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It was a warm Friday afternoon, and I was enjoying the Spring air coming through the open windows and the sounds of Ella Fitzgerald from the stereo. School had ended early at noon, marking the beginning of Brookvine’s two-week Spring Break. Most students had already left for home or whatever exotic location their parents were flying them off to. 

Many teachers would leave this evening as well. But not me. I had plans, but they involved staying put. I had work to do here. 

The phone rang: Nancy, President of the Board of Brookvine, no doubt telling me that they were accepting my request for funds to start a women’s leadership training course and to admit more girls from underprivileged families. 

“Hello Nancy.” 

“Dora. I trust you’re doing well.” 

“As always. You?” 

“Splendid. Can you guess what I’m about to tell you?” 

“My requests have been granted?” 

“Yes. Congratulations.” 

I smiled. I was almost positive I would get the funds I needed, but one never knew, and hearing it was still a thrill. 

I thought about what I could do with my training courses. Not only would I train women to be leaders, but I would teach them how to train other women the same skills. If I trained 20 dominant women a year, and each of them trained 20 women, and each of them trained 20 women, in no time we’d have tens of thousands of dominant women. We could affect change the world over and finally stop humanity’s ignorant slide toward destruction. What a mess men had made of the world! How stupid they were, with their fragile egos and their wounded pride. It would be a much better world with women in charge. Not that there weren’t stupid women, as well, waving their placards, screaming and cheering for the male politicians who wanted to strip them of their rights, control them, turn them back into second class citizens. Idiots. I could change that, though. I could make a difference. 

“There’s something else.” 

Nancy’s voice brought me back to the present. I knew that tone. I wasn’t going to like this. 

“We also agreed on an equally-funded young men’s leadership training program.” 

“Are you kidding me?!” 

“No.” 

“That’s ridiculous! There’s already a young men’s leadership training program. It’s called our current society. Men are groomed to be leaders just because they have a penis.” 

“I know Dora. But we have to think of optics. What would it look like to potential families to say, sorry, we only train women to be leaders?” 

“We wouldn’t have to say anything.” 

“Dora, this was the decision.” 

“It’s was James’ decision.” 

“It was all of our decision. And you’re getting what you want.” 

I was silent. Nancy was a friend and fellow dominant woman. And she always looked out for what was best for both Brookvine and for me. If she had agreed to it, there was a reason.” 

“Thank you, Nancy. I know you were on my side for this.” 

“Of course. We want the same things in the end. Are we still on for dinner tomorrow.” 

“Yes. 7pm. Can Greg make it?” 

“No, unfortunately he’s out of town on business.” 

That was too bad. Greg was submissive to Nancy, and he would have been an excellent role model for Andrew. As it was, it was going to be an interesting and educational night for my young slave: his first foray into serving me in front of someone else. 

I leaned back and thought about the young men’s leadership course. This was irritating. The last thing we needed was to fill men’s heads any more with the idea that they deserved to lead. There had to be a way I could use this to my advantage. 

“Begin” 

An idea hit me. I would install a submissive man to lead the program, maybe Greg, and have him subtly teach these future male leaders to worship and defer to women. We’d start slowly, under the guise of

communication skills. That would benefit humanity anyway, teaching men to actively listen instead of just assume they were right all the time. Every lesson would have examples of women triumphing over sexism and male stupidity. I turned the idea over in my mind. There was something here. 

I shuddered with pleasure. 

I looked down at Andrew’s body. His chest, his hard cock. He continued licking my ass. He had stopped at my command when Nancy called, but now that I had given him the signal, he had started again, and his tongue was passionately licking around my asshole. I gave him another signal and he pushed inside me. I closed my eyes breathed deeply down into my stomach. As I exhaled, I felt a slight tingling up my spine. 

I reached down and pinched Andrew’s hard nipples. He arched his back but kept his tongue-work steady. I leaned forward and kissed his stomach, then inhaled his scent. He smelled just slightly. I always loved that scent. I saw stubble forming around his groin. He knew better than that. This was going in his notebook. 

