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About The Story

This is part 3 of The Enslaved by My Ex-Girlfriend series. I would urge you to read the first two before this one, though it can certainly be enjoyed on its own. They are My Ex-Girlfriend’s Pet and My Ex-Girlfriend’s Property. I hope you enjoy this conclusion, for now, to the story of Mistress Annabelle and her ex-boyfriend, now slave, Brian. Thank you for reading!


Part 1

The first few months of our relationship seemed to fly by. The changes Mistress Annabelle made in my life were rapidly piling up, though I don’t think people outside our relationship really noticed. I certainly noticed though, each one of them stripping away a bit more of my freedom, making me a little more reliant on her and a little more comfortable in her control.

That first day in her apartment, now our shared home, though I have learned quickly that nothing belongs to me, showed me a lot about the path we were on. My phone had been adjusted to make sure the only distractions I had were ones she approved of. I had had dozens of contacts before but she had cut that list down to a scant few. Her, my parents, my best friend, a few other contacts she knew were important and that was it. She assured me later that the rest of the list was saved somewhere and if I felt I needed to contact someone I could tell her.

I never did though. Those pieces of my old life, and so many others just rapidly fell away. My life fell into new patterns, her patterns, and as it happened I didn’t even really think about things from before. In truth, I didn’t want to. I had convinced myself for a long time that I was okay with how my life had been but I wasn’t. Mistress Annabelle shattered that facade almost instantly when she sauntered back into my life. Then she slowly pared away the pieces that didn’t fit the life she wanted for me, for us.

The first thing to go had been the dingy apartment on the outskirts of the city. The old car with too many mechanical problems quickly followed. Then it was the dead end job that paid just enough to keep me from moving forward. Then it was the friends who were more interested in drinking and chasing women then building a real life. Everything in my life faced her scrutinous judgement and the things that did not meet her standards, or her whims, simply disappeared.

That isn’t quite right though, they didn’t simply disappear. They were replaced. My job was replaced with preparing for the LSATs and taking care of Mistress Annabelle’s home, as well as serving her in other ways. My old friends, with few exceptions were replaced with her friends, mostly dominants and submissives of all genders and sexualities. The bar was replaced with the dungeon. Masturbation and sex were replaced with a million activities that left me more aroused, and usually more frustrated, than I had ever experienced. I was rarely allowed to orgasm, and when I was it was usually humiliating in some fashion. I had come to be more used to being in chastity than out.

Mistress Annabelle had told me that at some point, between being stuck in chastity for so long and other aspects of her control, I would eventually become more comfortable in chastity than out of it. I was terrified of that idea but also aroused by it, and ultimately certain it was at least part of my fate. She had a devious, and ingenious plan on how to get there as well, and I realize now that, much like other aspects of her control, it was not designed just to take control but ultimately to rewire my brain.

What it came down to is that she increasingly made sure being out of my cage was as unpleasant as possible. Yes, she would sometimes let me cum, but she usually rubbed my dick so raw that it was a relief to be back in the cage, and sometimes she abused it in other ways as well. The harshest of which had happened about four months into me moving in with her.

I found myself strapped, as I often did, to her cross, after which she lovingly removed all of my body hair, which was one of her favorite activities and I found to feel something like being pampered. This too was part of her plan, she loved making me associate being in the shape she wanted me to be with her affection and care. She also loved that I was increasingly relying on her for just about everything in my life, whether it be certain aspects of grooming, any kind of resources, or really any sort of decision that needed to be made.

She lifted my half erect cock in her left hand and smiled at me. “Are you enjoying being out of your cage?”

I nodded, breathing hard and growing harder in her hand. “Yes, Mistress Annabelle. I love when you take me out to play.” It was a practiced line, one she liked hearing, which is what made her response such a surprise.

She grinned in my face, it was the most terrifying grin I had ever seen on her face. “Let’s see if we can fix that.”

Before I had fully comprehended what she had said I felt a sharp excruciating pain, it elicited a yelp, followed by a scream as the pain grew. I looked down and saw a long need jabbed through the head of my cock. It was the first time she had ever done something like that but would not be the last. The most amazing thing about it was that I was still hard.

She started stroking my cock and soon I was throbbing, but each stroke caused the needle to move in my cockhead and brought more excruciating pain. Soon the pain and pleasure were so intermingled that I could barely think, but as she so often did she stopped just short of allowing me an orgasm, that would ruin the fun of course.

She allowed me a few moments to calm down and soon my breathing normalized and both the arousal and pain dialed back from the edge. Once she was sure that I had mostly calmed down she let my cock go and put her hand on my chin, raising my head to look her in the eyes. Her smile was positively radiant. Then she raised her other hand.

I gulped audibly at the needle she was holding in her other hand as she waved it slowly back and forth in front of my face, only letting go of my chin once she was certain I fully grasped the gravity of my situation. Then she lifted my cock again.

“My plan is simple really, slave.” She leaned forward and lightly bit my earlobe, breathing hard into my ear as she did so. “First, I am going to teach you to prefer being locked up at all times. Being unlocked is going to fill you with anxiety because you know it is going to mean pain, humiliation, even destruction. Then, once I know you need to be locked in chastity to feel comfortable I am going to push you even further, training you to only be able to cum when you are locked up. Doesn’t that sound fun?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I practically whispered. It did sound fun, and terrifying. She really was making me exactly what she wanted me to be.

“Don’t worry though, the fun doesn’t stop there. There is a final phase to my plan and that involves unlocking you for good. Don’t worry, it will be excruciating, terrifying, and you will ultimately love it more than you can even imagine. By the time I am done with you, you will be something completely different than you have ever been before. You will be my perfect toy.”

As I pondered those words she shoved the next needle through my cock, crossing it with the first. The pain was astonishing. It hurt more than almost anything she had ever done to me before. It aroused me almost as much. My head was swimming, and when she started stroking me again the combination of excruciating and mind-bending pain made all thoughts flee my mind.

