

Enslaved by My Ex-Girlfriend: The Complete Erotic Femdom Romance

By Alyce Impelled


This novella is dedicated to all of the amazing dominant women I have known throughout my life so far. I have learned how to dominate, and how to submit, from so many of you and am grateful for every lesson and every moment of friendship, even, or especially, the ones that left marks!


Table of Contents

Part I: My Ex-girlfriend’s Pet

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3
Chapter 4
Chapter 5

Part II: My Ex-girlfriend’s Property

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Chapter 8
Chapter 9

Part III: My Ex-girlfriend’s Slave

Chapter 10
Chapter 11
Chapter 12
Chapter 13 



Part I: My Ex-girlfriend’s Pet

Chapter 1

“It's Annabelle, let me up.”

Her voice sounded exactly the same as it had the last time I saw her five years earlier. I was flooded with a series of mixed and conflicting emotions  at the idea of seeing her again. Our relationship had not exactly ended on the best of terms. Still, she had shown up wanting to see me. I buzzed her into the building.

I spent the next minute and a half frantically trying to make my living room presentable. It wasn't exactly dirty, but it was definitely disorganized. I didn’t want her to think that I hadn't made any headway in the years since we parted.

A knock on the door put an end to my hurried cleaning. I quickly pushed my long hair behind my ears and opened the door. It was like I had been transported back in time. Her bleach blonde hair and bright blue eyes were exactly the same, so was her impish smile. She still had the same sense of fashion, just way more expensive. The Kate Spade purse was definitely real.

She breezed by me into the entryway. “ It's nice to see you Brian," she said. “ It's been way too long.”

“How did you find me?” I asked her.

“It wasn’t exactly hard. I asked Anthony, I had to convince him I didn’t mean any harm but he eventually told me.”

“Turncoat,” I muttered, but laughed a little. I wasn’t exactly surprised by my friend’s choice, or that he hadn’t told me. Most people in my life thought they understood why Annabelle and I didn’t work out, even if they didn’t really know. To them it was a mismatch, girl from a rich family, working class guy; she was motivated, and I was well, not as much as I should be. Anthony had always had a blindspot for her, though he didn’t know the real story either.

I gestured to the mostly clean couch, but in typical Annabelle fashion she flopped down in my reclining chair. I shrugged and started towards the couch myself.

“Actually, before you sit, would you mind getting me a glass of water?”

I shrugged and went to the kitchen, found a clean glass and filled it from the refrigerator. At least it had an ice and water dispenser, I remembered how much she hated tap water.

“So when did you talk to Anthony about me?” I called from the kitchen. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said, “about two months ago I guess.”

I offered her the glass of water and then sat down on the couch. “Two months ago?”

“Yeah, I wasn’t sure you’d want to see me.” She sighed, “then I heard you had gone through a breakup, I decided to wait a couple of weeks for you to get over the sads.”

This was getting weirder by the second. She knew where I lived, knew I had been through a breakup, and now wanted to see me. After five years. The truth was that I didn’t know if I wanted to see her. I had just broken up with Trudy a couple of weeks prior. Well, she had broken up with me, after cheating on me. It was a weird breakup. No fight, no yelling. I gave up, and she didn’t care. I wasn’t normal enough for her and she wasn’t adventurous enough for me. Adventurous. I suppose what I meant was dominant.

“So what made you want to see me to begin with AB? I think the last words you spoke to me five years ago were something along the lines of: don’t take this the wrong way but I hope I never see you again.”

She smiled at me, she had one of the most playful, expressive smiles I had ever known, and it still made my heart flutter, dammit. “I guess I was wrong about that. Look, we were both hurt. We tried something and it didn’t work. You overreacted. I overreacted.”

We had tried a lot of things. The thing she was talking about was cuckolding though, not just cuckolding really though. I didn’t even know the other guy was there until she had told me to open my mouth. I was expecting a dildo, not a real cock. The aftermath had been ugly. She was embarrassed. I was humiliated. The other guy felt lied to, had been lied to. We broke up two days later and by then we were both more sad than angry.

“Okay, so…” I made a hand gesture to suggest that she answer the question.

“So,” she repeated my word for effect, “I found something of yours, it made me think of you. It even made me miss you a little.”

“What did you find?” I couldn’t think of anything I had left behind, let alone anything that would bring up an emotional reaction.

She reached into the oversized Kate Spade purse she carried, rummaged around for a second, and then threw what she had been searching for on the coffee table between us, it landed with a clunk.

“Really?” I couldn’t believe her.

She flashed another one of her heart-melting smiles as I glanced back and forth between her and the metal chastity device she had dropped onto my coffee table. It signified our first foray into kink together, right before we finished college. In many ways it was also the beginning of the end of that relationship. It sat between us now, five years later, with what felt like the gravity of a small planet tugging on me.

“You’re getting hard just thinking about it,” she whispered. “You’re wondering what happens next.”

I half jumped out of my seat and bolted to the kitchen, I needed my own glass of water. I needed to think.

I heard her stand up and pick the cage up off the table. She was being much less breezy and casual now. She followed me to the kitchen and practically cornered me against the counter. I tried to meet her gaze over the glass of water but couldn’t, it felt like her eyes were boring into my soul.

Her visit was not a casual drop-in. She wasn’t even testing the waters. I felt like I was drowning in them.

She stepped closer, close enough that I could feel the heat from her breath and sense her arousal. She dangled the device in front of my face, almost taunting me. Definitely taunting me.

“I think you want to put it back on.” She said flatly.

“It didn’t go so well last time,” I mumbled, trying to move past her.

She stopped me with a simple step to her right. She grazed my crotch lightly with her free hand. “You don’t seem to be thinking about the last time.”

She could feel how hard I was, I gulped quietly. I was thinking about the last time. I was thinking about how beautiful she was then, and now. I was wondering if I had been wrong five years before. I knew I had been. She had too though.

“Why?” My voice sounded small to me even as I asked the question.

“Because we have both learned a lot in five years, or at least I have. Because I don’t like the way it ended last time. Because I still think of you as mine.”

That last word she spoke hung in the air between us. Hers. Was I? Did I want to be? I knew the truth and so did she. This was all moving too fast. I was out of control. I looked from her to the device. Was she in control?

“So just like that? No conversation? No negotiation? I just…submit?”

Five years later and she still knew how to push my buttons. I remember when we first discussed it, laying in our studio apartment, that I didn’t want to be given a choice in the matter. Had that changed?

She nodded at me slowly. “You get it.”

She dropped her free hand back to my crotch, grabbed it possessively. I let her. “There will be plenty of time for conversation once you are locked up. But no. No negotiation. You are mine and that is the way it is going to be.”

How could she do this? Five years go by and she just reappears, claiming me as hers. Why was it so fucking hot? She began to massage my cock through my pants. I grunted and my knees began to shake.

“If you cum you are definitely putting it back on, do you understand me?” She stared into my eyes, this time I held her gaze, or maybe I just couldn’t escape it.

I nodded and let myself lean back against the counter. I could push her hand away and stop all of this. I felt the heat rising and my breath began to catch. She knew I was getting close. She pressed her palm hard against the base of my cock and then slowly started rocking her hand back and forth. She still knew my body better than anyone.

My body began to shudder and we both knew I was past the point of no return. She grabbed me through my pants and squeezed. She smiled at me as the orgasm rolled through my body. The smell of sex permeated the kitchen as cum soaked through my boxers and my pants. I let myself sink to the floor. She came with me, in a crouch, only letting go of my cock when we both reached the floor.

“We should get you cleaned up and back where you belong.” She said, taking my cheek in her hand and leaning in for a surprisingly soft kiss.


Chapter 2

Sometime later I found myself naked, in the shower, with my ex-girlfriend. She had never been so gentle or affectionate with me when we were younger. Our sex life had been hot and heavy for sure, but never soft. This was different. I luxuriated in her touch as she gently washed my body.

“I have been wanting to get you back for so long, pet.” She whispered as she soaped up one of my hands. I felt myself stiffen again at her warm breath in my ear. I was still in shock that this was all happening. I never thought we would talk again, let alone this.

As she finished washing my arm she let her own hands trail down my body, finding my hard cock, she chuckled quietly. “I suppose one more won’t hurt, and it will never fit in the cage like this.”

She slowly started stroking me with her soap covered hands. I shuddered with pleasure and leaned against the wall of the shower. It seemed like her touch was enough to render me incapable of standing on my own. Her hands were warm and slippery on my stiff, straining cock. Even though I had just cum shortly beforehand I was already filled with arousal and need for her again.

“I hope you enjoy this,” she whispered, leaning in to me, “this is the last time you are going to cum for a very long time.”

