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 Chapter 1 – The Beginning 
 
      
 
    I read her profile again, slowly stroking myself.  
 
      
 
    I’m a successful, brilliant, talented, artistic funny, humble (ha-ha) dominant woman in My early thirties, looking for a submissive man to fulfill all of My desires and make My already wonderful life even better.  
 
      
 
    I enjoy a wide range of activities, especially foot worship, domestic service, mental domination, and punishment (when appropriate). I especially love orgasm control and denial. I will own your orgasms, and you will find yourself naturally submitting to Me naturally before you know it. 
 
      
 
    Be confident but not cocky, in good shape, and truly submissive. This is not a game for Me. I’m looking for a long-term romantic relationship that will lead to marriage. You must be willing to commit to something real. If you’re just looking for kinky sex, move on and spare both of U/us the emotional expense. 
 
      
 
    Do not worry if you don’t have any experience; I’m a great teacher. To respond, tell Me about your experience serving a dominant woman and what submission means to you.  
 
      
 
    I look forward to O/our journey, 
 
    Amara 
 
      
 
    She was good looking, not great: a 7 if I was being generous. Fuckable. She had a full body and large breasts. What attracted me though were her piercing green eyes: confident, bordering on arrogant.  I imagined kneeling before her in nothing but a black leather collar… 
 
      
 
    I had found Amara’s profile three months ago while scanning an online dating site for people into BDSM. She stood out from the fakes and the man-haters and the ones who didn’t know the difference between the adjective and verb form of dominant: “I’m a dominate woman!” This one had a brain, and her red hair and full figure made her total spank material.  
 
      
 
    I’d been jerking off to dominant women ever since I was little. I didn’t want to be dominated for real, obviously, but I found the fantasy exciting. Afterwards I always feel guilty and ashamed, but it went away, and the next day I’d be back looking at BDSM porn.  
 
      
 
    In my real life I’m dominant. In bed with women I always take the lead, pulling their hair, spanking them. They love it. But for some variety, I masturbate to dominant women, and now was the time for variety. I was quickly moving to orgasm when a thought hit me: why not try it? I was just out of a six-month relationship; why not have a little fun before getting into another one? I’d fulfill my fantasy and move on. And who knows? Maybe this would cure me and I could masturbate to normal things.  
 
      
 
    I stopped masturbating. Really, why not? I couldn’t think of a good reason. This woman was attractive enough. She could stand to lose a few pounds, but she had a pretty face. And she’d be lucky to have me. She probably got a lot of wimps and losers hitting on her. I’m a good-looking guy, 28 years old, with a good body. I can write a sentence without making a half-dozen spelling and grammatical errors. I make good money. Why the fuck not?  
 
      
 
    I quickly created a profile. I used her likes and dislikes to make myself more attractive to her: saying how I appreciate art and am looking for a slightly older woman to show me the ropes (no pun intended). I drafted an email. 
 
      
 
    Dear Amara, 
 
    We have so much in common! I’m successful, brilliant and humble, too!  
 
      
 
    I really enjoyed reading your profile and would love to know more about you. I love the idea of a confident, powerful woman teaching me how to worship her and make her life better. To me, true submission is about the dedication to another. In my dream relationship, I love, cherish and obey my dominant as she loves, cherishes and leads me. It’s that reality I seek more than any one particular kinky activity.  
 
      
 
    I don’t have a lot of experience, but I believe you when you say you’re a great teacher. I’m looking for a real relationship, so I’m glad you are as well.  
 
      
 
    I’d love to talk more and see if I’m right for you. Please let me know if you’re curious about communicating more.  
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Mike 
 
      
 
    I moved the mouse over the send button. I had a fleeting moment of guilt: I was just looking for kinky sex, and in six months, I’d have had my fill and be ready to move on. Was this right…?  
 
      
 
    Fuck it. This is the game, and if she doesn’t like it she needs to stop dating. Plus my dick was hard, and those tits! I hit send.  
 
      
 
    After I came, I wondered what I was doing. Why did I masturbate to such sick fantasies? And was I really going after a woman so completely full of herself? Was I going to pretend to be beneath her just to fuck her? I went to the kitchen and grabbed a beer. As I drank, I calmed down. I would pursue this woman, but I wouldn’t do anything embarrassing that she could use as potential blackmail. And who knows? Maybe she really just wants to have a little fun, and like me she’s normal, too.  
 
      
 
    The next two days I checked my profile on the site about every hour. I knew Amara wasn’t going to respond right away, being dominant and all. I wondered how long she’d make me wait. It really didn’t enter my mind that she wouldn’t write back: my pictures and my message were too good. That night there was a flashing envelope icon when I logged in. I quickly clicked on it.  
 
      
 
    Dear michael, 
 
    What a pleasant letter! It’s good to know someone can follow directions and proofread his email before hitting send.  
 
      
 
    We do seem to have a lot in common. Tell Me when you first realized you were submissive, and tell Me what type of animal you would have if space were not an issue.  
 
      
 
    Send this email to Me tonight between 10 and 11pm.  
 
      
 
    Best, 
 
    Amara  
 
      
 
    PS. In your future correspondence, capitalize all pronouns related to Me.  
 
      
 
    This was good! She wanted to know more about me, but she wasn’t desperate. I would have been disappointed if she’d bitten too hard on my email. And wow, was she ever cocky! Telling me to capitalize her pronouns and not capitalizing my name! This was a woman who could stand to be knocked down a peg. Any guilt about lying to her disappeared. 
 
      
 
    I constructed my response carefully. I’d have to make up some stuff about when I first realized I was submissive of course, but that wouldn’t be a problem.  
 
      
 
    Dear Amara, 
 
    Thank You for getting back to me. I hope my answers suffice.  
 
      
 
    I first realized I was submissive in 7th grade, around the time my friends and I hit puberty and started to notice girls. All the other boys talked about the things they were going to do to girls, and all the pleasure they were going to get. I talked about that, too, but inside I wanted something different. I wanted a girl who would order me around and take pleasure from me. When I fantasized at night, it was never about me penetrating a girl, but of girls tying me up and making me kiss their hair. I don’t know why hair was such a big part of it, but it was.  
 
      
 
    I knew I was different from the other guys, but I was afraid to admit it. I’ve been dating vanilla girls ever since, but I realize that I’ll never be satisfied this way. I need a strong woman to lead me.  
 
      
 
    As for what animal: a goat. Goats can climb up sheer cliff faces. Admittedly, I don’t have much need to move items up a sheer cliff face, but it’d be good to know the option was there if I needed it.  My second choice is an octopus, because octopi are really cool looking.  
 
      
 
    How about You? What animal would You choose? And when did You first realize You were dominant? 
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Mike 
 
      
 
    I hit reply at 10:05.  
 
      
 
    The next day she wrote back.  
 
      
 
    Good boy, michael, 
 
    You can follow directions. You’re off to a good start!  
 
      
 
    I would choose a camel. My family took a trip to Egypt when I was very young, and I rode a camel, which felt very exotic. Ever since, I’ve loved camels.  
 
      
 
    As for when I knew I was dominant: I was always dominant. As a child I was never afraid of adults or older children. I knew best, so it was natural to tell other people what to do. I still feel that way now.   
 
      
 
    Let’s meet. I’m not interested in a pen pal, and there’s only so much you can know about someone over email. We’ll only know if there’s a physical attraction once W/we’re across the table from each other.  
 
      
 
    Be at Angie’s Café this Sunday at 2pm. If you have plans already, cancel them. Bring me a bar of dark chocolate, 70% cacao, and wear a red shirt.  
 
      
 
    Reply to Me this evening between 10 and 10:30pm 
 
      
 
    Best, 
 
    Amara 
 
      
 
      
 
    She certainly moved fast! I was impressed by her no-fucking-around attitude. It was kind of guy-like. She definitely knew what she wanted, even though she was maybe trying too hard to come across as dominant. Whatever. I’d see how I felt about her when we met.  
 
      
 
    My dick was hard, so I jerked off. But this time I had to think of someone else: it’s bad luck to masturbate to someone you’re trying to hook up with for real. I went into my file of femdom photos and picked out one of a woman wearing a strapon dildo, standing in front of a man bound to a spanking bench. The woman had long hair pulled back into a ponytail, and her eyes stared piercingly into the camera. She held the base of her strapon with one hand and rested the other on the man’s back.  
 
      
 
    I didn’t want to get fucked with a strapon, but there’s something about the picture that got me so hard. I think it’s the power shift of a woman doing the penetrating. I masturbate about it a lot, even though I don’t want it. I sped up my strokes as the tingling feeling in my balls spread up my cock. I came with a loud and satisfying grunt.  
 
      
 
    After I cleaned up, I sat on the sofa and watched tv. What the fuck was I doing? Why was I going to meet this clown who thought she was superior to everyone? Did I really think I could stand being around her? These were the type of women I never got along with! Why would I put myself through this? My sick desire for femdom was something I needed to get over, not indulge. What was wrong with me?  
 
      
 
    I decided not to think about it. I watched Sportscenter on ESPN and ate leftover pizza. By the time I went to bed, I had calmed down, and meeting Amara on Sunday seemed like a good idea again.  
 
      
 
    Sunday morning I put on a red shirt and went to the store for the chocolate. They only had milk chocolate, but fortunately I found 70% cacao dark at the local coop. Thanks hippies! On the drive to Angies Café, my chest was tingling, and I realized I was nervous. I hadn’t thought it would be like this. I arrived 10 minutes early. I looked around but didn’t see Amara, so I got a coffee and sat at a table in the corner.  
 
      
 
    Suddenly a horrible thought gripped me. This was all a scam! There was no Amara, and instead it was a group of dudes who sucker morons like me into meeting them. I was going to get stood up. They were probably somewhere around here, spying on me and laughing. Or worse, they were going to post a video of me to social media or use it to blackmail me! What had I done!? 
 
      
 
    Ok, calm down. Calm down. I took some deep breaths. This was crazy talk. I hadn’t written anything incriminating in my emails that I couldn’t explain away with the truth: I just wanted fun. And if someone were going to put in the effort to blackmail someone, it probably wouldn’t be a 28 year old.  
 
      
 
    I needed to get myself calm before Amara arrived and saw me looking panicked and crazy. I took some deep breaths and visualized the summer camp I went to as a kid. Those were great times for me. In a few moments I was feeling better. 
 
      
 
    At 10am exactly, Amara came through the door. She was wearing a brown sweater over a white collared shirt, and a tan skirt. Her curly red hair went past her shoulder blades to her upper back. She looked directly at me without looking anywhere else first, then smiled and walked over.  
 
      
 
    She looked better than her photos. There was something extra attractive about her, too. It was hard to pin down: she wasn’t a classic beauty, but she had a presence. When she came into a room, people noticed. This was going to be fun. I stood up, and she clasped my hand in both of hers.  
 
    “Hi Michael. It’s so nice to meet you. Sit.” 
 
    I sat down. 
 
    “It’s great to meet you, too, Amara. Or should I call you mistress? I’m sorry. I’m new at this. I’m not sure how to address you.” 
 
    “Amara is fine for now.”  
 
    She smiled and stared at me. I felt like she was trying to communicate something, but I wasn’t sure what. Then it hit me.  
 
    “Can I get you a coffee?” 
 
    “Black. Medium. No sugar.” 
 
    She thanked me as I returned with her coffee.  
 
    “Sorry about that Ma’am.” 
 
    “Amara.” 
 
    “Amara. Thank you.” 
 
    “Is there something you have for me?” 
 
    “Oh! Right! Sorry, Ma’am. Amara.” 
 
      
 
    Why was I acting like such a dork? I handed over the chocolate bar. She inspected it, then put it in her purse and looked at me. Her eyes were beautiful.  
 
    “Do you like dark chocolate, Michael?” 
 
    “Yes, I do.” I didn’t, but I felt I should agree with her.  
 
    She looked at me for a moment without speaking. 
 
    “Do you like the movie, Love Actually? I really enjoyed it.” 
 
      
 
    My last girlfriend made me watch that stupid fucking movie. She’d even cried during it, which I counted, actually, as one of the reasons we’d never make it. If she thought that piece of shit was good, we weren’t in for a long relationship.  
 
    “It’s ok. I mean, it has a lot of good points.” 
 
    “Like what?” 
 
    “Like the acting. And there’s a lot of variety.” 
 
    She leaned back and smiled.  
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Kind of.” 
 
    “Is this how you think a submissive should act?” 
 
    I quickly looked around after she said it. There weren’t many people in the café, but she had a clear voice that carried.  
 
    “I want a real conversation, Michael. I want to know what you really think so I can tell if we’ll get along. If you pretend to be someone you’re not, this isn’t going to work. Eventually the real you will come out.” 
 
    I blushed slightly. She was right.  
 
    “I hated that movie.” 
 
    “Me too.” 
 
    “It was such a piece of crap! Not one of those stories was believable!” 
 
    “Do you like dark chocolate?” 
 
    “Not really.” I smiled, and she smiled back. 
 
    “That’s better. You can relax your shoulders, too.” 
 
      
 
    We talked for an hour and a half. She was really charming and fun. I had thought she might be bitchy, or that she would try too hard to be dominant like she did in her emails. But she was confident and smart and…normal. Or almost normal. She didn’t ask me to do anything; she told me. Little things, such as “get me a drink of water,” and “I’ll have a refill of coffee.” But she had a way of saying it that made it seem natural, as if this was just completely normal to tell someone you just met to go get you coffee without saying please or even having that upward tonality at the end to make it seem like a request. When she told me to get her coffee, it was an order.  
 
      
 
    As weird as that was, it was also really exciting! Here was an actual, real life dominant woman right across the table from me, telling me what to do! It felt like I was on an interactive safari. She really did look better than her pictures, too!  
 
      
 
    The weird thing was, we didn’t talk about domination at all. I had a ton of questions I wanted to ask her, like what she was into (besides what she listed in her profile) and how we would handle it when we disagreed, but I wanted to let her bring it up when she was ready. I knew that she wanted to get to know me first, and I had a feeling that other, unsuccessful guys pushed too hard on this point too early. I told her a little about my childhood and how I never did well in school because I couldn’t sit still. I talked about how working out had brought me peace, and then how I dropped out of college to start my own business at age 20. Yes, my business was doing well, but no, I wasn’t one of those obnoxious, rich twenty-somethings who thought he was God’s gift to the world.  
 
      
 
    I asked her a lot of questions. She told me about her love of art, and how she had made a career of photography after thinking her whole life that she would be a painter. She talked about loving to travel and some of the places she wanted to go. She had made her own way. Her parents had been supportive, but hadn’t been able to help her financially, so she had worked through college, as her scholarship paid for school but not anything extra. Before I knew it, it was 11:30, and she had to go. 
 
      
 
    “Michael, it was really nice talking to you. Let’s have dinner on Wednesday night. Do you know where Sushi Yama is?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Meet me there at 7.” 
 
      
 
    No curiosity about whether I was free or not.  
 
      
 
    “Ok.”  
 
    “I’m going to leave. But take your phone out and put it on the table. Now set your timer to five minutes. When I stand up to go, you’re going to stand, and I’m going to kiss you on the cheek. Then you’re going to sit back down, hit start on the timer, and put your right palm flat on the table. When the timer goes off, you can leave. But not before then.” 
 
    “Ok. But…why?” 
 
    She looked at me sternly.  
 
    “Because I said so.”  
 
    We stood and she kissed me on the cheek. Wow! It felt electric! I’d never had that happen before. I mean, I knew she was sexy, but this was something else. I got instantly hard and sat back down quickly to hide it. Amara smiled. I think she knew her effect on me.  
 
    “See you Wednesday, Michael.” 
 
    “I’m looking forward to it, Amara.” 
 
      
 
    I hit the timer and put my palm flat on the table. My breath was shallow. That kiss had thrown me off. It went right through me, down to my chest and to my cock. If she could do that with just a slow kiss on the cheek, sex was going to be amazing!  
 
      
 
    I thought about that for five minutes. I had a feeling there was someone in the café keeping tabs on me. When Amara came in, she didn’t look around to search for me, even though I wasn’t visible from the outside. She must have had someone who texted her where I was sitting. I looked around to see if anyone was staring at me. No one was, but I stayed there until my alarm went off. Then I gathered my phone, drove home and masturbated furiously.  
 
      
 
    The next morning I sent Amara an email telling her how nice it was to meet her and that I was looking forward to dinner. She wrote back later that day: 
 
      
 
    michael, 
 
    It was very nice meeting you, as well. I hope you enjoyed the rest of your weekend. Write Me an email listing what you did. Send it at exactly 10:45 tonight.  
 
      
 
    Wednesday night, bring Me a present of a piece of art you create. Something small and simple, but that expresses who you are. Also, wear a white shirt and blue tie to dinner.  
 
      
 
    Best, 
 
    Amara 
 
      
 
    This was the first time I had ever had homework for a date. Well, I wanted a dominant woman, and I guess this is what that means. It was a little annoying, but it did turn me on.  
 
      
 
    I listed out everything I did for the rest of the weekend. I lied a little, because I didn’t feel like including “masturbated for hours on both Saturday and Sunday.” I also watched a lot of television and didn’t read, but I reversed that.  
 
      
 
    The next day I made a collage out of some old magazines I had lying around. I cut out images I liked, some because of the mood, some because of the color, others just because they looked cool. I arranged them into a figure that was looking upward, as if searching for inspiration. It was actually pretty fun, and I thought Amara would like the theme.  
 
      
 
    I showed up at the sushi restaurant in my white shirt and blue tie at 6:55. I got us a table and waited for her to arrive, which she did right at 7. We hugged and she kissed me on the cheek. As she did, she held my chin in her hand and maneuvered me to look at her.  
 
    “Hello handsome.” 
 
    “You look beautiful, Amara.” 
 
    And she did. She was wearing a green sweater that matched her eyes. She wore a cream colored skirt and brown boots that I’m guessing went up to her knees.  
 
    “Thank you, Michael. Sit.” 
 
    I handed her my collage. She studied it, then asked me questions about why certain images were included and what they meant to me. She was curious in a good way. I wondered if she would be critical, being an artist and all, but if she was, she kept it to herself.  
 
    “I like this Michael. Good boy.”  
 
      
 
    The strangest thing about her saying “good boy” to me is that it didn’t come across as condescending and weird like it should have. In fact, it made my dick twitch. She was dominant, but she was different than the dominant women in porn. Most of them barked their orders loudly, or angrily. Amara just told me what to do in a straightforward way. It wasn’t exactly friendly – it’s hard to be friendly when you’re telling someone to go get you coffee – but it wasn’t angry. I guess it just sounded natural. 
 
      
 
    “Is there anything you don’t eat, Michael?” 
 
    “I don’t like cantaloupe or green peppers, but I eat everything else.” 
 
    “Hand me your menu: I’ll order.”  
 
      
 
    I handed it over. She signaled the waiter and gave him our order. She really had internalized the whole dominance thing. She didn’t ask me what I wanted, and she was very direct with the waiter without being rude. I thought it would feel weird to have a woman order for me, and I looked around to see if other people were staring, but no one was. The waiter didn’t seem to find it unusual, either. Maybe she came here with people a lot.  
 
      
 
    Amara asked me about my values. She asked me a lot of things I’d never really thought about too deeply. At first, I tried to make things up on the spot, but then I figured it was better to just be honest and admit to her that I hadn’t thought about it and didn’t know. She smiled when I did, and I got the impression she’d known I was making stuff up. I guess it was obvious.  
 
      
 
    She’d thought about her values a lot, so when I asked her what she wanted from life and what she thought about things such as kids or religion or happiness in general, she had confident answers at the ready. She also wasn’t afraid to be vulnerable. She talked about some of her early fears and her failures in art. I hadn’t expected that from a dominant woman.  
 
      
 
    The dinner flew by. I was more nervous than I’ve been in long time. I’m good with girls. I know how to act on the first few dates to get them liking me. It can get a little boring, honestly. Most guys my age are morons when it comes to women. They’re insecure, so they try really hard to appear confident and brag or use sad pick-up lines, which just highlights their insecurity. And they’re afraid of women and angry at them because some girl in 7th grade didn’t like them and they don’t have any idea how to listen to a woman so she’ll open up. Imagine dating those guys for years, and then along comes me. Suddenly, there’s someone across the table asking good questions and listening, who’s good-looking with a good body and a good job. On 9 out of 10 first dates, I’m getting laid. But with Amara it felt different. I wasn’t sure how she felt about me, and that was exciting. 
 
      
 
    After dinner I walked her to her car. As we walked, she reached over and took my hand in hers. 
 
    “I’ve never dated a dominant woman before. I don’t know if I should try to kiss you or wait for you to make the first move.” 
 
    “You should wait for me.” 
 
    “Always?” 
 
    “Yes. I’ll tell you what to do Michael. Is that an issue?” 
 
    “No. I just wasn’t sure, because I want to kiss you, but I know…” 
 
    “That I’m in charge?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Yes what?” 
 
    “Yes, you’re in charge.” 
 
      
 
    We were at her car, and she pushed my back up against her door. She raised her fingers and slowly caressed my cheek until she was holding my chin. She then leaned in and kissed me. I pushed back against her. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    I stopped. 
 
    “When we kiss, you’re surrendering to me. You can kiss me back, but keep your lips soft and receive my kiss.” 
 
    She kissed me again and I felt it through my whole body. I kept my lips soft as she placed her hand on the back of my neck. I wanted to grab her and throw her against the car. I wanted to ravage her body and thrust into her. But more than any of that, I wanted her to keep kissing me. Finally she pulled back, but she kept her hand on the back of my neck. 
 
    “That was nice, Michael.” 
 
    “When can I see you again?” 
 
    “This Sunday. You’ll come over for lunch, and we’ll talk more seriously about what a relationship with me means. I’ll email you my address and instructions. Good night Michael.” 
 
    “Good night, Amara.” 
 
    I really felt great on the drive home. I couldn’t believe how sexy she was. The dominant part really added another layer, too. This was going to be a fun little time.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 2 - Deeper 
 
      
 
    The next day I got Amara’s email with her address.  
 
      
 
    Hello michael, 
 
    I look forward to seeing you this Sunday. Wear comfortable clothes you don’t mind getting dirty and old sneakers: you’ll be doing yard work. Bring a journal and a pen. Also bring Me a bottle of Chalk Hill Chardonnay, 2012. They have it at Elk’s Liquor Store on the way to My house. My address is 234 West Palm. Be there at noon.  
 
      
 
    From tonight until we meet, you’re to email Me each night at exactly 11pm. Include a short summary of what you did that day and everything you ate.  
 
      
 
    See you Sunday! 
 
      
 
    Best, 
 
    Amara 
 
      
 
    Dear Amara, 
 
    I will be at your place on Sunday with the bottle of Chalk Hill Chardonnay. This Friday I’m going out with friends and I’m not sure if I’ll be able to email at 11pm. Is it possible to send it earlier? 
 
      
 
    Best, 
 
    Michael 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear michael, 
 
    I said email at 11pm and that is what I expect you to do. Find a way. 
 
      
 
    Best, 
 
    Amara 
 
      
 
    I ended up finding a way. I prewrote the email and saved it as a draft, then set my alarm at the loudest volume for 10:58 and went to hang out with my friends at a bar. I was nervous until I sent the email, thinking I’d miss the alarm. Why was I being such a pussy? I’d hear my alarm, and even if I didn’t, and was late, who cares? I wasn’t her slave.  
 
      
 
    That said, I didn’t want to flunk her little test, so I held my phone in my hand starting at 10:45.   
 
      
 
    I also did something really smart, which was to check the hours of Elk’s Liquor. They weren’t open on Sunday, so I went there on Saturday. I figured this was also a test and I was pleased with myself for passing. Amara was pleased as well. When I showed up, she looked surprised that I had the bottle with me.  
 
      
 
    “Michael, I’m impressed. Good boy!” 
 
    “Ask and it is given.”  
 
    “There’s an ice bucket and an opener on the kitchen counter. Fill the bucket with ice and open the bottle. It can chill while I show you around.” 
 
      
 
    She gave me a quick tour of her house. Directly in the door were stairs leading to the second floor. Off to the left was her living room, which didn’t have a tv in it. The living room opened into the kitchen, which was airy and bright and had a large wooden table that looked like it weighed a thousand pounds. Behind the table was a sliding glass door that led to a large back yard surrounded by hedges. Not surprisingly, the house was very neat and well decorated. The drapes matched the couch, and pictures were framed and hung straight on the walls. It was definitely the home of a woman in her thirties, as opposed to where I lived, which was definitely the apartment of a single dude in his twenties.  
 
      
 
    Amara walked with her back straight, as if she had either taken ballet or posture lessons during her formative years. I stared at her ass as she led me around. I hoped the tour would end in her bedroom.  
 
      
 
    “Michael, my lawn needs mowing. The mower is in the garage. When you’re done, put the mower back where you found it. Take your shoes off at the back door, I’ll be in here, reading.” 
 
    “Ok.”  
 
    Was she kidding?! She had said I’d be doing some yard work; I didn’t think she meant right away. I thought we’d at least fool around first.  
 
    “Michael, in my house, you refer to me as Ma’am. When I give you an order, you say “yes Ma’am.” Understood?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
      
 
    I reminded myself that I was courting a dominant woman, so I should be prepared for these types of exchanges. I also reminded myself that she was testing me with these chores and noting how I reacted. I mowed her lawn. It wasn’t that bad. It reminded me of mowing my parents’ lawn when I was a kid. I thought about Amara in her tight top, which kept my dick at half-mast. When I was finished, I found her in the living room reading. As I came in, she closed her book and placed it on the table next to the couch.  
 
      
 
    “Bring me a glass of wine. The glasses are to the right of the sink.” 
 
    I handed her the glass. I stood there as she took a sip and swallowed.  
 
    “Would you like to talk about domination, Michael?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Kneel in front of me. Can you sit on your feet, or do you have bad knees?” 
 
    I sat on my feet.  
 
    “Back straight. Rest your hands on your thighs, palms down. This is how we’ll talk when we need to talk. I’m not saying this is a relationship yet, as obviously we barely know each other, but you’ve passed the first round and it’s time to see if you can be a part of my life in an intimate way. Is that something you want, Michael?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good. I’m going to tell you a little about what I require, we’re going to talk about your history and your limits, and I’m going to ask you to perform some tasks. Nothing major.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “As I’m sure you’ve noticed, I’m a controlling person.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. I’ve noticed that.” 
 
    “I like things done my way. As I said in my email, it comes naturally to me. If this continues, I will train you in how to please me, which means you’ll learn how to sit, stand, kneel and beg for me. I will control how often you cum and what happens to it after. I’ll be in charge in all matters, both in the bedroom and out.” 
 
