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“You don’t really want to be with me honey, if you were I’d have your balls in a jar.”

Ethan stared with bleary eyes at the beautiful redhead behind the bar. She had been feeding him a steady diet of old fashioneds and cruel rebukes to his flirting for the last two hours, but something about her made him enjoy it. Maybe it was the smirk on her face, or the lilt of her voice. Maybe it was the way they bantered between her barbs. Or maybe it was the gorgeous double e-cup breasts, the fiery red hair, and bright green eyes. Then again, maybe he was just drunk and lonely. In truth, he wasn’t sure.

For Stella’s part she wasn’t actually joking. She liked her men submissive, broken, and completely enthralled with her. She actually thought Ethan was cute, in a boyish sort of way, and he actually seemed kind. That was enough to make him stand out from the usual boorish nitwit that hit on her at work, but it wouldn’t be enough to save him from what she would do if they actually went beyond flirting.

Eventually Stella turned the lights on for last call. Ethan could tell that he wasn’t getting anywhere with her that night, the same as the three previous nights he had tried. There was a little voice in his head telling him to give up, another little voice telling him that she was dangerous, and a third little voice telling him she was worth it. In reality, all three were probably right and he should have just given up. Maybe he would have until she said something, right as he got up to leave.

“Hey, see you tomorrow?” She asked him.

He looked up and her smile was genuine, going all the way up to her emerald green eyes. Suddenly he had hope, and as we all know, hope can be the most dangerous thing.

“Definitely.” He replied, leaving a hundred dollar bill on the bar for his tab and exiting with a renewed bounce in his step.

Stella picked up the bill, happy that after paying his tab it was quite a generous tip. As the rest of the patrons left and she began cleaning up her thoughts turned back to the sweet boy who just couldn’t take a hint. Maybe there was something to him, if he could handle the real her. Almost nobody could though.

The next night he walked in right around 10pm. She figured that he was getting off a second shift job. She played it cool, but somewhere in the night her fantasies had turned to him directly and she made a decision, if he let her she was going to claim him. There was no way for him to know what that meant now, but she wasn’t an evil person, she would explain it to him and let him decide.

She let him stew at the bar for a solid ten minutes, it was busy enough that she could pretend it was just taking that long to get to him, but in reality she wanted to let the anticipation build. Rather than ask him what he wanted she just made an old fashioned and walked it over to him, placing it in front of him.

“Thanks,” he smiled. “I guess I am officially a regular now.”

“Something like that,” she purred.

“Maybe something more?” He asked, winking at her.

As usual she just rolled her eyes at his attempt to flirt, but then her answer surprised him.

“Look, Ethan right?” She leaned over the bar, putting her two giant globes of flesh directly in his face. “I have told you at least three times that you can’t handle what I would put you through. I said I would put your balls in a jar, and I wasn’t joking. But if you think you can handle it, if you really want to try I will give you a chance.”

He felt his dick stirring as she talked, and took a sip of his old fashioned. His head was buzzing and he couldn’t really think anything other than amazement that he really had a chance with this bombshell.

“I do. I really want a chance with you. Please.” He stammered.

“Tell me my name, and you can have your chance.” She figured she should at least make sure he had paid some attention.

“Stella, of course!” Ethan replied instantly, “look, I know fuckboys probably hit on you all the time but that isn’t me. I am seriously interested.”

“Good.” She took the hand that wasn’t holding his drink and held it tightly. “If you mean it, that will be your only drink tonight. You will finish it, you will leave, and you will come back right at closing time. Got it?”

He gulped, she wasn’t joking about being demanding. “Got it.”

“And no drinking anywhere else, you will be sober when you get back. After we talk more there will be plenty of time for drinking.”

“I understand.”

“Excellent,” she leaned back over the bar pushing her breasts into his face once more. “See you later tonight then cutie.”

He watched as she sauntered away, quickly finished his drink and then left the bar, intent on not screwing up a chance with his absolute dream girl.

Not wanting to go home, Ethan found himself sitting in his car. At first he tried to read a book he carried with him for slow times at work, but he was too distracted for that. Then he turned his attention to social media, he found Stella on a couple of sites but did not send any friend requests, he did not want to be creepy stalker guy. The more he saw of her though, the more he liked what he was seeing. She seemed deeply intellectual, and appeared to be studying psychology in a graduate program at the local university.

