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It had only been a month since I'd made Andrew my slave, but he'd come a long way in that time. I’d even moved him into my home earlier than planned. It wasn't difficult. He had few possessions, just some bland cabinets and dressers from Ikea and a regrettable couch from ebay, all of which I made him throw out. I allowed him to keep his books and mementos and some of his clothing: his underwear and socks, mostly, a few t-shirts. The rest went in the trash and we went shopping for a new wardrobe. And by we went shopping, I mean he accompanied me while I picked out his new clothes. I'd be deciding what he wore from now on. 

During these trips, I was surprised to find that Andrew had a good eye for clothing. The best anyone could have said about his old wardrobe was that it was drab but not quite dingy, so I expected his judgment to be terrible. 

But when I took him to Polo or Hugo Boss and told him to pick out the most attractive clothing in the store, he usually found it. He thought everything should be a size too big – in case he magically grew a foot overnight, I suppose – but I already knew that about him. I was confused, though, about the wide gap between what he thought looked good and what he actually wore. 

“If you know which clothes are attractive, why don’t you buy them?” 

He looked down at the ground. 

“I don’t know.” 

I lifted his chin. 

“Andrew.” 

I could read Andrew well by now, and I knew the differences in the way he said ‘I don’t know.’ This particular intonation, and the slight pause before it, meant he actually did know but was uncomfortable telling me. That was unacceptable. He belonged to me, and it was not his decision what he told me and what he kept to himself. I continued staring into his eyes. He grew nervous and stammered out something about not wanting to spend too much money on clothing. I moved my hand around to the back of his neck. 

“When we get home, you’ll be getting a special punishment for lying to me. 

Do you understand?” 

He nodded, trembling slightly. He was terrified of his punishments, for good reason. 

“Now tell me, why don’t you buy better clothes?” 

“I don’t feel like they’re for me.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“They wouldn’t look right on me. They’re for other people, who can pull them off.” 

“You don’t think you can pull off nice clothes?” 

He shook his head, blushing. I knew he had low self-esteem, but it was always baffling to me when and how it showed up. 

“Andrew. Look at me. What makes someone pull off an outfit is that they believe they can. That’s it. Other people are merely picking up the clues you give them. There’s nothing preventing you from dressing better. Now I want you to go through this store and bring back what you think is the best piece of clothing here. I’ll tell you whether you can pull it off.” 

He picked out a very chic jacket with nine buttons down its front. It was, indeed, the best piece in the store. I bought it for him. My slave would be well dressed, and he would have just as much self-esteem as I allowed him. 

When I was planning my enslavement of Andrew, I thought it would be a minor fling. He’d serve me intensely for about six months and then effectively be on call for as long as I wanted. I had similar relationships with a few teachers at the school and it served all of us well. I allowed them their lives, and if I ever needed something, they were happy to get or do it for me. Ms. Rigby, the soccer coach, was an example. She had spent an entire semester licking me to orgasms and feeling the deep penetration of my favorite dildo, Athena. It was a wonderful experience for both of us, but eventually it was time to move on. She was now in a committed relationship, one I allowed her to undertake, and every so often, she’d clean my apartment or run a few errands for me. It gave us both a warm sense of nostalgia. 

But after a month of Andrew’s service, I was thinking longer term. Maybe I was slowing down now that I was in my forties, but he showed promise. 

Obviously, I wasn’t ready to make such a major decision yet, and Andrew would need to improve significantly, but I was enjoying his company more than I had imagined. He was much more interesting than the stumbling, awkward version of himself that I saw before I had enslaved him. He was still shy, but he could be funny, and at times interesting. It was clear how little of his real personality came out before he became comfortable with someone. 

Andrew slept most nights in my bed with me. The rest of the time he spent in a cage in the guest bedroom. He hated his cage, which was exactly the point. I wanted him to see sleeping in a bed with me as a privilege which was mine to give or take away for whatever reason or no reason at all. 