I recorded all of Andrew’s mistakes in a small red notebook that was always close at hand. On Saturday afternoons, I tallied up his mistakes and disciplined him. As Andrew was new at being my slave, he made many errors, and the discipline sessions sometimes took a long time, which was nice. My goal during these sessions wasn’t to hurt Andrew, though that did inevitably happen. My goal was instruction. I will not have the same conversation multiple times about how to make a bed or worship my feet. 

I sat up and ran my hands over my breasts, squeezing them. This was going to be a very pleasant Spring break. I brought my hands down to my pussy and slowly stroked myself, feeling the warmth spread through me, up my spine and to the top of my head. I exhaled and sent it down my chest and out to the tips of my fingertips. I kept breathing, trying to hold onto the sensations, ride the crest of the wave as long as possible before it crashed. 

Eventually, it was too much. 

“Oh! My fucking God! Oh….fuuuuck!” 

My pelvis shook violently as I pressed my hands onto the bed for support. 

My God it was intense!! 

I sat with my eyes closed, just breathing. 

Finally I rolled off Andrew. 

“Brush your teeth, then come right back.” 

We lay facing each other, my hand around his head, pulling him into my breasts. I felt his hard cock against me, his precum. I would put the cage back on momentarily. I always unlocked Andrew when he worshipped my body. He loved it anyway, but with this training he would eventually take more pleasure in pleasing me than in having his own penis played with. 

Well, maybe not that much, but he would crave to worship me. He already did, in a way. His hard cock leaked precum every time he licked me to orgasm, and it was starting to happen more frequently when he worshipped my feet. I wanted him to long for it, though, to associate worshipping me with his own gratification, so that my orgasm would give him both emotional and physical pleasure. 

Andrew was learning quickly. In fact, his discipline session tomorrow would be his shortest one yet. Of course, he didn’t know that he’d be serving Nancy as my slave tomorrow. We’d see how he responded to that. 

There was still time for more marks in my notebook. 

But for now I just enjoyed Andrew’s warm body against my own. I could feel his heart beating, hear his breath. Ass worship was a favorite of his, and mine. I reached down and ran my fingers over his thighs. He squirmed and readjusted his legs. I took his testicles in my hand. I lifted them, then squeezed just a little, not enough to hurt, but enough to show Andrew my control over him. 

“You’ll clean the house this afternoon.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

“I want everything dusted, including the moldings. Then we’ll have some fun tonight.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

I rolled on top of Andrew, pushing my full weight onto him. I pinned his wrists over his head and held them with one hand. With the other I held his hair, keeping his head still. I kissed him roughly, forcing my tongue into his mouth. He struggled just a bit. He wasn’t really trying to get away; he just liked the feeling of being powerless to stop me. He stopped struggling and

his body softened…most of it at least. I turned his head to the side and bit his neck. 

“You’re my slave. You’ll always be my slave.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” His voice came out as a whisper. I could see the lust in his eyes. 

I held him there, my body on top of his, his arms pinned to the mattress. I reached down and and grabbed his cock and sunk onto it. He closed his eyes as I enveloped him. 

“When you clean the house, you’ll be wearing the pink panties I bought for you.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

I arched my back and squeezed. 

You’re my slave. Say it.” 

“I’m your slave, Ma’am. I’m your slave.” 

“Again.” 

He kept saying it as I rode him, feeling him fill me, the sensations coursing through my body. Only one of us got to orgasm that afternoon. But I did so twice, so it evened out, kind of. 

Later that afternoon, I watched as Andrew dusted the house in his pink panties. He moved gingerly, the butt plug making him cautious of too-quick movements. To clean the moldings, he bent at the waist, as instructed. He was more careful now as he cleaned. At the beginning he was sloppy, and it was not uncommon for him to miss things. Discipline had helped fix that. 

It’s amazing what one can accomplish with the right motivation. Andrew seemed to have had selective blindness when he first started serving me. 