I shuddered at this, and before she could tease me much more I found myself spurting a second time. I did not realize she had caught a bit of it in her free hand until she held it up to me. As the results of my orgasm mixed with shower water she stared into my eyes.

Even without her command I knew what she wanted. I opened my mouth hesitantly before licking my cum from her hand. The hot shower poured down around us and her smile grew wider.

“Good boy,” she said, her happiness evident in her eyes, “you know exactly what I want from you.”

I smiled at her dumbly, completely lost in her eyes and in what she was doing to me. I felt closer to her than I ever had in our previous relationship and felt completely helpless. I felt her fiddling with my now limp, spent, cock, but did not even fully realize what she was doing until I heard the click.

Just like that she had me locked in the same chastity device she had used to establish control in our relationship five years previous. In that moment, it felt like nothing, and yet everything had changed. She pulled me close to her in the shower and held me in a tight embrace. I could feel her heart beating against my chest. My breath caught in my throat, and I wondered if I had ever really stopped loving her to begin with.

“This time, I am not letting you go.” She growled into my ear before biting my neck, not hard, but possessively. The feeling sent tingles through me and if she had not been holding me up I would have collapsed again.

She stopped the hot water and was soon drying me off with an old towel that I had probably not laundered recently enough at all. I suddenly felt ashamed of the state she was seeing me in.

“I’m sorry Annabelle. I am sorry you are seeing me like this. I am sorry about my place. I am sorry I–” I wanted to apologize for everything, for every moment of the last five years. For all of the anger I had felt towards her, she silenced it all with a finger to my lips.

“It is okay, pet.” She was still smiling, it was like she understood things I didn’t. She probably did. “We will make it all better now. I am in control and we are going to be okay.”

My head spun at all of this. She had breezed back into my life barely an hour before and it felt like she was taking over completely. How long had she been planning this?

After she finished drying me off I found myself back in the living room, this time sitting on the floor at her feet, naked, as she finished putting her own clothes back on.

“Now pet, I have some things to do. I will see you in two days. In the meantime you need to clean this place up. Also, since you don’t need to expect anyone but me, you will remain naked when you are home unless someone else is here or I command otherwise.” She stood up and grabbed her purse. “Now get up and kiss me silly.”

I obediently got up, pulled her into a hesitant hug and kissed her lightly, “but you just got here. I have so many questions.”

“I am sure you do, Brian.” She kissed my cheek and pulled away from me. “You will get all your answers soon enough. Until then, let me ask you a question. Are you happy with all of this?”

I tilted my head and half squinted at her. The question seemed patently absurd to me on the surface, but as I thought about it I realized she had not given me much choice in anything that had happened, and we had barely talked at all. The question, in that light, made a certain amount of sense.

“If you had asked me if I wanted this to happen I would not have said yes,” I admitted. “But now, it's done, you here, me locked back up…I don’t think I knew I needed it but I do. Yes, Annabelle, I am happy.”

“That right there, Brian, is why I didn’t give you a choice. I hate to say it but you probably would have messed it up and neither of us needed that.” She smirked at me. “But if you are happy about it, and I know you are, that is all you really need to know right now. We will talk more in a couple of days.”

She got to the door, then looked over her shoulder at me, the smirk still there, “and the next time we talk, you will call me Mistress.”

Before I could even give my response she was back out the door and I was standing, naked except for a metal chastity device, in an apartment that looked twice as sad and dirty to me as it had the day before. Not knowing what else to do, I started to clean.


Chapter 3

The next two days felt like the longest, slowest days of my life. Sleeping in the chastity device felt nearly impossible. It wasn’t the device though, I had done that more than a couple of times over the last few years, it was her. I didn’t understand what was happening or why. I realized, after she left, that I didn’t even have her phone number. I was stuck waiting for her to show back up.

With nothing much to do, I tried to focus on cleaning up the apartment. I was happy to have Annabelle back in my life, strange though it was. By the end of the second day the apartment was mostly clean, my laundry was completely done, and folded, for the first time in weeks. I even had fresh groceries. With everything accomplished I could imagine, and another day before I went back to work, I had nothing to do but zone out in front of the TV.

About an hour into that my phone rang, I jumped for it, imagining it could be her. It wasn’t.

“Hey man, I haven’t heard from you in a couple of days. I wanted to make sure you were still among the living.” Anthony’s voice was not what I was hoping to hear but it would have to do as a distraction.

“Yeah, I am okay. Hey, why didn’t you tell me AB reached out to you?”

“Aww, man. I am sorry. She asked me not to.” Anthony replied. “Look, I hope it wasn’t too weird.”

“Whose friend are you man? Mine or hers.” I laughed as I said it, hoping it would convey I wasn’t that mad.

“She wanted to know what was going on in your life. Said she still cared about you. I figured it might do you some good, especially with the Trudy stuff.”

“Uh huh, but she said she reached out to you before Trudy happened.” My alarm bells were ringing now.

“She did. It wasn’t until Trudy that she pushed me to get her back in touch with you though.”

“How long have you been in touch with her, Tony?” I did not like where this was going, but hey, AB was back in my life, who was I to complain really?

“We never really lost touch, man.” Anthony conceded. “I even thought about trying to date her for a little while.”

“That wouldn’t have gone well.” I rolled my eyes. So much for the bro code.

“Yeah, she kind of let me know right off that I wasn’t her type.”

“At least one of you showed some loyalty!” With friends like this…

“Look man, I am sorry. But hey, you got to talk to her right? How did it go?”

I had to give him credit, much as he had a blindspot for her, he also knew that I missed her. “It went alright,” I said, not wanting to show my whole hand. “I think we are seeing each other tomorrow to talk a little more.”

“Uh huh,” he scoffed at me. “Talk eh?”

“Yes. Talk. Like adults.” I hated that he knew me so well. Though I was glad he didn’t know me quite as well as Annabelle.

“Alright. Well, let me know how it goes.”

I sighed, and we said our goodbyes. I promised I would catch up with him later in the week and he reiterated his interest in what was going on with Annabelle. I went back to television, adding potato chips and dip to the equation, and tried to distract myself until Annabelle got back to me and could tell me what she really had planned. Maybe she’d even take this infernal chastity cage of my dick.

Chastity had been her idea, theoretically, when we tried the first time. But she had found out about the kink through me. It was something I was fascinated with until we tried it. Since then I had had something of a love hate relationship with the whole concept. I could not deny there was something insanely hot about giving control of your arousal, and release, to another person though.

I was just about to get ready for bed, though it was early for me, when the door buzzed.

“It’s me, pet, open up.” Annabelle’s voice was like honey. I forgot I was tired, I forgot I was annoyed with the cage. I forgot everything except being happy she was back.

She came through the front door less than a minute later, she was wearing a black leather skirt, knee high black boots, and a halter top that showed off her body perfectly.

She eyes my naked body, and the chastity cage, licking her lips. “You’ve been following instructions. Good.”

She handed me a bag. “Put these things on. We are going out.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but nothing came out. I didn’t want to argue. I wanted to see where this was all going.

The bag held tight black jeans, and a plain black t-shirt. I started heading back to the bedroom.

“Where are you going?”

“To change.”

“You can dress right here.” She pointed to the floor in front of her, “and call me Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I answered quietly, simultaneously excited and confused about all of it. “Where are we going?”

She booped my nose with one of her fingers and laughed. “You are going to have to get used to not asking questions.” She paused, “but, tonight I will tell you. We are going to a little club. You know, for people like us.”

People like us. I tilted my head, slightly confused.

“For kinky people, ya dunce.” She smiled. “Now get dressed.”

Soon I was strapped into the passenger seat of her car, a very nice pre-owned BMW and we were driving out of my neighborhood. Soon we were parking in the back of a business park, there were a few cars parked around but nothing seemed open.

“Are you sure this is the right place?” I asked her.

“I come here all the time. It is the right place.” She shut the car off and gestured for me to get out. “Now remember, call me Mistress. Everyone here knows me and respects me. You are a reflection of that tonight, and from now on really.”

I gulped and nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

I got out of the car and followed her through a door into a dimly lit building. A woman, dressed in a skirt and corset, sat at a desk but waved us through as soon as she saw Annabelle.

The main area was dark, with lights highlighting different equipment and seating areas. There was a St. Andrew’s Cross, a spanking bench, several massage tables, and plenty of other equipment I didn’t recognize. Annabelle led me to the cross and told me to strip. My eyes must have bulged out of my head.

“Here?” I asked her, surprised.

She glared at me. “Yes. Here. And the next time you speak to me without addressing me properly you will be punished.”