The time on his phone said he still had an hour to kill before he went back in, so he started browsing the internet more randomly. On a whim, he searched for the phrase she put my balls in a jar. Most of what he found was guys complaining about controlling exes, but then he started finding things about liking control.

The more he read the more interested it became. He knew, vaguely, about the world of kink but had never seriously considered it. He found himself wondering if that was the sort of stuff Stella was into. He found himself getting hard again and considered rubbing one out in the car, but realized it would be kind of gross, kind of messy, and worst of all could get him in trouble. If he got arrested for public indecency he certainly would lose his chance with that gorgeous redhead.

At 1:15 Stella looked at the clock and wondered how long he would wait before coming back in. She had surmised during her break that he was waiting in the car. She took that as a good sign, he could follow directions and was eager enough to sit in his car for several hours just for a shot with her. She wondered if she could really go through with what she had planned though, even more than that she wondered if he would let her.

At 1:45 he came back through the door. It was a little early, but she took that more as enthusiasm for her than inability to pay attention. It did give her an excuse to screw with him though, which she was glad for.

This time when she approached him it was with a glass of water. She placed it in front of him. “You’re early. Aren’t you worried about blowing it?”

“Umm… shit. I’m sorry. I mean I just-” He stammered his attempted apology and explanation but before she could get it out she stopped him.

“Shut up. Drink your water. When people start to leave you will go through the employee door by the bathroom. You will close it behind you, you will kneel on the mat there, and you will wait for me.”

“Kneel?”

“You heard me Ethan, don’t make me repeat myself.” She walked away without a word. 

Well, he thought, I guess that answers the question of if she is kinky or not. He wasn’t sure what he thought about it, or why it turned him on so much, but as blood rushed to his cock he didn’t find himself overthinking the situation. He finished the glass of water, and as the clock struck 2:00 and the remaining customers trudged towards the front door he went the other way. When he got to the area she had mentioned he slipped through the door and kneeled on the mat as she commanded.

His knees almost immediately started to burn, unaccustomed as he was to kneeling, and from where he was he could not see the bar area or the rest of the employee area, he was effectively isolated and could do nothing but wait for her. The bar continued to get quieter over several minutes and after he heard what he thought was the front door locking she appeared before him.

“Wow, you did as you were told. We are off to a good start.” She offered him a hand, “now get up. We can talk at the bar and find out if you are really up for this.”

Soon they were both at the bar, she offered him a glass of red wine which he accepted and they toasted, though to what, neither of them were sure.

Stella looked at him, taken in again by his boyish looks and his obvious naivete.

“How did kneeling for me feel?” She finally started.

He shrugged and looked down at his wine glass. “Well, um, it surprised me. I didn’t know what to think of it. But also um… for some reason you telling me what to do really turned me on.”

She nodded and took a sip of her wine. “That’s good. Look Ethan, I like you. I realized last night that I kind of like you a lot. You had been coming in here for weeks before you got up the courage to flirt with me. You clearly thought about it a lot and clearly meant it. But…I don’t think you can handle me.”

She did like him a lot, and if he let her she was going to destroy him, she wasn’t sure she wanted him to make that choice, though if he did she wasn’t going to stop it.

“You keep saying that. Why?”

“I don’t date normal people, vanilla people. I don’t even date mildly kinky people.” She sighed, “I like the extreme end of things and I don’t think you’ve ever even been flogged.”

“Okay,” He looked at her, he could see she was torn and on some level he was too. But when he thought about it deeper he realized he had never been as interested in anyone as he was in her. “Look, maybe it is crazy but I am so deeply into you. I am willing to try just about anything.”

“You are going to have to be willing to try anything, really anything, and you are going to have to be willing to be changed by me if you really want a chance at this working.”

“I do.” He nodded. “I want this, I want you, enough to try anything.”

“Okay,” she said. “Go back through the employee door, strip, and kneel again.”

He nodded and downed the rest of his wine, needing a little bit of courage to do what she was asking, but soon he was again kneeling on a dirty mat in a bar, this time naked. A few moments later she appeared before him naked as well. She looked down at him and smiled. His cock was hard, but that didn’t matter to her much, other than as a means to control him. She wasn’t joking about putting his balls in a jar.