He was a quick learner, as most people are when punishment is on the other side of mistakes. I had taken Andrew over my knees most days since he moved in. He was a piss-poor maid, which is understandable for a 26 year old male, but not acceptable. 50 swats with the back of my hairbrush had increased his skill, but he still had a long way to go, which was fine with me. I loved the feeling of placing him over my knees, of feeling him tremble as I held him around his waist. I loved the way his butt jumped when I beat him. I loved hearing his grunts and moans, seeing the sweat form on his skin. 

Whenever I disciplined Andrew, I berated him for being a bad slave, for letting me down, for being unworthy of my attention. I linked my disappointment and lectures with the physical pain of a spanking and his subsequent breakdown. In time, the link will become so strong that my lectures alone will make him cry. I wanted my disappointment to make him experience physical pain. Things were progressing nicely on that front. 

Andrew was also progressing nicely in learning how to worship my pussy. 

As I said before, he was better than I thought he would be at the beginning, and he'd gotten better since moving in. I kept him in chastity and allowed him few orgasms, which helped, as did his fear of punishment. I also believe my tease and denial sessions were strong motivation. 

Just that morning, for example, I had used tease and denial to teach him an important lesson. I had kissed my way down his chest, tickling his thighs with my fingers. His breathing sped up, but he stayed still. He knew better than to try to force the issue. It had been a week since his last orgasm – a long time for a healthy 26 year-old – and no doubt he was praying that I would unlock him and let him cum. I kissed and licked his stomach as he tried to maintain control of himself. 

"You’ve been a good slave this week, Andrew, and I want to reward you because you’re slowly understanding your place. Isn't that right?" I kissed his inner thigh. 

"Yes, Ma'am." 

"Yes, what?" 

"Yes I’ve gotten better at learning my place, Ma'am." 

"You want to serve me without thought or reservation, isn't that right, slave?" 

"Yes, Ma'am, I want to serve you without thought or reservation." 

His breath caught as I licked his balls. 

"I want you in my mouth, slave. Is that something you want?" 

"Oh, yes, Ma'am. Please! I'll do whatever you want! Please please unlock me and put me in your mouth." 

"Oh, slave. I'm not going to unlock you." 

I licked his balls again and then took his chastity locked cock in my mouth. 

I tasted the plastic tube. It wasn’t pleasant, but it was more than compensated for by the look of desperation on Andrew’s face. Silly boy thought he was getting a blowjob! He moaned and shifted as his dick struggled in its plastic cage. He began to whimper. 

"What's the matter, slave? Don't you like blow jobs?" 

"Yes, Ma'am." His voice was sullen. 

I stopped. 

“You don’t sound grateful, slave.” 

He knew that tone. 

“Yes, Ma’am. I’m grateful. Thank you! Thank for the blow job!” 

I moved up his body. There was fear in his eyes. I was bigger than him, and stronger. I slapped him. 

"Blow job’s over. And to think I was going to unlock you and give you a blowjob in just another minute!" 

I got out of bed as he crawled after me stammering an apology. 

“Head down.” 

He stopped and put his forehead on the floor. He waited on his knees, his hands clasped behind his back. I put my foot on the back of his head. 

“You receive pleasure at my discretion. When I’m about to give you intense pleasure, and you act sullen and whiny, it tells me you don’t appreciate my generosity. How do you think that makes me feel?” 

“Bad, Ma’am?” 

“Yes, slave. Bad. What might be another way to say how I feel?” 

“Unappreciated, Ma’am?” 

“That’s a good way, too. What it most makes me feel is that you don’t think of me as your owner and master. It makes me feel that you don’t think of yourself as my slave. Is that true?” 

“No Ma’am! No! Please! I’m your slave! You’re my master! I appreciate everything you give me!” 

The panic in his voice was touching. 

“Your actions tell me something different. So let’s do this. Stand in the corner and think about why you act so ungratefully toward me, after all I’ve done for you. And while you do that, I’ll get the ruler.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

He feared the ruler more than almost any other implement. I believe because it was so versatile. He never knew exactly what body part would get it. 