I looked around and realized that nobody here cared or was even paying attention to me. I had no reason to be embarrassed. So why was I? I also knew I had no choice but to comply. No choice I wanted to consider anyway.

Soon I was standing naked in front of her, save for the chastity device.

“You look deliciously nervous, pet. Just as you should be.”

She backed me up to the cross and before I could even consider arguing with her she strapped my arms to it, my legs soon followed and I was helpless. She patted my chest affectionately and smiled.

“Don’t go anywhere,” she teased, turning to walk away.

“Where are you going, Mistress?” My words were louder than I expected them to be, but nobody seemed to mind.

“To get my toy bag, I keep a locker here.” She shrugged and walked away. Leaving me hanging, literally and figuratively.

I was left with my thoughts in this strange place, and had nothing to do but look around as I waited for her to return. There were a couple, a dominant woman and a submissive male, I assumed, using one of the massage chairs. The woman was dripping candle wax all over the back of the man on the table. You could hear a slight hiss as the wax solidified on his back. His moans definitely suggested he was enjoying himself.

In another corner of the room There was a woman in a cage, with her head sticking out the top of it. A man wearing a leather cap, leather everything really, was standing beside her watching the room. He would occasionally feed her what looked like a strawberry but paid her little attention beside that. Another man came up and soon he engaged in conversation. I could not hear what was being said but when it appeared that the cage woman interrupted them the man who was feeding her strawberries turned and slapped her viciously across the face.

She only looked shocked for a moment before saying what looked a lot like “sorry, Master.”

I took it all in with a mixture of fascination, excitement, and fear. Soon Annabelle, I suppose now my Mistress, appeared back before me. She was carrying a duffle bag large enough to transport a body in. She dropped it next to me, and the cross, before strutting up to me and rubbing my chest, this time more sensually than affectionately.

“You don’t know it yet, pet, but you hit the jackpot.” She breathed the words into my ear, letting them linger for a second before licking my earlobe. “ After we lost touch I went exploring, to figure out what I really needed. I wound up working as a dominatrix for a couple of years during law school. I learned a lot. A lot.”

I hung from the cross, trying to take in all I had just been told. When I had last seen her we were both novices in all of this. She knew she wanted to take control only because I brought the idea up. Now she was an expert and I was still mostly a novice, though I was even more certain that this was the road I wanted to travel. I felt like I was in over my head but also exactly where I wanted to be.

Mistress Annabelle opened her bag and started quickly sorting through it. Off to the side where it was I could only hear what was happening. She bounced up, reappearing in my field of vision with a grin. She held two black metal clamps, I knew exactly where they were going.

I gasped as she placed the first clamp on my right nipple. She tugged it lightly, sending shots of pain, and pleasure through me. I felt myself growing in the cage. She placed the second clamp on my other nipple. This time, tugging on the chain between them sent shots through both nipples. I whined quietly.

She tugged again. “You like it,” she said, grasping my swollen balls and caged dick in one of her hands. “Two days and I can already feel how needy you are. I wonder what you will be like in two weeks.”

Two weeks. I gulped and looked at her with wide eyes. “Weeks?” I practically squeaked.

“You’ll get used to it,” she replied. She dropped by caged genitals and the weight of the cage was immediately noticeable again. I began to throb.

She disappeared from view again, for just a second, before appearing holding what was clearly a thin cane. I shook my head fervently at this but she just laughed.

“No, no, no. It is into the deep-end for you I am afraid.” She tapped the cane lighty against her own thigh.

She lashed out with the cane against my thighs, the first strike didn’t hurt much, and I was surprised by how excited I felt. As she continued to slowly and methodically strike my thighs with the cane I felt the heat rising. I also felt my arousal growing as the pain intermingled with sensations, physical and emotional, I didn’t fully understand.

I felt her lay the back of her hand against my right thigh. “There, now you are warmed up.”

The next strike was at least ten times harder than anything she had done before. I yelped in pain and surprise and felt tears welling up in my eyes.

“This is going to hurt. You are going to accept it.” She struck me again, this time on the left thigh. I yelped again. “Count the strikes. Try to let the pain feel good. You need this.”

I had never heard her talk like this. Her voice was flat, but somehow certain and reassuring. I worried that she could convince me of anything.

The next strike came hard and fast, across both thighs. The pain was searing, but I could feel my cock straining helplessly against its cage. Did I want this? “One,” I grunted through the pain.

I continued to count as she struck me, not knowing which thigh she would be hitting, or if it would be both. At fifteen she stopped. She pressed her hands against my thighs and it sent the soreness surging through my body. Somehow it felt good.

“You are going to be bruised for at least a week I’d guess.” She stretched upward to kiss me, and licked some of the tears from my cheek. “Though in truth I doubt you will ever go around without bruises again.”

I thought about that comment, the promise it held. She tugged lightly on the chain between the nipple clamps. My yelp was more in surprise. “What do you say, pet?”

I gazed into her eyes and felt like I could fall into them. Is this what she had wanted way back when? Or is it only now that we are even capable of this. “Thank you, Mistress.” I whispered, my voice scratchy.

“Good boy.” She said simply.

When she removed the first clamp I screamed loudly. The blood rushing to my nipple hurt more than any strike from the cane. The second was even worse, because I knew it was coming. She then rubbed my nipples vigorously, causing all kinds of intense sensations. I moaned and whined. Her laugh filled my ears, and maybe the room.

“This is nothing, pet. You have no idea what you are in for.”

I knew she was right.


Chapter 4

I laid in bed later that night, wishing that Mistress Annabelle had stayed. It had only been two days, two meetings, and I was already incapable of thinking of her as just Annabelle. She had made it clear she was more than that now, and that we could be more than we had been before; we would be if I would just accept her guidance.

She told me about working as a prodomme, and about how she realized very quickly that I was different from the clients she saw. She knew I really was submissive, and had decided years before that she would have me back one day. It was surreal to think about how this woman had been silently planning our life together, my life, for me without my knowledge for so long. I wanted to be angry, but instead I just felt cared for. I knew she was right about me.

She warned me that things would be extreme, much more extreme than we had even considered when we were still inexperienced college kids. I thought about the surprise cock in my mouth and wondered how much more extreme it could get. She assured me that I had no idea, but that I could handle all of it.

That was the only promise she wanted from me right then, that I would trust her that I could handle it. She promised we could talk about things afterwards but that if she wanted me to do something, to accept something, to just trust her.

“If you trust me, I promise you will be happier. I promise it will all work out.”

I replayed those words in my mind over and over. They were terrifying, but also felt true, felt real. I don’t know why I believed her but I did.

I drift off to a fitful sleep with bruised thighs screaming their pain to me and a straining caged dick that I knew would not know relief for sometime. Somehow, I wouldn’t have changed any of it even if I could. Is this what makes me happy? I wondered about that question as I drifted off.

The next morning I awoke to the smell of coffee and staggered out into my kitchen. Mistress Annabelle was standing in the kitchen laying out pastries and coffee for us both.

“Good morning, pet.” Her voice was bright and cheery, it amazed me how many different versions of her I was meeting so quickly.

“Good morning, Mistress.” I tilted my head, confused. “How did you get in?”

In answer, she dangled my keys off one of her fingers. “I stole them last night. I knew I would be up before you and wanted to surprise you. Besides, you don’t need to go anywhere without my permission do you?”

“Um… well, work tomorrow.” I replied.

She only laughed at that. “Good thing I came back this morning then, huh?”

She handed me the coffee and a pastry. “Let’s go sit down.”

She sauntered past me into the fully clean for maybe the first time living room. I followed her, reduced to a needy pet, a follower, in my own apartment. It felt odd, but right.

She took a sip of her coffee and stared at me for a moment, it was like she was calculating something in her head. “Okay, so do you know what TPE, total power exchange, is?”

I nodded. I understood the concept but I would have been lying if I said I really knew what it meant, in practice.

“Good. How about CNC?” She asked.

I shook my head and took a sip of coffee.

“It stands for consensual non-consent. Kind of like me taking the keys to your apartment, you didn’t really consent to that, but I feel like you consented to me doing things like that when I want to. Wouldn’t you agree?” She smiled, waiting for my response.

I wasn’t really sure, but I wasn’t upset about it. I nodded hesitantly.

“These are the things I really want from you.” She said flatly, “I want to do what I want with you. I don’t want you to argue. I want you to get used to the idea of really, truly, not having a choice.”

I took a sip of my coffee and thought. I couldn’t fully wrap my head around what I was agreeing to, I think she could tell.

“Look at it this way. We’ve already been doing it. I didn’t give you a choice about visiting, about getting locked up for me, about going to the dungeon. I am not asking you what you want, and I don’t intend to start.”

