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Owned At First Sight


I had been struggling to find the right Mistress for myself. I knew I definitely wanted that lifestyle. It was my greatest fantasy to be completely owned by a woman. Every time I masturbated, I was imagining being some woman’s personal property.

So when I heard they were making a new show that matches masters and their slaves, I needed more information. It turned out the show was called Owned At First Sight (OAFS), and it was based on the hit show, Married At First Sight (MAFS).

Three matchmaking experts, who doubled as the show’s hosts, would be matching masters and slaves. And if I got picked for the show, I would show up, ready to be the slave to whoever the experts chose for me. I would have no idea about anything about my Mistress until she owned me at first sight.

Considering there had been a wide variety of women who I had enthusiastically imagined being owned by over the years, I thought this might just be exactly what I wanted. I didn’t love the whole public humiliation aspect of this. I knew that people who knew me could potentially find out about this. But I was willing to look past that, because I felt like I really wanted this badly.

In order to apply for the show, I filled out a long questionnaire online. And I was contacted for an interview by one of the hosts. She was such an incredible woman that I was nervous to talk to her, especially considering the embarrassing topic. She expressed that they would be trying to find a match for me, but first they wanted a little more information about me and what I was looking for.

She said, “Describe your ideal Mistress.” I replied, “She doesn't have to be like, gorgeous. But I want her to be hot. I need to be attracted to her. My preference would be blonde. Maybe mid 20s. I'm really not that picky, I guess, but I like a Mistress who wears a lot of makeup. Oh and I love tattoos. And piercings. Please, if you can find me someone with lots of tattoos, that would be ideal. Think like, a younger version of Angelina Jolie, with even more tattoos and piercings. 

She smiled, looked at me like I was nuts, and said, “Wait, you don't sound like your expectations are reasonable here.” I said, “No I get it. And I'm sure I won't get all that. But don't forget I'm signing up to be her slave, not her husband.” She said, “You're absolutely right. And we just may be able to get you someone who you are very attracted to and proud to call your Mistress.” I said, “If you do find that for me, I'll be forever grateful.”

She asked, “Are you looking for somebody strict, or somebody more laid back and cool?” I replied, “Laid back and cool I think.”

She said, “This is a big one. Are you going to be OK with your Mistress’ lifestyle? You understand that whoever your Mistress is, she’s going to date or possibly even have a long-term boyfriend?” I replied, “I would prefer a Mistress who is single, even if she is seeing someone. I at least would rather she wasn’t married.” She said, “Just as long as you are fully expecting that your Mistress will be dating and having a love life, and you can’t be jealous of this.” I said, “I understand.”

She asked, “Then this means you’re OK with her having kids, right?” I said, “Yes.” I was hoping that meant “down the road,” but if the right Mistress for me came with kids, I would accept that.

She asked, “I know we asked you this on your forms, but do you have any limits, limitations, or problems serving at maximum effort, whatever is asked of you?” I replied, “No. I mean... Nothing I can think of. I signed up for this because I want to serve. I’m ready to give everything I’ve got, no matter what it is. If I had limits, I wouldn’t be here.”

She said, “Good. And you do realize that if you two wind up staying together after the experiment, you will be expected to forfeit all of your assets to your Mistress, right?” I replied, “Yeah, I know. Everything I have becomes hers. That’s part of the deal, right? I’m fine with that. I’m not here to hold anything back. Not my time, not my effort, not my stuff. If I’m doing this, I’m doing it all the way.”

She smiled and said, “You sound like you are ready to make one lucky Mistress very happy. Maybe I’m going to keep YOU for myself! I’m joking. I’m joking... Well, good luck. We will be in touch if we have someone for you!”

They did wind up having someone for me. This was it. I was going to meet my Mistress. I got my life in order like I wasn’t coming back. I got dressed up like I was getting married.

Officially, the contracts called it “total service under consensual authority.” The network called it “the most intense commitment experiment ever filmed.” But everyone, producers, contestants, and the internet, knew the truth. You weren’t there to be someone’s helper, or roommate, or partner. You were there to be their slave. On camera, in public, with every second, owned and broadcast to millions. And if you couldn’t handle it, you could “leave the experiment” or “say no at the final vows.”

I walked to the altar to get owned at first sight. I looked at the audience. I saw my friend Doug in the second row, next to my Mistress’ friends and family. 

She had brought quite a motley crew. Nine people, give or take. Every one of them looked rough. Not in a dangerous way, just like they each had their own styles that were based in “punk.” They all had some combination of tattoos, piercings, and hair dyed an unnatural color.

They’d all made some effort to dress for the occasion, but it was through their own filter. One young man was wearing a thrift-shop blazer over a plain black t-shirt. A young woman wore a dress with combat boots. One guy was wearing a tie. No two of them looked anything alike. There was a young Asian man, a young man who looked like a failed rock star, a heavyset young woman, an older woman who looked annoyed, a black woman with pink hair...