Andrew stood in the corner, his hands clasped behind his back, his nose touching the wall, holding up a penny. If the penny dropped, his punishment would double. Corner time was a regular occurrence. Andrew got to think about how he’d disappointed me and imagine the punishment he would soon endure. I knew those thoughts tortured him, and it made me wet to think of him effectively doubling his punishment by living it in his mind first. Some days, I made him stand on his tiptoes. I liked seeing his legs shake from the strain and hearing his small whimpers. Today wasn’t one of those days, though. 

Honestly, I wasn’t going to give him a blowjob. I was going to hold off until this evening and make love to him. The most surprising and wonderful thing I’d learned about Andrew since taking him as my slave was that he was excellent in bed. I simply couldn’t believe it the first time we had sex. I was certain he’d cum too quickly. I had my lecture all planned out. But he kept going and going and going. And the look of worship and awe as I rode him brought me to orgasm over and over. I thought I’d have to slowly train him on how to please me, but in at least the actual penis-in-vagina part of it, he was perfect. It was baffling. How in the world could this man, whose self-esteem was subterranean, be so good at fucking? Why wasn’t he a cocky little shit? Well, that was my gain and everyone else’s loss. 

I came back into the room with the punishment ruler. It was 12 inches long, solid wood, sturdy. This would have Andrew crying and begging for mercy in no time. And then he would worship my pussy. 

“Andrew, kneel.” 

He kept his hands clasped behind his back and looked at my feet. I lifted his chin with the end of the ruler. 

“Tell me why you’re being punished.” 

“I’m being punished for having a bad attitude, Ma’am. For not appreciating the good things you give me.” 

“I treat you well, Andrew. I let you sleep in my bed; I show you affection; I let you speak to me and look at me. Most slaves don’t get to do any of those things” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

“Did I say you could talk?” 

“Did I?!” 

“No Ma’am.” 

“Stick your tongue out.” 

He did. I tilted his chin slightly upward. 

“Lips back! 

Thwap! 

“Unnghghh!” 

I brought the flat side of the ruler down on his tongue. His eyes widened and he got that panicked, helpless look in his eyes. Oh God, I loved that look! 

Thwap! 

“Unnghghh!” 

“When I’m lecturing you, you don’t speak without permission! How many times do I have to tell you that?!” 

Thwap! 

Thwap! 

Thwap! 

“Unnnghhh!” 

Tears were running down his face. His tongue was his second least favorite place to get hit. He looked up at me with that sad and frightened look on his face. It made me want to keep hitting him. 

“Hands out! Palms down.” 

Crack! 

Right on the knuckles! He bent over. 

“Ow, God! Ow Ma’am, I’m sorry! I’m sorry!” 

“Get up! Palms down!” 

He did. Brave boy. 

Crack! 

I got his other hand this time. He shook as he held in his scream. 

“I treat you well, Andrew, and instead of showing me gratitude, you act sullen when you don’t get everything you want right when you want it! I cannot believe that you act so disrespectfully to me when I have gone out of my way to train you gently. Palms up.” 

Whap! Whap! 

Whap! Whap! 

“Aahhhhh!!!” 

He bent over, pressing his hands into his sides. I’d hit him flush, two times on each hand. 

“Andrew, enough whining. I’m barely hitting you,” I lied. “Show some dignity. 

He straightened up and put his palms out. 

Whap! Whap! 

Whap! Whap! 

I heard his heavy, raspy breath as he fought to stay under control. 

“You’ve shown me that I’m far too lenient with you. From now on, your training becomes more intense, until you show me that you understand your place. I was hoping that it wouldn’t have to be this way. We’re a month in, for God’s sake! I really don’t understand why this is so difficult for you! 

You’ve let me down terribly, Andrew, and you’ve made me regret the acts of warmth and kindness that I show you on a daily basis. What do you have to say for yourself?” 

“I’m sorry, Ma’am. I’m so sorry!” 

“Stand, lean over the bed, back straight.” 

Andrew quickly bent over and rested his hands on the bed, keeping his back straight. I looked at his cute butt, still slightly bruised from his last spanking. 

“Legs apart!” 

I moved behind him and held his balls in my hand. 

“These feel very full, slave. I’m sure you’d like a release today.” 

“Yes Ma’am! Very much!” 