I nodded again, “I guess when you put it that way..”

“I do put it that way, slave.” She said sternly. “You are mine. That is what you are supposed to be and I think you know it.”

I nodded tentatively. I did like how things had been going. I felt happier and more like myself than I had in years. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good,” she said. “I’d say we are starting slow, and we kind of are, but this is also going to all happen a lot faster than you realize. My end goal, and I want you to know this right now, is for you to not have a say in anything about our life together, or even your own life. You are going to be passive and docile, and mine.”

“No say?” I asked her quietly.

She smiled at me, it was more of a grin really. “None. Not where you live. Not what you eat. Not how money is spent. You are going to give all of those things to me, and you are going to love it.”

My head was swimming. This was so much more than chastity, or even a beating with a cane. It was more even than being forced to suck cock. It was giving up any sense of autonomy to her, a woman I had not talked to in years, and who had hurt me badly. I had hurt her too though.

“Brian,” she said, “I need you to understand. I want what is best for you, or at least best for you as my pet. Are you happy this morning?”

I smiled into my coffee. “Honestly, I am happier than I think I have ever been.”

“I know,” she stated it as fact. “This is what you were made for. I knew it five years ago but didn’t know how to do it. I do now. All you have to do is accept it.”

I nodded. “I think I can do that.”

“Once you start you won’t be able to stop. I am not going to take everything all at once though. By the time you don’t have control over anything at all you won’t even notice it is gone, or at least you won’t care.” She placed a hand gently on my thigh, I winced. “Do you believe me?”

I nodded. “I do believe you, Mistress. I don’t want to go back to how I was before. I am so glad you are back.”

As I spoke tears welled up in my eyes, not from physical pain, or even the frustration of chastity, but the sudden realization that I missed her, that I regretted losing her, that I knew on some level it was a mistake.

“I am glad I am back too, slave.” Her eyes were almost as wet as mine. “I didn’t want to say this to you, not so fast, but I love you. I loved you when we broke up and I love you now. I need this too.”

Hearing that brought me fully to tears. We collapsed into each other and held one another for a moment. It was so unexpected, and so beautiful. I knew I was hers, but in a way I knew she was mine too.


Chapter 5

Later that day we took a walk through the city together. It occurred to me that if people looked at us, both in jeans and t-shirts, holding hands and smiling and laughing, that nobody would know what we really were, that I was her pet, her slave, and that she was my Mistress. It was surreal and beautiful.

Suddenly she tugged me down a side street and soon we were standing in front of a tattoo parlor. She spun to face me, and grabbed both of my hands.

“I want to mark you,” she said simply.

I looked from the sign on the tattoo parlor door back to her. “You marked me last night. Those bruises are going to last for weeks!”

“That isn’t what I mean.” She pulled close to me and put her hand right above my cock cage. “I want to mark you here. Permanently.”

I gulped, was I ready for that kind of commitment?

“Are you really ready to do something like that?” I asked her. It was the first time I had shown any reticence.

She pulled away from me. “I know what I want. You. Mine. Property. Are you ready to admit the same?”

She looked hurt, but what she was asking for was a lot. I thought about the conversation of the morning, what she had said, and how we had both reacted. I looked up at the sign again, then used one of her hands to pull her back close to me.

“Let’s do it, Mistress.” I said, motioning for the door.

“Really?” She smiled. “If you walk through that door you are coming out marked. And marked the way I want you to be.”

I nodded and opened the door. She told me she wanted to control me, now she wanted to mark me. “If I am going to be yours, if I am not going to have a say, then I probably shouldn’t pretend otherwise. I should just accept it.”

“I wouldn’t like it, but you could say no to me, right now anyway,” she replied.

I looked at her in the doorway and thought about that. It didn’t feel true to me. “I don’t think I can.”

“Then you are in a lot of trouble,” she grinned at me and pulled me through the doorway with her.

She pulled me right up to the counter. “Tell him what you want,” she said.

“My girlfriend here wants to pick out a tattoo for me,” I told the burly man behind the counter.

“Ahem,” she glared at me. “Girlfriend?”

I looked down at the floor, nodded. “My Mistress wants you to mark me, Sir.”

I don’t know why I added ‘Sir’ to the statement. It just felt right. It must’ve been because Mistress Annabelle nodded approvingly.

The man laughed at that. “Hello Annabelle, finally caught one?”

She knew him?!

“I sure did Peter. He is my ex. The one I have been pining for.” She smiled. “He isn’t getting away again.”

The big man looked at me and rolled his eyes. “I guess I see it.”

He shrugged and pointed towards the tattoo chair. “You,” he growled at me. “Go sit down while I talk with your Mistress and decide how embarrassing your tattoo is going to be.”

I don’t know why I was following his orders other than it seemed like my Mistress wanted me to, and he was about two and a half times my size. I walked meekly by him to the tattoo chair and sat down.

Annabelle and Peter leaned over the counter and whispered conspiratorially. Finally she walked over, while Peter walked to the front to draw the shade and lock the door.

“You are getting a tattoo right above your caged cock, pet. We are also piercing your nipples.” She stood over me, smiling, I couldn’t say no. I didn’t want to.

“Strip,” the large man growled at me.

I complied nervously. For the first time my cock was straining in its cage, if anything it was trying to hide. Soon I was back in the chair, naked.

The man took his place on one side of the chair, Annabelle on the other, she took my hand in hers. “I am so proud of you, pet. I wasn’t sure you would go for this.”

“What is the tattoo going to be?” I asked her.

She just smiled and squeezed my hand. “You’ll see,” was all she said.

“Nipples first,” the man said, and without any forewarning grabbed one of my nipples between two meaty fingers. I gasped, and was surprised that I was suddenly aroused once again.

He rubbed it between his fingers, making my nipple stand slightly erect. I winced as he pushed the needle through it, but in truth it didn’t hurt that much. Following the needle was a ring that soon hung off my nipple with a ball holding it shut.

He did the second nipple the same way. By the time he was finished I was breathing hard and my cock was straining fully in its cage, my nervousness forgotten. They could both tell I was aroused and shared what looked like a knowing smile.

“Now the ink.” The man said. “You need to stay still for this, or do I need to tie you down?”

I shook my head but Annabelle interceded. “I think that is a good idea actually. Let's tie him down and strap his head in place. No need for him to see it before it is finished.” 

I didn’t argue with her though I wanted to. I had already consented to this and so much more though. What was the point? Soon I was strapped to the tattoo chair in a way that I could not move a muscle and was staring helplessly at the ceiling.

I heard the buzz of the tattoo start and soon felt the first pricks, it was firing quickly and it felt almost like being scratched or stung. I felt light headed and aroused at the same time, and nervous as to how he was marking me. What if this was all a trick and she was punishing me for failing her years before? I started to breathe hard and Mistress Annabelle appeared to suddenly be floating in my field of vision.

“You are doing so so good, pet. I am so proud of you.” She cooed at me, and I smiled dreamily.

The buzzing and the pain continued and I soon lost all sense of time. The pain was still sharp but seemed somehow far away. I didn’t notice when the buzzing stopped.

“All finished,” the man said, less gruff than he had been before. “Ready to see?”

I opened my eyes. “Did I fall asleep?”

“You aren’t the first. Funny that that happens sometimes,” the man chuckled as he and Annabelle undid my bindings and helped me stand up.

I was wobbly on my feet, but they didn’t let me fall and soon I was standing in front of a mirror between my gorgeous Mistress and a massive man who looked like a biker. Only I was naked. I looked at the reflection and took in what I was seeing.

My thin body seemed perfect for showing off the pierced nipples and my caged cock. Above the chastity device was a tattooed heart, with a lock through it. I looked closely and the lines of the heart said Property of Mistress Annabelle. It seemed right, like exactly what I was. It was also somehow the most erotic thing I had ever seen, and my cock began to strain once again in the cage.

I turned to face her. “Thank you, Mistress Annabelle. This is perfect. How do you know what to do?”

She just laughed, leaned in and kissed me. “You are meant to be mine,” was all she said as she pulled out of the kiss.

She was right.

She turned to the massive tattoo artist. “How much?”

“Five hundred dollars for all of it,” he nodded towards me, “unless you want to pay another way?”

My eyes grew wide and I looked at Mistress Annabelle. She looked back and forth between me and the large man. I could tell that part of her wanted to say yes to him.

“Maybe next time, Peter.” She pulled a credit card out of her purse. “I don’t know if he is ready for that just yet though.”

“Too bad,” the man looked over at me. “He is just my type.”

“Oh, I know,” she responded.

After she paid she led me out of the store and took one of my arms in hers.