And then there was Alli. She would turn out to be my Mistress’ best friend. She was very overweight, and wore a floral print that didn’t really match with anyone else. She wore these large, eccentric, cat eye glasses, and had tattoos all over her exposed arms and upper chest. She also had a few facial piercings, including a thick, silver bull-ring septum piercing. 

I was extremely nervous about what my Mistress was going to look like after seeing these people. They definitely had the tattoos and piercings that I liked, but I wasn't sure I was going to be super-attracted to her based on this crew.

I was still taking it all in, trying not to make too much eye contact, when one of the women called up to me at the altar, “Nah, you’re gonna love her. You like bad girls with tattoos?” I replied, “Yes, actually.”

She said, “Well, they got you one.” The whole front row laughed. Someone said, “She’s gonna eat him alive.” Someone else said, “That’s the idea, right?” Someone else tried to reassure me, “No, she’s hot. You’re gonna like her.”

From the side, someone leaned forward toward Alli and Doug. She said, “Alli, that one’s perfect for you,” referring to Doug. Alli’s eyes went wide, and she shook her head, and said, “Oh, stop it. I... No.” Someone else said, “Come on, you’d be a great Mistress. He’s already blushing.” Doug gave a stiff smile, and nervously said, “Uh... yeah, no... That’s not...”

Alli’s cheeks flushed as she stared at the floor, but the teasing didn’t stop. It just rolled on like a slow chant, filling the air until I felt like we were all waiting for the same thing. For my new Mistress to arrive and make it all real.

And suddenly there she came. I lit up thinking, “What? She is freaking stunning! Wow.” She wasn’t blonde. She didn’t look anything like Angelina Jolie. And she didn’t look a thing like anybody in the audience, other than her many tattoos and a couple of piercings. But I was blown away.

Her black sequin dress fit her perfectly. She was wearing all black like she was dressed for a funeral. Well, I guess, metaphorically speaking, it WAS my funeral. If this show worked, I was done having my own identity. But for this woman, who was slowly walking this way, I just might be extremely interested in giving myself up to be a slave.

She charismatically waved hi to her friends and family, and then turned her attention to me. I swear I hadn’t planned this at all, but I dropped to my knees, and said, “I’m not worthy. I’m not worthy,” like in the movie Wayne’s World. That got a huge smile from her, which made her appear even sexier to me. She said, “You can stay down there if you want... I’m Nikole.”

I didn’t know if she was serious or not, but I did stay on my knees. Eventually, the officiant saved me by asking Nikole, “Can he stand up now, so we can start?” She said, “Sure.”

Nikole read her vows. She said, “I’ve always liked doing things my own way. I enjoy standing out, making bold choices, and keeping life interesting. That’s why when I heard there was a new show giving away slaves, I was like... Where do I sign up?” There was a pause here while the crowd laughed.

She continued, “I am used to doing everything for myself. And I don’t want your money. But if you DO want to give it to me, I’ll give you my bank info.” There was another pause here, where people called out a bunch of things that I didn’t even hear. I was kind of in a zone.

She continued, “I know I can be manic at times. And I do get frustrated when people are being stupid. But if you treat me right and do every little thing that I tell you to, I think we will both feel happy and fulfilled.” Everybody clapped. I said, “That was REALLY good.”

I read my vows. I said, “My mother always told me I could be anything I wanted to be. And here I am... getting enslaved by a total stranger.” There was some very mild laughter. I went off script and said, “I think I may have done the right thing though.” Nikole said, “Awww.”

I continued, “I promise to give you my full obedience and dedication. I will follow your instructions without hesitation, and I will work to meet your expectations every single day. I will put your needs before my own, and I will do my best to bring you satisfaction in everything I do.
I understand this is not a temporary promise, and I will serve you without question, without limits, and without end.” The older woman in the crowd loudly said, “You better,” which brought on some laughter.

Nikole had her huge smile again. She was looking me right in the face. I couldn’t maintain eye contact. I was looking back and forth between her face and her feet. The officiant said, “Well it is my pleasure to pronounce you, Mistress and her slave! You may kiss her feet.” She graciously extended her foot to make it easier for me to access. I respectfully kissed, making sure not to smear, stain, or drool on anything.

The crowd cheered. Flashbulbs went off. I hoped they caught Nikole and her incredible, radiant beauty, and not me, kissing her feet. I stayed down there a few extra seconds for good measure, since I felt like she was thoroughly enjoying the moment.

When I stood up she put a collar and leash on me, and said, “Walk behind me. Follow me.” She led me all the way to the dinner ceremony. I must say, I had one hell of a view during that walk. I wished that walk would have lasted forever. Being Nikole’s slave was totally worth it so far.

Dinner was set up interestingly. Nikole had a large chair, fit for a queen. They had her friend Alli sit directly to her right, and Doug was put directly to her right. On Nikole’s left was the guy I thought looked like a failed rock star. He turned out to be Nikole’s boyfriend. Across from Nikole was the older woman, who turned out to be her mother.

I didn’t have a seat. Apparently, I wasn’t even eating. I was expected to make sure Nikole and her guests were comfortable and to be right on top of it the second
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