed out to a bar that night and got wasted. I brought home some woman and fucked her in half a dozen different positions.
The next morning I didn’t feel so great. I had a slight hangover, but worse was the nagging feeling that I’d made a mistake with Kiara. I could have talked things through with her. Maybe I could have convinced her to compromise more.
The woman I’d brought home wanted to have sex again, but I wasn’t in the mood. I took her number, knowing I’d never call her, then went for a run. I showered and headed downtown. I bought a new shirt and a pair of sneakers. I didn’t need them; I just didn’t know what to do with myself. I masturbated when I got home. It felt good, though not as good as the day before. I thought about Kiara again. It made me sad. She was really great to be around, and I think in her heart she was a good person.
Three days later, I was really feeling down. Kiara and my relationship had potential. It was a shame, but I just needed to get over it. I looked at femdom porn on my computer. I felt restless. I didn’t want to talk to anyone, but I needed to get out of my apartment. I ended up going to my favorite swanky cocktail bar and chatting with a bartender I knew. I’d been going there off and on for the last year, and she was always nice. She pushed a cocktail in front of me.
“Try it. It’s on me.”
“Thanks! What is it?”
“A special concoction. It’s whisky based, and it doesn’t have a lot of sugar. You’ll like it.”
I did. It went down quickly and I ordered another. I was going to get wasted, I decided. When she put the next drink in front of me, she leaned over the bar a little.
“The girl at the end of the bar asked about you.”
“Which one?”
“Curly hair. Black shirt.”
I looked down the bar, and the woman she was talking about quickly looked away. She was sexy. I grabbed my drink and headed over.
“Hi. I’m William.”
I smiled. She tried to look like she wasn’t interested.
“Kelly.”
“Do you mind if I join you, Kelly?”
“I’m waiting for a friend, actually.”
That was clearly a lie.
“A boyfriend?”
“No, just a friend.”
“I’ll tell you what. I’ll sit here.” I sat on the stool two away from her. “If your friend comes and you want to talk with her, I’ll leave you alone.”
She shrugged. I appreciated her attempt to play hard to get, but she wasn’t very convincing. The bartender came over and I bought Kelly a drink. She thanked me.
“What’s the story with the tattoo on your wrist?”
She looked at her right wrist. She was surprised I’d noticed it.
“It’s my mother’s name.”
“That’s sweet.”
“She’s always been there for me, and she lives in England now, so I got this as kind of a memento.”
“What’s she like?”
The bar got more crowded, and I moved to the barstool next to hers. She leaned over so our shoulders touched. Kiara popped into my head, and I remembered the first time our shoulders had touched. We were sitting on the same side of a table at a ramen shop. It was crowded and we shared the table with another couple. I remember how exciting it was to feel her arm against mine, what it meant.
“I liked it better here when it was less crowded.”
“You want to get out of here? I live a few blocks away. We could have a drink at my place.”
She looked at me. I wondered how long she’d pretend to think about it.
“Ok.”
“Do you need to text your friend?”
I smiled. She looked pissed for a second, then smiled.
“Asshole.” She grabbed her coat.
She jumped on me as soon as we got in the door to my apartment. I carried her to the bedroom and set her down on the bed. She was a good kisser. She wrapped her arms around me as I kissed her ears, her neck. I ran my hands down around her sides. She moaned and ran her nails softly along the back of my neck. Her mouth found mine again and we kissed passionately, pressing our bodies together. And through it all, my dick hung limply between my legs.
I got up on my knees so she wouldn’t feel it. I unbuttoned her shirt. She was wearing a red lace bra over storybook perfect breasts. This woman should be a bra model, or just a model model. I reached down my pants and rubbed my dick. It felt like a mechanical toy whose batteries had gone dead. What the fuck? This woman’s body was insane, and she was pretty, and sexy.
I began kissing down her stomach. She raised her hips off of the bed as I lightly bit her side. I kissed around her waist as I pushed up her skirt. I was still stroking my dick, but I could barely even feel it. It was like my penis was dead.
Kelly reached around and pulled me down onto her. I knew she could feel my limp cock. I grabbed a handful of her hair and pulled, keeping my palm pressed against her head so I didn’t yank her neck back. She inhaled sharply.
“Don’t move.”
She smiled and I unhooked her bra. Her breasts barely moved. She put her hand on my chest.
“What did I just say?”
“What are you going to do about it?” She smiled mischievously.
I pinched her nipple. She stared at me, daring me to go further. I tried to will my dick to harden, but it didn’t work. She rolled me over and climbed on top of me, grinding against me. Suddenly, I was unbelievably sad. Why was I doing this? I hadn’t wanted to bring anyone home tonight. I had just wanted to get drunk.
I stopped her grinding.
“I’m sorry. I’m really attracted to you. I’m not sure what’s going on.”
She didn’t say anything. She reached her hand back and stroked my crotch.
“What’s the matter?”
“I don’t know. Here, lay back.”
I rolled her over. I moved my hand slowly down her stomach. I started to stroke her hips gently. She turned and reached for my dick again.
“Just wait for a minute. Let me satisfy you, first.”
“Are you drunk? You don’t seem that drunk.”
“I’m not.”
“Does this happen a lot for you?”
“No.”
She didn’t like that answer.
“It’s not you. I swear.”
“Yeah, no shit.”
Jesus! This was really awful. My life wasn’t normally this empty, was it? This never happened with Kiara. I pictured her smooth skin and her thick arms, her lips. My dick stirred. Kelly’s impatient sigh brought me back to the moment. I looked at her. She was staring at the ceiling.
“This wasn’t a good idea. I’m sorry.”
She looked at me for a second, then jumped out of bed. I watched as she quickly got dressed. I walked her to the door and we said the awkward goodbyes of two strangers who had just failed at sex. I found a bottle of whiskey in the kitchen cupboard and downed a glass. The next one I just sipped. I knew this wasn’t the right time to think about Kiara, but I couldn’t resist. I wanted to punish myself. Why did I bring vanilla women home when what I really wanted was to be dominated? Was I scared to admit who I was? What would I say if a friend came to me and described what had just happened? And what if he said that he had found someone he really liked who wanted the same things he did, but it was hard so he bailed?” I felt like an idiot. I got out my computer and wrote Kiara an email.
Kiara,
I know I’m probably not the person you want to hear from right now, but I wanted to apologize. I was selfish and stupid, and I betrayed you. You told me what you wanted and I said I wanted it, too, and then I got overwhelmed and didn’t know what to do and acted like an entitled shit.
I see now how lucky I was to be with you, and I only hope I haven’t ruined things permanently.
Sincerely,
William
It was better not to send it. I should sleep on it, give it another run-through in the morning, maybe add something. I hit send. Fuck it.
I didn’t hear back from Kiara the next day. I hadn’t expected to, but that didn’t stop me from checking my email every 15 minutes. I thought back to the last night I was with her, how insanely turned on I was. Why did I have to say anything? It wasn’t Kiara’s fault that she teased me the way she did. That’s just what she was used to.
I went to a movie. It helped distract me for a couple hours. How had I been so stupid?! Kiara wasn’t wrong. I was! She’d been clear about what she wanted and I told her I would submit to her and I didn’t. Jesus! I finally found what I’d been looking for my entire life and I ruined it! I’m a fucking idiot!
I didn’t hear from Kiara the next day, either, so I sent her a dozen roses. It wasn’t the most original idea, but I figured it was a start. I got out some colored pencils I hadn’t used for about eight years and wrote her a card. I explained how I regretted treating her the way I did and that I realized it was all my fault. I asked for one more shot to prove myself. Then I drew a picture of flowers and the sun shining down on a Goddess-like figure that looked as much like her as my third-grade art skills allowed. I left it taped to the door of her apartment building.
The next days were grueling. I kept thinking about the last time I was with Kiara and what I should have done instead of freaking out. I also thought about how comfortable I felt when I was with her. Shit. She didn’t want me anymore. I needed to just accept it was over and move on. I looked through a list of dominatrixes on the internet. There were a lot in New York City, but every time I looked at one I’d realize that I didn’t really want to see her: I wanted Kiara.
Kiara,
I was hoping we could talk. I understand that I don’t deserve another chance, but I was hoping all the same.
Sincerely,
Will
This was it. I’d made it clear I wanted her and that I was sorry. If she didn’t respond, I’d leave her alone.
I didn’t hear from her the next day, so I looked at dommes online again. There was one in the city who was really hot. She had a full figure and dark hair that fell just past her shoulders. I wrote her a quick email asking for a session the next day at 2pm. She emailed back an hour later saying she’d be happy to see me if I sent a deposit. When she got it, she gave me her number and told me to call when I got near Lincoln Square. This felt promising. Maybe she could take Kiara’s place.
I showed up at 2pm the next day with a bar of dark chocolate and a hand-designed envelope with her fee inside it.
“Did you draw this yourself?”
“I did, Mistress.”
“It’s really nice. And thanks for the chocolate!”
“My pleasure.”
“How did you know I like dark chocolate?”
“Some things are just obvious.”
She liked that answer, and the session went really well. There were small signs she gave me that I was more than just a normal client: a lingering hand on my back, extended eye contact ending in a smile. She worked on my pain threshold before letting me worship her feet. They weren’t as nice as Kiara’s, but they were nice.
“You’ve been such a good little subby that I’m going to let you cum, as long as you wear these nipple clamps.” She showed me the clamps. They looked vicious.
“Yes Mistress.”
The clamps were intense. But when I started masturbating, I got hard pretty quickly.
“Mistress?”
“Yes, subby?”
“Will you make me eat my cum?”
She smiled.
“Of course.”
The thought of her making me eat my cum sent me over the edge. It felt amazing! My God, I needed domination in my life! Nothing else made me feel this way! I caught my breath as she removed the nipple clamps. She put on a rubber glove.
“Let’s just collect all this.”
She scooped up some of my cum from my stomach. I gently took her wrist.
“I’m sorry, but no way on the cum eating.”
She laughed.
“I’m not the first to back out on that promise, I take it.”
“Nope.”
She peeled off her glove and handed me some baby wipes. She offered her shower, but I said no. I started to get dressed. I thought of Kiara. I ate my cum for Kiara. I didn’t want to admit what that meant.
“How do you feel?”
“Good Ma’am. A little spent. That was a lot of fun.”
“Thanks! I had fun, too. You’re fun to play with.”
“Thanks…Would you like to get a drink sometime?”
“Sure. My rates are $150 per hour for a social meeting.”
“I meant a drink as friends.”
“Oh, no. I don’t do that with clients.”
“What if I wasn’t a client?”
“I said no.” She turned quickly aggressive. I held up both my palms.
“I apologize if I’ve offended you. I just enjoyed our time together, and I’m hoping to get more into the scene here.”
She relaxed a bit.
“Look online, there are play parties at Paddles in Chelsea. There are also some BDSM meet-ups.”
“Any you’d recommend?”
“I said look online!” Her tone was aggressive again. “I’m sure you’ll find one.”
“That’s not why I asked, but ok.”
I headed toward the door. She followed me.
“I hope to see you again.” Her sweet tone was back. She put her hand on my back and softly rubbed it. I was irritated, but it must be hard to have clients hit on you all the time, and to navigate a firm no while trying to keep them as clients.
At home that night, I tried to console myself with whisky. “That was just one domme. Give it another shot with someone else.” But I knew I wasn’t going to like the next domme I went to, either. I wanted Kiara.
The next day, she wrote me.
Why should I consider giving you another chance when you can’t even address me properly?
I jumped up and down. Any response that didn’t just tell me to stop contacting her was a good sign.
Mistress,
I apologize for not addressing you properly. I didn’t know if I still had the right to call you Mistress. It won’t happen again. I have a lot to apologize for, I know, and I regret how I acted. I don’t have any excuse other than to say I freaked out. Since then, I’ve realized how awful I was, and how much I loved serving you. I realize that I need to serve a dominant woman to feel satisfied, and that the dominant woman I need to serve is you.
In answer to your question: there’s no reason you should give me another chance, but there are many reasons why I’m hoping you do.
I can be the submissive you deserve, if you let me.
Sincerely,
pet
I went over the email and took out the last sentence. I put spaces between the paragraphs to let it breathe a bit. I put the last sentence back in. I wrote another paragraph listing all the things I remembered doing for her that were difficult at the time, but then hot in retrospect. I deleted it. Finally I hit send. The next day I got a response.
Come to my apartment at 6pm tomorrow. I’m not saying I’m taking you back, but we can talk then.
I had a chance! I had a chance! I reread her message a dozen times. It wasn’t the warmest email, but it was still promising. I went to the gym and worked out, then got a haircut. The next day I went through a dozen different outfits before deciding simple was best and going with jeans and a navy polo. I bought flowers and a bottle of wine. Then I got a baguette from Mistress’ favorite bakery.
She was wearing a simple floral dress, black and white, but she looked incredible. She didn’t smile at me, but I hadn’t expected her to.
“Should I kiss your feet, Mistress? Or undress?”
“Are you my submissive?”
“I hope so.”
“You’re not.”
My face fell.
“Come in. Put those in a vase with some water and put them on the dining room table. Then come to the living room.”
“Yes Mistress.”
She didn’t tell me not to call her Mistress. That was a good sign. I left the wine and the baguette in the kitchen and joined her in the living room. She pointed to the floor in front of her. Another good sign. I knelt. I looked at her feet and her red toenails. She had just gotten a pedicure.
“Your toes look wonderful, Mistress.”
She ignored me.
“Do you know why you’re here?”
“Do you mean why I came or why you allowed me to come, Mistress?”
“The second.”
“I hope because you’re willing to give me a second chance, Mistress.”
“Do you think you deserve one?”
“That’s not my place to say, Mistress.”
“That’s true, but I’m asking if you think you deserve one.”
“Yes, Mistress. I believe I do.”
“Why?”
“Because if you can look past my outburst, I think I was learning how to serve you. And because I think we get along.”
“I don’t like leaving things without closure. When you left the other day, I felt like there were a lot of things not said.”
I kept my head down.
“You have potential, but I’m not sure you’re really submissive, and I’m not sure I want to take the time to find out.”
That didn’t sound good.
“We do get along. And you’re fun to have around. Maybe not as much fun as you think, though.”
I wasn’t sure what to say to that. On the way over, I’d felt pretty certain that she’d take me back, but now I wasn’t so sure. Would she really have called me over here just for closure? Why not do that over email?
“You say you’re submissive, but you’re not. You think about whether you want to do what I say before you do it: that’s not submissive. You expect rewards for serving me: that’s not submissive.”
I knew what the fantasy around submission was, but did she really believe it? I mean, everyone wants something. I couldn’t focus on that, though. All I could think about was that she was slipping away from me. I lowered my forehead to the floor.
“Please Mistress! Please give me one more chance! I’m new to this and I just got overwhelmed. I won’t let you down again. I swear! I need to serve you, Mistress!”
She waited. I kept my forehead to the floor.
“Up.”
She looked at me.
“You’re certain you want to be my slave?”
“Yes Mistress!”
“I didn’t say submissive. I said slave. That means you do what I say, when I say it. No complaints.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“If I take you to a transsexual and tell you to suck her dick, you’ll do it?”
I looked down. Jesus, she wasn’t pulling any punches. She wouldn’t really do that, though, I didn’t think.
“Yes Mistress. If that’s what you want.”
“And you’re willing to undergo training?”
“Yes Mistress.”
I started to feel a little less panicky.
“Strict slave training by another dominant woman?”
“Yes Mistress.”
“You say that, but you have absolutely no idea what you’re getting yourself into.”
“That’s true Mistress, but I’d still do it, for you.”
“It’s a month long.”
Seriously?
“Yes Mistress.”
“It’s two and a half hours North of the city, at a place called The Farm. It’s run by a woman named Ms. Elsa, and you’d live there for the whole month.”
Wow! That was extreme.
“And you’d have to pay.”
“How much, Mistress?”
“$5,000.”
I looked at the floor.
“And if I do this, Mistress, you’ll accept me as your slave?”
“If you do it and get a good review, I’ll take you back for another audition to be my slave.”
I couldn’t think straight. This was what I wanted, but what a price! Not the money itself, but what it meant to do all of that for just another shot.
“Go home and think about it. Give me your answer by midnight tonight. If I don’t hear from you, I’ll assume your answer is no, in which case we’re done, and you’re not to contact me ever again. Is that clear?”
“Yes Mistress.”
Jesus Fucking Christ! Am I really going to do this?!
I was pacing my living room. I knew this was extreme. This couldn’t be normal, even in the BDSM world. There had to be another way! It wasn’t like the time away was an issue — I wasn’t working — and the money wasn’t an issue, either. I had plenty of that. But it was just so…extreme. I kept pacing. What would it even mean if I did this? Who would I be? I’d be the guy who paid $5,000 for
an audition! I can’t believe I was considering paying $5,000 for a month of BDSM training. Actually, when I thought of it that way, it didn’t sound so extreme. I mean, guys paid $700 for a two-hour session. But this was something different than a session. I wouldn’t be getting my fantasies fulfilled. This would be intense. If Mistress said it was strict, it must really be strict. I kept pacing.
When I had an issue in my business, I would drill down to the real problem, past all the superficial noise. So often, what I thought was the problem was really just a symptom, and the actual cause was something unseen. If the problem concerned a part of the business or a new product, I also thought about why my business needed that product, and if we weren’t better off getting rid of it. When I did this, the correct answer usually became obvious, and if it didn’t, it was clear that I needed to bring in outside help. I applied that to my current situation. What was my real problem with doing this, and why was I even considering it?
I realized that my problem was based on two issues. The first was the worry that I would spend $5,000 and still not end of up with Kiara. The second was that I was afraid people would find out what I did and judge me. I dismissed the second reason immediately: that type of fear wasn’t an acceptable reason not to do something. The first reason was legitimate, though, and to answer it, I needed to figure out why Kiara was so important to me. Why not just find someone else?
No one had ever made me feel like Kiara had. When I was with her, I felt content. Despite all my success with women and with my business, I’d never felt content before; I’d always been restless and unsatisfied. Two years ago, I’d pulled a lingerie model from a dating site. She was breathtakingly gorgeous, and she was fun, and nice. She liked three-ways, too, and we had zero problems picking up women at bars. But after four months, I had the same restless thoughts that I always did. I wasn’t happy, and I couldn’t figure out why. I ended up ruining the relationship. It had always been that way. But with Mistress, I didn’t feel like I needed to escape. For a long time, I had thought I was broken, but Mistress made me feel like maybe I wasn’t.
At 11pm, I texted Mistress that I would do it. I just had to give it another shot to be with her. If that meant being away for a month and going through strict training, I’d do it. I’d even pay $5,000. If it didn’t work out, I could at least look back and know that I tried my best.
Mistress said she was pleased.
You don’t need anything but your toiletries. I’ll pick you up Sunday morning at 8am.
I walked around town on Saturday. I felt like it was my last day of freedom. I wondered what would happen over the next month. That evening, the weight of what I was doing hit me like ten-foot wave. What in the fuck was wrong with me?! What was I doing? Oh my God, I needed to text Kiara and cancel. Holy fuck!
I drank some water and tried to calm down. This was normal. Freaking out was normal. I just had to breathe through it. I started pacing again. I pictured Mistress. I remembered the feel of her fingers on my skin and her scent. I thought of kneeling before her and massaging her feet and legs, of hearing her small sounds of appreciation. I thought of the worst-case scenario for both situations. What if I went, and the training was hard and I still didn’t end up with Kiara? That would suck. And what if I didn’t go? What would it be like to wake up in a month, still in love with Kiara, knowing I’d never get another shot?
The second scenario was unacceptable, and that calmed me down. I thought of us together, watching television, her hand on my arm. It was weird, but the memory of her hand on my arm, that small friendly gesture, made me realize that I would do anything for her. I would do this, and I would do it well. I got ready for bed and, surprisingly, I fell asleep quickly.




Chapter 4 - On the Way to Ms. Elsa’s

The next morning I closed all my windows and threw out everything in the refrigerator that could spoil. I then stood by the front door to my apartment building with my backpack, like a kid waiting to be picked up for school. Mistress showed up right at 8am. I put my backpack in her trunk and climbed into the front seat.
“Did you freak out last night?”
“Yes, Mistress. A little.”
“I thought so.”
“Is that weird?”
“No. You’re doing something daring. Of course you’re going to have nerves.”
That made me feel good, that Mistress appreciated what I was doing. I kept looking at her face. God she was beautiful!
“Will?”
“Yes Mistress?”
“Stop staring at me. You can look at my feet. That’s it.”
“Yes Mistress.”
That was harsh, but I wasn’t going to complain. Once we got moving, Mistress lectured me on what a jerk I’d been, which I knew I deserved, then she warned me about what was to come.
“Her name is Ms. Elsa. If she tells you to do something, you do it. No questions. No arguments. She is not someone to be trifled with.”
“Yes, Mistress. But what if she tells me to do something that’s a hard limit?”
“We’ll go over your hard limits when we get there, including which limits need to be pushed. After that, anything she does to you or tells you to do is with my blessing.”
It hit me then that I was in over my head. I reminded myself why I was doing this. Plus, it was only a month. How bad could it be?
“Put this on.”
Mistress handed me an eye shade.
“Can you see anything?”
“No Mistress.”
A little while later, I felt us slow down and veer to the right, and I figured we had just gotten off the highway. We drove down what must have been smaller roads, taking a series of turns before Mistress said, “here we are,” and we turned onto what felt like a dirt road. She reached over and grabbed my left knee.
“You’re bouncing your leg like a jackhammer. Stop it.”
“Sorry Mistress. I’m nervous.”
We drove for a little while at a slow speed, which made me think we were on a very long driveway. I could feel my heart beating. Finally, we came to a stop. Mistress turned off the car.
“You want to stay with me, right?”
“Yes, Mistress. Absolutely.”
“This is where you prove it. This woman is the best.”
“I’ll make you proud, Mistress.”
“You better.”
“Yes Mistress.”
We got out of the car and I stretched. Mistress pulled my backpack from the trunk and handed it to me, then took my hand and led me to the front door. It was the first time she had touched me since I’d lost my temper. She rang the doorbell and within a few moments I heard footsteps approaching and the door opening.
“Welcome Kiara, William. Come in.” The voice belonged to someone a little older. It was a straightforward, no-nonsense kind of voice. Clear. Unwavering. Confident. “You can take the blindfold off.”
It took a couple seconds to get used to the light. I was in a very large and immaculately clean living room with a vaulted ceiling. A pretty but severe-looking woman with a strong jaw, clear green eyes and brownish-red hair was looking at me. She looked in her early forties. She was my height and firm, with a body that looked powerful. She was dressed like a fashionable English governess, with a dark blue skirt, crisp white shirt and stylish blue coat. She had firm breasts and stood with her back very straight. She had a black collar in her hands.
“It's nice to meet you William. I'm Elsa. You may address me as Ms. Elsa.”
“It's nice to meet you, Ms. Elsa.”
“Take off your clothes. Turn your phone off. Put everything in this bag.”
She handed me a green cloth bag. I stripped and put everything inside.
“Come.”
I walked to her. She looked me up and down. My dick was half hard.
“Head down. Turn around.” She fastened the collar around my neck. I heard it lock shut. “This is a shock collar. It prevents you from leaving the property. It’s waterproof, so you can wear it full time. Turn back to me.”
She grabbed my chin and looked at my face. Her grip was surprisingly strong. She tilted my head left, then right. It felt like she was memorizing it so she could draw it later. 
“Bend over the couch.”
Elsa walked to a side table and grabbed a rubber glove and a bottle of lube. She pulled the glove on her right hand as she walked back to me. I looked at Kiara.”
“Eyes down, Will.”
Elsa placed her left hand on my lower back to hold me in place. She gently rubbed her finger over my asshole.”
“Has he had anything up here before?”
“Not with me. Will?”
“No Mistress.”
She pushed her fingertip into me. I inhaled sharply and clenched.
“He’s very tight. Relax William.”
“I’m trying, Ms. Elsa.”
“Do you want him prepped?”
“Yes. I’ll take him either next Sunday or the week after.”
“And how about oral?”
“Yes, he should learn how to pleasure men.”
Jesus fucking Christ!
“How is his pain tolerance?”
“It’s ok. He hasn’t had a lot of experience or training.”
“You’d like it increased?”
“Yes.”
“What are his hard limits?”
“No hardsports. No permanent marks. No sounds. You don’t do any of his other limits.”
“Perfect.”
Mistress had told me that she had discussed my limits with Elsa. It hit me that this conversation was for my benefit, to throw me off balance. It was working. Elsa removed her finger from my ass and took off her rubber glove. There was a small metal trashcan and she placed the glove inside. My ass felt a little tender.
“On your knees.”
Maybe it was just my emotional state and the fact that Mistress was there, but Elsa spoke with such supreme confidence that it seemed impossible not to do what she said. I went to my knees. She stood in front of me and held out two fingers.
“Suck on my fingers. Pretend they're a cock.”
I sucked her fingers. Elsa looked down at me. She didn't seem impressed.
“Stand up.” She looked at Mistress. “Kiara, I’ll take it from here. Say good-bye to this handsome young man. When you return, he’ll be a well-behaved slave.”
“Kneel, Will. Keep your eyes down.”
Mistress rubbed my scalp.
“There will be times you want to quit, times you don’t think you can do what you’re required to do. When that happens, think of why you’re here. Think of me and how I’d like you to act.”
She patted my head.
“I’ll see you in a week. You may hug me around the waist, but don’t look at me.”
I put my hands around her waist and pressed the side of my head into her stomach. I felt her legs against my chest. If training ever felt like too much, I would remember this feeling.
When Mistress left, I faced Elsa, who was staring at me with her hands crossed over her chest. It was clear that this was a woman who did not suffer fools, and I had a feeling that Mistress was right when she said that these would be very difficult weeks.
“Do you know why you’re here?”
“For slave training.”
She tilted her head.
“For slave training, Ms. Elsa.”
“Come.”
She took my wrist and led me over to the couch. She sat and patted her lap. It took me a second to realize she was going to spank me. Shit. I positioned myself over her lap. She rubbed my butt.
“Do you know why you’re being punished, William?”
“I believe I’m being punished for not addressing you properly, Ms. Elsa.”
“That’s correct. You are to show me respect as your trainer and as a stand-in for your owner. We are not equals, and you will not address me as such. Is that clear?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
Smack. Smack. Smack. Smack. Smack.
She wasn’t hitting me very hard. I wondered if this were supposed to be painful.
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
“AAAHHH!”
That answered that.
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
“Oww! Ow!”
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
“Argh! Ah! Fu-“
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!
She gave me 25 in all. Afterward she had me kneel before her. She held my chin.
“Tell me why you were punished.”
“I was punished for not addressing you properly, Ms. Elsa.”
“What have you learned?”
“To address you properly, Ms. Elsa.”
“Speak in full sentences, William.”
“I’ve learned to address you properly, Ms. Elsa.”
“Good boy. Lean forward and kiss my feet to thank me for your correction.”
I leaned forward and kissed her feet. 
“Now, again, tell me why you’re here?”
“I’m here to learn how to serve my Mistress correctly, Ms. Elsa.”
“You’re here because you’re failing your owner. You say you want to serve her, and yet you still think of yourself first.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“As a submissive, your job is to follow your owner’s commands. She is better suited to lead than you are. When you try to control the relationship, you cause friction, and everything is a struggle.”
“I understand, Ms. Eva.”
“Don’t say things because you think it will please me. You clearly don’t understand or you wouldn’t be here.”
I tried to look suitably chastised.
“You must accept that you are no longer the hero of your story; your Mistress is. You live to serve her and make her life easier and more enjoyable.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
She stood.
“Your stay here will not be easy, nor particularly pleasant, but when you leave, you’ll know how to please your owner. You will also find contentment, if you let yourself.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
She patted her thigh.
“Come.”
We walked up the stairs and along a long hallway with three doors on each side. Elsa opened the last door on the right. It was a small bedroom, with a four-poster bed, a dresser, a reading chair and a plain wooden writing desk. The walls were pink, and the bedspread and pillows were pink, as well.
“Kneel and wait for me to return.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
I heard Elsa’s heels grow fainter and then disappear. I got up and looked around. This was clearly a home built at least a hundred years ago and then redone. It had that feel. I hadn’t seen the outside, but I wondered if it may even be a converted barn. It looked that way from the shape of the interior. I looked in the closet. There was an ironing board against the wall and a pink nightgown hanging on a hook. There was a maid’s outfit and a pair of dresses, both pink, one of which was shiny and poofy. I looked in the dresser: more pink clothes. I was sensing a theme. I heard footsteps growing louder and got back on my knees.
Elsa was carrying a small bag and a riding crop, both of which she set on the bed.
“On the bed. Sit.”
She pulled on rubber gloves, snapping them down around her wrists. She turned on a small flashlight and looked in my eyes, then down my throat. She looked at my hands and the bottom of my feet. She examined my genitals. She picked up my penis and pulled back the foreskin. She prodded it a bit, then lifted my testicles.
“When was the last time you had unprotected sex?”
“Four and a half months ago, Ms. Elsa.”
“Have you been tested since then?”
“Yes, Kiara had me get tested when we started dating, Ms. Elsa.”
“When was that?”
“Almost four months ago, Ms. Elsa.”
“A blood and a urine test?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“It was negative, I assume.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“There are some diseases you could have caught that hadn’t manifested when you were last checked, so I’m going to take skin, blood and urine samples.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
She swabbed the inside of my cheek with a q-tip, then dropped it in a plastic container and sealed it. She pulled out a small needle and quickly and efficiently took a blood sample. She pulled off her gloves and wrapped them in a bag which would no doubt be put into a color-coded, sterile disposal unit.
“Come, bathroom.”
I peed into a small plastic cup. She gave me a thin electric razor and a regular razor.
“Shave your genitals completely. Straddle the trashcan so you don’t get hair all over the floor. There’s shaving cream in the cabinet. When you’re done, put on lotion and clean up any hair that missed the trashcan. Then come back to your room.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
I started with the electric razor. I’d trimmed my pubic hair before, but I’d never shaved it completely. I had to take several passes over my groin. For my balls, I had to stretch the skin for the electric razor to work. After the lowest setting, I used the regular razor. When I was finished, I looked at myself. It was strange to see my groin hairless. My cock looked bigger, though, so that was a plus. I cleaned up all my hair, checking twice to make sure I hadn’t missed any.
Elsa was in my room, reading. She put on rubber gloves and had me lay on my back on the bed. She lifted my cock and examined my shaving. My dick started to grow.
“Sorry Ms. Elsa.”
She didn’t say anything. She pulled a chastity tube from her bag.
“Spread your legs.”
She lifted my balls and slid the plastic ring around the base. She tried to push the plastic tube over my cock, but my dick was almost fully erect, so it didn’t fit. She took my balls in her hand and squeezed.
“Look at me.”
It didn’t hurt at first, but she gradually applied more pressure until pain shot up into my stomach and I was groaning and pleading with her to stop. The entire time, the look on her face was completely neutral. My cock deflated, and she slid the tube over my dick, then threaded a small cylinder through holes in the ring and the tube, connecting them. She quickly put a lock through the end of the cylinder and clicked it shut.
“Your Mistress will decide if you get a release when she visits next Sunday.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Come, bathroom.”
She looked around, squatting down to examine the floor.
“Look.”
I squatted down. There were hairs stuck to the side of the toilet, near the bottom. I hadn’t thought to look there. Shit.
She patted her thigh.
“Come.”
She led me back to my room.
“Lean over the bed. You may cry out, but do not move or try to block the strikes.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Count.”
Whap!
“OW! One!”
Whap!
“Two!”
Whap!
“Ahhh! Three!”
Whap!
“Four”
Whap!
“Five!”
Whap!
“Unnngh. Six!”
Whap!
“Seven!”
Whap!
“Eight!”
Whap!
“NINE!”
Whap!
“TEN!”
“On your knees.”
I sank to my knees. Elsa held my chin.
“Tell me why you were punished.”
“I was punished for missing some hair, Ms. Elsa.”
“No William. You were punished for doing unacceptable work. Do better.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. I will.”
I leaned forward and kissed her feet. 
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa, for correcting me.”
“This was light discipline. If you make this mistake again, it will be much harsher.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Come, downstairs.”
I followed her to the living room. She went to the sofa and sat down primly, smoothing out her skirt in a deft motion that left it without a wrinkle.
“Walk across the room.”
I wasn’t sure what she meant. I walked from one side of the room to the other.
“Don't stomp. Walk slower, softer. Again.”
“Keep your head upright. It's too far forward . . . yes, like that. Again, and keep your head on one plane, not bouncing up and down.”
“Think of lifting your head up, not pulling it back. Drop your chin. You’re moving too quickly from your heel to the ball of your foot. That’s why your calves are overdeveloped and your hamstrings are tight. Go slower. Roll it. Again.”
I tried to do as she asked. It felt strange, and I had to walk slower than normal while I concentrated on keeping my head still.
“No. Don't bend your arms so much. You're not a gorilla. Smile. Again.”
“No. Your head is coming forward. Again.”
I did it again and again. Each time, Elsa found something that needed to be improved. Never did she say anything complimentary. After what seemed like 50 trips back and forth, Elsa called me over to her.
“Bend over.”
SLAP!
I put my hand to my cheek. What the fuck?!
“Come.”
She stood up and patted her hip. I walked behind her.
“Head back,” she said without turning around.
In my room, she sat in the reading chair with the riding crop across her lap. She pulled out a stopwatch.
“Take the blankets and sheets from the bed, the pillow cases from of the pillows. Then put everything back on.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
She pressed go on her stopwatch. As quickly as I could, I stripped the bed, then made it. As I did, I heard footsteps outside in the hall. Someone went into the room next door, grabbed something, then left.
“No. Too slow. And walk around to the corners to put the sheet on. Don't lie across the bed like a flounder. Again.”
Elsa inspected my work when I was done, I stood at attention with my arms at my sides and my back straight. It seemed like the right thing to do.
“Look at this corner.”
I went to Elsa and she showed me the corner in question, which wasn't quite square.
“Bend over the bed.”
WHAP!
I arched my back as pain shot through my butt.
WHAP!
WHAP!
“OW! Fuuuuu—”
I didn’t want to swear. Something told me Elsa wouldn’t like it. My ass was already sore from the earlier beating, and she seemed to be hitting the same spots.
WHAP!
WHAP!
“Unnngh!”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“AAAAHHH!”
I knelt.
“Why were you punished?”
“I was punished for doing unacceptable work, Ms. Elsa.”
“Do better, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. I will.”
I leaned forward and kissed her feet. 
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa, for correcting me.”
“Make the bed again.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
“Smile, William.”
I hustled around to all the corners and made sure the cover was turned down and the creases were smoothed out. Elsa inspected my work but didn’t say anything about it. I guess that was positive.
“Go to the closet. Pull out the ironing board and set it up. Plug in the iron. There's a bag of clothes in the hall closet to the left. Get it.”
I started walking to the closet.
“Stop!”
Elsa came and smacked me on my calves with her riding crop.
“OW!”
“How did I teach you to walk?”
“I'm sorry, Ms. Elsa. I forgot.”
“Go.”
I brought back the bag of wrinkled clothes and Elsa showed me how to iron. For the next hour, I ironed as Elsa criticized me and made countless corrections. When it was finally done, we headed to the kitchen.
I sat at the table. Elsa brought me a glass of water. I drank it quickly. She put a three-ring notebook in front of me. It looked about 100 pages long and was titled “Maid's Manual.”
“Read pages one through twenty.”
Inside were instructions on how to clean. There was everything from how to mop a floor to how to get stains out of clothes. I read the first twenty pages, then reread them. There was a lot of information. When I was finished, I found Elsa in the living room.
“I’m finished Ms. Elsa.”
“Are you?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“How does one clean drapes?”
I told her what I had read.
“When cleaning a home, what should be the first task?”
I answered.
“How does one remove a coffee stain from clothing?”
I didn't remember that one. There was a lot in there.
“Bend over the sofa.”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“Go back, reread all 20 pages and come back to me.”
Fucking bitch.
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Smile, William. No one likes a whiny slave.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
It'd been a long day, and I was getting tired of Elsa’s constant criticism. I get that she was playing the harsh trainer, but this was getting ridiculous. She couldn't possibly expect me to memorize everything from 20 pages of detailed cleaning instructions. I reread everything, then came back to Elsa.
“How does one get a coffee stain out of clothing?”
I answered the question, and the next nine, correctly.
“Kneel. Right here between my feet.”
She held two fingers out for me.
“Suck on my fingers again. Make believe it's the beautiful cock of your Mistress’s new lover.”
I didn’t like that, but I made sure to keep it out of my face. I could feel my patience running thin. I put my mouth around her fingers.
“Not good enough. Make love to them.”
I tried again.
“Smile.”
“Don't be so stiff. Loosen up.”
“Make some noise. Let him know you enjoy his penis.”
“Speed up, you want him to cum, don't you?”
Finally she let me stop and take a short break to drink a glass of water and eat a salad. Afterwards, it was back to the living room.
“You need to improve your cocksucking, William. Your Mistress will want you to warm up the men she brings home, and of course you’ll pleasure other slaves for her amusement.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
If she were trying to get a rise out of me, she knew how to do it. I hadn’t talked to Kiara about seeing other guys. I didn’t think I had to.
“Get me a glass of wine from the kitchen. Once I take it from you, bow.”
I had expected that this first day would be difficult to set the tone, but enough was enough. In the kitchen I took a deep breath to steady myself. I got the bottle of wine and poured a glass. I handed it to Elsa and bowed.
“Go back to the kitchen and bring it to me again.”
“Again.”
“You’re bowing too low.”
“You’re not bowing low enough.”
“No. Not good enough. Again.”
This was bullshit. My bow was fine. She was just fucking with me. I was tired. I had been through a lot today and it was after 5pm. I hadn't eaten anything other than the salad since breakfast, and I was having serious doubts about my decision to come here. What was I doing?
“Again.”
“Ms. Elsa, I'm very tired. May I take a break?”
“Bend over the couch.”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“Bow.”
“No. Now you’re still not going low enough. Again.”
“No. Your face looks strained. Smile. Again.”
“No. Again.”
I stopped.
She looked at me. From her facial expression, she was not used to being disobeyed.
“Over the couch.”
“Ms. Elsa, may I please have a short break?”
“Bend over the couch, William.”
“Can I have a fucking break? Please!”
She stopped. Her eyes went wide.
“This is humiliating! I know you won't admit it, but you know it is.”
Elsa was on me quickly, her right hand squeezed the back of my neck. Her left hand reached behind me, between my legs and gripped my balls. I felt the room go white. She half  marched/half dragged me to the bathroom. It was impressive and scary how easily she could move me. I knew she was strong, but she carried me like I weighed nothing. She released my balls and put the seat down on the toilet, then sat on it and pulled me over her lap.
She didn't say a word. She just rained down blows, one after another. After maybe a dozen spanks I was squirming. After 30 I was screaming. I stopped squirming and just cried as she passed 50. I stopped counting, but I think she gave me around 80.
“In the tub, on your back.”
I lay on my back, trying to calm down. The cool of the tub felt good on my blistered ass. Elsa took off her shoes, skirt and underwear, then climbed into the tub and stood with her feet on both sides of my head, her heels pressing against my shoulders.
“Open your mouth.”
Elsa squatted down. She looked me in the eyes impassively, then peed on me. She coated my face before filling up my mouth. She stopped.
“Swallow.”
I swallowed. It was indescribably foul and bitter, and it took several gulps to get down. Elsa started peeing again, filling my mouth a second time.
“Hold that in your mouth. Swish it around.”
I did as she said. She moved back to pee on my chest, stomach and groin. She stopped, then grabbed her underwear and placed it on my face. She soaked her underwear with her pee.
“Swallow.”
I swallowed. She balled up her underwear and stuffed it in my mouth.
“Those stay there. And you stay on your back. Don't move.”
She got out of the tub and wiped herself with toilet paper, which she dropped onto my chest. She cleaned her feet with a washcloth, then put her underwear, skirt and shoes back on. She stood at the edge of the tub and looked down at me.
“That was humiliating. What you were doing earlier is called training. I expect you’ll know the difference from now on.”
I nodded.
“Take a shower: I don't want you smelling like pee all night. But my underwear stays in your mouth. When you're dry, come find me in the living room.”
That night, I learned how to give a pedicure, then practiced it, along with walking and bowing, until 8pm. I held her underwear in my mouth the whole time.
“That’s enough for today. Come.”
 She walked into the kitchen and pulled out a bowl of vegetables and some pasta salad from the refrigerator. She scooped out a modest amount and set it in front of me.
“Open.”
She pulled out her underwear.
“Thank you Ms. Elsa.”
I wanted to wolf down my food, but I had a feeling she’d take it away from me and force me to eat slower with my pinky raised or some other stupid shit. I wasn’t going to test her, though. She was clearly crazy. I ate slowly and tried not to think about how my cock had tried to get hard in its cage when she was peeing on me.
“Why are you bouncing your leg?”
“I hadn’t realized I was doing that, Ms. Elsa. It’s a habit.”
She didn’t say anything. I concentrated on keeping my legs still. When I was done eating, I washed my plate and silverware and dried them. Elsa went to the cabinet and pulled down a bottle of something I couldn’t see. She grabbed a tablespoon from the drawer. She looked at me, then to a spot directly in front of her. I hustled over.
“Knees.”
She poured a spoonful of the liquid from the bottle. It was thick and oily.
“Open.”
She put the spoon in my mouth and suddenly I felt weak and disoriented. The taste was so awful, and it coated my entire mouth. I knew what it was right away. A babysitter had forced me to drink castor oil when I was six and had an upset stomach. It had made me vomit, and that made me cry. I felt myself getting emotional as I tasted the warm oil in my mouth. Elsa noticed.
“You seem to have a strong reaction to castor oil.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. I had a bad experience with it when I was younger.”
“Most people your age or older have.”
“May I have a drink of water to wash out the taste, Ms. Elsa?”
“No. Come. I’ll show you how to prepare for bed.”
I followed her upstairs, trying to get the awful taste of castor oil out of my mouth. I felt like I might vomit. In my bedroom, there was a sheer pink nightgown on the bed.
“Put it on, then meet me in the bathroom.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
The nightgown came down to the top of my butt but didn’t cover it. It was obviously meant to emasculate me, to break down my defenses. I knew I was supposed to feel embarrassed and hate it, but I didn’t care. She’d pissed in my mouth. A nightgown was a pleasure compared to that.
“Brush your teeth.”
She watched. Was she really going to correct me on this, too?
“Now floss.”
“No, don’t just put it in and then take it out. Make a gentle half circle. Again.”
I didn’t normally wash my face at night, but Elsa told me to, so I pretended it was part of my routine.
“Sit down to pee.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“You’ll always sit down to pee here. If you’re smart, you’ll do so at your Mistress’ house as well.”
When I was finished, she tucked me into bed, then sat on the edge and looked down on me.
“You’re a weak submissive. You don't know how to take care of a home. You’re too easily frustrated and you think of yourself first. You have a lot to learn. As you saw from today, this will not be easy, so rest up.”
It was a hell of a pep talk. She pointed to her cheek, and I sat up and gave her a kiss. My dick stirred in its cage. Elsa patted my cheek.
“Good night, William.”
“Good night, Ms. Elsa.”