“My property,” she said.

I leaned my head against her shoulder. That is exactly what I am.


Part II: My Ex-girlfriend’s Property

Chapter 6

Standing in front of the mirror I took in the image in front of me and thought about how rapidly everything in my life had shifted. Just a month previous I was a heart-broken lonely loser with a ratty apartment and a job I hated. Then my ex-girlfriend Annabelle, Mistress Annabelle, had magically reappeared in my life, like some kind of deliciously perverted Mary Poppins, and changed everything.

My hair was now carefully cut, and regularly styled, it was also the only hair left on my body, as Mistress Annabelle had instituted a regular hair removal schedule, and was planning on something more permanent than that. My slim body from college had returned relatively quickly, though it had never fully gone away, as she made sure I was getting regular exercise, in multiple ways. Two large rings now hung from my nipples, and looking down further there was the heart & lock tattoo that declared me to be her property, and if that didn’t make it clear the chastity device below the tattoo certainly did.

The chastity device that she had originally told me would be taken off in two weeks. It had been, but only for a cleaning. I hadn’t had a proper orgasm since the day she showed up. It had been just over a month. Not that I wasn’t getting used regularly. Whenever we saw one another it would not take long before my head was buried between her legs, and I would lose myself for a time in her scent and taste, as I worked hard to please her. The truth was those were some of my favorite moments and in a way it was more fulfilling than regular sex. I missed the release but in complete truth did not miss the let down that inevitably came after it.

The mirror revealed the truth of what she had said to me that first night at the club too, while the bruises from our first caning session were long gone, they had been replaced, at least twice. Additionally there were circular bruises on my chest from fire-cupping, and several bruises, just below the neckline of a shirt, from her biting and sucking at me. I would call them hickeys, but that truly would not do the intensity of the bruise, or of how they got there, justice.

I lost myself in thought about our second night at the club. I spent most of it on my knees at Mistress Annabelle’s feet, while she socialized with other dominants she had come to know through her years playing there. I remember feeling vaguely depressed about all the lost time I had accrued by not really going after what I wanted. I also felt incredibly grateful that she had pulled me out of that space.

Towards the end of the night she had strapped me down to a massage table and used fire cups on me for the first time. I had never felt anything like it. With each cup she added to my chest my skin got tighter and the pressure felt more intense, but it was also deeply relaxing in a way that I don’t fully comprehend. As she was doing this she was whispering to me the entire time. I don’t remember all she said but the gist was simple; I would never be free again, I would be her pet always, and that free will wasn’t right for pets like me. Ever since that night I had been struggling with the idea of losing my free will completely, but also becoming increasingly intoxicated by the idea.

Looking away from the mirror I looked around the apartment, almost everything was packed in boxes, a lot of it marked for donation or the trash. A smaller pile of boxes was marked for keeping, mostly my books, some of my clothes, and random sentimental artifacts of my previous life. The cheap kitchen goods, the cheap everything really, was getting donated or thrown away, as was the dorm room style decor that I had kept several years past its expiration date.

It had only been a month and Mistress Annabelle had set up a sublet for my apartment, and was moving me in with her. As was quickly becoming the fashion in our relationship I wasn’t told until the decision was final, and I didn’t argue. How could I? I knew she was making my life better, and I knew she didn’t intend for me to have a say in things anyway.

It was funny, my parents were both surprised and thrilled when I told them Annabelle and I were back together. They were even more thrilled when I told them I was finally going back to school in the fall. Not that I had a say in that either. I don’t think my conservative parents would be as happy if they understood the true nature of my relationship with her, but then they had never really known the real me anyways, I guess that is just the way it goes with parents.

I lost myself in thought on all of these subjects and forgot I was standing naked in the apartment, I was almost always naked, when my phone vibrated. It was a text from Mistress Annabelle; the movers will be there in fifteen minutes, I guess you can put some clothes on.

I quickly threw on some work jeans, and a t-shirt, an outfit that had been picked out for moving day but she had made clear I wouldn’t be keeping. My Mistress prefers me naked but when clothes are necessary she does not like the thought of me reflecting anything less than perfectly on her.

Just as I finished pulling the shirt over my head and putting on shoes there was a knock at the door. I opened it and three men, all more suited to heavy lifting than I, came through the door quickly. It was clear they had already been given instructions, so I just stepped out of the way and watched as my life was whisked away. The subletter, a friend of Mistress Annabelle’s, was moving in the next day, so the movers and the cleaners, the place needed a deeper clean than I was capable of on short notice, were scheduled back-to-back. My purpose was to mostly stay out of the way and make sure nothing important was missed.

It was also to wait for Mistress Annabelle to pick me up as my car was scheduled for routine maintenance, though I suspected it was to make me more reliant on her during the move more than the need for an expedient oil change. The truth was that, while she insisted at the beginning we would be moving slowly, she had taken control of most of my life in relatively short order. I still, nominally, had control of my finances and most of my free time, but the reality was that between her suggestions, outright orders, and tendency to just make things happen very efficiently, I was becoming more of a passenger than a driver of things much faster than I thought possible. I also knew that moving in with her would only make that more of a reality.

While I was lost in thought the boxes slowly disappeared from the apartment. Soon the movers did too and I was left in the mostly empty space waiting for Annabelle. I realized somewhere across the weeks we had been back together that she liked this aspect of control, keeping me off balance and uncertain. Sometimes she would show up unannounced, sometimes she would keep me waiting for hours. I was just starting to wonder which this was going to be when the buzzer went off.

“Let me up, pet. It is time to get you out of this place.” Her voice, every day, became more like music to my ears. Whatever struggles I was having with the pace at which her control was permeating every piece of my life were always forgotten as soon as she was there. It was like magic.

I buzzed her in and she whisked through the door and right by me as well. She took a quick inventory of the apartment then appeared back in front of me. I dropped to my knees almost before she had pointed to the floor and kissed the white sneakers she was wearing.

“You are learning, pet.” She smiled down at me.

As I finished the ritual of kissing her feet and bowing to the floor I looked up at her. “You have figured out that this is where you belong, haven’t you?”

“Yes, Mistress,” was my automatic reply. They had truly become the words I spoke most often and it did not seem that she ever tired of hearing them.

I waited for her approval before standing up, more out of habit than anything. It felt like I was becoming more and more docile, more and more reliant on her control every day. It was unsettling when I thought about it too deeply, but the truth was I loved being hers. Eventually the spell was broken by the buzzer sounding.

Mistress Annabelle opened the door then looked at me and put out her hand.

“Keys, pet.” This isn’t your place anymore. “The cleaners are here and it is time to take you home.”

I stood up, reached into the pockets of my jeans and handed her my keys. She had already taken my car keys when she took my car for an oil change and other assorted maintenance. She looked them over for a moment and placed them on the counter.

“One less thing for you to worry about,” she said, “time to go.”

She led me down the stairs to her used BMW convertible and made sure I was buckled into the passenger seat before she got in the car. It was weird, if anyone else treated me this way I would be frustrated that they were treating me like a child; with her it was quickly becoming the most natural thing to let her guide, control, and even care for me in a way.


Chapter 7

I was only seeing her apartment for the first time when she led me through the door. Right in the heart of Manhattan I expected it to be small. It wasn’t huge, but it was definitely a full size apartment, and was probably costing an arm and a leg, or at least one of those appendages. Then again, while I had floundered after school and gotten caught in the mire of mediocrity, her words, she had finished law school and gotten picked up by a major firm. She was working hard but making multiples of my rather paltry salary.

The living room was decked out in all white, and had floor to ceiling windows covered by curtains. I started towards it but she stopped me with a hand on my chest.

“You are not wearing those disgusting clothes any further into this apartment than necessary, pet. Strip, drop them by the door, and I will dispose of them.”

She removed her hand from my chest and watched, smiling like it was christmas morning, as I silently did as she commanded. As I stood naked before her she pointed to the floor. I fell to my knees and kissed her feet almost automatically.

“Not that long ago you would have tried to argue with me about the clothes. Not that long before that you would still be in your drab little apartment wondering where life was taking you. See how far you’ve come.” She looked down at me and I, tentatively, up at her.

I felt so lucky to be back in her life, to be with her again. It all felt so surreal and I am sure she could see that in my eyes. She offered me her hand and I took it as I slowly rose back to my feet.

Once she was pleased with my naked appearance, and her control, she led me through the rest of the apartment. We went through the all white living room, into the master suite, where she had a tall queen sized bed, and a loveseat. There was an ensuite bathroom with a full tub and a shower as well as a small walk-in closet.