“Do you want to cum?” She asked, as she squeezed my cock, causing the head to swell and the pain from the needles grow even more acute. I could feel sweat beading up on my head and neck.

“Yes, yes please Mistress,” the words practically squeaked out of my throat.

“Wrong.” She drove another needle through the purple bulb that my cockhead had become. “You don’t want to cum. You want to live in a state of constant arousal, constant need. You want to ache for me until I decide you want to cum.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I sputtered, “how could I be so silly. Of course I want to stay aroused until you tell me otherwise. Of course you should decide when I cum.”

I screamed as she drove a fourth needle through my penis, which was quickly becoming a pin cushion for her amusement.

“I already decide when you cum.” She grabbed my chin and forced me to look at her. “You want me to decide when you want to cum. I decide what you want. Say it.”

“Yes Mistress.” I whined in pain. “You decide what I want. You decide what I want.” I found myself repeating it over and over again, like a prayer, and it almost distracted me from the pain.

“That’s a good boy.” Mistress Annabelle smiled at me, and then slowly started removing the needles. I winced as each one popped out of my flesh, leaving my penis deflated and the head covered in tiny dots of blood.

I hung from the cross, exhausted and confused. I still felt needy but all arousal had finally fled when she removed the needles. She had me just where she wanted me, and that was ultimately what I wanted too. I felt her slowly, and somehow lovingly, reinstall my chastity cage, the cockhead rubbing against the bars of the cage was excruciating and I knew immediately that I would be living with this new torture for some time.

When she released me from the cross I collapsed into her arms. Annabelle was always strong though, and she had no problem catching me and helping me to the floor, laying down next to me as she did so. I didn’t say anything, I just enjoyed the feeling of her hand possessively pressing on my chest. I could feel her eyes traveling over my face, and my body, but I didn’t look at her. This was how she loved me, and surrendering to it was how I loved her. Slowly, despite the pain she had put me through, or maybe because of it, my cock started expanding in its cage, and began to throb.

“This is how you belong,” she whispered in my ear, “this is what you were meant for.”

She spoke the words and I believed them, as I always do. Then she turned my head, gently, to face her, and kissed me with a deep passion. I could taste the remnants of wine in her mouth, and of her cherry chapstick that she had always been fond of. I mostly let her kiss me though, as though I were an object for her to enjoy, which in many ways I was. When she finally broke the kiss we were both breathless for a moment.

Although it was rare, in that moment, I finally broke the silence. “I love you so much Mistress, more than anything.”

“I know you do, and I can’t wait to see how far that love lets me push you.” She was smirking, which always excited me, and was always dangerous. “Just know, no matter what I do to you, no matter what I make you do, that I love you too.”

I didn’t ask what that meant, I knew I would find out when it was time. But there was a promise in those words of things to come that would change me forever, perhaps even break me. But I already knew by then that I would accept all of it, anything she wanted was hers, it was, and is, just a fact of my life.


Part 2

A few days later, my manhood still sore from the intense needle experience my Mistress had put me through, I was finishing final preparations for the LSAT. It was early evening and Mistress Annabelle called for me to attend to her. I closed my study guide and went quickly to the living room.

“Are you ready for the LSAT, boy?” She looked up from her laptop and seemed to be studying me for some kind of clue as to how I was feeling.

“I think so, Mistress.” I nodded. “Yes, I am ready.”

“Good.” She nodded back and closed her laptop, standing up as she did so. “I will be on the balcony. Go choose a bottle of white wine and join me there.”

She rarely let me choose wine, or anything really. I looked between a few bottles before choosing a riesling that I knew we had both enjoyed in the past.

I found Mistress Annabelle waiting on the balcony of her, or our, lovely apartment, watching the sun start to set. I carefully poured her glass and waited for permission both to pour my own glass and sit down. She tasted the wine carefully and continued to enjoy the view for a few moments before gesturing for me to join her.

I gratefully sat down and poured my own glass and enjoyed the sunset with her in silence. When the sun started to dip below the horizon soft lighting came on. I watched my Mistress, trying to ascertain her thoughts and mood, but as was so often the case she was completely inscrutable.

“What happens after the LSAT, Mistress?” I finally asked her with some amount of trepidation. It occurred to me that while she had taken over every aspect of my life, including planning my future, we had not discussed anything beyond the taking of that test.

Mistress Annabelle paused for a moment, swirling her wine glass around, she didn’t really look like she was pondering the question though, if anything she looked annoyed by it. I took a sip from my own glass and wondered what I had just stepped in.

“I guess that depends on your score, boy.” She waved her hand as if shooing the question away. “don’t get ahead of yourself. You might not be as smart as you think you are.”

The comment was cutting, which I know is what she intended. Being smarter than most of our classmates was a trait that she and I shared, but rather than letting that spur me to greater heights I had mostly used it as an excuse to get by doing the minimum, and she knew that. Unlike our previous relationship she had shown no willingness to let that behavior continue. What she had shown was a great willingness to take me down a peg or two when she thought I needed it, and sometimes even when she didn’t.

“This isn’t going to be like before, Brian. It won’t be you doing the minimum to sneak through the doors others must bust their asses to get through. You aren’t going to skate through law school, barely pass the bar, and then take the easiest job you can find that requires a law degree. I don’t need you to make money, YOU don’t need you to make money. If you are going to be a lawyer you are doing it for real, or I will just keep you as my house pet and you can focus on domestic labor for the rest of your life.”

It was like she could read my mind, which I guess made sense. She knew me better than anybody and that had only become more true during this second chance she had given me. I nodded quietly, she hadn’t asked a question, and she didn’t need my agreement. Things were going to go the way she wanted and that was just how things were. We both knew that.

She finished her glass of wine and held it out to me, a silent command to take it, and my glass as well, inside and begin cleaning up. It was interesting to realize that I had reached the point that in some cases I could see what she wanted just from how she gestured. She had not trained me with specific hand signals, I had just learned over time what she expected in each circumstance. I had not been so much trained as conditioned.