      
 
    My dick got hard. 
 
      
 
    “Understand that this isn’t just bedroom submission. We can work together to find out what level of control works for both of us, and you’ll have some input in that. But once we make those decisions, I’m in charge, and you’ll do what I say quickly or be punished. Do you understand what that means?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “You’re excited now because it’s new for you, but I want to be sure this is really something you want. It’s one thing to be obedient when you’re horny, but it’s another at six in the morning.”   
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “I’m going to ask you this now, and I want you to be honest with me: is this what you want? If it’s not, I understand. This is a level of submission not many men are comfortable with, so think about it for a minute or so. Can you handle being my submissive?” 
 
      
 
    I pretended to think about it. Of course I didn’t want to be her submissive, but there was no way I was going to admit that now. I was too turned on, and I wanted sex or at least a blow job before I split. I had bought her dinner, and a coffee after all. I thought about what answer she most wanted to hear. 
 
      
 
    “Ma’am, I’ve never done this before, so for me to say I can handle being a submissive would be impossible, and I don’t want to lie to you. The honest answer is I don’t know. I do know that I’ve always wanted to serve a beautiful dominant woman. The thought of you taking charge of me makes my heart pound. When you first kissed me on the cheek at the café, it was electric! I hope I can handle it, because it sounds like the most exciting thing in the world to me.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled and leaned forward. She caressed my cheek before taking my chin in her hand.   
 
    “I hope you can handle it, too.” 
 
    She patted my cheek and leaned back, recrossing her legs.  
 
    “Do you have any experience in being topped?” 
 
    “No Ma’am. I’ve played around with spanking with ex-girlfriends, but mostly it was me doing the spanking.” 
 
    “Have you ever been to a dominatrix?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you masturbate to femdom porn?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “How often do you masturbate?” 
 
    “Almost every day, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And do you always cum when you masturbate?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” What kind of a question was that?  
 
    “When you fantasize about serving a woman, what do you imagine?” 
 
    “I imagine worshipping her feet, her hair, her breasts. I imagine being forced to worship her pussy. Sometimes I imagine being spanked.” 
 
    “What about strapons? Do you fantasize about being penetrated?” 
 
    “No Ma’am. That’s not something I’m into.” 
 
    “What about ass worship?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “You made a face. Do you find that disgusting?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “I’m going to ask that again. Do you find ass worship disgusting?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. I do.” 
 
    “I can tell when you’re lying. Don’t lie to me.” 
 
    “Sorry Ma’am. Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    If she were as good at detecting lies as she thought, she’d know I wasn’t a real submissive. But I kept that thought to myself. 
 
      
 
    “How is your pain threshold?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Ma’am. Good, I think. Not great, but pretty good.” 
 
    “Do you see my wine glass?” 
 
    “Would you like more wine, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Do you see my wine glass?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “What’s wrong with it?” 
 
    “It’s almost empty Ma’am.” 
 
    “What do you say when that happens?” 
 
    “Would you like more wine, Ma’am?” 
 
    “No. Not now.” 
 
      
 
    By sheer force of will I kept from rolling my eyes.  
 
      
 
    “Lean your face forward.” 
 
      
 
    *SMACK!* 
 
      
 
    I instinctively put my hand to my face where she slapped me. It stung. She was strong! She stared at me, waiting to see how I’d react. I’m glad I was so surprised that I didn’t do anything stupid.  
 
      
 
    “What was that for?!” 
 
    “That was for the wine, and for not capitalizing a reference to me in your last email.”  
 
    “That hurt.” 
 
    “I know. It was supposed to.” 
 
      
 
    She stared at me, waiting to see what I’d do next. Shit, this woman might be crazy. I was turned on, though. I’d masturbated to getting slapped around by a dominant woman plenty of times.  
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am. It won’t happen again.” 
 
    “See that it doesn’t.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “I’m going to tell you about some of what I like from my slave.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “First though, I want you to know that you’re not the first person to kneel before me and tell me he wanted to serve me.” 
 
    “I can imagine, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I have a lot of men contact me who swear that they’re submissive, but really they just want kinky sex for a little while. I’ve nothing against that, but that’s not what I want. I want a submissive man to serve me in a real D/s relationship, and I’ll settle for nothing less.”  
 
    “I understand, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I hope you do. I’ve invested a lot of emotional energy in the past on men who fled when our relationship looked like it was getting serious. That was very painful, Michael. It hurt to realize I’d been used. Men like that don’t even see me as a person. I’m just a vehicle for them to fulfill their fantasies and then abandon.” 
 
      
 
    I felt a little guilty. I hadn’t thought much about what it would mean to her when I left.  
 
      
 
    “I understand Ma’am. I imagine that must have been terrible.” 
 
    “It was. As a result, I have an intensive training for any man who claims he wants to be with me. It’s difficult, but it weeds out the fakes. Until you pass that training, I’m going to be reserved emotionally and physically. We can still have fun, but I need to take care of myself and my heart.” 
 
    “That makes sense, Ma’am. I look forward to that training.” 
 
    “We’ll see about that. I’m going to tell you more about what I desire: I adore foot worship. I like the feel of having my feet massaged, kissed and licked. But I also like what it represents to have you kiss my feet.” 
 
      
 
    She slid her left foot forward a bit.  
 
      
 
    “Kiss it.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    My heart thudded in my chest. It was really happening! I was with a dominant woman and she was making me kiss her feet! I felt my dick strain against my pants. I leaned forward and placed a soft kiss on her foot.  
 
      
 
    “Good boy. Now the other. This is how you will greet me when we’re here together, by kneeling down and kissing my feet. After you’ve finished a task, you’ll alert me by coming to me and kissing my feet. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “I like having my body worshipped from head to toe, every inch. That means you will learn to love worshipping my ass. This isn’t a suggestion, it’s a requirement, so agree to it now or get your shoes and leave.” 
 
    “I can learn, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You can learn what, Michael?” 
 
    “I can learn to love worshipping your ass, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I like massages, so you’ll learn to give them. I’ll also teach you protocol. If we’re talking, and I need to get up go to another room, you’re to kneel with your forehead on the floor until I return. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good, do it now.” 
 
      
 
    I rested my forehead on the floor as her footsteps receded. I heard her coming back but kept my head down. 
 
      
 
    “Up.” 
 
      
 
    Amara was sitting in her reading chair to the right of the couch. She was holding a hairbrush. I turned and scooched forward on my knees until I was in front of her. I kissed both of her feet. 
 
      
 
    “You did two things right, Michael. You waited until I told you before lifting your head, and you kissed my feet without being told. It seems like I won’t have to tell you absolutely everything. Take this and come behind my chair. I like having my hair brushed. Do you know how to brush long hair?” 
 
    “I think so.” 
 
    “If the brush gets caught, hold the hair right above the knot before trying to break it. That way you don’t yank my head back. Start at the bottom and move up. I’ll tell you when to stop.” 
 
      
 
    I started to brush her hair. My dick was straining against my pants and I had to reach down and adjust it. I realized after a little while that I was breathing through my open mouth and not blinking enough. I’d always loved hair. Why hadn’t I done this before? It was awesome! I have no idea how long I spent brushing her hair other than I must have given over 100 brushes. Afterwards, Amara had me stand in front of her. She looked at me up and down and smiled. She then casually reached forward and stroked my dick over my pants. I moaned softly, which made her laugh. 
 
      
 
    “You’re very sensitive, aren’t you?” 
 
    “I’m very turned on, Ma’am. So yes.” 
 
    “I’m glad you like brushing my hair so much. You’ll have lots of practice. Soon we’ll go to the kitchen and I’ll make lunch. I like to cook, so we’ll split that duty, but I don’t like cleaning or putting things away, so you’ll do that. Go to my kitchen now and look where everything is kept. Take your journal and take notes. When I ask you to get me something, I don’t want to have to tell you where it is or have you hunting around forever. Go now.” 
 
      
 
    I went to the kitchen and started taking notes. About five minutes in, I realized that just listing everything was a dumb way to do it. I made a manual like in a car. I drew the kitchen with all the locations numbered, then an index in back with the names of everything in alphabetical order, followed by the number that showed its location. I was proud of myself for figuring this out. Amara came in after fifteen minutes and held out her hand. I gave her my journal and she looked through it, then nodded and handed it back to me. 
 
      
 
    “Grab me the large frying pan, the sauce pan, and the steamer. In the fridge there’s broccoli on the bottom shelf. Grab it, an onion, butter, the shitake mushrooms and the chicken. Grab a container of chicken stock from the cupboard. Watch me as I cook. Take in what I do and how I do it. When you do these tasks, I want it done the same way.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. Which one is the sauce pan?” 
 
    “You don’t know what a sauce pan looks like?” 
 
    “No Ma’am. I don’t need a sauce pan to reheat pizza.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    “Of course you don’t.”  
 
      
 
    Amara was a good cook, and before long we were eating a restaurant quality meal of chicken with broccoli and rice.  
 
      
 
    “Tell me, Michael. Is this how you thought it would be?” 
 
    “I don’t know Ma’am. I didn’t really have an idea of how it would be.” 
 
    “You didn’t fantasize about it?” 
 
    “I did, but I knew it was just a fantasy.” 
 
    “What were your fantasies?” 
 
    “I was…” 
 
      
 
    I was embarrassed to say what I had actually fantasized about. I quickly made up something else. 
 
      
 
    “I was scrubbing your floors nude as you stood over me with a riding crop.” 
 
    She didn’t say anything at first. She seemed to be searching my face. 
 
    “Michael,” her tone was stern. “Swallow the food that’s in your mouth, then lean forward towards me.” 
 
    I furrowed my brows. That didn’t sound great.  
 
      
 
    SMACK! 
 
      
 
    “I told you not to lie to me! I warned you about what would happen. Stay there!” 
 
      
 
    SMACK! SMACK! 
 
      
 
    “I can tell when people are lying. You’re a terrible liar!” 
 
      
 
    I was stunned. She’d slapped me earlier, but we were talking about domination then! We were eating lunch! I didn’t know I was on the clock! Jesus, this woman was deranged! It was fortunate for her that I was still really turned on or I would have just bolted.  
 
      
 
    “Well?!” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ma’am. I was embarrassed about my fantasy.” 
 
    “This is important, Michael, so listen: you don’t get to be embarrassed around me. I tell you to do something; you do it. I ask you a question; you answer it. Embarrassment isn’t an excuse. You might as well tell me you didn’t feel like answering me honestly.” 
 
    “I understand, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you? I’m not sure you understand that you just lied to me, and that now I have to worry that other things you said were lies, as well.” 
 
    “They weren’t Ma’am. Please. I’m sorry. I won’t do it again.” 
 
    “I hope not. Now tell me what you fantasized about that made you feel lying to me was better.” 
 
    “I was eating out of a dog bowl at your feet.” 
 
      
 
    I blushed, but I kept going. 
 
      
 
    “Every once in a while you would hold out a piece of something and I would eat it out of your hand. Afterwards, you would rub my head. I don’t really want that, though. It was just a fantasy.” 
 
    “You don’t really want that, you just masturbated about it?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Are there other things you masturbate about that you don’t want?” 
 
      
 
    I blushed. Could she really tell when I was lying? I didn’t want to get slapped again.  
 
      
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Tell me one of them.” 
 
    “I…I fantasize about being forced to eat my own cum. But I don’t want to do it. I never have, and when I’m done cumming, the idea seems revolting. But the idea of a woman forcing me to do something so disgusting turns me on.” 
 
      
 
    I had never vocalized this before, and my face blushed an even deeper red. I couldn’t look at her as I spoke. She reached over and lifted up my chin. 
 
    “Take a deep breath, Michael…and another. Look at me.” 
 
    Hey eyes were warm and accepting. 
 
    “I know this is hard for you. Your male brain has equated submission with weakness your whole life. At the beginning, it may be hard for you to go against what society tells you is normal. It’s ok to blush and stammer. How do you feel now that you got that out?” 
 
    “I feel ok, Ma’am. Actually, I feel good.”  
 
    It was true. I did feel good. 
 
    “Anything else?” 
 
    “I’m a little worried that you’ll make me do that, eat my cum.” 
 
    “Michael, we’re not there yet. And you don’t have to worry about it. If I want you to do it, you’ll do it. Worrying won’t affect it.” 
 
      
 
    I had to take a deep breath at that. She really believed deep down that I was just going to do everything she said. I felt a weird sensation in my chest and groin.  
 
      
 
    After lunch, I washed the dishes, then joined her in the living room. I knelt and kissed her feet.  
 
    “There’s a list on the coffee table of things I need from the hardware and drug store. Go get them.”  
 
    I wasn’t too happy about that, but I kept it to myself. I had done a lot for her today, and I thought it was high time I got something out of it. I blasted the stereo on my way to the hardware store. I reminded myself that Amara was a domme and she’d been hurt before. I just had to jump through a few more hoops and she’d let down her defenses. I thought back to how it felt when she rubbed my dick over my pants. A few errands weren’t that bad. By the time I got to the hardware store, I was in a better mood. The list wasn’t too long, and I was out of there and the drugstore in about 20 minutes. She hadn’t given me any money, so I paid for everything myself. When I got back, Amara had me put everything away, then join her in living room. I knelt and kissed her feet.  
 
      
 
    “Stand in front of me, arms behind your back, spread your legs a little…move closer. Good.” 
 
    She reached forward and undid my belt. It was about time. I grew hard instantly. God, this woman was like a boner machine.  
 
    She undid the button on my jeans and pulled down the zipper. My breath grew ragged and heavy. She pulled down my jeans and underwear to mid-thigh. She had to pull the underwear forward to get it over my hard dick, which popped up once free.  
 
    She looked at my penis and then up at me.  
 
    “You have a nice cock, Michael.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Take your pants off and spread your legs. Put your hands behind your head and keep them there.” 
 
      
 
    She reached over to a bottle of lotion that was sitting beside her and rubbed some into her hands, then reached forward and gave my penis a stroke. It felt amazing.  
 
    “Look at me, Michael. You’re to control yourself. If you feel close to cumming, tell me. If you cum without permission, you’re going to be in a lot of trouble. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    She moved her hands around my cock, feeling what motions got the biggest reactions. She rubbed the pad of her thumb underneath the head. She stroked up the sides lightly. She made ring around the base of my scrotum with one hand while lightly grazing my dick with the other. Her movements were so confident, so wonderful. A lot of women had given me handjobs, but they were all amateurs compared to this magician. Very quickly, I was close to cumming. 
 
    “I’m close!” 
 
    “Good boy.” She removed her hand from my penis. “Breathe deeply and think about pulling the energy in your cock up the front of your body.”  
 
      
 
    After a minute, she took my penis in her hand again and started stroking. 
 
      
 
    “Look at me, Michael.” 
 
    “Oh my God! Oh my God!!” 
 
    “Open your eyes. Keep looking at me.” 
 
    “I’m close! I’m close!” 
 
      
 
    She took her hand off my penis. She then directed me to lie on the floor on my back. She knelt over me and rubbed more lotion on my penis. As she softly stroked me with her left hand, her right trailed down and stroked my asshole. It felt amazing. I wouldn’t normally have liked it, but I was so far into la-la land that I think I would have loved anything she did.  
 
      
 
    “Close! Close!” 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
      
 
    This continued for I don’t know how long. At one point I realized I had drooled down my cheek.  
 
      
 
    “Ple-, please. Please. Please!” 
 
    “Please what, Michael?” 
 
    “Please, Ma’am, please can I cum?” 
 
      
 
    She removed her hand from dick. 
 
      
 
    “Michael. You know I love tease and denial! You cumming would ruin that. Do you want to ruin my fun?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am. It’s just so much.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled. Then she leaned down and kissed me gently on the lips.  
 
      
 
    “No Michael. You’re not allowed to cum.”  
 
    “Ok. I’m ok.” 
 
      
 
    She stood up, her boots right by my head. I lay there for a moment with my eyes closed. 
 
      
 
    “How do you thank me?” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her quizzically for a second. She had put me in such a frenzied state that I’d forgotten nearly everything else. It came back to me and I turned over and kissed her feet.  
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you.” 
 
    “Stand facing the corner.”  
 
      
 
    I stood facing the corner on wobbly legs. My breath was still ragged, but the feeling that one solid stroke would send me over the edge was quickly fading. In its place was a deep longing to cum, a desire to beg her to come back and finish me. Oh my God! I was going to beat my dick absolutely senseless when I got home.  
 
      
 
    I don’t know how long I waited there. Maybe fifteen minutes. It felt like a long time. Finally Amara had me put on my pants and kneel in front of her.  
 
    “Remove my boots. Then I want you to worship my feet. Start by rubbing them, then kiss and lick every inch. Begin with the left.” 
 
    I removed one of her boots and her sock and began slowly stroking her foot. Amara told me how hard to press and where. She told me when to move on and when to hold on a specific spot. I could tell she liked it. I was still in a somewhat wobbly state. I’d never gotten that close to cumming and then not cum before. My body was trying to figure out how to deal with the energy trapped inside it.  
 
    “That’s good, Michael. Now take my toes into your mouth, one at a time…good. Suck each one. Run your tongue around the toe…good boy. Now lick the bottom of my foot. Every inch. Slower. Good.”  
 
    I was so riled up from the tease and denial earlier that I really got into it. Worshipping her felt like a reward, and I made sure I licked every part, from the heel up to between each toe. Her feet were a little sweaty, but they smelled good. And they were pretty, as feet go. She had me switch to her other foot, and I gave that one the same treatment.  
 
      
 
    “Stop. Head down.”  
 
      
 
    She leaned back on sofa while I waited with my forehead on the floor. I waited for further instructions. I heard some papers rustling. I wondered if she were testing to see how long I would wait before lifting my head up. If it was, I passed.  
 
    “Up. I printed out what you ate this week. Is this normal for you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You eat crap. Starting now, you’re no longer allowed to eat Taco Bell or any other fast food. And you must eat two helpings of vegetables per day. Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “On your way home, buy some vegetables, then take a photo and email it to me exactly at 7pm. I want a picture of each meal before you sit down to eat.” 
 
     “Ma’am, sometimes I don’t sit down to eat, I just snack.” 
 
    “Send me a photo of what you’re going to snack on. Two servings of vegetables per day.”  
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Come closer to me.” 
 
      
 
    I crawled between her feet. She leaned forward, and in a move I was getting used to, she held my chin in her hand and lifted my eyes to meet hers.  
 
      
 
    “I’m pleased with you Michael. You’re not perfect, but that would be boring.” 
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    “You’ll always know where you stand with me, and whether I’m happy with you.” 
 
    “Thank you Ma’am. I like that.” 
 
      
 
    She stared into my eyes, like she saw something there she wasn’t quite sure of, but she didn’t say anything. Instead she gave me a light pat on the cheek. 
 
      
 
    “You can go. Come back here on Wednesday night. I’ll send you an email with what to wear.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “When you get home, before you do anything else, check your email.” 
 
      
 
    I was in a daze as I drove home. That tease and denial session was the most erotic thing I’d ever experienced. And Amara seemed to get better looking and sexier each time I saw her. She was really stunning when she wore the right clothes. It’s too bad she wasn’t five years younger and not crazy: I could’ve seen real relationship potential.  
 
      
 
    On the way home, I grabbed some vegetables and a case of beer. I was going to get drunk tonight. But first, I was going to release the pressure that had built up in my dick over the day.  
 
      
 
    Before I did, I checked my email. There was a note from Amara. 
 
      
 
    Sweet michael, 
 
    It was wonderful spending time with you today, and I look forward to Wednesday. I’d like to know how you feel about O/our time together and some of the things that happened. Please answer these questions tonight: 
 
      
 
    
    	 Where you surprised that I didn’t let you cum? Looking back on it now, are you happy I didn’t? 
 
    	 What are your feelings about being slapped in the face? Do you feel you deserved it? 
 
    	 How was it to worship My feet? Did it excite you? Why or why not? 
 
    	 Did it excite you to brush My hair? Why or why not? 
 
   
 
      
 
    Lastly, I know you’re excited now and planning to masturbate to completion. I allow it. But wait until 8pm to start. At 7:45, send me an email asking my permission, and I will email you back saying yes.  
 
      
 
    Until Wednesday, 
 
    Amara 
 
      
 
    Reading her email brought back the tingling feeling in my dick from earlier in the day. At the same time, Jesus fucking Christ woman! Did she ever let it rest with this whole dominant thing? Why tell me to wait two more hours?! 
 
      
 
    I grabbed some lotion and was about to masturbate, but I remembered her slapping me and telling me she could tell when I was lying. Could she? I mean, she had in the moment, but if she were so sharp why couldn’t she tell I was using her for sex? I grabbed my dick and started masturbating. Fuck her. After a few strokes though, I stopped. I needed to answer her questions before I came. Otherwise, I’d tell her to go to hell. I cracked a beer and started.  
 
      
 
    Dear Amara, 
 
    I had a wonderful time today, as well. I was in a daze driving home, and many of the things W/we did seem unreal now, almost like they happened in a dream. In answer to Your questions: 
 
      
 
    
    	 I was surprised that I didn’t get to cum, yes. I knew that You were into tease and denial from Your profile, but I guess I never really thought about what that meant. Looking back, it was incredibly erotic. I also felt very submissive to You when it happened. Do I wish I would have cum? Yes. I do. I know that may not be what You want to hear, but someone told me I was a terrible liar, so I think I should tell the truth  
 
    	 Being slapped in the face surprised me, as well. It was difficult to take. I understand that honesty is important to You, but it seemed at the time excessive. I understand now though that I did deserve it. You told me not to lie and I did. I’m sorry about that and I won’t lie to You again.  
 
    	 Worshipping Your feet was exciting and erotic for me. It felt good to make You happy, and I felt close to You while doing it. Time also went by very quickly as I did it.  
 
    	 It really excited me to brush Your hair. Hair is something of a fetish for me, though I don’t understand why. Brushing Your hair also made me feel submissive, and there’s something about Your hair in particular that’s especially erotic. This was a huge turn on for me and I was hard the whole time.  
 
   
 
      
 
    It’s now 7:45, and I have not touched myself. May I please have Your permission to masturbate? 
 
      
 
    I look forward to Wednesday, as well, 
 
    Michael 
 
      
 
    I hadn’t planned to spend that much time writing the email, but I got into it. I like writing, and talking about what happened put me back in the moment of actually kissing her feet and her playing with my dick. The first time I wrote it I forgot to capitalize all the pronouns related to her. Fortunately, I proofread it. I wonder what she would have done had I forgotten for an entire email?  
 
      
 
    I realized I’d been absentmindedly rubbing my dick for about ten minutes. Today was really exciting, and I didn’t want to do anything to risk it. I could hold off cumming until 8. I went for a run, then did some pushups and curls. At 7:45 I sent her email.  
 
      
 
    Her reply came at 7:58. 
 
      
 
    michael,  
 
    Yes. You may masturbate. As you do so, picture worshipping My feet and brushing My hair.  
 
      
 
    Send Me an email before you begin thanking Me for this privilege. 
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Amara 
 
      
 
      
 
    Dear Amara, 
 
    Thank You for letting me masturbate.  
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Michael 
 
      
 
    I ignored her order to picture kissing her feet and instead thought of a femdom clip I’d watched the other day. As I masturbated, though, my thoughts kept coming back to Amara. I remembered her rubbing her thumb on the underside of my cock. My God, she was sexy. I imagined kneeling, with her looking over her shoulder at me.  
 
      
 
    “Lick my ass.” 
 
      
 
    I came explosively. My whole body shook and my pelvis actually bucked. Jesus Christ! It was one of the most intense orgasms I’d ever had!  
 
      
 
    Two minutes later I had the following thought: WHAT THE FUCK AM I DOING?!? Was I insane?! Why was I letting this delusional bitch tell me what to do? She slapped me in the face! And I let her! I didn’t protest, I even apologized! Oh Jesus Christ! I was a fucking weirdo! I really was damaged. I must have buried in my subconscious somewhere some abuse that I’d forced myself to forget. How was I turned on by all this?  
 
      
 
    I grabbed a beer from the fridge and pounded it. This was unacceptable. No one treated me this way! I grabbed another beer and drank it. I knew what I needed: to call up a fuck buddy and pound her. To grab her hair and force her face down on the bed as I fucked her from behind. I wanted to hear a girl scream in pleasure from my cock. I texted Stephanie, a girl I’d met at a bar a few months before. I told her I’d been thinking about her and that I wanted to take her out to dinner tomorrow. She was down for it.  
 
      
 
    The next evening I picked up Stephanie from her apartment. She was young: 22, a sorority chick with a hot little body and a tattoo of a rose just below her waist. She had just graduated from college and moved to the area to begin a job in marketing.  
 
      
 
    On the date I made up for my submissiveness with Amara by making all the decisions. I told Stephanie where we were going and what we were doing, and I left no room for discussion. At one point at the bar, I just straight up told her to go get me a drink. And she did. On the way home, she couldn’t keep her hands off me. I fucked her from behind as she moaned and clutched onto the headboard. And the whole time I was fucking her I thought about Amara.  
 
      
 
    The next morning, we had sex again, this time with her on top. As long as I kept my eyes on Stephanie I was fine. But if I closed my eyes I went back to thinking about brushing Amara’s hair. After I was done and Stephanie had gone to work, I sat and thought about my situation. I thought I might be done with Amara, but clearly I wasn’t. I had to see it through until I fucked her. Then I could disappear. Until then, I’d keep pretending to be submissive. I checked my email. There was a message from Amara.  
 
      
 
    michael, 
 
    Please explain why you did not email Me last night? 
 
      
 
    Amara 
 
      
 
    Jesus. She wasn’t going to make this easy!  
 
      
 
    Amara, 
 
    I’m very sorry about not emailing You. I was out with a friend I hadn’t seen in a while and I lost track of time. I know this is not an acceptable excuse, but it’s what happened. It won’t happen again. 
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Michael 
 
      
 
    Her reply:  
 
      
 
    michael, 
 
    We’ll talk about this more tomorrow. Be at My door at 7pm. Wear a white shirt with a striped tie and black shoes.  
 
      
 
    Tonight you will refrain from masturbating.  
 
      
 
    Amara, 
 
      
 
    Something about her telling me not to masturbate made me desperately want to masturbate, even though I’d cum just that morning. I knew she’d know, though, and she was already pissed at me for not emailing. As I watched tv, my hand kept going to my crotch. Finally I went for a run just to take my mind off it. When I got home, I sent Amara an email, then showered, stretched and went to bed before I got horny again.  
 