There were two additional bedrooms, one was converted into a home office and the other was somewhere between a dungeon and a guest room. There was an additional small bathroom with a shower stall as well. I had no idea how she was affording all of this.

Almost as if she could read my mind she said, “so I guess I should tell you, I don’t finance this just with the law job. A couple of my clients from my pro-domme life definitely helped.”

A lot of things clicked into place when she said that. I couldn’t say it bothered me, even if it surprised me a little.

“Anyway, the closet in the office is empty, that is where your clothes will go, most of them anyway. Not that you will be wearing them much for a while. You will sleep with me when I want you to, and in a few other spaces when I don’t, or if I want to share the bed with someone else.”

I felt redness and heat creeping up my neck at that. We had not specifically discussed our relationships but my hopes for exclusivity were fading. I wondered if she had waited until this point, when we were already in so deep, to spring this on me so I wouldn’t try to cut and run.

“I wish you had told me,” I whispered. 

“Oh hush.” She pulled me back towards the living room by the arm, “I would say I am joking but I am not entirely. We are together though. That is real.”

Reaching the living room she plopped down on the couch. I started to sit down next to her but she moved her legs to stop me.

“Floor, pet.” She said, pointing. “You do not sit on furniture in this room without permission.”

I pouted at her, slightly, but dropped to the floor, leaning against the couch to be close to her.

“So here is the deal, there are a few things we haven’t discussed and I want to get them out of the way now. Number one, there is no way I want you wasting the amount of time you would have to waste to get to your job and back, not to mention the 8 hours there, so I need you to resign today. Effective immediately. I don’t care what you tell them but it just isn’t enough money. Your time is more valuable than that.”

“But–” My words were silenced by a single finger covering my mouth.

“Two, you will spend your time taking care of this place, and studying for the LSAT. You are scheduled to take it in three weeks. We are getting you back on track, as we discussed. Lastly, your car, I am selling it for you. There is only one parking space here and frankly I don’t think you having that much freedom is necessary. You have your subway pass, for now, and that is good enough.”

She looked down at me and watched as I processed all the information she had just shared. This was moving well beyond what I expected quickly, but also I knew she had been serious when she said she wanted this level of control, maybe I just didn’t understand what it meant. I leaned further into her, as much to hide from her eyes as anything else.

“Look at it this way, pet,” she said, petting my hair softly, “this is a fresh start for you. You’ll have less distractions, only one really, while you get your life back on the path you wanted it on anyway. It just comes with a few strings attached.”

I took in her words and knew that, in a way, she was definitely right. I looked up at her and smiled. “A few strings?”

She chuckled and then pulled my hair lightly, almost playfully. “Okay, a lot of strings. You are basically my puppet. And you might as well get used to it, because that is what you are going to be from now on.”

I felt myself strain at those words and knew how much they felt right to me. When we had first tried this sort of dynamic neither of us really understood what we were doing and we fumbled through a lot of half thought out ideas for her taking control of me. This was something else entirely, she was systematically stripping every ounce of freedom from my life, and even though it scared me and made me anxious, it aroused me too, and felt more right than anything I had previously experienced.

“Say it, pet.” She coaxed me. “Say you are my puppet.”

She was watching me with wide, happy eyes. She knew exactly what she was doing to me, she could see my cock straining in the cage that held so much symbolism for both of us.

I broke, and collapsed into her fully. “I am your puppet.”

“Of course you are,” she replied happily. “Now, puppet, go get me a glass of white wine and come back here so I can tease you more.”

I pushed myself to my feet, took a second to get my balance, and then walked to the kitchen. It took me a few minutes to find the wine glasses, but there was an open bottle of pinot grigio in the refrigerator. I poured her a glass and returned to the living room.

She repositioned herself so she was sitting in a more traditional fashion on the couch and watched me return.

“Now,” she started. “When you are sent to bring me a drink you will kneel one one knee in front of me upon returning, bow your head, and hold the drink up to me as an offering. Do you understand?”

I nodded hesitantly, and tried to do as she asked. She hummed her approval and took the glass from my hands.

“Once I have taken the drink you can return to whatever position you were in previously, unless you have been commanded otherwise.”

“Thank you Mistress,” I said as I returned to a more comfortable seated position.

She hummed lightly again and took a sip of her wine. “And what are you thanking me for?”

“For training me to serve you, Mistress.”

“Can you think of anything else you should be thanking me for?” She asked, looking down at me.

I looked into her eyes and wanted to blather a thousand things, none of which my mouth could put words to. There was one thing I could say though, and I felt like it might encompass all of it.

“For not giving up on me, for coming back. Thank you Mistress.”

I felt tears coming to my eyes and without a word she pulled at my shoulder, letting me know she wanted me up on the couch with her. Soon I was laying, head in her lap, while she played with my hair.

“You are so welcome, my pet, my puppet. I am so glad this is working out. It is going so much better than I had even hoped.”

She continued to play with my hair and I may have even drifted off to sleep for a moment. I felt like I was home.


Chapter 8

A little while later I was back on the floor starting to look through an LSAT manual. I had taken them years before but my score was no longer valid, while Mistress Annabelle read on the couch, one of her legs draped over one of my shoulders, holding me in place. Her foot occasionally swayed into my caged up cock, and sometimes pressed on it directly, and clearly intentionally. I began thinking about how I had not cum in weeks, and how the closest we had come to sex was my face buried between her legs, which I did love, but only made me hornier and needier every time.

I sighed, somewhere between content and endlessly frustrated, maybe I was both, and looked up at her.

“Mistress,” I started, my voice plaintive, “maybe we should do something to celebrate me moving in?”

She smiled down at me, more of a smirk really, I am sure she could see the hope etched across my face.

“What do you have in mind, pet?” The smirk continued.

“Well…” I hesitated and looked up at her and down at my chastity cage covered genitals.

“Oh, you think we are going to have sex,” she giggled, and removed her leg from my shoulder. “Stand up, puppet.”

I stood up and she did as well. She wrapped her hand gently, but firmly, around the back of my neck and led me into her bedroom and in front of a full length mirror that hung off her bedroom door. 

She released her hand from my neck and we both stood there. She removed the necklace which held my key from around her neck and placed it in one of my hands, but held it firmly as she slid behind me.

“Look in the mirror and tell me if the person you see is someone who really gets to use their penis in any conventional way.”

As she spoke she took her other hand and slid it over one of my shoulders and down to one of my freshly pierced nipples. She tweaked it slightly and I gasped. Her hand lingered there for a moment before trailing down to my tattoo, which marked me permanently as her property for anyone who saw me naked. She pressed there firmly, eliciting another needy gasp from my lips.

“Do you really look like a normal man? One who would take me to bed and thrust themselves between my legs?” Her hand dropped further, to my locked up cock. “Or is this exactly where it belongs? Exactly where you belong?”

I shuddered and leaned against her, my knees suddenly weak. She nibbled on my neck lightly, possessively, I almost came through the cage just from that sensation. Then she pressed her mouth against one of my ears, her breath was hot against me.

“Well,” she whispered, “you have the key. It is up to you. Do you want to unlock yourself and try to please me like a normal man would? Or do you want to accept your place as my property, and understand that means you will probably never use your cock in that way ever again?”

She held me there tightly, breathing against my ear, against my neck. I could feel her arousal almost as acutely as my own. From the way she held me I am sure she could feel mine as well. I struggled internally, but the truth was I knew the truth as soon as she said, the enormity of it was washing over me, changing me, destroying parts of me. I released the key back into her waiting hand.

“I feel pathetic,” I whispered hoarsely.

She laughed, and grabbed my caged cock firmly. “It would only be pathetic if you were a man. The truth is you aren’t. You are a pet, a puppet, a piece of property.”

Every word she spoke made me feel smaller, yet somehow reassured me at the same time. The intensity of it all was scrambling my mind, which I am sure is what she wanted on some level. Her hand returned to the back of my neck and I felt her guiding me deeper into the apartment, into the small dungeon she had assembled. I was too dazed to struggle, though I doubt I would have anyway as she pushed me over a spanking bench and locked me to it with wrist and ankle cuffs.

My ass was exposed completely, and after she made some small adjustments my cock was too, in a way. The bench had a hole in it through which genitals could be pulled and my caged cock was soon hanging under the flat top of the bench. Only then, firmly in place, did she unlock my cage for the first time in weeks.

“Just because I am never, and I mean never, letting you stick that thing inside myself or anyone else again doesn’t mean I can’t have plenty of fun with it.”

I shuddered again, the permanence, the extremeness, of what she was saying was shaking me to my core. She only giggled at my response.

“Are you getting it now Brian?” She never called me by my name anymore. “Are you getting just how far I am taking this?”