Chapter 5 – Day Two

My alarm woke me at 6am the next morning. I had no idea where I was or what was going on. What was I wearing? Then I remembered everything and a wave of anxiety washed over me. What had I gotten myself into? Yesterday was brutal, and it wasn’t even a full day! I had to get out of here! I looked around for the closest exit.
I took a deep breath to steady myself. I could do this. I just had to get in the proper mindset. No more losing my temper. That was stupid last night. I was here for Kiara. I needed to remember that.
I heard footsteps hustling down the hall. I lay back and thought about closing my eyes for a second, but I knew I’d fall asleep and then Elsa would rip off one of my arms or legs or both. My butt was sore. I grabbed a towel and walked to the bathroom. Someone was in the shower with the curtain pulled. I could tell by the lack of steam that they were taking a cold shower. Elsa must only allow cold showers. Shit. I brushed my teeth and peed. I splashed some water on my face and headed back to my room. It hit me that Elsa would no doubt expect me to make my bed, so I made it, making sure all the corners were square and tight.
I heard Elsa in the hallway, clapping her hands three times. I stood up as she entered my room. She was dressed the same as yesterday: shin-length skirt, crisp white shirt, blue jacket. She looked immaculate, everything pressed and neat. She probably woke up that way, if she even slept. Maybe she just sat in a chair and powered down. She was carrying a hairbrush.
“When I clap my hands, you stand at attention next to your made bed.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Over the bed.”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“AAAAGHH!”
The pain was horrific. My butt was already bruised, and now this.
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“OW!! I’m sorry Ms. Elsa!!”
I knelt and explained that I was punished for not standing at attention when she entered. I left out the part about how the hell was I supposed to know to do that if she hadn’t told me.
“Stand.”
Elsa had slipped on rubbed gloves. She took my chin in her hand.
“Open.”
She stuck two fingers into my mouth and moved them around. What the fuck was she looking for?
“Sit on the edge of the bed. Lie back.”
She took off my chastity cage and clinically examined my penis. She pulled back the foreskin. Then she lifted my balls. She rolled them in her fingers, then pressed them, hard.
“OW!”
She put my chastity cage back on.
“Stand. Bend over the bed. Spread your butt cheeks.”
I leaned over the bed and reached back to spread my butt cheeks. I heard Elsa open a container of lube. She was taking her time. I felt her fingertip against me.
“Breathe in.”
She pushed her finger inside me. I tried to will my muscles to release.
“Relax, William.”
She moved her finger around, then pulled it out and threw her gloves in my trashcan.
“You didn’t shower this morning.”
“No Ms. Elsa, someone was in there.”
She stared at me, her face neutral. I would soon learn to fear that look. She called over her shoulder.
“Edward!”
I heard footsteps running, then the door opened. A man in his fifties came in. He was wearing a nightgown similar to mine, but it was light yellow. He bowed.
“Go into my room to my hamper. Find the pair of underwear that smells the strongest.”
“Yes Ma’am.”
He scurried off. I stood next to Elsa, neither of us saying anything. I heard footsteps, then the door opened. Edward handed Elsa a pair of underwear and waited with his head bowed. She sniffed them, then nodded.
“You may go.”
“Thank you, Ma’am.”
Elsa turned the underwear inside out. She grabbed the back of my head and pushed her underwear against my nose.
“Smell.”
Oh my God they smelled strong! I could smell the dried sweat and her scent and the faint smell of pee. She balled them up.
“Open.”
She stuffed them in my mouth. They tasted disgusting. As they mixed with my saliva, the taste got stronger.
“Those stay in until I tell you otherwise.”
I nodded.
“You shower and shave every morning. Set your alarm earlier if there’s a problem.”
I nodded again.
“Put on the maid’s uniform from your closet, then go to the kitchen. You have reading to do, then I’ll show you how to make breakfast.”
I found the maid’s outfit. It had short filly sleeves with cuffs at my biceps. It was mostly black but had white frills and a white apron and a stupid white hat. The black skirt came down to my mid thigh. I figured this was supposed to be humiliating, as well, like my nightgown, but I didn’t care. It was stupid, but it was better than being beaten and having dirty underwear shoved in my mouth. I checked myself out in the mirror on the back of the door. I looked ridiculous, but I was learning how to be a maid, so I might as well wear a maid’s outfit.
On the table in the kitchen was the Maid's Manual with a note for me to read pages 21-40. I read and tried to ignore the taste of Elsa’s underwear. I heard people moving about in the other room. At one point, I heard a loud smack and assumed Elsa had slapped one of the other subs in the face. I tried to concentrate on the reading, but every time I shifted in my seat I felt the spankings she had given me. This part of the manual covered vacuuming and window cleaning, but most of it was the etiquette around serving food: serve from the left, remove from the right, start with the oldest woman at the table, and so on. I’d waited tables in college, so I knew a lot of it already. Still, I read carefully, knowing how little patience Elsa had for simple human errors like forgetting a small detail from a long manual. When I was finished reading it the second time, I found Elsa and she joined me in the kitchen.             
She removed her underwear from my mouth and showed me the correct way to make eggs and toast. She was extremely specific. Every movement I made was judged.
“Head up. Relax your shoulders. Stop frowning. Your job as a slave is to look pleasant at all times. You exist to make others around you comfortable and happy. Pay attention to your face.”
I served her and three other subs breakfast. They were all dressed in different color nightgowns, all of which were too short, like mine. Edward was there in his yellow nightgown. Another sub wore light blue, and the third was in lavender. The one in the light blue looked just out of college. He was tall and skinny and looked soft and goofy in the way that some guys in their early twenties look soft and goofy. The guy in lavender looked in his late 30s. There was something off-putting about him, but I couldn’t place it. As I served them, they all said thank you in a strained, overly polite way.
I needed to ask them how long they’d been here and what to expect going forward, but clearly I’d have to wait until Elsa wasn’t around. They didn’t seem the talkative types, or maybe this was the front they put up while Elsa was nearby, waiting to pounce. They all had collars similar to mine, and Edward had cuffs around his wrists. I stood by the table as they ate. The young one snuck looks at Elsa before almost every bite. He seemed the most afraid. I wondered if he was nervous all the time or if Elsa had beaten that into him. Lavender and Edward looked a little better, but they were all very careful and ate slowly. Seeing their hyper-alert, tense faces made me worry about what was coming.
“William! Are you paying attention? Keep your thumb on the side of the plate, not on the top! Do you think people want you touching their food? Take it back to the kitchen and bring it here again, the right way.”
I did, then Elsa pushed back her chair and patted her lap.
“Come.”
I glanced at the other subs as I placed myself over her lap. They kept their heads down, staring intently at their food. She must punish us in front of each other regularly. Elsa spanked me 20 times. It hurt, but having other people there made me work harder to control myself. Afterwards I told her why I was punished and what I had learned. Then I kissed her feet and thanked her.
I served Elsa coffee. Edward looked at Elsa’s coffee longingly. He must be a regular drinker.
“Would you like some coffee, Edward?” She had seen him looking. He looked down quickly.
“No, Ma’am. No thank you.”
“Of course you do. I’ll make sure you get some a little later.”
“Yes, Ma’am.”
He looked crestfallen. I waited for Elsa to tell me to get him a cup of coffee, but she didn’t. It finally hit me what she was going to give him. From his reaction, it wouldn’t be the first time. I felt bad for him, but also relieved that it didn’t only happen to me.
“William, clear the dishes, then wash them and the entire kitchen. Come, Edward, it’s time for your coffee. Lyle, clean downstairs. Matthew, the living room.”
They scurried off without looking back. Elsa stood and walked toward the bathroom. Edward followed obediently. I cleared the table and washed all the dishes. I wiped down all the surfaces and the stove. I took off the dials to the stove and cleaned them: the manual had mentioned this. I swept the kitchen and dusted everything, including the top of the fridge, which was unsurprisingly not dusty. I looked at all the windows. One needed to be cleaned. I then checked the refrigerator. Everything was in order. I stood at attention near the table.
Elsa walked in.
“Hands out, palms up. Hold this.”
She set her riding crop across my palms and looked around, running her fingers over different surfaces. She checked on top of the fridge and underneath the condiments in the refrigerator door. I was feeling pretty good about myself, until she opened the lid to the trashcan. I had forgotten to change the bag! I had gotten so caught up in sweeping and dusting that I totally forgot about it.
“I – I'm sorry Ms. Elsa. I just…forgot.”
“Come here.”
I tried to take a deep breath, but it got caught in my chest. I handed her the riding crop.
“Over the table.”
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“AAAAAHHHHH!”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
I went to my hands and knees when she was finished.
“Come here!”
I crawled to her and kissed her feet.
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa, for correcting me.”
She grabbed my collar and led me to the trashcan. She laid it on its side.
SLAP!
“Lift the lid and stick your head in.”
I stuck my head in the trashcan. The trash was at least a day old and stunk. It was really horrible. What was in there that stunk so bad? Had someone thrown out spoiled food? I heaved a little in my mouth before realizing I should stop trying to figure out what was causing the smell and breathe through my mouth.
Elsa kept me there for 15 minutes. I felt nauseated when I was done, but I knew I would never forget to take out the trash again.
“Tell me why you were punished, William.”
“I was punished for unacceptable work, Ms. Elsa.”
“Do better, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. I will.”
I leaned forward and kissed her feet. 
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa, for correcting me.”
“In the living room.”
I hurried to the living room. The other slaves were kneeling next to each other with their palms and foreheads on the floor. I got next to the young skinny kid and did the same. I heard Elsa’s feet walk in front of us and stop.
“Ladies, William is new, so I’m going to give him my introductory speech. The rest of you will benefit from hearing it again.”
She walked down the line and back.
“I am the top slave trainer on the East Coast, if not the entire country. I have been doing this for over ten years, and I have developed an efficient and lasting method for turning lazy, self-indulgent men into useful slaves.”
I heard her feet come close to my head.
“If you leave here with bad habits or a bad attitude, that reflects poorly on me, and I won’t have that. That is why you are punished. That is why this is difficult. I expect perfection, and by the time you leave here, you will give it to me.”
She let that sink in.
“Lyle and Edward, change into your workout clothing and go the basement. Matthew, put on your lingerie. William, change into the yard work clothes on your bed. Hang up your maid’s outfit so it doesn’t get wrinkled. Dismissed.”
“Yes Ma’am.”
I hurried upstairs and hung up my maid’s uniform. On the bed were a pair of pink short-shorts and a pink t-shirt. There were pink sneakers and pink socks. I got dressed and met Elsa in the front hallway. She led me outside and I looked at the house for the first time. It was a converted barn. I was right. The grounds around the house were extensive. Crops stretched back the length of a football field. There were two smaller gardens and a small pond. At the right edge of the property was a warehouse. Four cars were parked outside it.
“Come William.”
She walked down a stone path to the first garden, which was mostly flowers. As we walked through it, Elsa described the different flowers and how long she’d been growing them. It was beautifully maintained and very orderly, like everything around here. We then walked through the fields and looked at the different crops. There were tomatoes and cucumbers and cauliflower growing. I saw the tops of beets and radishes and carrots. In the back, behind a wire fence, were blueberry and raspberry bushes. I hadn’t done much gardening or farming in my life, but it seemed like a pleasant way to spend a day, especially considering the alternatives.
We walked past the pond to a Japanese serenity garden. It had a lot of stones and some statues from Hindu mythology. I recognized Durga and Lakshmi. It was very calm and peaceful inside. There was a stone bench.
Elsa nodded and I sat.
“Have you ever meditated, William?”
“In college, a girl I was dating meditated, Ms. Elsa. I tried it a couple times. It was really hard.”
I hated meditating. Sitting still was absolute torture.
“You’ll meditate on this bench each morning at 7am for half an hour.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
Half an hour! The longest I ever did was 10 minutes, and that seemed like forever!
“This garden follows feng shui. Do you know what that is?”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa. It’s a system of rules about arranging things, giving the space the right flow.”
“It’s calming in here, isn’t it?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.” It was.
“You need to quiet your mind, William. Your mind is constantly chattering, and it makes you fidgety and unhappy. You need to meditate regularly, and you need more order in your life.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
I wasn’t sure why she thought she knew me so well, but she seemed pretty confident. She started walking back in the direction of the house. She pointed to a shed.
“Go inside. Fill the lawn mower with gas and bring it out here.”
Inside was a push mower that looked about 50 years old. It didn’t even have a drive setting, so I’d have to push it around this humungous backyard. Jesus! They should have a riding mower, or at the very least a mower that could move on its own.
“Mow the entire lawn. Save the clippings and dump them in the compost at the back of the property.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.
She walked back in the house. I filled the mower with gas and pulled it out into the yard. It was a beautiful day, mid 70s with just a few clouds. There were much worse things than pushing a mower around a beautiful yard dressed like a girl with shitty taste in clothing. I started the mower. Within five minutes I was sweating. After ten minutes my muscles started hurting, and I’d only finished 10% of the entire yard. Fuck.
Thirty minutes later, I ran out of gas. I refilled the mower, but didn’t start it back up. Instead, I sat on the ground and rested. My arms hurt. I guess I needed to get in better shape. I lay back on the grass and closed my eyes to center myself. It really felt wonderful to rest. What a beautiful day. I felt myself drifting off…
Holy shit! I sprang up and shook the tiredness out of me. I don’t know what Elsa would have done had I fallen asleep, but I didn’t want to find out. I turned on the mower. My heart was beating quickly, and I realized I was afraid.
A little over an hour later I was done. I was covered in sweat, and I had at least two blisters on my feet from the shitty pink sneakers. I put the mower back in the shed and refilled it with gas for the next use.
Inside, Elsa was sitting on the living room sofa. Lyle and Matthew were in front of her. Lyle was on his knees. His eyes were red, I assumed from crying. He was wearing a light blue dress and a wig with long blonde ringlets. Matthew stood before him in a similar outfit to mine, except everything was lavender instead of pink. He seemed to be trying very hard to accept his fate, whatever that was. He must have been doing work in the front of the house, because he was sweaty and his cheeks were a little sunburnt.
“William, come. Kneel between my feet. Put your hands on the floor.”
Elsa ran her fingers through my hair, then held onto the back of my collar.
“You may begin Lyle.”
With shaky hands, Lyle pulled down Matthew’s shorts. Matthew stepped out of them and spread his legs. His cock was half hard.
“Matthew’s very sweaty, isn’t he, Lyle?”
“Yes Ma’am.”
“He needs to be cleaned, doesn’t he?”
“Yes Ma’am.”
Lyle held Matthew around the waist and pushed his head between Matthew’s legs. Matthew closed his eyes.
“Matthew!”
He opened his eyes quickly. Lyle pushed Matthew’s cock up toward his stomach and licked his balls.
“Take them into your mouth, Lyle.”
“Now his penis.”
Lyle slowly began to lick Matthew’s penis. Matthew got fully hard, and he wasn’t happy about it. I imagined his heterosexuality was very important to him. That seemed unnecessary to me. What did it matter? We like what we like: it’s not like we get to choose. How sad to have your world shattered because you got hard when a guy licked your penis. Matthew closed his eyes again and made a disgusted face.
“Matthew. Come here.”
She didn’t yell, but the tone of her voice left no question that he was in trouble. She patted her lap. I moved out of the way as he placed himself over her knees. She gripped his side with her left hand.
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!