      
 
    The next day was worse. I had to work at a coffee shop just to keep myself from jerking off. I pulled into Amara’s house that evening with my dick at half-mast. I really hoped we’d play around after dinner.  
 
      
 
    Amara invited me in. She seemed like she was in a bad mood. She just stood there staring at me. After five seconds it hit me, and I knelt and kissed her feet.  
 
      
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    I followed her into the living room.  
 
    “Kneel.” 
 
    I knelt, and she moved directly in front of me. 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    I craned my neck to see her. She looked angry. 
 
    “When I let you masturbate, you thank me. I expected an appreciative email telling me how incredible it felt to cum after our teasing session. It felt incredible, did it not?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Then why didn’t you email to thank me?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You don’t know, or you don’t want to say?” 
 
    “I don’t want to say, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    SLAP!  
 
      
 
    “I warned you about lying to me! And you keep doing it.” 
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am! I felt guilty afterwards and didn’t want to tell you!” 
 
    “So you believed lying to me was better? Don’t look down; look at me! Is this how it’s going to be? Because if that’s the case, this isn’t going to work.” 
 
    “No Ma’am! I promise. I can do better.” 
 
    “And then you don’t send me an email on Monday night! And I have to chase you to remind you! Can I even trust you? Is anything you said to me Sunday true?” 
 
    “It is Ma’am! I do want to be with you! I want to submit to you!” 
 
    “Stand up. Pull your pants and underwear down to your ankles and stand to my right.” 
 
      
 
    I felt strangely guilty. She had just scolded me like I was a child, and I just took it. I should’ve felt angry, but weirdly, I just felt bad, as if I’d really done something wrong. Amara sat in her reading chair. The hairbrush was on the table next to her. She picked it up.  
 
      
 
    She was going to spank me! My chest started to tingle. This was real femdom! I was going to get spanked! I pulled my pants down and suppressed a smile. If I knew I was going to get spanked, I’d have forgotten to email her a week ago. 
 
      
 
    “Over my lap.” 
 
      
 
    I crouched and somewhat awkwardly scooted into position. I felt her warm thighs against my stomach. My penis pressed against her inner thigh. I grew fully hard. She felt it and widened her legs.  
 
      
 
    “Tell me why you’re being punished, Michael.” 
 
      
 
    My breath was ragged, and I had to collect myself.  
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am. I-“ 
 
    “I didn’t say apologize. That comes after. I said tell me why you’re being punished.” 
 
    “I didn’t thank you after I came, and I didn’t email you on Monday night, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “You’ve done this three times to me. You just did it a moment ago.” 
 
    “And I wasn’t honest with you, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    She held my waist and adjusted my body to give her a better angle. I could feel my heart thumping in my chest and the cool air against my thighs and back.   
 
      
 
    “You can scream if you need to. But do not jerk away.  
 
      
 
    Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! Whap! 
 
      
 
    I exhaled. It felt almost pleasurable. 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Ow!”  
 
    That one hurt. 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    I twisted my body but stayed on her lap.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t move!” 
 
    “Sorry Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    I placed my hands on the floor to steady myself. I felt my fingertips against the thick carpeting. My dick was still rock hard.  
 
      
 
    WHAP!  
 
      
 
    “OW! Fuck! Ow!” 
 
    “Be a big boy, Michael. Breathe.” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Ungh!”  
 
    “Breathe.” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
      
 
    This wasn’t fun anymore! This was real pain! Jesus!  
 
      
 
    “You’re doing well, Michael. Concentrate on breathing.” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!   
 
      
 
    I twisted, but she gripped my waist tightly. I was thankful she was pausing after every six spanks. That was just about the time I couldn’t take anymore and needed to regroup. I wondered if she knew that. 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!   
 
      
 
    “GOD!!”  
 
    She rubbed my butt with her hand.  
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!   
 
      
 
    “Crawl to the corner on your hands and knees, then kneel. Hands behind your head.”  
 
      
 
    I knelt facing the corner. My butt was red and hot. The pain was starting to subside, and in its place came a warm sense of pleasure. I had just been spanked by a dominant woman!  
 
      
 
    After what seemed like ten minutes, Amara called to me: 
 
      
 
    “Come here. Crawl.” 
 
      
 
    I crawled to her. 
 
      
 
    “Kiss my feet and apologize.” 
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am, for not sending a thank you email on Sunday night, for not emailing Monday night, and then for lying to you about it today. I’m new at this Ma’am. I’ve had a lifetime of hiding my submissive desires, so it’s difficult at times to be honest about them. I’m not excusing it, I’m just telling you. I’m trying to be good, but sometimes I make mistakes. It doesn’t mean I’m not committed to this.” 
 
    “Keep kissing my feet.” 
 
    I felt an odd sense of calm as I worshipped her feet. I wanted to please her now for real, not just for sex.  
 
    “Up.” 
 
    She reached around and grabbed the skin on the back of my neck. She tilted my head so that I looked her in the eyes.  
 
    “You got off easy tonight. Next time will be worse. And if it continues, we’re done. I expect a better level of service than you’ve given me.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Get dressed. We’re going to dinner.” 
 
      
 
    We went to a pub for dinner. Amara ordered us both hamburgers. I usually get mine medium, but she ordered it medium rare for me and I didn’t feel like I should say anything. The weird thing was, she was acting perfectly friendly, like she hadn’t just spanked and scolded me. I finally asked her about it. 
 
    “Are you still mad at me, Ma’am?” 
 
    “You don’t have to call me Ma’am in public, and I’m still disappointed in you, but I’m not mad. That’s the wonderful part about female led relationships. I can work through my anger with punishment. The communication is clear. Besides, you are new to this, and it’s normal for you to make slips ups.” 
 
    “Thank you.” 
 
    “That doesn’t mean they’ll go unpunished, and just because I punish you doesn’t wipe them from the record. You did disobey me and you lied to me again. Those will factor into my decision of whether we continue together or not.” 
 
      
 
    I was surprised by how much her last comment stung. I knew we weren’t in a relationship yet, but the idea that she might not want me had never entered my mind. I couldn’t remember the last time a woman didn’t want me.     
 
    “I understand.” 
 
    “I hope you do. I can tell you’re good with women. And I imagine you think that charm is enough to make me want you as my slave.” 
 
    I flinched and looked around quickly. She really didn’t seem to care who heard her.  
 
    “There’s a training process. It’s difficult. You won’t like it.” 
 
    The food came and we ate. The discussion switched to movies and books we liked. She read a lot of fantasy and science fiction. I wasn’t surprised: she had a little nerdiness about her. We then moved on to personal growth. We found a lot of common ground in our beliefs. By the end of dinner, I thought there might be a chance that we’d have sex that night, but it didn’t happen. I walked her to her door and she kissed me softly on the lips. 
 
      
 
    “Stop. I kiss you, remember? Not the other way around. Soft lips. Yield to me.” 
 
    She kissed me again. She really was a fantastic kisser. I cautiously put my hands on her sides, not wanting to do anything wrong. She held me behind my neck.  
 
    “Go home. You may masturbate tonight, but first send me an email at 10:15 asking for permission. And then what will you do after?” 
 
    “Thank you for the privilege, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good boy. Emails every night at 10pm. Be here Sunday at 10am. I’ll send a list of groceries to bring. Good night.” 
 
    “Good night, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    I sped home and sent Amara an email. Then I typed the following email:  
 
      
 
    Amara, 
 
    Thank You for the privilege of masturbating and cumming. It felt amazing! It was also great talking with You again, and I appreciate Your patience as I learn to serve You.  
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Michael 
 
      
 
    I knew once I masturbated I wouldn’t want to write her anything, and I’d be pissed at myself for letting her spank me and slap me.  
 
      
 
    A few minutes later, Amara’s response came and I masturbated furiously. It felt amazing! Just mind-blowing! I clicked send on the email. Then I went to the kitchen and pounded two beers in a row. I felt angry at myself and idiotic, but it wasn’t as bad as the last time.  
 
      
 
    After 20 minutes, I got another email from Amara. I took a deep breath to brace myself, then opened it. 
 
      
 
    Sweet michael, 
 
    I’m glad your little cum was pleasurable.   
 
    Making mistakes is normal at this stage in training. I will be patient with you as long as I feel you are committed to the process.  
 
      
 
    See you Sunday. 
 
      
 
    Sincerely, 
 
    Amara 
 
      
 
    Fucking bitch. 
 
      
 
    The next day I felt better about the whole thing, and I was good with emails the rest of the week. I installed two alarms on my phone and prewrote a bunch of emails so that if I was ever out at night, I could quickly send one.  
 
      
 
    Stephanie, my fuck buddy, kept texting and emailing me about hanging out again. She was pissed I wasn’t getting back to her, and she was being really annoying about it. At one point she accused me of using her for sex, as if that wasn’t the arrangement. I finally blocked her.  
 
      
 
    Honestly, I felt a little bad about what I was doing with Amara. At the same time, though, I’d put in a lot of effort. I’d bought her wine and flowers and dinner. I’d mowed her lawn and run her errands. I deserved to fuck her. The training so far had been fine, and some of it was a real turn-on. I didn’t like getting slapped in the face, but it wasn’t terrible, and there were definite rules about when it happened, so I’d be able to avoid it in the future with some adjustments.  
 
      
 
    Sunday morning I showed up at Amara’s place at exactly 10am. She cooked a wonderful brunch for us. Then she moved to the sofa, picked up a book, and started reading. 
 
      
 
    “There’s a list of chores for you to do. Read it and then come and tell me you understand.” 
 
      
 
    I read through the list: 
 
    
    	 Wash the dishes from breakfast. The dishes in the dishwasher are clean. Put them away. 
 
    	 Clean the downstairs bathroom. There are cleaning supplies in the closet near the back door. Make sure to sweep before you mop.  
 
    	 Pick up all the sticks and branches that fell in the backyard.  
 
    	 Trim the hedges (sheers are in the garage). 
 
   
 
      
 
    As I read, I felt two parts of me battling. On one hand, who did she think she was? She really thought I should just do all this for her? For some woman who I hadn’t even slept with?! On the other hand, this was obviously another test. I needed to perform it without complaint. The second side won out. I approached her and kissed her feet. 
 
      
 
    “Up.” 
 
    “I understand the chores, Ma’am. Is there anything else?” 
 
    “No. Get started.” 
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    I kissed her feet again, then went to do my chores. It took a while, but it wasn’t terrible work. I don’t particularly mind cleaning. It’s not how I would choose to spend my day, but this was a little different because it was tied up in Amara’s dominance, which made it kind of arousing.  
 
      
 
    When I was finished, I knelt in front of Amara and kissed her feet. She finished reading the page she was on, then put her book down. 
 
    “Up Michael. Let’s check your work.” 
 
    I stood up, and Amara stood up as well. As she passed by, she reached back and rubbed her hand on my crotch, and I felt better about my decision to do my chores. Amara looked at the bathroom, rubbing her fingers over the counter and bathtub to make sure I had cleaned well. Then we went out the backyard.  
 
      
 
    “Michael, I’m pleased with this work. Come inside. Once we’re in the front door, take off all your clothes, fold them, and place them in the corner of the kitchen. Then meet me upstairs in the guest bedroom.” 
 
    Finally! I stripped off my clothes in record time and hustled up to the guest bedroom. It was a pretty bare room: small, with a full-sized bed. There were a couple of Amara’s black-and-white photographs on the wall. She sat on the edge of the bed and pointed to the floor in front of her.  She had taken off her shoes, and I knelt and slowly kissed her bare feet.   
 
    “Michael. My pleasure comes before yours, always. I know you’re anxious for us to have sex, but that won’t come for a while. I don’t have sex with men I don’t trust, and building trust takes time. That doesn’t mean we’ll be chaste; we’ll still have a lot of fun. I think you know that.” 
 
    She looked down at my dick, which was pointing straight up.  
 
      
 
    “You’re going to start with massaging my back.” She lifted off her sweater and undershirt, leaving her in just a bra. I stared at her breasts. They looked like the breasts from comic books. Amara saw me staring, open-mouthed and smiled. She unlatched her bra. Oh my God! They were amazing! She turned and lay on her stomach.  
 
    I moved next to her and ran my hands over her back. I know how to give a good massage, and I started slowly warming her up, seeing where she was tight and how she reacted to pressure. Soon she was breathing slowly and deeply.  
 
    “You know what you’re doing, Michael. I’m impressed.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Move to my right shoulder.” 
 
      
 
    I did as she asked. I spent a lot of time on her shoulders, then moved my hands down her body. I was searching for her hot spots, those points that made her breath catch. I found some on her lower back and slowly worked down her legs to her feet.  
 
      
 
    “Michael, lie down on your back next to me.” 
 
    Amara rubbed her hand over my chest, then kissed me. I let my lips relax and yielded to her kisses. I felt her breasts against me and I longed to bring my hands to them. Instead I waited for her instruction. 
 
    “Michael, get down on your knees. Face the bed.”  
 
    I hurried into position. She moved to the side of the bed in front of me.  
 
    “Take of my skirt and underwear.” 
 
    I carefully pulled down her skirt. Her pubic hair was trimmed and light red.  
 
    “Kiss me, Michael.” 
 
    I leaned forward and kissed her sex. I kissed her thighs and around her lips. I softly licked her opening, starting at the bottom and lightly licking around her lips. She placed her hands on my head. One rested on top while the other held the back, just above my neck.  
 
      
 
    “Push your tongue inside me, Michael. Stay at that speed.” 
 
    I tasted her arousal on my tongue. I felt her wetness run down my chin. 
 
    “Longer strokes.” 
 
    “That’s good. Stay right there.” 
 
    “Harder!” 
 
    She pulled me tight against her as she came. She rubbed herself against me, coating my face. Then she just held me against her. 
 
      
 
    “Start again, Michael. Lick inside me.” 
 
      
 
    After her second orgasm, Amara called me back on the bed and had me lie on my back. She sat next to me and rubbed my chest with her hand. 
 
    “That was very good, Michael.” 
 
    She kept rubbing, letting her hand move slowly down my stomach. She reached over me to the bedside table to a bottle of lube.  
 
    “Put your arms at your sides.” 
 
    She moved to sit cross-legged between my thighs, then pulled my legs over hers. She took my penis in her hands and softly rubbed in the lube. I was moaning instantly. 
 
    “Look at me, Michael.” 
 
    I moved a pillow behind my head so I could see her without straining. She looked like a powerful Goddess, sitting above me, holding onto my hard cock. I felt something inside me relax, and I put myself in her care.  
 
    “Tell me when you’re getting close.” 
 
      
 
    She explored my penis, running her fingertips all over, softly stroking it, stroking my balls, running her finger over my asshole.  
 
    “Keep looking at me.” 
 
    It was hard to maintain eye contact as she skillfully brought me to the edge of cumming before backing away. My hips started to shake, and then buck. 
 
    “Please, Ma’am! Please!!” 
 
    She leaned forward to stroke my chest. She pinched my nipples. 
 
      
 
    “Breathe Michael. Breathe.” 
 
      
 
    She started again, stroking, softly, then harder, watching my breath, starting into my eyes. At that moment, I could see being her slave for real – not just to get off and satisfy a temporary fetish. I felt safe in her hands, under her gaze, and I wanted to stay there with her forever.  
 
      
 
    She rubbed her thumb underneath the head of my cock and I almost lost it.  
 
      
 
    “Close! Close!” 
 
    She moved her hand away. “Breathe, my pet.” 
 
    “Amara?” 
 
    “Yes, Michael.” 
 
    “I want to be your slave. I want to serve you and give myself to you. Please! Please let me serve you!” 
 
    “Shhh” she rubbed my chest. She leaned forward and kissed me softly.  
 
      
 
    “That’s enough for now, Michael.” 
 
      
 
    I quickly bent down and kissed her feet. 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you.” 
 
    “Kneel by the bed.” 
 
    I knelt. She sat looking down on me, then took my face in her hands. 
 
    “Michael, I’ve asked you this before, and I want to know again: is a D/s relationship really what you want?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “It’s important that you really think about this, because the next aspect of your training is intense, and it’s time-consuming for me. I don’t want to waste my time, so if you’re thinking about running, run now.” 
 
      
 
    I leaned forward and kissed both of her feet. 
 
      
 
    “I want to stay, Ma’am. I want to learn to serve you.” 
 
    She smiled and rubbed my head.  
 
    “Why don’t you think about it, Michael. Go stand in the corner. And understand this: once we start, it might be difficult for you to turn back.”  
 
      
 
    I went to the corner and placed hands behind my head. I didn’t know how it could be difficult to turn back, but I knew then that I had to have her. Would she be upset when I broke things off? Probably. But that was part of dating. She’d get over it. But right now I would do whatever it took to get her. I could worry about the rest later.  
 
      
 
    Finally she called me and I knelt at her feet. 
 
      
 
    “Go ahead, Michael.” 
 
    I kissed one foot, then the other. 
 
    “I want to be your slave, Ma’am. Please allow me that honor.” 
 
    She looked down at me and smiled.  
 
    “How easy is it for you to clear your schedule for the next 10 days?” 
 
    “It’s easy for me to arrange my schedule so I only have to spend an hour or two per day working, and I can do that from anywhere. But to have 10 days off is very difficult, and I don’t think I’d be able to do that for a few months. I’m sorry, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Don’t be sorry for being honest, Michael. If I let you use your computer to check your email and work for a few hours a day, would that be doable?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. It would.” 
 
    “What about over the next month? I’m not sure if I want to start the next level now or in a few weeks.” 
 
    “Anytime over the next month is good. My schedule is open, and I don’t have any trips or people coming into town.” 
 
      
 
    She thought about it for about a minute. 
 
      
 
    “We can start tonight. Go home and grab your toiletries and your journal. Be back here at 9pm. Don’t worry about clothes. I have everything you need. Close up your house however you need to: you won’t be returning for 10 days.” 
 
      
 
    Making my apartment vacation ready wasn’t difficult. I just had to close the windows and unplug the appliances (but not the tv, as then it wouldn’t record my shows). There was a big basketball game coming up on Sunday. I wondered how Amara would feel about me heading to a bar to watch it. I could bring that up later. I also wondered what I’d be wearing. Maybe I’d spend the 10 days naked. That would be exciting! I threw some toiletries and my computer in a bag and hurried to my car.  
 
      
 
    I was hard the whole drive back to Amara’s. I imagined all the fun things we’d do – body worship, 69, eventually fucking. Amara didn’t just jump into bed with any young dude, even one as attractive as I am. I felt triumphant to have gotten through her defenses. It had been a difficult road, but I’d made it.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 3 – Training Begins 
 
      
 
    My jaw all but dropped when I got to Amara’s. She had changed into a black leather skirt and a black corset that pushed her breasts up and out. Her red, curly hair fell over her shoulders. I stared at her open-mouthed, unable to speak.  
 
    “Strip. Put everything in this bag.” 
 
    When I finished, I knelt and kissed her feet. I told her how excited I was to serve her. It was hard to keep the smile off my face. She was everything I’d fantasized about. Amara smiled back and stroked my face.  
 
      
 
    “My sweet Michael. You’ve done very well in your training. These ten days are going to be difficult, and there will be many things I do to test your ability to serve me as I need to be served. I will be severe with you, more severe than I normally am or will be if you pass this test and we stay together. Do you understand why I need to do this?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I will not have patience for your mistakes, and I will expect from you a perfection that you cannot meet. You will try your best, and fail, and I will punish you for it. For these 10 days, that will be your life. It’s unfair, but it’s absolutely necessary. Without this training, I can’t be sure of your commitment.” 
 
      
 
    As she spoke, she ran her fingers through my hair and down my face. I was completely under her spell. Standing above me, she looked radiant, powerful. 
 
      
 
    “I will ask you one last time: do you want to go forward?” 
 
    I leaned forward and kissed her feet. 
 
    “Yes Ma’am!” 
 
    “From now on, I will refer to you simply as “slave.” You will always refer to me as Ma’am. Now come, slave. Crawl after me on your hands and knees. Let’s get started.” 
 
    She walked slowly down the hall, I crawled after, staring at her wonderful ass in her leather skirt. She took me to the basement.  
 
      
 
    “This is where you’ll spend a lot of time. It’s my playspace.” 
 
      
 
    It certainly was! It had beige carpet and wood paneled walls. Or at least most of it was carpet. In the corner there was a 3’x3’ dog cage. A 5 by 5 foot block of carpeting below it was cut out, showing the cement floor beneath.  
 
      
 
    There were a lot of BDSM toys. Against one wall was a large throne, with dark purple fabric. There was a spanking bench, above which was a pulley system. One wall was all mirrors. Along the third wall were spanking implements: canes, floggers, paddles. Then there were a number of white cabinets. I could only guess what was inside them.  
 
      
 
    There was also a table with black leather padding on which rested four cuffs and two collars, one small and one large. Amara led me to the center of the floor and told me to stay. I put my forehead on the floor while she retrieved some items from the table and the cabinets.  
 
      
 
    “Up.” 
 
    I sat up. Amara walked behind me. 
 
    “Lift your chin.” 
 
    She placed the large collar on me. I felt a rush as the leather cinched tight around  around my neck and locked with an audible click.  
 
    “Stand.” 
 
    Amara attached leather cuffs to my ankles and wrists, then wrapped the small collar around my balls. It had a small plastic box, and when the collar was locked, the box rested against the underside of my scrotum.  
 
    “Down. Hands and knees.”  
 
    She attached a chain that went to both wrists then down to my ankles. The result was I couldn’t separate my wrists more than a foot apart or my ankles a foot apart.  
 
    “Stand up, slave.” 
 
    When I tried to stand, I realized I couldn’t move my wrists more than a couple feet from my ankles. I could stand hunched over, but not straight. It was uncomfortable.  
 
    “Walk across the floor.” 
 
    With the chain, I had to shuffle slowly. I guess I wasn’t going to be walking around for a little while.  
 
    “Stop. Hands and knees. Look at me.” 
 
    Amara was holding a small remote control. She pressed a button and pain shot through my testicles. 
 
      
 
    “AAAaaaahhhh!” 
 
      
 
    I fell to the ground and curled into a ball. Finally it stopped. 
 
    “Hands and knees. Look at me.” 
 
    She pressed a different button, and pain shot through my neck. 
 
    “OW! Owww!” 
 
    “Get up! Get over the spanking bench.” 
 
    Amara locked my wrists, ankles and collar to the bench. I heard her walk to the wall and grab something. She came back and knelt in front of me. She took my head in her hands. 
 
    “Slave. Many times during these 10 days you’ll want to quit. You’ll beg me to let you go. You’ll lose your temper and probably scream and tell me it’s over and you’ve changed your mind and want to leave. That is not an option. For the next ten days, you’re my slave, and you will do everything I say, no matter what. If you don’t…” 
 
    She must have pressed a button on the remote control, because pain seared through my balls. I screamed. 
 
      
 
    “Please, please Ma’am. Don’t do that! AAAAAhhhhhhhh!”  
 
      
 
    She walked over to the wall and grabbed a crop, then moved behind me. 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Don’t you ever-“  
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “tell me-“ 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “what to do.”  
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Aaaahhh! I’m sorry Ma’am! I’m sorry! I won’t! I won’t!!” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Stop moaning.” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m Michael…AAAAAHHHHH!” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m your slave! I’m your slave!!” 
 
      
 
    She knelt down and grabbed my chin. She lifted my eyes to hers.  
 
    “I don’t expect you to like this. But you’re going to accept it. You’re mine, now. I own you. I know you have a lot of fantasies about what slavery is like. You won’t have those for long.” 
 
    She walked behind me and took my balls in her hand. I flinched. But she just massaged them. Then she held them firmly in her hand. It felt like she might crush them.  
 
    “We’re going to play a game. I’m going to ask you to do something impossible, and you’re going to say, ‘no Ma’am.’ Is that clear?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Slave, stand up.” 
 
    “No Ma’am…Aaaahhh!” 
 
    She had pressed the remote to my ball shocker.  
 
      
 
    “Slave, come worship my feet.” 
 
    “No Ma’am…Ahhh!” 
 
      
 
    “Slave, vacuum the rug.” 
 
    “No, Ma’am…Aaaaaahhhhhhh!!!” 
 
      
 
    This continued for I don’t know how long. Every time I said no to her, I was wracked with pain. Amara came and crouched in front of me. She unlocked my collar from the bench and lifted my chin. 
 
      
 
    SLAP! 
 
      
 
    She looked at me. 
 
      
 
    SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “Ow! Ma’am I don’t-“ 
 
      
 
    SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “OW! Wait! What do-“ 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am! I’m sorry! Thank you! Thank you, Ma’am, for training me!” 
 
    That was what she wanted, because she stopped. She untied me from the bench and I fell to her feet. As I kissed them, I felt the device around my balls vibrate. It was a low vibration, and it felt good. I continued worshipping her feet and the vibration continued. 
 
    “Up.” 
 
    When I stopped, the vibration stopped.  
 
    “Crawl to the cage. Back into it.” 
 
    I crawled to the cage and backed myself inside. On my hands and knees, I didn’t have much space to move. I couldn’t turn around. The most I could do would be to lie down in a ball.  
 
    Amara knelt down in front of me.  
 
    “Give me your hands.” 
 
    I lifted them, and she ran another small chain through the front of my collar. My wrists were now locked so I couldn’t move them more than six inches from my neck. I flopped down to the ground in a groveling position: hands and knees, head between my wrists at the floor.  
 
    Amara locked the door to the cage and walked out of the room, turning the light off as she went. I stayed there in the dark. This was not what I thought it would be like. This wasn’t kinky and fun at all; it was uncomfortable and painful. My dick had retreated as far into my body as it could go. I was hurting from the beating Amara gave me, and I was worried at how severe she had become. Hopefully tonight was just a hazing ritual: the really hard part to make sure I was serious. I could survive it, but this was a lot of work just to get laid.  
 
      
 
    I waited for Amara to come back down. My back hurt. This was really uncomfortable. It was one thing for her to keep me in the corner for twenty minutes or however long that was, but all trussed up in this cage was different. I got restless and my legs started to hurt. I curled my knees up underneath me and rolled gently onto my side, relieving the pressure on my back. My ass hurt. Jesus she hit me hard! At least I had passed this test.  
 
      
 
    After a while, I had to go the bathroom. Where the fuck was Amara? This wasn’t funny. I guess this was another test. Seeing how long before I screamed her name. Well, I could wait.  
 
      
 
    Now I really had to go the bathroom. Jesus fucking Christ! Enough! God damn it! Where was she? This isn’t cool! My fucking leg is cramping! Fuck her! That’s it! When she comes down here, I’m going to tell her to go fuck herself and to let me go. I’m out! No pussy is worth this! These fucking chains! God damn it! GOD DAMN IT! FUCK!! How do I get these fucking cuffs off? I can’t fucking get them with my teeth. I can’t fucking see!  
 