“I’ll tell you what. Be a brave boy for me and take your punishment without whining, and I’ll unlock you after.” 

“Thank you, Ma’am!” 

I rubbed his lower back. 

“Of course, my slave. I’ll always take good care of you.” 

Whap! 

“AAAHHHhhhhhhh!” 

“Andrew! What did you just promise?!” 

He was curled over on the bed, holding his balls. I hadn’t even hit them hard. He was such a wuss when it came to his testicles. 

“I’m-I’m sorry Ma’am. It’s just, they’re so sensitive!” 

“I know that slave. I’m trying to help you toughen up. You’ve got two more coming on your balls.” 

His eyes widened, but to his credit he resumed his position. He cradled his head in his hands. 

Whap! 

“Unnngghgh! Unnngghgh!” 

“Shh, breathe slave. Breathe.” 

I rubbed his back. He really was trying. That was the thing about Andrew: he wanted to be a good slave. He wanted to please me. I had trained others, some of whom had begged to be my slave, and within two or three weeks, 

when they realized it wasn’t going to be all pussy worship and prostate massage, they had become resentful. But not Andrew. He tried every day to be better. That was the most positive part of his service to me…that and his dick. 

Whap! 

“Oh God! Oh! God! Sorry! I’m sorry, Master! I’m sorry. It just hurts so much!” 

“Shhh, Andrew. You’ve done well.” I rubbed his back. “No more on your balls. You’ve taken enough there for the day.” 

“Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you.” 

“Get up on the bed and lie on your stomach.” 

He lay down and pushed his caged cock and his balls downward. I sat on his mid-back, facing his butt. This was one of my favorite positions. My weight pinned Andrew down, allowing him to squirm but not escape my blows. It was another reminder of who was in charge and of his helplessness when I wanted to punish him. 

Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! 

His squirmed and little whimpering sounds escaped his lips. I kneaded his butt cheeks in my hands. 

“Who do you belong to, slave?” 

“You, Ma’am. I belong to you.” 

Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! 

It was so cute the way his butt jumped. I saw the red marks beginning to form. I pictured him in class later that day, gingerly sitting down in his chair, trying not to grimace. 

Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! 

I ran my index finger down the crack of his ass, then pressed against his asshole. 

“When’s the last time I took you, Andrew?” 

“Three days ago, Ma’am.” 

“You must feel as if I’ve abandoned you, slave. All that time without claiming you as my own.” 

I pressed my finger a little harder, though not enough to push inside of him. 

“I’m going to penetrate you tonight, my love. Won’t you like that?” 

“Yes, Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am.” 

WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 

“AAAHHHHH!” 

The last five were a lot harder. I wanted Andrew to remember why he was being punished, that sullen attitudes were not acceptable. He twisted and kicked his legs. I lay back on the bed and pulled him toward me, taking him in my arms. I gently stroked his face. 

“There there, little slave. It’s ok. Your master was just upset with you for your bad attitude and had to teach you a lesson. But you learned your lesson, didn’t you?” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

“When I treat you well, I expect better from you. And I will not tolerate attitude.” 

“Yes Ma’am. I’m sorry Ma’am.” 

I rolled him onto his back and kissed him, pressing my weight onto him. 

Kisses always calmed him down after a beating. He cautiously brought a hand to my side. I looked down at him, his smooth, muscular chest. His hips. I was going to do dirty things to him that night. 

I took off my necklace with his chastity key and reached down to unlock him. I didn’t remove the lock though. I rubbed his stomach, down to his thighs. He shifted and slightly spread his legs, desperate for me to remove the cage. Instead I rolled to my back and pushed on his shoulders. 

He kissed slowly down my body, every so often giving me small, light bites on my stomach or ribs, down to my thighs, to my sex. 

“Good boy.” 

His tongue licked slowly up my pussy, stopping below the clit. I was already wet, and his steady, enthusiastic licks and kisses were quickly bringing me to the edge. I reached down and held his head in my hands. 

“Very good boy.” 

He moved up to my clit and softly licked, listening to my responses, ever attentive. If any of the straight female staff had gotten hold of Andrew before I did, they never would have let him go. I tilted my head back as a low moan escaped my lips. I closed my eyes as my first orgasm overtook me. I gripped his hair as my pelvis shook and bucked. I rubbed myself against him. 