No warm up, just heavy blows. Matthew held on for about five of them and then started squirming. He started screaming at nine and crying at 20. He stopped struggling finally and lay still — except for his crying — for the final 10.
“Tell me why you were punished, Matthew.”
“I was punished for resisting, Ms. Elsa.”
“Your Mistress plans on having three ways with you and other men. They’ll be kissing and licking you regularly, and you them. You will like it. Is that clear?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Do better, Matthew.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. I will.”
“Good girl.”
He leaned forward and kissed her feet. 
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa, for correcting me.”
“Smile, Matthew.”
He choked down whatever emotions he was feeling and walked back to the center of the room. At least his boner had gone down. That was something. Elsa looked at me, then looked at her feet. I moved back between her legs.
Lyle took hold of Matthew’s cock and began kissing it. He held it around the base and started licking. Elsa wrote something in her notebook. Lyle took Matthew’s cock in his mouth and started sucking. Matthew looked directly at him the whole time, trying to smile. His eyes and cheeks were still red.
I looked up at Elsa, who was following the action in an almost clinical fashion, every so often jotting down notes. She must have sensed me staring. Without looking at me, she put one hand on my chin and the other on the back of my neck, then turned my head so my gaze was on Lyle and Matthew.
Lyle reached his hand between Matthew legs and pushed on his asshole. Matthew made a strange, gurgling sound. He pulled back for a second, then, remembering his spanking, moved his hips closer. Lyle sped up, and soon Matthew was grimacing and straining. He looked at Elsa.
“Not yet, Matthew.”
He grimaced and started doing breathing exercises. Lyle made noises like he was loving giving head.
“You may cum, Matthew.”
“Unnhhh!”
He kept eye contact with her as he came, which made me think that was a rule. Lyle kept at it until Elsa ordered him to crawl to her.
“Open.”
He showed her the cum in his mouth.
“Matthew. On your back.”
Matthew lay down on his back. Lyle crawled over and brought his face just above Matthew’s.
“Open, Matthew. Lyle, now.”
Lyle let the cum fall out of his mouth into Matthew’s.
“Kiss.”
Lyle and Matthew kissed. Elsa snapped her fingers and pointed to a spot a few feet to her right. I moved over as Lyle crawled to her. She held his chin.
“You’re getting better at sucking cock, Lyle.”
“Thank you, Ma’am.”
“You deserve a nice reward. Go to your room and wait for me on your bed, hands and knees.”
“Yes Ma’am.”
He smiled, but he didn’t look happy, and I had a feeling this wasn’t going to be the type of reward he liked.
“Matthew. Swallow.”
Matthew swallowed and then crawled over between Elsa’s legs. She took his chin in her hand.
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
“For what, Matthew?”
“For letting me eat my cum.”
“You’re welcome, Matthew. But it did take a spanking for you to stop with your complaining, didn’t it?”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa. I’m sorry. It won’t happen again.”
“Go to Lyle’s room and wait with your forehead on the floor.”
He looked horrified, but he choked it down quickly.
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
When Matthew was gone, she turned to me.
“Would you have trouble letting another man suck your dick, William?”
“No Ms. Elsa.”
“You don’t worry that you’ll enjoy it, like Matthew does?”
“I might enjoy it, but I’m not worried about it, Ms. Elsa. It’s just sensation. Who cares if you like getting a blow job from a man or a woman?”
“What about sucking another man’s cock?”
I thought about how to phrase my answer.
“It wouldn’t be my first choice of things to do, Ms. Elsa.”
She waited.
“I wouldn’t like it, but it wouldn’t shatter my ego.”
“Your Mistress has asked you to be trained in the art of pleasing a man. That means you’ll need to learn how to give head and how to take a cock in your asshole. We’re going to start later today, after you complete your workout. Get dressed and head to the gym in the basement. Your workout is posted on the wall.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
Jesus Christ! Would Kiara really make me do that?! Shit. What was I doing? I thought about bolting, and it hit me that I was trapped here: this collar was locked on my neck, and I didn’t know where my clothes were, or my wallet and phone and keys. I didn’t even know where I was. I breathed deep into my stomach and thought about why I was here. I thought about Mistress, about a time we were laying on the bed together. She had pulled me against her and I had felt like I was finally with the person I was meant to be with. I slowly exhaled. I could do this, but I’d have to be smart about it. After what I’d seen this last day and a half, my smartest move was to do everything Elsa said.
“You may stand and walk behind me to your room.”
Elsa followed me upstairs but turned into Lyle’s bedroom. I found workout gear on my bed: extremely short, nylon pink shorts and a pink mesh half shirt and pink socks. I put it all on and headed downstairs. I stopped outside Lyle’s door, which was closed.
“No Ms. Elsa, please!”
“Matthew, on the bed. Lyle, lift up on your knees.”
I headed to the basement. It was a huge open space split into two areas. One side had workout equipment, including an exercise bike, a treadmill, weights, foam rollers and yoga mats. The other side was like a dungeon, with a spanking bench and a ton of spanking implements hanging on the wall. There was a throne, no doubt Elsa’s chair, and something that looked a lot like a coffin. There were six small-ish cages against the wall. There were a couple cabinets, no doubt full of torture devices, and a long, padded table. Finally, there was a box made of wood, about four feet tall and maybe two and a half feet wide, with a fist-sized hole on the front about three feet up. I thought about exploring, but I was afraid Elsa would come down.
There were four clipboards hanging on the wall, one for each of the four of us. I saw that Edward had been here for three weeks already, and that Lyle and Matthew came a week ago. I read my workout, which included a weight regiment, pushups, pullups and 30 minutes on the exercise bike. Finally something I enjoyed!
My arms were tired from mowing, but other than that the workout wasn’t difficult. About halfway through, just as I was starting on the bike, Elsa came down, leading Matthew by a leash. He kept his head down, but he looked sullen. He crawled after her dutifully as she led him to the center of the room. She squatted down and held his chin.
“I’m very disappointed in you, Matthew. You let me down.”
Matthew blushed and tried to look away, but she kept hold of his chin.
“I want to trust you, but you continue to show me why I can’t. Think about that while you’re in the cage.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. I’m sorry Ms. Elsa.”
SLAP! SLAP!
She slapped his face hard. She then walked to the cabinets and retrieved a large square of cotton fabric and spread it on the floor. Matthew looked over at me quickly. I looked away, embarrassed for him. When I looked again, he was on his back with his legs spread in the air. Elsa rubbed some type of cream on his genitals and ass crack, then fastened the cloth  around his crotch. His face was beet red. She patted his crotch, then stood and held open the door to one of the cages. Matthew crawled in obediently and lay on his side. She closed the door without a word and came over to me. She looked at the clipboard.
“When you’re finished, cool down with the stretches on the last page. Then find me upstairs.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
I thought about trying to talk to Matthew, but he had his back to me, and I wasn’t sure that Elsa didn’t have some kind of device down here recording us. Better to be cautious.
I was sweaty as I walked upstairs, but I was feeling a little better. Working out always did that for me. Elsa was reading a magazine in the living room. Lyle was lying at her feet like a dog.
“Lyle, go to the kitchen and get the castor oil and a spoon.”
I almost pleaded with Elsa not to make me drink the castor oil, but I caught myself in time. When Lyle returned, she poured a tablespoon and put it in my mouth.
“Don’t swallow yet. Keep it in your mouth.”
I felt like I was going to cry. My mouth was so dry from working out that it made my tastebuds extra sensitive.
“Swallow.”
I thought I might vomit. I leaned over and started breathing deeply.
“Lyle, trashcan.”
Lyle scurried to get a trashcan and placed it in front of me. My stomach heaved, twice, but I didn’t vomit. My eyes were wet.
“Come.” She patted her thigh. “Hands and knees. Crawl after me.”
I crawled after Elsa to the kitchen. She pulled out a container of what looked like chicken salad from the fridge and emptied it onto the floor between her feet.
“Eat.”
I licked and sucked the chicken salad from the floor, happy to get the taste of castor oil out of my mouth. I was starving.
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
“Lick the floor clean.”
I did. My tongue felt raw by the time I was finished, but I felt better. I was desperate for water, though. Elsa inspected my work.
“Lyle. Water.”
Lyle brought her a glass of water. She poured the water onto the floor.
“Suck.”
I sucked up the water. God, I was thirsty! She repeated the process. When I was finished, I looked up at her. I was still thirsty, but my gut warned me not to ask for more.
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
“Shower, then meet me in your room.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
The shower was freezing cold, but it felt good to clean off, and it helped sate my thirst. Elsa was waiting in my room when I got there. She slipped a rubber glove onto her hand. She unlocked my chastity cage with emotionless precision. I sighed as I felt the cool air on my cock.
“On the bed. Hands and knees. Face the back wall. Put your towel down first.”
Elsa took a finger-full of lube and spread it over my asshole. I concentrated on breathing. My dick got hard.
“Keep breathing and focus on relaxing your muscles.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
She pushed the tip of her finger against my asshole.
“Breathe and press out.”
She pushed her finger inside me.
“Good girl.”
“Thank you Ms. Elsa.”
I stared at the wall as her finger explored me. I concentrated on my breath and on keeping my muscles loose. Elsa pulled her finger out and placed two fingers against me.
“Again. Inhale and push out.”
“Unnngh.”
“Relax.”
My muscles were clenching. I couldn’t stop them.
“Wriggle your toes.”
That helped. Her fingers still felt big, though. I put my forehead onto the bed and tried to picture all of my muscles relaxing with my exhales.
“Push back onto my fingers. Fuck yourself.”
I pushed back and forth.
“Arch your back and try to get your chest to the bed.”
“Now roll your back.”
I wasn’t totally sure how to do that. I tried.
“That was terrible. Do it again.”
I had to do it three more times while pushing myself back onto her fingers. My dick stayed hard the whole time. When Elsa decided that I’d had enough, she removed her fingers, peeled off her glove and put it into my trashcan. My butt muscles slowly loosened.
“Knees.”
I got to my knees. She held out two fingers in front of her.
“Suck.”
I put her fingers in my mouth and tentatively sucked. Elsa put the palm of her hand against my forehead and pushed back. She put her other hand beneath my chin and tilted my head upwards to look at her.
“You’ve gotten a blowjob in your life, yes?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Recently?”
“Not with Kiara, Ms. Elsa, but with my previous girlfriend.”
“She was good at it?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“You know what a good blowjob feels like. Do you think you were giving a good blowjob just now?”
“No Ms. Elsa.”
“Up. Come.”
She sat in the chair and patted her lap. I lay across her legs.
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
“When I tell you to do something, you do it well. You don’t make me correct you like a spoiled child.”
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
“Yes Ms. Elsa!”
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
“You disappoint me, William. You’re smarter than this, and yet you’re unfocused and lazy.”
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
“I’m sorry Ms. Elsa!”
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
I knelt and told her what I had learned. I kissed her feet.
 She put two fingers out in front of her.
“Now, give me the type of blowjob you would like to get.”
I kissed the tips of her fingers, looking up at her, then kissed down the lengths until I got to her hand. I licked her palm, then slowly licked up her fingers to the tip. I swirled my tongue around the tips of her fingers. My old girlfriend used to do that and I really liked it.
“Better.”
I got into a slow rhythm, taking her down to the base of her fingers and then pulling almost all the way out. I wondered how long I’d have to do this.
“Make noise. Smile.”
She rubbed my cheek with her thumb. I moaned and did my best to smile. It wasn’t exactly easy. After a few minutes, Elsa pulled out her fingers and wiped them on my face.
“Wait here. On your knees. Forehead on the floor.”
I got into position and waited. I heard Elsa’s feet go down the hall, then return. She placed something down in front of me.
“Up.”
I looked up to see a bag of laundry.
“Iron all the shirts in here. Hang everything up when you’re done. Hangers are in the hallway closet. Put these on.”
She handed me a pair of heavy wool underwear. I started to wonder why I had to wear something so obviously uncomfortable, but then I knew the reason: to make me uncomfortable.
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
She walked out. I put on the wool underwear and set up the ironing board and iron. Immediately my crotch was sweating. I looked through the bag; there were around 20 button-down shirts. This was going to take forever. I figured that was the point.              
An hour later I was tired. I’d made it through 7 of the shirts. I was getting better, and faster, but I knew I had a while to go. My crotch was soaked with sweat. I heard footsteps approaching my door, clearly Elsa’s. I stood a little straighter. She came in holding a wooden paddle. She looked through the pile of clothes remaining, then at some of the shirts I had finished.
“Put the iron down for a moment, William. Face me.”
SLAP!
“Come find me when you’re done. Bring the shirts.”
She was fucking crazy! I buried myself in my ironing, and an hour later I was done. I splashed some water on my face, then thought for a moment. Elsa would check my work, and she would no doubt punish me for anything less than perfect. I went through the first 10 shirts I’d done and ironed out all the remaining wrinkles as best as possible. I collected all the shirts and headed downstairs. Elsa was on the couch. Edward was standing in front of her. He must have been working outside, because his face was sunburnt and he was sweaty. He was wearing the same heavy wool underwear that I was.
“Put the shirts in the front closet.”
Elsa motioned for me to stand next to Edward. We looked like the moron twins in our matching underwear and nothing else.
“Edward. William just ironed these shirts. I want you to look through them and find any wrinkles. If you do, show them to me. For every wrinkle you find, I’m going to beat William once with the cane. I’ll look through them after you’re done. For every wrinkle you miss, you get two cane strokes. Is that clear?”
“Yes Ma’am.” Edward always referred to Elsa as Ma’am.
She turned to me.
“Edward has been working outside in the front of the house, mowing the lawn, shearing hedges and picking up any loose sticks. Go outside. Anything that looks out of order, tell me, and Edward gets a cane stroke. If I find something you missed, you get two cane strokes. Clear?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Begin.”
I headed outside. Poor Edward. He looked so defeated. I made a mental note not to look like that. I examined all the hedges and noticed a couple places where it wasn’t quite even. Edward seemed like a nice guy, but I’d have to report this. I found a few sticks on the ground. That was sloppy. I picked them up. Elsa didn’t need to know about those.
Elsa eventually came out to the front yard and I walked her around. I showed her the hedges and an area near some rocks where the lawnmower couldn’t reach and he should have trimmed the grass with shears.
“Anything else?”
“No Ms. Elsa.”
“Come.”
She walked back into the house. She hadn’t looked around herself, which I found odd. When I got inside, there was a pile of shirts on the couch. She walked past them down the stairs to the basement. I followed. Edward was kneeling in front of a cage with his forehead on the floor. Matthew and Lyle were in cages on their knees, staring out at us.
“Girls. I asked William to look over Edward’s work. I asked him to bring to my attention any mistakes Edward made, and he did not.” She turned to me. “Did you?”
“I’m sorry, Ms. Elsa…what?”
“You heard me, William.”
Suddenly it hit me.
“Do you mean the sticks, Ms. Elsa?”
I could feel the energy in the room sink.
“Yes, William. I placed those sticks there to see if you’d be honest with me. You weren’t. Now everyone gets punished. Come.”
I followed her over to the cages.
“Edward, take off your underwear.”
Edward pushed off his wool underwear and brought them to her. Elsa held them about six inches in front of her and sniffed cautiously. She looked at me.
“Come closer…kneel.”
She put the underwear over my head, pulling down the crotch until it was over my nose. It was sopping wet. My whole body jerked.
“Breathe in through your nose.”
Oh my God it was horrible!
I felt her strong hand gripping the back of my neck.
“Into the cage.”
She dragged me to the cage and I crawled inside. I heard the door click. Edward’s underwear was sweaty and smelled overpoweringly of ball and dick sweat. I thought I might vomit. I took short, shallow breaths.
“Come, Lyle.”
I heard a cage door opening and Lyle, presumably, being led out and strapped down to the bench or the table. Edward’s underwear was blocking my eyes, so I kept them shut. The smell was horrific.
“Please Ms. Elsa! Please!”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“AAAHHHHH!!”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“Please! PLEASE! Ms. Elsa! Please!”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
It went on for a while. Lyle eventually started crying. She stopped shortly after.
“There, there, sweet girl.”
His cries eventually died down.
“That’s enough Lyle. Forehead down.”
She came over and unlocked another cage.
“Come.”
“Yes Ma’am.”
Edward.
She strapped him down as well, but I didn’t hear much beating.
“Oh God! Please no! Please NO!”
I had no idea what she was doing to him, but his screams told me nothing good. He begged her for mercy before starting to cry, as well. It sounded ragged and deep: the cries of someone not used to crying.
She stopped and comforted him.
More footsteps. Matthew’s door opening. I was being saved for last.
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“AAAHHHHH!!”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“Arghh God, please!!”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
Matthew finally broke down and started crying. Jesus! My heart was beating quickly. I knew my turn was coming. The others were punished for my mistake. What would she do to me?
Matthew’s punishment stopped and I heard her comforting him, then her footsteps approaching my cage. My heart started to pound. I tried to breathe deeply, but I couldn’t calm down. The cage door opened and Elsa’s strong hand pulled me out by the collar. She took Edward’s underwear off of my face and I felt a cool rush of air. I could see the other men in a line, their foreheads pressed against the floor. Matthew was still shaking from his punishment. I looked up at Elsa. Her cheeks were a bit flushed, but other than that she looked her normal, perfectly coiffed self. Something about that was even more terrifying than had she looked angry or disheveled.
“Get on the table.”
I scurried up and lay on my stomach. I wanted desperately to curl into a ball. My breath was choppy. Elsa quickly and efficiently tightened the straps on my wrists and ankles, then cinched four more straps along my back and my lower thighs. I head her footsteps walk to the wall of implements and walk back. I said a quick prayer to anyone listening to help me survive this. My forehead started to sweat.
“Can you tell what this is?”
It felt like rubber hose, long and thin. Heavy, too.
“This is a special implement I save for serious offenses. What you did, lying to me, covering up the mistake of a fellow slave, that’s a serious offense. I told you this morning that I train slaves to give impeccable service. You interfered with that today. You hid Edward’s mistakes. If I don’t know about them, I can’t fix them, and I might send Edward back to his owner as a less than perfect slave.” Her voice became harder. “I don’t do that. And you’re never going to repeat what you did today.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
WHAP!
“AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHH!”
The pain was indescribable. I screamed from just one hit, and I kept screaming thorough the entire punishment. I had wondered what the other men would think of me for having caused them their beating, but at least they knew that I had suffered. Elsa stretched out my punishment, waiting and working with my breath to deliver as much pain as I could take. She beat down my legs, the bottom of my feet. She unlocked each hand individually and beat my palms. I begged through tears and screams for her to stop, but the blows kept coming until I was a blubbering mess.
When she untied me I fell to my knees and kissed her feet frantically.
“Please Ms. Elsa! Please! Please I’m sorry! I’m sorry! I’ll never do that again! I’m sorry. I’m so sorry!”
I was shaking as I tried to kiss every inch of her foot.
“Girls, you may go to your rooms. All of you get some rest.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
She looked at me and patted her thigh.
“Come.”
I followed her to the couch. She motioned for me to lay on my back with my head on her lap. I was shaking. The soft fabric of the couch hurt. The air hurt. I was trying to get my breath down into my stomach, but I couldn’t. Elsa held the back of my head and rubbed my cheek with her thumb.
“You disappointed me terribly, William. You lied to me. You have shown me that I cannot trust you.”
I closed my eyes. I understood why she was angry. What I did was wrong. She rubbed my forehead, then ran her finger lightly over my lips and pushed it into my mouth. I sucked on it.
“Open your eyes. Look at me…good. You’re going to be a better slave, William, starting now. Let go of your ego. Stop trying to control things. You tried to control things today and look what happened. You hurt your fellow slaves. You hurt yourself. Now you’re doing as you’re told. Doesn’t this feel better?”
It did feel better. I was overwhelmed, but I was slowly calming down. I could just obey Ms. Elsa. I could stop resisting and maybe things wouldn’t be so hard.
“Stop thinking about what to do next. You don’t need to think; you just need to obey.”
I nodded. I felt so raw, and the calming touch of her hand on the back of my head and her finger in my mouth seemed crucial to my survival. After a little while, she patted my cheek.
“Enough. Up. Come.”
My body still hurt, and I knew it would for a while, but her touch had relaxed me to where I felt myself letting go and following her lead. Maybe I didn’t have to think all the time. It would certainly make things easier here. She led me upstairs to the corner of the living room. I waited while she went to the kitchen. She came back and scattered a handful of uncooked rice on the floor.
“Kneel.”
I knelt on the rice.
“Put your forehead on the floor.”
I did. She rubbed the back of my neck.
“Don’t move.”
Her hand kept massaging my neck gently. It felt so calming.
“I want you to submit to me, William. Let go of trying to control everything. Just obey.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
“Good girl. When I or your owner give you an order, you will eventually feel as you do right now, that you have no choice but to obey. You want that, don’t you William?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“I want you to keep telling yourself that you will obey without question from now on. Is that clear, William?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Good girl.”
She left me, and I concentrated on the thought of just obeying, even as the rice under my knees started to feel more painful, and then when it started to really hurt. For brief moments, I really did believe it.
Elsa came and took me to my room. She sat in the chair and patted her lap.
“Over my knee.”
I looked at her in a panic.
“Relax. I need to rub some salve on your bottom. You’ll be badly bruised tomorrow. Some are already forming.”
I relaxed and placed myself over her knee. I felt her hand on my lower back. With her other hand, she rubbed the salve in circles on my butt and down my legs. I let her take care of me. My dick strained against its cage. I didn’t want to try to unpack how I could be excited by this woman who had just hurt me so badly.
“It’s time for bed, William.”
I didn’t know what time it was, maybe 7:30 or 8, but I was exhausted, both physically and emotionally. She sat on the bed next to me.
“Eventually you will come to accept that you’re most content when you serve. That is what will make you truly happy.”
She presented her cheek and I leaned up and kissed it.
“Thank you Ms. Elsa. Good night.”
“Good night, William.”




Chapter 6 – Day Three

At 5:45am the next morning, my alarm went off and I leapt out of bed. I made it to the bathroom before any of the other three and took a quick, cold shower. I washed my face and carefully washed my ass and legs. I had bruises all over my butt and thighs, and even soaping up hurt. I shaved, brushed my teeth and hurried back to my room to make my bed and check that all the corners were square and even. This was only the third day I was here, the second full day! It felt like I had been here much longer. Time would speed up at some point, I hoped. I looked at all my bruises in the mirror. I thought again about what I needed to do to survive. I couldn’t take another day like yesterday. I would do what Elsa said and I would do it well.
Elsa clapped in the hallway. I quickly stood by the side of the bed. She didn’t come into my room first this time. I guess she rotated the order. After five minutes, I heard her spanking someone. I couldn’t tell from his moans who it was. After 15 minutes, she came into my room. She inspected my bed first, pulling back the blanket to see the sheets underneath. Next she pulled on rubber gloves and brought out a jar of lube. She held my chin and tilted my head left, then right. She took out a small alcohol swab and rubbed my chin, then my nose. She looked at it. She must have been satisfied, because she threw it away.
“Open.”
She reached into my mouth and felt around. I had no idea what she was looking for. It’s not like we were mining diamonds and I could be hiding one in my cheeks.
“On the bed. Legs spread.”
I lay on my back at on the edge of the bed and held my legs below the knees. Elsa pulled out a small foot rest from under the bed and sat on it. She took my testicles in her hand and weighed them. She rolled them between her thumb and fingers, then squeezed. I turned my head to the side and clamped my mouth shut to avoid screaming.
“Turn over.”
I bent over the side of the bed and held my butt cheeks apart. Elsa inspected my asshole. She felt up, down, left and right. She removed her finger and peeled off her gloves, putting them in the trashcan.
“Up.”
I stood, my arms at my sides. My balls throbbed.
“Today was better, William.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
I smiled. This was a good start.
“Go to the serenity garden and meditate. When you’re done, put on your maid’s outfit and make breakfast. What you’ll make is on a piece of paper on the kitchen table. Follow the directions exactly.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. Thank you.”
It was still cool outside, but I could tell it was going to be a hot day. I got to the serenity garden and found the stone bench Elsa had shown me. I set my alarm for a half hour. I sat and tried to clear all the thoughts from my head. I focused on my breath: inhale, inhale inhale, inhale…exhale, exhale, exhale, exhale. I realized I wasn’t sitting up straight enough, and when I did, it pushed my knees past my feet. I thought I should just deal with it and not move, but I realized that was stupid and I needed to readjust. I could feel the bruises on my butt. I thought about what Elsa might say if she saw me. Would she beat me or just give me her disapproving stare? I thought about the beating from yesterday. Near the end, I thought I was going to pass out. She did not fool around. I felt my leg bouncing and remembered that I was supposed to be meditating. I cleared my mind and concentrated on my breath. Inhale, inhale, inhale…exhale, exhale, exhale. Inhale, inhale, inhale…exhale, exhale, exhale. I was bouncing my knee again. I pictured Edward’s scared, defeated face. I wouldn’t end up like that. I cleared my mind. Inhale, inhale, inhale…
That’s how it went for the entire, agonizing 30 minutes. Small moments of concentration separated by long spells of mental wandering. Meditating is hard.
I came back to my room to find my maid’s outfit on my bed. I put it on and made breakfast, which was eggs benedict with potatoes and sautéed spinach. I felt ashamed serving everyone, knowing I’d been responsible for the beatings they’d all taken the day before. At least mine had been worse than theirs.
Matthew, Edward and Lyle were in their nightgowns. Elsa sat at the head of the table, presiding over us. I waited a few steps behind her to the right and watched the table. Everyone ate primly. I figured there were punishments for eating too fast or leaving any scraps of food uneaten.
“Lyle, you’ll clean the entire house today, upstairs and down.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Matthew, you’ll be working in the office today.”
“Yes Ma’am.”
She turned and looked at me. “You’ll be working in the office as well, William, but do the dishes and clean the kitchen first.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Edward, come. It’s time for your coffee.”
“Yes Ma’am.”
“Everyone change and meet back here in 15 minutes.”
“Yes Ma’am.”
Elsa walked toward the bathroom with Edward following. I cleared the table. I washed the dishes and cleaned the entire kitchen, although it was already spotless. I took out the garbage.
Elsa came in shortly after and checked my work. She nodded.
“Go to the living room. Next to the others.”
I knelt next to Edward and placed my forehead on the floor. Elsa walked in front of us.
“Slavery is not something you experience only when given an order.” She started pacing, and I heard the click-clack of her heels on the floor. “It’s a mindset you carry at all times. When you walk to your room, when you brush your teeth, when you get dressed, you do it as a slave. This may seem inconsequential to you, but an experienced owner can detect it. I can tell which of you have accepted your slavery and which of you have not.”
I certainly hadn’t. That seemed crazy.
“You think these things aren’t important, but they are. You cannot be a slave and be constantly evaluating whether you want to follow an order. You must train yourself to follow immediately. You must relinquish control. If you cannot do that, you will forever be unsatisfied, as will your owner. You will wonder why the relationship isn’t bringing you the joy you expected. That is not a problem with your mistress or with your role; it’s a problem with you, and one that only you can fix.”
She went on for a little while longer, then dismissed us. I went to my room to change. My outfit was on my bed: a pink pantsuit along with stockings and pink flats. I was working in the office, so I guess I’d be wearing business-casual clothes. I met Elsa downstairs and followed her to the warehouse to the right of the house.
Inside was split into a few offices and some cubicles. Elsa led me to one of the offices and introduced me to a tall, good-looking woman who looked to be in her early thirties. She had an athletic body and dark hair down to her shoulders. She gave me the once over and frowned.
“William, this is Jackie. You will address her as Ms. Jackie.”
“Nice to meet you Ms. Jackie. I’m William.”
Elsa put her hand on my shoulder.
“William is to be trained in the call center to start.”
“Yes Ma’am.”
Elsa looked at me. She looked down, then back at me. I knelt and kissed the top of each foot.
“Lick the bottoms.”
She lifted up one foot, then the other. When I was done, my tongue was coated with grime and dirt.
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
She walked out without another word. Jackie nodded her head.
“This way.”
“Ms. Jackie?”
“Yes?”
“May I have a drink of water to rinse out my mouth?”
“No.”
Ms. Elsa didn’t just train slaves; she had a business where she produced and sold organizational programs and planners. The program included weekly check-ins from certified staff, which in this case was me. Jackie showed me the call center and started explaining my responsibilities. I asked for a notebook to jot down notes. She wasn’t happy with my request for some reason, but she got me a notebook all the same. I filled about three pages with everything she said. She then led me to a cubicle and gave me a booklet that described the organizational program in more detail and my responsibilities as a certified staff member, including answers to the most frequently asked questions. It was around 40 pages long.
“Read it. When you’re done, come find me.”
“Yes, Ms. Jackie.”
“Do you still want that glass of water?”
“Yes, Ms. Jackie.”
“You’ll get it when you’re done reading.”
“Thank you, Ms. Jackie.”
She walked away.
I was pretty certain that Ms. Elsa’s expectation that I remember everything I read extended to this office as well, so I made sure to read carefully. Some of it was common sense, such as customer relations and employee protocol. Other parts, like in depth descriptions of the organizational system, were more complicated. I found Jackie when I was finished. She was sitting at her desk.
“You’re finished?”
“I’m finished reading it, Ms. Jackie, yes.”
“And you’ve memorized everything?”
“No Ms. Jackie. There are small details that will take me more time to commit to memory. I do understand my responsibilities, however, and where to find the information I haven’t memorized.”
“Don’t fuck up or you’ll be sorry.”
“Yes Ms. Jackie.”
“What are you doing?”
“Standing, Ms. Jackie.”
She looked at her feet.
“Kiss.”
I knelt and kissed her feet.
“That’s the best you can do? Do it again.”
I did. She acted displeased. I got the impression that Jackie thought being dominant meant being disappointed all the time. She stood and began walking. I decided I was supposed to follow. She walked over to the call center to an open cubicle. The desk had a computer, a headset and a phone on top of it, along with a packet of papers.
“Sit here. Put the headset on. Make the calls listed on your packet. If someone asks a question you can’t answer, what do you do?”
“Ask them to wait, then put them on hold and contact Ms. Jeffries.”
She nodded.
“Ms. Jackie?”
“What?”
“May I have a glass of water. It will be easier to talk with people if I can clear the dirt out of my mouth.”
“The water’s over there.” She nodded to the right. “Hurry up.”
The water was wonderful. I sat down slowly, the welts from my beating the day before hurt. I put on my headset and opened the packet. I read about the first customer, then I called.
Working in the call center was fine. Mostly I answered basic questions and assured people they were on the right track. Some people hadn’t followed the program and needed gentle chiding. I was polite about it. A couple people seemed lonely and just wanted to talk. Some needed encouragement: I liked those the best. One guy wanted his service extended at a discount and got mad when I told him I wasn’t able to do that. He kept trying to get me angry, but I wouldn’t bite. He eventually told me to fuck myself and hung up. Idiot. All in all it was stupid work, but it was wonderful compared to everything else I’d had to do the last couple days. Three hours in, someone brought me a salad and some chips and hummus. Seven hours later I was told I could go back to the main house and wait for Elsa in my room.
I hung up my pantsuit and white shirt, then stood by the bed at attention in just my chastity cage. Eventually, I heard Elsa’s footsteps. I felt a strange sense of anticipation, a mixture of fear and joy. Elsa came in carrying a harness with a dildo sticking out of it.
“Knees.”
I sank to my knees and kissed her feet. I looked up at her. She looked big and powerful.
“Your STD tests came back negative, William. That means we can start your sexual training.”
“Thank you Ms. Elsa.”
“Your role is to please your Mistress in all ways; that includes sexually. You grew up in a patriarchal society that shames women for enjoying sex, so most males are clueless in the intricacies of pleasing a woman.”
I knew my cue.
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
“Kiara tells me you’re quite skilled, however. She said you respond to her in the moment, and that your touch is very sensual.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa. That feels good to hear.” It did. I knew I was good in bed, but hearing Kiara’s compliment made me smile.
“What is it you’re doing?”
“I move slowly. I think that’s part of it. I also pretend that each touch will be the only time I’ll ever get to touch her, and the only place I’ll ever touch her, so I cherish it. I found that keeps me present, and women respond to it.”
I hadn’t meant to share my secret formula, but I found it difficult to keep things from Elsa, and I didn’t want another beating. I mean, there wasn’t any way she would know if I were holding something back, I think, but I wasn’t going to risk it.
“Kiara said you need to improve your tongue stamina, and of course you need to learn other techniques for pleasing a woman.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Stand.”
 Ms. Elsa rotated the bracelet on her wrist until she found the appropriate key to my chastity lock and removed my cage. I sighed.
“Kneel.”
Elsa looked down at me. Her stare was like a physical force, and I looked down reflexively. She placed the harness over my head and tightened the straps. There was a mouth clamp behind the base of the dildo, which she pushed into my mouth. I looked up at the thick dildo as Elsa tightened the straps a little more. It must have been seven inches long.
Elsa took off her jacket and then her shoes. She unwrapped her skirt. I got hard. She took off her underwear. Her pussy hair was trimmed into a perfect triangle…or maybe it just grew that way. Her pussy fit her. I don’t know how to explain it any better than that. She took off her shirt.
“On the bed. On your back.”
Elsa opened a condom and rolled it down the dildo, then coated it with lube. She looked down at me, then swung one of her knees over my head. She reached through her legs and grabbed the base of the dildo, then exhaled as she guided it inside her. She went halfway down, then pulled up, waited a moment, and sank back down, this time a little farther. She repeated the process three or four times, until the entire dildo was inside of her. She stayed that way, with her body pressing against my face. I could smell her arousal as she moved slightly back and forth. She pulled up maybe an inch.
“Lift your head.”
I did, pushing the dildo farther inside her. I let my head fall back to the pillow. My dick was pulsing, and I wondered if I would cum from just this, without any contact with my dick.
“Again.”
I did it again. As I rested my head back on the pillow she pushed down with her full weight.
“Fuck you!”
I kept moving my head up and down.
“Fuck you!”