      
 
    Fuck, I’m going to piss myself. I’m going to have to, because the pain in groin is too much. Please, please come down soon. Please. I swear, I’ll admit everything and I’ll apologize for trying to trick her and…holy shit. She knows! She knows I was lying to her! She’s never going to let me go! Oh my God! I just willingly let a woman lock me in a cage and no one knows I’m here! Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck! She played me so well! She made it seem last second, and she got me riled up so I wasn’t thinking straight. She knows I probably wouldn’t tell anyone where I was! Why didn’t I say something about telling a friend? I’m so fucking stupid. I swear, if I get out of this, I’m going to change. I’m going to fucking love every single day of my life.  
 
      
 
    Ok. I’m calm now. Calmer. I pissed on myself. What else was I going to do? At least the pain in my bladder is gone. And she obviously expected me to do that: that’s why there’s no carpeting around the cage. I lost my shit for a little while, too. I cried and sobbed like a pussy. I don’t care. There’s no sense worrying anymore. If she comes down, she comes down. If this was an elaborate plan to kill me, I’ll deal with it as it comes.  
 
      
 
    I was cold. I smelled like piss. My body felt stiff and cramped. I had really walked into this one.  
 
      
 
   


  
 



Chapter 4 - Day 1 
 
      
 
    Light awoke me. I must have fallen asleep. As my eyes adjusted, I saw Amara’s legs. She bent down and unlocked the cage. She had a big bottle of water in her hand. 
 
      
 
    “Out. Now.” 
 
      
 
    I got out of that cage as quickly as I could. My muscles creaked and moaned as I moved. I was close to freedom. Thank God! I would never make this mistake again. Oh my God! The bath I was going to take in- 
 
      
 
    “Aaaaahhhh!!!!” 
 
    “How do you greet me?!” 
 
    I dove down and kissed her feet. The pain in my neck and balls went away.  
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am. I’m sorry. Please forgive me. Thank you for releasing me.” 
 
    “Drink this.”  
 
    She handed me the bottle of water. I drank the whole thing without stopping.  
 
    “Did you have some nice time to think?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I bet you did. Before we get into that, you need to take a shower and clean your cage.” 
 
      
 
    The top of the cage opened fully so I could remove the bottom platform. It was difficult to lift and carry it to the bathroom with my hands still attached to my collar, but I managed it. At least I was free. Amara unlocked the chain connecting my hands and feet, and I hobbled to the shower and washed the cage in the tub. Amara came with me and with a towel and some soap gave me a sponge bath. She wasn’t gentle or particularly patient.  
 
    “Ma’am, may I take off the cuffs to take a shower?” 
 
    The pain bent me over. Amara let me spasm a few times before releasing the buttons. 
 
    “You don’t make requests. You do as your told. I’ve told you that once before. This is the last time I’ll tell you.” 
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am. I’m sorry!” 
 
    “Follow me.” 
 
    I limped after her and replaced the cage. I got really nervous that she was going to put me back in there, but instead she led me over to the spanking bench. She released my hands from my neck and bent me over the bench, attaching my collar to a bolt at the end. She attached my ankle cuffs to the base of the bench, then uncuffed my wrists and attached them to either side. When I turned my head, I could see myself in the mirror. I looked like I was completely fucked.  
 
      
 
    Amara bent down and took my face in her hands. I wanted to tell her to go fuck herself, but I knew that would be stupid. I needed to do what she said and wait for the right moment to escape.  
 
    “We’re almost ready to talk, slave. There’s just one thing we need to do first.” 
 
    She disappeared behind me. I heard some cabinets opening and shutting and some items being taken down and adjusted. I heard her footsteps come closer. Several things were placed on my back. It sounded like she was putting on a rubber glove.  
 
    “Keep your body relaxed, slave, or this will hurt a lot more than it has to.” 
 
    I felt her finger pressing against my asshole. It had goop on it, oh shit! That was lube! She made small circles around my asshole. I tensed up. 
 
    “Relax, slave. Breathe.” 
 
    “Please no, Ma’am! Aaaahhhhhhh!!!!” 
 
    The pain made my body jerk.  
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am! I’m sorry! But we talked about this as a hard limit- AAAAHHHH!!!!” 
 
    She let me feel that one for a little while before stopping. I whimpered. 
 
    “Anything else, slave?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    She started on my ass again, making slow circles with her finger while she gently but firmly pressed. Her finger popped inside me.  
 
    She pushed in and out, occasionally moving in a circle. Suddenly I felt a jolt, and I didn’t know if it felt good or bad. It felt like I had to pee again, but slightly different in a way I can’t describe.  
 
      
 
    “This is your prostate, slave. You’ll come to really love having it massaged. Look at yourself in the mirror.” 
 
    I looked and saw myself. Amara stood to the side of me, one hand resting on my back, the other pushing now two fingers into me. I groaned, and my asshole involuntarily clenched. I tried to breathe and let it go. After a few minutes, Amara removed her fingers. I sighed and relaxed. My respite was short-lived, though. I felt what must have been a butt plug pressing against my asshole. 
 
    “Take a breath and relax.” 
 
    When I breathed in, Amara pushed the butt plug inside of me. It flared out in the middle, about the width of a coke can – or at least it felt that way. It was probably much smaller. I grunted. Finally, the thick part passed, and I felt my asshole grasp the base of the plug. 
 
    Amara removed her glove and placed a chair in front of me. She sat. She unclipped my collar from the front of the bench and lifted my head up.  
 
      
 
    “I imagine you’re having a lot of thoughts running through your head. Now we can talk about them. I shouldn’t have to remind you to watch your tongue.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes, I have to remind you to watch your tongue? 
 
    “No, M-“ I flinched, waiting for the jolt of pain, but it didn’t come. That fucking thing from yesterday where she shocked me every time I said no had gotten to me. 
 
    “I know to watch my tongue, Ma’am.” 
 
    She smiled.  
 
    “I warned you this would be difficult. This is what I meant. What did you think training would entail, hand jobs and pussy eating?” 
 
    “No-“ More flinching. Fuck.  
 
    “No, Ma’am. I just didn’t know I’d be put in a cage and left there for however long I was kept there.” 
 
    “8 hours.” 
 
    “I was worried, Ma’am. I realized I don’t know you that well.” 
 
    “Listen to me, slave. No harm will come to you as long as you do what I say. Be obedient and pay attention. This is training. You’re not supposed to love it: you’re supposed to learn.” 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “Yes slave.” 
 
    “May I say something?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “I don’t think I have what it takes to be a good slave for you. I’m afraid I’m only going to let you down. I hate to think of wasting your time like this, and I’m sorry I have, but I can’t do this.” 
 
      
 
    She took my face in her hands.  
 
    “I’m sorry I let you down, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Open your eyes, slave.” 
 
    She was looking at me calmly, neither upset nor particularly sympathetic.  
 
    “Of course you want to leave. It’s normal. I told this was difficult and that you’ll want to give up at times. The answer is no.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Pain shot through me.  
 
    “Ahhhh! Sorry, Ma’am! Sorry!” 
 
    “I asked if you were certain you wanted to do this, and you said yes. And so we are. I told you training would be 10 days, and it will be. You’re here for 10 days, Michael.” 
 
    “Please Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “Stop whining!” 
 
    I stared at her, wide-eyed.  
 
    “I won’t have a wimpy slave who breaks down every time I discipline him. This whole time is going to be hard! You’ll want to quit at least once a day. There is joy in servitude, especially to me, but not if you’re some limp bowl of jello. Being my slave is not easy. Toughen up!” 
 
    I didn’t respond because it didn’t seem like this was a discussion. She didn’t wait for a response either. She walked behind me to the cabinets. I let my head fall and thought about what I’d gotten myself into. I was such an idiot.  
 
      
 
    I heard some cabinets opening and closing. It sounded like she was putting something on. She walked back around to face me. She cupped my chin in her hand and raised my head. Around her waist was a large, strapon dildo. It looked like a real penis, with veins and everything.  
 
    “Slave. You said this was a hard limit for you. I understand that. But know that this is something that gives me great pleasure. So I’m going to ask you, do you want to suck my cock and take it in your ass?” 
 
      
 
    She had already put a butt plug in my ass. And she was gripping my ball and neck shocker in her free hand. I knew what saying no would get me: she’d shock me until I couldn’t take it anymore, and then she’d fuck me. Better to say yes now. That dildo was frightening, but there was only one answer.  
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am what?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am I want to suck your cock and take it in my ass.” 
 
    “I thought so. Open, sweetie.”  
 
    I opened my mouth, and she raised the tip to my lips. It was wide. Jesus. It was like a porn star’s dick. She kept hold of my chin in one hand and slowly stroked my head with the other. She pressed her dildo into my mouth, until I felt it pressing against the back of my throat. I gagged.  
 
      
 
    “Relax, slave.” 
 
    I willed myself to calm down.  
 
    “This isn’t how you’ll usually worship my cock, of course. You need to kiss and lick it first. But now I just want to get you comfortable with having my cock in your mouth, and I want to see how much you can take. Eventually, you’ll be able to take all eight inches.”  
 
    She gave a little thrust and I gagged and coughed. She pulled back a little, but not much, and since I couldn’t move my body at all, I coughed and gagged with her cock in my mouth. 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    I raised my eyes to meet her. She was smiling and her eyes were bright. She pushed in and out a few times. My eyes started to tear.  
 
    “I’m not going to fuck you with this cock today. It’s too big for your first time. Eventually I will though, and you’ll love it. I know this is hard to believe, but you’re going to love getting fucked. Part of it will be the joy you’re bringing me, and part of it will be the thrill of getting fucked hard.”  
 
    She thrust a little deeper into my mouth. I coughed. I felt drool running down my face.  
 
      
 
    “Suck it.” 
 
    I closed my lips around the dildo and sucked. It was humiliating. She moved her hands to hold on to the side of my head and moved her hips slowly forward and back. I gagged and bucked each time the dildo hit the back of my throat.  
 
    “Good girl. Keep sucking.” 
 
    She started laughing as she fucked my mouth. It was awful, but some deep part of me was turned on. How could this be erotic? I was scared shitless. This woman was obviously crazy and I thought she might choke me to death.  
 
      
 
    She finally pulled out, then knelt down and held my face so I was looking into her eyes. 
 
    “That wasn’t bad for your first time. I’ll expect improvement, but for now I’m satisfied.” 
 
    She gave my cheek two quick pats, then moved behind me. She adjusted something. I felt her hand on my lower back.  
 
    “I’m going to fuck you now. I’ve put in a smaller dildo. Keep your ass relaxed and concentrate on pleasing me as much as possible.”  
 
    I didn’t respond, which was a big mistake. She didn’t say a word; she just lifted my balls so that they lay flat against her palm. Then she brought her other hand down, as if she were clapping, and smashed my nuts.  
 
    I howled and screamed and thrashed. I felt like I was going to vomit. Oh Jesus fucking Christ it hurt!  
 
    “I’m sorry! I’m sorry Ma’am! I just was lost and I’m a little-“ 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    I shut up. 
 
    “Don’t give me an excuse. Just apologize and correct your error.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. I’m sorry for not responding. I’ll concentrate on pleasing you.” 
 
    “Relax your butt. I need to take out your butt plug.” 
 
    I relaxed as much as possible, but the butt plug’s flared middle-section still hurt. When it was out, Amara squirted more lube into me, then brought the tip of her dildo against my asshole.  
 
      
 
    “Beg for it.” 
 
    “Please Ma’am, please fuck my ass.” 
 
    “That’s not begging.”  
 
    “Please Ma’am! Fuck me! Please fuck me! I want you inside me!” 
 
    She pushed the head of her dildo into me. 
 
    “Unnghgh!!” 
 
    My groan just made her laugh. I tried to calm myself down. 
 
    “Breathe. Wriggle your toes” 
 
    I breathed and wriggled my toes. She pushed a little farther inside me. Her dildo felt about the same size as the butt plug.  
 
    “Mmmm, fucking your ass feels nice.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You’re welcome, slave. I’ll make sure to do it often.” 
 
    She pushed a little farther into me. 
 
    “Ungh! Ungh!” 
 
    She stopped pushing.  
 
    “Shhhh….breathe.” 
 
    “Yes…Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    She pulled out, then pushed back in slowly. Then again. I felt her hips against my butt. At least the dildo wasn’t very long. Amara pulled back so the head of the dildo was just inside me, then pushed in with more force. I gasped. She repeated the move: pulling out almost all the way, then plunging into me, though softer this time. She kept her hands on my sides, pulling me back into her when she thrusted, then pushing me away as she pulled out. I started at the carpet and counted in my head. 10 days of this. Oh my God!  
 
      
 
    Amara kept her cock inside me and leaned forward, letting her breasts rest on my back. She tilted her pelvis forward, pushing her dildo into me a little farther. She ran her hands up my sides and held onto my shoulders as she pushed into me.  
 
      
 
    “Oh! Ma’am!” 
 
    She moved her hands to my hair and pushed my head down. I closed my eyes. Her breathing started to speed up, and I heard a few moans as she exhaled.  
 
    “Who do you belong to, slave?” 
 
    “I belong to you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Scream it!” 
 
    “I BELONG TO YOU, MA’AM! I’M YOUR SLAVE, MA’AM!!” 
 
    “God damn right! Ohhhhhh, ohhhhhhh….” 
 
      
 
    She came, loudly, each grunt punctuated with a thrust deep inside me. I just took it. Finally she slowed down, then stopped. She lay her body on my back, breathing hard, with the dildo still inside me. She kissed my shoulder. I felt her large breasts against my back. She stayed that way as her breathing slowly returned to normal. She pressed off of me and slowly withdrew.  
 
      
 
    I heard her taking off her harness. Then I felt her hand on my balls and cock, slowly stroking them. I didn’t want to, but I got hard.  
 
    “You made me feel good, slave.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    She kept rubbing. I had been hurt and humiliated and scared a moment before, but now I forgot all about that. Her hand on my cock felt so good. I would cum quickly if she kept this up.  
 
    “I’m pleased with you, slave. I know this is difficult for you.” 
 
    “Ohhhh, oh, thank you, Ma’am! Close!” 
 
    She removed her hand and I moaned and bucked against my bonds. She fondled my balls, then trailed one finger down my cock, from the base to the tip.  
 
    “I know this was a hard limit for you, and I’m glad you pushed past it.” 
 
    She grabbed the base of my cock and gave three quick pumps.  
 
    “Oooohhhhh, Ma’am. Ma’am. Oh.” 
 
    She moved her hand away. Then she unlocked my feet from the bench and chained them together. She undid my hands one at a time, locking each one to my collar and then to each other. She helped me lift off the bench and get to my knees. I kissed her feet. 
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    “Thank you for what?” 
 
    “Thank you for fucking me, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Is that all I did for you?” 
 
    “Thank you for letting me suck your cock and then for fucking me, and then for fondling my cock and balls, Ma’am.” 
 
    “You’re welcome slave. Come, let’s get you back in the cage.” 
 
      
 
    Panic shot through me. I couldn’t take the cage!!  
 
      
 
    “Please, Ma’am, no! Please, I-“ 
 
    Pain shot through me. She held it longer this time, and I fell to my side and jerked a bit. 
 
    “On your knees. Get up. Into the cage.” 
 
    I started to cry. I wanted to protest and tell her I’d do anything but that, but she was dragging me by the collar toward the cage, and I was too afraid to say anything. I got in head first. When I was totally in the cage, Amara caressed my balls and penis. Against all sense, I was rock hard.  
 
    “Don’t worry, slave. I’m just going to take a quick nap. I’ll be down in an hour or two to let you out. We have a lot more training to do today.”  
 
    She shut and locked the cage and turned the light off on her way out, leaving me in total darkness. I slumped on my side as my sobs slowed and then stopped.  
 
      
 
    I concentrated on my breathing. I was going to go crazy if I thought about being trapped here or what might be coming next. I had to turn off my thoughts and just focus on the here and now. I was tired and hungry and frightened, but the only way out was through.  
 
      
 
    Over the next hour or so, I almost lost it a couple times. I concentrated on breathing, though, and I calmed myself down. Soon I heard footsteps coming down the stairs. The light switched on. Amara came and knelt in front of me.  
 
    “You said you needed time to work on your business each day. This is your time. We’re going upstairs. You’ll have your computer. If you have emails to send, write them, then I’ll look them over and send them for you. Understood?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    She unlocked the cage and I crawled out. I kissed her feet. As I did, I felt the warm buzz of the ball collar set to vibrate. She bent over and undid the chains that connected my ankle and wrist chains. 
 
    “Stand up.” 
 
    My muscles popped and ached as I stood. My hands were still attached to my collar with short chains, but it felt wonderful to straighten my legs.  
 
    “Come.” Amara patted her thigh as she walked in front of me. In her hand she held the collar and ball shocker. Her finger was on the button. If I tried to grab it, she’d zap me, and I’d never get another chance. I had to be strategic and do what she said for now.  
 
    I watched her ass as she walked in front of me. My dick got hard. Is there anything stupider than a penis? I hated this woman, who might be planning to kill me, and still my dick got hard staring at her ass.  
 
      
 
    When we got to her living room, Amara sat in her reading chair and grabbed a hairbrush from the side table.  
 
    “Over my lap.” 
 
    I hesitated for a second, which got me gut-wrenching pain through my testicles and neck. 
 
    “I said over my lap.” 
 
    She didn’t scream, she spoke calmly, but forcefully. I scurried over her lap. She grabbed my hard dick and placed it between her thighs. She rested one hand on my lower back.  
 
      
 
    “Do you know what it tells me when you hesitate before following an order?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am.” 
 
    “It tells me that you’re debating whether to follow it.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Is that true submission: you debating whether to do what I say?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am.” 
 
    “It is not. True submission requires trust. You must trust that I know what’s best for you, which I do.” 
 
    I knew my cue. 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Otherwise, it’s all a sham. You deciding whether you want to follow my orders, like you’re choosing off of a menu. That puts you in control of our relationship. Is that what’s going on here?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Who is in charge in our relationship?” 
 
    “You are, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And when I tell you to do something, you do it, without debating whether you feel like it or not.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you not trust me?” 
 
    “What? No-yes, I trust you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Say it again. Clearly.” 
 
    “I trust you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And do you believe I would do anything to harm you permanently? Or that I would break the spirit of our previous talks?” 
 
    Was she totally insane?! She’d just kept me locked in a cage for 8 hours and fucked me with a strapon dildo. Of course she would “break the spirit of our previous talks!” There was no way I was going to say that, though. 
 
    “No, Ma’am. I trust you.”  
 
    “Then you will trust me enough to follow my orders without hesitation.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.”  
 
    “I was going to give you a small spanking, so that you’d think of me while you were working. But now you’ve forced me to give you a more serious spanking because of your disobedience.” 
 
    She pulled me closer to her. 
 
    “Tell me why you’re being disciplined.” 
 
    “I’m being disciplined for hesitating, Ma’am.” 
 
    “No, slave. You’re being disciplined for not trusting me, and for trying to control our relationship.” 
 
    “I’m being disciplined for not trusting you, Ma’am, and for trying to control our relationship.” 
 
      
 
    She started slowly, warming me up with some soft and then medium swats. It didn’t hurt, but the thought of what was coming made me nervous and twitchy. When Amara tightened her grip on my waist, I knew the heavy blows were coming. 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “AAHHHH!!! I’m sorry Ma’am! I’m sorry for not trusting you!!!” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “AAAAHHHH!! AHH! AH!” My breath was ragged. Fuck, she hit hard. 
 
     “Are you going to do what I say, without question?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am!” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Who is in charge?” 
 
    “You are, Ma’am!! You are!!” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
      
 
    “Stand in the corner. Think about how you can be a better slave.” 
 
    I stood in the corner for what felt like twenty minutes. I didn’t think about how to be a better slave, though. I thought about how I could escape and how I was never going to put myself in this situation again. Trying to grab the shocker was out for now. It was too big a risk. I’d find some way. She’d let her guard down some time. 
 
    “Slave, come to the table in the kitchen.” 
 
    I walked to the table and sat in front of my computer. Amara stood behind me with two lengths of chain in her hands. She locked the end of one to the side of my collar and the other end to an eye-bolt underneath the table. She did the same with the other chain on the other side of my collar. Then she undid my hands from my collar. It felt really good to lower my arms.  
 
      
 
    “You have two hours. As you can see, you’re chained to the table, so if you need anything, just ask.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am. Could I have a glass of water, please?” 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    She brought me a glass of water and left the room. She must have turned off her wi-fi, because I couldn’t find a network. I thought about how I might disguise a call for help in an email, but anything clever enough to fool Amara would be too hard for one of my friends to understand. I didn’t even really have any close friends, just drinking buddies and fuck buddies. No one would understand what I was talking about or notice any strangeness. Again, I mentally kicked myself for not setting up a safety phrase that I could send to someone.  
 
      
 
    Time flew by. Everything with my business was running smoothly. I wrote emails to my overseas personal assistants and looked over the sales figures from the most recent report.  
 
      
 
    “Finished?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Emails to send?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am, six of them. They’re all open on the screen. There’s also an email I need to see that contains a daily report on my business. It’s labeled daily report.” 
 
    She sat across from me and pulled my computer toward her. She read through my emails. Apparently she was satisfied I hadn’t sent a coded message. She took my computer and left the room. I heard her walk upstairs.  
 
    A minute or two later she came back. The email I needed was open, as was its attachment. I read it. All good.  
 
    “Your emails have been sent. Put your hands behind your back.” 
 
    I did, and she cuffed them together. Then she unchained my collar from the table. I was hoping she’d feed me: I was starving, but I guess food deprivation was part of my training. 
 
    “Follow me to the guest bedroom.” 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    She turned to face me. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    I sank to my knees and kissed each of her feet. If I was going to get through this, I’d need her to think I was still interested in continuing. 
 
    “Thank you for letting me work, Ma’am. I appreciate it.” 
 
      
 
    She walked me upstairs to the guest bedroom. I looked at the bed. I don’t think a bed has ever looked as comfortable to me as that shitty bed did right then. Then I looked at Amara. She looked ravishing. I imagined laying her down and fucking her slowly, pinning her hands above her head as I push deep inside her, hearing her moan and watching her eyes flutter as she arched her back and- 
 
    “Strip the sheets, slave. Then make the bed again with those same sheets. Make it look exactly like it does now.”  
 
    She held the ball and neck shocker in her hands as she uncuffed my wrists. I jumped to my task. I moved quickly but carefully. I wanted her to see that I took the order seriously without being sloppy. I squared the corners of the sheets and folded down the blanket exactly as it had been before. When I finished, I looked at Amara, who was timing me with her phone. She walked around and inspected my work.  
 
    “Good job, slave.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do it again.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    I did it again. Amara timed me again.  
 
    “Again.” 
 
    I wondered how many times she was going to make me unmake and make her bed.  
 
    “Again.” 
 
    The answer was five. When I was finished, Amara picked up a notebook from the desk and wrote something down. She then brought out a broom, dust pan and duster from the closet.  
 
    “Sweep everything. Make sure you get in the corners. Clean the dust off the moulding and the sills. Get under the bed, as well. Go.” 
 
    She started the timer on her phone and I swept. I made sure to go over everything twice, including the window sills and the tops of the framed photographs on the walls. Again, not my favorite activity, but in comparison to everything else I’d been doing, it was a pleasure.  
 
      
 
    When I was finished I walked over to Amara and kissed her feet. She wrote something in the notebook, then inspected my work and, finding it satisfactory, told me to grab the cleaning supplies and follow her downstairs.  
 
    We went to the kitchen, where Amara told me to remove beets, squash, cauliflower, onions and mushrooms from the refrigerator.  
 
    “Get me the baking tray and preheat the oven to 375.”  
 
    She showed me how to chop vegetables to her liking and just how much olive oil to use. I set the table, then I knelt at her feet with my forehead on the floor while she read. When the food was ready, I served us and sat down. 
 
      
 
    “How is your business, slave? Anything new?” 
 
      
 
    The question took me totally off guard, and for a second I didn’t know what she was talking about. I was naked, having spent most of the last day being beaten and locked in a cage. I was her prisoner. She had just fucked me with a strapon dildo even though we had agreed that was a hard limit. I had cried and peed on myself, and now she wanted small talk? 
 
    “It’s fine, Ma’am. No, nothing new.” I kept my eyes on my plate. After a few moments it was obvious she was staring at me. 
 
    “I could keep you gagged all the time, slave. But I don’t, because I find you moderately interesting. Mumble short answers to my questions and I’ll change my mind.” 
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am, my business is at a stage where it’s running smoothly, but I’m considering releasing a new informational product to my list…”  
 
    I told her what I was planning on doing and what it would entail. I was pretty excited about it, actually. I thought it could do well. As I talked, I got more comfortable speaking about my business while naked and wearing a collar. Amara listened attentively and asked questions; she even suggested something that would make it a better product. I had forgotten how smart she was. We then talked about her art and what she was planning on doing next. 
 
    “That’s better, slave. You may continue to speak in my presence when I tell you to.”  
 
    I smiled, even though I didn’t want to.  
 
    She stood. 
 
    “Do the dishes. Then sweep the floor and clean the refrigerator. Make sure you do a thorough job. Find me when you’re done.” 
 
    She dropped her napkin onto the table and walked out.  
 
    I washed and dried the dishes feeling that same weird excitement in my chest and groin. Then I swept the kitchen and cleaned out the refrigerator. I cleaned the shelves. I checked the dates of all the condiments to make sure nothing was expired. I dusted everything. Then I found Amara in the living room and kissed her feet. 
 
    “You’re sure everything is clean?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.”  
 
    “Crawl after me.” 
 
    She put down her book and walked to the kitchen. I followed at her heels.  
 
    “Stay.”  
 
    I watched as she inspected the stove and underneath the jars and bottles on the counter. She opened the refrigerator and looked at the shelves, then brought out a step stool and looked at the top of the fridge, which I’d anticipated. Then she pulled the fridge out a foot and pushed it to the side. Underneath the refrigerator was dusty and dirty. She looked at me.  
 
      
 
    “I’m-I’m sorry Ma’am! I didn’t think- AAaaaahhhh!!!” 
 
    I doubled over in pain.  
 
    “Come here. Now!” 
 
    I crawled to her. 
 
    “Did I tell you to clean the kitchen?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Did I tell you to do a thorough job?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Is this thorough?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am” 
 
    The pain shot through my neck and balls. I guess saying no was still a crime. 
 
    “I-I’m s-sorry Ma’am.” 
 
