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  Disclaimer


This book is an adult gay sexual fantasy describing kink and fetish scenarios, and total power exchange (TPE) relationships between gay men. All depictions and characters are fictitious, and all actions are consensual. This author only advocates for fully consensual and safe relations between consenting adults. Do not read this book if you are underage in your country, or uncomfortable with explicit descriptions of sexual acts, including lots of oral action and deep throat, but also anal, group sex, humiliation, spit, TPE, and Dom/sub role plays. 
If you've read and enjoyed my previous books, Shanghaied and Trained in the series 'A Gay Slave's Diary', skip straight to Part 7 of this series as parts 1 to 6 of 'A Gay Learning to Serve' rework that material to comply with the publishing platform's T&Cs. And I want you to get your full bang for your buck!
To stay in touch and get all the news about my latest raunchy releases, sign up to my mailing list here. You'll be the first to know when a new book comes out!
Read more of my erotic stories at Gagged Books here.






  
  How I came to Be Here


“Stay away from the port,” they warned me when I came to stay—my aunt and uncle, that is. In town for a university summer school, I was here to study, and study’s what I should have been doing. But whenever someone tells me 'no', I just have to go there. That was one hot, sweaty summer… and I ended up shanghaied. They were right. I should have kept well clear. I mean… it’s what killed the cat, isn’t it? But all I ended up studying were the fit lads who hang around down there by the docks. And that’s how I met Kareem—Master, I call him now. Maybe it started as a case of summer lust, but it became so much more. Literally life-changing. Should I have followed him? That ship was just a rusty old bucket of bolts. Dead right I shouldn’t have gone on board. But it’s how I got here. This is my story, of how I learned to serve… and a whole lot about myself and the real truth of my own deepest desires. 
Since I'd come of age – I'm now twenty-one – I’d been craving to know about that mystery world of power and sex. Sex and power. It was the great unknown, the all-powerful magnet. I was drawn as much to the power, the idea of submitting to another man’s power, as I was to the sex. It's been a long hard and hot road, and now it’s happened: I belong. I've become… His… what I was always meant to be. I wouldn’t think of refusing to do what He orders than I would… well, we’ll get to that. I've come a long way, learning to serve Him fully, and only Him. He decides what I wear, or if I stay naked. He lets me shiver, sweat, tremble with desire or frustration, or ignores me. But He also feeds me, protects me. His word is my command, and that's the way I want it. My own wants, feelings, desires and discomfort come secondary to pleasing Him. At his slightest word or gesture, I assume any of the thirteen service positions—which I'll teach you—the Thirteen Silk Bindings that are as mindlessly a part of me now as my name: Seven. 
For the name I was baptized with is gone, and I answer only to his designation for me. I'm proud to be Seven. I've worked for it and earned it, and it was not awarded easily. My will is His, I'm just an extension of His will. Obedience is pleasure.Pleasure is obedience. As he commands, I am collared, chained, trussed, hung by ankles or wrists, allow any part of my body to be hit, whipped, shocked or used as he pleases. Shaved, pierced, trampled, whipped or punished any way He wants. I relish the pain he gives me and I feel the pleasure He enjoys as I crave to please Him. Both extremes – pain and pleasure – form part of the same iron circle, that manacle of willpower that binds me to my Master. For I am His. Here, I tell you my story, my diary of service.