After a moment, I was ready. 

“Begin again, slave.” 

Andrew licked me, softly. I closed my eyes and let the feelings guide me. 

Only a month in, and I could trust Andrew to worship my pussy in the way that most pleased me. I started to rock forward and back as he pushed his finger inside me and found my g-spot. The combination of his tongue on my clit and his finger on my g-spot was sublime. I shut my eyes and rode the waves of pleasure until I couldn’t stand it and came thunderously, screaming that he was my slave, would always be my slave. 

“Roll over, slave.” 

He rolled over, fully expecting me to take off his chastity cage. Instead, I clicked the lock shut. 

“I said I would unlock your cage. I didn’t say anything about taking it off.” 

I waited for him to say anything. He didn’t. 

“You forgot your place with me earlier today, and that does not get rewarded. In case you’ve forgotten, your orgasms belong to me. Your pleasure belongs to me. Don’t forget it.” 

He looked stricken, but he composed himself, no doubt remembering that the ruler was still within reach, as was his tongue. 

“You have class in an hour, do you not?” 

“Yes Ma’am.” 

“Take a shower, then use the guest exit.” 

I kept my relationship with Andrew mostly secret. I’m sure there were some whispers from teachers who had seen him walking in the direction of my house after his classes were finished, but it didn’t matter. They knew better than to cross me, and my position as head of the school was secure. There were five board members who determined the position of principal at Brookvine. Two were close friends of mine, and a third was under the thumb of one those friends. I would have to be involved in some type of major scandal to lose my job, and dating a teacher was not that. Now if they knew what I did with Andrew, that would raise a few eyebrows, but I could weather the storm. Still though, it was best to keep our relationship low key. 

I was sure that as Andrew walked to class, denied of his orgasm, ass, balls and tongue sore, that he was bemoaning the fact that if he had just kept the attitude out of his voice he would have gotten to cum this morning. He

would not make that mistake again. He learned quickly. And as I said before, I’m a good trainer. 

I got dressed and went over my presentation for the Board. I wanted to bring into Brookvine more girls from low income families, and I wanted to form a leadership training program for young women. Both of those things cost money. I would give my presentation, complete with financials and a marketing plan of how this could be used to promote the school as a whole and bring in more money from alumni. I knew that one board member, James, would want to know why there wouldn’t be a leadership training program for young men, as well, and I had my answer prepared. Since three of the board members were women, and two of them were dominant, like me, I had a good feeling about my chances. 

As well as running Brookvine and keeping slaves, I mentored dominant women. I led a special, invitation-only seminar for senior girls at the school. 

This functioned much like a secret society. It wasn’t promoted; its existence was merely whispered from girl to girl. Those who were chosen were told privately, and the first rule was secrecy. 

In the seminar we covered communication, dipping into hypnosis and neuro-linguistic programming. I taught them how to thrive in what was (for now) a male-dominated society, and how to help fellow females who had the desire and potential to make changes. My mentorship gave these women important business training to navigate in large companies, where women’s ideas were often dismissed as less than serious, only to be celebrated twenty minutes later when broached by a man. 

We mostly stayed away from sex, as some of the girls were still 17. I did, however, help disabuse them of some of the more damaging lies that women held about sex and their responsibilities in a relationship. Of course, I kept in contact with them after they graduated, and when they were of age, I taught them the best ways to slowly or sometimes quickly enslave a lover. 

It was my belief that if I could train 10 dominant women a year, and later they could each train 10 women a year, and so on, we could change the country for the better and do away once and for all with the fragile yet violent patriarchy that so damaged both women and men. I did well with

my secret society, but a more formal leadership training program would help me achieve my goal much quicker. 

The presentation went very well, and after about a dozen questions, which of course included James’ demand for a matching young men’s leadership program, Nancy, the Board President, thanked me for my time and said that they would get back to me by end of day on Friday. I had a feeling my request would be approved. 

When Andrew returned that night at 6pm, I met him in the front hallway. 

“Eyes down.” 