Now he was becoming a serviceable maid. I watched that pretty ass, my ass, as he dusted. It had such a nice shape, so round. Without thinking my hand went to my sex. I walked to my bedroom and retrieved Athena. 

I came back into the living room and grabbed Andrew by the back of the neck. He dropped his duster. 

“Leave it!” 

I brought him to the sofa and pushed him over the back. I held him with my hand on his back. 

“Don’t move!” 

I yanked down his underwear and slowly removed the butt plug from his ass. He moaned softly. I rubbed lube onto Athena, then spread it around his asshole. 

I pushed into him. He was open from the butt plug and from his training. 

Athena was perfect-sized: short enough that I could push all the way into Andrew without hurting him, but long enough that he felt it: that he knew he was getting fucked. 

My fingers grasped his sides. It took all the control I had not to pound into him as hard as I wanted. He arched his back and pushed his ass back into me. 

This wasn’t a time for talking, for telling him he was mine. I would do so by my hands grabbing his hair, pushing his face into the couch, by my cock, speeding up now, pushing all the way into him. I listened to his breath, coming in shallow, short bursts in time with my thrusts. 

“Uh. Uh. Uh. Uh.” 

“Shut up.” 

I watched as his body moved forward, his waist hitting the back of the couch as I went all the way into him, then back slightly as I pulled almost all the way out, leaving just the head of Athena inside him. 

I was so insanely wet. I could feel it spread through my panties. I was going to cum, not from any physical stimulation, but from the emotional high of knowing I was taking Andrew fully, claiming him as mine. 

I fucked him harder, hearing the slap of my thighs against his, the grunts each time I went fully into him. He was my slave. He was my fucking property! I screamed as I came, giving Andrew a dozen pulsing thrusts. My head was a little dizzy, and I just made it around to the front of the couch to sit down. 

“Go to the bathroom and get a towel. Now!” 

He scurried off. I reached behind me and put a cushion onto the floor. 

Andrew returned with the towel and placed it under me. Then he removed my harness and pulled down my sopping underwear. I leaned back as he sunk to his knees and brought his mouth to me. I brought my hands together behind his head and held him in place. He wasn’t going anywhere for a while. 

Later that evening, I had Andrew exercise and then we ordered in dinner. 

He’d been a good slave today and I felt like giving him a reward for his hard work. He looked good on his knees. I had increased his workouts, so he was even more toned than before. His posture had improved, too, thanks to lessens with the dance instructor here at Brookvine, and my spankings. 

Men, and women for that matter, have no idea how much good posture can add to their attractiveness, or bad posture can take away from it. Andrew was much more handsome now that he wasn’t slouching, his head straining forward in front of his body like a turtle. 

We had sushi. Andrew knelt at my feet as I ate and every once in a while fed him a roll from my fingers. He was very hungry after his workout, and a part of me hoped that he would show impatience with the slowness with which I fed him. That he didn’t told me that my commands were becoming more important than his urges. I knew he didn’t want to be beaten. Andrew was sensitive, and the cane strokes to his ass or his inner thighs hurt him terribly. But despite knowing that, for much of our time together he couldn’t help but be impatient or sulky at being denied food or forced to kneel on uncooked rice or suck on my cock. 

But now he was accepting my orders quicker, and he was at times doing so automatically. Not all the time, but sometimes. I could tell the difference when he accepted my commands without thinking. It was a good sign. 

What I wanted though, was joy. I wanted Andrew to look at any command of mine as a special treat. I wanted him to see being my slave as a privilege. 

Clearly, he thought that way about many of our activities, but I wanted him to be grateful for everything, even my punishments and the little sadistic touches that made me smile. I ran my fingers through his hair, then held the back of his neck. 

“Tomorrow evening, slave, my friend Nancy is coming over. She’s dominant, like I am, and she’ll see us in our normal states. We don’t have to pretend with her. You’ll be on your best behavior. If you embarrass me in front of her, you’ll be sorry.” 