I used my hands to help me, lifting my head until the dildo went all the way inside her, then letting it fall back to the pillow, upon which Elsa would push her weight down onto it and me.
“Fuck you! Fuck you!”
After a while, Elsa pushed her weight fully onto my face and started rocking back and forth. I could hear her breathing and feel her powerful hands on my sides. It felt like she could crush me if she wanted. Slowly she sped up, until she started bucking and loudly shouting:
“Fuck You! Fuck you! Fuck you!!”
She came, loudly, and her juices drenched my face. I wish I could have seen her expression, to see if she actually lost control and what that looked like. She gradually stopped moving and sat still, breathing heavily. After a minute. She lifted off of me. She unlatched the head harness and put on her clothes.
“Put on your maid’s outfit, William. It’s time to make dinner.”
Instructions were waiting for me in the kitchen: chicken with mushroom gravy, sautéed spinach and rice for Ms. Elsa, and mashed turnips for everyone else. The turnip recipe called for no salt and no butter.
Ms. Elsa sat at the head of the table, watching us eat.
“Matthew, do you like your meal?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“You were making a face.”
“No Ms. Elsa, I was just surprised by the taste. But I like it.”
“Are you lying to me, Matthew?”
This felt dangerous. All of us sensed it.
“It’s not my favorite Ms. Elsa, but I’m happy to have it.”
“Would you like something added to it for flavor?”
“Thank you, but that won’t be necessary, Ms. Elsa.”
“Nonsense! You don’t like what you were given for dinner, so let’s give it some flavor.”
He looked down at his plate.
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Lyle, when was the last time you came?”
“Ten days ago, Ma’am.”
“Would you like an orgasm?”
“Yes Ma’am.”
“I thought so. Come, stand next to Matthew. Matthew, hold your bowl in front of Lyle’s cock. Make sure to catch all of his semen.”
Lyle walked over to Matthew, who was holding his bowl out with straight arms.
“Maid, there’s lube in the cabinet.” She nodded toward the far wall. “Get it.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
I hustled over to the cabinet and brought back the lube.
“Pour some on Lyle’s cock. Don’t spill any.”
I tilted the bottle and squeezed some onto Lyle’s big dick. He was already erect.
“Lyle, you may begin. Matthew, Lyle, look into each other’s eyes.”
Lyle started playing with himself. They looked at each other.
“Smiles, girls.”
Both Lyle and Matthew pushed the sides of their mouths upward. Technically they were smiling, but it didn’t look like they were very happy. To be on the safe side, I did the same thing, as did Edward. I looked at my food as I heard Lyle pleasure himself.
“Lyle, you have 60 seconds.”
Lyle sped up. He was getting close.
“Matthew. No, keep looking at Lyle as I speak…good. I produce slaves who are grateful to serve. I don’t produce mopey little whiners who make sad faces when they don’t like something. Is that clear?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
Lyle turned and looked at Elsa.
“May I cum, Ms. Elsa?”
“Yes dear.”
“Unnngh!”
Lyle shot a huge load of cum into Matthew’s bowl. That volley was followed by three smaller pulses. Most of his cum sat on top of Matthew’s turnips, but a little had hit the side of the bowl and ricocheted onto Matthew’s hand.
“I’m glad it’s clear, Matthew. But just to be sure, bring me your bowl.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
He walked toward her. She glanced at the ground and he obediently kneeled.
“Hold up your bowl. Higher. Good.”
She stood and unwrapped her skirt. She slid her panties to the side and pulled the bowl between her legs. Matthew was still holding it and had to lean forward awkwardly. She bent her knees slightly and peed in his bowl. Not a lot came out, but it was a solid yellow, and I could smell it from across the table.
“Hand me your fork, Lyle.”
She stirred Matthew’s turnip, cum and piss mixture, then gave Lyle’s fork back to him.”
“Put the bowl on the floor.”
Elsa refastened her skirt. She sat down.
“Eat it all. No hands.”
Matthew stuck his face in the bowl and ate. The rest of us went back to our meals and ate quickly and enthusiastically. It didn’t taste good, but clearly it could have been worse.
After dinner, I washed the dishes and cleaned the kitchen, then I found Ms. Elsa siting on the couch in the living room. In front of her, Lyle, Edward and Matthew were all kneeling with their foreheads on the floor. She reached over to the side table and picked up a bottle of castor oil and a tablespoon.
“Kneel.”
She poured a spoonful of castor oil and put it in my mouth.
“Don’t swallow yet.”
It’s hard to explain what having castor oil in my mouth did to me. It brought out so many uncomfortable emotions: disgust, fear, weakness and — as much as I didn’t want to admit it — excitement. Elsa had sussed out one of my fears and was now using it against me, not because I had done anything wrong, but as a way of exerting her dominance. In a weird way, it was almost sexy, but I still felt like I wanted to cry. I looked up at Elsa’s face. She was studying me.
“Swallow.”
Ugh.
“Thank you Ms. Elsa.”
I knelt and kissed her feet.
“Let me see you walk across the room.”
I did, trying to walk slowly and evenly.
“That was acceptable. Walk to the cabinet. Third drawer down on the right side, there’s a book on giving blow jobs. Get it.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Kneel at my feet and read it. When you’re finished, let me know by kissing my feet.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
It was a thin book, maybe 30 pages. It had an explanation of the penis and the sensitive spots, which I knew already. It had a number of blow job techniques and how to warm up a cock for sucking, plus how to realize when someone was close to orgasm. I tried to focus on what was written and not what it meant that I was reading it.
“Edward, you may stand.”
“Thank you, Ma’am.”
“Get my harness and dildo from the cabinet.”
“Yes Ma’am.”
Thank God! I kept reading as I heard Elsa put on her harness and open a condom wrapper. When I was finished, I kissed her feet.
“Up.” She spread her legs. “Show me what you learned.”
I moved between her legs and put my hands on her thighs. I kissed her stomach, then trailed kisses down to her inner thigh. I slid my thumb down her dildo and planted a slow kiss on the head. Elsa ran her hand through my hair. I continued kissing down her cock to her balls. I licked them, then took them into my mouth and sucked.
“Good girl.”
I kissed my way back to the tip, then pushed her cock up to her stomach and lightly sucked the underside, right below the head. I ran my tongue from the root to the tip. I licked slowly, keeping eye contact with her. She gripped my hair. I pushed down until I felt her dildo at the back of my throat. Elsa pushed down on the back of my head and I choked and pulled off of her. I regained my composure and took her back in my mouth. I kept sucking, running my fingertips around her thighs. I ran my right hand around and pressed a finger lightly against her asshole through her underwear, as the book had suggested.
“Good girl.”
She held the back of my head and started thrusting her hips upward, sending the cock down my throat. I coughed.
“Practice going down as far as you can and holding it.”
I did as told. Elsa eventually pushed me off of her cock. She stood.
“That was satisfactory, William. Take off my harness and put it back in the cabinet. Throw out the condom, then get ready for bed. I’ll meet you in your room.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
I put on my pink nightgown and Elsa tucked me into bed.
“You still have a ways to go, but I was pleased with your service today, William.”
“Thank you Ms. Elsa.”
She presented her cheek and I kissed it. I felt her smooth skin against my lips and smelled her faint jasmine perfume. My cock tried to get hard.




Chapter 7 – Day Four

The next morning I was showered, shaved and standing by my bed when Elsa clapped in the hallway. She came to my room right away. She looked at the bed, then in my closet.
“Open.”
Her gloved fingers explored my mouth, then she looked in my eyes and through my hair.
“On your bed, lie back.”
She took off my chastity cage and examined my cock. She pushed back the foreskin and squeezed the tip. I jumped. She then moved down to my balls, weighing them in her hand. She took one between her fingers and squeezed it.
“Unnghh!”
She was really testing it. She moved to the other and repeated the process. I don’t know what she was looking for, or what she expected to find by torturing my balls every morning.
“Turn over, spread your cheeks.”
I quickly turned over, putting my feet on the floor and resting my stomach and chest on the bed. I reached back and held my butt cheeks open. I felt Elsa’s lubed finger against me.
“Breathe.”
I concentrated on my breath as she pushed inside me. She moved her finger around and then over my prostate. I felt like I had to pee. She pulled out and put two fingers against me.
“Breathe in.”
As I breathed, she pushed inside me, slowly.”
“Ohh.”
“Relax.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
She slowly moved her fingers in and out. I tried to keep my muscles loose.
“Press back into me.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
I did, fucking myself as she held her hand still. After a few minutes, she pulled her fingers out and peeled off her glove. She threw it in my trashcan.
“Go meditate, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
I served breakfast for everyone, then cleaned and joined the others for Ms. Elsa’s lecture, which was on reading our Mistress and figuring out what made her the most fulfilled. After her lecture, but before dismissing us, she stood in front of Lyle.
“I spoke to your Mistress this morning, Lyle. She asked if I would step up your training.”
I thought I could hear just a hint of excitement in her voice.
“Come.”
She patted her thigh and walked toward the back of the house. Lyle sensed something was up, but he didn’t know what. He followed obediently.
I worked in the office for the rest the morning. I tried to concentrate on really learning the organizational process and figuring out how best to explain it. It was difficult to understand what was so confusing about it, so I asked Jackie for a sample. She was suspicious at first, because she’s dumb and sucks as a person, but I was eventually able to convince her that I’d be better able to answer questions about the organizer if I had one in front of me.
In the afternoon, I changed into my pink short shorts and did yard work, moving stones to make a rock wall. I liked moving my body, but Ms. Elsa hadn’t fed me very much for lunch and I was only allowed one glass of water, so I was hungry and dehydrated by the time I finished.
Ms. Elsa brought me into the kitchen afterward. She gave me a tablespoon of castor oil and made me slosh it around in my mouth.
“Don’t swallow.”
I was kneeling before her, and she took my head in her hands.
“Ms. Jackie complained about your attitude.”
I couldn’t respond with the castor oil in my mouth. I felt dizzy and I wanted to vomit. I didn’t know how much longer I could hold it.
“From what she told me, you request was reasonable, but my suspicion is the way you asked was arrogant.”
She paused, as if waiting for a response. I nodded. I wasn’t sure what else to do. My eyes were teary.
“I understand you’re intelligent, but you think you’re better than everyone else. It comes through in the way you talk to people you don’t care for.”
I’d been told this before, but how in the world did she know that? I hadn’t acted that way with her. Yes, I didn’t like Jackie, but Elsa wasn’t ever there to see.
“Swallow.”
Thank God! I swallowed, then kissed her feet.
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
“Are you thirsty?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. Very.”
“Come.”
She attached a leash to my collar and walked me downstairs. The other slaves in training were in their cages. Elsa led me to the back area, where four dildos were stuck to the wall, about three feet up. Underneath each of them was a name. My dildo was all the way to the right. It was six inches long and of medium thickness.
Elsa opened the cages and the other slaves came and knelt in front of their dildos. Edward’s was the biggest. It looked about eight inches and thick. Lyle’s was thinner than mine but longer, and Matthew’s was thicker and shorter. Underneath Lyle and Edward’s dildos were a condom and lube. Elsa stood behind us.
“Foreheads down. Lift your buttocks.”
We quickly pressed our heads to the ground. Elsa walked to the far wall and took something down. She swung it through the air. The cane.
“I expect enthusiasm for this exercise. Part of your job as a slave is pleasing whoever your Mistress wants you to please. You will do it eagerly and skillfully. Is that clear?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
CRACK!
“AAHHH!”
She hit me on the ass, hard. I lurched forward but managed to keep my forehead touching the floor. She gave everyone a crack.
“Matthew and William, you’ll practice your cocksucking skills. Lyle and Edward, you’ll practice giving pleasure with your anus. Twelve minutes to start.”
She sat in her throne and rested the cane across the arms.
“Begin.”
I moved forward quickly, grabbing my dildo around the base and kissing it slowly on the head, as I had practiced yesterday. Edward was next to me. I saw him roll the condom down his massive dildo and lube it up. There wasn’t much room, and he knocked into me as he turned around. I kept my attention on the dildo in front of me. I didn’t want to watch him fuck himself, but it was hard not to see him out of the corner of my eye. He breathed in as he pushed backwards
“Unnnnnhhh.”
I closed my left eye and redoubled my efforts. I had mowed lawns as a teenager to make money, and I had realized quickly that if I did a sloppy job it was unbearably boring, but if I paid close attention and tried to make the lines as straight as possible, time went quicker. I had the same experience waiting tables: focus and effort were the difference between a shit job and a bearable one. I realized that I had been approaching my time here, and my submission as a whole, the wrong way. When I pulled back because I didn’t like something, or thought about how unpleasant it was, I just made it more difficult. I needed to ignore all that and instead concentrate on doing as good a job as possible. Focus and effort would make the hard parts of submission easier.
“Time! William and Lyle, you did well and can get yourselves a glass of water from the pitcher on the counter. Edward and Matthew, that was unacceptable. Do it again.”
She stood and walked over with her cane.
“Heads down.”
She gave them five canes strokes each. They screamed and then whimpered. She sat back down in her chair. Lyle and I drank our water. Lyle avoided eye contact and seemed even more afraid than normal, almost traumatized. When we were finished, we knelt on either side of her feet and placed our foreheads on the floor, listening to our fellow slaves try again to meet her astronomically high standards.
As Elsa tucked me into bed that evening, she held my chin and rubbed my cheek with her thumb.
“You’re beginning to understand your place, William.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
“You’re not there yet. You still want to control things, but today I felt better energy from you. I know something shifted.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
She turned her head and I kissed her cheek.
“Ms Elsa?”
“Yes William?”
“The speech Ms. Jackie gave me when I first toured your office, would you like me to write that up for you?”
She waited.
“There’s important information in there, and I’d hate one of your future trainees to miss anything.”
“I’ll think about it, William. Go to sleep now.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
The next few days were difficult, though better and easier than the days before. I avoided punishment by doing everything Ms. Elsa asked as well as possible. She noticed, even though she didn’t say anything. I shaved my groin again. I had to reread the Maid’s Manual, along with another 40 pages, and I did more yard work, this time picking vegetables in the field. I also worked in the office both days answering calls. I got better at feeling out who needed a kind word and who needed tough love.
Matthew was having trouble keeping up. Several times he became frustrated, which just earned him more punishment. The night before he had knelt naked on uncooked grains of rice for half an hour. There were deep purple welts on his butt and down his legs. His pain tolerance must be insanely high. That morning, he was well behaved for the most part during breakfast, but he snapped at me when I tried to clear his plate away too early. Elsa wasn’t happy with me, but she was livid with Matthew. I was sent to the corner to await punishment. I heard her drag Matthew by the collar to the back of the house, where she took Edward for his coffee and Lyle for whatever she did that so traumatized him. I didn’t see him for the rest of the day. That night at dinner he was very quiet and stared down into his food. He was clearly upset, but I couldn’t tell if he was angry or scared. Elsa told us he would do all the cleaning that night, so we were free to kneel at her feet while she read.
That night, Elsa tucked me into bed.
“Your Mistress is coming tomorrow, William. How do you feel?”
“Excited, Ms. Elsa, and a little anxious. We had some trouble before I came here.”
“That’s true of a lot of people I train.”
“This is my first D/s relationship, Ms. Elsa, and it’s harder than I thought. I assume I’m not the first person to tell you that.”
“Of course not.”
There was something about her stern nature that let me feel safe opening up to her. Maybe once someone pees on you, you don’t feel embarrassed talking to them about your fears.
“I worried that she’s interviewing other potential subs while I’m here, Ms. Elsa.”
“She might be. It would be her right.”
I didn’t like hearing that.
“She doesn’t have any reason to believe you’ll change, William. You’re a self-centered person, and it’s not totally clear you can be a slave long term. If I were her, I would be interviewing replacements as well.”
“Any advice, Ms. Elsa?”
“Obey first, think second. You try to outsmart everyone when you just need to follow orders. If a good idea comes into your head, like expanding the introductory manual for my business, you’ll still think of it. Those ideas are welcome. Your attempts to control everything and your constant need to be recognized for your intelligence are not.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa. But I’m worried I’ll become like a machine, just saying yes to everything. Won’t that bore Kiara?”
“You have many issues, William, but saying yes too often isn’t one of them. Give up control. You’ll find it much more pleasant.”
She patted my chest.
“That’s enough talking. Go to bed.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
I kissed her cheek.
“Good night, William.”






Chapter 8 – Day Eight

The next morning, I was showered and shaved and standing by my bed when Elsa came into my room. She inspected my face and reached into my mouth. She took off my chastity belt and squeezed my balls.
“Turn over, spread your butt cheeks.”
I pressed my forehead against the bed as Elsa pushed into me and felt around with one finger, but she didn’t push in a second.
I meditated, which was still difficult and painful. I couldn’t believe a half hour could go so slowly, and I wondered if it would ever get any easier. When I was done, I served everyone breakfast, then cleaned the kitchen. Lyle cleaned the living room and Matthew and Edward tidied up outside. We all paid extra-close attention to make sure we didn’t miss anything. An oversight on visiting day would be met with extreme punishment: Ms. Elsa had made that clear. When we were finished, we knelt in the living room with our foreheads on the floor.
Lyle’s Mistress came in first. I didn’t get a good look at her, but I snuck a peek at her legs and could tell that she was tall and full-bodied. He was relieved to see her. He had recovered a little bit since the other day, but he was clearly terrified of Elsa.
Kiara came next. She stopped in front of me, and I saw her freshly done toes sticking out of her sandals.
“Keep your eyes down, Will. You can’t look at me yet. But you may lift up.”
I did, keeping my eyes on her feet. I wanted to hug her legs.
“He looks good. Leaner.”
“He’s been working out and doing yard work. And of course he’s not polluting his body with alcohol and processed food.”
Kiara slipped some type of harness over my head. When she adjusted it, my peripheral vision was blocked by two rectangular blocks. I could see straight in front me, but that was it. It hit me that I was wearing blinders, like they give to horses. Mistress clipped a leash to my collar and pulled.
“Come, Will, we’re taking a walk to the garden. Keep your eyes down. You may look at my ankles, but no higher.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“I like your outfit.”
“Thanks, Mistress. I picked it out special.”
She didn’t laugh, but I knew she was smiling. I was wearing a stupid, pink sissy outfit. Pink satin panties and a pink, frilly petticoat. My top was shiny pink with white lace at the sleeves. We walked to the serenity garden and sat on the stone bench. She kept her thigh from touching mine. I desperately wanted to look at her and touch her. Just seeing her feet made me happy, though.
We sat in silence for a little while. It didn’t feel uncomfortable.
“How is it?”
“It’s very difficult, Mistress.”
“I warned you.”
“You did. I’m not complaining, Mistress, just letting you know how it is.”
“Do you want to leave?”
“Of course I do, Mistress. But I want to stay, too. For you.”
“You and your words. I think maybe if you weren’t so good with words, I’d trust you more.”
“That doesn’t seem fair, Mistress.”
“It’s too easy for you to make excuses, instead of just acting correctly.”
“That seems like an unwinnable argument, Mistress. And who decides what’s-” I suddenly understood that she was testing me. I kept my eyes down. “I see your point, Mistress.”
She let me think about that for a little while, then she stood.
“You’ve still got a ways to go, Will. Come, let’s go back to the house.”
“Yes Mistress.”
Mistress let me walk behind her. I wished she would call me pet, again. I didn’t like that she was still calling me by my name. I snuck looks at her ass, which I think was her little gift to me.
“Downstairs.”
Downstairs was the punishment room and the gym. I didn’t think she was taking me down there to work out.
“Strip. Then over the spanking bench.”
“Yes Mistress.”
She strapped me in, then walked to the wall and pulled down several instruments. I couldn’t see, but I figured a cane was one of them. I just hoped it wasn’t the rubber strap. She ran her fingers down my legs.
“Look at these bruises! They’re a little faded. They must be from earlier in the week.”
“Yes Mistress, four days ago, I think.”
“That must have been some beating!”
“It was, Mistress.”
She loosened up her arm; I heard the cane shushing through the air.
“What did you do?”
“I covered up another slave’s sloppy work, Mistress, to keep him from getting punished.”
“You thought you were helping?”
“Yes Mistress. I did. I realize though why that wasn’t right.”
“You’re a smart boy.”
“I’m not so sure about that, Mistress.”
“Me neither, to tell the truth.”
She put down the cane and picked up a crop. She began tapping my ass with it, slowly increasing her force. I wasn’t looking forward to the beating, but I was happy it was happening. Mistress wouldn’t waste time beating me if she already had someone to replace me. At least I hoped not.
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
She wasn’t hitting me full force. It hurt, but compared to the mind-breaking pain of the rubber strap, this was a pleasure.
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
She stopped and rubbed my ass with her hand.
“Your pain tolerance is higher.”
“Thank you, Mistress. It was hard won.”
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“Unnngh!”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“Agghh!”
She put down the crop.
“Let’s try this cane.”
Crack! CRACK!
“AAAAHHHH! Yellow! Yellow!”
She rubbed my lower back.
“That was hard. I know. Just breathe.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“I’m going to give you 20 with the cane.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I clenched. I thought she was taking a swing. She was waiting though. I focused on my breath. In and out. There was nothing to be done but breathe.
Crack!
Crack!
CRACK!
“Unnngh!”
CRACK!
“OW! OW!”
In and out. In and out.
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
“UNNNGH! OH!”
Breathe. Breathe.
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
She rubbed my lower back again.
“You’re doing well.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
I wasn’t doing as well as she thought. I was straining to keep control and not scream. I had thought I had built up some resistance to pain over the last week. Maybe I had, but not as much as I’d hoped. I wondered if I were approaching corporal punishment all wrong. I was bracing myself against it, tightening up. What if I went the opposite direction and stayed as loose as possible? I tried to relax my entire body.
CRACK!
“Unngh!”
It hurt still, but not as badly.
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
“Ohhhh! Fuuuuck!! FUCK!”
I tensed with the last two. I lost control. Breathe. Stay calm.
CRACK!
CRACK!
Three more. Just three more.
CRACK!
“OWW! FUCK!”
That one was really hard! Mistress traced a finger across my butt.
“That’s going to leave a mark.”
“Yes Mistress.”
CRACK!
I stayed relaxed. It didn’t hurt as much.
CRACK!
Mistress put the cane and crop back on the wall and rubbed my back. I was sweating, even though it was cool in the basement. She untied me and I stood up slowly. Mistress kept a hand on my back to make sure I was ok. I slowly went to my knees and kissed her feet.
“Thank you, Mistress.”
I rested my forehead on the floor and waited. Mistress stood in front of me. In the past, I would have asked her what I should do or what she wanted, but I knew she would tell me when she was ready. If she were standing here, it was because that’s what she wanted to do. She put the blinders back on my head.
“Come.”
She pulled on the leash and I trailed after her. We went to the kitchen.
“Drink some water. Then make us a light lunch. Elsa will be joining us.”
“Yes Mistress.”
There was cooked chicken from the night before, so I prepared a chicken salad and some broccoli. I served Elsa and Kiara. It was difficult to avoid looking at Kiara, but I managed.
“Kneel by my feet, William.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Forehead down.”
“How has he been?”
“He has a ways to go, but he’s learning. He’s very bright, which is a problem as well.”
“He thinks he’s smarter than everyone else.”
“He does. It’s important to rid him of that thought, or it will interfere with his service. That’s been a focus of ours. He responds well to punishment, especially if it’s humiliating or extreme.”
“What type of humiliation have you given him?”
“The first night I peed on him, and in his mouth.”
Kiara laughed.
“How did he take it?”
“I spanked him hard beforehand, so he understood I was serious. He took it well. He was surprised, obviously, but it was motivating for him.”
Kiara patted my butt.
“That’s good to know.”
“I had to beat him quite severely when he interfered with my training of another slave.”
“He told me about that, and I saw the marks.”
“I don’t believe I’ll have to teach him that lesson again.”
Silence.
“He has potential, but he needs a very firm hand until his attitude changes. He’s willful, and I believe he’ll take advantage of any leeway you give him. My sense is that he needs very harsh treatment going forward.”
“I agree, Elsa. You can step up his humiliation.”
“Will this change his hard limits?”
I detected just a hint of excitement in Elsa’s voice. Kiara thought for a moment.
“Not yet. If he’s disobedient, we can revisit this conversation next Sunday.”
After I was done cleaning, Mistress led me up to my bedroom. She unclipped my leash and — from behind — took off my blinders. I was excited that I might get to look at her, but she quickly covered my eyes with a blindfold.
“Strip.”
I was naked quickly. I heard her sit on the bed.
“Kneel. Worship my feet.”
She placed her bare feet in my hands. I rubbed her right foot over my face, feeling her skin against mine. It was sweaty. I inhaled deeply. I had longed to worship her feet these past weeks. I slowly kissed her big toe, then the next one down. I licked between them. I pressed my lips to the top of her foot and held them there. I hoped that she felt my passion, my commitment. I licked the ball of her foot, then gently bit her heel. I worshipped every inch of both feet, luxuriating in their shape and smell, the feel of her. My cock was bulging in its cage.
“Stand.”
I stood, and Kiara unlocked me. I moaned as she pulled off the tube.
“I don’t have to tell you to keep your hands off it, do I?”
“No Mistress. I understand.”
“Get up on the bed. You’re going to massage me.”
I heard her taking off her clothes. Her body felt wonderful, both soft and firm. It was such a gift to be able to touch her, to explore and pleasure her body. I ran my fingertips slowly over her back and neck, over her ears and down her arms and hands. I squeezed her fingernails. I slowly trailed my fingertips up her forearms, to the inside of her elbows, then up to her shoulders. I could feel that she liked it. As I massaged her shoulders, her hand reached out and stroked my calf. It was such a small gesture, but I needed it so badly that I almost wept. I took my time as I worked down her back. I massaged her butt, then down her legs. I gently massaged her calves, then did a softer pass over her body. I waited on my knees for her next command.
“On your back.”
Mistress moved to my side and put her hands on my chest. I heard her bring one knee over to straddle my head. She lowered herself to my face.
“Lick.”
She smelled fantastic! I kissed all around her sex, licking slowly up the sides and around her opening. I imagined this was the last time I would ever get to taste her, so I licked slowly, letting her feel my tongue as I pressed against her. She responded right away. I kept teasing her, getting closer and closer to her clit without touching it. Her breath was heavy. After another few minutes, she pushed her weight down onto me and began grinding her hips.
“Oh my God!”
My dick was pulsing. I focused my attention on my tongue, on her juices that were running over my face, on the sound of her moans. She pushed her fingernails into me.
“Oh GOD! Oh fuck yes! Oh! OH! OH! OH!”
She came, her pelvis spasming. She sat still for a minute, then moved off of me, sitting against the headboard. I took in a deep lungful of air. Her feet pushed on my shoulders.
“Get on the floor. On your knees, forehead to the floor. I’ll let you know when you can move.”
I did as told. I couldn’t tell if she were taking a nap or just resting. I knew better than to ask. This seemed like a good time to practice accepting what was. Trying to figure out what was going on and how long I’d be there would just make the time go slower, and every minute would be spent hoping for what I didn’t have. But if I looked at this as service, if I focused on how I was following Mistress’ commands, and by doing so making her happy, or at least content, then I might be able to enjoy it. It seemed like I had uncovered something important, but I didn’t know if it was real or not. The only way to tell was to try it. As I pressed my forehead to the floor, I focused on the fact that Mistress had given me an order and that I was obeying it.
It worked well, at least it felt like it worked well. I wondered if it would hold up when Elsa made me kneel on uncooked rice again. I’d cross that bridge when I came to it.
“Up.”
She came off the bed and reattached the leash to my collar. I heard her turn around. She pulled my leash, bringing my face between her butt cheeks.
“Lick.”
I held her thighs as I kissed inward. I gently spread her cheeks, giving her asshole a slow French kiss. She sighed. I did it again, then licked slowly from the bottom to the top. I licked harder. I pictured the scene in my mind: her bent over the bed, pulling my leash tight between her legs, my face pressed between her cheeks. I pushed my tongue inside her.
“Oh yes!”
I kept licking. Mistress started to squirm. I kept my mind focused on the sound of her breathing, her moans, her scent. My dick was straining.
“Oh my God!”
I could tell she was close to cumming. She moved her hips forward and back rapidly. I held on as best I could.
“OH! OH! OH! FUCK!”
She came loudly, keeping me against her. I licked around the outside of her asshole softly as she slowed down, then stopped. She took a moment to catch her breath.
“Head down on ground.”
I put my forehead on the floor. I prayed that Mistress would touch me. I didn’t have to cum: I just wanted to feel her hands on me. I waited while she lay on the bed. Finally, she stood and led me to the bathroom. She gave me mouthwash, then led me back to my room.
“On your back. Hold on to the headboard.”
She took off my leash. I kept still, worried that any move, any sound would break the spell and she would leave. She moved her hand down my chest and caressed my cock with her fingertips.
“How does it feel to be free?”
“Oh Mistress, it feels so wonderful!”
She rubbed my stomach and chest. My whole body tingled, as if she were unlocking pleasure receptors I never knew existed.
“Thank you, Mistress.”
She squeezed my nipples, applying more and more pressure until I gasped. She dug her nails into my sides. She moved her fingernails down to my inner thighs and found a spot where I was so ticklish that I couldn’t lay still.
“Breathe, Will.”
She moved up to my face and traced her finger in slow circles around my eyes and over my lips. I sucked on her finger. Her body was so close. I wanted to pull her into me, to feel her weight on mine. She traced her finger down to my cock, now pulsing and pointing up to my stomach. She spit on her hand and gave me a slow stroke.
“Oh God!”
She slowly massaged my penis, sometimes stroking it, sometimes just running her fingertips up and down the shaft. I felt the sensations all through my body. I stopped thinking and just made sure I was breathing. Everything else would take care of itself.
Kiara held my cock in her hand and ran her thumb over the underside, below the head.
“Do you know there’s a bundle of nerves below the head of your cock, slave?”
‘I do Mistress, just to the left of the frenulum.”
“Of course you know the name.”
“Understanding the body is important, Mistress.”
“Is that right?”
“Yes Mistress, as is understanding your Mistress’ body, to better please her.”
She began stroking me harder.
“And why is it important to know your own body, slave?”
“It’s — oh, God — it’s important to better understand…the lines between pain and pleasure, Mistress. And…to understand how your body works, to better use it…”
I wasn’t making sense, but in my defense, the feel of her hand on my cock was taking up all of my mental capacity.
“Do you think it’s important to know all of your bodily functions, slave?”
She moved her hand up to right below the head of my cock and gripped it, then rotated her hand. My body spasmed.
“Oh God! I’m close! I’m close!”
“Is it important to know all of your bodily functions? Answer the question, slave.”
“Yes Mistress! It’s important! It’s so important!! Can I cum?!”
She gave me five quick strokes and released my cock.
“OHHHHH GAAAHHHHHHHH FUUUUUUUUUUHHHHCKK!”
I shot streams of semen up onto my chest and stomach. I had a feeling she would ruin my orgasm. I had earned that, I guess. It felt at the same time incredible and incredibly frustrating. I lifted my hips as if I could reach her hand. She laughed, then grabbed my penis and stroked it again. I tried to remain calm as her hand brought me to full hardness. I felt a jolt of pleasure shoot through me. I threw my head back and screamed. Mistress kept stroking, and a small pulse of cum spilled out.
“Oh my God! Oh my God Mistress! Thank you! Thank you. Thank you.”
“You’re welcome slave.”
She began collecting my semen with her fingers.
“I believe you said it was important to know all of your bodily functions. Isn’t that correct?”
I had known that’s where this was going, and I knew my part.
“Yes Mistress. I did.”
“I agree. So let’s help you know the taste of your cum.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I opened my mouth. Mistress scooped up my cum from my stomach and fed it to me.
“I wish you could see how much cum is on your stomach. It’s thick, too. Open.”
I felt a thick glob fall into my mouth.
“Don’t swallow yet. Swish it around.”
Oh God it was so awful! I didn’t understand how any woman enjoyed the taste. I didn’t understand how any woman didn’t gag. She kept feeding me until it was all gone, then I licked her finger clean.
“Turn on your side.”
Mistress pushed her body against me from behind. I felt her full breasts on my back and her arm around my side. I relaxed into her. It felt so good, so comforting, that it was almost overwhelming.
“Thank you Mistress. You feel wonderful.”
She rubbed my chest.
“You’re welcome, Will.”
We woke up late in the afternoon.
“Mistress, may I ask a question? It may be too much to ask.”
“You may.”
“May I turn towards you? Can I hold you? Please?”
She thought about it.
“I’m going to stand up, and you may kneel in front of me and hold me around the waist. You can rest your head against my stomach.”
“Thank you Mistress.”
She positioned me near the edge of the bed and stood. I wrapped my hands around her waist and rested my head on her stomach. She ran her fingers through my hair. I felt her skin against my cheek and inhaled her scent.
“Thank you Mistress.”
After a few minutes, she led me over to the chair in the corner. She pulled me face down over her lap. I heard her put on a rubber glove, then squirt lube on her finger. She ran her finger up and down my asshole.
“Deep breath in.”
Mistress pushed inside me. I tried to relax. I had a slightly easier time with her than with Elsa. Mistress was more gentle.
“Breathe.”
She pushed a second finger inside me. I tried to stay loose, but against my will clenched.
“You’re tight.”
“I’m sorry Mistress.”
She didn’t say anything. She eventually pulled out.
“I need to leave in about an hour. I’m not going to fuck you tonight; you’re not ready. It will have to wait until next Sunday.”
“Yes Mistress.”
I felt a little disappointed. I was afraid of her fucking me, but I wanted it to happen. I felt it would mean something, and it would bring us closer.
“Mistress, may I ask you for something before you go?”
“You may ask. I won’t promise I’ll say yes.”
“May I see you, Mistress? Just for a moment. Please.”
“No, Will. I don’t want that, yet.”
Her refusal sent a wave of sadness through me. I so desperately wanted to look at her.
“Will you hold me?”
“Yes, Will. That I’ll do.”
We lay on the bed, and she pulled me into her. I don’t know if I was changing as a person, or if being the submissive partner in a relationship always did this, but I felt nourished by her holding me. I tried to get as much of my skin as possible against hers. I felt like I could stay here, against her chest, forever. I don’t know how much time passed, but Mistress eventually pushed me away.
“Come, to the bathroom.”
She had me lay in the tub on my back. She stepped in and straddled my waist.
“I know Elsa peed on you, and I’m glad she did. It sounds like you deserved it.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“But you’re my property, and I need to mark you as such.”
“Yes Mistress.”
There was silence, then Kiara exhaled. A warm stream of liquid hit my cock. She moved up my stomach and to my chest.
“Open your mouth.”
I tasted her piss. Her stream was strong. She must have been holding it in all day.
“Swallow.”
It was bitter and foul. She peed on my face, then filled up my mouth up, again. She cut off her stream.
“Swallow.”
I swallowed.
“Open.”
She pushed a sock into my mouth.
“Keep it open.”
She peed in my mouth, onto the sock. I had hoped she wouldn’t know that trick, but she did, and I knew I’d be tasting her piss all evening. She cut off her stream again and moved down to pee on my legs and feet. Finally, her stream slowed, then stopped. Every part of me was covered in her piss.
“Stay there. I’ll be back up in a little bit after I say goodbye to Elsa. You’re not allowed to take a shower until tomorrow morning.”
I waited in the tub on my back while she went downstairs. I was chilly, coated in her piss. I could smell it, and I could taste it through the sock in my mouth. I had thought many times about how I might explain my need for domination to a vanilla friend. If I ever did, I would leave this part out.
“Stand. Use this towel to dry yourself.”
When I was finished, Mistress led me back to my room. She put me in bed.
“I told Elsa that you don’t get dinner tonight. Go to sleep now and get a good night’s rest. Open.”
I opened and she pulled the sock out of my mouth.
“Thank you Mistress. Are you leaving now?”
“I am. It’s a long ride back.”
“It was nice to be with you again. I’ve really missed you. I’ve missed your touch. I’m sorry I let you down, and I hope I’m showing you how much you mean to me.”
She held my chin.
“You’re doing well. Elsa said you need to improve, but she’s confident that you can. Be good for me and I’ll see you in a week.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
“I’d kiss you, but you smell like pee.”
“Your territory is officially marked, Mistress.”
“Make me proud this week.”
“I will Mistress.”
“Open.”
She pushed the sock back in my mouth.
“Once I leave, you can take off the blindfold.”
I mumbled a thank you through the sock.
“Good night, Will.”