Still, right now, his arousal would prove useful. She took a foot and pressed it against his dick. “I know this isn’t how relationships normally start, but I am not looking for a normal relationship. I want to be clear with you Ethan, by tomorrow morning you are either going to be my slave or decide to forget I ever existed. Do you understand?”

He nodded, trembling, but inwardly wondered how far she would take the slave thing.

“Good boy,” She purred, stepping back and letting his hard manhood flop in the air. “Show me how good you are at pleasuring someone with your tongue.”

For that he didn’t need to be asked twice. He moved forward and gently licked at the outside of her beautiful shaved pussy before delving into it more deeply. He licked and sucked as he probed with his tongue until she opened like a flower, and he found her clit. Her juices coated his face and he thought she tasted better than anyone he had ever been with.

All of this only encouraged him further and soon he was pressing into her with reckless abandon, sucking hard at her clit and rolling his tongue over it repeatedly. Already aroused from thinking about what she wanted to do with him throughout the majority of her work shift, it did not take long for an orgasm to burst out of her, coating his tongue and much of his face with her sticky sweetness.

She pulled away from him and gasped, smiling widely, “that was fucking incredible Ethan. I might just have to keep you after all.”

He gazed up at her perfect body, dumbstruck and more drunk on pussy juice than maybe he had ever been on whiskey or wine. He wanted more, he wanted all of her, he wanted to give her everything. His fate was well and truly sealed.

Eventually, her ragged breathing returning to normal, she helped him to his feet. “Okay, get dressed, boy. You are coming home with me tonight.”

Now it was his turn to smile widely as they both quickly dressed. She only gave the bar a cursory cleaning before leading him out the back door to her vehicle.

“We can worry about your vehicle tomorrow,” she said.

Stella pulled him towards an old yellow jeep, and helped him into the passenger seat, almost like she would a child. He offered no resistance and she was feeling increasingly certain that he wouldn’t be offering any in the future either. In some ways she knew she was moving too fast but she didn’t care. She thought that once it was done he would adjust to his new life quickly and the more she was around him the less chance she wanted him to have to change his mind.

Once in her apartment she made him an old fashioned and sat him down on the couch. “You sit here and drink that. I am going to get more comfortable.”

When she reappeared a few minutes later he had already finished the drink. He gasped when he saw her, covered head to toe in black latex. It only made the pale skin that was visible and her bright red hair look even more inviting. He reached towards her, only to have his hand slapped away.

She took one latex boot covered foot and used it to push him back into the couch before bringing it to rest on his groin, pressing hard against his cock, giving him just a bit of pain but nearly causing him to orgasm into his jeans right there. His breath gave it away and she laughed.

“Are you sure you want your last orgasm to be in your pants, just from being stepped on?” She taunted him.

“Last orgasm?” He looked at her, confused.

“Okay, probably not last, but last orgasm in your current state.” She smiled at him. “Remember what I said? Balls. In. Jar.”

He pressed himself against the back of the couch, equally aroused and terrified by her behavior.

“I thought that was metaphorical,” he stammered. “I looked around online and…”

“You didn’t look far enough cute-stuff,” she sneered at him. “If you had you would have found all kinds of hot, fucked up ideas. Maybe I should show you.”

“So…it wasn’t a metaphor?” Why, he wondered, was he still so fucking aroused by this woman.

She removed her foot from his groin. “No, it wasn’t, and if you can’t at least consider the idea I can just take you back to your car now.”

“That, that’s it?” He looked at her with wide eyes and a little voice in his head was telling him to run. Another, quieter, more insidious voice, was telling him that it was hot, and that he should stay put. Consciously, he tried to convince himself that she was joking.

“Yes. That’s it.” She sat down on the couch next to him, and grasped his leg, affectionately, but possessively. “I thought I was going to ease you into all this, but I can’t. I can’t start a relationship with you, build up slowly, and then have it all fall apart. It has happened too many times and it would break my heart.”

Her vulnerability shocked Ethan and, juxtaposed with her outfit and behavior, it felt even stranger. His mind was all over the place. He really liked this woman but did he like her that much?

“So what then? Either I let you castrate me right now or that’s it?” He looked at her incredulously. “I like you, like a lot, but that is not just a gamble, it is completely insane.”

She sighed and looked at him, gently touching his face. “I know it is, but that is me. Look, I can promise you three things, with me you will experience incredible pain and humiliation, I will basically take control of every part of your life, and it will be the greatest adventure of your life.”