“Yes Ma’am.” 

Andrew’s face was full of thought. I could see him trying to keep it to himself, but no doubt he was struggling with the idea of someone else seeing our relationship. He had divulged to me weeks ago that he was

terrified of people knowing what we did. I promised him then that I wouldn’t embarrass him in public unless he absolutely deserved it. 

“What will I wear, Ma’am, to serve you?” 

“What do you normally wear in my house, slave?” 

“Nothing Ma’am. I’m naked.” 

“So you’ll serve us naked. It’s not a formal dinner.” 

I watched him. 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

“And you’ll sleep in your cage tonight. Sleeping in my bed is a privilege. 

You seem to have forgotten that lately.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

I dropped a sushi roll on the floor and mashed it with my bare foot. I felt the rice between my toes. I held my foot up. 

“Lick it clean.” 

On Saturday afternoon, I entered my playroom at exactly 2pm and sat in my high-backed, red velvet chair. I wore my black leather skirt, corset, and knee-high black leather boots. I felt a tinge of excitement in my chest. This was my favorite time of the week. 

I looked over at Andrew, standing on his tiptoes in the corner. He’d been that was for five minutes and his legs were shaking. I thought about letting him stay there until he couldn’t take it and dropped to his heels, then punishing him for it. But I was anxious to get started. 

“Come.” 

Andrew dropped to his knees before me and kissed the top of each boot. 

Then he rested his forehead on the floor and clasped his hands behind his back. I picked up my red notebook. 

“Up.” 

Andrew sat back on his heels and straightened his back. He kept his eyes on my feet. 

“This is upsetting Andrew. I hadn’t realized your behavior was so lacking. I had to correct your posture six times this past week. One stroke for each correction.” 

I turned the page, taking my time. 

“You were unappreciative when I let you massage my feet on Tuesday. Four strokes.” 

I had removed Andrew’s chastity device for his discipline. His cock was half-hard already. Soon he would fetishize this as well. 

“I asked you a question on Thursday evening and you didn’t respond. Three strokes.” 

Andrew’s face was neutral as he tallied up the strokes in his head. I continued reading, listing off his offenses. There was nothing big this week, no need for major punishment. But I would still have my fun. 

“Total strokes earned this week, 21. Do you have anything to say for yourself, slave?” 

Andrew bent and kissed the top of each boot. 

“I’m sorry, Master. I’ll do better this week.” 

“Come.” 

I led Andrew to the spanking bench and bent him over, until his chest rested against the padded top. His hands grabbed onto the metal legs. 

“I’m not going to bind your hands and feet this time, slave. I believe you have the discipline to take your strokes without it. Don’t you agree?” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

I put my left hand on the back of his neck and ran my right down his back, feeling his smooth skin, down his butt, or my butt, I should say. 

“If you jump off the bench, I’ll have to start over. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

I took his testicles in my hand and stroked them. I heard Andrew exhale. I squeezed them slightly as I slid my other hand down to his lower back. 

Andrew arched and stuck his butt out. He was anxious about his discipline, and this anticipation was the hardest part for him. 

“I know you want to be a good slave for me, Andrew. So I’m going to help you. I know you’re trying.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” His voice was soft, pleading. 

I caressed his balls, his cock. 

“You’re going to do everything I tell you.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

“You’re going to be brave for me now, aren’t you slave.” 

“Yes Ma’am.” 

He was hard now, leaking precum. I began spanking him lightly, just letting him get used to the impact and the slight sting. I alternated cheeks, stopping every so often to rub his lower back or run my hand over his balls and cock. 

“Be a good slave for me, Andrew. Make me happy.” 

“Oh Ma’am. Yes, Ma’am.” 

His fingers were clutching the front of the bench and he was pulsing forward and back. I began to spank him harder. 

“You let me down, Andrew. These constant mistakes. The need for constant supervision. How many times did I have to correct your posture this week?” 

“Six Ma’am.” 