“Yes Ma’am.” 

He stared at the floor as he took of his clothes. In my house, he was naked unless ordered to be otherwise. He carefully folded his clothes and left them on the bench in the front hallway. Then he sank to his knees and kissed my feet. 

“Thank you, Master.” 

“For what, slave?” 

“For training me. For making my life better.” 

“Stand up. Come.” 

I knew Andrew was staring at my ass as I walked upstairs. That was fine with me, because after I fucked him with my strapon dildo, I was going to ride his cock until we were both exhausted. 

I stood in the center of my bedroom. 

“Take off my clothes.” 

Andrew knelt and kissed my feet. I lifted my foot and he carefully pulled off my right shoe, then the left. He stood and unbuttoned my shirt, then folded it carefully and set it on my chair. He kissed my shoulder before removing my bra, then sank to his knees and removed my skirt. He removed my underwear and held them up to his face and inhaled. I had taught him this protocol. He retrieved my strapon harness from the dresser and held it as I stepped through it. 

“Artemis, today, Andrew.” 

He nodded, a look of nervousness across his face. Artemis was not excessively long – only around 6 inches – but she was wide. We had used her last week and Andrew had found her challenging. That told me he needed more practice, which he would get today. 

Andrew retrieved Artemis and pushed her through the hole in the front of my harness, then tightened the straps until the dildo stuck straight out, its base pressed against groin. 

“Put in plug A. But first, stand.” 

Andrew stood and I took off my necklace with his chastity key. I almost always removed Andrew’s chastity cage when he sucked my dildo or I took him. His cock sprang to life almost immediately. I heard him softly exhale. 

“Thank you, Ma’am.” 

“You’re going to be a good slave for me now, so you get this reward.” 

“Thank you, Master.” 

I ran my hand over his penis. I heard him breathing, saw him trying to remain calm. I could feel his desire, the silent prayer that I continue to stroke him. 

“Get the plug.” 

Andrew retrieved the medium size butt plug. He put a condom on it, followed by lube, and carefully inserted it into his ass. I loved watching his face as he did this. The look of concentration as his body reflexively tightened, and then the relief as his muscles loosened and the plug slid into him. 

I sat on the edge of the bed as Andrew crawled to me. He gave a slow kiss on the top of each foot, then leaned in and kissed the tip of my cock, letting his lips linger as he looked up at me. 

He did this without hesitation. At the beginning of his training, he felt the need to show me that he didn’t like sucking cock. It was important to his masculinity, apparently, to let me know he wouldn’t normally take a penis in his mouth. A few sessions over my knee and three successive evenings wearing a penis gag helped cure him of that need, and now he was an enthusiastic cocksucker. 

I ran my hands through his dark brown hair. It was soft – I had changed his shampoo and conditioner – and just long enough to hold. I felt it against my palms as his head bobbed up and down. I brought both hands together behind his head. 

“Stay there.” 

I held him down, the cock pushing against the back of his throat. I wanted to hear him gag. 

“Hmmph!!” 

I released him and he pulled back, but only for a second. He came forward again, speeding up. His hands moved to my waist. I felt his fingertips press into me. 

“Good slave.” 

I watched him, eyes closed, concentrating as he tried to go deeper. He was constantly trying to please me, to improve as a slave. A bit of drool ran down his chin. 

“On the bed. Plug out. On your pillow.” 

Andrew removed his butt plug. Then he retrieved and climbed onto his wedge pillow. I crawled between his legs, looking down at his pale, muscular body. My thick cock pressed up against his own erect penis. If I had any doubt that Andrew wanted to be my slave, it was laid to rest by his hard cock. The more I dominated him, the harder he got. 

I moved forward until I felt the front of my thighs against his butt. He looked up at me with a look of total submission. I felt so powerful. I controlled him, his body, his mind. I shivered as a wave of pleasure went through me. This wonderful boy! 

“I’m going to be gentle with you, slave. Talk to me. Let me know if it’s too much.” 

“Thank you, Ma’am.” 

I pushed Artemis slowly inside him. He closed his eyes tightly, a look of discomfort across his face. I waited. His face relaxed. I pushed in a little father. 