    “Lick it.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Lick the floor. Lick up the dust.” 
 
    I stared at her open-mouthed. 
 
    “AAAHHH” 
 
    “Do it now!” 
 
    I dove at the floor and began licking. After the first lick, my tongue was covered in dust. After the third lick, my chest heaved and I was positive I’d throw up. 
 
    “Stop. Head down.” 
 
    She let me wait there for about a minute. I could feel her eyes on me the whole time. My heart was racing. I could taste the dirt and grime on my tongue. I heaved but didn’t vomit. 
 
    “Over the kitchen table, head toward the window.” 
 
    I hurried over the kitchen table. Amara followed and reattached the collar chains and wrist cuffs from earlier. She left the room. When she returned, she stood behind me.  
 
    “Can you tell me what this is?” 
 
    “It’s a crop, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good boy. Count.” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “ONE!” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “TWO!” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “THREE!” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “FOUR!” 
 
    WHAP! 
 
    “FIVE!” 
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    TEN!! 
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! 
 
    “TWENTY!!!” 
 
    She came around the table and took my face in her hands. Her palms were cool. I was breathing hard. My whole body was tense. She lifted my eyes to meet hers. When she did, she clicked the shocker for my balls and a steady, barely manageable pain shot through me. I looked away quickly. 
 
    “Look at me, slave.” 
 
    She spoke slowly and calmly. 
 
    “When I tell you to clean. You do just that. Is that understood?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am!! Yes! I’m sorry, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Am I going to have this trouble again?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am! No!” 
 
    “You may think this punishment is harsh, but tell me, are you going to forget to clean under the refrigerator ever again?” 
 
    “No Ma’am!” 
 
    “So punishment is necessary.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am! Please!” 
 
    “Please what?” 
 
    “Ma’am, please give me another chance to show you I can be a good slave!” 
 
    She lowered my head just a bit and the pain in my testicles stopped. She kissed me on the forehead.  
 
    “Of course I will, slave.” 
 
      
 
    She unchained me from the table, uncuffing my wrists and recuffing them behind my back. Then she undid my collar and attached a leash.  
 
    “Come, slave. Upstairs.” 
 
    She kept a steady pull on the leash as I crawled behind her. 
 
    “Go to the bathroom and rinse out your mouth. Come to the bedroom when you’re done.” 
 
    I turned on the tap with my foot, then leaned forward and rinsed out my mouth. It felt wonderful to not have dust and dirt on my tongue. 
 
      
 
    In the bedroom, Amara sat at the edge of the bed.  
 
    “Kneel between my legs, slave.” 
 
    She lifted her skirt. She wasn’t wearing underwear, and she was already wet.  
 
    “Worship me, slave.” 
 
    I did. In spite of everything she’d done to me, or maybe because of it, I was rock hard, and she was the most beautiful woman in the world.   
 
    Amara ran her hands through my hair and lightly scratched the back of my neck. When she came, she gripped my head and pulled me close against her, rubbing herself over my face.  
 
      
 
    “Mmmm, well done, slave.” 
 
      
 
    She held me against her for a minute or two, holding the skin on the back of my neck tightly in her hand. I breathed her heavy scent.  
 
      
 
    Afterwards, Amara showed me how to do her laundry. All of her panties had to be washed by hand. After dinner, I knelt in front of her, and she used me as a foot stool while she read. That night, Amara had me recite everything that had happened that day and thank her for training me. She then led me down to the dungeon and put me back in the cage.  
 
    “Good night, slave.” 
 
    “Good night, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 5 - Day 2 
 
      
 
    I woke when Amara turned on the light. She led me out of the cage and I kissed her feet.  
 
      
 
    She tied me face up to the large, padded table and put a blindfold and headphones on me. They must have been noise cancellation headphones, because all surrounding sound disappeared. I heard soft, hypnotic music, then the feeling of my testicle collar buzzing slightly, sending waves of pleasure through my groin. A sultry female voice spoke: 
 
      
 
    You are Amara’s slave. 
 
    You were born to be a slave.  
 
    You try to fight your slave nature, but it only makes you unhappy. 
 
    You are content only when you submit to Amara. 
 
    You are content only when you admit that you are a slave. 
 
    You love to serve Amara. 
 
    You recognize your place is beneath her. 
 
    You recognize your role is to serve her in any way she desires. 
 
    You are Amara’s slave. 
 
      
 
    It went on and on like that for I don’t know how long. When it finally stopped. Amara untied me and I kissed her feet.  
 
    “Come. Crawl.” 
 
    I crawled after her as we made our way upstairs to the kitchen.  
 
    “Make me eggs and coffee. Sautee onions and mushrooms for the eggs. Make yourself oatmeal and put it in the dog bowl on the counter.” 
 
    I made everything as Amara had requested. I put the plate of food in front of her.  
 
    “Give me your bowl of oatmeal.” 
 
    I put the bowl in front of her and she spit in it. She did it five more times.  
 
    “Put it on the floor. Kneel.” 
 
    I knelt in front of the bowl. I could see pools of her spit on top.  
 
    “You may eat. No hands.” 
 
    I knew better than to hesitate. I started eating, pushing into the bowl. I was getting oatmeal all over my face. I didn’t care. What was I going to do?  
 
    “Stop eating. Sit up.” 
 
    I stopped. 
 
    “Today is going to be a full day for you slave. We’re going to work on your cock-sucking skills. I know you hate doing that, but it’s a great way for you to learn about submission. First though, do the dishes, then we’ll go upstairs and I’ll show you how to clean my room and my bathroom.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    As I cleaned the kitchen, I thought about what Amara had said about today being about cock-sucking. Why’d she have to tell me that? Probably to fill me with dread while I cleaned. I thought about for a moment. Definitely to fill me with dread. 
 
      
 
    Upstairs, Amara showed me how to clean her bed and bathroom: vacuum, dust, clean the windows, make the bed, clean the bathroom tiles on my hands and knees. She even showed me how to clean out the sink drain. When I affirmed that I had understood her directions, she undid the chains that clipped my wrists and ankles together, then started the timer on her phone.  
 
    I cleaned, then checked and double-checked my work. I tried to think if there was anything I might have missed, like I did with the floor under the refrigerator, but I couldn’t think of anything. I kissed Amara’s feet when I was done.  
 
    I knelt with my forehead on the floor as Amara checked my work. I was sure she’d find something small and insignificant and as a result I’d get beaten for it. But she didn’t say anything, she just made some notes in her notebook. 
 
      
 
    “Follow me. It’s time for cock-sucking training.”  
 
    I followed her downstairs into the front hall. 
 
    “Hold on, slave. I forgot my phone upstairs, and I need to use the bathroom.” 
 
    She clipped my leash to a locking bolt at the base of the wall and headed upstairs. It was like she was teasing me. There was the front door and freedom, seven feet away, but I was locked into a b- 
 
    As I looked closer at the bolt. It was loose. I looked upstairs. I didn’t hear any sounds of Amara coming back this way. I gave the bolt an experimental twist. It moved!  
 
    I kept my eyes locked on the stairs and quickly turned the bolt counterclockwise. It was tight, but I could move it. In twenty seconds it was out! I was wearing a collar and cuffs and was naked, but I could make my way through the yards of the nearby houses and find a blanket or something in someone’s garage. I didn’t care. My computer! Fuck it. I could afford a new one. I was about to be free. Holy shit, I was free!  
 
      
 
    I quietly moved towards the front door and turned the locks, the door opened! So long, bitch! Go fuck yourself! I opened the screen door and stepped outside. 
 
      
 
    I collapsed into a writhing heap. My neck and testicles felt like 10,000 volts were surging through them. I screamed and twisted and crawled back into the house, panting and shaking and trying to catch my breath. I heard Amara’s footsteps come slowly downstairs.  
 
    “Your collar and testicle band go off full power if you leave the house…but I guess you know that now.”  
 
    She turned me over and cuffed my wrists to my collar, then attached the chain between my ankles. I was still in pain and breathing hard. 
 
    “Downstairs.”  
 
    I crawled as best I could. Amara sat in her throne and I knelt at her feet. 
 
    “Look at me, Michael.” 
 
    I looked at her. Pain shot through my testicles and neck. I looked down quickly and the pain went away. 
 
    “Again. Look at me.” 
 
    I met her eyes and the pain started. 
 
    “Hold it.” 
 
    I tried to hold it, but the pain was too much and I looked down.  
 
    “Again.” 
 
    I looked at her and pain tore through me. I looked down. We repeated this exercise at least 25 times. I’m not sure why. At the end I was blubbering and crying and begging her to stop.  
 
    “You know you have punishment coming for leaving the house without permission. That’s not safe for you, and I can’t let that happen, so punishment will be severe. You haven’t felt severe punishment yet. You’re not going to like it.”  
 
      
 
    She walked over to the cabinet and came back with her strapon harness and large cock. She inserted the cock through the ring at the front of the harness and stepped through the leg holes. She pulled it up and cinched it around her waist, then sat back down on her throne.  
 
    “Come here, slave.” 
 
    I crawled to her. She reached forward and took my face in her hands, then spread her legs and pulled me forward.  
 
    “Look at my cock, slave. Isn’t it beautiful?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “What do think is its best feature?” 
 
    “Probably its girth, Ma’am.”  
 
    She laughed.  
 
    “Yes slave, it’s very thick. It’s worthy of worship, don’t you think?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you know how to worship a cock, slave?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I think you do; you just don’t want to admit it. First, you kiss it, gently. Start at the head and work slowly down the shaft. Then kiss the balls.”  
 
    She pulled my head forward and I kissed the tip of her cock. I felt ridiculous.  
 
    “That’s good slave. Look at the cock as you kiss it. This is the object of your affection. Treat it as such.” 
 
    She ran her fingers through my hair. My ball collar started buzzing pleasurably.  
 
    “Now lick it slave. Lick it from bottom to top. Lick all around it. Good slave. Now take it in your mouth. Look at me. You’re a good cocksucker, slave, I can tell.” 
 
    I went down part way.  
 
    “Swirl your tongue.” 
 
    I felt her hands on the back of my head. She leaned back in her throne, forcing me forward. I went up and down on her cock, trying to imitate what women had done for me.  
 
    “Suck the balls.” 
 
    I did as she said. Every once in a while, she pushed my head down, gagging me, then laughed as I coughed. She saw how far down I could go, then made me hold the cock there as my eyes watered and I drooled all over her. I sucked and sucked until she decided I had had enough. Then she put me back in my cage and walked out of the room, turning the lights off as she went.  
 
      
 
    After an hour or so, Amara came back into the room. She was wearing black leather, thigh-high boots and a black corset. She looked amazing, and angry. She opened my cage and I crawled out and kissed her feet.  
 
    “Come.” 
 
    I crawled over to the bench. Along with locking my wrists and ankles, she tightened ropes across my upper and lower back. I could squirm, but I was otherwise immobilized. I tried not to think about what was coming. Apparently, I hadn’t felt severe punishment yet, though it sure felt like I had.  
 
      
 
    Amara walked around to the front of the bench and lifted my chin up so my eyes met hers. I shook involuntarily, waiting for the jolt of pain to hit me. I suddenly realized the reason for the training session earlier. The fear I felt looking into her eyes made me feel beneath her, submissive to her.  
 
    “Why are you being punished?” 
 
    “Because I tried to run away, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And…I wasn’t a good slave, Ma’am?” 
 
    Then the jolt hit me. I gritted my teeth. 
 
    “No. You’re being punished because you lied to me. You said you wanted to be my submissive. I asked you if you could handle ten days of training, and you said yes. You said you trusted me, and now you’re bailing at the first sign of discomfort. I told you training would be difficult; what did you think that meant?” 
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am, I didn’t think it would be this difficult.” 
 
    “You didn’t think it would be difficult at all. And you certainly didn’t think of my emotions or feelings when you tried to run.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. That’s true.” 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes for a second. Pain. 
 
    “Look at me… I know this is hard: that’s why I warned you about it. You want the pleasures of being my submissive without the work. But without the work, it’s not really submission. It’s you calling the shots. I won’t have that. This is training. I need to know if you can serve me properly, and so far your answer has been no. That’s not acceptable. I’ve put in time with you. You’ve pursued me in a way that made me feel you wanted me, and so I’ve committed emotional energy to you. I don’t do that with just anyone, and I don’t feel the connection I feel to you with just anyone, either. You need a lot of work, but I’m not going to give up on you. I said I would train you, and I’m going to do that. At the end of your training, you’ll want to serve me without these punishments and without having to be locked in a cage. Trust me on that.” 
 
    The scary part was I knew she believed it. She was overestimating just what she could accomplish in 10 days, but the fact that she was so certain about it made me shudder. Did she really think she could reprogram me so quickly? 
 
      
 
    She cupped my chin and lifted my eyes to meet hers.  
 
    “Keep your eyes open.” 
 
    Pain went through me. I tried to lower my head, but she held my chin firmly. I closed my eyes. 
 
    “Eyes open.” 
 
    I opened my eyes. My body was shaking as the pain shot through my testicles and neck. Amara lowered my chin and the pain stopped. I gasped in air. She placed her other hand on the back of my head and pushed down. She then clicked my collar to the table.  
 
    “Open.” 
 
    I opened my mouth and Amara put a leather strap between my teeth and secured it behind my head. This wasn’t a good sign.  
 
      
 
    Punishment was horrible. She used canes and floggers and crops and a bunch of other implements to beat me. No warm up. No mercy. I was happy for the leather strap between my teeth. I screamed so hard and for so long that my throat was sore. At one point, she hit me in the same exact place with a crop 20 times in a row. I felt the welt raise before she was half done, and she kept hitting it. She beat me all over. When I looked in the mirror later, I had bruises covering almost all of my butt and the backs of my legs. I looked like a victim of abuse, which, in all honesty, I was.  
 
      
 
    She let me rest on the bench until my sobs died down. When she untied me, I threw myself to the ground and kissed her feet, thanking her for her correction, apologizing for not trusting her, and begging for her forgiveness. And I meant it. I would do whatever it took to avoid another punishment like that. Whatever she told me to do until the 10 days were up, I would do it.  
 
    Amara moved me to the table and had me get on my hands and knees. She went to the cupboard and brought back some type of lotion. She slowly, softly rubbed it on my welts and bruises and cuts. Even her soft touch hurt. 
 
    “Shh, slave. This is good for you.” 
 
    Her hand worked over my thighs and butt. She rubbed down and up my legs. As she worked, she brought her hands close to my cock and balls. Incredibly, through the pain, I started to respond. The next time Amara brought her hand up my leg, she continued and softly stroked my cock. I was hard.  
 
      
 
    With just her fingertips, she softly stroked the underside of my cock.  
 
    “Oh…God!” 
 
    I felt something press against my asshole. I tensed. 
 
    “Open for me.” 
 
    I exhaled and relaxed as much as I could. Amara was still stroking my cock. I felt a buttplug slowly enter me. It wasn’t too big, or too long, but I could feel it. When it was all the way in, my asshole clenched around it, and Amara moved her free hand to my balls. She held them firmly, and I felt the power she had over me. With little effort, she could crush my testicles.  
 
      
 
    I think she knew what I was feeling, because she said, “Good slave,” and began slowly kneading my balls. She gripped my cock firmly and pumped it. Within thirty seconds I was on the edge of cumming. Amara sensed this and stopped.  
 
    “Not yet, slave.” 
 
    “Oh, Ma’am, you feel so good. I’m sorry I didn’t trust you.” 
 
    “I know, slave.” 
 
    “Oh Ma’am, please can I cum?” 
 
    “Do you think you’ve earned a cum?” 
 
      
 
    I knew the answer to this question.  
 
      
 
    “No Ma’am. Not yet.” 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    Amara began to slowly pump me again, and again I was on the verge of losing it. She let go and rubbed the small of my back. She grabbed the base of the butt plug and pushed.  
 
      
 
    I breathed in and out, till I felt the need to cum go down just a fraction. Amara went back to stroking me. I began moaning loudly and making weird sounds: sounds I didn’t think were inside of me: guttural moans and loud grunts. Amara was pleased. I was in emotional turmoil. I had just been in severe pain so bad that I thought I might pass out, and now I was in such a state of pleasure that I thought I might pass out. It was overloading my senses and my brain couldn’t decide how to react, and I felt like I needed to just turn it off and go with whatever was happening in the moment.  
 
      
 
    When it was over, Amara held me by the chin and brought my face up to hers. She softly kissed me on the lips.  
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “I’m your slave, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    Amara took me upstairs and fed me lunch. I ate out of a bowl at her feet, with my hands cuffed behind me. She then recuffed my hands to my collar and brought me to the living room, where she read as I knelt on the ground in front of her.  
 
      
 
    A bit later, she took me to the bathroom, where I peed and brushed my teeth. Then we went back downstairs, where I knelt in front of her while we did more conditioning. 
 
    “Slave, I want you to run to the store for me.” 
 
    “No…AAAAHHHH!” 
 
    “Slave, stand up and run to the kitchen.” 
 
    “No- ARRGH, UHh!!” 
 
    “Slave…” 
 
      
 
    On and on it went, until I was crying and pleading with my eyes for it to stop.  
 
      
 
    “Oh look at those eyes!” Amara’s face lit up. “Beg me to stop.” 
 
    “Please Ma’am!! Please, please, oh God, please stop, Ma’am. Please!! I won’t say no to you. I won’t!!”  
 
    “You’re getting better at begging slave. That’s enough for today.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am! Thank you!” I kissed her feet over and over. 
 
    “Enough. In the cage.” 
 
    I crawled to the cage and curled on my side. I heard Amara shut the door and lock it.  
 
      
 
    I slept for a while. Who knows how long? My sense of time was completely thrown off. There were no clocks or windows down here, and I didn’t have my phone. My sense was it was late afternoon, though I wouldn’t have been surprised if I were off by four hours. I figured it was best not to think about it. I could add “time” to the list of things I didn’t think about here.  
 
      
 
    Amara came back downstairs and let me out of the cage, then led me upstairs and locked me to the kitchen table. She brought me my computer and I worked on my business for three hours. Sitting in a chair on my sore ass was painful. I focused on my work, which was much like the day before: I checked reports. I wrote out emails and she sent them out once she had checked for content.  
 
      
 
    That night, Amara gave me a book to read called The 5 Love Languages, about how we each have a primary way that we like to be shown affection, words of affirmation, gifts, acts of service, quality time, and touching. It wasn’t a long book, and after I was finished, Amara quizzed me.  
 
    “Slave, what do you think my primary love language is?” 
 
    “Acts of service, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Good slave. Remember that.” 
 
    Ma’am then led me downstairs and put me back in my cage. She squatted down in front of me and scratched my head through the bars of the cage. 
 
    “Good night slave.” 
 
    “Good night, Ma’am.” 
 
    She turned the light off on her way out. I curled up into a ball and feel asleep.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 6 - Day 3 
 
      
 
    I had no idea what time it was when I awoke. It was pitch black. It could have been two or eight hours since I’d fallen asleep. Come to think of it, I had no idea what time I’d gone to bed, either. I stayed curled up on my side and concentrated on taking deep breaths that went down into my stomach. If I didn’t, I would start panicking again about what an idiot I was to get myself into this mess. I needed to focus on getting through these ten days and making Amara happy. Then I was so fucking out of here.  
 
      
 
    I’m not sure how much time passed, but I heard Amara’s footsteps coming down the stairs. I squinted my eyes as the light came on, and I rose to my knees. Amara didn’t say anything, though, or even look my way. She just walked to the cabinets and pulled out something I didn’t get a good look at. Then she left, turning out the lights as she went. I kept on breathing.  
 
      
 
    I don’t know how much later, a half hour? An hour? Amara came back into the room and turned the light on. 
 
      
 
    “Let’s go, slave. We have work to do.”  
 
      
 
    She unlocked the cage and I crawled painfully out. She was wearing knee-high, black leather boots. I kissed them. Amara reached down and patted my head. 
 
      
 
    “Kneel, head down.” I heard her walk to the cabinet and remove something.  
 
    “Clean your cage, give yourself a sponge bath, then meet me upstairs. You have ten minutes.”  
 
    She set a kitchen timer on the padded table, then left the room. I hurried to remove the bottom of the cage. My hands were still cuffed to my collar, which made simple tasks, like giving myself a sponge bath, difficult. I had to bring each armpit towards the opposite hand to be able to scrub it. And there were parts of my body I couldn’t reach. At least I could stand up and stretch out some of the kinks. I did a pretty bad job of cleaning myself, but what did she expect? Screw her. 
 
      
 
    The minute that thought entered my head, I flinched. Amara might as well have been a mind-reader for as scared as I got. Why was I so nervous for having that thought? I didn’t think about it as I put back the cage and hurried upstairs. Amara was making breakfast. I knelt by her feet. I didn’t want to kiss them because she was moving around and I thought that would irritate her. Amara ignored me as she dished out scrambled eggs with toast and asparagus onto her plate. She then scooped oatmeal into a bowl.  
 
      
 
    She placed her plate on the table and my bowl on the ground. She patted her thigh. 
 
    “Come.”   
 
    I crawled over to her. 
 
    “Just because I put your food on the floor doesn’t mean you have permission to eat, slave. You kneel by the food until I say you can begin.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Why didn’t you kiss my feet when you met me in the kitchen? Have you forgotten your orders?” 
 
    Oh, fuck. I made the wrong choice! She was going to punish me again! I’d disappointed her! 
 
    “No, Ma’am. I saw you were moving and didn’t want to risk tripping you.” 
 
    “You don’t like my boots?” 
 
    “I do Ma’am. They’re sexy.” 
 
    “But you don’t want to kiss them?” 
 
    “I do, Ma’am! I do. I just didn’t want to risk upsetting you or tripping you.” 
 
    “So you disobeyed me?” 
 
     “N-, yes, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    She stared at me for a few moments. 
 
    “You did the right thing, slave. If you’d kissed my feet then, I would have punished you.” 
 
    I felt a surge of pride in my chest. I’d done something right for a change, and I’d avoided punishment.  
 
    “You may eat. No hands.”  
 
    I pushed my face into the bowl. I could feel Amara’s eyes on me, and I had the sensation that she was amused, but I didn’t care. I was starving. When I was finished, Amara unlocked my hands from my collar and I washed the dishes. When I crawled back to her, she tossed something at my feet. 
 
      
 
    “Put those on.” 
 
    I picked them up. Knee pads.  
 
    “Slave, you need to learn how to clean floors. Go to that closet,” she pointed to the closet off the kitchen. “Bring me the broom, dust pan, mop and floor cleaner. And the green bucket. That’s where the vacuum is, too. You’ll need that later.” 
 
      
 
    I did as directed, and Amara gave me a lecture on how to clean floors correctly, which included scrubbing on my hands and knees. She then made me repeat to her the step-by-step directions she had given. She took my chin in her hands and lifted my eyes to hers. I flinched.  
 
    “Clean everything, the mouldings, as well. Do a good job.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    I got to work. If I concentrated on doing a really good job, it wasn’t so terrible. Amara came and stood behind me as I scrubbed the kitchen floor, which made me nervous. When I was finished in the kitchen, I got the hallway that led to the front door. Then I got the vacuum cleaner and cleaned the living room.  
 
      
 
    I found a rag and cleaned the moldings. I dusted everywhere twice just to make sure, then I went to Amara, who was sitting in the living room reading. I kissed her feet. 
 
    “Finished?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Ma’am. Will you please look and let me know if my work is up to your standards?” 
 
    I’d thought about how to phrase my answer to avoid a beating, and Amara’s sly look told me she was on to me, but she just nodded and stood. 
 
    “Let’s see, slave.” 
 
    I waited on my hands and knees, my forehead pressed to the floor as Ma’am looked over my work. I was worried I’d disappoint her. She’d given me clear instructions, and I hoped I hadn’t forgotten something stupid.  
 
      
 
    “Up.”  
 
    Amara stood over me. I braced myself for bad news. 
 
    “You did well, slave. Good work.” 
 
    Relief flooded through me. It was more than just avoiding a beating: hearing praise from Amara made me happy. I kissed her feet. 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you.” 
 
    “For what slave?” 
 
    “For leading me and teaching me how to serve you properly.” 
 
    She ran her fingers through my hair. 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
    Amara led me downstairs to the dungeon/my bedroom. She locked me face up on the table. I shook slightly. I wasn’t sure what was coming, but if the past three days were any indication, I wouldn’t like it.   
 
      
 
    Amara put a blindfold over my eyes. I tried to relax and let go. Nothing would come from fear. Nothing but misery would come from imagining what might happen next.  
 
      
 
    Amara ran her hands over my body. She felt my muscles. She played with my balls and penis. She squeezed my thighs and my feet. It felt amazing. She moved up to my chest and squeezed my nipples. I moaned. 
 
    “You have very sensitive nipples, slave.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “That gives me a lot of ideas.” 
 
    She walked over to the cupboards and when she came back, she placed something hard and tight over my right nipple. I felt a mixture of pain and pleasure.  
 
    “It’s a nipple clamp.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    She placed another over my left nipple, then she placed headphones over my ears and the outside noise disappeared. I felt her hand rub my chest. The same soft, trance-like music came through the headphones, followed by the same sultry female voice: 
 
      
 
    You are a slave.  
 
    You obey your mistress.  
 
    You follow all of her commands.  
 
    You are a slave.  
 
    You do whatever your mistress commands, without hesitation.  
 
    You are a slave.  
 
    Your body belongs to your mistress.  
 
    Your mind belongs to your mistress.  
 
    You are a slave.  
 
    Your mistress knows what is best for you at all times.  
 
    You are happy only when you obey your mistress.  
 
    Your mistress keeps you safe.  
 
    You are a slave.  
 
    You obey your mistress.  
 
    You follow all of her commands.  
 
    You are a slave…. 
 
      
 
    It went on and on in a loop. Every once in a while, it seemed like it changed slightly, but I wasn’t paying close enough attention. Amara rubbed my chest and stomach for a little while, but then stopped. I think she left the room. The trance-like instructions continued. I was happy for the respite from cleaning and the fear of being beaten, so I relaxed and let the voice fade into the background.  
 
      
 
    As usual, I had no idea how long I was on the table. When Amara returned, I had fallen asleep, and I awoke feeling more relaxed than I had in days.  
 
      
 
    We went upstairs, where I made lunch. Afterward, I worked on my business. When I was finished, Amara had me give her a full body massage. I concentrated on how fantastic her body felt under my fingertips and tried not to think about how I was, for all intents and purposes, being kidnapped and abused.  
 