“When you are finished cleaning up the kitchen, report to the bedroom.” Her voice was commanding without being harsh, and I went about cleaning up from our evening as quickly as I could while wondering what she had in store for me.

When I finished cleaning up from our drinks, I tread carefully into the bedroom. As soon as I entered, I dropped to my knees and pressed my forehead to the plush carpeted floor and waited. The bedroom was her domain even more than the rest of the apartment, and while I was lucky enough to spend the night with my Mistress a time or two each week I knew it was a privilege and always made sure to behave exactly as she expected.

I waited in the expected position for more than a few minutes. Almost like clockwork all of the tension fled my body and my thoughts quieted. Like so much else that had happened it felt more like conditioning than training, but there on my knees, with my head to the ground and eyes shut, the world stop existing suddenly there was nothing but surrender to her control and dominance; there was nothing to worry about, nothing even to think about, nothing to do but to obey and exist in the world she had created.

I had not heard her move but the floral scent of her lotion, and a slight change in the energy of the room alerted me to her presence. Then came the warmth of her hand on my cheek, and then my chin. She lifted my head and I rose into a kneeling position, meeting her gaze for what felt like the first time every time.

Her eyes, grey like a stormy day, had a softness in them that was both familiar to me and always a surprise. She loves me, I know that, but as often as not her gaze is like steel, somehow unnerving and with a quality that is something beyond human. Then sometimes that steel disappears and is replaced with a softness that I don’t think many get to see. Sometimes it appears when I am not feeling well, sometimes when she is proud of me. Sometimes, just because she knows I need it.

“I was harsh with you earlier because you needed to hear those things.” She smiled slightly, “I expect you to strive for perfection in everything you do, and to fall short because you are trying for the impossible, not because you refuse to try.”

I nodded and mumbled, “thank you, Mistress.”

I meant it too. As hard as it is to accept, I know that I need this, all of it, and that the best version of me is not free but belongs to her entirely. I am grateful that she has shown me this, and all the other things she has shown me.

“That’s a good boy.” She pulled my face forward and kissed me lightly, “the other half of that is I am proud of you. I am proud of how far you have come in so short a time. I did not know you would submit so completely, or so easily. You are doing well.”

I felt a sense of pride that I only felt when she praised me, and I am sure my cheeks flushed and I straightened my posture ever so slightly. She giggled lightly.

“Such a proud slave.” She kissed me again. “I know you have taken the LSATs before and that tests are easy for you. Still, you are not focusing on anything else the rest of the weekend. In fact, you are not going to be focusing on anything until the test.”

I nodded, confused. She often does this to me, tells me something I won’t fully understand and then shows me the reality she is creating. This time what she was creating was practically a cocoon.

She stood me up and walked me over to the bed where a thick sleep sac was opened up on one side of the king-sized bed she inhabited alone as often as not. I looked over the apparatus, which I had not seen before and realized quickly it had been a new purchase, or at least one she had intentionally kept hidden for this moment. It was a sleep sac that I would be enclosed in entirely, and it looked heavy enough to block out the world entirely.

I felt her behind me, hands on my shoulders as if to hold me in place. “Strip, boy,” was all she said.

I carefully removed my clothing, folded each piece separately and placed it in a carefully built pile on a chair in the corner of the room. When we had first started, some months previous, I had ripped my clothes off with abandon whenever she wanted me undressed. Now, like everything else I did, there was a calmness and intentionality, an order to it, that she had ingrained in me. It is funny how you sometimes notice the largest changes in the smallest moments.

Fully naked I placed my hands behind my head, whenever she had me strip I automatically took position to be inspected. Sometimes she would spend the better part of an hour looking me over, poking and prodding at me, or just enjoying what was hers. This was not one of those times. She gave me a cursory inspection to make sure I was cleanly shaven from the neck down and to make sure that there was no damage to her property, then she pushed me towards the bed.

“Lie down in the sack, boy.” I could hear the smirk in her voice, no matter what she had planned for me she enjoyed the moments when she had me completely helpless, perhaps more than anything else, then again in some ways I was always completely helpless for her.

I didn’t respond as it was not necessary, I lowered myself onto the bed and laid carefully in the sleep sack, I could feel its heavy padding and knew that once I was enclosed it would be among the most secure, completely immobilizing types of bondage I had ever experienced.

One thing Mistress Annabelle and I had found, surprisingly, was that the more tightly bound I was the more completely I relaxed, and that I actually slept best when I couldn’t move very much. She had clearly decided to take this to a new level. Even without being enclosed in the sleep sack I felt my body relaxing even more deeply. Just knowing what was coming seemed to tell my body it was okay to relax.

“You have done your best to hide it, pet, but I know you are anxious about the test this weekend.” She placed a hand gently on my chest, “I don’t think you have any reason to be but I know that my expectations are likely weighing on you at least a little. So I thought this would help.”

“Thank you, Mistress.” I smiled up at her, for so many people this sort of thing would be a punishment, but we both knew that for me it was completely the opposite.

She handed me two earbuds. “Put these in and say goodnight, slave.”

I didn’t think about how early she was sending me to bed, it was what she wanted so it was what would happen and the idea of rebelling would have never occurred to me in most circumstances, let alone ones such as this.

“Goodnight, Mistress,” I put the first earbud in, then paused for a moment. “I love you.”

“I love you too, my sweet boy.”

After she responded I put the second earbud in and before any sound started to play in them she began zipping up the sleep sack, stopping every little bit to reposition me, or part of the sack. She stopped just before enclosing my head in the heavy cocoon she had chosen for me, to lean down to kiss me on the cheek.

I could not hear her due to the earbuds but just before she zipped me up completely, she mouthed the words, “see you in the morning.”

With that, I disappeared into darkness and quickly realized even if I kept my eyes open, I was fully enclosed in darkness. I shifted, as much as I could, for a moment before settling in and accepted that I was fully trapped until she let me out in the morning.

I was only alone in that deep, thick, darkness for a few moments before Mistress Annabelle’s voice started coming through the earbuds.