I whimpered. “Yes, Mistress Annabelle.”

“Good.” I could hear the smile in her voice.

I was once again helpless for her, more so than normal, and felt the anticipation of the moment, not knowing what was coming next, but feeling like she was going to show me more of my place, as she saw it, in her life.

The fall of the first flogger surprised me but it didn’t hurt exactly. She continued in rapid fashion and I realized quickly from the speed and the sound that there were two floggers coming down on my back in rapid succession. Soon she was alternating between my back and my exposed ass. As she continued the intensity increased, but I would never have called it painful. Soon I was kind of zoned out though, following the pattern of the sound and the feeling and enjoying the feeling of the heat as my body warmed up to what she was doing.

It went on like this for several minutes and I was floating in a similar fashion to the way I felt while getting tattooed for her weeks earlier. The sound of the floggers slowed, then stopped, and I felt her hands rubbing first my ass and then my back. If I could have pressed into her touch I would have.

“Such a good boy,” She said, her voice as soothing as her touch. “You took that so well, and now you are ready for the whip.”

Whip, I thought slowly. It seemed like something I should rebel against but the words did not come, it was like there was a disconnect between mouth and brain from the state I was in. I didn’t even fully realize she had pulled away from me until there was a crack in the air by my head. Whip.

“It is called a Dragon’s Tail actually,” she said firmly. “Here is what is going to happen. Every time I strike you with it you will count the strike, and you will follow that by thanking me for showing you that you are not a man. Now, let’s see if you understand.”

The first strike was against my right ass cheek, it hurt more than any other time she had struck me. Somehow, it was also arousing. That is what I was most surprised by.

“One. Thank you for showing me that I am not a man, Mistress.” I said the words I thought she wanted to hear.

“Good. That was slow though. Faster.”

She struck me again, this time on the left ass cheek. I repeated the words.

“That is too much. Just count, and remind yourself that you are not a man.”

She struck me again, my cock was now fully engorged and straining despite the pain.

“Three. I am not a man.”

“Mmmmmm,” she sighed happily as she struck me a fourth time. “I like the sound of that.”

“Four. I am not a man.”

By the sixth strike I wanted to beg to cum. By the ninth I felt tears on my cheeks. I didn’t know it was from the pain or the emasculation.Probably a bit of both.

The strikes fell all over my body, I didn’t know it at the time but the harder ones were leaving delicious diamond shaped welts. Some of them would even bruise. By the fourteenth strike I was openly crying. The strikes kept falling.

“Fifteen, I am not a man.” I practically squealed it through the tears.

“No. You are not. You are my property.” She struck me again.

“Sixteen. I am not a man.” I was sobbing loudly. She showed mercy.

“Good boy. I think you get it now.” I felt her reach under the table and grab my rock hard straining cock. “Hot to the touch. You enjoyed that as much as I did you. You are such a depraved creature.”

As she spoke she began to roughly stroke my cock. I had hope for a brief moment that she was going to get me off. I felt my breathing change and so did she, she stopped as I teetered on the edge. I whimpered, and tried fruitlessly to push myself back into her hand. She giggled, and stepped back into view, crouching in front of me. A grin across her face.

“You are just perfect, you know that, pet?” She took my chin in her hand and stared into my eyes. “Not a man, but a perfect pet. Perfect property.”

She released me and moved away. I could hear her adjusting something but had no idea what she was doing. Then I felt her hand on my back, I winced as she ran her nails lightly across the welts she had made with her dragon’s tail. The electricity of the moment sent arousal surging through me. I don’t know if I had ever felt so needy, so full of desire, or so utterly helpless before that moment.

“I think I am going to give you a chance to cum tonight, sweetling. It isn’t going to be easy though.” She continued to rake her nails lightly across my back, I shivered from the sensations, the arousal.

“First, tell me the truth, pet, did you ever enjoy sex as much as you thought you should?”

I felt my face burn with sudden shame as I remembered one night, years before, where I confessed to her that traditional sex wasn’t as exciting to me as other things and I worried there was something wrong with me. It was a deep and vulnerable moment. Instead of responding she just laughed at me. I then burst into tears.

Of course there is something wrong with you, you let me lock you up in a chastity device. You wanted me to lock you up in a chastity device. Sometimes I can’t believe I let you fuck me at all. I could repeat the words verbatim even all the years later. Nothing had cut me deeper. It was only a little while after that, a couple of weeks at most, that the cocksucking incident had ended our relationship.

“Answer me, boy.” She swatted my ass, not hard, but it didn’t take much for it to sting after the earlier activities. I was shaken from the reverie.

“Please, Mistress?” I am not even sure what I was pleading for. I just knew I didn’t want to answer the question. She was having none of it.

She grabbed my cock again and began stroking it, slowly. I groaned, with need. “Answer the question and I will give you the chance to cum.”

The feeling was electric and I both never wanted it to stop and wanted to cum as bad as I could imagine. Her strokes were light and gentle, each pushing me imperceptibly closer to the edge. I whimpered and arched my back, as much as the cuffs would let me, as she brought me ever closer to the edge. We could both feel the point of no return approaching, it was like she knew my body as well as I did. There was one more gentle stroke and then she was pinching down on the head of my cock. It didn’t hurt, in fact it was intensely erotic, but the change of sensation was enough to pull me back, slightly, from the edge.

“Answer me this instant or the cage goes back on and you can sleep like this tonight.” She pinched just a little bit harder. It still wasn’t really painful, but my erection started to subside anyway, it was as though the pain was approaching at the same pace an orgasm was just seconds before.

“No, Mistress.” I finally admitted.

“Say more, pet. I want to hear the truth.”

Somehow, her stating it that way, her desire, her wanting to know me deeper than anyone else caused the thoughts to come rushing out of my brain and through my mouth like a torrent. Once I started answering that one simple question everything else followed.

“Sex always felt complicated to me, Mistress. It was always a challenge, or a test. I was always afraid to fail. I felt the same way when we started dating as equals. It was like I had to get everything right or I wasn’t good enough. I had to say the right thing, plan the right date. I always second guessed myself. The scariest thing I ever did was try to get you to take control. I thought for sure you were going to dump me. Then I went and ruined it. I got mad about a stupid thing and ruined everything. If I had just sucked cock for you, the way you wanted, we could have been here so much sooner.”

The tears started all over again but I tried to keep talking through them. “When you showed up that day I was so scared and when you threw the chastity device on the table I freaked out. When I got up and ran I thought I had ruined it again. Thank you for not giving up on me, Mistress. And thank you for showing me the truth. I am not a man. I am not supposed to be a man.”

Suddenly I could see her smiling in front of me again through my tear-filled eyes. Her eyes looked bright and happy, but wet as well. She stopped the torrent of words with a simple shushing sound as she took my face in her hands.

“You are my pet and my property. You don’t need to try to be a man anymore. You don’t need to pretend.”

She kissed me deeply, romantically, and I slumped fully into the moment. The kiss felt utterly discordant with the words she was saying, but was also the most beautiful moment I could imagine. By the time she pulled away I had stopped crying.

“You are not a man, it is as simple as that,” she stated. “But I love you for what you are. If I wanted a man, and sometimes I do, I could go find one with a click of a finger. But you are special for what you are.”

She stood up, revealing that she was now wearing a strap-on, it looked big to me, but any dildo probably would have. I gulped nervously.

“And now we can start working on rectifying the cocksucking error. You can start by sucking mine right now, pet.”

I tentatively opened my mouth for her and she slid the rubber phallus between my lips. It wasn’t the first time I sucked on a dildo, but it felt like the first time. The intensity of the moment, and all that came before it was sending shockwaves through me. She started out gentle, allowing me to get used to having the rubber dick in my mouth and almost letting me guide the process. Once she was sure I had gotten used to it, or as used to it as I could be in the moment, she slid out until just the tip was in my mouth before sliding forward firmly until the tip touched the back of my throat.

I felt my gag reflex start to engage before the gagging and sputtering started. Any hope that she was going to pull out was erased as she held the cock there, letting me gag on it.

“Relax pet, you can do this.” She took hold of my head with one of her hands, but simultaneously backed off slightly. “We are going to keep doing this until your gag reflex is as defeated as you are, pet.”

I tried to beg around the purple phallic object but nothing came out other than groans and whines, which quickly mingled with her gentle laughter. She then slid the cock, her cock, back into my mouth again and again let me sputter and gag before pulling out, almost to the tip.

“You are accepting what you are and I think that is beautiful. You are going to make me so proud, pet.”