“Six?! That’s unacceptable. It’s like living with a teenager. How am I supposed to trust you if you can’t even manage to keep your back straight.” 

“I’m sorry, Ma’am.” 

There was genuine sorrow in his voice. He hated to disappoint me. 

“I don’t know whether to believe you, Andrew. You say one thing but then act differently.” 

“No Ma’am! I mean it!” 

“Then stop just saying it, Andrew. Show me. Be a better slave.” 

I let him go and retrieved my short, wooden paddle. I didn’t say anything. I just started delivering blows. 

Whap. Whap. Whap. Whap. WHAP! 

“Andrew. Stop jumping around. These are light taps. Surely you can take more than this!” 

“I’m sorry, Ma’am.” 

“After all the beatings I’ve given you, you must have built up some toughness.” 

“Yes Ma’am.” 

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 

He strained to keep his butt still after those three hard smacks. I exhaled in irritation. 

“I don’t like being constantly disappointed, Andrew. I’ve been very patient with you.” 

“I’m sorry Ma’am! I’ll do better.” 

“Head down.” 

I gave him 20 medium spanks with the paddle before switching to the belt. 

There was something satisfying about hitting him with the belt: the way it rested in my hand, the loud slap when it connected with his skin. There was something so raw about it. 

I gave him 30 whacks with the belt, getting progressively harder. Andrew jerked with each impact, but he stayed on the bench. 

“Ok, Andrew. It’s time.” 

I walked slowly to the cabinet and retrieved my Singapore prison cane. It had been gifted to me by a girl from my secret society. She was back in Singapore now and engaged to a promising young man who was submissive to her in every way. This cane was wonderful: three feet long with a leather wrapped handle. I swung it through the air, listening the whoosh sound it made. 

“I want you to be brave for me, Andrew.” 

“Yes Ma’am.” 

His voice was low and calm. The discipline had taken him to subspace. 

Crack! 

Andrew tensed as he inhaled sharply. His body shook to hold in the sensations. Even in subspace, the cane hurt. 

“Good boy.” 

Crack! 

I gave him time to breathe between each stroke. 

Crack! 

Crack! 

Andrew was concentrating on his breath, trying to keep it steady. Thin red lines were showing on his ass. I waited for him to relax his shoulders. 

Crack! 

Crack! 

Crack! 

“How many was that, Andrew?” 

“Seven, Ma’am!” 

“How many more?” 

“Fourteen, Ma’am.” 

Crack! 

Crack! 

Crack! 

I decided to give Andrew’s ass a break and moved to the tops of his thighs. 

Crack! 

Crack! 

Crack! 

“Oh! Ma’am! Ow! Ow!” 

I rubbed his back. 

“You’re doing well, slave. Keep breathing.” 

Andrew found his breath, and his calm. 

Crack! 

Crack! 

Crack! 

Crack! 

He was really in subspace now. His body was jumping and tensing with each cane stroke, but he was handling the pain well. The last four he barely moved. 

I felt sweat on the back of Andrew’s neck. I put the cane on the ground, next to the paddle and the belt. I stood next to them. 

“Finish.” 

Andrew dropped to his knees. He leaned forward and kissed the paddle, then the belt, then the cane, and then my feet. 

“Come.” 

He crawled over to the daybed in the corner of the room and lay on his side. 

I lay behind him. 

“Turn to me.” 

He turned and I held him in my arms. I saw his chest rising and falling rhythmically, saw the calm in his face. 

“You did very well, slave. I’m proud of you. You don’t have to say anything. I know how you feel.” 

He nuzzled his face into my neck. I could feel his openness, his willingness to be vulnerable for me. It was one of the sexiest feelings in the entire world.  We lay together like that for a while, mistress and slave, sharing a moment of contentment. 

At exactly 7pm, Nancy rang the doorbell. Andrew was standing by the door, naked except for his chastity cage. He was fidgeting, shifting his weight from foot to foot. He had been imagining the embarrassment of Nancy seeing him like this, and now that she had arrived he simply didn’t know what to do with himself. 