      
 
    After the massage, Amara took me downstairs and showed me her boot collection. There must have been 20 pairs, mostly leather. Some were thigh-high, some only came up to mid-calf. They were mostly black and brown, but there was a white and a red pair, too. Amara showed me how to clean and polish her boots.  
 
    “All of them.” 
 
    She walked out of the room.  
 
      
 
    It took hours. I think I could have finished quicker, but I was afraid of making a mistake so I went slowly and double-checked every pair. My arms were aching by the time I was half done, but the pain from the welts and bruises from the day before kept me focused on my task. Finally I was finished, and I found Amara in the living room.  
 
    “I’m done, Ma’am.”  
 
    She followed me downstairs. I kneeled as she went into the dungeon and came back with what she told me was a tawse: a strap of thick leather that split into a two-prong tail at the end.  
 
    “Hold out your hands, palms up.” 
 
      
 
    CRACK! CRACK! 
 
      
 
    The pain was intense. I crumbled and pressed my hands to my body.  
 
    “Get up!” 
 
    I straightened.  
 
    “You get a whack on each hand every time I find something wrong with my boots.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” That didn’t sound good. 
 
    “Would you like to take some time to check your work?” 
 
    I was about to say yes, then I had the gut feeling that this was what Amara was hoping for and that she would beat me for wasting her time when I wasn’t 100% sure my work was done perfectly.  
 
    “No Ma’am. I’m confident that I’ve done as well as I can.” 
 
    “Very well.” 
 
      
 
    Amara inspected her boots. I could tell she was impressed because she kept looking, trying to find some missed spot. But I had done my work well.  
 
      
 
    “Hold out your hands, slave.” 
 
    My stomach tightened. I hadn’t seen any indication she found something wrong, but I held out my hands and took a deep breath in. 
 
      
 
    CRACK! CRACK! 
 
    CRACK! CRACK! 
 
      
 
    “You did a good job, slave.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am. Did I make a mistake?” 
 
    “No, slave, I just wanted to use the tawse.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” I kissed her feet. “Thank you Ma’am, for letting me serve you.” 
 
      
 
    Amara led me back to the dungeon. She sat in her throne and I knelt between her legs. She held my face in her hands. 
 
      
 
    “Look at me.”  
 
    When I did I felt the jolts of electricity in my neck and testicles.  
 
    “Unngh! Ungh!” 
 
    “Look down.” 
 
    The pain stopped. 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    “Unnnnghhhh! Ma’am. It hurts.” 
 
    “Shut up.” 
 
    As I was reaching my limit, Amara released my face and I looked down. The pain stopped.  
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
      
 
    It went on for I don’t know how long. Each time I looked at her I felt pain. At the end I was shaking and blubbering. When she finally said it was enough, I dove to her feet and started kissing.  
 
    “Thank you Ma’am. Thank you for training me.” 
 
      
 
    Amara locked me in my cage. She turned the light off as she left. I fell asleep not long after. I’m happy to say I didn’t cry.  
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 7 - Day 4 
 
      
 
    The next morning, after I cleaned my cage and gave myself a sponge bath, Amara tied me face up to the table. She put the headphones on me, followed by a blindfold. As the music started, I felt Amara trail her hand down my chest. The pleasurable buzzing on my testicles started. 
 
      
 
    You are a slave. 
 
    You feel good when you obey your mistress.  
 
    You feel bad when you disobey your mistress.  
 
    When you even think about disobeying your mistress, you feel bad.  
 
    You are her slave.  
 
    You do what she says, when she says it.  
 
    You belong to her.  
 
    You act only to please her.  
 
    You think only about what pleases her best.  
 
    There is nothing you wouldn’t do to please her.  
 
    You are her slave.  
 
    You feel good when you obey your mistress…. 
 
      
 
    Again I let the music and words float in the background as I relaxed. Amara rubbed my chest and stomach, but then left the room, just like last time.  
 
      
 
    Again, I had no idea how long I listened. My guess was an hour. Afterward I made Amara breakfast of eggs and toast and myself breakfast of oatmeal. Amara spit in it and placed it on the floor in front of me.  
 
      
 
    “Slave, I want you to masturbate. Cum into your oatmeal.” 
 
      
 
    I looked at her, unsure I heard her correctly. That was a mistake. 
 
    “Over my lap.” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!  
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!  
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!  
 
      
 
    “What did I tell you about hesitating?!” 
 
    “I’m sorry Ma’am! It just took me a moment to process what you were saying!” 
 
    “On your knees. Masturbate into your oatmeal. You have three minutes to cum.” 
 
      
 
    I started playing with myself. It felt like forever since I’d last cum. I could still feel the bruises on my butt, and I was tired and scared, but my dick still worked. In very little time I was on the edge. Amara sense it. 
 
    “As you cum, scream that you’re my slave.” 
 
    “I’M YOUR SLAVE!! I’M YOUR SLAVE!! OH THANK YOU, MA’AM! THANK YOU!” 
 
    I erupted into my bowl. Four separate ropes of cum. When I was finished, I saw it floating on the top of the oatmeal, thick and white. I couldn’t think of anything more revolting than eating it. Amara leaned over and stirred it with her fork.  
 
    “Eat.” 
 
      
 
    I leaned over and lapped up the spit and cum flavored oatmeal. It was disgusting. I could feel Amara watching me. 
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    “For what, slave?” 
 
    “For letting me cum, and for letting me eat my own cum.” 
 
    “I know that was a fantasy of yours. Was it everything you hoped for?” 
 
    “It was disgusting, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I know, slave. But women do it all the time. Isn’t it right for you to know what it’s like?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    After breakfast I cleaned Amara’s room and then got to work on my business. Then I cleaned the garage, which took all day. I don’t know the last time it was cleaned, my guess was never. There was a lot that needed to be fixed or thrown away. Amara gave me a short break to eat lunch, followed by giving her a foot massage, then it was back to the garage. The worst part was that I knew freedom was so close. If I could only remove the collars around my neck and groin, I could have just walked out the door to freedom. But I knew what would happen if I tried. Just to be sure, I gave my neck collar a tug. It was locked on tight.  
 
      
 
    That night Amara gave me more reading to do: Alison’s House by Susan Glaspell, a playwright from the early twentieth century. It was about a poet and the sacrifices she made for her family. I thought it would suck, since early twentieth century questions of values are ridiculous, but it was actually pretty good. The morality was still stupid – a woman so concerned of what people thought of her that she didn’t marry the man she loved – how dumb is that? But it was certainly better than a lot of the plays I’d read at school.  
 
      
 
    I knelt in front of Amara as we discussed it. I told her I liked it but that the moral dilemma was ridiculous. 
 
    “You think you wouldn’t be caught up in such things if you had lived then?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am, I think I wouldn’t.” 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “I can’t imagine worrying so much about whether people approve of who I marry.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled. 
 
      
 
    “And how many people have you told that you’re submissive?” 
 
      
 
    That stopped me short. 
 
      
 
    “How many people have you told about your desire to eat your own cum? When we’re finished, are you ok with telling people what we did? That I fucked you with a strapon? That you have to ask me permission to go to the bathroom?” 
 
    “It’s different, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because society…” I’d been about to say that society doesn’t accept bdsm or submissive guys, but I saw how quickly she’d use that against me. “It’s just that one gets into extreme sexual activity and another is about just basic attraction.” 
 
    “No slave. You think that being submissive or taking a strapon up the ass is extreme because society tells you to think that, the same way you would have thought marrying the wrong person was extreme if you lived at the time of the play.” 
 
    “I-” 
 
    I stopped, unsure if I was allowed to say what I was thinking. 
 
    “What, slave?” 
 
    “I don’t know if I agree with that. I mean, taking a strapon is extreme.” 
 
    “No it’s not. It’s nothing but penetration. We don’t think of heterosexual sex as extreme. That’s penetration. How is this any different?” 
 
    “Women don’t naturally have cocks.” 
 
    “So what?”  
 
    “Bdsm is great, but it’s extreme. You hitting me with a tawse for not cleaning correctly is extreme.” 
 
    “Hitting students with a tawse for making mistakes in school was common practice in the early 20th century.” 
 
    “Ok, but it’s still odd for a woman to hit a man.”  
 
      
 
    That was a mistake.  
 
      
 
    “I mean, it’s also wrong for a man to hit a woman. It’s wrong for an adult to punish another adult.” 
 
    “Even if the one being punished likes it?” 
 
      
 
    I thought about that. 
 
      
 
    “Everyone thinks they would have gone against society if they’d lived in the 20th century, but most are full of it. You definitely are. You’re financially independent and your business can’t be hurt if people knew you were into bdsm, and you’re still afraid to admit what you want. I saw the look of panic on your face when I mentioned submission or slavery in public: you were terrified of anyone knowing your secret. And being ostracized by society in the 20th Century meant something much worse than it does now, with the internet and the ease of travel. But it still controls you. You would have acted just like the people in the play did.” 
 
      
 
    Hearing that upset me. I’d always gone my own way, or so I thought. I’d dropped out of college to start my own business. That was going my own way. I was afraid of people hearing her refer to me as submissive, but that was because I wasn’t really submissive. I kept that to myself, obviously.  
 
      
 
    “Discussion’s over. Let’s get you downstairs. I’m going to beat you with a crop.”  
 
      
 
    And she did.  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 8 - Day 5 
 
      
 
    Amara didn’t seem pleased when she woke me up. She gave me ten minutes to sponge bathe myself and clean my cage, as usual, but her tone told me something was wrong.  
 
      
 
    I met her upstairs. I knelt and kissed her feet. 
 
    “Is something wrong, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Why do ask, slave?” 
 
    “Your tone, Ma’am. You seem upset.” 
 
      
 
    She grabbed my hair and dragged me into the living room. She sat on the couch and pulled me over her knees.  
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!  
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!  
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!  
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!  
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!  
 
    SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP! SLAP!  
 
      
 
    “AAAAGGHHHH! I’m sorry Ma’am!” 
 
    She pushed me to the floor. I scurried to kiss her feet. 
 
    “What are you sorry for?” 
 
    “I don’t know, Ma’am. Whatever I did to upset you.” 
 
    “Stop. Up.” 
 
    She grabbed me roughly by my cheeks and forced me to look at her. I flinched, expecting a shock in collar and balls. None came, but I was still afraid.  
 
      
 
    SLAP!  
 
      
 
    She slapped me across the face. I raised my hand to my cheek. It hurt!  
 
    “You don’t tell me how I feel. I tell you how I feel. If you think I’m in a bad mood, you respond by making sure you’re the perfect slave and I have no reason to take out my bad mood on you.”  
 
    “Yes Ma’am. I’m sorry Ma’am.” 
 
    “I should have to tell you this. Anyone else would have understood it naturally.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.”  
 
    “After all this time, you still have no idea what it means to be a good slave. I’ve been too lenient with you. That stops today.” 
 
      
 
    My stomach dropped. If this was lenient, I didn’t want to know what strict was. Amara marched me downstairs to the dungeon and tied me to the spanking bench. She beat the bottom of my feet with a crop until I screamed for mercy. Afterward, she locked my hands behind my back and dragged me to bathroom. She put me on my back in the shower. She took off her shoes and stockings, then straddled my head, facing me.  
 
      
 
    “I’ve treated you well, slave. I’ve indulged your shitty, selfish attitude, and in return you’ve just gotten more selfish.” 
 
      
 
    She grabbed my hair and lifted up my head. With a key I hadn’t seen, she unlocked my collar. She placed it on the sink, then stood over me. She squatted down until her pussy was six inches from my face.  
 
      
 
    “Open your mouth!” 
 
      
 
    She peed on me, on my face and in my mouth! It was warm and disgusting. I closed my throat and tried to swallow as little as possible, but some still got through. It tasted exactly like I thought piss would taste. She peed for a long time. At the end my hair was soaked and I felt humiliated. I hadn’t told her that getting peed on was a hard limit because I never thought someone would ever do that to me. I doubt it would have stopped her, anyway. 
 
      
 
    When she was finished, she sat on the toilet and wiped the piss off her feet with toilet paper. She didn’t tell me I could get up, so I stayed lying in her piss. I could smell it in my nostrils and taste it in the back of my throat.  
 
      
 
    “What do you say?” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For peeing on me.” 
 
      
 
    She stood, threw the toilet paper onto my chest and left the room. I felt humiliated. How did I get here? I couldn’t think of that. This was really starting to affect me. I needed to stay strong and do whatever it took to get out of here in one piece.  
 
      
 
    Before too long, she came back and rinsed me off. I didn’t want to look at her, afraid I’d set her off again. I wasn’t sure what I’d done to get her so angry, so I was afraid I’d say the wrong thing. Who knows what she’d do next? When I was clean, she put my collar back on and led me back to the dungeon. She tied me face up to the table and put the blindfold and the headphones back on me. This time, instead of the pleasing feeling of a light sensation in my testicles, it was stronger, and it hurt. My neck hurt too. It wasn’t searing pain, but it was really uncomfortable.  
 
      
 
    Disobeying your mistress. 
 
    Rebelling against your mistress’ guidance.  
 
    Hesitating when your mistress gives you an order.  
 
    Questioning your mistress.  
 
    Thinking of your own needs.  
 
    Not thinking first of your mistress’ needs.  
 
    Making your mistress unhappy.  
 
    Fighting against your nature as a slave.  
 
    Disobeying your mistress…. 
 
      
 
    The pain seemed to increase as the tape loop progressed, or maybe my willpower was just fading. I was moaning and rocking my head back and forth by the time Ma’am came back down and untied me. I dove to the floor and kissed her feet passionately.  
 
      
 
    Later that day, as I was kneeling in front of Amara, I remembered how she had peed on me and I felt embarrassed. I stared at her feet. She reached forward and held my head.  
 
      
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    I looked up and the pain shot through my collar and testicles. I could barely stand it. 
 
    “Keep looking.” 
 
    When I groaned, she relented and I was allowed to stare at her feet.” 
 
    “Tell me what you’re thinking.” 
 
     “I feel ashamed.” 
 
    “Why, slave?” 
 
    “Because you peed on me.” 
 
    “Why would you feel ashamed?” 
 
    “It’s humiliating.” 
 
    “Humiliation is part of your training, slave. And if I want to pee on you, I will. If I want you to drink my piss, you will. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I know you’re thinking of something else, slave, so say it.” 
 
    “I’m embarrassed Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you remember what I said to you about embarrassment.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. I don’t get to be embarrassed.” 
 
     “That’s right. You don’t. You do as I say. You accept my rule. Why is that?” 
 
    “Because I’m your slave, Ma’am.” 
 
    “That’s right. Now come, you’re going to strengthen that tongue of yours so you can please me.” 
 
      
 
    She stood and dragged me by the collar into the kitchen, where her computer sat open on the table. She made me watch a video of tongue exercises.  
 
      
 
    “Kneel in the center of the living room and do them.”  
 
      
 
    I did, moving my tongue up down, right left, out, back. It was annoying, but it was better than anything else I’d done that day, and it helped me take my mind off of getting peed on. Amara watched me from the couch. She still seemed upset, which I realized I just had to deal with. When I was done, she led me downstairs and tied me to the spanking bench. She didn’t speak to me; she just grabbed a crop from the wall and started beating me my ass and my legs. I screamed until she gagged me. Then she continued to beat me. When she was finished she walked out and shut off the light with me still tied to the bench.  
 
      
 
    A while later, Amara came back and brought me upstairs to her bedroom. She was more gentle as she led me, and her anger seemed spent. She sat in her reading chair and spread her legs.  
 
      
 
    “Crawl to me, slave.” 
 
      
 
    She took my face in her hands and kissed my forehead. She then guided my mouth to her sex. I licked her slowly, cautiously at first, afraid I’d make a wrong move and get another beating.  
 
      
 
    “Harder, slave.” 
 
      
 
    I licked harder, moving slowly around until I found a spot that made her gasp. I stayed there, licking at the same speed, the same pressure. 
 
    “Oh, slave! That’s good! Right there! Just like that!” 
 
    I felt her hands on my head, gripping my hair tightly. 
 
    “Oh! Oh! OH! OH MY GOD! OH SLAVE YES! YES! YES! YES!”  
 
      
 
    I let her catch her breath and then started again. I found a spot on her clit that she really liked and stayed there. She came again. Then pushed my head away.  
 
      
 
    “Kneel.” 
 
      
 
    I kept my head against the floor. I just wanted the day to be over. I wanted time to move quicker, until I could go home and forget this whole thing happened. But even as I thought that, a part of me felt bad. I wouldn’t be with Ma’am then. Where did that thought come from? 
 
      
 
    Amara led me downstairs to the dungeon.  
 
      
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! SLAP!  
 
      
 
    She put me back in my cage and left without saying a word.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 9 - Day 6 
 
      
 
    The next morning I lay tied to the table, blindfolded with the headphones on. The collar around my neck and around my balls were buzzing painfully, and I strained against my bonds. 
 
      
 
    Disobeying your mistress. 
 
    Rebelling against your mistress’ guidance.  
 
    Hesitating when your mistress gives you an order.  
 
    Questioning your mistress.  
 
    Thinking of your own needs.  
 
    Not thinking first of your mistress’ needs.  
 
    Making your mistress unhappy.  
 
    Fighting against your nature as a slave.  
 
    Disobeying your mistress…. 
 
      
 
    When it was over, I gave myself a sponge bath and cleaned my cage, then I prepared breakfast: an omelet for Amara and oatmeal for me. I knelt by her chair.  
 
      
 
    “Don’t touch your food.” 
 
    I waited on my knees while Amara ate. She took her time and ignored me. I don’t like oatmeal, but warm oatmeal was slightly better than cold oatmeal. Amara looked down at me. She had a sly smile on her face. I didn’t know if that was good or bad. My thought was bad.  
 
      
 
    “Give me your bowl.” 
 
    I handed my bowl to her. She placed it on the table. She then reached under her skirt and pulled down her underwear. She squatted and held the bowl beneath her.  
 
      
 
    “Look at the bowl.” 
 
    She peed in it. When she was done, she mixed it up with her fork and pushed it in front of me with her foot. She’d peed a lot. 
 
    “Eat it. No hands.” 
 
      
 
    I leant forward. Her piss smelled strong, and it was dark yellow. Amongst my revulsion, I thought about when I should tell her she needed to drink more water.  
 
      
 
    I licked up the oatmeal and piss. Amara turned her chair so that her feet rested on either side of the bowl. I tried to calm my gag reflex, which wanted me to spit out the disgusting mixture. 
 
    “Hurry up, slave.” 
 
    It took a long time, but I finally finished. Amara sent me to the bathroom to wash my face and brush my teeth. When I was finished, I knelt before her. She pulled my head between her legs. She was wet, and I could smell her excitement. I licked dutifully. She started to writhe and moan, but before she came, she pushed me away, then stood and grabbed my collar.  
 
    “Downstairs, now.” 
 
      
 
    I let her lead me downstairs, where she put me over the spanking bench. My ass still hurt from last night. I wanted to beg her not to beat me, but I knew that would only get me a worse beating. I heard her going through the cabinets, probably for some horrendous torture device. I tried not to cry. This was day six. I was more than halfway done. Just four more days after this one.  
 
      
 
    Amara ran her fingertips over my bruised ass. She put on a rubber glove, and I felt her lubed finger against my asshole. She stroked me softly. She seemed really turned on. Her finger pushed into me. 
 
    “That’s right, slave. Open for me.” 
 
    She moved her finger in and out, then added a second.  
 
    “Such a nice asshole. Such a pretty little slut.” 
 
    She removed her fingers and pressed a butt plug in my ass. I breathed as the thick middle section was pushed into me and I tightened around it. Ma’am came around in front of me. She was wearing her porn star cock again, eight inches and covered in veins. She held it to my lips. 
 
    “Kiss it.” 
 
    I kiss her cock.  
 
    “Keep kissing.” 
 
    She moved the cock over my lips, and I kissed its length. She sighed. I looked up at her. Her eyes were bright. 
 
    “Lick it. Don’t suck it. Just lick it.” 
 
    I licked her cock. She reached down and grabbed the back of my head. 
 
    “Open.” 
 
    She pushed her cock into my mouth, slightly passed the head. 
 
    “Suck it.” 
 
    I sucked. She kept a firm grip on the back of my head and pushed farther into me.  
 
    “You’re a good cocksucker, slave. I can’t wait to watch you suck a real cock with those pretty lips of yours.” 
 
    I tried not to think about whether she was serious. I just focused on pleasing her. She pushed until I gagged and coughed. She pulled out and laughed, then pushed back into my mouth. 
 
    “Keep sucking slave. Get used to sucking my fat cock.” 
 
    I sucked. Going as far as I could and every so often gagging and coughing.  
 
    “That’s a good girl. Such a sweet, obedient girl.” 
 
    She stroked my cheek with her thumb.  
 
    “Do you want me to fuck you with this big cock? Do you want this huge cock in your ass?” 
 
    I didn’t know what to say. I didn’t dare say no to her, but at the same time I didn’t think I was ready. I looked at her and tried to speak. 
 
    “ifgh yhuu whnn” 
 
    “What was that slave?” 
 
    “ihhh yhu whnn.” 
 
    “If I want?” 
 
    “yhss.” 
 
    She pulled her cock out of my mouth and tapped it on my forehead.  
 
    “I do want to, slave, but you’re not ready just yet. Let’s warm you up with a slightly smaller cock.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    She walked to the cupboard. When she returned, she showed me her new cock. It was thick, but not as thick or as long as the one I’d just sucked.  
 
      
 
    Amara moved behind me and slowly pulled the buttplug from my ass. I felt the tip of her cock press against me. 
 
    “What do you, say?” 
 
    “Oh Ma’am, please fuck me! Please put your cock inside of me! I need it so badly, Ma’am!” 
 
    “Of course, my little slave.” 
 
    She pushed into me. It hurt until it got past the first few inches. Then I felt really full. Why did all dildos feel so much bigger than they looked? She pulled out a little, then pushed back in. Just as I didn’t feel I could take anymore, I felt her hips against my ass, telling me she was in as far as she could go. I tried to relax and breathe. Amara moved her hips in tiny circles.  
 
      
 
    I heard her panting. Her nails dug into my sides. I rocked forward and back with her thrusts as my body rammed into the bench. I concentrated on relaxing. She pulled me back onto her and I arched my back. 
 
     “Tell me what you are!” Her voice was deep, guttural.  
 
    “I’m your slave, Ma’am! I’m your slave!” 
 
    “Tell me you’re my little slut!” 
 
    “Oh Ma’am. I’m your little slut. I’m your horny little slut who loves having his ass fucked.” 
 
    “That’s fucking right!” 
 
    She came, screaming and pushing far into me. Along with the humiliation and fear, there was a strange and embarrassing pleasure. I didn’t want to admit it, but a part of me felt good to be controlled, to have her fuck me from behind, to make me hers. She stopped moving and lay on top of me. She bit my back.  
 
    “Good slave. That was really good.”  
 
    She pulled out and cleaned up. She finally released me and I sank to the floor and kissed her feet. 
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you for fucking me.” 
 
    “I’ve been neglecting you, slave. How are you supposed to work up to my big dildo if I don’t give you practice?”  
 
    “I don’t know Ma’am. Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    Amara tied me to the table. She put my headphones and blindfold on me. I relaxed as I felt the soothing and pleasurable light buzzing of testicle collar. 
 
      
 
    You are a slave.  
 
    You will always surrender to your mistress.  
 
    You will obey her in all things.  
 
    Her smallest wish will be your command.  
 
    You are her slave.  
 
    Your only wish is to see her happy. 
 
    The thought of her unsatisfied makes you upset.  
 
    You will do whatever she asks, when she asks it.  
 
    You are her slave.  
 
    She is your owner, your goddess.  
 
    You will always surrender to your mistress.  
 
    You will obey her in all things…. 
 
      
 
    My ass hurt, and I was still dealing with the fact that I ate a bowl full of piss-flavored oatmeal. I decided again that I would do everything Amara asked of me. There was no telling what she would do if I displeased her. The best way through this was obedience. As soon as I had the thought, I felt better, like some part of me finally relaxed. I would continue to do what Amara said without question, without hesitation. Not long after my decision, I fell asleep.  
 
      
 
    Amara woke me and led me upstairs. I cleaned her bedroom and bathroom, then worked on my business as she made us lunch. After it was finished, I cleaned up the kitchen and then followed her upstairs to her room. She sat in her chair and pointed at her vagina. I moved between her legs and slowly licked her to climax.  
 
      
 
    “Go downstairs and clean everything. Vacuum, dust, clean the windows.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am. Thank you Ma’am.”  
 
    I grabbed the cleaning tools I needed and headed down to the dungeon. I’d start there and move to the general area next. I wiped down all the equipment, getting the dust out from some of the hard to reach places in the spanking bench and her throne. It was clear that no one had cleaned this equipment so thoroughly in a long time. Amara would surely notice and be pleased, and that made me happy. I wiped down the mouldings, the cabinets – both inside and out – and then vacuumed.  
 
    After that, I cleaned the sitting room outside the dungeon. Again, I knew I was cleaning better than anyone had cleaned before. I wondered if Amara had trained other slaves. She seemed pretty experienced in her training methods, so she must have. I wondered what happened to them? Maybe they got away, which gave me hope that I would get away, too, once my ten days were up. Only four more days and I’d be free. I thought about how good it would feel to be able to do what I wanted. I pictured sitting on my couch alone in my apartment. It didn’t seem that great to me. It was an empty life I lead, I realized suddenly, eating pizza and masturbating, never letting anyone get close. What was so great about that? Why was I so determined to be alone? I decided not to think about it. I loved my life. Why did it seem unpleasant now? 
 
      
 
    When I was finished, I found Amara in the living room, reading. We went downstairs and I knelt with my head on the floor while she checked my work. I heard her go through the cabinets, lifting things up to look under them. I heard her walk to the bathroom and open the cabinet beneath the sink. She’d find it so clean it was shining.  
 
      
 
    Amara came back into the room and sat on her throne.  
 
    “Come here, slave.” 
 
    I crawled to her. She held me behind the head with her hand.  
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    I looked and was met with pain in my testicles and neck. I felt like crying. I knew this would continue for some time, and I’d just keep getting shocked.  
 
    “Look at me. Hold it.” 
 
    I tried to hold it as long as I could, but the pain was too much, and soon my willpower was extinguished and I could barely glance at her before looking away quickly as the first shocks hit me.  
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    “AHHHH, Ma’am. Yes Ma’am!!!” 
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
      
 
    When she was finished, I dove to her feet and kissed them. 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you for training me to serve you.” 
 
    “You’re welcome slave. Look at me.” 
 