She rammed into me, harder this time, fucking my face. All I could do was gag and drool and whine around the strap-on as she pushed into me over and over again. Soon there were tears intermingled with the drool and spit falling to the floor between us. Through it all my cock remained rock hard. As she fucked my face and taunted me with future plans I slowly came to terms with the fact that I not only needed this but craved it. She knew my core better than I did.

“Soon, pet, so very soon, this will be a real cock instead of my strap-on. You are going to suck cock for me and take cock for me and you are going to love it.”

She punctuated the sentence by driving into me and holding me there, firmly. The tip of the strap-on pressed firmly into the back of my throat. I barely gagged at all, but I whined through it, more out of desperate need for release, stimulation, anything, than out of any desire for her to stop. She had fucked that out of me.

Finally, she pulled the cock from my mouth and moved around me. I remained slumped over the bondage bench, helpless and limp, well all but one part of me limp. My cock remained hard and needy, and I let out a high pitched whine as she grazed it with a single nail as she walked by me.

She hummed with pleasure. “That is music to my ears, pet.”

I heard a squirting sound behind me and quickly realized it was lube. I felt her rubbing against my asshole with a single finger, ever so gently, before sliding it into me. I let out a low moan as she slid the finger in and out of me before adding another. It was, perhaps, the most gentle she had been with me since she walked back into my life. I would have pressed into her hand if I could have.

Finally pleased with how I was opening up she pulled back and I felt her press the head of her cock against me. She didn’t slide in right away, instead she just held it there, giggling, as I whined with need.

“I am pretty sure you have earned this. I told you you would get a chance to cum tonight and now you will.”

She began to press into me and my hole opened for her easily. The strap-on was much thicker than the two fingers she had used to warm me up but the pain was easily overridden by my desire and need. Like she had with my mouth she pressed into me slowly, until she was all the way inside me. I felt my cock grow even harder as the pressure built behind it and resolved to surrender fully to what was happening.

After giving me time to adjust to the fullness she started sliding in and out of me slowly. Every time she pressed into me I felt a surge of pleasure that was unlike anything I had ever felt before. I had asked for this many times, but it had never actually happened. I was glad it was her, my ex-girlfriend, my Mistress, my owner, who was introducing me to it.

I moaned loudly as she began to fuck me more insistently and was rewarded by even harder thrusts. Whatever pain had been there at the beginning was gone now. I just needed to be filled, fucked, used by her. Everything else had been completely abandoned by my growing lust. Every part of my body felt electric, my cock most of all. I could feel the pressure building through it and was sure I was dripping a puddle of precum below the table.

“If you are going to cum, pet, this is how it is going to happen.” She pressed into me again. “Not as a man, but as a passive object for my use and pleasure…and eventually the pleasure of others.”

My head was spinning as she said this and I knew she meant it. She did not want me as her boyfriend or her partner. I was her property and that was all I was ever meant to be. As she fucked me I grew more and more certain that this was my place.

I did not feel my arousal pass the point of no return, but I did feel the orgasm start to roil through me. It built up in a way I had never experienced before. She could feel it too and she made a sound that could only be described as Triumphant as she pushed into me one more time and held the cock inside me. I felt everything contract and then explode forward. My entire body tingled as I felt months of pent up need explode from my cock. My vision went blurry and I surrendered completely to the pleasure.

I did not even feel her undo the cuffs on my ankles and wrists. It was her arms around my waist that were the signal that it was time to move. She helped me off the bench, and down to the tile floor. I was on all fours, barely holding myself up, she sat next to me with an arm over me.

“You’ve made quite a mess, puppet.” Her voice was soft and the laughter that followed it was that of an angel. “I think you should clean it up.”

I looked with bleary eyes at the puddle and scattered drops of cum beneath the bondage bench. I somehow knew that she didn't intend for me to clean it up with a rag, or paper towels. I could feel exhaustion tugging at my body, but I slowly crawled beneath the bench and lowered my head to the floor. It tasted salty and bitter. It was slimy. I hated it. I loved it. I loved her for pushing me to this place.

“That is a good pet, we mustn’t waste a drop, and the room must stay clean.”

Against all odds I felt my cock stirring as I debased myself for her completely. I lapped up every bit of my cum, every bit of precum, as she watched over me.

When I finished I kneeled at her feet and looked up at her, all I could feel in that moment, despite the lingering unpleasant taste in my mouth, was gratitude and devotion. I wanted nothing so much as to be hers. The smile she looked down on me with reached her eyes and I knew she felt similarly.

“Now, pet, I think it is time to get you to bed.” She slid a closet door back revealing a cage, probably about the size of a twin bed. “Originally I was going to have you stay with me tonight, but I think now is a good time to start getting you used to your place, in full.”

I nodded, and tried not to show any disappointment as she prodded me into the cage.

“Stay, pet.” She was suddenly talking to me like an animal.

I felt blush creeping up my cheeks. I felt disappointed and defeated all over again, yet my cock was also stiffening and I had to admit I felt excited by all of it too. I watched with renewed longing as she left the room.

She returned a few moments later with a bottle of water and a padlock. She put the bottle of water inside the cage, patted my wrist gently, lovingly even, before removing her hand and closing the cage door. I didn’t even think to protest as she slid a lock through the opening mechanism and clicked it shut.

The sound of the lock clicking reverberated through me and somehow my cock stiffened again. She noticed and chuckled.

“I didn’t lock you back in chastity, pet, so you are in quite a predicament.” She snickered. “I can’t really stop you from wanking yourself but just know this, if I find a hint of cum, or even precum, in that cage tomorrow morning you will be severely punished. So if you are foolish enough to play with yourself you will have to clean up the mess.”

“I’ll be good, Mistress,” I replied, not really suggesting either way what my actual behavior would be.

“Oh, I am sure you will.” She smiled down at me through the cage. “Sleep well, pet. Welcome home.”

Home,I thought to myself, and wondered whether she meant the cage, her apartment, or all of the above.

“Goodnight, Mistress Annabelle. I love you.”

“I know you do, pet. I love you too. I am very glad that you belong to me.” With that she closed the door of the closet leaving me in darkness.


Chapter 9

When Mistress Annabelle closed the closet door and left me in darkness I didn’t think I would sleep. I had never imagined being reduced to a creature locked in a cage, in a closet. Somehow though I closed my eyes and drifted off quickly. I only awoke in the morning to the sound of the closet door sliding open. Mistress Annabelle looked down at me, already dressed for work.

“Time to wake up sleepyhead,” she chirped, always more of a morning person than I was. “I have to go to work and you have a lot to do today.”

I rubbed my eyes, and, once she unlocked the cage, crawled out and sat at her feet.

“A lot to do?” I looked up at her.

“Yes. You need to study. You need to quit your job, as pleasantly but firmly as possible. In fact, share the letter with me before you send it out. I also need you to tidy up around the apartment. There isn’t much to do but I am sure you can figure it out. When I get home we can do some shopping, you are going to need new clothes for sure.”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy, now come to the living room, I have something for you before I go.

I stood up and followed her to the living room, where she sat down on the couch. A single finger pointed to the floor and I knew immediately what was expected. I kneeled at her feet and bowed my head. That same single finger touched my chin and drew my head up to look her in the eyes.

“I know this is going to be a big change for you. Maybe I am moving a bit too fast, but you are just going to have to adjust.” She showed me, that in her other hand, was a gleaming steel ring. “This should be a pleasant reminder of what you are, and why you are here, pet. It is not your final collar, but you should wear it with pride.

Any words I had caught in my throat as she wrapped the steel ring around my neck and screwed it into place with a key wrench.

“Stay,” she said as she stood up and left the room.

She returned quickly with the chastity device which had been discarded the night before.

“We will also be replacing this with a custom fitted cage with a few accessories, but it will do for now.”

She sat back down and carefully locked my cock back in the cage. As it clicked shut I wondered if I should have taken the opportunity to masturbate the night before. Somehow though, I felt my shoulders relax slightly as it locked and I knew that meant something. 

“There,” she smiled and patted my head. “No furniture while I am gone, and don’t think I won’t know. I love you, pet.”

“I love you too Mistress,” I said, and I did. More than anything.

She kissed me on the cheek and then got up to leave. As she got to the door she turned around and smiled.

“I almost forgot,” she said. “Your phone is on the desk in the office. I made some changes to it. I know we didn’t talk about it, but I think you are getting used to that.”

I wondered what the changes were, but the truth was that I was getting used to it. She was in control and I truly was happier for it.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I smiled at her from my spot kneeling in the living room. “I hope you have a good day.”

“You too, pet.” She opened the door, and looked over her shoulder one last time. “Welcome to your new life.”


Chapter 10

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.


Chapter 11

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.


Chapter 12

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.”


Chapter 13

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 and 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.”
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