Chapter 9 – Day Nine

It was nice to shower the next morning. I changed my sheets and was standing at attention when Elsa came into my room.
“Open.”
She put her fingers in my mouth and roughly felt around.
“On the bed. Lie back.”
She took off my cage and felt my penis and testicles. My balls felt a lot better now that I’d cum. Elsa held them in her palm and squeezed.
“Ahh!”
“Your very sensitive, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. It’s a sensitive area.”
“Even for a male you’re sensitive. Stand up. Spread your legs.”
I stood. Elsa held out her arm, palm up. She swung it down by her waist and brought it up hard into my testicles. Pain exploded through my balls and up into my stomach. I went to the ground.
“Get up.”
I groaned in agony. I don’t think my balls were any more sensitive than normal. Balls are sensitive. They don’t like being struck. I shakily got to my feet. Elsa knelt down and pushed my penis against my stomach with her left hand. She brought her right hand back and slapped my testicles.
“AAAHH! Oh God! Oh!”
I curled into a ball on the floor.
“Up, face down over the bed.”
I pulled myself up and leaned over the bed. I heard Elsa putting on a rubber glove, then felt her finger against my asshole. I breathed in as she pressed into me. Her left hand pressed down on my lower back as her right index finger probed me. She added another finger, then moved them in and out.
“Today we start more intensive anal training.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
She pulled her fingers out and removed her glove.
“Go meditate, then make breakfast.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. Should I wear my maid’s outfit at breakfast?”
SLAP!
I covered my face with my hand. What the hell?!
“Put your hands down.”
SLAP! SLAP!
She backhanded me on the last one. I kept my eyes down.
“You wear your maid’s outfit when you serve and when you clean. I had thought that was clear.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. I apologize.”
She gripped my chin and brought my eyes to meet hers. I shivered.
“Your introductory training is over William. I expect better service from now on. Is that clear?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
She looked at me and I quickly sunk to my knees. She kept hold of my chin.
“Tell me why I slapped you.”
“You slapped me because I asked a question I knew the answer to, Ms. Elsa.”
“Do better, William.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa. I will.”
She released me, and I leaned forward and kissed her feet.
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa, for correcting me.”
She walked out.
At breakfast I served only Matthew and Lyle. Edward was gone. I wondered if his training were finished, or if something had happened. It wasn’t my place to ask, of course, so I kept my mouth shut. I wondered if Elsa were as quick-tempered with Lyle and Matthew this morning as she was with me. They seemed to be on their best behavior, too.
After breakfast, I cleaned, then we listened to Elsa on our knees, our foreheads pressed to the floor.
“You may think that I have less patience for you than I did last week.” She walked as she spoke. Her heels clicked against the floor. “I have the same patience as I had last week for new tasks, and the same patience I will have next week. What I don’t have patience for is repeating myself. You know your responsibilities. You know protocol. Don’t ask me questions you know the answers to. I will not repeat myself. If you force me to, this will be a difficult week for all of you.”
She let that sink in.
“A good slave does not demand constant attention. That’s your Mistress serving you, not the other way around. Learn your responsibilities and do them without being told over and over. That’s service.”
She stopped in front of me.
“Stand up, William.”
I stood quickly.
“I’ve taught you how to walk many times. Show me now. Walk.”
I mentally went over everything she had taught me: chin level, move slowly, keep my head on one plane. I walked across the floor, slowly, checking off everything as I did.
“Stop. Come here.”
Shit.
“Is that how I taught you to hold your face? Did I tell you not to blink? Did I tell you to keep your face frozen in an unattractive mask?”
I looked down.
“No Ms. Elsa.”
“Your job is to please your Mistress, which means being in a good mood, unless she tells you not to be. You look unpleasant, William. That’s not what I taught you. Lean over the couch.”
“Lyle, get the leather belt from the cabinet downstairs. Hurry.”
Lyle bolted downstairs. He returned moments later with the belt.
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“Aaaghghh!”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“Aaahahhhh!!!”
I tried to relax. Don’t fight it. Accept it.
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“Unngh!”
Relax. Relax.
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
She put down the belt. I sank to my knees.
“Tell me why you were punished.”
“I was punished for having an unpleasant expression, Ms. Elsa, and for not being a good slave.”
“Do better, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. I will.”
I kissed her feet. 
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa, for correcting me.”
“I will no longer coddle you, William. You will learn to be an acceptable slave.”
She didn’t need to give an “or else.” I knew what the “or else” was.
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“You’re working in the office this morning. After lunch you’ll do yard work and then work out. Lyle, you’ll be working in the garden this morning. After lunch you’ll work in the office. Matthew,” she turned to him. “Come.”
She patted her thigh and walked toward the back of the house. Matthew’s eyes widened and his mouth dropped open. He looked like he was gong to cry. I was glad Ms. Elsa didn’t see that or he’d be in serious trouble. He collected himself quickly and hurried after her.
I changed into my pink pantsuit and hurried to the office. Jackie seemed even less happy than normal to see me.
“Good morning, Ms. Jackie.”
She didn’t smile. 
“Ms. Elsa has decided that you should work in different parts of the company, so you’re working in shipping today.”
“Thank you, Ms. Jackie.”
“What are you thanking me for? It’s not my decision.”
“As you wish, Ms. Jackie.”
She looked to see if I were making fun of her, but I kept my face neutral.
I learned about shipping and how orders were taken and fulfilled. It was pretty straightforward and pretty boring. Their system was basic but sufficient. They weren’t a big enough company to need anything more complicated. That said, I thought they could stay better in touch with their clientele. When people changed their habits, they benefited from regular reminders and positive reinforcement. I jotted down some notes for Ms. Elsa.
After yard work and my work out, I was exhausted. By the time I had to make and serve dinner, my mind started to fight my submission. I felt impatient and frustrated. Part of me wanted to rebel, to get this collar off of me and run. I wondered if I should talk to Elsa about it. I thought about how I could phrase it that would least likely earn me a beating. I cleaned the kitchen after dinner and approached Elsa on my knees. Lyle and Matthew were kneeling beside her.
“Ms. Elsa, may I ask something?”
She put down the book she was reading. I had the sudden feeling that I had made a serious mistake.
“What is it, William?”
“I find that sometimes when I’m tired, I get antsy, and I start thinking only of myself. I’m curious if you have any suggestions for how to get out of my head, Ms. Elsa.”
I dropped my eyes to her feet. She was silent a long moment. My heart started beating faster.
“You should meditate, William.”
I breathed a sigh of relief.
“Thank you Ms. Elsa. Should I go to the serenity garden?”
“No, just go to your room and meditate for 30 minutes, then come back down. We still have training to do.”             
I liked that Elsa had listened to me, and that she was generous enough to let me meditate. It helped me trust her methods, that it wasn’t just about punishing me at every turn. I meditated. It didn’t go very well. I couldn’t keep my legs still or my mind from wandering. As soon as I recentered myself, I veered off in another direction. I don’t know that I kept my mind blank for 15 straight seconds the entire time. Strangely, though, I felt a lot better afterward, as if I’d actually meditated.
Elsa was reading when I returned to the living room. Lyle and Matthew were still kneeling at her feet. She had her cane on the sofa next to her. I felt a wave of anxiety. Was that for me?
“Change into your nightgown, William. There’s a wig, bra and breast pads on your bed. Put them on too, then come back.”
She put her hand on the cane. Shit.
I hustled upstairs. My experience was limited to taking off bras, but I was able to get it on without trouble. I inserted the bra pads, then slipped on my nightgown. The wig had long, wavy brown hair. I checked myself out in the mirror. I wasn’t a bad looking woman. I hurried downstairs. Elsa handed me a jar of lube, a rubber glove, a butt plug and a dildo with a suction cup on the bottom.
“It’s time for oral and anal training. Fix the dildo to the floor.”
She pointed to a spot three feet in front of her.
“Put in the butt plug, then show me how you would orally pleasure a real penis.”
I put on the rubber glove.
“Sit on the floor in front of me to put in your butt plug.”
I sat on my butt with my legs wide and leaned back so I was on my tailbone. I rubbed lube on the buttplug and on my asshole.
“Look at me, William.”
Elsa brought the cane to her lap. I got the message. I looked at her as I found my asshole with the tip of the buttplug and pushed. It wouldn’t go in. I stopped and took another breath. On the next inhale I pushed again, and this time it entered and easily sank to the base. I sat for a second and resisted the urge to clench. Elsa was looking at me clinically, no doubt searching for any signs of non-slave behavior. I slowly maneuvered myself onto my knees and bent over the dildo.
“Now stare at my feet.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”

I kissed the tip, then kissed my way slowly down to the base of the penis. I licked the balls. Then I licked my way up to the tip. It was strangely erotic staring at Ms. Elsa’s feet as I sucked the dildo. I wondered if she felt it, too. It was as if we were having a sexual experience without even touching.
“Lyle, Matthew. Watch William as he pleasures his cock.”
I made little moaning noises and tried rolling my back. I couldn’t tell if I were doing a good job. At least Elsa wasn’t beating me, so that meant something, hopefully.
“Go down all the way, William.”
I pushed further, trying to get the six-inch cock all the way down my throat. I gagged and coughed, but I kept going. I couldn’t get to the base, but I got close.
“That’s enough oral, William. Put the dildo inside of you.”
I carefully removed the buttplug and looked around for where I could put it. I obviously wasn’t going to place it on the floor. I looked at Ms. Elsa.
“I told you it was time to practice anal training.”
She grabbed her cane and stood up.
“You know what that meant, William, yet you didn’t prepare sufficiently. Now you need to stop everything and grab paper towels or put the buttplug in the bathroom sink.”             
I quickly put my forehead on the floor.
“I’m sorry, Ms. Elsa. I didn’t think about that.”
“Matthew, take William’s buttplug to the bathroom and clean it.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“I’m disappointed in you William.”
“I’m sorry Ms. Elsa.”
CRACK!
CRACK!
“Aaaahhhhhh!”
CRACK!
CRACK!
“I’m sorry Ms. Elsa!!”
CRACK!
I caught my breath as the pain slowly receded. I tried to stay relaxed, but the pain was so intense. I guess I had more work to do. I moved my head between her feet.
“Tell me why you were punished.”
“I was punished for not thinking, Ms. Elsa.”
“I told you before that I’m done coddling you. You’re a slave, and you make your Mistress’ life easier by taking care of the small things. Did you do that?”
“No Ms. Elsa.”
“Do better, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. I will.”
I kissed her feet. 
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa, for correcting me.”
“Continue.”
My hands were shaking a little as I rubbed lube onto the dildo and brought the tip to my asshole.
“Look at me, William. Smile.”
I smiled as I looked at Ms. Elsa and pressed down onto the dildo, feeling my sphincter clench then slightly relax. I pushed past the difficult first few inches, until my muscles loosened and I went most of the way down. I could feel the dildo stretching me. It was uncomfortable, but if I concentrated and stayed relaxed it wasn’t painful. Ms. Elsa spoke.
“When women enjoy sex, they’re called sluts and whores by our patriarchal society. It’s one of the ways men keep women down.”
I nodded.
“Men are celebrated for having many partners, but only if they conform to a narrow definition of sex. If they take pleasure from different parts of their bodies, or if they enjoy giving pleasure, they’re immediately looked down on as weak or feminine. As a result, few men fully explore all the available avenues of pleasure.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“They never experience the joy of receiving, of being taken. But you will experience that pleasure.”
She paused but kept eye contact.
“One day, as you’re being fucked, you’ll realize the great debt you owe to your Mistress for giving you this new pleasure. I hope then that you show her your gratitude.”
“I will, Ms. Elsa.”
“Good girl. Continue.”
I rocked back and forth on the dildo as Elsa, Lyle and Matthew watched me.
“Play with your breasts, William. Run your hands up your body and through your hair. Convince me that you like it.”
I thought about what my last girlfriend before Kiara did when she rode me. She was really hot in bed. I rolled my head as I ran my hands in circles over my nipples.
“Good girl.”
Later that evening, Ms. Elsa tucked me into bed. She looked down at me sternly.
“You’re still thinking too much, William. Your brain is preventing you from being in the moment and enjoying yourself. Let go and feel it. Stop trying to control it.”
I can’t imagine how she thought I was controlling anything in this house, but I nodded anyway. She presented her cheek and I kissed it.
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”




Chapter 10 - Day 10

 After breakfast, Elsa had me read another 20 pages of the Maid’s Manual, then she led me to Edward’s old bedroom.
“Your Mistress has loaned you out to her friends as a maid, and you’re shown this room, which they would like prepared for guests. What do you do?”
Other than the yellow color, Edward’s room was just like mine, with a bed, a small desk and a reading chair. Elsa sat in the chair and rested her crop on her lap. I pulled back the covers of the bed and looked at the sheets, then smelled them. They weren’t bad, but they weren’t clean. I got down on my hands and knees and looked around the floor. I inspected the moldings and looked in the closet. I ran my finger over the window sill and all the other surfaces.
“I would dust everywhere, Ms. Elsa. Then I would clean the windows and vacuum. I would change the sheets and straighten out the closet. How many guests are coming?”
“Two.”
“I would lay out two sets of towels, Ms. Elsa.”
“Very good, William.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
“Do what you just mentioned, except for laying out towels, then meet me downstairs in the kitchen.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
Cleaning was easy and quick. I met Ms. Elsa downstairs. She had a large glass of water and a cup of coffee.
“Drink your water first, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
She refilled it and I drank another glass. She made me drink three cups of coffee and then another glass of water. I felt bloated.
“Downstairs.”
Shit.
I waited in the dungeon half of the room while she grabbed a square of cotton fabric and some cream from the cabinet.
“Come.”
She spread out the fabric on the floor, and I lay on top of it. The caffeine from the coffee was taking hold, and I was having trouble keeping still. She moved between my legs and rubbed thick white cream on my genitals and ass crack, then quickly and efficiently fastened the fabric around my crotch.
I’d had to wear a lot of dumb outfits in my time here, and for the most part I had rolled with it. Why feel embarrassed about wearing a skimpy pink nightgown? I was being forced to wear it, so who cares? But I felt guilty now, as if wearing this had been my idea.
“Up.”
She grabbed my collar and dragged me to one of the cages and locked the door. She didn’t say anything else; she just went up the stairs and turned off the lights. There weren’t windows in the basement, so it was completely dark.
I began fidgeting. The coffee was strong, and I hadn’t had caffeine since getting here. 10 minutes later, I had to pee. I wondered if this were a test, and if so, what exactly the test was.
Five minutes later, I accepted that her telling me to drink all that water and coffee was specifically to make me piss myself, so I let go and felt my warm piss soak into the fabric. I know she wanted to humiliate me, so I just had to deal with it. I was locked in a cage. What was I supposed to do?
I couldn’t hear anything from upstairs. I couldn’t see anything. It was actually kind of relaxing, and I tried to make it into meditation. The caffeine made that difficult. 15 minutes later I had to pee again. I had drunk almost a half-gallon of liquid before she brought me down here, and coffee always makes me go. I didn’t feel like there was any reason to hold it, so I didn’t.
It felt like I was in the cage for hours. I peed a couple more times before Elsa came back down. I blinked my eyes as they adjusted to the light. She unlocked the cage and I crawled out. My makeshift underwear was heavy and sagged down my thighs.
“Chin up.”
She attached a leash to my collar and gave it a tug.
“Come.”
I crawled behind her to the living room.
“Kneel.”
Elsa was reading a novel. My groin felt hot. I don’t think it was good for me to wear wet underwear all day. I wondered if this were a test. Maybe that was it: she would make me wait until I asked politely, or humiliatingly, for her to change me. I wondered what the right way to ask was. Maybe I should wait?
I heard Elsa turn the page of her book. I paid attention to my breath. Inhale, inhale, inhale…exhale, exhale, exhale.
“Ms. Elsa?”
“Yes?”
“I was curious about the correct way to ask to be changed?”
“You were?”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa. It’s very wet, but I know you’re in charge and want to ask in the correct way.”
“I’m glad you realize that, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Come.”
I lay on the floor and she removed my underwear and placed it on the floor next to me. The cool air was a relief. She gently rubbed me dry.
“Kneel."
I knelt between her feet and she held up my underwear. A wave of dread rolled through me: something bad was about to happen.
“Don’t move.”
She held the back of my head tightly, then pushed the crotch of the wet fabric into my face. It squished against my nose and mouth. I tried to recoil, but her grip held me in place. She wrapped the ends around the back of my head and fastened it. I heaved. It was horrendous, even compared to the other horrendous things she had done to me. Elsa went back to reading. I waited on my hands and knees, my wet underwear over my face. I breathed through my mouth, trying to use my nose as little as possible. This was my fault. What was I thinking asking to be changed? Why couldn’t I have just waited? I had to stop trying to manage things. My job was to please Ms. Elsa. That was it. No more trying to control everything or make things happen. I would wait until she told me to do something, and then I would do it. There was no right or wrong or humiliating or disgusting anymore; there were only Ms. Elsa’s desires.
After 15 minutes, Elsa removed my underwear from around my head and led me upstairs to my room. She tied me face down to the four corners of my bed and walked out. She returned a minute later with a bag, which she set down next to me on the bed. She leaned over.
“You smell like piss, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Do you know what this is?”
She put something across my butt. It was rubber and weighty. Oh fuck! It was the rubber strap she had beaten me with when I’d really fucked up! Oh shit! What had I done?! What had I done!?
“I’m going to beat you with this, William. Not right now, but in a little while. First I’m going to beat you with some of the other things I brought.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
This felt dangerous. I knew I’d fucked up by asking her to change me, but this seemed extreme. The last thing before that was to clean out Edward’s old room, but I had done a good job, I was sure of it. What was going on? I kept my eyes closed.
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
It felt like she was hitting me with a wooden paddle. At least she was warming me up.
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“Unngh!”
I reminded myself to relax, that it was easier if I stayed loose.
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
She dropped the paddle on the bed. I heard her reach in the bag.
THWAP!
“AAH!”
THWAP! THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!
THWAP! THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!
It was her crop.
THWAP! THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!
“AAhhhhhh!!”
Those last four were down my thighs.
THWAP! THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!
THWAP! THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!
“Aaahhhhghgh!!”
Relax. Relax.
I tried to breathe through it, to take myself to a place of acceptance, to see the pain as just sensation.
THWAP! THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!
THWAP! THWAP! THWAP! THWAP!
She put the crop on the bed. She pulled out the next implement.
CRACK!
“OW FUCK!!!!”
It was the cane. Holy shit it hurt!
CRACK!
CRACK!
“UNGH!”
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
“AAAHAHHHAH!”
CRACK!
CRACK!
I was losing my ability to stay relaxed. It hurt so much I was involuntarily tensing: doing the one thing that made it even more painful.
CRACK!
CRACK!
“Please! Please!”
CRACK!
CRACK!
That one was on my thighs. It hurt terribly, but at least it was a break from my ass.
CRACK!
“Aahghghghhh!”
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
“Unnghgh! Oh God. Please.”
She put down the cane. I was sweating and shaking. The last six cane strikes had all been down my thighs. She picked up another implement. Please let it be the rubber strap. I knew that was coming, and I knew she was saving it for last. Please, God, just get it over with.
SLAP!
“AAHAAHAHGHGHGHH! AHGHGHHH!”
It was the rubber strap.
SLAP!
“Unggh!”
SLAP!
“Unnnggh!”
I tried to get myself to relax, but I couldn’t. My emotions were raw and I couldn’t stay still. I thrashed as she hit me.
SLAP!
“Unnggngnghh!”
SLAP!
“Unnggngghngnghh! Please Ms. Elsa! Please! I can’t take any more! Please!”
SLAP!
“AAGHGHGHGH!”
SLAP!
“Unnggngnghh!”
I started crying. It hurt so much I didn’t know what else to do.
SLAP!
SLAP!
SLAP!
Elsa put down the rubber strap. She collected all her things and took them out of the room. I lay there as I gradually calmed down. This was too much! I couldn’t take it if this was how it was going to be.
Elsa came back a few minutes later. She untied me and pulled me so that my head rested in her lap. She rubbed my face and made shushing noises. She put her finger in my mouth. I sucked.
“Good girl.”
My heart was racing. I still didn’t know what I had done wrong. Elsa held my head in her left hand.
“That’s a good girl.”
She lay my head gently on the bed. She grabbed her dildo head harness from the nightstand and fastened it around me, inserting the short end of the dildo into my mouth. When it was tight, she stood and unwrapped her skirt, then slid down her underwear. She climbed back on the bed and straddled my head. I smelled her strong and earthy scent as she lowered herself onto the dildo. She stopped about halfway down and exhaled slowly. She held my biceps against the bed. My ass and legs were still stinging, but I knew better than to say anything. She started moving up and down, and I lifted my head to push farther into her.
“Fuck you! Fuck you!”
I was having a hard time processing what was happening. First she puts me in a cage and makes me pee myself; then she puts the wet underwear on my face. Then she beats me savagely until I’m a crying mess, and now she’s using me for pleasure. My brain was on overload, so I just shut down. I realized that this was what I meant earlier: I had to stop thinking why. I had to stop thinking about what made sense and what didn’t. My job was to be Ms. Elsa’s slave, and that meant doing whatever she said. My dick tried to get hard.
“Fuck you!”
Her breath got deeper and louder. She let go with a low moan that sounded almost like a growl.
“Ohhhhh! Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck You!”
She came, almost suffocating me in the process. After, she rested her weight on me as her breath returned to normal. My whole face was wet. She lifted off of me and removed the harness.
“You may use the bathroom and brush your teeth, but do not wash your face. Is that understood?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Do it and come right back.”
I quickly went to the bathroom and brushed my teeth. I could smell her on me. I hurried back. Elsa tucked me into bed.
“Do you know why I beat you today, William?”
“No Ms. Elsa.”
“Why do you think?”
I thought about it.
“I don’t know if you had a reason, Ms. Elsa, other than I’m your slave, and if you want to beat me, you will.”
She nodded once without smiling.
“Go to sleep, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”




Chapter 11 – Day 11

I was starving and sore when I got up. My legs and ass hurt, but I knew better than to be late or not finish my morning chores. I made sure everything was perfect, then double-checked. I heard Ms. Elsa clap outside and I jumped into position. My heart beat quickly. I heard her footsteps coming toward my room and I looked down at the ground. My balls started to ache.
“Good morning, William.”
“Good morning, Ms. Elsa.”
“Head up.”
She put two fingers below my chin and lifted my head until my eyes met hers. I shivered.
“Open.”
Her fingers went in my mouth. She smelled my breath and ran her hands over my face.
“On your back.”
I lay as she unlocked my chastity cage. I tried to keep calm. I knew she was going to hurt me.
“Ungh!”
“Quiet!”
“I’m sorry, Ms. Elsa.”
“Turn over, spread your cheeks.”
I quickly turned over. The pain in my balls was sending waves of agony up to my stomach. Ms. Elsa pressed a gloved finger into me, then a second.
“Go meditate. Then fix breakfast for everyone but yourself.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
Meditation was a little easier today. It was still difficult: I still had trouble controlling my mind, but at least I didn’t fidget as much. Today was the first day that sitting still felt like something I could do.
I did yard work all morning, but Elsa didn’t feed me. I was allowed to drink a glass of water, but that was it. At lunch I stood by the table and watched everyone else eat beef stew with rice. Elsa gave me more yard work to do in the afternoon. I was exhausted and kind of woozy when I was finished. I followed Elsa to the kitchen. On the table was a plate with two big pieces of barbecued chicken, steamed asparagus and rice with mushrooms and onions. It smelled fantastic!
“Sit at the table, William.”
Elsa went to the cupboard and pulled down my Maid’s Manual. She opened it to a random page.
“How does one remove a wine stain from an article of clothing?”
“Did it just happen, Ms. Elsa?”
“Yes.”
“Blot with a damp cloth. Then put salt on the stain and pour boiling water over it, Ms. Elsa. Then wash.”
She flipped to a different page.
“A family of 6 is seated around a table, mother, father, grandmother, and three boys. What order do you serve them?”
I told her. She nodded, then flipped to a different page.
“How much bleach do you put in with a load of whites?”
“Half a cup, Ms. Elsa.”
“Let me see you walk across the room.”
I got up and walked, slowly, trying my best to keep my head level and my face pleasant.
“You still bounce too much, William.”
She reached forward and took a piece of chicken off of my plate. She put it into a glass container.
“Show me how you would curtsy.”
I tried to remember the right way to do it. Did I look down?
“What are you doing with your hands?”
“Holding my skirt out to the side, Ms. Elsa.”
“You’re not wearing a skirt.”
“I know, Ms. Elsa. I was imagining that when I’d curtsy, I’d be wearing a skirt.”
“Is that what I said?”
Shit.
“No Ms. Elsa.”
“When I want you to imagine something, I’ll tell you.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
She took the second piece of chicken off the plate and put it in the container. My face fell for a moment, but I quickly smiled.
“How do you clean a cast-iron skillet?”
“Lightly, Ms. Elsa. No soap. Use a paper towel or a non-abrasive brush.”
She waited.
“You forgot to dry it.”
“Oh, yes Ms. Elsa. I thought you just meant clean it. I didn’t think you meant dry it. I knew that.”
She picked up the plate and scraped the asparagus into the container. She looked at me.
“Don’t make excuses with me, William. If you make a mistake, admit it.”
She scraped off the rice, leaving the plate empty. She stood.
“Put the container in the refrigerator and wash the plate. Then join me in the living room.”
When I came out to the living room, Matthew was kneeling on uncooked rice in the corner with his hands behind his head. Lyle was practicing fucking a dildo that had been stuck to a wooden chair. His eyes were closed and he was rocking back and forth. I knelt with my forehead on the floor at Elsa’s feet as she read. I was so insanely hungry I felt like I was going to pass out. I stayed that way for an hour.
“William. Sit up. Come between my knees.”
I crawled forward and sat up.
“I know you’re thirsty. It’s been a long day.”
She grabbed a glass of water off of the side table and poured it over her feet.
“You may suck the water off of my feet and the floor.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
I dove toward the ground and began sucking up any liquid I could. When I was finished, I sat up.
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
“Get ready for bed, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
I brushed my teeth and washed my face. I looked over my shoulder to see if Ms. Elsa was watching, then looked again just to be sure. I listened: maybe she just out of sight. When I didn’t hear anything, I took three big gulps from the faucet. I looked over my shoulder again, but she wasn’t there. I put on my pink nightgown and Elsa tucked me into bed.
“I would like you to think of a punishment for Matthew. Not too painful, but something he won’t want to experience again.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. Is it bad for me to ask why?”
“Yes.” She looked at me even more sternly than normal. “If I want you to know why, I’ll tell you.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. I was just curious on the seriousness of his offense.”
“Don’t give me excuses, William. If I reprimand you, listen; show me you understand. I told you this just a few hours ago.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. I apologize.”
“I’m not going to punish you now for that. We’ll take care of it tomorrow.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa. Let me think for a moment about Matthew’s punishment.”
“If I don’t like your punishment, or if it’s too harsh, I’ll do it to you, instead. If it’s too lenient, I’m going to think of something extreme and make you both do it.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
Jesus.
“You could not let him use the bathroom and make him go in his underwear.”
“Who would change him at the end of the day?”
“He would, but you would watch him.”
She thought for a moment. I couldn’t tell if she were happy or not. Was she going to make me do it?
“Thank you, William.”
“You’re welcome, Ms. Elsa.”
She turned her cheek and I sat up and kissed it.
“Good night, William.”
“Good night, Ms. Elsa.”




Chapter 12 – Day 12

That morning, Elsa had Lyle make breakfast. I was given cold oatmeal and a big glass of water. I looked at Elsa before I started.
“You may drink your water. Then bring your oatmeal here.”
I gulped down the water in no time. I brought her my oatmeal. I was so hungry. If she took it away from me I didn’t know what I’d do.
“Kneel.”
She took the oatmeal from my hand and poured it on her feet. She rubbed it in.
“You may lick your breakfast from my feet.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
I could taste her dirty feet, but I didn’t care. I was so grateful for the food that I lapped it up greedily. When I was finished I kissed her feet.
“Thank you for the food, Ms. Elsa.”
Later, Matthew, Lyle and I knelt with our foreheads on the floor. Ms. Elsa walked in front of us.
“You must rethink your assumptions about entitlement. As men, you’re naturally entitled, groomed by society to expect your needs to be catered to at all times. In your submission, you’ve broken free of those limitations, but residue still remains. You expect that your Mistress will feed you and give you water, a comfortable place to sleep, and you take these gifts for granted. You feel no gratitude that you are given a bed. You feel no gratitude that you get enough to drink, or that you are allowed to eat food at a table. This is a poor mindset for a slave. It will keep you from ever finding the true peace and joy that comes from servitude. Think about how much happiness your life would have were you to feel grateful each time you were allowed to eat and drink. Think how satisfied you would feel if you were to believe that each night you were allowed to sleep in a bed were a gift. If you can reach that psychological level, then your slavery will be the greatest gift you could ever give yourself. It is an escape from the unhappiness of ego. It is an ascension.”
I did feel grateful for my oatmeal. I wouldn’t have thought I could feel that way about eating oatmeal from someone’s feet.
“This mindset takes constant vigilance. Your job as a slave is marked by such vigilance, not just to the needs and desires of your owner, but to your own state of mind. If you find yourself unhappy because you don’t have what you want, ask yourself if the problem is your own entitlement.”
I worked in the office that morning. Ms. Elsa gave me a full lunch, and she let me sit at the table to eat it. It drove home her morning lecture. Not being able to eat the whole last day and then having to lick my oatmeal off her feet that morning made eating a regular meal seem like a tremendous gift. I ate slowly, afraid that rushing would prompt Ms. Elsa to take my food away or give me another beating. I snuck a look at Matthew. He looked a little uncomfortable, but he kept his face neutral. I couldn’t tell if Ms. Elsa had enacted my punishment. 
In the afternoon, I worked in the fields. It was exhausting work and it gave me a lot of practice trying to remain present and grateful. I didn’t always succeed.
That evening, I knelt at Ms. Elsa’s feet as she read. It felt good. Her domination was so rock solid that it made submitting to her feel natural. It made it feel right. I started thinking about what that meant, but soon decided it was better to just accept it. I didn’t need to constantly analyze everything.