He nodded at her trying to take it all in. His cock was still hard, and he didn’t understand why. He also didn’t understand why he was considering this at all, it was truly madness.

“I mean it, Ethan,” she continued. “It will be amazing and completely different from anything you can imagine. But to find out you have to be willing to make that sacrifice. I wasn’t going to do it this way and I am sorry but this is what I have decided. If you want to be with me you lose your balls tonight.”

For a long moment Ethan said nothing, just staring at the floor, he almost got up to leave several times, but something was holding him there. It was like he was stuck. Finally, he made a decision, and he couldn’t believe what was coming out of his mouth.

“Okay.” He said finally, “I have no idea why I am doing this and part of me thinks I will regret it in the morning, hell most of me does. But I am crazy about you. I am willing to risk it. I am willing to risk everything.”

She couldn’t believe it. She had let herself fall for this guy and it was going to cost him everything. What if it didn’t work out? It wasn’t that she didn’t care. It was just that she wanted him too much to stop herself.

“Good boy,” she cooed at him. “Strip for me.”

He stood up and she watched from the couch as he slowly removed all of his clothes for the second time that night. She liked what she saw, a smooth, toned body, and his cock was a nice size. She didn’t want to get into explaining to him the biology of what was about to happen or that he would still be able to use it, she didn’t want to confuse the situation at all. She stood up and led him to the bedroom.

He looked around, there was a king-sized bed, with what looked like a cage underneath it, a dresser, a large closet, and what looked like a giant wooden X with cuffs hanging off of it. That is where she led him. Before he could fully comprehend what was happening she cuffed one wrist and then the other two the giant cross, followed quickly by his ankles.

She smiled at him, stretched forward on tip-toes and kissed him, first his cheek and then hard on the lips. She probed his mouth with her tongue, the way he had probed her slick nether regions earlier in the evening. She could still taste herself, faintly, in his mouth.

When she pulled away she left him completely breathless. “Too late to back out now, pet.”

She went to the dresser and came back holding what looked like a strange tool, almost like a gun.

“When I do this, it is going to hurt, quite a bit, but I think it is going to turn you on anyway.” She patted his chest, and then playfully tweaked one of his nipples. “Then, the pain will subside and numbness will set in. Once the numbness sets in it is basically over. Your balls will be dead. I will cut them off, cauterize the wound, and stitch you up. You will be sore for a few days, but then life will be normal. Well, your new normal, as my slave. Do you have any questions?”

As she finished talking she took his balls and started fondling them and then pulled them away from his body slightly, his dick responded by getting even harder, which previously he wouldn’t have thought was possible.

“Is this the only way?” He asked, though even as he said it he knew the answer.

She gave the answer herself, silently, by pulling his balls further down and sliding something over them. He couldn’t see what was happening but he heard a click and when she released him and pulled the strange tool away he screamed in pain.

Even as he screamed she began to stroke his cock, which didn’t lose any of his hardness. His scream turned quickly to moans and ragged breathing as she stroked his cock excruciatingly slowly.

“This is called an elastrator, or castration bander. It put a thick, impossibly small, rubberband around your sack. It is crushing your spermatic cords and cutting off blood flow to your testes. Technically I have a few hours to take it off before you are permanently unmanned, but I want you to understand that that is not going to happen.”

He moaned wordlessly, lost in the mix of pain, terror, arousal, and outright lust he was feeling. He couldn’t believe how turned on he was, and the idea that he was losing his balls to this woman somehow turned him only more.

She continued to slowly stroke his cock, stopping only when she felt him hit the point of no return, several times. Soon he was hanging limply from the cross, ready to do anything for the orgasm she kept denying him.

“Okay Ethan, like I said earlier, this is your last chance. We can stop all of this, I can cut the band, bring you down off the cross, and we can go back to just being bartender and customer.” As she said this she continued to stroke him, and affectionately cupped his cheek with her other hand.

He looked at her with glazed eyes, knowing somewhere in the back of his mind that he could stop all of it, knowing that he should stop all of it. He couldn’t bring himself to say the words. He just shook his head.

“No. Please. Keep going.” His voice was raspy and filled with need and it only encouraged her more.

“If I keep going you are going to be my castrated pet for the rest of your life. You know that right?” she started stroking faster and he moaned loudly. “Even if you leave me, or I release you, you’ll just be a eunuch. You will wind up somebody else’s slave eventually anyway.”