They had met a few times at school functions. Nancy and I had even talked about his slave potential at one time. She thought he had a cute butt, which he does, and that he would most likely embrace slavery, which he has. 

Andrew didn’t know any of that. To him, Nancy was the President of the Board and held considerable power over his employment. He also knew her as a striking and well composed woman in her mid-forties. 

His shyness was taking over, and he was turning back into the Andrew I had known before taking him as my slave, all stutters and foot gazing. 

“Andrew.” 

“Yes, Ma’am?” 

“Open the door.” 

Andrew’s face was bright red as he swung the door open and bowed. 

“Welcome Miss Nancy.” 

“Hello Andrew.” 

Nancy entered, and Andrew dropped to his knees and kissed her feet, as I had instructed. He hung up her light spring coat, then took the bottle of wine she had brought. She cupped his cheek. 

“You’re looking well, Andrew. I see Dora has been keeping you in good shape.” 

“Thank you, Miss Nancy.” He could barely get the words out. “Ma’am has been helping me with working out, and posture.” 

“I’m glad to hear that. You’re a lucky slave.” 

“Thank you, Miss Nancy.” 

“Slave, open the bottle and let it breathe. 

Andrew hurried off to the kitchen, happy to be by himself. Nancy and I retreated to the porch, where we watched the sun setting over the lake. 

“I have an idea about the men’s leadership program.” 

“I’m not surprised.” 

“We’ll choose promising, but not arrogant boys and train them to respect women.” 

“Along with leadership.” 

“Yes, clearly, but that leadership will be inclusive. All the lessons will have strong female role models, and the sins of arrogance and sexism will be snuffed out.” 

“And you want Greg to lead it.” 

Nancy was very smart, and it always unnerved me a little when she read my mind. I smiled. 

“Perhaps.” 

Andrew entered with two glasses of wine on a tray. He served Nancy, then me. He knelt and kissed my feet, then returned to the kitchen to finish preparing dinner. 

“Perhaps?” 

“Fine. You know how I think. Greg is successful and charismatic. You know he’d be perfect.” 

“I do. He’s busy, though. Let me think about it.” 

“Of course.” 

We switched to talking about the school and how we might prepare students better for the realities of the changing world, then to the Board and what to do about James. Or rather, I talked about what to do about James. 

“There must be some way of getting him off the Board. He’s blocking our progress.” 

“James’ son is a sophomore here and the fourth generation of his family to attend Brookvine. His father was on the board, as was his grandfather. He brings in  a lot of money. We need to keep him on the board and keep him happy, which is why you get a men’s leadership training program as well as a women’s.” 

“You told me it was for optics.” 

“That too. But James does good work. Don’t make that face. I know you two like to butt heads. But he has Brookvine’s best interests at heart. He’s a bit primitive at times, but he’s not going anywhere.” 

I thought about it. 

“Do you think there’s any way to enslave him? Is his wife dominant?” 

Nancy smiled. 

“Dora, do you ever let anything go?” 

Andrew appeared in the doorway. 

“Ma’am?” 

“Yes, Andrew?” 

“Dinner is ready.” 

Andrew had prepared steak with a potato and turnip puree and a side of broccoli rabe. I had ordered him to prepare this meal several times over the past two weeks, until I felt comfortable serving it to Nancy. Before moving in with me, Andrew’s cooking ability topped out at heating up frozen waffles and ordering pizza. 

“Andrew.” 

“Yes Ma’am?” I could hear the trace of panic in his voice. He knew that tone. 

“Why don’t we have water?” 

“I’m sorry, Ma’am! I’ll get some now.” 

“Stop. Come here.” 

Andrew walked over. He snuck a peek at Nancy. 

“I gave you very clear instructions on how to set the table for dinner. Did you not understand them?” 

“I understood them, Ma’am.” 

“Then why don’t we have water?” 

“I’m sorry Ma’am. I…I must have forgot.” 