“Tomorrow is a big day for you, and I expect so much of you, so I should do my part to set you up for success. This recording, and the predicament you find yourself in, is meant to do that. I want you to take a deep breath, as deep as you can, and hold it for the count of four. When you release it I want you to let your body relax completely into your cocoon. Then we can begin to prepare you for tomorrow, and for the rest of your life.”

Her voice had a melodic quality to it, even more than normal, and somehow that made it easier to relax and listen as she directed me through several relaxation exercises. I don’t know exactly when I fell asleep but I know her voice continued through the night. I woke up and drifted off again several times and each time her voice continued its melodic droning, but I always fell back asleep before I could fully catch what she was saying.

“…seven, eight, let your eyes flutter open, nine, ten.” My eyes popped fully open and if I had not been trapped in my new favorite bondage implement, I would have stretched my arms and legs fully. “It is time to wake up now, slave. I hope you slept well and am sure you learned quite a bit while you did so.”

Fully awake I shifted around slightly but realized there was still nothing I could do until she decided to let me out of the thick leather cocoon. I let my body relax again and drifted a little between wakefulness and sleep until the sound of a zipper informed me I was being released. She had kept the bedroom at a mercifully low light, so my eyes did not need to adjust much to see her radiant smile looking down on me.

“Are you ready, slave?” Her voice was quiet and almost as melodic as it had been on the recording.

“Yes, Mistress. Thank you.” My response came almost automatically and I realized in that moment that whatever recording I had just listened to had been more than just to relax me. Not that I minded in the least.

My mind felt completely peaceful and I felt an even deeper sense of contentment than I had come to expect under Mistress Annabelle’s control. I felt like something had shifted and could sense from the way she was watching me that she was watching for signs of something, but I could not say what she wanted to see.

“Let’s get you in the shower and dressed for your big day,” she said to me as she helped me up out of the bed and gave me a moment to stretch.

Normally such a command would mean I would go out into the hallway to the guest shower and have a few minutes to clean myself up but that was not what she had in mind. She led me into her ensuite bathroom, which had a massive shower and bathtub. I knew that meant she would be showering with me since that was the only time she let me use her shower.

She stripped down to nothing and gave me a moment to take in all of her beauty. Her body was incredibly toned and her long auburn hair somehow looked perfect despite the fact that I was certain she had only been up a little bit longer than me. Her eyes had that same softness to them they had held the night before, and her breasts were, as always, pert and perfect. I felt myself stir and soon I was throbbing inside my chastity cage, which drew a different sort of giggle from her.

“That thing only gets a reward after your test, boy.” She snickered at me as she grabbed me by the cock cage and used it to pull me into the shower.

I laughed with her as she pulled me into the shower, her joy and amusement could at times be infectious and while it was always somewhat surprising it was also one of the things that made us work together so well.

Her shower was large enough to fit at least four people, maybe more, and had one of those perfect shower heads that created the illusion of a downpour of rain that was somehow the perfect temperature and pressure for a shower. Like much of the apartment I could not even fathom how much it all cost and I had given up on trying to figure out how much money Mistress Annabelle made or why I was so deserving of her sharing her life with me. I just knew I was grateful for the second chance with the love of my life and for the life she was striving to give us both.

In the shower she did not let me do any of the work. Instead she lovingly, gently, washed me from head to toe, shampooed and conditioned my hair, and cleaned up the scruff that had grown on my face overnight. Soon her soapy hands found my chest and lingered there for a moment before sliding slowly down to my stomach and then to my locked up manhood.

She gently cradled my balls in one hand and squeezed them just enough to cause arousal to shoot through my body. She did this several times and soon I was up against the wall of the shower moaning.

“You like feeling like this, don't you slave?” She reveled in the pleasure and arousal and need she was forcing to course through my body. “You like knowing your pleasure belongs to me, that these belong to me.”

If it was a question it was rhetorical, because we both knew the answer. I caught her eyes with my own desperate stare anyway and nodded vigorously. I needed it. Not the arousal or the pleasure, and certainly not the release. I realized at that moment I could not even remember how long it had been since I had true release. It was her. Her control, her authority, her whims. I needed to be hers.

“Maybe someday I should turn these into a trophy,” she smiled at me and squeezed them again. “Would you let me? Would you give these to me, pet?”

My brain could only half understand what she was really saying through the strain of the need and desperate arousal I was feeling, not to mention the intensity of the night before, and the strange feelings that had created in me, that I had not yet fully processed.

“Of course, Mistress. They are yours. Everything I am is yours.” I was panting the words, feeling the arousal grow with each moment and the precum leak from my cage becoming a constant flow.

“Good boy. We will talk of this more soon, so very soon.” She caught some of the precum in her palm and held it up to me.

I licked her palm clean like it held the sweetest dessert imaginable, and in some ways it did. She had done this so many times, fed me my precum in states of heightened arousal, that I long ago started associating the taste itself with pleasure and arousal. Even my own cum, which had once disgusted me, I had learned to lick from her hand, or the floor, or anywhere really, with reckless abandon, and to want it the way I might want chocolate, or sex itself.

“You don’t really need them anyway,” she teased me. “All you really need is me.”

As she stopped the shower and pulled me from it, I felt a tingling in my head, a slight recollection of the night before and the recording she had me listening to. You want to give me your balls, to give me your manhood, you were never meant to be a man anyway. You are my toy, my pet, my slave. All you really need is me.

I felt my cock grow in its cage and begin to throb anew as she dried me off. As she finished she held it in her hands again and looked intensely into my eyes, the softness replaced by the steely eyes of my owner. “You are thinking about it aren’t you?”

I nodded, sheepishly. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good, I want you to think about it. But not today.” She dropped my cock cage causing it to bob obscenely in front of me. “Put it out of your mind and focus on the task ahead of you.”

Somehow just like that all the arousal deflated, all thoughts of what she might do to me gone, replaced with the need to do well on my LSAT; not for me, none of it was for me, I needed to do well for her.