Chapter 13 - Day 13

I slept hard that night. When I awoke, my first thought was how I could please Ms. Elsa. Usually when I woke, I thought about what I wanted to do, remembered that I was undergoing extreme slave training, and then thought about what I needed to do to avoid being punished.
I made my bed quickly, avoiding what this morning’s first thought meant and whether it was a good thing. I showered, shaved, brushed my teeth and checked the bathroom for any stray hairs. I was standing by my bed when Elsa came into my room.
“On your back.”
She unlocked my chastity cage and examined my penis. I kept my focus on my breath as I waited for her to painfully squeeze my testicles. She spent a lot of time on my cock this morning, pushing the foreskin down and then pulling it up. I started to respond to her touch. She placed the palm of her hand on the underside of my cock and pushed it up toward my stomach. I got hard. Elsa didn’t say anything. She kept her palm where it was and with her other hand examined my testicles. She was rough, squeezing them and pulling them down and then out. She gripped my left testicle between her fingers and pressed, sending a wave of pain up to my stomach. Her other hand lightly squeezed my penis, which felt incredible. She held my penis as she moved to the other testicle and squeezed just as hard. I was breathing loudly, try to make sense of the conflicting sensations.
“Stay still.”
It continued for another minute. My cock stayed hard throughout my testicle torture.
“On your stomach.”
I turned over and spread my butt cheeks as relief flooded through me. Elsa pushed in a finger, then a second. I kept my eyes closed and focused on staying relaxed. My cock was still hard. Elsa removed her fingers. She squeezed my testicles until my cock went soft, then put my chastity cage back on.
“Go meditate. Then make breakfast.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
I served everyone breakfast. They all got eggs and potatoes. I got oatmeal.
“William?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa?”
“How is your oatmeal?”
“It’s wonderful, Ms. Elsa. I like the flavor.”
She looked at me.
“Really?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“There’s no salt or butter in that oatmeal, but you like the flavor?”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa. Normally I like salt and butter, but today this hits the spot.”
She smiled.
“Bring it here.”
Uh-oh.
“On the floor.”
I put the bowl on the floor and took a step back. Elsa stood up. She removed her skirt and squatted over the bowl. She looked at me.
“I know you’re smart, William. But sometimes you’re a little too smart.”
She moved her underwear to the side and peed into my bowl. She must have been holding it in all morning. I watched as her piss made a layer an inch high over my oatmeal. Elsa straightened up and put on her skirt, then sat down.
“Hands and knees. Eat it all.”
After breakfast, I stood in the corner for a half hour. After, I knelt at Ms. Elsa’s feet.
“You knew where I was going when I asked you how your oatmeal tasted.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
“But you decided you would outsmart me.”
“May I speak freely, Ms. Elsa?”
“You may explain to me what you were thinking.”
“This may sound like an excuse, Ms. Elsa, but I thought you were testing me on gratitude.”
“Really?”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa. You talked to us about it yesterday. So I thought you were testing me to see if I remembered.”
“So you actually liked the oatmeal?”
“No.”
“If you thought this was about gratitude, you should have said that the oatmeal was bland but that you were grateful to have it.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
“You think you were giving me what I wanted, but you were trying to control the situation.”
“I’m sorry, Ms. Elsa. I was afraid if I didn’t say I liked it, you’d make Lyle cum in it, like you did with Matthew.”
“And what if I did want that?”
“I would have accepted it, Ms. Elsa.”
“But you tried to avoid it.”
“I thought that I would be punished if I complained about the taste, Ms. Elsa. I thought maybe this was the beginning of being trained to enjoy bland things, just like you talked yesterday about enjoying simple pleasures like a bed.”
She nodded.
“But you did think you were being very clever.”
“I did, Ms. Elsa.”
She stood and patted her thigh.
“Come.”
I followed her out to the garage. There were three large trashcans against the wall. She opened one and sniffed. Then she smelled the second. She recoiled slightly, then turned that one on its side and pointed to the ground in front of it.
“On your knees.”
I dropped to my knees.
“Head inside.”
I put my head in the trash. Oh my God! It was hot inside and it smelled horrific. Elsa placed the lid against my back and walked out.
Fifteen minutes later, she came and got me. My face was green.
“Wait outside, on your knees by the bushes. If you have to vomit, vomit there.”
I ran outside and just made it as I threw up my breakfast. I was sweaty and felt sick. Ms. Elsa retrieved the hose from the side of the garage and turned it on.
“Come.”
She let me drink from the hose to rinse out my mouth. She splashed water onto my face, then led me inside and gave me seltzer with lemon. After I drank it, she looked down at her feet. I got on my knees.
“Tell me why you were punished.”
“I was punished for being dishonest, Ms. Elsa, and for trying to outsmart you.”
“What have you learned?”
“Be honest. There’s a time for smart and it’s not all the time.”
I leaned forward and kissed her feet.
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa, for correcting me.”
“Go workout, then change into your nightgown, bra and breast pads and come back downstairs.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
After my workout, I showered and put on my nightgown, bra and breast pads. I met Elsa in the living room. She had Lyle pulled over her lap. His pants were around his ankles.
“Your dildo is on the table. You’ve graduated to a bigger size, per your Mistress’ request. Put it on the floor in front of me.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
“Just anal. No buttplug this time. Warm yourself up with your fingers.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
I looked at the dildo. It was longer and a little wider than the last one. It also had a suction cup bottom. There was a rubber glove and some lube next to it. I went into the kitchen and grabbed some paper towels, then stuck the dildo on the floor. I heard Lyle pleading for mercy. She reacted differently to Lyle’s begging than she did to mine or Matthew’s. His Mistress must have told that to Elsa, that she wanted him to beg.
“Please Ma’am! Please no! Please no!”
“What will you do if I show you mercy, Lyle?”
“Anything Ma’am! I’ll do anything, but please no more beatings!”
I put on my rubber glove and smeared lube on my fingers.
WHAP!
“AAAHHHHH! Please Ma’am! Please!”
I sat on the ground, leaned back and brought my fingers to my asshole.
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
“AAAHHHHH!”
I pressed until my butt relaxed. It wasn’t a great angle, and I couldn’t get very far up there.
“Please Ma’am! I’ll do more chores! I’ll buy you anything! I’ll be your slave forever!
“Don’t make promises you can’t deliver, Lyle.”
WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!
I took out my fingers. I wasn’t warming myself up much and it was uncomfortable on my wrist. I looked at Ms. Elsa and Lyle. He was sobbing.
“Get down on your knees, Lyle. Forehead on the floor.”
“Yes Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am.”
I brought the head of the dildo to my asshole. I could feel it was wider than the last one. I took a deep breath and pushed down.
“Look at me, William.”
“Unnnnngghh.”
I hadn’t meant to moan, but it hurt. It felt like it was tearing my sphincter apart. I stopped with just the head inside me. 
“Breathe, William.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
I breathed and tried to push lower, but I couldn’t get farther down. I had to pull out.
“I’m sorry, Ms. Elsa.”
“Take a few breaths and then try again.”
I brought the tip of the dildo back to my ass and paused. I looked up at Ms. Elsa. Relax. Relax. I imagined all of my butt muscles letting go and pushed down. My ass relaxed, accepting the intruder, and I sank half way to the hilt.
“Very good, William.”
I took off my glove and put it on the paper towels. Then I just sat there, without moving, getting used to the bigger size inside me. After a minute, I rocked slowly back and forth, staring at Ms. Elsa the whole time. I sank down a little farther.
“Take it halfway out, then sink back down on it.”
It was getting harder to keep myself loose. I breathed very carefully, afraid that too strong a breath would damage the fragile equilibrium I’d found.
“Take it almost all the way out. Just keep the tip in.”
The tip felt bigger than the shaft, for some reason, even though I knew it wasn’t. I tried to push back down, but my butt tightened. I took a breath and pushed, but I couldn’t go farther. I looked at Ms. Elsa.
“That’s enough for today, William. Clean up, then serve lunch.”
Lunch was baked chicken with spinach and basmati rice. I said a silent thank you to whoever put Elsa in a charitable mood today. The first bite made my mouth water.
“William. Do you like your food?”
“Very much, Ms. Elsa.”
“Is the flavor is to your liking?”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa. It’s one of my favorite meals, baked chicken.”
She was silent for a moment.
“I don’t know if you’re telling the truth.”
“I’m sorry, Ms. Elsa. Why not?”
“You lied earlier today about liking something. How am I sure you’re not lying now?”
“I learned my lesson this morning, Ms. Elsa. I won’t lie to you again.”
“Just to be safe, though, bring me your plate.”
She peed on my food again, and I ate it at her feet, no hands.
That evening, Elsa had me watch videos of burlesque and exotic dancing. She told me to pick out my favorites. The burlesque was awesome. It was really clever, and some of them were super sexy. One in particular, Harvest Moon, was amazing. She was great looking, and her acts were both fun and sexy. Something about watching her made me feel like I was in the right place at the right time. Jo Boobs and Gal Friday were two others I really liked. They were super sexy and talented, and it didn’t hurt that they both seemed like dominatrices. The exotic dancing was fun and hot, too. I wasn’t sure why Ms. Elsa wanted me to do this, but it was by far the most enjoyable thing I’d done since I got there.
Elsa didn’t pee in my food at dinner, for which I was thankful. I guess I was learning to be grateful for all kinds of things. After cleaning up, I waited for her in the living room. She had taken Lyle and Matthew downstairs, and I was glad I didn’t know what she was doing to them. When she came back upstairs, I knelt and kissed her feet.
“Stand in front of me, William. How was your research?”
“It was good, Ms. Elsa.”
I told her about the burlesque dancers I liked and the exotic dancing.
“Dance for me now, William.”
“I’m not good at dancing, Ms. Elsa.”
She was up and on me in seconds. She grabbed my neck and pushed me over the couch. My nightgown rode up over my lower back.
“Don’t move.”
She walked to the side table and retrieved her cane.
CRACK!
“AAAHHH!”
CRACK!
CRACK!
“UNnnnghgh!!”
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
“Aaahhhhh!”
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
I dropped to my knees. Elsa grabbed my chin.
“When I give you an order, you follow it. Clear?”
“Yes, Ms El-”
SLAP!
SLAP!
I gathered myself and kissed her feet.
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa. I understand.”
“Dance for me.”
She put on a song that sounded like Shakira. I wasn’t totally sure what to do, but I knew I was going to dance. My ass was on fire, and my face stung.
“Smile, William.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
I’d danced when drunk. I'd danced in a crowded club while rolling on molly, but I wasn’t a real dancer, especially sober. I did my best though. I tried to do some of the moves the exotic dancers did. They were a lot harder than they looked. It felt like my hips, legs and torso were all glued together. I was relieved when the song was over.
“Again.”
Elsa restarted the song. I tried to smile, but it was hard. I was much worse at dancing than I thought. When the song ended, Elsa shut off the music.
“That was terrible. You can follow the rhythm, but you’re in your head too much. Let yourself go and move to the music. Go back upstairs, watch more exotic dancing and plan a dance routine to the song I just played. It’s called Loca by Shakira. You’ll perform it for me before bed. You have an hour to work on it.”
I headed upstairs. This was ridiculous, but then again, everything I did here was humiliating or painful or ridiculous or some combination thereof. At least my head wasn’t in the garbage. I put a routine together, trying to find moves that would hide my inflexibility and lack of body control. I practiced and got a little better. I wrote down my routine so I wouldn’t forget it, then practiced for another twenty minutes.
Elsa was sitting on the couch. Lyle and Matthew were kneeling at her feet. I stood before her.
“I’m ready, Ms. Elsa.”
She started the music and I went through my routine. I forgot around a third of it, but I was able to improvise by moving my hips back and forth over and over again.
“That was mediocre, William. You can do better. Get ready for bed. I’ll be up in five minutes.”
I counted that as a win.
The next day was much easier. I kept my face cheerful and made sure I answered any of Elsa’s questions as honestly as I could. I watched more exotic dance and practiced my moves for two hours. I worked out, made dinner, stood in the corner for an hour, cleaned out the garage, danced for Elsa and feel asleep as soon as the lights went out.




Chapter 14 – Day 15

I was wearing my maid’s outfit, on my knees with my forehead to the floor when Mistress walked in. I knew it was her by her walk. I wanted to leap up and hug her.
“Gaze down, Will. Below my knees.”
She attached a leash to my collar and put blinders on me, then led me outside.
“It’s good to see you Mistress, or at least part of you.”
“Thank you, Will. You too. You’re walking differently.”
“Yes Mistress. Elsa trained me to walk more smoothly.”
“It’s nice.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
We sat next to each other on the stone bench in the serenity garden. She took my hand in hers. I felt my shoulders relax. I realized I’d been nervous.
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“For what?”
“For holding my hand. For visiting me. For being my Mistress.”
She squeezed my fingers.
“I do like you, Will. I’m not sure we’re right for each other, but I like spending time with you, and I respect you for doing this. Not many men could handle it.”
“I believe that, Mistress.”
We were silent. I had a lot of thoughts and feelings running through me.
“I know that this doesn’t mean you’re taking me back, Mistress. I get that I still have to prove myself to you. I hope you’ll let me.”
“What do you think we’re doing now?”
“Yes Mistress. I’m grateful, is what I’m trying to say.”
She rubbed my palm with her thumb. I couldn’t be sure, but I felt like she was smiling.
“Elsa told me she had to pee in your food this week.”
“I’m not sure that she had to, but she did. Twice, Mistress.”
“You know how I feel about marking my territory. I’m going to have to remark you.”
“I didn’t know that peeing in my food marked me, Mistress.”
“Now you know.”
I hoped she was joking, but I was fairly certain she wasn’t. We talked for a while. She told me about her job and how things were at home. She had gotten that promotion at work and now managed a team of 12. She liked the responsibility and being in charge of a team. That wasn’t surprising. We took a walk around the farm and I showed her some of the work I’d done. She was a good listener and asked me a lot of questions about my training and what specific things had been hardest for me. It felt good to talk about it.
When we got back to the house, Mistress took me up to my room and I massaged her feet before lunch. I loved the feel of her skin against mine. I hoped she would let me kiss her feet before she left. I didn’t ask, obviously.
Lunch was brussel sprouts with rice and a tomato and cucumber salad. Lyle and Matthew and their mistresses were there, too. I kept my head down and stared at my food so I didn’t accidentally look at Mistress.
“Elsa, do you have a large bowl?”
That was Kiara’s voice.
“Yes dear. Lyle? Get Kiara a large bowl.”
Lyle brought a large bowl to the table. I felt her turn to me.
“Will, scrape your food into the bowl.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Place it on the floor at my feet.”
I guess she wasn’t going to waste any time marking her territory.
“Put your chin on the edge of your bowl.”
She pulled down her underwear and squatted down. A small trickle came out, followed by a full stream of piss, all over my food. Some of it splashed up on my face. It went on for almost a minute. One of the other mistresses laughed. I didn’t see which one.
“No hands.”
The rest of the table went back to eating their meal as I lapped up my piss-covered rice and vegetables. For a moment, I wondered how I came to the point where Mistress pissing on my food and me eating it like a dog was something I did without complaint. I let that thought go. No good was going to come from it.
After lunch, Lyle and Matthew’s Mistresses took them downstairs for discipline. They asked Kiara if she wanted to join them, but she refused. Instead, she took me to the bathroom and had me brush my teeth; then she took me to my room.
“Kneel.”
She took off her sandals and socks, then sat on the bed. Her feet came down in front of me.
“Kiss.”
I leaned forward and kissed her feet slowly. I wanted to stretch out the moment as long as possible.
“Keep going.”
I kissed her feet, smiling. She lifted her foot and I rubbed her arch as I took her big toe into my mouth. I sucked, every so often giving her playful bites. She flexed her foot to give me better access to her heel; I licked every inch of it. When I was finished, I waited with my forehead on the floor.
“Up. Close your eyes.”
I sat up. Mistress took off my blinders and put on my eyeshade. I wondered when I’d get to see her face again, if ever.
“Come up on the bed. On your back.”
Mistress sat on my chest. She fastened a leather cuff around my right wrist, then my left, then locked me to the headboard. She turned and put cuffs around my ankles and locked them to the legs of the bed.
“Lift your butt.”
She slid a pillow beneath me, then removed my chastity cage.
“Thank you, Mistress.”
Kiara put on a rubber glove and moved down between my legs. She stroked my asshole, coating it with lube. She pressed, and I opened for her immediately.
“Good boy.”
She took her time, moving her fingers in and out. I was nervous and excited about what I hoped was coming. I tested my bonds. I could barely move, which for some reason helped me relax. I focused on my breath and pictured releasing all of my muscles.
Kiara removed her fingers and took off her glove. I heard her putting on what must have been her strapon harness. I felt tingly in my chest. I had had a dildo inside of me, but I had always been the one controlling it. Elsa and Kiara had both put fingers inside me, but Mistress’ dildo would be larger, and different, and it would mean something for us. I didn’t know what, specifically, but I’d figure that out later. I tried to go into a meditative space where I let things happen without needing to control or even recognize them. I concentrated on the spaces between my inhales and exhales. Mistress climbed on the bed and rubbed my thighs. My cock got hard.
“Stay open for me, Will.”
She pressed the tip of her dildo against me. I kept breathing, focusing on the ends of my breath. Kiara pressed lightly, then increased her pressure.
“Push out with your butt. I know it sounds counterintuitive.”
“Ohhhhh.”
The dildo went inside me. I felt its girth stretching me. I took shallow breaths. Mistress rubbed my stomach.
“You’re doing well.”
She pushed farther into me. I moaned. I could take this. It was difficult but I could do it for her, for us.
“Here we go.”
She pushed a few more inches inside me.
“Ohhhhhh!”
She reached up and took off my eyeshade. I blinked as my eyes adjusted to the light, and then I saw her, my Mistress, looking as beautiful as I had ever seen her, looking down on me. Her wavy hair fell over her shoulders. She stroked my cheek with her hand.
“Oh Mistress! You’re so beautiful!”
I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. I was in love with her: I knew it in my heart. And it was so sharp and sweet that I knew I’d never been in love before. Tears filled my eyes and ran down my face. She slowly pushed in and out, her hands holding my hips. I let my body rock forward and back with each thrust.
“The look on your face is so sexy, Will.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“You look so submissive. It’s wonderful.”
The dildo felt so big, but I wanted her to keep going. A part of me wanted her to speed up and pound me, but I tried to stay present on just what was happening. I didn’t want to control this. I wanted Mistress to do whatever she wanted. Mistress kept her eyes on me, reading my expression and gauging how deep to push into me. I smiled, and she smiled back.
She slowly made love to me. I wished I could have held her. I wanted to wrap my arms and legs around her and squeeze.
‘Are you ok?”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Are you just saying that to please me?”
“It hurts a little, but I want it to continue for me, too.”
She slowed down and pulled out of me.
“I’m sorry, Mistress.”
She rubbed my cheek.
“You did well for your first time. You focused on pleasing me. I felt it.”
She stood and took off the harness.
“It was so…”
I struggled to find the words. Mistress climbed back on my stomach and put her hand on my cheek.
“You don’t need to find the words. I know how you feel.”
“You do, Mistress?”
“I do.”
She smiled, then leaned forward and kissed me. I relaxed, more than I had in a long time. I’d missed kissing her. She rubbed my chest and pressed her lips harder into mine. I pressed back, matching her passion. She reached back and found my hard cock. She lifted and sunk down on it. I felt her muscles squeeze me.
“Oh Mistress!”
She had looked beautiful and powerful when she was fucking me with her strapon; now she looked like an absolute Goddess. She rode me slowly, her hands on my stomach. It felt phenomenal.
“You must ask permission to cum. Is that clear?”
“Yes Mistress.”
She rode me, every so often moaning or throwing back her head. I looked at her large breasts and her beautiful brown skin, her hair down over her shoulders. She was the most beautiful woman I had ever seen.
“Oh, Will! You feel so good!”
I brought my attention to my penis inside of her, focusing on the feel of her around me. She clenched her jaw.
“Oh my fucking God! Oh God!”
I clamped down on my pc muscle. I was going to last as long as I needed to make her cum. She was moaning louder now, rocking back and forth and every once in a while making a strained face.
“Oh my God!”
She sped up, grinding down onto me, her powerful hips holding me in place.
“Look at me!”
I did. My dick pulsed. I squeezed my pc muscle with all of my might.
“Are you close?”
“Yes Mistress! Very!”
“Cum for me.”
“Now Mistress?”
“Now! Cum now!”
I exploded inside her. I screamed as if I were being murdered. Mistress came as I did, matching my screams as she dug her nails into my stomach.
“YES! YES! YES! YES!”
My hips bucked wildly as I sent more volleys of cum into her. It was the best orgasm of my life, bar none. Kiara rode me as my hips calmed down. She came to rest and sat with my shrinking cock inside her.
“Oh fuck that was good!”
She shivered.
“That was really good.”
“For me too, Mistress.”
She caught her breath. I stayed silent and just watched her. I wondered if she’d forbid me from looking at her again. If so, I wanted to take in as much of her as I could until that happened. I thought of a bunch of things to say, but I didn’t say them. Mistress smiled, then pushed off of me. She swung a leg over my head and lowered herself to my face, and I sucked my cum from her pussy. I wanted to find the service in it, to experience it as I would remember it mid-week, but it tasted revolting. I guess I still had things to learn. That was ok. There was still time.
Mistress had me put on my maid’s outfit, then she put the blinders back on me and told me I couldn’t look at her anymore. I was sad about that, but she and I ate dinner together outside that evening, just the two of us.
“Mistress, can I ask what today meant?”
She was silent for a moment.
“It means that I’m happy with your effort here. Elsa gave you good marks for this week. She said you still need to improve, but she was pleased.”
“I didn’t think her emotional range included pleased.”
Kiara stifled a laugh.
“How would you like it if I told her you said that?”
“She’d murder me, and then it would be on your conscious, Mistress.”
“Probably not murder. Elsa is intense, but she shows me different sides of her than she shows you.”
I nodded.
“Today doesn’t mean you’re my slave, Will. You still haven’t earned that.”
I knew that, but that didn’t mean I liked hearing it. She put a hand on my arm.
“I like you. And we might work out, but I don’t know yet. Part of figuring it out meant taking you with my strapon. And I love doing that. I love sex, too. And you’re sexy and I wanted to feel you inside me.”
“I understand, Mistress.”
“Guys usually aren’t sad after I have sex with them.”
“I’m happy about that, Mistress. I just like you, and I know you’re still figuring out if you like me, and that makes me feel vulnerable, among other things.”
She took my hand.
“Keep training. Keep listening to Elsa. You still have a chance.”
Before she left, Mistress took me downstairs and gave me 50 whacks with the leather belt. It was painful but not terrible. She didn’t want to hurt me; she just wanted some fun.




Chapter 15 - Day 16

Today was easier. I don’t know if it was because I was still happy from seeing Mistress or if I were just getting used to being here. Elsa still hurt my testicles with her morning inspection, and my butt was a little raw from Mistress’ strapon. But I felt good. Meditation was relatively easier, too: only a little painful.
Lyle and Matthew seemed lighter, as well. We knelt next to each other with our foreheads on the floor as Ms. Elsa lectured us.
“Matthew and Lyle, this is your last week here. Your Mistresses will be joining you for the last three days of this week to help ease your transition back to your normal lives. You’ve come a long way, Lyle. Matthew, you still have the potential to submit further. You still cling to your old way of being, afraid to let go and embrace your position as a slave. This will be a very painful week if you keep that up.”
She let that sink in.
“You must follow your Mistress’ commands instinctually, automatically. If she decides you deserve punishment, you deserve punishment. If she tells you to lick the floor, that is what you do. You don’t think and decide whether you will follow her. That’s not true submission, that’s you trying to control the situation. Is that clear Matthew?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Lick the bottom of my boot.”
He began licking fervently.
“Stop. Lyle, stand up.”
Lyle stood. Elsa retrieved his chastity key and unlocked him.
“Matthew, put Lyle’s penis in your mouth. Don’t suck it. Just put it in your mouth.”
Matthew crawled between Lyle’s legs and put his penis in his mouth. Elsa began walking back and forth again.
“If a slave attempts to control his relationship with his Mistress, it skews their dynamic. He is supposed to follow, but instead he tries to lead. This results in confusion and an unhappy relationship. A slave may think he is keeping his attempts at control a secret, but a good Mistress will feel it. When your positions in the relationship are clear, it leads to ease and happiness. If you are constantly warring about who is in charge and whether you should lead or follow, you will be forever unsatisfied.”
I waited. I could see Matthew’s knees and Lyle’s feet out of the corner of my eye.
“Come, Matthew. Crawl.”
She patted her thigh.
“Lyle, you’re in the fields this morning. William, the office.”
She walked toward the back without a glance behind her. Matthew crawled on his hands and knees. I snuck a look at Lyle as they turned out of sight.
“Lyle,” I whispered. “What does she do to you back there?”
He shook his head, then walked quickly upstairs to get changed.
In the office, I found Jackie. She greeted me with thinly veiled contempt, as usual. I smiled.
“Ms. Elsa wants you to go over the organizational program and the sales information. You already have the planner. All the accompanying material is in your cubicle.”
“Thank you Ms. Jackie.”
“Kiss my foot.”
“Yes Ms. Jackie.”
I bent down and kissed her foot.
“For the record, I don’t like you.”
“Yes, Ms. Jackie.”
“You’re full of yourself. You think I can’t tell, but I can.”
“Yes, Ms. Jackie.”
She wanted more of a rise out of me, I could tell. She shook her head.
“Fuck you, William.”
“As you wish, Ms. Jackie.”
After lunch, I worked out. As I was walking back to my room to shower and change, Elsa called to me from Lyle’s room.
“William! In here.”
Lyle’s room was identical to mine except painted light blue. Lyle was on the bed on his hands and knees, his chest pressed down into the mattress. Elsa was kneeling behind him, one hand on his lower back, the other rubbing lube onto her strapon. It was large: around seven inches, and thick.
“Come around to the side, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
She moved forward, guiding the head of her dildo to Lyle’s asshole.
“What do you say, Lyle?”
“Please fuck me, Ms. Elsa! Please take me!”
“Good girl.”
She pushed into him.
“Ohhhhhh.”
“Good girl. Open for me.”
She slowly pushed in to him, then peeled off her glove and held it toward me. I placed it in the trashcan. She put her hands on Lyle’s hips but stayed still. Although tall, Lyle was skinny, with thin hips. Elsa’s hips were wider than his, and it made her fucking him all the more dominant. She turned to me.
“Jackie said you had some ideas about the planner?”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa. I think the instructions should be on video, instead of just written out. And I think you can offer different options for people based on their organizational needs.”
She began to slowly pump her hips. Lyle moved forward and back with her. His hands gripped the sheets.
“We have different options already.”
“You have two different programs, Ms. Elsa, with around a 50% overlap in material. People choose one or the other. They don’t want to get both, because then they’re paying for many of the same items twice. The sales data backs that up.”
“Unngh! Oh, God!”
“Shhhh, Lyle.”
She pulled back a little and rubbed his lower back.
“If you create a main planner as the base, something that has all the overlapping material, then let them choose add-on packages, there’s a good chance customers will buy more than one, Ms. Elsa.”
“How good a chance?”
“I don’t know how to quantify it, Ms. Elsa, but I’m positive it will work out in your favor.”
She nodded. She began pumping with a little more force, sending Lyle’s head into the headboard. The bedsprings creaked with each thrust forward.
“Draw up a plan for the different packages tomorrow. Present it to me in the afternoon.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
“Lyle, push back into me. Show me how you’ll pleasure your Mistress’ lover.”
Lyle closed his eyes and began pushing himself back onto her. His mouth hung open.
“Good girl.”
He covered his head with his hands.
“Hands down!”
She spanked his ass.
“William, stand on the bed and face me.”
I climbed up on the bed. Elsa found my key and took off my chastity cage. She grabbed Lyle’s hips and pulled him back a foot.
“Kneel in front of Lyle. His Mistress likes to see him taken by two of her lovers at once. Lyle, suck William’s cock.”             
Lyle kissed the tip of my cock, then licked my shaft from the base to the tip. When I started to respond, he took me in his mouth. Elsa started thrusting again.
“Hold his head, William.”
“Jackie doesn’t like you. Do you know why that is?”
I tried to ignore Lyle’s tongue on my cock.
“I don’t know the specific reason, Ms. Elsa, but Jackie is a type of woman that I’ve dealt with a lot in my past, and I’ve never gotten along with.”
“How is Lyle doing?”
“He’s very good, Ms. Elsa.”
She thrust hard, sending Lyle farther down my cock.
“Jackie complains that you’re arrogant.”
“I-.”
I looked at Ms. Elsa. She gave me a look that told me she knew exactly how I acted with Jackie.
“She’s rude to me, so I answer in ways I think will most upset her.”
“How’s that?”
“Staying calm. Being polite.”
“Uh-huh. You think you’re hiding that you don’t respect her. You’re not.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
“Jackie has asked to punish you, but I’m not going to allow that.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
“She’s not in control of herself, so she may hurt you seriously.”
“I appreciate that, Ms. Elsa.”
She pushed almost all the way into Lyle and held it. He moaned.
“I am going to let her watch as I punish you, though. And I’m going to ask Kiara if she’s ok with you licking Jackie’s ass. I think you’ll be less cocky once you’ve cleaned her asshole with your tongue.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
Fuck.
“It goes without saying that you’re not allowed to cum, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Lyle, if you don’t make William cum, I’m going to give you 20 strokes with the cane.”
Lyle redoubled his efforts.
“Pull his hair, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Five minutes, Lyle.”
She sped up her thrusts into him, forcing him to deep throat my cock. He coughed a couple times, but kept it together. He must have had a lot of training. He actually gave a good blowjob, but I had put a lot of work into cum control. In the end, I won and Lyle lost. Ms. Elsa made me watch as she gave him 20 cracks with the cane. Afterward, I showered, then put on my maid’s outfit and made and served dinner. Later that night, I practiced my erotic dance for two hours. Then Elsa tucked me into bed.
“You’re following orders more instinctually now, William.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
“I spoke with Kiara, and she’s doesn’t want you to lick Jackie’s asshole. But I will let her assist me in your punishment tomorrow.”
I nodded and kept my smile on the inside. Elsa presented her cheek and I kissed it.
“Good night, William.”
“Good night, Ms. Elsa.”