  
  Rear Window


The very first time I did anything with another guy was through a window. Just watching at first, but it soon led to action – and connection. That first time – I see his gym-trained arse tensed through the dirty panes, back muscles taut, his whole body frozen in an arching freeze-frame for one long, wild moment. My first time, my first sexual experience, through a rear window, throwing light on who I’d become – the early signs were there. 
My parents had sent me to the city for a summer school, and this rear window was in my aunt’s apartment. Her guest room. I had just turned twenty-one. I didn’t end up spending much time at that summer school though, too eager to get into that salty university of sex I could almost smell on the sea breeze.
The night I arrived, as soon as I got in the door, I could tell she wasn’t thrilled to have me there. That first evening, after serving me a dinner of lukewarm vegetables, any flavour long boiled out of them, she sat watching me as I tried to force a token amount down my throat. I hadn’t seen her since I was a kid, but we barely spoke. She seemed almost triumphant in her bitter, lonely solitude, relishing her anger at the world. I finally lied, saying I’d eaten on the train and wasn’t hungry, not caring whether she believed me or not. She just grunted, before showing me to my room, though it was scarcely eight o’clock. What could I possibly do with the rest of my evening, the rest of my time here in the city? Two long weeks of empty summer evenings stretched out bleakly before me.
My room was a tiny cubbyhole at the back of the apartment. The single bed wasn’t at all comfortable, and there was only one narrow window opening onto an air shaft. The windows of the other apartments were all closed and bolted, presenting a dirty gray patchwork of perpetual twilight that depressed the eyes.
At first, I just sat on my bed, trying to read a book I had brought with me for the journey. Soon though, I suppose from a combination of the long train journey and my natural hormones – I’ve always needed to jack off a couple, even three times a day – I found my hand straying to my fly. When I hit puberty, my dick woke up and hasn’t  gone back to sleep. It’s just been growing and flowing fast and furious. I suppose that’s normal at my age, or I used to think so. Though I noticed I’d get guys staring at me in the locker room. Not that it’s strange, weirdly formed or anything – it’s just nice and big. Hard to stuff back in my pants if I get slightly pumped. That’s sometimes been a problem, but let’s be honest, it’s a problem most guys are desperate to have. I’m quite proud I pack a decent slab of meat, like how it fills out my jeans in a satisfying bulge, so I get girls staring, even guys. I like that. Rubbing myself through the denim is how I often start off wanking. It’s nice to feel the texture and pressure through the denim between hand and cock. This is what I did now, using my book as cover in case my aunt should suddenly decide to get familiar and burst in. After a few minutes of this, I knew I would have to go further. I got up from the bed and went to the door. The handle had a built-in lock, which I turned to give myself some privacy. I also turned off the light so she would think I’d gone to bed.
In the dark I unzipped my jeans, pulled down my underwear and took hold of my cock and balls. My penis is quite wide and heavy, with a round, fat head and big balls that give it proportion. I had already discovered that amazing feeling of stretching it out, half-hard in my fist, until the pleasure turns slowly to pain. Then, I pull on my balls, squeezing them tight in their sack, down and away from my body. I was so pent up, I probably could have come in less than a minute, but I thought, then what will I do for the rest of the evening? So I took it calmly, working at my dick and getting myself slowly hard, no hurry.
Then someone turned on a light. It showed as a golden rectangle through the frosted glass. It meant I could now see my taut body straining as my hand worked away in the golden half-light of my room. Looking down at myself, young and fit, slim muscles hardened from my work in the fields, turned me on even more. But almost immediately, I didn’t want to masturbate alone as I had done so often in the past few years. I wanted more. I was thinking of leaving, heading down onto the street to explore the town, but I was curious about that light. Going to the window, I quietly eased it open and peered out. The light I had seen go on was only a few metres away from me across the air shaft. 
The far window was now open. Through it I could see curtains and part of a wardrobe with a mirror built into the door. Someone was leaning over, doing something just inside the sill. All I could see was a stretched-white, cotton tee-shirt on this person’s back. Then he stood up to put something in the wardrobe and I saw he was wearing red tracksuit bottoms with a wide elastic waistband around them. Just seeing that, a hot thrill ran through me. Red tracksuit bottoms get me hard like nothing else. A couple of years older than me, he was fit and muscled, with ash-blond hair cropped close to his skull. He reminded me of the guys at the gym back home, straight boys about whom I had fantasised forever. 
He was haphazardly unpacking the contents of his gym bag, tossing sweaty towels and sports gear into the wardrobe. If only I could have shoved his sweaty jockstrap up against my face and be forced to smell his rank sweat! Closing the door, he leaned against it on both arms and stared at himself in the mirror. After studying his own face for a minute, he stepped away and began to examine his arms and upper torso. I was mesmerised, my hand still working on my dick. I didn’t realise that other boys examined themselves as I did for long periods in the mirror. I assumed my own habit was sort of deviant.
Then, in one lithe movement he stripped off his shirt and began to feel his pectoral muscles and abdomen. His body was godly, a golden play of muscle and sinew. Slowly he slid his hands down his firm stomach, across his hips and cupped his compact buttocks, one in each palm. I’d never seen a guy touch himself like that before. My own hand worked up and down my hard dick as I stood there in the half-darkness watching him. With my other hand I began to massage and twist on my balls, pulling them till they hurt, a
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