“Let’s get you dressed, and I will drop you off. I expect you to use the full allotment of time so I will not be coming back for you until I know the test is over.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I responded, again almost automatically, and I knew as I said it that I would be using all the time given to me to complete the test.


Part 3

I waited patiently for Mistress Annabelle after the test was complete. On one hand I felt confident that I had done well, on the other I would be at least a little nervous until the results were in. This felt so different from any previous test I had taken, and the reason ultimately was her. I was not worried about the result nearly as much as I was worried about if the result would please her. As I waited for her to pick me up from the campus I sat in the sun and reflected on that and on how more than anything that was the biggest change I had experienced, pleasing her was the focus of everything I did, and in a way that made everything simpler, easier, and more fulfilling than it had been before.

Finally, she pulled up, the top down on her convertible, she wore a lovely yellow sundress that I hoped portended a good mood and an enjoyable long weekend for both of us. She had decided to take Monday off but had not told me of our plans, if we had any. It could mean a weekend away, it could mean a weekend relaxing, or it could mean a weekend strapped to the cross and experiencing more of the unique training she had been using; she told me that I would soon prefer being in chastity to out of it, and I was certain that by now she was right.

Every time she released me from chastity it meant pain, arousal yes, sometimes pleasure, but always pain. By comparison, when she left me caged she also showed me new ways to experience pleasure and before long the key to the lock became something to dread rather than to hope for. But at just that moment I was thinking of none of those things.

I walked to the passenger side door of her car and waited for her to signal that I was allowed to sit, even in times like this, when she was picking me up, I was expected to wait before sitting in her presence. She glanced at me and offered me a teasing smile before giving a slight hand gesture; I quickly opened the car door and sat down next to her.

“Seatbelt,” she said lightly, even as I was already putting it on. Sometimes she just liked giving a command, and reminding me that she cared deeply for my safety.

“How did the exam go?” She asked me, without looking over, as she pulled into traffic.

“I think it went well, Mistress.” I tried to sound confident. “I used all of the time, as you expected of me.”

“Good, the proctor was a friend of mine by the way, so I will find out if you are lying.” She paused for a moment, perhaps to see if I would show any fear. “But I don’t have to worry about that, do I?”

“No, Mistress.” I said, quieter now.

“Well, you better have done well. I gave you a lot of time to study. If you didn’t there will be serious consequences.”

I audibly gulped at that thought, though I cannot say it surprised me. She pulled the car onto the interstate which clued me into the fact that we were not going home.

“Where are we going, Mistress?” I asked, both genuinely curious and completely desperate to change to the subject.

“You’ll see,” she chuckled. “I figure after all that studying and then taking the test we both deserve a break from the city for a couple of days.”

I fell asleep somewhere along the drive, which normally would annoy Mistress Annabelle, but she must have felt I needed it after finishing the LSAT and everything else. I woke up to the smell of the ocean and the squawk of seagulls. I immediately smiled at the scent of brine in the air. Annabelle knew that I had always loved the ocean but like so many other things that mattered to me I had let it fall by the wayside.

She pulled into the driveway of a smaller beach house and we hopped out of the car. Normally I would open the door for her but she was out of the car ahead of me and going to unlock the house. She seemed positively giddy at the idea of a short vacation.

I heard the click of the trunk opening as she looked over her shoulder at me. “Grab the bags, pet. I’ll see you inside.”

I followed her into the house and was immediately excited for whatever she had planned for us. The house was a cute throwback to old style beach houses. There were seashells everywhere, it looked like the kind of place I would have vacationed when I was a child.

“Where did you find this place?” I smiled at her. “It is amazing.”

“It actually belongs to one of the partners at the firm. He said I could have it for the weekend to celebrate my partner finishing the LSATs!” She looked pleased with herself and somehow hopeful that I was pleased too. Of course I was.

“Thank you so much Mistress! This is wonderful.” I hadn’t complained but the truth was that my world had gotten much smaller since I moved in with her and while I loved our life it was nice to break the routine for a little while, and as much as I hated to admit it the LSATs had stressed me out.

“You are quite welcome, pet. Why don’t you find the master bedroom and set up our bags. Then maybe take a shower and get comfortable. I am going to hit the grocery store we passed down the road and find something to make for dinner.” She gave me a quick kiss on the cheek and rushed out the door.

I found the master bedroom, which included a king sized bed and a small hot tub, and unpacked both of our bags. I was trying to lay a finger on what was different as I did this and I realized that Mistress Annabelle was still giving me orders but was much more relaxed than she generally was. I wondered what was going on with that but knew that, as with all things Annabelle, I would find out when she wanted me to.

Once I finished unpacking I took a hot shower and changed into gym shorts and a plain black t-shirt. When I exited the bathroom I was hit immediately with the scent of onions sauteing and was hit with another surprise, Annabelle was cooking.

Annabelle had always been a good cook, but jobs at large law firms are grueling and she hadn’t cooked more than a couple of times since we had gotten back together. I cooked a couple of times a week but really we ordered or went out most nights. The smell of the onions, and soon garlic, and finally shrimp, was amazing and I knew the meal was going to be delicious. More than that though, the relaxed smile on her face was a joy to see.

After dinner we relaxed in the hottub for a little while before calling it an early night. As I was drying off I looked at Mistress Annabelle who was already curling up in the bed. She looked stunning, as always, and there was still just something different about her.

“Where should I sleep, Mistress?” I didn’t want to presume anything, of course.

“Silly,” She patted the side of the bed. “You should sleep in here, with me. You’ve been doing so well and I am proud of you. Now come to bed.”

I happily jumped into bed with Mistress Annabelle. She very quickly forced me to my side and pulled me into her, turning me into the ‘little spoon.’ She started nuzzling into me and whispering into my ear, hearing how proud she was of me and how happy I made her was all I needed as I drifted off to sleep.

The next morning I woke up once again to the smell of food, this time bacon frying. I wandered out into the kitchen and found Annabelle frying bacon and preparing to make pancakes. After a quick good morning I jumped into help and we found ourselves quickly throwing together a delicious breakfast. It was the first time we had cooked together since we had gotten back together and the smile on her face told me she was enjoying it just as much as I was.