“If you embarrass me again, I’ll put you over my knee, right in front of Nancy.” 

He swallowed with difficulty. This was one of his big fears. 

“Please no, Ma’am!” 

As soon as he said it, he knew he’d made a mistake. He stammered an apology and tried to backtrack. It was too late, obviously. 

“What did you just say to me?!” 

“I’m sorry, Ma’am. It slipped out! I didn’t mean it!” 

“Over my knee. Right now! No, not that way, come around the other side.” 

I pushed my chair out diagonally as Andrew walked around me. When I put him over my knee, he was facing Nancy. I grabbed his hair. 

“You don’t ever,  ever  say no to me!” 

“I’m sorry Ma’am! I’m so sorry. I just…lost myself.” 

I lifted his head up so he was looking at Nancy. 

“This is what you were so afraid of, slave. Look at her. She’s going to watch you get spanked.” 

I brought my hand down hard on his backside. No warm up this time. 

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

I had lectured Andrew thoroughly on how to act during this dinner. I had trusted that he be on his best behavior! 

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

I couldn’t  believe  he had the nerve to say no to me! 

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

After everything I’d done for him! The kindness I’d shown him! 

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

“Ahhhhhhh! I’m sorry Ma’am!” 

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

Andrew stopped kicking and just accepted my punishment. He didn’t cry, though. I think having Nancy there prevented that. Or maybe he’d built up a resistance after all his spankings. 

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! 

I pushed him off my lap. He quickly kissed my feet and waited with his head on the floor. He was breathing hard and trembling. 

“Kiss Nancy’s feet, as well. Apologize to her for your insolence.” 

“I’m sorry Miss Nancy. I didn’t mean to be so rude.” 

“You owe your master the apology, not me.” 

He kissed my feet once more. 

“I’m sorry Ma’am.” 

“Andrew. Get up and finish serving dinner. We’ll talk about this later. 

He made it through dinner and dessert without another incident. His face was red, however, and he looked like he was going to cry. 

Nancy and I talked for a little while after dinner as Andrew did the dishes. 

He kissed her feet as she left and she gave him a hug goodbye. I think she felt sorry for him, knowing what was coming. 

I marched Andrew up to his room. I stood over him as he knelt before me. 

“This was a test tonight, slave. And you failed. You don’t ever tell me no, is that clear?” 

He was struggling to hold it together. 

“Yes Ma’am.” 

“Nancy is a fellow dominant, and her seeing how lazy and undisciplined you are embarrasses me. I don’t want to imagine what she must think of my ability to train a slave. What do you have to say for yourself?” 

“I’m sorry, Master. I just got embarrassed.” 

“That’s not acceptable. That’s you thinking of yourself over me.” 

He stayed silent, his head bowed. I saw a tear run down his cheek. 

“If I want you to wear a little sailor outfit and sing like a girl for one of my friends, that’s what you’ll do.” 

“Yes Ma’am.” 

The remorse in his voice did nothing to soothe me. 

“Get in the cage. I’d punish you now, but I’m so angry I don’t think I can control myself. You’ll get your punishment tomorrow.” 

Tears were flowing freely down his face now. He started to crawl into the cage. 

“Ma’am?” 

“What?!” 

“May I go to the bathroom?” 

Instead of answering, I walked to the closet and retrieved an adult diaper. I threw it at him. 

“Put it on.” 

It was pink, with teddy bears on it. He didn’t hesitate. He quickly put it on and got in the cage. I locked it after him and left without saying a word. 

In bed that night I was still furious. For him to say no to me, to embarrass me in front of company… I had been far too lenient. I had let my feelings for him get in the way of his training. What was I thinking, getting swept up in my emotions, letting my guard down?! 

I’d need to teach him a strong lesson. This wasn’t something I could do through pain. I’d need to utterly humiliate him, to embarrass him thoroughly and force him to accept it, to break down all resistance to my commands, no matter how difficult. And I had the perfect idea of how to do it…
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