Somehow as she talked every voice of reason in his head was falling silent. All he wanted was to cum, and to be hers. He didn’t care about anything else. He shook his head again.

She squeezed his cock and continued to stroke it, she heard his breathing change and knew he was getting close, she eased back just enough to make it last a few more seconds.

“Last chance pet, if you cum I am leaving you on this cross until your balls are good and dead.” She moved her other hand down to his neck and squeezed slightly, knowing it would probably push him over the edge.

“Please,” he grunted, and for a moment she thought he was going to ask to be let go. “Please make me cum. Please make me your slave. Please. Please. Please.”

He just kept repeating please over and over and she knew it was over, she knew he would be hers, and she knew just the jar she would keep his soon to be dead and useless balls in.

“Cum for me slave. Cum for me and accept your fate.” As she said it she squeezed his neck harder, cutting off blood to his brain as well.

He grunted several times as he felt his vision closing in and his orgasm fast approaching, when it came it rocked through his body like nothing he had ever felt. The explosion didn’t really stop, but just stayed steady as cum pulsed weakly from his cock. When it was finally finished he slumped forward, held only by the cuffs.

She felt his balls and they were ice cold and already deep purple, it wouldn’t be much longer until she could remove those useless pieces of him. He didn’t realize it in his post orgasmic haze, but it was probably already too late to save them from serious damage anyway.

She pressed forward and kissed him again, even more passionately than the last time. When she pulled away he looked at her again with wide glazed over eyes. He knew that he belonged to her, and somewhere in his head a voice was saying he had made the right choice. The other voices had long gone silent.

“Welcome to your new life slave,” she said, smiling at him as he hung there, seeing only her, thinking of only her. “This is where you belong now.”
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Are you sure you want this? There is no backing out once we start. This is your last chance to say no.

Billy looked at the text several times, and a voice in the back of his head kept telling him to back out, there was intensity and then there was what he was about to do, what he was offering this woman he had never actually met. He started typing only to stop and delete it several times. Finally he typed out his response and pressed send.

I am sure. I want this. I want to be yours.

If you show up I will know you are telling the truth. Coordinates to follow.

Billy watched the message on his phone impatiently. His heart felt like it was beating out of his chest. He thought about everything he was leaving behind and wondered how long it would take for his roommate to realize he wasn’t coming back. What would his parents think? The truth was, he wasn’t sure they would notice.

Finally an adult, he left for college, and that felt like the end of their relationship. When he had gone home for Christmas they weren’t even there at first. They had gone on vacation to Vegas and forgot to tell him. Now, it was time for spring break. It could be weeks before anyone noticed he was gone.

Finally the coordinates showed up. It was a parking lot for a 24 hour grocery store about fifteen minutes away. Billy got in his car and started driving. As she had ordered he was wearing sweatpants, a plain t-shirt, and flip-flops. Nothing else. He had brought only his ID and his cell phone with him. He didn’t know exactly what she had planned, but he knew if he showed up, and she followed through with it, his old life was already over.

When he got to the parking lot it was nearly empty, with a couple of cars near the front that probably belong to employees. There were a few other vehicles and, as was often the case he had noticed, a couple of RVs, but mostly the parking lot was dead. He parked, took a deep breath, and then texted her, before he lost his nerve.

I am in the blue honda civic that just parked, Mistress.

The reply came almost instantaneously.

Good boy. Now this is the real test. If you do this I’ll know you are serious. You will need to memorize this message.  There is a diner a half mile down the road called The Bronze Eagle Diner. You will drive there, go inside and ask to talk to Tracy. When you meet her you will hand her your entire wallet and car keys. Before you do that though, you will go to the trash can by the entrance to the store and drop your phone inside. You won’t be needing it any longer.

His breath caught in this throat as he read the message over and over again. He realized that she might actually be able to see him. They had been talking online for months but never met, or even talked on the phone. He realized, only now, that it was possible that she wasn’t who she said she was, she didn’t even have to be a she. That thought alone was almost enough to convince him to drive off.

He sat there for several minutes pondering his choices. If he got out and threw the phone away, if he did what she said, he really was throwing his whole life away. Three more years of college, girlfriends, a career. For all he knew she was planning to kill him, and even if she wasn’t planning that he knew what she was planning was almost as extreme. He would be her property, and only her property.