After loading up our plates I followed Annabelle to the back porch where she had already set up coffee and orange juice for us. I set down our plates and grinned at her.

“I feel like you are spoiling me, Mistress.” I sat down, still smiling.

“You deserve it, Brian. You really do.” She took a bite of bacon and seemed happy with her efforts. After pouring herself a coffee she continued. “I am so happy with how far you’ve come in the last few months. That is also why I wanted to come out here. It felt like a good place to talk about the future.”

I nodded. “I am excited for our future, Mistress. I am more excited, and more content, than I have been in so long.”

She laid one of her hands over mine and tilted her head slightly. “I am always glad when you hear that. I worry though. I know I have taken a lot of control, and I enjoy that control so very much. But I worry that eventually my need for control will drive you away.”

“Why would you think that, Mistress?” Not knowing what to do, and not quite wanting to meet her gaze I shifted my focus to my food.

“Because you have always been a bit of a free spirit and I know I have reined that in quite a bit. Because I love you and I want you to have everything you want from life.” Her voice cracked slightly, “because I know the things I want are extreme, so much more extreme than anything we talked about in college. I worry that it is all too much for you, or will be.”

I could hear the fear in her voice that she was trying to hide. I believed she meant every word she was saying but I also could tell that she was still scared of it all going wrong again if she pushed me too hard, or too far. I thought about our past relationship and how it was different from this one. I searched for the words.

Finally, I spoke, with all of the certainty I could muster. “I love you Annabelle. I want to be with you. We have talked about these things many times and I know you are scared you will push me too far.” I stood up and pointed out the tattoo she had me get the first week we were back together. “This tattoo says that I am yours, and I am proud of that. I want to be yours. I want that more than anything.”

“Even if it means things only become more extreme?” Her voice grew quiet, “even if I do things to you that you never imagined and certainly never wanted?”

I thought about that, about the needles piercing the head of my dick. I thought about the realization that being with hers meant that I would have little freedom, little choice, and likely never have normal sex or romance again. I also looked at the weekend we were in the midst of. Wasn’t that love? Wasn’t that romance?

I gazed at her beautiful face, the stormy eyes, the full lips, I imagined, or tried to imagine penetrating her. I thought about what life would be like if it were more vanilla, more normal. I imagined us raising kids in the suburbs and taking them on vacations. It was like an entire life, a beautiful life, passed through my mind in those moments. It was a beautiful life but it wasn’t our life. It wasn’t what our life was meant to be, and I knew that.

Then I thought about things she had told me she wanted that hadn’t come to pass yet, her sleeping with other men while I watched helplessly, me sucking cock for her, being used to please other people. The loss of privacy, the loss of any meaningful freedom. Some of it made my stomach turn ever so slightly. All of it made my cock strain and my head buzz. All of it, with her, felt like the life I was meant for.

“Brian?” Her voice was plaintive and I realized I hadn’t spoken for longer than I intended.

“I am sorry Annabelle, Mistress.” I sighed quietly, “I got lost in thought there for a moment. But I know what I want. I want this, you, all of it. I know you love me, and I know you would give me anything I asked for. I want to be yours, in all of the ways you or I can ever imagine. I don’t want a normal life.”

A tear came to her eye and she quickly wiped it away, looking away as she did so. For a moment I was scared I had given the wrong answer, then she smiled, the way she did when she had me on the cross, or kneeling at her feet, and I knew the truth.

“Thanks fucking god,” she said. “I felt like I had to at least offer you the other path. I really do believe we will be happier this way though.”

“I do too, Mistress.” It was more than I needed to say, she knew me as well as I knew myself, or better, but I wanted her to hear the words.

The rest of the weekend passed much as the first night and morning had, we relaxed, talked about our lives, and just enjoyed ourselves. The conversation about the future behind us, the certainty that the life she had chosen for us was, in fact, the life we both wanted, made everything even more relaxed and more joyful.

The drive back to the city was quiet and contemplative for both of us. The conversation about our future had been emotionally exhausting but it left us both with greater clarity and comfort about where we were heading. I know Mistress Annabelle was relieved that I had chosen to remain her pet and property instead of being a more traditional partner. I also believe that if I had told her that was what I wanted she would have done her best to give me that relationship.

The reality for both of us though was this is how we were most comfortable and what we needed. I didn’t doubt her love for me, nor did she doubt my love for her. The way that love manifested was just different between us than maybe it was for both people. Regardless, it was better for both of us and we were happier for it.

Upon entering the apartment I immediately took our bags to the bedroom and stripped. The vacation had been lovely, had been our conversations, but we were both impatient to return to our normal routines with new energy and enthusiasm for where our lives were heading. I returned to the living room to find Mistress Annabelle sitting on the couch and kneeled at her feet, head bowed, until she lifted my chin to look up at her.

“Did you enjoy our vacation, pet?” She looked down at me with, not quite a scowl but a look of seriousness. I nodded, maintaining my silence. “Good, and are you truly content with the choice you are making to be my pet, my property, for as long as I will have you?”

“Yes, Mistress. That is what I want more than anything. I love you so much.” I gazed up at her and felt the adoration I held for her growing in my heart. She really had become my world.

“I am very glad, slave. I intend to keep you forever, you know.” She took my head in her hands and held my gaze with an intensity that was at once normal for her and somehow always unnerving. I felt myself beginning to blush, and sweat, as the realization that something big was coming. “I am very glad you made the choice you did. I think at least one of the items on the coffee table would have been awkward for you to discover otherwise.

She then gently turned my head to see the coffee table. There were two items on it. The first, was easy to identify, it was a set of car keys. The second looked like a set of pliers but was clearly not, it only took me a moment to realize what I was looking at, a banding tool, for the castration of livestock. I felt my face turn flush and, inexplicably, my cock grow hard and throbbing in its cage. I looked away from Mistress Annabelle, not wanting her to see the conflicting feelings inside me. I should have known better.