    I looked up at her face and instantly flinched, even though no shock came. I looked quickly down. She took me by the chin and lifted my eyes to meet hers. I felt imaginary shocks in my balls and neck and cringed in anticipation of real pain. Before looking away, I saw her face; she was smiling. 
 
    “In the cage. Go to sleep.” 
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 10 - Day 7 
 
      
 
    I had odd dreams during the night. I was carrying a heavy bag as I hiked through the woods. Maybe hiked isn’t the right word. I was definitely walking through the woods, but it had a migration feel to it. I was leaving somewhere and going somewhere else. I didn’t know what was in the bag, but it was awkward as well as heavy, and I had to keep shifting it from side to side. I knew what was in there was important, but at the same time I desperately wanted to just drop it. As I walked, I was aware of an ever-present danger around me, but in the dream that danger was just a part of life.  
 
      
 
    Amara turned on the light, and before I could fully wake up, she had me restrained to the table with my blindfold and headphones on. 
 
      
 
    You are Amara’s slave.  
 
    You love Amara. 
 
    It feels good to love Amara and know that Amara loves you.  
 
    It feels good to serve Amara and have her use you.  
 
    You are most happy when serving Amara.  
 
    You are Amara’s slave.  
 
    Saying no to Amara is not an option.  
 
    It feels terrible to disobey her.  
 
    You feel physically ill when you think of rebelling against her.  
 
    Doing as Amara says is the only way to feel better.  
 
    You are Amara’s slave. 
 
      
 
    I sank back and got a little bit more sleep. I wondered if Amara would be upset at me for falling asleep and not listening to the recording, but she didn’t seem angry when she woke me. She led me upstairs and I made breakfast: an omelet for her and oatmeal for me. Amara put my oatmeal on the floor, but she didn’t spit or pee in it, for which I was grateful.  
 
      
 
    “Slave, clean the kitchen and then my bedroom. When you’re finished, wait in the living room for me.” 
 
    I cleaned and then headed to the living room. I knelt by her chair with my forehead pressed to the floor. As I waited, I realized that I couldn’t remember getting into position. It felt like a bad thing that I didn’t have to think about it. I had three more days until I was free. Three more days I had to pretend to like this and I’d be able to do whatever I wanted, whenever I wanted. I would masturbate while eating Taco Bell and watching ESPN all day long. I stopped thinking about it when I heard Amara come into the room. She sat in her reading chair. 
 
    “Up.” 
 
    I kissed her feet and lifted up. She had the hairbrush and a book on her lap. 
 
    “Do your tongue exercises in the center of the room.”  
 
      
 
    Amara read while I did my exercises: up, down, left, right. Every once in a while she looked at me and I quickly averted my eyes.  
 
    “Stop. Come here.” 
 
    She was holding the hairbrush. My stomach clenched. What had I done?  
 
    “Brush my hair.” 
 
    I exhaled. Amara must have just washed her hair that morning, because it smelled great. I began on the left side and slowly and carefully brushed. Her hair felt so soft. I rubbed it between my fingers as I brushed. I lost myself in the action of slowly bringing the comb through her hair. Amara sighed contentedly, and I felt a warmth spread through me.  
 
    “That’s enough slave.” 
 
    She held out her hand and I handed her the brush. I knelt and kissed her feet. I felt my lips against her boots. This time, the action felt slightly different to me: much more erotic.  
 
    “Thank you Ma’am. That was wonderful.” 
 
    “You’re welcome slave. You may serve as my foot stool while I read.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    “Slave?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am?” 
 
    “Now that I think about it, I got out this hairbrush, and it would be a shame to put it back without really using it.” 
 
    I stood and placed myself over her knees, feeling the fear creep into my chest and stomach. At the same time, Amara turned on my testicle collar lightly, sending pleasant sensations through my groin. She placed her hand on my butt possessively.  
 
    “Tell me what you are.” 
 
    “I’m your slave, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Tell me more.” 
 
    “I live to obey you, Ma’am.” The words came out quickly, without me having to think about them.  
 
    “What happens when you disobey me, slave?” 
 
    “I feel bad.” Again the words came out quickly. “And I would get punished, Ma’am.” 
 
    “That’s right, slave.” She kept rubbing me, gripping me occasionally in her strong hands.  
 
      
 
    Whap. Whap. Whap. 
 
      
 
    She hit me lightly. The sensation felt good, especially mixed with the buzzing around my balls.  
 
      
 
    Whap. Whap. Whap.  
 
    Whap. Whap. Whap. 
 
    Whap. Whap. Whap. 
 
    Whap. Whap. Whap. 
 
      
 
    She increased the force, but not enough to hurt.  
 
    “Slave, what would you say if I told you I wanted to spank you much harder?” 
 
    “I’d ask you to spank me harder, Ma’am?” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Because it would make you feel good, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And?” 
 
    “And that would make me feel good, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Good boy.” 
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
      
 
    The hairbrush stung, but it was manageable pain. And strangely, it did make me feel good.  
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
      
 
    I squirmed, but I kept myself from moving too much.  
 
      
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
    WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP! WHAP!  
 
      
 
    “Uhhhgh! Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    “Enough. Get down.” 
 
    The humming in my balls stopped. Ma’am pushed me off her lap. I dove to her feet and kissed them passionately.  
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you.” 
 
    “For what?” 
 
    “For beating me. For warming me up, first. For being my owner.”  
 
    “Your welcome, slave. Come.” 
 
      
 
    I crawled after her up to her bedroom. Ma’am stood at the foot of her bed. She kicked off her boots and looked down at me with a wicked grin on her face. She turned around. 
 
    “Take off my underwear, slave.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    When I had her underwear off, she climbed onto the bed onto her knees, facing away from me.  
 
    “Get on the bed and lick my ass.” 
 
    The light buzzing around my balls started again, and I got hard. I knew she would make me do this one day. Strangely though, it didn’t seem like such a punishment anymore. I got on the bed and leaned close to her. I kissed her butt cheeks. I moved slowly inward, kissing her softly until I got to the slightly darker skin around her asshole. I gave it a lick. Amara moaned. I licked it again, then pushed my tongue against her asshole.  
 
    “Good, slave.” 
 
    I licked her asshole softly as she squirmed slightly. I increased the pressure as she pressed back into me. I pushed hard and my tongue went inside her. Ma’am gave a little gasp. I tasted the slightly bitter but not unpleasant flavor of her ass. My cock was hard as a rock. This had been a hard limit just a week ago, but I couldn’t remember why I felt so against it. I pushed my tongue as far into her as it would go and moved it up and down.  
 
    “Stay there. Keep going just like that.” 
 
    She dipped her chest against the bed. I kept licking. The tongue exercises had made my tongue stronger.  
 
    “Oh, slave. Yes! Yes!” 
 
    I saw her hands grip the sheets tightly. I held her sides so I could keep licking.  
 
    “OH MY GOD! YES! YES!” 
 
    She came hard, thrusting her ass back into my face. I held on for as long as I could, but she soon pushed away from me and lay on her stomach. I got off the bed and on my knees. I pressed my forehead to the floor. I waited there for a while. I couldn’t tell if Ma’am had fallen asleep or not. Maybe she was just resting. I was getting better at pleasing Amara and avoiding punishment. I just had to act like her slave. I could do this for three more days. It wasn’t that hard.  
 
      
 
    Eventually Ma’am got up and led me downstairs, where she let me brush my teeth. We had a late lunch, then she let me work on my business. Afterward, she led me downstairs and tied me face up to the table. She brought back the nipple clamps from the cabinets and put them on me, then tied her hair back in bun by wrapping it around itself. She had never done that before. I didn’t know if it were a good or a bad sign, but something was about to happen. She leaned down and kissed me softly on the lips. I relaxed and surrendered to her kiss. She ran her fingers lightly over my body. It felt fantastic.  
 
    “You did well, today, slave. This is the level of service I expect all the time.”  
 
    She lightly grazed my thighs with her fingertips. I arched my back. How could something so simple feel so good? 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you believe you deserve a reward, slave?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “Why not?” 
 
    “It’s my duty as your slave to serve you. Doing a good job is expected. And it makes me feel good, Ma’am.” 
 
    “That’s right, slave. It does, doesn’t it?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    She trailed her fingers down my sides, caressing my ribs and stomach. Her touch was so sensual. She lightly grazed my cock and I gasped.  
 
    “Oh Ma’am, thank you Ma’am!” 
 
    She stopped and put my headphones and blindfold on me. I felt her hands run around my thighs, lightly touching my balls and asshole. I was breathing hard as the recording started.  
 
      
 
    You are Amara’s slave 
 
    You feel good because you pleased your mistress. 
 
    Obeying your mistress leads to pleasure.  
 
    It feels good in your chest and in your balls and cock when you please mistress. 
 
    You are a slave. 
 
    You love your mistress. You love Amara.  
 
    You are Amara’s slave 
 
      
 
    Ma’am took my cock in her palm and just held it without moving. Her hand was warm and soft.  
 
      
 
    You are Amara’s slave 
 
    You feel good because you pleased your mistress. 
 
    Obeying your mistress leads to pleasure.  
 
    It feels good in your chest and in your balls and cock when you please mistress. 
 
    You are a slave. 
 
    You love your mistress. You love Amara.  
 
    You are Amara’s slave 
 
      
 
    My cock was already hard, and it started pulsing.  
 
    “Oh my God! Ma’am. Oh my God!” 
 
    Amara let go. She rubbed my chest with one hand while the other went down to my asshole. I felt her finger make small circles on my opening.  
 
      
 
    You are Amara’s slave 
 
    You feel good because you pleased your mistress. 
 
    Obeying your mistress leads to pleasure.  
 
    It feels good in your chest and in your balls and cock when you please mistress. 
 
    You are a slave. 
 
    You love your mistress. You love Amara.  
 
    You are Amara’s slave 
 
      
 
    Ma’am’s finger pressed inside me. It was easier this time to stay open for her. Her other hand returned to my cock, and she slowly, ever so lightly, stroked me. The feeling was overwhelming, and I stopped trying to process it. I just surrendered and let the feelings wash over me.  
 
    “Close Ma’am! Close!” 
 
    Amara’s finger went to the head of my dick and collected my precum, which she brought to my mouth. I sucked it dutifully.  
 
    She lightly stroked the underside of my cock with her finger, while with her other hand, she pressed a second finger inside me. She found my prostate and stroked it. 
 
      
 
    You are Amara’s slave 
 
    You feel good because you pleased your mistress. 
 
    Obeying your mistress leads to pleasure.  
 
    It feels good in your chest and in your balls and cock when you please mistress. 
 
    You are a slave. 
 
    You love your mistress. You love Amara.  
 
    You are Amara’s slave 
 
      
 
    I almost came three more times, until Ma’am’s strokes got lighter and lighter, and then stopped entirely. She leaned forward and gave me another soft, sensual kiss.  
 
      
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you.” 
 
    She turned off the light on her way out, leaving me tied to the table.  
 
      
 
    At I came down from my high, I wondered how in the world someone could do such horrible things to me and still bring me to such a place of euphoria. I didn’t like admitting it, but no one had ever made me feel as good as Amara had when she teased me. Obviously, I wanted to cum, and it was disappointing that I couldn’t, but I understood why she didn’t let me. Why did I want this? I closed my eyes and stopped thinking about it.  
 
      
 
    Later that evening, Mistress had me kneel in front of. She asked me to do things for her, and I was instructed to say no. Each time I did, I got shocked in my balls and my neck. It was horrible. I was already on edge from the tease and denial from earlier, and it didn’t take long before I was crying and begging her for mercy. But she had none. She insisted on me telling her no and then punishing me for it. Finally, Ma’am let me get in my cage. I rolled into a ball and cried myself to sleep.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 11 - Day 8 
 
      
 
    Ma’am woke me up the next morning. It felt early, but I had no idea what time it was. She tied me to the table and put on my blindfold and headphones. The soft music started, and then the words: 
 
      
 
    You are Amara’s slave. 
 
    You love, worship and obey Amara. 
 
    Amara loves, leads and improves you. 
 
    You are a better man because of Amara. 
 
    You are lost without her. 
 
    You crave her guidance. 
 
    You submit to her every whim. 
 
    You are Amara’s slave… 
 
      
 
    Amara left the tape running for a long time. It felt like hours. When she finally came back to the room and untied me, I sank to my knees and kissed her feet. It felt good to be free from the table, and I wanted Ma’am to know that I appreciated my freedom. She grabbed the nape of my neck and pulled me up. I rested my head against her thigh as she ran the fingers of her other hand through my hair. We stayed there for a while. It felt good, and I hoped Ma’am would keep holding me. Some bit of tension let go and my body relaxed. Ma’am felt it too and told me I was a good boy.  
 
      
 
    Ma’am finally clipped a leash to my collar and led me upstairs on my hands and knees. In the kitchen, she tied me to the table and made herself breakfast. I didn’t get anything. Ma’am told me I was to stare at her feet while she ate, which I did. When she was finished, she put her plate on the floor in front of me. There were just a few scraps: a crust of bread and few flakes from her omelet.  
 
    “Wait.” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    “Begin.” 
 
    I lowered my face to the plate and licked it clean.  
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    I stopped. Ma’am leaned forward and spit on the plate.  
 
    “Turn around. I want to look at your ass while you lick up my scraps.” 
 
    I turned around, and when I started licking, I felt Amara’s hands on my butt, moving around, kneading me. She reached underneath and took hold of my balls and pulled them back between my legs. She held them around the base and ran a fingertip over my testicles, then gave each one a quick flick. I jumped.  
 
    “Stand up. Lean over the table. Don’t move.” 
 
    Amara left, then returned with chains and a bag of toys. She locked my hands and feet to the legs of the table, then clipped a chain around my collar and pulled me tight. I heard her remove items from her bag, then slip on a rubber glove. She spread lube over my asshole.  
 
    “Are you horny, little girl?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    Her finger went inside me. I breathed deeply and concentrated on relaxing my muscles and submitting to her. 
 
    “When was the last time I fucked you, slave?” 
 
    “Two days ago, Ma’am.” 
 
    Her finger went in and out. I told myself to stay open. Nothing would come of resisting. I exhaled slowly as she put a second finger inside me. 
 
    “It feels like longer. This is when you’re most attractive to me, slave. You’re almost broken. Almost fully my slave, incapable of disobeying me. Just a few more days left and you’ll be fully trained.”  
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” Before I even realized it, I was smiling, and a part of me felt good hearing her words, knowing that I was almost her slave. But a larger part of me know that when this was over I was going to leave and never come back. Yes, there were parts of this training I liked: the feeling of Amara holding me by the back of the neck. The relaxation that came from being tied down tight. The incredible tease and denial. But it was too much. I couldn’t give up everything I had and live as a slave.  
 
      
 
    A feeling of sadness and something else came over me, despair? Everything seemed so worthless. I pictured kissing Amara’s feet and felt a little better. I suddenly realized what I was doing and shook it off. I was being kept against my will. Was I getting Stockholm Syndrome? No. I didn’t like this.  
 
    “Open for me.” 
 
    I felt Ma’am’s hands on my hips, and the head of her strapon against my sphincter. She pressed slowly into me. I tried to relax, but it hurt. Her cock seemed bigger. Ma’am went really slowly. Her fingers massaged my sides. 
 
    “Relax sweet girl. Relax.” 
 
    “Oh! Oh Ma’am. It hurts!” 
 
    “Shhh.” 
 
    She pushed a bit a little farther into me.  
 
    “Oh please! Ma’am! It’s too big! It’s too big!” 
 
    Amara slowly eased out of me. 
 
    “I’m sorry, Ma’am. I’m sorry. I just couldn’t take it!” 
 
    Amara came around and took my head in her hands. She knelt down and lifted my head so that I looked in her eyes. I flinched and looked away. I felt terrible. Amara softly kissed my forehead. 
 
    “It’s ok, slave. I will always keep you safe. I’ll never hurt you more than you can stand, and only when it’s for your own good.” 
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    Amara went around the table. I head her rummaging around in her bag. A minute later I felt a different dildo press against my ass. I relaxed and it went inside me. I felt full, but it didn’t hurt. 
 
    “Is this better, slave?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am. Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    “You’re welcome slave.” 
 
    She fucked me slowly, pushing inside me only until I resisted, then pulling almost all the way out. She pushed in again, and my body moved forward against the table. She rubbed my lower back as she slowly, carefully pulled back out. She did it again and again, until I started pushing back against her. Then she increased her speed. I felt the cool table against my cheek and thanked whoever was out there that Amara was kind enough to use a smaller dildo. I pushed back against her. I wondered if it felt good for her, if I could push the dildo back against her clit. I arched my back.  
 
    “Ohhh, Ma’am.” 
 
    She laughed. 
 
    “Good slave. Good girl.” 
 
    “Oh, thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    Ma’am fucked me for a long time, slowly building to her own orgasm two separate times. I relaxed and concentrated on staying open for her. It was so much easier when I stopped fighting and went with her. When she was finished, we were both covered in sweat. She pulled out and left me tied to the table while she cleaned up and made herself coffee. She sat at the table near my head and drank. Every once in a while she ran her fingers through my hair.  
 
      
 
    I was only partially untied from the table. Ma’am switched out the chains and brought me my computer to let me work on my business. I was hungry and thirsty. I went over the figures and saw that business was improving. This was good news ahead of the new product launch. It was a little difficult to concentrate given how thirsty I was. Ma’am was sitting across the table. I looked up at her, unsure if it was ok to ask. 
 
    “Are you thirsty, slave?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    She got me a glass of water. I drank it quickly and she refilled it. As I drank, she kept her hands on my shoulders, and I felt the warmth go down into my chest. I looked up at her quickly before looking away. She looked beautiful today.  
 
      
 
    Ma’am didn’t give me any lunch. While Ma’am ate, I did my tongue exercises. Then she sent me upstairs to repaint the guest bedroom. I moved all the furniture to the center of the room and was extra careful not to drip any paint. It took hours, as painting always does, but in the end the room looked a lot better. I found Ma’am reading and knelt by her feet. She ignored me. I could see her feet out of the corner of my eye. I wanted to kiss them. I wanted to feel her toes against my lips. But it was as if she could read my mind and wanted to punish me. Eventually she got up and left the room. I stayed where I was. If she wanted me to move, she would have told me. I waited and waited. Ma’am walked by me a few more times. I was really hungry. I hadn’t eaten in more than 24 hours.  
 
    “Slave. Downstairs. Now.” 
 
      
 
    I hurried downstairs. Ma’am followed and had me lay on my back on the table. She tied my hands by my sides, then attached nipple clamps. I winced. She moved down and took my balls in her palm.  
 
    “These feel full, slave.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    She kneaded them between her fingers, then slapped them with her other hand.  
 
    “OW!!”  
 
    I thrashed against my bonds. Ma’am laughed. She kept my balls in her palm.  
 
    Smack! 
 
    “Ow!!! Oh God! Oh Ma’am, please! Please!” 
 
    “Shut up. Keep your mouth closed until I tell you.” 
 
    She climbed up on the table, placing her knees by my shoulders, and lowered her pussy to my face. She was already wet. I kissed her lightly. She pinched my nipple clamps a little tighter as she moved subtly forward and back. I felt her wetness increasing.  
 
    “Oh, slave. You’re a good toy.” 
 
    She grinded into my face. 
 
    “Oh, God! That feels so good!” 
 
    Her pussy blocked my nostrils, and I had to open my mouth ever so slightly to get air. Thankfully, Ma’am didn’t notice. I could hear her heavy breathing as she kept grinding on me. Forward and back, forward and back, coating my face in her juices.  
 
    “OH GOD! OH FUCK YES!!!!” 
 
    She dug her nails into my chest as she came. She stopped rocking as her breathing returned to normal. She tilted her hips and brought her asshole above my lips.  
 
    “Start licking.” 
 
    I brought her to two more orgasms by licking her asshole. When she was finished, she climbed off of me. She put on my blindfold and the noise canceling headphones. 
 
      
 
    You love being a slave. 
 
    You feel right as a slave. 
 
    You feel comfortable as a slave. 
 
    You have finally found what you were meant to do. 
 
    You were meant to serve Amara. 
 
    You were meant to worship Amara. 
 
    You were meant to obey Amara in all things.  
 
    You were meant to be Amara’s slave.  
 
    You love being Amara’s slave.  
 
    You want to be Amara’s slave forever. 
 
    You want to stay here with her as her slave. 
 
    You do not want your old life. 
 
    You love being a slave… 
 
      
 
    Afterward, Amara put me back in my cage, where I collapsed into a ball. I was so tired. I was starving, but I was too tired to worry about that. Two more days. Only two more days. In no time I was asleep.  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 12 - Day 9 
 
      
 
    I woke up with a pounding headache. I was dehydrated: I could feel it. I waited in my cage, starving, woozy, and with an aching head. But I knew I was almost done. I’d just have to be a good slave to Amara for this last day and a half, or two days, or however long she kept me tomorrow. Then I’d be free.  
 
      
 
    I head Ma’am coming down the stairs and squinted as light flooded the dungeon.  
 
    “Did you sleep well, slave?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am” I croaked. My throat was dry. “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    When she let me out of my cage, I kissed her feet passionately. I imagined I were kissing her lips. I thought about how good that felt, the last time Ma’am had kissed me. She clipped a leash to my collar and pulled me to kneeling.  
 
    “Come, slave. You must be thirsty and hungry.” 
 
    In the kitchen, Mistress tied me to the table and placed a bowl of water in front of me. I knew I must be dehydrated because the water looked so appealing I wanted to dive and lap it up. 
 
    “Slave. Don’t touch that water until I say it’s ok.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    She made breakfast. I stared at the bowl of water. I knew better than to ask when I could have any. I just kept my eyes down and waited. I could hear her making her omelet and my oatmeal. Ma’am came over and sat in the chair closest to me. She scooted back and put out her foot. 
 
    “Kiss my foot.” 
 
    I leaned, but I couldn’t reach with my leash tied to the table.  
 
    “Try harder.” 
 
    I strained against the table, but I couldn’t get there. Ma’am inched her foot closer, and I strained against the leash, but this time I could just barely reach. The collar dug into my neck and choked me a little.  
 
    “Lick.” 
 
    She lifted her foot and I licked the sole. 
 
    “Good slave.” 
 
    She poured a little water on her foot. 
 
    “Drink.” 
 
    I lapped at the water. It wasn’t a lot, but it was something. She poured a little more on her foot. I strained against the leash to reach the beads of water on her foot and on the floor, sucking greedily.  
 
    “Stop. Kneel. Head back, mouth open.” 
 
    Ma’am took a drink of water. She stood and lightly held my head. I looked into her bright, shining eyes. She was so beautiful. How could I think that about someone who was treating me this way? I wasn’t sure, but her beauty was undeniable, and for a moment I felt lucky to be where I was: kneeling at her feet, naked, dependent on her for my survival. She pursed her lips and let the water fall from her mouth into mine.  
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am. Thank you.” 
 
    She rubbed my head, then took another drink and repeated the process.  
 
    “Drink up.” She flipped over the bowl of water next to me, spilling it across the floor. I dove down and lapped it up from the floor.  
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    Ma’am brought over two bowls of oatmeal. She put one on the table, and one on the floor.  
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
    I looked at her and flinched. I took a deep breath and told myself I wasn’t being shocked, but I felt a phantom pain in my neck, and a weird sense of guilt in my chest. Ma’am lifted up her skirt. She wasn’t wearing underwear. She squatted down and peed into my oatmeal. When she was finished she pushed the bowl in front of me with her foot.  
 
    “Eat. Hands behind your back.” 
 
    It was my first food in around 36 hours and I was starving. I happily devoured it. While I was eating, Ma’am put her foot on my head and pushed my face into the bowl, into the piss and oatmeal. She laughed. I got hard.  
 
      
 
    I cleaned up after breakfast, then Ma’am took me downstairs and gave me a sponge bath. She then tied me to the table and put on my blindfold and headphones. 
 
      
 
    You long to be Amara’s slave. 
 
    You love Amara. 
 
    The thought of serving Amara fills you with happiness. 
 
    The thought of disobeying Amara fills you with dread. 
 
    You live to serve Amara.  
 
    You love Amara. 
 
    Amara loves you. 
 
    She wants to make you happy through her guidance. 
 
    You feel indebted to Amara for making you better. 
 
    You obey Amara without hesitation.  
 
    She is your owner.  
 
    You are her slave and her property.  
 
    You are happy this way.  
 
    You long to be Amara’s slave…. 
 
      
 
    When I was finished, Ma’am untied me and guided me to kneel before her as she sat on her throne. She kept the blindfold on me and ordered me to massage her feet.  
 
    When Ma’am decided I’d done enough for her feet, she pulled me forward so that my chin rested on the chair between her legs.   
 
    “Stay there. Don’t move. Just inhale my scent.” 
 
    I inhaled, smelling her sweet, earthy scent. I felt the subtle buzz of the band around my testicles. I was hard again. She lightly scratched my head with her nails, sending shivers of pleasure through me.  
 
    “Today is our last full day of training slave.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “How do you feel?” 
 
    “Conflicted, Ma’am.” 
 
    “How so?” 
 
    “It’s been very difficult and unpleasant at times, but it’s also been strangely enjoyable.” 
 
    “Do you know why that is, slave?” 
 
    “Because I love serving you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “That’s part of it, slave. You do love to serve me, more than you even know.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Do you understand why this training is necessary?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Tell me.” 
 
    “It’s necessary so that I understand what it means to be a good slave for you. And it’s necessary so that I understand and am grateful for the things you give me, like food and water, and the permission to worship you.” 
 
    “Without this intense training, do you think you’d be as good a slave as you are now?” 
 
    “No, Ma’am.” 
 
    “So difficult training is necessary to help a slave become the best version of himself?” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.”  
 
    “Otherwise, the slave is continually disappointing his mistress, and the relationship suffers as she continually has to reprimand and train him. It would take months to train you to this level of servitude if it weren’t this intense, and during that time I’d be constantly frustrated. This way, however, you learn quickly how to be my slave. And although you’ll continue making mistakes, and getting punished, you will not disappoint me, and we’ll have a loving relationship. You want that slave, don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am! I want that very much.” 
 
    “Good slave. It’s good to know you want to be my perfect slave.” 
 
    “I do, Ma’am.” 
 
    “And do you feel you’re perfect now?” 
 
    “No Ma’am.” 
 
    “I agree. You still have a lot to learn. But you’ve made great progress.” 
 
    She leaned her hips forward and pulled my mouth to her pussy. 
 
    “Show me what a good boy you are.” 
 
    I licked her, slowly at first, softly: short licks against her folds. I licked until I felt her hand on the back of my head. I pushed into her, licking the inside walls of her pussy, up and down, until I found a spot that made her inhale sharply, then I teased around that spot, licking near it, moving closer then away, then back to it.  
 