Chapter 16 – Day 17

The next morning after breakfast, and after my lecture, Elsa took me downstairs for my punishment. Jackie was there, looking smug.
“William, on your knees. Crawl forward and give Ms. Jackie’s feet a kiss. Thank her for helping with your punishment.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
Jackie was wearing open-toed pumps. Her toenails were painted red. She had nice feet. She was quite pretty. It was just her personality that was a problem.
“Thank you Ms. Jackie, for helping with my punishment.”
“You look ridiculous in your nightgown.”
“Thank you, Ms. Jackie.”
“I’m going to enjoy hearing you scream. Kiss my feet again.”
I did so. Ms. Elsa brought over a crop.
“Take off your shoe, Jackie. William, put Jackie’s big toe in your mouth and suck it. Don’t let it come out.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
“He’s a lot less smug now, Ms. Elsa.”
“William’s learning, Jackie. He is far from perfect, just like you.”
WHAP!
“Ummpphh!”
No warm up!
WHAP!
Jackie laughed. Bitch.
WHAP!
WHAP!
WHAP!
There was something about having Jackie there that made my beating easier to take. I would not let her see me in pain. She was angry and cruel. Maybe she had reason to be angry. Maybe she’d been treated poorly by some asshole, but she was trying to take it out on me, and that wasn’t acceptable. Showing pain or weakness to her would be a mistake. I kept myself as relaxed as possible.
WHAP!
WHAP!
WHAP!
WHAP!
WHAP!
“That’s enough with the crop. I’m going to give you 20 with the cane.”
I tried to say yes, Ms. Elsa while keeping Jackie’s toe in my mouth.
CRACK!
CRACK!
“Ungh!!”
CRACK!
CRACK!
I tried to disperse the sensations through my body.
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
“UNGH!”
I almost came up off of Jackie’s foot on that one. I concentrated on my breathing and keeping my body relaxed. The last ten were painful, but I took them well. I thought about grunting and pretending like it hurt more, but I remembered what happened the last time I was dishonest.
“That’s enough for now, William. Thank Ms. Jackie then get ready for work in the office.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. Thank you, Ms. Jackie.”
I prepared my presentation on different organizational programs that afternoon and presented it to Ms. Elsa before dinner. She nodded and told me she would think it over. Later, I performed my erotic dance for Elsa, Lyle and Matthew. Ms. Elsa said it was better than last time but still needed work. She told me to go upstairs and practice, and to put together a lap dance routine, as well. I searched YouTube for lessons on lap dances, and after some false, and hilarious, starts, I found a video that explained the different moves and positions. It really broke it down well, how I should touch different parts of my body and their body, how to move around them, when to go to the floor. I felt a lot more confident after seeing that. I chose the song Stroke Me by Mickey Avalon and got to work.




Chapter 17 – Day 18

Today Lyle and Matthew’s mistresses showed up, and I got to see them for the first time. Lyle’s mistress was tall and full-figured, as I had thought. She had long, straight black hair and tattoos covering her arms and back. She was very physical with Lyle, gripping the back of his neck and pushing him around. I think that was how she showed affection. 
Matthew’s mistress was beautiful, with bright eyes and a mischievous smirk. She had blondish-brown hair pulled back into a bun, held in place with chopsticks. It was interesting to see him, usually so glum, light up with her around. He was clearly in love with her, and she loved him, too. It made me like him a little.
As I was clearing away plates, Lyle’s mistress stood up quickly. She lifted Lyle to his feet by his collar.
“Come Lyle. Quickly.”
She looked at Elsa.
“Back to the right?”
“That’s correct.”
Lyle sagged a little, then followed her to the back part of the house where Elsa had often dragged him.
I cleaned, then changed into my favorite pink pantsuit and met Jackie at the office. She seemed cheerful. Perhaps seeing me beaten had sated her hatred for a little while. I thought of some more ideas for new programs and time flew by.
At lunch, both Lyle and Matthew were with their Mistresses, so Elsa and I ate a light meal together.
“Next week will be just you and me, William. Are you looking forward to that?”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa. I enjoy my time with you.”
It sounded crazy, but in a way I did. She was a rock, and while it wasn’t always easy or pleasant, I always knew where I stood and what I needed to do, and that was comforting.
“I know William. I can tell.”
After working in the fields that afternoon, I met Elsa in the living room. She was holding her strapon and harness. She patted her thigh.
“Come. I’m going to take you with my strapon.”
I followed her upstairs to my room.
“Take off your clothes. Then on the bed on all fours.”
She watched as I hung up my pantsuit. My hands were shaking. When I was naked, I climbed on my bed. Elsa stepped into her harness and pulled it up around her waist. Her dildo bounced up and down as she fastened the straps. I concentrated on breathing down into my stomach. Inhale, inhale, inhale, inhale…exhale, exhale, exhale, exhale. She put on a rubber glove and got behind me on the bed. I heard her open a condom wrapper.
“I can feel your anxiety, William. Relax.”
“Sorry, Ms. Elsa. I’m just nervous.”
She put lube on the head of her dildo and rubbed it between my butt cheeks.
“Down.”
She placed her hand flat in between my shoulder blades and pressed my chest down into the bed. She continued rubbing the head of her dildo over my buttcrack.
“Doesn’t that feel nice, William?”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
She pressed against my asshole.
“Push back.”
I kept my focus on my breath as I tried to will my muscles to loosen. Elsa held the base of the dildo and pushed. The head popped inside me.
“Ohhhh.”
“Good girl.”
Elsa peeled off her glove and grabbed my hips with her strong hands, slowly pushing herself deeper into me. Her dildo was smaller than Kiara’s, but it still stretched me. I moaned and held onto the headboard.
“Breathe.”
She pulled out and slowly pushed back in. I felt the cool sheets on my cheek and the front of her thighs pressing against me. I let myself relax and submit to her fully, moving as she moved me. Her thrusts were slow and steady. I wondered if she could feel my submission. I hoped so.
“Ungh!”
She started thrusting harder, pounding me. I took it as best I could. Her hands found my head and pushed my face into the bed.
“Ungh…ungh…ungh…ungh…ungh…ungh…ungh…ungh”
My hips sunk down. Elsa slowed and then stopped her thrusting. I felt her lie her weight fully on top of me. She ran her fingernails over my scalp.
“Don’t move, William.”
I lay still and listened to my breath go in and out. After a few minutes, Elsa pulled out of me and stood up.
“What do you say?”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa, for fucking me.”




Chapter 18 – Day 19

Elsa had little patience for me today. She had warned me about my posture, and today she decided I’d had enough warnings. She had the rubber strap with her. Just seeing it made me nervous. I did everything as best I could. I paid attention to my posture and the expression on my face. Still, Elsa found fault with a lot of small things, and I received almost 40 lashes throughout the day.
That evening, I knelt by her feet as she read. It was comforting being there. All the questions about what I should be doing, the feeling that I was missing something important, they all disappeared when I was at her feet.
“You enjoy being at my feet, don’t you William?”
“I do Ms. Elsa.”
“Do you know why that is?”
“Because you believe in your dominance so strongly. That lets me believe it, too.”
“Good boy. But it’s more than that.”
She crossed her legs.
“Lick the bottom of my shoe.”
I started licking.
“It’s true that I lead with the knowledge of my superiority to you, but you contribute as well. You accept my lead, and that reinforces our relationship. You add to my dominance with your submission. Enough.”
She put her foot down.
“This is what you’ll do with Kiara when you return to serve her.”
“I feel like I do that, Ms. Elsa.”
“Not to the degree that you do with me. With her, I believe, you play with the idea of being her slave, but you still feel deep down that it’s an equal relationship, and that the dominance and submission are part of role-playing. You need to disabuse yourself of that idea.”
“May I state my mind, Ms. Elsa?”
“Yes.”
“I think it’s more complicated when it’s a romantic relationship. I need to feel like the relationship goes both ways, that there’s love and respect in both directions.”
“Then do so, but within the context of her being your superior. It doesn’t mean you don’t have wants or needs; it just means her wants and needs take precedence.”
“I thought I just needed to feel that I was submissive and she was dominant, Ms. Elsa.”
“This is how you get there. It doesn’t just magically happen. You need to condition your mind. It’s like meditation. At first it’s awkward and difficult, but with practice it becomes natural.”
I thought about how I would have reacted to that just two weeks ago.
“You need to believe it is your duty and honor to serve her, and that you are bound to her commands and desires. If you can do that, the dominance and submission will flow naturally.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Come. Bend over the couch.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
She stood and picked up the rubber strap.
“You forgot to use my title when speaking to me. Five lashes.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
The welts were turning into deep purple bruises by the time I went to sleep. I was grateful Ms. Elsa hadn’t punished me harder. Despite her strict exterior, she had a softness underneath.
The next day was more of the same. I worked in the office and in the fields. I worked out. I knelt at Ms. Elsa’s feet as she read. I made small errors and Ms. Elsa beat me, then I knelt and thanked her as I kissed her feet.




Chapter 19 – Day 21

The next morning, Elsa lectured us while Lyle and Matthew’s Mistresses watched from the couch.
“There is a time in any secure D/s relationship where your roles become comfortable. Be very careful when you notice this happening. It is not a bad thing: every relationship should eventually reach stabilization. But it can lead to complacency on the part of the slave. If you find yourself becoming comfortable in your relationship, that is the time to be extra diligent in your duties and in your mind. The way you think about your Mistress and your good fortune at being her slave is not something that ever ends. It is beautiful and natural and brings both of you joy, like a flower. But like a flower, it must be constantly tended. If you treat it that way, it will never go stale.”
“William, go to the office.”
In the afternoon, Elsa had me work on my lap dance. I was going to perform it for everyone in an hour. Laying on the bed in my room was my lap dance outfit: a sparkly gold thong and a black garter belt that attached to fishnet stockings. On top I’d wear my bra with new, larger cup inserts, a pink mesh half shirt and a reddish wig with long curls. There were pink shoes with low heels and some make up: foundation, mascara, light blue eye shadow and pink lipstick.
The foundation and mascara looked good on me. I’d been told by more than one woman that I had nice eyelashes. The lipstick and eye shadow weren’t my favorites, but Elsa wanted it and that was good enough for me. I put on the thong and garters, then rolled on the stockings and attached them to the garter belt. I put on the bra and inserts, then the mesh shirt, the wig and the shoes. I looked at myself in the mirror. From far away, if the lights were low, I looked like a girl from a heavy metal music video. I put my nightgown over everything, blew myself a kiss to get into character and headed downstairs.
Everyone was there. The Mistresses smiled at me. Matthew was sitting in a chair perpendicular to the couch. He wore his lavender nightgown that didn’t quite cover his crotch. I could see his penis resting on his thigh. His cock cage was off.
“Why are you wearing your nightgown, William?”
“It’s part of my act, Ms. Elsa.”
I had a moment of fear, but she just nodded.
“You’re doing the same song?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. Mickey Avalon. Stroke me.”
 I hadn’t thought that I’d be giving Matthew a lap dance, but it was obvious now that I thought about it: either him or Lyle. Matthew was smiling his forced, please-don’t-beat-me-again smile, like a bank teller in the middle of a robbery.
The music started and I walked toward Matthew, stopping as I connected with his knees. His legs were closed, so I pushed them open with my hands. One of the Mistresses laughed. I peeled off my nightgown as I moved my hips back and forth to the beat, then dropped it on his head. I walked around him, trailing my hand over his chest and shoulder to his back. I bent down and ran my fingers down his arms. He remained motionless.
I straightened up and moved in front of him. I put my hands on my breasts and rubbed them. I pushed them together and up, then moved my hands down to my stomach and around my groin. I could hear someone laughing, and someone else cheering. I turned and went down to my hands and knees. I rolled my back, pushing my chest to the floor, then pushed back to straighten my legs. I looked over my shoulder at him as I straightened up, running my hand up the back of my leg.
I straddled his right thigh and shook my hips. I ran my finger down his cheek as I licked my lips. He looked at me blankly. I sat down on his lap and pulled his face into my breasts. That got a big response. I turned around and sat again, pressing my ass into his crotch. I stayed there for a little while, shaking my butt back and forth.
As the song ended, I stood and ran my finger over Matthew’s lips as I gave him a coy smile. I turned and walked away, and as the last beat sounded, I smacked my own ass.
The mistresses applauded. Even Ms. Elsa seemed happy. I wondered if she thought it would be humiliating for me to give Matthew a lap dance. She should have known better than that. I congratulated myself in my head.
“That was wonderful, William.”
“Thank you Ms. Elsa.”
“Now suck his dick.”
I kept my face neutral as I processed this information. I had exactly half a second to figure out how to handle it. I smiled and walked toward Matthew. A part of me screamed not to do it, but a louder, more insistent voice was warning me to hurry up before Ms. Elsa got angry, that disobeying her in front of other people was a huge mistake. I realized I had no choice. If I disobeyed her now, all of this was for nothing. I had claimed earlier that my sexuality was secure. Now I would prove it.
I dropped to my knees pushed up Matthew’s nightgown. I gave the top of his penis a kiss. I turned off that part of my brain that was constantly judging what I was doing. What good was that, anyway? I just needed to do this. That was it. No thinking necessary.
“Hold his head, Matthew.”
I held his penis around the base and began licking it. It was slightly warm and salty. I blew on his shaft, then lifted it up and sucked on his balls. Matthew was silent, but his cock started to respond. I don’t think he liked that. I took his penis in my mouth just passed the head and began to suck it slowly. I moved my hand between his legs and held his balls, then slipped my finger back and rested it against his asshole. I didn’t press inside; I just gave a little bit of pressure. He inhaled and his cock got harder. I was going to make him cum.
I went down to the base of his cock. I could just make it, then began sucking steadily, rhythmically. I spent some time on the bundle of nerves just below his head. He moaned and tried to cover it with a cough.
“Matthew, if you cum you’re in a lot of trouble!”
That was his mistress. I held the base of his cock with one hand and twisted as I ran my tongue slowly across the bottom of his dick, underneath his head. A woman did that to me once and it drove me fucking nuts.
“Fuck!”
He put his hands on my head and tried to push me away.
“Matthew!”
Elsa’s voice made Matthew freeze. He lowered his hands instantly. I went back to that spot, sliding my tongue along the underside of his cock. He got harder. He started to breathe quickly, pushing out the exhales as if he were in labor. I pressed my finger a little harder against his asshole.
He started to squirm, and I could feel him tensing his pc muscle and his butt. I had him. I sucked a little harder and faster. I looked up at him and his eyes were shut tight.
“NO!”
He came, erupting in my mouth. I kept sucking as my mouth filled with cum.
“Oh fuck yes!” That was Lyle’s Mistress.
“William, do not swallow.”
I pulled off of Matthew’s dick when he stopped cumming. Elsa snapped her finger and I crawled quickly over.
“Matthew, on your back.”
That was Matthew’s mistress. She did not look pleased. Matthew crawled over and lay on his back at her feet. I opened my mouth and Elsa held my chin and looked at the semen inside.
“Very good, Will. Show Ms. Annette.”
I crawled to Matthew’s mistress. She looked in my mouth.
“Spit his cum in his mouth. Give him a kiss on the lips when you’re done.”
I leaned over and let Matthew’s cum fall into his mouth. I tried to gather it up with saliva and spit that out, too. Then I leaned forward and gave him a small kiss on the mouth. I crawled and knelt next to Ms. Elsa, who ran her fingers through my hair. Matthew’s Mistress spoke.
“Downstairs, Matthew. Now!”
Matthew turned and crawled toward the basement.
“Put yourself over the spanking bench. I’ll be down in a few minutes.”
“Mistress Annette,” Elsa turned to her, “do you have any feedback for William’s lap dance?”
She looked at me.
“It was good for someone who obviously isn’t a dancer. There are a couple moves you can learn that are just moving your body to the beat. Mix some of those in to relax your routine. As it is now, you’re going from trick to trick to trick and it’s a little spastic. That’s normal for someone new at it, though. It was a lot of fun. You just need a lot more reps.”
“Thank you, Ma’am.”
“You’re welcome, cutie. Now if you’ll excuse me, I have a slave to punish. William, what’s the most painful implement?”
“The rubber strap, Ma’am. It’s awful.”
She smiled and headed downstairs.
“Was that your first cock, William?”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
“What did you think?”
“I liked it because you made me do it.”
“So you’d like to suck more cock?”
“Not personally, no. But I will if you want me to, Ms. Elsa.”
She searched my face.
“Go to bed, William.”
I got ready for bed. I brushed my teeth for a while. Matthew’s cum was pretty foul, but, strangely, nowhere near as bad as my own. Maybe it’s the mixture of cum and my refractory period that was so horrible.
Ms. Elsa came in and sat on my bed.
“You did very well, William.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa. I’m just sorry Kiara wasn’t here to see it."




Chapter 20 – Day 22

I woke up when Kiara crawled into bed with me. That was so lovely.  I just stared at her face, trying to commit it to memory. She smiled.
“Good morning, pet.”
“Good morning, Mistress. You called me pet.”
“I did. Are you trying to memorize my face for when the blinders go back on?”
“Yes, Mistress. And I like looking at you.”
“Kiss my neck.”
I leaned in and gave her a kiss on the neck. She held the back of my head. I started kissing up towards her ear.
“Hold on.”
She pushed me back.
“I want to check in with you about last night.”
I waited.
"How do you feel?”
“I was told to do it, Mistress, so I did it.”
“That’s not what I asked. Slaves often have pushback the first time they’re forced to give another man head.”
“I knew I’d have to do it sooner or later, so I had time to get ready for it. A part of me didn’t want to, obviously, but another part did, so I could prove myself to you, Mistress.”
“I hear that you got him to cum. Good work!”
“His mistress wasn’t happy…Mistress.”
“I heard she was vicious with him.”
“Would you have beaten me viciously if I hadn’t made him cum, Mistress?”
“I’d have beaten you, but not that viciously.”
I felt like saying thank you, but I wasn’t sure why. A moderate beating didn’t seem like something I had to thank her for. I thought of something else.
“Thank you for not making me lick Jackie’s ass, Mistress.”
She smiled.
“You’re welcome. Elsa said you weren’t outright rude to her, more cocky.”
“I don’t even think I was that cocky, Mistress. She just doesn’t like me.”
“Why not?”
“No reason, Mistress. Some women just think I’m an asshole because I’m good looking.”
“Oh, I don’t think you're good looking.”
She smiled. I smiled back.
“I’m a little good looking, Mistress.”
“You’re moderately good looking. I wouldn’t say you’re full on good looking.”
I could tell she was trying not to laugh.
“Some women think I’m an asshole because I’m moderately good looking, Mistress. I’m not apologetic about who I am, so they think I need to be knocked down a peg.”
“If that happened to you all of your life, and often with the threat of violence, you’d understand a little of what it means to be black.”
I thought about that. I had never put that together.
“You were talking about how good looking you are.”
“Right, so I’m unbelievably good looking, and Jackie hates me, so she’s an asshole, and I don’t let it bother me, and that annoys her. So she complains about me to Elsa. But Elsa hasn’t punished me too harshly for it, Mistress.”
“She knows Jackie.”
“But she would have made me lick her asshole if you’d let her, Mistress. That was her idea.”
“Of course. Elsa’s a sadist. She likes making slaves do what most upsets them. Also, maybe you do need to be taken down a peg.”
“Do you really think so, Mistress?”
She had been laying on her back, staring at the ceiling. She turned when she realized I was serious.
“I think it’s hard to trust someone who jokes about being great. There’s a suspicion that maybe you really are full of yourself.”
“But you can tell I’m joking, Mistress, right?”
“No, not always. Sometimes it seems like you’re trying to make light of it, but deep down you believe it.”
“I don’t think I’m better than other people, Mistress.”
“You do a little.”
“If I see someone who’s an asshole, yes. But everyone feels that way. I don’t think I’m fundamentally better than other people. I think I’m analytically smarter than most people, but I’ve worked at that, and I was lucky to get that kind of brain. But I don’t think that that makes me superior to them. They may be emotionally smarter than I am, or socially smarter. Does that make sense, Mistress?”
“Yeah, I get it.”
“I think there’s a sense that-”
“Will!”
“Yes Mistress?”
“Shut up. It’s too early for you to go on and on about this.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Turn.”
I turned, and she pulled me into her and kissed me. Her hand trailed down to my chastity cage. She held it as she kissed my ear and whispered.
“You’ve been a good boy during your time here.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“I can feel a change in you.”
“How so, Mistress?”
My dick was trying to burst through the cage. I winced.
“You’re softer, less combative.”
“I’ve learned a lot, Mistress.”
“I know.”
She took her necklace off and unlocked me. My dick pulsed. She moved my hand to her sex, and I slowly stroked her. I could feel her wetness. I put my head in the crook of her neck and inhaled. She smelled so good. She pushed me onto my back and climbed on top of me. She rubbed herself slowly over my cock.
“Please Mistress!”
“Please what?”
“Please let me be inside you, Mistress.”
“You don’t get to cum.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
She lowered herself onto me. I groaned and clenched my pc muscle. I could have cum right then. She put her hands on my stomach and made small figure-eights with her pelvis.
“Oh Mistress.”
“You feel good, slave.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
I stared at her face. She had just called me slave. I knew she was just caught up in the moment, but it still made my heart jump. She was everything I wanted and needed. If she would have me, I would make her happy forever. I didn’t need anything else, only her.
We made love slowly, and when she came, she threw her head back and yelled. It wasn’t a huge orgasm, but she smiled widely afterward and kissed me. She slowly pulled off of me and rolled to her back.
“That was nice.”
“Just nice, Mistress?”
“A little more than nice.”
“Mistress, can I put my arms around you?”
“Yes.”
I scooted closer and held her, threading my bottom arm under her head. Her body was warm.
“I hope you accept me as your slave. I know I haven’t earned it yet. I’m just saying, being next to you, Mistress…I don’t know the words. I just want it to be like this.”
My eyes were wet. She gave me a slow kiss on the mouth, then pressed her forehead against mine.
“It’s not a decision I can make now, or even in the next month. All I can say is you’re doing well.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
I hadn’t expected her to say I was her slave, but I was still a little sad. I was in love with her, and everything she said had emotional weight. I wanted her to love me, but I knew the only way to get there was patience.
Downstairs I served everyone eggs and toast. Lyle, Matthew and their Mistresses were leaving after breakfast. It felt oddly nostalgic. I hadn’t had an actual conversation with either of them and didn’t particularly like Matthew, but the fact that we had suffered together made me feel like it was the end of something significant. Also, I’d sucked his dick.
The conversation centered around shifting back to real life and how to manage domination with work. Matthew was an artist, I discovered, and his Mistress worked in marketing for an art gallery. That was how they met. He was unsure how to manage slavery with the need to work when inspiration hit.
As breakfast was ending, Lyle’s Mistress stood.
“C’mon, Lyle. One last time before we leave.”
Lyle stood obediently and walked with his Mistress toward the back of the house.
After I cleaned, I found Kiara in my room.
“Do you know what goes on in the back of the house, Mistress?”
“Yes.”
I waited.
“It’s a hard limit of yours, so don’t worry.”
“Whatever it is, Mistress, it broke Matthew and Lyle.”
“Then you should thank me, because Elsa tried to talk me into letting her do it to you, too.”
“Really, Mistress?”
“She said it would be good for you.”
I knelt and kissed her feet.
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“You still have another week here. I may change my mind.”
I looked to see if she were joking. I couldn’t tell.
After breakfast, I worked in the fields, shirtless in the hot sun, while Mistress watched me under an umbrella. I stopped every so often to refill her glass of iced tea. When I was finished, she led me upstairs to my room.
“Would you like me to shower, Mistress.”
“No pet, I like you like this.” She put her face into my chest and inhaled deeply. Her hand went to the back of my neck and pulled me in for a kiss.
“Take your clothes off.”
I was naked quickly.
“Take my clothes off.”
I slid off her shoulder straps and unzipped her dress. It fell to her feet. I unclipped her bra with one hand. I kissed her, then sunk to my knees and pulled down her underwear. I could smell her arousal.
“Get my harness.”
It was in her bag at the foot of the bed. I held it as she stepped into it, then retrieved the lube and a condom as she tightened the straps.
“On your back.”
Mistress snaked her hands under my legs and held on to the top of my thighs. She pulled me toward her, until my ass was on the edge of the mattress.
“Look at me.”
Her eyelids fluttered as she pushed into me. I opened for her, easier this time. I studied her face: her eyes and her hair, her lips, the line of her jaw. I wrapped my legs around her waist as her dildo went deep into me.
“Ohhhhhh, Mistress.”
I put a hand on her hip when I couldn’t take it any deeper. She pulled out slightly and pushed in again, stopping before her hip hit my hand. She did it again, then gently took my wrist.
“Trust me.”
She put my wrist on the bed and began slowly moving in and out, sometimes pushing to my limit but never passed it. I accepted that she wouldn’t hurt me and relaxed. I let her thrusts rock my body backward and forward.
“Please kiss me, Mistress. Please.”
She leaned over and I rose up to meet her. She pushed her tongue inside my mouth. I wanted her to possess me, to own me fully. I wanted to do everything she said on impulse, without thought. I wanted to be her slave. I kept my eyes closed as I spoke softly.
“I’ll do anything for you, Mistress. Please make your slave. I’ll do everything you say.”
She sped up, thrusting into me harder. I stayed open as her orgasm crashed around her and she dug her nails into my side so hard that I was sure she broke skin.
She loosened the strap of her harness and let it fall to the floor. She climbed on the bed and lay on her back.
“Taste me, pet.”
I kissed my way down her stomach. I licked her opening slowly, bottom to top, then licked up the sides. She started moaning. I kept a steady pace of slow, hard licks. She was moving, lifting her butt off the bed and bringing it back down.
“Oh God!”
I moved to her clit, and she wrapped her legs around my head and squeezed. I thought I might pass out. I kept licking, feeling her strong thighs and her wetness. She came hard, screaming and yanking on the headboard so hard that I thought she would rip it free.
“Stay there.”
I lay with my head against her sex, breathing her in. If she would just let me serve her, I could make her feel like this forever.
We slept through lunch, waking up in the late afternoon. We showered together, and I washed Mistress reverently. Then we walked around the grounds and talked about things we liked and things our families did that informed how we saw the world. We talked about our favorite movies and books, and where we saw ourselves in ten years. It was nice just to talk to her. I hadn’t talked to anyone but Elsa the last three weeks, and conversations with her were always laced with the fear of violence.
“I hear you’re quite the exotic dancer.”
“I don’t want to brag, Mistress, but I did get a guy to cum.”
“Those were your cocksucking skills, not your dancing. But I heard you were better than expected.”
“Was that Mistress Annette?”
“Yes. She’s a trained dancer, and she’s danced go-go, so she knows what she’s talking about.”
“One day, hopefully, I’ll give you a lap dance.”
“Pet. You’re giving me a lap dance today.”
I smiled.
“Yes Mistress.”
“C’mon. I have to leave for home soon.”
Mistress watched me get dressed in my lap dance outfit: fishnet stockings and garter belt, bra and breast pads, curly wig.
“Would you like me to put on makeup, Mistress?”
“If you were working at a strip club, would you put on makeup?”
“I haven’t thought a lot about what I would do if I worked in a strip club, Mistress.”
She narrowed her eyes.
“I would, Mistress.”
“So put on your makeup.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“For this lap dance, I’m going to be a strip club owner, and you’re going to be a new girl, looking to get hired.”
“Got it. Do I have other motivations, Mistress? Am I looking to break into video?”
“You’re the school valedictorian who’s a secret slut.”
“I won’t even have to act.”
She went downstairs to wait for me while I prettied myself up. I found her in the living room.
“Hi, I hope I’m in the right place. Is this where the strip club auditions are?”
“Hi gorgeous. Come on over.”
I walked toward her. She leaned forward and stroked my leg.
“Turn around.”
I turned, and she ran her hand over my ass and between my legs.
“You’ve got a nice ass.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“I’m sir.”
“Thank you, sir.”
She stroked my cock.
“Dance for me, beautiful.”
“Yes, Sir.”
I put on my music and walked around her, trailing my fingers across her shoulders. I knelt and ran my nails down her arms, then blew on the back of her neck. She laughed. I moved in front of her and shook my hips back and forth. I ran my hands over my body. I leaned forward and put my breasts in her face. She reached between my legs.
“Good girl.”
I turned and bent forward, showing her my ass. I went to my knees and tried to pulse, but my back was too tight.
“Oof. That move needs work.”
I pushed myself up and sat on her lap. I moved my hips in slow circles. I dipped my head quickly, sending my hair over her face. She grabbed me around the waist.
“Keep moving those hips.”
“Yes sir.”
I ground into her lap, then as the song wound down, stood and turned around. I bent forward one more time and gave my butt a light slap. I turned back around and put my thumb in my mouth.
“Come here.”
I walked toward her.
“Kneel.”
She rubbed my cheek.
“Are you ready for the real audition?”
She put her hand into her skirt and pulled out her strapon. She must have slipped it on when I was putting on my makeup. She grabbed the back of my head and pulled me toward her cock. I put my hands on her thighs and kissed the tip. I looked into her eyes.
“That’s right. Show me you want this job.”
I held the base of her cock and ran my tongue around the tip. Mistress made satisfied moaning sounds and kept pressure on the back of my head. I sunk down halfway, then got into a steady rhythm, pulling out until just my lips were stretched over the head, then sinking down until I could feel it in the back of my throat. I thought about how Mistress wanted this, and how doing it was making her happy.
“Good slut.”
Mistress pushed on my head with both hands, gagging me with her cock. I pulled off and coughed. She laughed, then stood and grabbed the base of the dildo. With her other hand she held my chin, pushing it back so I looked up at her. She slapped me with her dildo, moving it all over my face before putting it back in my mouth.
“I’m going to cum!”
She thrusted.
“Ungh! Ungh! Ununununununununnnghh!”
I started laughing. I didn’t mean to break character, but she was being ridiculous. She started laughing, too, and soon we couldn’t stop. I lay down on my back and just let go and laughed, big guffaws that set my chest and stomach pulsing. It felt so good. Mistress was laughing, too. Finally she got down next to me. I saw her face above mine.
“You’re hired.”
We laughed again. She put her hand on my chest and lay next to me, resting her head on my shoulder.
I made us a small dinner, and we sat together and talked.
“I’ll be back up in four days, pet. In the meantime, I’ve asked Elsa to be especially harsh with you while I’m gone. She’s going to test you. Be ready.”
I waited for the wave of dread to roll through me, but it didn’t come. I would just do whatever Ms. Elsa wanted, take whatever punishment she wanted to give me. I made it this far. If it meant Mistress might accept me as her slave, I would do whatever she said. After dinner, I knelt and kissed Mistress’ feet. I sat up and she ran her fingers through my hair. She had a playful look in her eyes.
“You haven’t cum today, pet. Don’t you want to?”
“Of course I do, Mistress. But if you want me to cum you’ll tell me to.”
She looked at me. I think she was trying to figure out if I was just telling her what she wanted to hear. Honestly, I spoke without thinking. Mistress controlled my orgasms. Thinking about cumming or hoping for it wasn’t going to do me any good.
“So if I said you can’t cum, you’d be ok with that?”
“It depends on your definition of ok, Mistress. If you don’t want me to cum then I won’t cum, and I’ll still want to be your slave more than anything else in the world.”
She smiled.
“I’m going to let you cum.”
“Thank you, Mistress.”
“Masturbate on my foot. When you’re done, lick it all up.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
After Mistress left, I went upstairs to my room. Elsa wasn’t around, so I put myself to bed.