“Ohhhh, Ma’am.” 

I stayed there, looking down at him. His soft face. 

“Open your eyes slave.” 

I ran my fingers over his lips as I pressed a little farther into him. His breath sped up and he fought to stay calm. I pushed into his mouth, and he sucked my fingers greedily. I reached down and turned on the vibrating base to the dildo. I felt it through my entire pelvis. I pushed in just a little farther and felt his asshole tighten, then loosen and accept me. I looked at his face as it relaxed, his eyes staring up at me, fully submitting to me. I started fucking him, slowly, but with a little more force. I had to be careful or I would lose myself. I wanted to pound into him, but it was too much for him. Not with this cock, not yet. 

“Who owns you, slave?” 

“You, Master. You own me.” 

He put his legs around me. I felt his smooth thighs against my waist. He pressed his foot against my butt. It was his way of asking me to go deeper. 

“Oh! Oh! Ma’am!” 

I pulled out just a bit, then pushed slowly back in, not as deep. I could feel my orgasm coming from deep inside me. I started to fuck him faster, watching as his body rocked forward and back with each thrust, his eyes closed, mouth open. His cock was leaking precum. His hands gripped me as I let go and my orgasm crashed over me. I shook as everything for one glorious moment stopped and all I felt was overwhelming pleasure coursing through every vein and cell. I screamed in pleasure, in rapture, in conquest. 

“Don’t move.” 

I stayed in Andrew as I caught my breath. I took his nipple into my mouth and bit down hard. He gasped. 

Carefully, I pulled out of him and sat back on my heels. I unstrapped my harness and placed it, along with my dildo, on the towel I’d put next to the bed. 

“Move the pillow.” 

When Andrew was laying flat on his back, I climbed on top of him and guided his penis into me. 

“What are the rules, slave?” 

“No cumming without your permission, Ma’am.” 

I knew he knew that; I just liked to hear him say it.” 

I rode him slowly. He looked up at me, his face full of wonder and love. I felt something move in my chest. It was unsettling in a way, bringing with it a vulnerability I hadn’t felt in a long time, since…

I cut off that thought and brought myself back to the present, to the feel of Andrew’s warm penis inside me, filling me. 

I brought his hands to my breasts. I wanted him. I already had him, obviously; he was my slave, and each day that he spent with me bound him ever more tightly under my spell. But I wanted him completely. I wanted him to think of me as a Goddess, as his savior. 

I sped up my rocking. Andrew held onto my waist, moving with me. He was pulsing his penis. It felt fantastic! I stopped thinking and just gave in to the pleasure, to the feel of his skin against mine, of him inside of me, of me above him, controlling him, owning him. 

“I’m going to cum soon, Andrew. Are you close?” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” 

“Good slave. You may cum.” 

I rode him hard, squeezing his cock as I ground into him, pushing my hips forward and back. 

“Oh Ma’am! Oh Master! Oh God!” 

He came, shooting his cum into me, bringing forth my own orgasm. We screamed together as everything turned to white for just a moment. 

Slowly I came back to myself. I felt his chest beneath my hands. His waist. 

I saw his face, the relief and joy. I stayed on top of him as he softened inside me and our breaths returned to normal. 

I pulled off of him, then slid his body down, just a foot. I straddled his head and then lowered myself to his mouth. He eagerly sucked and licked his cum from my pussy. 

I ran my hand over the back of my neck. I was covered in sweat. I climbed off Andrew and lay down on my stomach. 

“Get between my legs, slave. Lick the sweat from my asshole.” 

Andrew obliged, passionately licking my ass. I turned my head to the side and rested my cheek on my forearms. Andrew was turning out to be an exceptional slave, special. Was he special enough to be permanent? If he were, I’d need more from him. I’d need him to obey me without thought, as if my word were a command he was unable to disobey. He’d need to submit to me body, mind and soul. Could he do that? 

I closed my eyes as Andrew’s tongue went inside me. I thought of the work it would take, the trust from my end, and the happiness it would bring. I lost myself in the pleasure of his tongue, and thoughts of our future. 
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