    “Slave, your pussy licking skills have really improved.” 
 
    I felt warmth spread through my chest. My mistress was happy with me, and that made me happy. I couldn’t deny the good feeling I got hearing Ma’am moan and cry in pleasure. Mistress came three times from my attentions. I licked the cum off of her thighs as she caught her breath.  
 
      
 
    Ma’am tied me face up to the table. She added extra ropes around my chest and thighs, cinching me tight so I could barely move. My blindfold was still on. She then climbed up on the table and knelt with her knees on either side of my waist. I could feel her hair tickling my face and her body close to mine. I felt her lean close to my ear, her breath soft against me.  
 
    “Tell me what you are.” 
 
    “I’m your slave Ma’am.” 
 
    “Who owns you, slave?” 
 
    “You own me Ma’am.” 
 
    She blew softly on my neck, then moved slowly down my body, letting her hair tickle my chest and stomach as she continued to blow.  
 
    “Oh, Ma’am. That feels so good!” 
 
    “What are you?” 
 
    “I’m your slave, Ma’am.” 
 
    She kissed me on my stomach.  
 
    “Keep saying it.” 
 
    “I’m your slave, Ma’am.” 
 
    She kissed my nipple, and softly took it in her mouth.  
 
    “I’m your slave, Ma’am.” 
 
    She kissed my neck and my cheek. I wanted to move my mouth to hers, I was desperate to kiss her, but it wasn’t my right to do so. She would kiss me if she wanted. 
 
    “I’m your slave, Ma’am.” 
 
    She sat up and moved her hands to my chest, then ran her fingertips slowly down my sides to my thighs.  
 
    “I’m your slave, Ma’am. I’m your slave.” 
 
    She pressed my hard cock to my stomach with her finger, then ran another finger down its length. She held me in her hand. 
 
    “I’m your slave, Ma’am! I’m your slave!” 
 
    “Yes you are, Michael. You’re my slave now. You can’t deny me, even if you wanted.   
 
    She slowly stroked my cock. 
 
    “I want you to feel into your chest. Really concentrate on how you feel right now, and I want you to say, I’m your slave, Amara.” 
 
    “I’m your slave, Amara.” 
 
    “How do you feel?” 
 
    “Good Ma’am. Very good.” It did feel good. My chest felt kind of warm, and a little achy in the good way, if that makes sense.  
 
    Ma’am gave my cock another few strokes. 
 
    “Now I want you to feel into your chest and say the following: I am not a slave. I do not have to obey Amara.” 
 
    “I am not a slave. I do not have to obey Amara.” 
 
    Strangely, it actually felt bad. I felt guilty, and a little uncomfortable. I told Amara so, and she rewarded me with slow strokes of my penis.  
 
    “I’m your owner, slave. You are mine to do with as I will.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    I felt my orgasm getting close. I wanted to cum, but a small part of me wanted Ma’am to deny me, to show her power and control of me. It was the first time I’d ever not wanted to cum. It was as if Ma’am had read my thoughts. She took her hand away, giving my dick and balls a gentle pat. She leaned forward and gave me a slow kiss on the lips. It was electrifying, and I sank into it, letting my body relax and accept her kiss. She rewarded me with a low moan. 
 
    “That is what I mean when I tell you to submit to my kiss, slave. You’ve made me very happy.” 
 
    Amara got off the table and left the room, leaving my tied tightly to the table, blindfolded, hard as a rock, and smiling.   
 
      
 
    After lunch, I worked on my business. As I did, I came back a little into myself. What the hell was happening to me? Thirty minutes ago, I’d actually felt bad at the thought of disobeying Amara. I needed to get out of here before I was fully brainwashed. Actually, I just needed to cum. I got too into it when Ma’am teased me and I said things I didn’t mean. I was out of here tomorrow. Once I had the thought, I felt a sourness in my chest. I felt upset, and a little disoriented. What was happening? 
 
      
 
    After working on my business, I gave Amara a full body massage. She stripped naked and lay face down on the bed. My dick strained and dripped precum as I worked her body with my fingers. As I rubbed her calves, Ma’am  
 
    turned and looked at me.  
 
    “Tonight, my slave, we consecrate our relationship.” 
 
    “How so, Ma’am?” 
 
    “We have sex, slave.” She said it plainly, as if it were the most obvious thing in the world.  
 
    “Is that something you want?” 
 
    “Yes, Mistress! Oh God, of course, Mistress.” 
 
    “Good. I do, too. This last night and tomorrow morning are centered around pleasure. You’ve been a good slave, and it’s time you were rewarded.”  
 
    She had me lie on my back, then took my cock in her hand and bent down. She licked the underside of my penis from the root to the tip. I have never in my life felt anything so arousing. It felt like I’d been plugged into an electric socket!  
 
    “Oh Ma’am! Thank you, Ma’am!” 
 
    “Of course, my sweet slave. But first, we’re going out to dinner. I need to train you on how we act in public.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    I was released from my collars and took a hot shower for the first time since I’d arrived. It was heavenly. Being denied what I had always thought of as normal rights made me appreciate them in a way I’d never done before. A hot shower felt so good I wanted to cry. And the excitement of knowing I was going to fuck Amara sent ripples of excitement through my chest. I wondered if she would be on top. Something told me she would be.  
 
    I shaved, and I felt almost like a real human being again. Amara put my testicle collar back on. 
 
    “I bought you clothes; they’re in the guest bedroom. Get dressed and meet me downstairs.  
 
    Amara had bought me a suit and a nice pair of shoes. I was surprised that it fit well, but I guess she had a good eye for sizes. It was blue, with a thin black and grey tie: very sophisticated. The shoes were a little uncomfortable, but I had to admit they looked sharp. Amara had me model for her, walking back and forth across the room before she motioned for me to kneel. She took my chin in her hand and brought my eyes to meet hers. I trembled. 
 
    “You are my slave, in public and in private. But I understand that you don’t want everyone to know our relationship. Don’t worry, I won’t embarrass you in public unless it’s absolutely necessary. However, I will still control you.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.”  
 
    “I make all decisions. I order all food and drink. If a waiter directs a question to you, for example, where would you like to sit, you are to turn and look at me. I will answer. If a waiter asks you a direct question, for example do you want another drink, I will give you a sign of how to respond. If I hold up my index finger, the answer is yes. If I hold up my index and middle finger, the answer is no.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
    “Repeat that to me.” 
 
    “You make all decisions. If someone asks me a question, I turn to you and let you answer. If it’s a direct question, you will give me a sign. Index finger means yes. Index and middle fingers mean no.” 
 
    “When food is served, you’re to wait for my signal before you eat. The signal is me touching my earlobe.” 
 
    “Yes Ma’am.” 
 
      
 
    Ma’am gave me a number of other signs and signals. I repeated them to her dutifully and we practiced at the kitchen table. When she was satisfied that I was ready, we stood up. Amara stroked me over my pants. 
 
    “Good boy. Be a good slave and you will enjoy tonight tremendously.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am!” 
 
    I knelt on the living room floor while Ma’am went upstairs to get dressed. I had thought about what might happen if we left the house and went to a restaurant. I would excuse myself to go the bathroom and then just leave. Escape to freedom! But now, I had made it through the worst of training. All that was left was sex! This was what I’d been waiting for. I would fuck Amara silly, then when she set me free, I would explain that it wasn’t going to work out. Or I wouldn’t. I would just never return any of her calls. I felt guilty just thinking it, and confused. It felt like one part of me was warring with another. But I didn’t have to worry about any of that now. I could just have dinner and obey Amara and everything would be great! And then I would finally, finally have sex with her. I felt better.  
 
    “Up, slave.” 
 
    My mouth fell open as Ma’am came down the stairs. She was wearing a tight, pearl-colored dress that showed a good deal of cleavage, and an amber necklace. Her hair was down and fell over her shoulders. I felt underdressed in my suit. She was simply beautiful, and for a moment it felt like a fair trade to be her abused slave in order to be with a woman like her.  
 
      
 
    Ma’am drove us to a French restaurant downtown. I felt people’s eyes on us as we walked through the restaurant to a secluded booth in the back. I knew I looked good in my suit, but Amara was truly spectacular. A waiter handed us menus, then addressed me: 
 
    “Would you like sparkling water, or is tap fine, sir?” 
 
    I looked at Amara. 
 
    “Sparkling water. Thank you.” 
 
    He nodded and a minute later he filled both of our glasses. I watched Ma’am as she took a drink. She tapped the table twice with her ring finger. I lifted my glass and took a drink.  
 
    “How does it feel to be in public again, Michael?” 
 
    “It feels strange, Ma’am, like it’s been longer than nine days.” 
 
    “That’s normal. You’ve been through a lot in these nine days, and you’ve come a long way. It’s fair to say you’re a different person than you were nine days ago.” 
 
    “Thank you, Ma’am.” 
 
    “Look at me, Michael.” 
 
    I looked at her and trembled. I looked away quickly.  
 
    Amara laughed.  
 
    “That’s ok, slave.” She slid closer to me in the booth and put her hand on my thigh. I exhaled. 
 
    “It’s right for you to be afraid of me.” I frowned, but I knew in a way it was true. I was afraid of her. 
 
    The waiter returned, and Ma’am ordered for both of us, steaks, vegetables and wine. The waiter gave me an odd look, but I couldn’t have cared less. When he was gone, Ma’am tapped the table with her finger again and I took another drink.  
 
    “Do you see that couple at the round table? The man has a beard? What do you think their story is?” 
 
    “I think he’s her boss, and they’re both secretly in love with each other.” 
 
    “Interesting. Is it going to work out?” 
 
    “Yes, but it’s going to be awkward at first. She’ll give him a sign and he’ll misread it. Then he’ll realize what a fool he is and show up at her apartment with flowers and a ring.” 
 
    “She’ll have her hair in curlers when he arrives, for comedy sake.” 
 
    “And be wearing a mud mask.” 
 
    “Exactly.” 
 
    We made up stories about some of the other couples in the restaurant: what they wanted from life, what they feared, what fetishes they had. It was a lot of fun, and the wine helped me relax. I slowly remembered what it was like to be a real person. Ma’am rubbed my thigh. 
 
    “Ma’am?” 
 
    “Yes, Michael?” 
 
    “Is this how it will be when I’m not in training?” 
 
    “You mean fun?” 
 
    “Yes. Fun. But also with you controlling when I eat and drink?” 
 
    “Mostly, but we’ll talk about parameters and where we’re both comfortable. It won’t be as harsh as training, obviously. You know that. Training is me breaking you of your selfish habits and teaching you the fundamentals of being a good sub. Our relationship will be about love, support and fun.” 
 
    “Thank you Ma’am.” 
 
    “There will be times when I’ll throw you down on the bed and fuck you with my strapon, or when you’ll lick my pussy for an hour. But there will also be times I suck your dick.” She moved her hand to my crotch. I was hard. She smiled. 
 
    “I thought so.” 
 
    I blushed.  
 
     “I also think you’re almost, but not quite at a point where it’s impossible for you to disobey me.” 
 
    We’d see about that tomorrow. Amara rubbed my crotch, then took her hand away. 
 
    “I’m going to go to the bathroom in a minute. This is your last chance to escape.”  
 
    “Really, Ma’am? My last chance?” 
 
    “After we have sex, you’ll be mine.” 
 
    “You’re that good?” 
 
    She leaned over and brought her lips to me ear. 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    I shivered. Amara excused herself to go to the bathroom, taking her empty water glass with her.  
 
      
 
    When she was gone, I thought about what she’d said. It would be easy to escape now. I didn’t have my computer, but I could buy a new one. I had my wallet, I could catch a cab home. She had the ball shocker in her purse, but soon I’d be out of range. I thought about being free to do what I wanted. I thought about watching tv and jerking off, but it didn’t seem attractive to me. It felt bad, actually. Maybe I had changed. And I wasn’t going to leave without fucking Amara. I had put in the effort times a thousand.  
 
      
 
    Amara slid into the booth and placed her water glass in front of me. It was almost full of golden liquid.  
 
    “Drink it.” 
 
    I quickly looked around, but no one was looking. I couldn’t believe she wanted me to drink her piss in public! It was one thing to eat it out of my oatmeal bowl, but to drink it from a glass! Who was I kidding, though? I knew I would do it. I took a quick look at Amara, hoping she would tell me it was just a joke, but she didn’t. She tapped the table twice. I brought the glass to my lips. It smelled strong. I took a sip. It tasted awful: warm and bitter. I took two gulps and put my glass back on the table. I reached for my water glass. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    I stopped. 
 
    “Did I give you permission to drink water.” 
 
    I put my water glass down and picked up her glass of piss.  
 
    “Drink. Don’t stop.” 
 
    I did. My body shuddered. At one point I thought I would gag, but I held it together. Ma’am was happy. She reached over and undid my belt, and then my pants. She reached down my underwear and grabbed my dick .  
 
    “Michael, you know you just drank a glass of my piss in public without complaint.” 
 
    “Yes, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I could see you were horrified, but you did as I asked without hesitation. That’s the type of service that gets rewarded.”  
 
    She squeezed.  
 
    “Here comes the food.” She let go of my cock, and I quickly zipped up, just as the food was delivered. 
 
    “Eat up. I can’t wait to get you home.” 
 
    Ma’am and I had a great time at dinner. She was charming and witty, as always, and I made sure to watch her signals. She didn’t embarrass me or have me do anything dirty after I drank her piss, and soon we were in her car back to her place.  
 
    When we stepped through her door, Amara pushed me up against the wall. She held my hands above my head and pushed her body into mine. She kissed me passionately.  
 
    “Get downstairs, take off all your clothes, and lie on the table.” 
 
    I had thought we would go to her bedroom, but I wasn’t about to argue.  
 
    Amara followed me downstairs. She had me lie on my back, then strapped my wrists and ankles tightly to the table.  
 
      
 
    “Look at me.” 
 
      
 
    I trembled slightly, but held my gaze. Amara slowly removed her dress. She was magnificent. She reached behind her and unhooked her bra, letting it fall to the floor. She then removed her underwear and stood above me, naked.  
 
      
 
    “You’ve worked for this, slave. And now you get your reward.” 
 
      
 
    She leaned down and kissed me. I submitted to her and sank into her kiss. I wanted her so badly. She climbed onto the table and straddled me, bringing her pussy close to my dick. I could feel its wetness as she rubbed herself slowly on me. She stared into my eyes.  
 
    “You’ve been such a good slave. I know how hard this was for you.” 
 
    She reached back between her legs and grabbed my cock, bringing the head to her opening. It took all the restraint I had not to thrust into her. She smiled and pushed down onto me. 
 
      
 
    It was everything I’d imagined. It felt like time disappeared. It felt like everything disappeared. It sounds insane, but I now understood what people meant when they talked about merging into one being during sex. Having sex with Amara wasn’t just about my dick; it was about my entire body, my entire being.  
 
    Amara put her hands on my chest and rocked slowly forward and back. I kept looking at her, sinking into her. I closed my eyes. 
 
     “Tell me you’re my slave.” 
 
     “I’m your slave, Amara. I’ll always be your slave.” 
 
    “Tell me who I am?” 
 
    “You’re my owner, Ma’am. You own me.” 
 
      
 
    “And now admit you’ve been lying to me.” 
 
      
 
    She stopped moving and stared at me. Her smile had disappeared.  
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You’ve been lying to me this whole time, and I want to hear you say it.” 
 
    A sense of dread ran through me from head to toe. I shuddered. 
 
      
 
    “I don’t, I haven’t!” 
 
    She reached forward and stroked my face. 
 
      
 
    SLAP!  
 
      
 
    “Don’t lie to me. I can tell when you’re lying. Remember?” 
 
    I thought back to our early dates. That seemed so long ago. Amara lifted up and off of me. She sat on my stomach. Her face grew angry as she spoke. 
 
      
 
    “I know you’re planning on leaving, and that the only reason you didn’t run at the restaurant was because you wanted your last fuck before you ditched me.” 
 
      
 
    This felt very, very bad, and I needed to think quickly and talk quickly to get out of it. 
 
      
 
    “It’s been a hard 10 days, Ma’am. I have a lot of conflicting thoughts. I need space to think about them. This was much more intense than I thought. You must know that. But that doesn’t mean I’m running.” 
 
    She looked at me but didn’t speak. 
 
    “I don’t know what I want, Ma’am. Part of me wants to be your slave more than anything else in the world. That part of me knows that my life is better serving you, loving you. But another part wants my old life back. It’s been a hard 10 days.”  
 
    I knew I was repeating myself, but I kept going. 
 
    “I know when I get back to my old life that it won’t be the same, and I won’t like it. Or at least I’m pretty sure that I won’t. I just want to offer myself to you on my own volition, and I need to go home first, to be free for just a day or two, to do that.” 
 
    I looked at her. She seemed unmoved.  
 
    “It can’t be that odd that someone would want to leave during training. You told me that I’d want to quit.”  
 
      
 
    She smiled slightly and shook her head. 
 
    “I not talking about your feelings during training. I know you wanted to leave during training. You’re right, that is normal. I’m talking about you lying to me from the beginning.” 
 
    I stared at her wordlessly.  
 
    “Do you really think you’ve been fooling me?” 
 
     “What- What do you mean?” 
 
    “You think I couldn’t tell you were full of shit? That you just wanted kinky sex? That you’d run as soon as you fucked me? You think you weren’t totally transparent?”  
 
      
 
    My mouth went dry.  
 
    “You were trying to get me in bed by convincing me you wanted a Domme/sub relationship, then you were going to disappear, like so many other men. And you didn’t care about what that would do to me, about my feelings, my heart. You just thought about you.” 
 
      
 
    She let that sink in.  
 
      
 
    “You boys in your twenties think you’re so much smarter than everyone else. Jesus. I knew what you were up to right away.” 
 
    “But …why-“ 
 
    “Why did I continue? Because I also saw something else. Beneath that level of complete and utter bullshit, you actually want to be a slave. You’re a submissive pretending to not be a submissive pretending to be a submissive. You want this, and I want it, too. You’re going to be my slave, Michael. We’ve come too far to go back now.” 
 
    I stared up at her. Her face was very, very serious.  
 
      
 
    “Amara, yes, at the beginning I was looking for sex. But that feels so long ago. My feelings have chan-” 
 
    “Stop. Just stop. Do you really think I’m going to believe anything you tell me right now?”  
 
    I didn’t.  
 
      
 
    “Obviously, you’re training isn’t complete, and I’m going to have to extend it.” 
 
    I stared at her in horror.  
 
      
 
    “Ma’am. I need to go home. You can come with me, but there’s mail I need, and bills, and I need to talk to the super. Otherwise he’s going to be worried about me. I told him I’d be back by today.” 
 
      
 
    Amara looked at me like she knew I was lying. I needed to keep bluffing. If I had any chance of getting out here, I’d have to convince her that I had to go home. 
 
    “You can keep all of my stuff here, or you can come with me. I just need to get some things from my place.” 
 
    “Your place is fine.” 
 
    ‘How do y-” I looked at her. Her eyes were smiling. “You’ve been to my apartment.” 
 
    “Of course I’ve been to your apartment. I know how you live. I’ve collected your mail. You can look through it later today. I also talked to your super. He thinks I’m your boss and you’re on assignment for the month. I think he’s got a crush on me.” 
 
    No doubt, the super would fall for Amara the second he set eyes on her. He’d believe everything she said, especially since she had my keys.  
 
    “You’ve been to my apartment a bunch of times.” 
 
    “I have. That’s my right as your owner.” 
 
      
 
    “Amara, you can’t just keep me here.” 
 
    “Of course I can. If someone were going to come get you, they would have already come.”  
 
    “Please Amara. Please! I don’t want this! I don’t!” 
 
    “Yes you do, Michael. Deep down you want it, but you’re too afraid to admit it.”  
 
    “Ma’am, that’s not true. I started out not knowing if this could work, and yes, thinking about the sex. But once I got to know you, I- I fell for you. But these last 10 days have been really hard. I think this can work, but I need some time to reset.” 
 
    “You don’t get to reset. That would waste all the hard work I’ve put into training you. You’re coming along nicely.” 
 
      
 
    She smiled and stroked my cheek. 
 
      
 
    “Your defenses are crumbling, and you’re confronting who you really are. It’s a beautiful process, and you’ll be thankful once you get to the end. You’re already changing. You can’t look at me in the eyes without flinching. You can barely disobey me, and when you think about leaving me, you feel bad. Not bad enough, obviously, but we’re getting there.” 
 
    She gripped my chin. 
 
    “You want to be my slave, deep down in there.” 
 
    She tapped my forehead with her finger.  
 
    “And I’m going to help you. Look at me.”  
 
      
 
    I looked at her and trembled. She smiled. 
 
      
 
    “And to think, you could have had your freedom tonight. You could have walked out while I was in the bathroom, if you just had given up the idea of fucking me. I thought you might. I was ok with that. I would have been hurt and upset, obviously, but I thought I’d give you one last chance to prove that – at the very least – you cared about my feelings enough not to fuck me before running. You couldn’t do that though. You had to have your little male victory. I hope you remember that.”  
 
      
 
    She was right. What the fuck had I been thinking?  
 
      
 
    “Please Amara, this is too intense for me.” 
 
    “You’ll get used to it. You’re not even halfway done your training.” 
 
    “What?!” 
 
      
 
    SLAP! 
 
      
 
    “Watch your tone!”  
 
    “I’m sorry, Ma’am.” 
 
    “I lied to you, too, Michael, about several things. First, this training isn’t 10 days. To make something into a habit, you need at least 21 days, more to be safe. So training is a month.” 
 
      
 
    I closed my eyes. Oh my God, what had I done! I leaned my head back against the table. I was truly fucked.  
 
    “Don’t look so sad. Hasn’t it gotten easier? By the end this will all be normal for you.” 
 
    I started to cry. 
 
    “Please Ma’am. Please let me go. I don’t want this.” 
 
      
 
    She didn’t answer. She climbed down from the table and stood by my side. She ran her hand down my chest and took my dick lightly in her hand.  
 
      
 
    “Watch.”  
 
    She didn’t stroke or even grip tightly.  
 
    “You’re my slave. You’re will do as I say, when I say. You belong to me.” 
 
    My dick got hard. She kept talking. 
 
    “You will lose the ability to disobey me. You will do anything I say. I own you.” 
 
    My dick pulsed. 
 
    “You’ll lick my ass every day. I’ll fuck you with my strapon whenever I feel like it.” 
 
    A drop of precum formed on the tip of my penis.  
 
    “I’ll decide when you orgasm. And you’ll eat your cum afterwards, every time.” 
 
    My dick full on spasmed. I thought I might cum.  
 
      
 
    “See, Michael. Deep down, in a place you can’t admit, you want to be my slave. And I like you too much to deny that.” 
 
    “Oh God, please, Ma’am. Please! I’ll do anything if you’ll just let me go! I’ll pay you.” 
 
    “I don’t want your money. Well, eventually I’ll control your entire life, including your money, but that’s in the future. For now, though, I have plenty of my own money.” 
 
    She gripped my penis and started stroking slowly. 
 
    “You’ll grow to love this, slave. You already do.” 
 
    It felt so good.  
 
    “Ma’am, you told me we would work together to find a relationship that worked. You didn’t say anything about controlling my entire life.” 
 
    “I know.” 
 
      
 
    I waited. She continued stroking my cock.  
 
      
 
    “I lied about that, too. If I told you I wanted total control from the beginning, I would have scared you off. But I know what you need. You wouldn’t be happy just being submissive. You need full slavery.” 
 
    “Please Ma’am! Please!” 
 
    “It won’t always be like this, slave. You’ll eventually earn more freedom as you show you can be trusted. For the next 20 days, though-” 
 
    “I’m close! Ma’am, I’m close!” 
 
    She continued stroking. 
 
    “For the next 20 days, this is your life, and you’re going to love it.” 
 
    I came explosively. My God it felt amazing! My body jerked and writhed and I screamed and screamed. When I was finished, I was panting. Amara collected my cum, then came around and lifted the back of my head. She poured my cum into my mouth. I licked her palm clean. 
 
      
 
    Amara put the shock collars back around my neck and testicles. When the locks clicked shut, I felt a deep and heavy sense of despair through every part of my body. She put the noise-canceling headphones on my ears.  
 
    “Be good, slave. I’ll be back in a while.” 
 
    She walked out of the room, turning off the lights as she went. I breathed deeply as about a dozen emotions raged through my head. 
 
      
 
    You are a slave. 
 
    You love being a slave.  
 
    You were born to be a slave….  
 
      
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter 13 – Six Months Later  
 
      
 
    I knelt in front of Amara, licking her pussy. Her hands held my head, pulling me closer to her. She moaned with pleasure, and a warm feeling traveled through my chest and down my stomach to my groin. My dick tried to stiffen, but the chastity cage prevented me from getting hard. I continued licking.  
 
      
 
    I no longer wore the shock collar around my neck and testicles. I don’t need it. A stern look from Ma’am makes me wince. Hearing any displeasure in her voice makes me feel physically ill. I still sleep in the cage every once in a while, but more often I sleep in Ma’am’s bed, secure and happy in her arms or curled at her feet.  
 
      
 
    My business is doing great. My new product launch was a huge hit, and it’s given me a lot of financial freedom to build the business even bigger. It’s amazing how much more I get done now that I don’t have distractions such as television, excessive drinking or masturbation. I’m in better shape now, too, as Ma’am cut out all the junk from my diet.  
 
      
 
    Sometimes things are difficult, such as when I’m beaten for my mistakes or when Ma’am decides to have fun at my expense, but she knows what’s best. I know that I’m making her happy, then, too, and so it feels good in its own way.  
 
      
 
    I can’t believe I ever thought I didn’t want this. All those years of being ashamed of who I was and lying to myself, of masturbating to femdom porn and then denying it. The need/indulge/shame spiral I was trapped in. What a terrible way to go through life.  
 
      
 
    I’m Amara’s slave. And I’m the luckiest man in the world. It took a while, and it took extreme measures, but when I finally admitted who I was and what I needed, it was like letting go of a weight I didn’t know I was carrying. I feel so much lighter now, and happier. 
 
      
 
    Ma’am gripped me harder as she began to buck.  
 
      
 
    “Oh slave!” 
 
      
 
    I swelled with pride as she came. When she had calmed down, I licked her clean. Ma’am patted me on the head and I leaned back on my heels. She turned around and lay on her stomach. She didn’t need to say anything. I climbed onto the bed between her legs. I gently spread her butt cheeks and slowly, lovingly, began licking her asshole.  
 
      
 
      
 
    The End 
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