She sharply turned my head again to make eye contact with her. “It is simple, slave, if you received an acceptable score on your test then you will get those lovely car keys, and I know you will love the car, because it matches my own. If you did not receive an acceptable score though, well that will tell me that you are not taking your current place in the world seriously, and that means your place in the world will need to change. If you aren’t going to make a useful member of society then you will really be nothing but my pet and property, and around here we fix our pets.”


Part 4

About three weeks had gone by since that conversation and we were both eager for my LSAT scores to come in so that plans could be made for the future, and for other reasons as well. Over the course of the weeks Mistress Annabelle paid more attention to my locked up cock as time went on. Sometimes she would just brush her hand over the cage and hum lightly, other times she would bring me to my knees, grabbing my balls. She made it clear what was on her mind, which was taking my balls, or at least making sure I was thinking about that possibility.

The castration tool stayed in the living room the entire time, like The Sword of Damocles. While I knew intellectually I had probably done well on the test the more the days wore on, the more Mistress Annabelle made her little comments, and the constant presence of what could be my destruction wore me down until I believed I had certainly failed and would face the punishment she had planned for me. I think she could see that I was unraveling and was secretly enjoying it a bit.

One evening she came and found me cleaning the bathrooms, which was something I did once a week. “Slave, dungeon, now,” was all I needed to hear to drop what I was doing and follow her to the room that was our playroom and often my bedroom as well.

I walked into the room, expecting to be put up against the cross, generally her favorite piece of furniture. But I noticed there was a new piece, right in the center of the room. A black box, a little taller and wider than myself. I was immediately fascinated and began walking around it.

“Go ahead, slave, get a good look.” Mistress Annabelle’s voice was full of excitement, and I knew that whatever she had planned for me would be devilish indeed.

I circled the box, came back around to its front and opened it. The inside was even more fascinating. The top of the case opened to reveal a cage door, which meant inside I could be doubly sealed. The inside was padded, it appeared for comfort, but there were also straps to keep me in place. Finally, the top of the case itself had two small openings; one for my face and one for my genitals. It seemed that it could have many uses, and knowing Mistress Annabelle it was highly likely she had thought of all of them, and she might have a new favorite piece of bondage furniture. I turned and looked at her, both my excitement and my nerves equally on display. My cock, throbbing in its cage, gave away just how interested I was in her new toy though.

“Part coffin, part torture device, part display case, and I assure you it will be used as all of those things in the coming weeks in days.” She smirked at me. “Enough foreplay though, it is time to get you situated.”

She opened both doors and gestured for me to enter. I did so willingly, however foolish that might seem. In mere seconds she had me fully trapped, my legs and arms strapped into the box and the cage door closed.

“Bye bye for now, my precious little pet,” Mistress was practically taunting me as she closed the case completely.

It was only a second before part of it opened though, a small part, and Mistress Annabelle’s hand snaked through and grabbed my caged cock, the box was small enough that she easily pulled it through the cage and opening in the front of the box, then she showed me another ingenious piece of design, she slid two small slats, on the back of the case top, inward trapping my genitals outside the box. Moments later I heard the tell-tale click of the a key and seconds after that my cock was free of chastity for the first time in weeks. I was both excited and terrified, and felt my manhood engorge almost immediately.

“Oh look, it missed me.” I could hear Mistress Annabelle coo at me, though it was muffled by the case I was now trapped in. Her gentle ministrations could not be mistaken though and in no time I was right on the edge of orgasm.

Rather than allow me release though, which I knew was hopeless so early in the evening, she stopped and then pulled sharply on my balls. The pain was not terrible but it still made me gasp in surprise. It was nothing compared to what came next though.

I could barely hear Mistress Annabelle tinkering with something outside the box, then I felt cold metal slide over my balls. Before I could make the connection between what I was feeling and what she was doing there was an audible snap, followed by my scream. The pain was like nothing I had ever felt and more intense than anything I could remember. My balls felt like they were being engulfed in flame and separated from my body at the same time.

The opening in front of my face slid open and I was greeted, through my tears, with Mistress Annabelle’s grin. “I wanted to give you a taste of what might be coming your way tomorrow, pet.”

“Tomorrow?” I gasped, through the pain.

“Most likely, yes. I have it on good authority the scores will go out tomorrow and since we signed you up with an email address that only I have the password to I thought we would play a fun game.” Her grin was magnetic, and the fact that she started stroking my half-hard dick as she spoke only made the whole situation more confusing.

Soon I was fully hard, despite the pain, or maybe in part because of it. “A game?”

“Yes, pet.” She licked her lips, and her arousal was palpable despite the layers of wood and metal between us. “You are staying in your new box until the test scores come. And you will find out how you did very simply. If you didn’t do well enough to please me you will experience the pain you are experiencing now, only it won’t stop the way I am going to stop it in a moment. It will fade, recede to complete numbness, and when you can’t feel anything down there anymore you will realize your fate has been sealed.”

“Please Mistress, please..” I blubbered, crying openly both from the pain and the fear of losing my manhood.

“Stop begging, slave, you might have done just fine on the test. And if that is the case I will give you your reward, let you out of the case and we can go for a ride in your new car.” Mistress reached through the opening and caressed my cheek, lovingly. “No matter what the outcome is, know that I love you very much, Brian. You are mine, and nothing will ever change that.”

I started to thank her but before I could get the words out the opening closed and I was left in with the darkness and the pain. A few seconds later I felt a pop and even more pain as Mistress Annabelle cut the band and blood flowed rapidly back into my testes. I gasped and bit my cheeks to keep from shouting but the pain resolved quickly and I knew I was safe, at least for the night. The next thing I felt was the case being lowered backwards so I was in a lying down position. Clearly she meant it when she said she was leaving me in the case until the scores came in.

The piece holding my genitals in place for her to torture was released as well and my free cock and balls slid back into the box with me.

“You can masturbate if you want, slave.” I heard her call from outside the box, “afterall, this might be your last chance.”