Chapter 21 – Day 23

I was standing by my bed when Elsa came into my room. I bent over a little as I felt an ache in my testicles. Sometime in the middle of last week, my balls started aching right when Elsa entered my room in the morning. They knew what was coming. Elsa was wearing a green, Victorian dress. She looked almost cheery. That worried me.
“Open.”
Elsa roughly inspected my mouth.
“On your back.”
She squeezed my cock, then pulled back the foreskin. She rubbed the head of my cock with her dry hand, which hurt a lot. She took my right testicle between her thumb and index finger and squeezed until I cried out.
“Be quiet!”
“Sorry, Ms. Elsa.”
She moved to the left testicle and repeated the process. I put my hand over my mouth as I moaned in pain.
“Turn over.”
She took a long time inspecting my asshole. I waited, chest against the bed, holding my butt cheeks apart as she pushed in and out. Finally, she was satisfied. I put on my maid’s uniform and made breakfast.
After I was done cleaning, I knelt with my forehead on the floor.
“I know Kiara told you I would be stern with you this week.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
“Do you know why she asked me to increase your pain and humiliation?”
“No Ms. Elsa. I don’t need to know why.”
She didn’t answer. She exhaled irritably, then walked over to the sofa and picked up her cane.
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
CRACK!
“AAAAHHHHH!”
“Shut up!”
I breathed rapidly. I kept my forehead on the floor.
“Do you know why you were beaten?”
“No Ms. Elsa.”
“Because you talk too much. You’re too concerned with letting me know how smart you are. If I ask you a yes or no question, answer yes or no. Don’t brag about how you don’t need to know why.”
“I’m sorry Ms. Elsa. I meant it!”
“You thought if you told me how good a slave you were that I would be impressed. You’re trying to control things, still. You wonder why people don’t trust you: this is why, because much of what you say is inauthentic.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
I hadn’t told her that people didn’t trust me, but that actually had happened before. How was she able to figure out everything about me?
“Your Mistress asked me to be strict with you because this might be your last week here, and she wants to rid you of some of your worst habits. I will see that that happens.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
Wait. What did she mean by “might be” my last week?
“We’re going to play a game in the mornings. You will choose a piece of paper from a bowl, and that paper will describe a training method for the day. You will then choose two more pieces of paper. One will specify an implement, such as the paddle or the rubber strap. The other will give a number. That’s how many times I will beat you.”
That didn’t sound like a game.
“Come. Crawl.”
She patted her hip. I crawled after her to the couch. Three ceramic bowls sat on top of the coffee table. Inside each of them were folded up pieces of paper. She nodded to the bowl on the left and I picked a piece of paper and unfolded it. On it was the number 30.
“30 lashes, William.”
She nodded to the middle bowl. I picked a piece of paper.
“The leather belt.”
She nodded to the third.
“The cage.”
That wasn’t so bad. I could deal with being in the cage for a little while. She stood and patted her hip.
“Come.”
She walked to the kitchen. I followed.
“Get a glass and fill it with water.”
I did.
“Drink it.”
“Again.”
There was half a pot of coffee. She nodded to it.
“Finish that.”
I realized what the cage meant. I looked at Ms. Elsa. She saw that I understood. I thought I saw her smile for the briefest of moments. When I finished the pot of coffee and my third glass of water, Ms. Elsa took me downstairs. She took out a square of fabric, a butt plug and a jar of lube.
“Lie down.”
She put on a rubber glove and lubed up her fingers.
“You should be able to handle this. Relax and breathe.”
She pushed the plug into me, then rubbed cream on my genitals and sealed the fabric around me. She led me by the collar to my cage and had me wait in front of the door on my knees. She went to the cabinet and came back with a tablespoon and a bottle of castor oil. She poured a spoonful.
“Open.”
I peed myself five times in the three hours I was in there. When Ms. Elsa let me out, she wrapped my underwear around my face and tied me to the spanking bench for 30 lashes with the belt. When she was finished, she went upstairs, leaving me with my underwear on my face. She waited an hour before coming down to untie me.
In the afternoon, I worked in the office before coming back and working out. I was starving, as Ms. Elsa hadn’t given me lunch. She prepared rice with broccoli and cauliflower, then dumped it on the floor in front of her chair. She mashed her feet into it.
“Eat, William.”
That night, Ms. Elsa tied me face down to my bed. I kept my focus on my breath. If I could avoid latching onto fear, I’d be a lot happier. She lay something on my butt: the rubber strap. Shit. She pulled the chair closer to me. She opened the Maid’s Manual to a random page.
“What do you use to clean a wood floor?”
“White vinegar and water, Ms. Elsa.”
She turned to another page.
“When cooking, what’s the ratio of water to rice?”
“Two to one.”
She turned to another page.
“How do you remove a blood stain from clothing?”
“Is it new or set in, Ms. Elsa?”
“Set in.”
“Soak in white vinegar and then rub the stain as you rinse under cool water. Repeat if necessary.”
She asked me seven more questions, all of which I got right.
“How do you clean suede?”
That wasn’t in the manual. I actually knew it, though. My roommate at college, the chef, had a suede jacket, and one day he spilled something on it and had to clean it. I was about to answer, but then I thought about it: Ms. Elsa knew what was in the Maid’s Manual, so she knew cleaning suede wasn’t in there. She must want to hit me with the rubber strap. She wouldn’t have asked me a question that wasn’t in the manual for any other reason.
“I don’t know, Ms. Elsa.”
“That’s too bad, William. I’m going to give you four lashes.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
WHAP!
“AAAHHHHH!!”
WHAP!
WHAP!
WHAP!”
A part of me wanted Ms. Elsa to know that I had sacrificed myself for her, and for a moment the need to tell her was like a physical craving. I kept my mouth shut, though. It was better to just know that I had done it.
The physical desire disappeared after a few moments, replaced with a feeling of pride in my chest. That I had pleased Ms. Elsa without needing to be recognized made me happy, happier than I would have been had I told her.
Ms. Elsa eventually untied me, and I sank to my knees.
“Do you know why you were punished?”
“Yes Ms. Elsa. I was punished because I didn’t remember how to clean suede and because I haven’t kept up on my studies.”
“Do better, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
I leaned forward and kissed her feet.
“Thank you for correcting me, Ms. Elsa.”
“Get in bed.”
She tucked me in.
“On Thursday, your Mistress is coming back, and she and I will talk about whether you’re to be released back to her or stay on.”
I tilted my head.
“I didn’t know staying on was an option, Ms. Elsa.”
“I don’t send slaves back to their owners if they’re not ready, and I’m not convinced you’re ready, William. Neither is your Mistress.”
“How long would I stay here, Ms. Elsa?”
“As long as needed. We would start with a week, but if that’s not enough, you could be here another month.”
My mouth hung open. I couldn’t take another week of this, let alone a month. She wasn’t serious, was she?
“Be a good slave, William, and I’ll communicate as such to your Mistress.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”




Chapter 22 – Day 24

My balls started to ache as Ms. Elsa came into the room. She roughly inspected my mouth, then took off my chastity cage and squeezed my balls until I was sweating and pleading with her to stop.
“Turn over. On the bed, on your knees.”
I kept my forehead on the bed and spread my butt cheeks apart as she put on her rubber glove and lubed up. She grabbed around the base of my scrotum with her left hand and brought the index finger of her right to my asshole. Instead of pushing inside me, though, she ran the tip of her finger over my opening.
“Unngh.”
She tightened the grip on my scrotum and pulled, not enough to hurt, but enough to keep me from moving forward. She went back to tickling the rim of my asshole. I had gotten a lot better at taking pain in my three weeks here, but I wasn’t used to dealing with pleasure. I started panting as the tingling sensations traveled up my spine. I pushed myself back, trying to get her fingers inside me, but she pulled them away and gave my testicles a quick, hard squeeze.
“I’m sorry Ms. Elsa. I’m sorry! I won’t do that again!”
She went back to tickling my asshole.
“Ungh…ungh…ungh…ungh.”
She pushed the tip of her index finger harder against me and held it there. My cock got hard, and I wondered what I looked like, bent over on the bed, forehead down, holding my buttcheeks apart. Ms. Elsa straightened up and took off her glove.
“Go meditate, William. Then make breakfast.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
After breakfast, I cleaned and received my lecture. Then I knelt in front of the coffee table and the three bowls. I pulled out a piece of paper and Ms. Elsa unfolded it. She showed it to me.
“20.”
She nodded to the next bowl.
“The cane.”
She stared at me. I think she was testing to see if I’d grab a piece of paper from the third bowl without her telling me. I didn’t. Finally, she nodded. I handed her a piece of paper. She unfolded it and showed it to me. It just said, “piss.”
She stood up and patted her hip.
“Come.”
I started to follow her. She stopped.
“Go in front of me. Walk upstairs to the bathroom.”
I knew she was watching my walk. I made sure I was rolling from my heel through my foot, and that I was smiling.”             
When we got to the bathroom, Ms. Elsa started unbuttoning her jacket. 
“Take off your clothes. Lay in the tub.”
She took off her underwear, then got in the tub and squatted over my face.
“Open.”
She stuffed her underwear in my mouth.
“Keep your mouth open.”
Her piss was bitter and foul, and it tasted a little like coffee.
“Keep swallowing.”
She filled my mouth several times, then peed all over my face and hair before coating my body. Afterward, I was allowed to towel off but not shower, and I kept her piss-soaked underwear in my mouth for the next three hours while I worked in the fields.
I came inside for lunch around noon. Ms. Elsa was waiting for me. She didn’t look happy.
SLAP!
SLAP!
She forehanded and backhanded me. I waited. She held her hand out, palm up, and I removed her underwear from my mouth and handed it to her.
“What happened this morning?”
“I made breakfast, Ms. Elsa. I picked three pieces of paper from a bowl-”
“Then what?”
“You peed on me.”
“And did you thank me?”
“I…no, Ms. Elsa. I didn’t. I apologize.”
“Instead of 20 cane strokes, you get 40.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
She took me downstairs and tied me to the spanking bench. The pain was intense, but I was able to stay relaxed through most of it. At the end, though, I tightened up. When she untied me, I slumped to the ground and kissed her feet.
“Thank you for correcting me, Ms. Elsa. And thank you for peeing on me this morning.”
“Keep going.”
I continued kissing her feet and thanking her, until she led me upstairs to make lunch.
It had been nerve-racking here the first three weeks, worried that at any moment Ms. Elsa would find something wrong with my work and punish me. But at least there were other people to take some of her attention. Now it was just me. I felt overwhelmed for a moment, until I realized I was worrying about something out of my control. I just had to do things right; the rest wasn’t up to me. I cleaned the entire downstairs, then served turkey sandwiches and spinach for lunch.
“Give me your plate.”
She put it on the floor beneath her, then took off her skirt and underwear. She squatted down and peed on my lunch.
“Pick up your plate. Then sit at the table and eat.”
I worked in the fields in the afternoon, hauling a huge delivery of soil from the side of the house back to the flower garden. It was hot and sweaty work, but it felt great to use my muscles. My butt was sore, but manageable.
Around mid afternoon, Ms. Elsa found me as I was bringing back the empty wheelbarrow. She pointed to the ground, and I lay on my back. She hiked up her dress and squatted over me. She wasn’t wearing underwear.
“Open.”
She peed in my mouth. I swallowed as fast as I could, but her piss spilled out over my cheeks. When she was finished, she stood up, lowered her dress and walked away without a word.
That night at dinner, Ms. Elsa didn’t pee on my food, for which I was grateful. I spent the evening serving as her footstool as she read. Later, she tucked me into bed. I kissed her cheek, thanked her again for peeing on me and said goodnight.




Chapter 23 – Day 25

Ms. Elsa didn’t penetrate me this morning, either. She just ran her fingertip along the rim of my asshole as I moaned. At one point I lost control.
“Please, Ms. Elsa! Please push inside me!”
She didn’t. She kept teasing me as I rocked back and forth, pressing my chest into the bedspread.
After breakfast, cleaning and my lecture, I knelt in front of the three bowls. I handed Ms. Elsa the first slip of paper.
“10”
Thank God!
“Rubber strap.”
I pulled out a slip of paper from the third bowl and handed it to her. She read it, then showed it to me.
“Jackie.”
I didn’t know what that meant. I imagined nothing good. She took out her phone and sent a text.
Two minutes later, Jackie came into the house. She was a little out of breath: she must have sprinted here. She was wearing sweatpants and a t-shirt. She looked ragged.
“When was the last time you showered, Jacqueline?”
“Three days ago, Ms. Elsa.”
“Go downstairs and ride the exercise bike for 30 minutes. Then come back up.”
This didn’t bode well. Jackie took off downstairs.
“Lean over the couch, William.”
I heard Ms. Elsa walk downstairs, obviously to retrieve the rubber strap. I stared at the couch cushions. When she came upstairs, she put her hand on my lower back.
“Be brave for me, William.”
“Yes Ms. Elsa.”
WHAP!
No warmup.
WHAP!
I focused on my breath and on keeping as relaxed as possible. Just breathe. It’s only sensation.
WHAP!
“Unngh!”
WHAP!
WHAP!
WHAP!
“Oh, fuck!”
WHAP!
WHAP!
WHAP!
WHAP!
I exhaled in short, rapid bursts, trying to spread the pain throughout my body. It still hurt like crazy, but it was more manageable this time. Ms. Elsa rubbed my butt.
“That was good, William.”
“Thank you, Ms. Elsa.”
“Get a towel and place it on the rug.”
I hustled upstairs and came back down with a towel. I placed it where she said.
“Kneel. Forehead on the floor.”
I waited. Eventually, Jackie came back upstairs.
“Take off your clothes, Jacqueline, then on your back and spread your legs.”
I heard Jackie walk over toward me. She peeled off her sweaty clothes and got down on her back.
“Hold yourself behind the knees.”
It suddenly became clear what I would be doing.
“William, get between Jackie’s legs and lick her vagina.”
If Ms. Elsa were telling me to do it, Mistress had ok’d it. I got down on my knees and moved between Jackie’s legs. Oh God! She smelled like hadn’t showered for longer than three days! She was really pungent. I looked up at Jackie. She was scrunching up her face, with her eyes closed, as if she were getting a gynecological exam from the world’s creepiest doctor. I started licking her thighs, lapping up the sweat. Jackie didn’t say anything or react in any way.
“Move to her lips, William. Jackie, smile…good, now reach down and pull the skin from around your clitoris.”
I kissed inward as Jackie placed her index fingers on both sides of her clit and pulled outward. I gave her pussy a tentative lick, then a harder one. I kept licking.
“William, push inside her.”
I did. Jackie’s leg kicked and she groaned, then quickly shut her mouth. I licked up toward her clit. I don’t think she wanted to like it, but she did. I kept licking around her clit, paying attention to the spots that got the biggest reaction.
“On her clit, William. I want you to make her cum. Jackie…don’t you dare!”
I found her clit and licked. She closed her eyes tightly and turned her head to the side. I kept licking. She twitched a bit, and I knew I had found a spot she liked. After a minute, she moaned.
“Ohhhhh!”
She shook her head and started exhaling rapidly. I licked without speeding up or pressing harder. Her hips started to shake.
“No…NO!”
She grabbed her head with her hands as her body quivered. She was strong, and I had to brace her hips with my hands. I kept licking as she squirmed and made little squeaking noises.
“Fuck me! No! NO! Fuck!”
Elsa walked over and looked down at Jackie.
“Don’t you dare!”
“Ohhhhunnnnnnnggooooooohhhhhhhhh!”
Jackie’s body shook and spasmed as she came. I lightened my strokes but kept licking.
“Noooo!”
“That’s enough, William. Crawl to me.”
I crawled to Ms. Elsa’s side. She looked at her feet and I kissed them. Jackie had curled into a ball on her side.
“Jacqueline, retrieve your underwear and wipe yourself.”
Jackie lifted herself up and crawled to get her underwear. She wiped around her groin and handed them to Ms. Elsa. She put them over my face so that the back was over my nose and mouth. It smelled like body odor and worse.
“Go back to the office, Jackie. I’ll deal with you later.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
She sounded upset.
“You’re working in the fields again, William.”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
I worked in the fields straight through until 6pm, when Ms. Elsa called me in to make dinner. That evening, I practiced giving Ms. Elsa a lap dance. She criticized my performance and made me do my routine over and over again, occasionally beating me with the crop for mistakes. I didn’t let it bother me, though. I flipped my hair and pursed my lips like I was auditioning for the best strip club in the world. Finally, just before 10pm, Ms. Elsa tucked me into bed. I was exhausted, and as soon as the lights went out, I fell asleep.




Chapter 24 – Day 26

Mistress was coming today! I could take almost anything knowing she’d be here soon. Ms. Elsa teased my asshole again. I was so desperate for her to penetrate me that I moaned and pleaded almost non-stop.
Ms. Elsa sat on the couch as I picked from the three bowls.
“50”
“Hand”
“Anise”
Ms. Elsa smiled. I’m not sure I had ever seen her smile. I waited for her to explain to me what Anise meant, but she didn’t. I’d find out later. She patted her lap.
“Come.”
I placed myself over her legs and she rubbed my butt. She gave me soft strokes with her fingers. It felt almost loving. She brought her finger to my asshole and pressed lightly. My dick tried to get hard in its cage.
“You’ve been very good this week, William. And I know you’re going to be good this evening, aren’t you?”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
“Good girl.”
She spanked me, softly at first to warm me up, then with increasing force. By the time she got into the 40s, she was really whacking me. I just focused on my breath, and I felt the pain without grabbing hold of it. It was over before I knew it, and Ms. Elsa rubbed my ass.
“You’re working in the office today. Go change.”
I thought Jackie might be insufferable since I had eaten her out, but she seemed embarrassed and wouldn’t look me in the eyes. She seemed almost depressed. She was less hostile, though, so that was a plus.
“Ms. Elsa said you’ll be shadowing me today.”
“Yes Ms. Jackie.”
I wondered if she were worried I might replace her. I wouldn’t put it past Ms. Elsa to play with Jackie and let her think she might be replaced. But Jackie had to know I wasn’t staying, right? Maybe not. I thought again about what Ms. Elsa had said about keeping me here. I hadn’t thought she was serious, but what if she was? What if Mistress didn’t want me, but Ms. Elsa did?
“This way.”
I followed Jackie around the office as she explained the particulars of her day. I stopped thinking about possibly staying here longer and focused on what Jackie was saying. One of the bonuses of all the meditation was that I could focus for longer. But something else had happened in my time here, as well. I was able to reduce my need to know everything. Before, I wanted to know what everyone thought and why. Why did they act that way? What was going to happen? When would I get what I wanted? Being able to drop all that and just stay in the present made things better. I felt happier and less wound up, which was odd considering how many times I’d been beaten and peed on.
When I got back to the house around 5pm, Mistress was waiting for me. I dropped to my knees and kissed her feet. It felt like I was smiling with my whole body.
“It’s wonderful to see you, Mistress.”
“Eyes down, pet.”
“Yes, Mistress.”
I stared at her feet.
“Come, walk with me.”
We went outside. It was still bright, but the temperature was mild, and Mistress took my hand in hers.
“How has the week been?”
“Difficult.”
“Humiliating?”
“It’s weird, but I don’t think about it so much like that anymore.”
“Really?”
“A little, but it’s gotten normalized, her peeing in my food and sticking her finger in my butt. I can think about it as humiliating and suffer, or I can just roll with it. Besides, she doesn’t think any less of me for it, at least I don’t think so.”
“She doesn’t.”
She was silent for a moment.
“How was giving Jackie head?”
I was pretty sure she was smiling.
“She was really rank.”
“I heard.”
“I didn’t think you wanted me to do that.”
“Elsa has all of her slaves tested regularly, so I was confident she was clean.”
“She seemed embarrassed about it when I saw her today. I’d have thought she’d feel smug about me licking her pussy.”
“She hadn’t been given permission to cum, so she was punished pretty severely for that. Also, she liked it more than she wanted to, so she’s struggling with it.”
I shrugged.
“You’re really good at sex.”
I kept my eyes down.
“Thank you.”
“No cocky comment?”
“I’d rather not get beaten.”
We walked a little ways in silence.
“It won’t be like that with me, if we do make it. I like a little cockiness now and then. You get to joke with me and have a personality.”
I nodded. Mistress took my hand in hers.
“C’mon, it’s time eat. You’ll need your energy for Anise.”
After dinner, I changed into my lap dance outfit. Mistress came with me. She was really cheery. When I was done with my makeup, she all but dragged me downstairs.
A king-size bed had been moved into the room, in between the stairs and where Elsa sat on the couch, talking with a tall, good-looking black woman. As I got closer, I realized that she was a transsexual. She wore a sleeveless dress that came down to her mid-thigh and showed off her muscular arms. She was wearing dark red lipstick and had large breasts. She looked up as I came closer.
“Hi sexy. I hear you’re going to dance for me.”
“Yes Ma’am.”
She waved me over.
“Come here. I want to see that ass.”
“You have to wait for the dance, gorgeous.”
I smiled as I said it. She looked surprised for a second, then cracked up laughing. Mistress thought it was funny, too. I felt her hand on my shoulder.
“Pet, you’re to give Anise a lap dance, then she’s going to use you as she wishes.”
“Yes Mistress.”
“Are you ready, William?”
“Yes, Ms. Elsa.”
Anise stood and moved to a chair in front of the sofa, perpendicular to Mistress and Ms. Elsa. She smiled and blew me a kiss.
“Here we go.”
The music started, and I ran my hands seductively down my chest, over my fake boobs and down my stomach. I rocked my hips back and forth, then moved them in a circle.
“That’s nice.”
I smiled at Anise, then got on my hands and knees and crawled to her. I put my hands on her thighs and looked in her eyes. I licked my lips, then pushed up to my feet and did a slow circle around her. I ran my hands over her shoulders and down her arms. I took a chance and rubbed her breasts.
“You’re just going for it. Ok.”
I came around and straddled her leg, rubbing myself on her thigh. I wrapped my arms around her neck. I let her feel me through her stockings, then stood up and turned around, showing her my ass. I shook it back and forth. I looked over my shoulder. Anise had turned to Mistress.
“Did you teach him this?”
“He taught himself.”
“God damn!”
I put her hands on my butt and swayed back and forth. Then I did my signature move: I bent over, legs straight, showing Anise my ass. As I straightened up, I kept eye contact and slowly ran my hand up my leg. I kept my face super serious — it almost makes me laugh every time I do it.
I moved my hips back and forth as the song ended.
Anise clapped, then ran her hand up my thigh and held my cock.
“That was really sexy, Will.”
“Thanks, Ms. Anise. I’ve been practicing.”
“I can tell. Why don’t you get back on your knees.”
I sunk to my knees. She lifted her skirt up, then reached down into her stockings and pulled out her cock. It was half hard, and big, over seven inches and thick. I hoped it didn’t get any bigger. I put my hands on her thighs. She looked down at me.
“You’re going to do what I say. Understand?”
“Yes Ma’am.”
“Open your mouth.”
She held the base of her cock and ran the tip along my lips. Her other hand went to the back of my head. I looked over at Mistress. She was leaning forward, watching us with her mouth slightly open.
“Kiss it.”
I slowly kissed the tip of her cock, then kissed down the shaft. I pressed her cock against her stomach and kissed her balls. I licked them, then I licked my way up her shaft.
“That’s good. Keep doing that.”
I licked and kissed her big cock as it got fully erect. It was the size of the biggest dildo I had put in my ass. I was pretty sure I was going to get fucked, and I said a silent prayer for my sphincter to stay relaxed.
Anise’s hand tightened on the back of my head, and she guided her cock into my mouth. I closed my lips around it and moved down until it pushed against the back of my throat. I pulled out and kept my tongue just below the head, then moved it slowly back and forth.
“Oh, that feels good!”
She looked at Mistress.
“You didn’t teach him that either, I guess?”
“Somebody else must have taught him that.”
Anise leaned her head back. I continued sucking as she lightly scratched the side of my head with her fingernails. My dick was hard. I looked up at Anise. She smiled at me, then pushed me off of her cock.
“Get on the bed. You’re getting fucked.”
She tapped my face with her cock.
“Yes Ma’am.”
Ms. Elsa handed Anise a jar of lube and a large-sized condom. She slipped out of her dress and walked over in just her bra, stockings and high heels. I could see her abdominal muscles. She unsnapped my garters and pulled down my underwear. She put her hands beneath my thighs and pulled me forcefully down to the edge of the mattress. She put my hand on my cock.
“Touch yourself."
I stroked my cock as Anise put on her condom. She dipped a finger into the lube and spread it on my asshole. I moaned. It had been a while since I had anything in my ass, and Ms. Elsa had teased me over the last three days. Anise spread my legs apart.
“Are you ready for me, sexy?”
I nodded. She pressed the tip of her cock against my asshole. I relaxed as best I could. Anise pressed harder and her head popped inside me.
“Ohhhh.”
She waited for me to calm down, then gently pushed into me. It felt good to get penetrated again. I moaned softly.
“That’s a good slut.”
She went slowly, just pushing in a little at a time. I wondered if she were an escort. She knew how to go slowly and keep me relaxed.
I pressed my hand against her hip when she’d gone in as far as I could take. She understood and pulled slightly out. She gave me little thrusts that moved my body backwards without penetrating me further. I felt so full. I looked up at the ceiling as I felt the sheets against my back and her hands on my hips. Anise got into a rhythm, spreading me wider with each thrust. I concentrated on the sensations in my asshole. After a few minutes, she pulled out.
“Turn over.”
Her voice was deep and guttural. I got onto all fours, and she climbed on the bed behind me. She put the head of her cock against my asshole and pushed, but it slipped up and off. I reached back and spread my butt cheeks. She tried again, this time successfully. I moaned as her cock went deep inside me. She held my hips and started thrusting. I could hear her breath. I looked over at Mistress. Her eyes were full of lust. She got up from the couch and walked over, climbing onto the bed. She dipped her head and brought her lips to mine. She pressed her tongue into my mouth. I moaned.
“You’re such a dirty slut, pet.”
“Only for you, Mistress.”
She held my chin and looked in my eyes as Anise pushed far into me. I winced.
“Stay relaxed, slave.”
“Yes Mistress.”
Anise kept a slow, steady rhythm. Mistress pulled off her dress.
“Put him on his back.”
Anise pulled out and turned me over. She held my legs up. I looked at Mistress, pulling down her underwear, as Anise plunged into me.
“Ohhhhh.”
Mistress straddled my head and lowered herself to my mouth. I licked her slowly, exploring all around her opening with my tongue.
“Ohhhh, Will.”
I shut out all thoughts and just focused on the sensations: my asshole being filled, Mistress’ taste, her smell, the way she felt. I felt like I could read her perfectly, and I knew what she was going to like and exactly how to do it.
“Oh, fuck, slave!”
I took my time. I wasn’t sure how long Anise would fuck me. She was pulling herself almost all the way out and then thrusting in. I moved up to Mistress’ clit and she pinched my nipples hard. I could hear Anise grunting. She was saying something, but I couldn’t hear with Mistress on top of me. I sucked her clit into my mouth and flicked it with my tongue. I found a spot on the upper right curve of her clit that made her buck her hips. Anise pushed into me and held it.
“Fuck yes!”
I felt her dick pulsating as she came in the condom inside me.

“Oh fuck!”
Mistress was next. She was breathing heavily and rocking back and forth. My face was wet with her.
“Oh, slave! Oh my God!”
She shook, almost like she was being shocked with a live wire.
“Oh-hh-hh-hh-hh-hh-hh-hh-hh-hh!”
She pushed away from me and rolled onto her side. Anise had pulled out and was leaning back on her elbows. I stared at the ceiling. Mistress rolled back over and smiled.
“Oh slave! You make me so happy.”
I smiled.
“Mistress?”
“Yes, pet?”
“Will you kiss me?”
She kissed me, then took my cock in her hand and slowly stroked me. I got hard right away, and Mistress climb on top of me. She guided me inside her, and slowly sunk down to my waist. She didn’t move for a minute. She just looked down at me. Her face was sweaty, and she looked radiant. She started moving, just her hips rocking forward and back. I looked up at her and my heart ached.
“I love you, Mistress.”
We made love slowly, delicately. And in the end we came together.
Anise gave me a hug and a big kiss goodbye, and Ms. Elsa gave me a rare compliment on how well I did. Mistress led me upstairs and we got into bed. I was exhausted, and my ass was sore.
“Are you ok, pet?”
“Yes, Mistress. Couldn’t be better.”
“You look like you’re going to pass out. Would you like to talk about everything tomorrow.”
I yawned.
“Yes, Mistress. Thanks. Good night.”
She smiled, then gave me a kiss.
“Good night, pet.”
We slept in each other’s arms.
The next morning I felt a blast of worry go through me. I got up and started pacing. I couldn’t stay still. Eventually, Mistress stirred. She saw I wasn’t in bed and sat up.
“Can we talk, Mistress?”
“Of course, pet. What is it?”
“I’m worried that last night…”
I couldn’t find the words.
“Come sit on the bed, pet.”
She took my hands in hers. I took a deep breath.
“I’m worried that last night changed things, Mistress.”
“Changed things how?”
“How you think of me…”
I looked down.
“That you don’t think of me as…as a man, Mistress.”
“Look at me, pet…Why would I think you were less of a man?”
“Because… because I let a tranny- is that an ok thing to call her, Mistress?”
“I don’t know. Just call her Anise.”
“Because I let Anise fuck me, Mistress.”
“Why would I think that made you less of a man? Lots of straight guys get fucked by transsexuals.”
“Lots, Mistress?”
“Who do you think goes to transsexual escorts? Women don’t. Neither do gay guys.”
“Really, Mistress?
“If we want dick, we’ll just go get dick. It’s straight guys that keep that market afloat.”
I wasn’t in the mood to think about that now.
“But do you think of me differently?” I tried to get to the essence of what I was feeling. It took a moment to find it. Mistress waited patiently. “I want to be your lover, Mistress. I want to be your slave, as well, but a slave you love, and I’m afraid you can’t think of me that way now. That you’re going to find someone else to have sex with and to love.”
She looked at me kindly, then reached up and held my cheek.
“I think of you differently because you submitted to me fully. You weren’t trying to control things. You did as told, even though it wasn’t something you would have done on your own. And you allowed yourself to take pleasure from it. That was really hot, and it attracts me to you, more.”
“Really, Mistress?”
“What do you think I’m looking for in a guy?”
“I don’t know, Mistress.”
“You have an idea.”
She rubbed her hand through my hair.
“I’m seeing now that you can serve me that way I need to be served. You’re someone I could be with long term, as my lover and my slave. I’m not saying we’re there yet, but I think you can be that person.”
I exhaled, and a small knot of worry untangled in my chest.
“I know you have a definition of manliness and what you think women want, but I’m not like that. I have different standards. I want a man who can give himself fully to me, who can be my slave. You did that.”
I sat back against the headboard and looked at the ceiling. I didn’t know what to say. I could feel thoughts running through my head, but I didn’t want to focus on any of them. I felt tears well up in my eyes.
“Hey.”
She lightly punched my arm.
“I like you. Ok?”
I smiled.
“Ok.”
We left that evening. We spent the day walking around the Farm. I looked at everything with the comfort of knowing that my ordeal here was over and that I had made it through. Ms. Elsa took off my collar, smiled and hugged me goodbye. She told me that if I ever need a refresher I could come back anytime. I wondered if that were a joke.
Mistress told me I was moving in with her, but to keep my apartment because there would be times she would send me away. I smiled as we drove along the highway back home. I kept my eyes down, as ordered, and stared out the window or at her pretty feet. The day was cool and the air through window felt great against my face. I relaxed back in the passenger seat and smiled. I didn’t know what it would be like as Mistress’ slave, or if it would even work out, but I would find out in time. All I knew now is that I was where I wanted to be, with the most wonderful woman in the world, and for the first time in as long as I could remember, I was content.
THE END
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