The next thing I heard was the click-clack of her heels leaving the room, and me to ponder my fate. Eventually I did start to tentatively stroke myself and found myself disturbed and further aroused by the fact that my mind immediately went back to the pain of the banding I had experienced earlier and the realization that she could have just castrated me right then if she had wanted to. I stopped, and focused on the fact that I was so aroused by the potential of her castrating me and had to wonder what was wrong with me.

Eventually I dozed off, but spent most of the night in a half-sleep, occasionally edging myself to the idea that I had failed the LSAT and my fate was to become Annabelle’s eunuch slave. By morning, not only was I convinced I had failed the test but part of me hoped I had, the other part of me was disgusted by that thought and wondered what was wrong with me; then again, I had already consented to this relationship entirely, which, if there was in fact something wrong with me, I suppose answered the question of what.

Eventually I passed out fully, my hand still loosely around my cock, though somehow I had not managed to bring myself off. I woke to the same click-clacking sound of Annabelle’s heels and realized that the opportunity for an orgasm had passed me by. I heard her outside the box moving around; she was clearly preparing to finish the job she had started the night before. I had failed her.

Despite how arousing I had found the idea the night before, I was disgusted by the idea that I had fallen short of her expectations, and was prepared to accept my punishment. Then, the case opened and Mistress Annabelle smiled down at me.

“Congratulations, pet.” She opened the cage door and began to undo my bonds. “You did amazingly. I am so proud of you.”

I was stunned, and confused. She helped me out of the box and gave me a tight hug and a quick peck on the cheek. “You did great, let’s go get lunch and I can show you your new car.”

She turned and exited the dungeon just as quickly as she entered and I sensed something was off. I followed her to the living room and saw her picking up the castration tool and looking around like she didn’t know what to do with it.

“What’s wrong, Mistress?” I practically ran to her and positioned myself in front of her. “You seem..you seem off in some way.”

She looked at me, feigned another smile, and then sat down on the couch hard, dropping the banding tool to the ground and holding her head in her hands. “I’m sorry, pet. I am so sorry.”

“No!” The sound of my own voice surprised me, I dropped to my knees in front of her. “Everything is wonderful, Mistress. I love you. There is nothing to apologize for.”

“There is everything to apologize for. I have not been a good Mistress.” She looked away from me, and seemed to be fighting back tears.

“How could that possibly be true?” I asked.

She was quiet for a moment, then finally looked back at me. “I went to bed last night and masturbated six times, Brian, six times. And every time I got off it was to the thought of taking your balls. It started out as an idle threat, then became an acceptable punishment if you failed the LSAT. But by the time I went to sleep last night, taking your balls was all I could think about, and was the only thing I wanted to do.”

I processed her words, and thought about my own night, and how I had spent it. I saw the banding tool out of the corner of my eye and picked it up from the floor, then I looked back to her.

“Do it, Mistress.” I said quietly, holding out the tool that could be my fate. “They are yours. I am yours. If it is what you want then please. Please do it.”

She looked at me with wide eyes, she tilted her head first one way and then the other. It was like she was studying a painting, or seeing the truth for the first time. “You don’t know what you are saying, pet. It would change everything.”

A laugh erupted from my mouth at that. “Of course it would, Mistress. But you, we, have already changed everything. Several times.”

She nodded at that. “Are you sure you are willing to give me this?”

I nodded, then words started spilling from my lips about the night I spent in her new case, and how I had nearly cum several times thinking about her taking my balls, and how by the end of the night I wasn’t sure if I wanted to have passed the test or not.

The whole time I spoke she nodded along then, finally, took the banding tool from my hands. “You are truly special Brian, and I am going to take your balls. Not today though. Today I have something else in mind now. I want you to go shower and get dressed. Meet me back here when you are done.”

Twenty minutes later we were back in the living room both dressed and much more composed. Then, Mistress Annabelle handed me a stack of papers. “Read this document, slave.”

The first page told me what I thought was everything I needed to know, it was a prenuptial agreement. As I read through it I realized it was more than that though. It was true, legal, slavery. She would control all of the assets, except for half of my income, which would go into a trust that I would only receive in the event of her death or the dissolution of our relationship. The document went on to describe all of the ways she would essentially have control, and I had read enough legal documents to know that it would be binding. If I signed this document I would essentially be signing my life away to her, as much as anyone legally could. It would even give her final say over medical procedures, such as castration.

I handed the document back to her and she placed it on the coffee table, almost in the exact place the banding tool had been sitting that first night. We were both silent for a long moment, then she spoke.

“Brian, my pet, my slave.” I looked up at her and saw she was holding a plain silver ring. “Will you marry me?”

I had imagined so many things happening between us, and less than an hour before I had imagined her castrating me. I had never, in a million years, imagined her or anyone proposing to me. It was surreal, it was beautiful, and it was suddenly everything I wanted, even if it meant a true legal end to any real freedom in my life.

“I will, Mistress Annabelle. I will marry you.” I held out my hand to her.

“You understood that document is real right? That if you sign it then I will control everything legally, not just because of your consent?” She was hovering the ring over my finger as she spoke.

“Yes, Mistress. I understand, and I am so happy. I want to sign myself over to you in that way. I want to be truly yours.”

She slid the ring on to my finger and then pulled me into a tight embrace. “I love you so much, my slave.”

Eventually she let me go and I stood to help her up off the couch. “Now, let’s go get your car.”

I laughed again, both from joy and because I realized that nothing would ever be really mine again, and it felt perfect.

“Thank you, Mistress. I love you so much.” I took her hand and we walked out the door.

As the door closed behind us she leaned in and whispered, “don’t worry though, slave, I am definitely going to take your balls some day, too.”


This is the end of the story for Brian and Mistress Annabelle, for now anyway. I hope you have enjoyed this story, and this series. I look forward to revisiting these characters in the future as I think there are many more stories to tell about them. For now though, we will leave them to plan their wedding, and their future. If you enjoyed the story please email me at alyceimpelled@gmail.com and let me know!
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