His dick started getting hard again just thinking about it though. They had spent months messaging, first about their interests, then outright flirting, and then dirtier and dirtier ideas of what they wanted to explore together. It didn’t matter to him that she was older, it just meant she knew what she was doing, which was great because he didn’t. He had never been more than lightly spanked and blindfolded. He had never even really been with a woman. This was not just jumping into the deep end. It was jumping into the abyss.

Replaying it all in his mind should have made him want to run, he realized, all it really made him want to do was spurt in his pants though. In a near trance he got out of the car and walked tentatively over to the trash can. When he looked inside he realized it would be difficult, but not impossible, to get his phone back if he changed his mind. He pulled it from his pocket and looked at it again.

His courage was waning and he was just about to turn and walk away when another text came through.

Don’t chicken out now sweetling, we are so close. Don’t you want to be helpless and in my clutches?

His dick throbbed in his pants. He read the message again. He thought about responding. He thought about apologizing and running. Then he thought about how close he was to meeting the woman who had occupied most of his thoughts for several months. Before he could think about it any further he threw the phone into the trash and ran to his car. As he did so he realized that the text meant she could see him.

He scanned the parking lot, trying to figure out which vehicle was hers, but he saw nobody. He gulped, took a deep breath, and drove a little further down the road, to The Eagle Tavern. By the time he pulled into the lot it felt like his head was full of fizz. He could barely think. This was really happening. Before much longer he would be with his Mistress. He looked down and saw a spot of precum leaking through his sweatpants.

He walked into the diner and looked around for a hostess. When he finally spotted someone he asked if Tracy was available

“That’s me. What do you want, boy?” She had the voice of a smoker.

“Um…I was told I was supposed to ask for you. I’m Billy.” He looked down at his shoes, suddenly feeling very foolish and wondering why he hadn’t just run.

“And were you supposed to do something once you found me?” She asked with a tone of mild annoyance.

Billy felt heat rising into his cheeks. He hated blushing. He hesitated for just a moment before handing her his wallet and keys, as he had been told to. She smirked at him, then leaned over the counter, motioning him to get closer.

“There is a door by the bathrooms that leads out back,” she pointed towards the back of the diner. “Go wait by the door. She will be here soon.”

She will be here soon. Bill nodded and gulped. He turned to walk away and was soon standing by the door. A few moments later Tracy appeared behind him.

“She will honk twice, when she does, open the door. That is all you need to know.” She turned to walk away.

“Wait?” Billy asked, “How do you know her? What is she like?”

Tracy snickered at him. “It is a little late to be asking those questions Billy. You bought the ticket. Now ride the ride.”

She walked away, leaving him alone with his thoughts, and fears, and a raging hard-on.

Billy didn’t have to wait long. A few minutes later he heard a vehicle pull up and settle into a parking position. A moment later there were two honks of a horn. Billy took a deep breath and opened the door.

It was late, and dark out, so the last thing he expected was to be greeted by a blinding white light when he opened the door, but that is what happened. It left him disoriented and confused, frozen in place. The light was too bright for him to see what was going on. Then he heard a vaguely familiar voice.

“Put your arms behind your back Billy.” The feminine voice spoke from behind the bright light.

He did so immediately.

“Good boy, now just stay still. You are consenting to this right?” She asked, already knowing the answer.

He nodded, trembling. 

Before he could realize what was happening he felt arms at either side of him, pulling his arms behind his back, they were quickly cuffed into place. Next something dark and thick was pulled over his head. He realized quickly it was some kind of bondage hood. He could see nothing and his hearing was muffled.

He realized that if he had wanted to run it was too late now. His arms were trapped and he was blind to everything. He felt the arms push him forward, he hit the edge of a large vehicle, he felt himself being lifted and pushed inside. He heard the muffled sound of a door slamming, and then there was nothing but dark and silence.

He did nothing but lay there for several minutes, knowing that he couldn’t really escape, even if he actually wanted to. His dick was throbbing in his pants though and he was as excited as he had ever been. She had warned him there would be intense bondage and sensory deprivation, among other things. Soon all he could think about was getting off, and what might happen to him once his captor, his Mistress, returned to the vehicle.

A few moments later he felt, as much as he heard, two doors open and shut towards the front of the vehicle. The engine revved a few minutes later and he felt the vehicle shift into gear and get out on the road. He quickly realized two things, first that it wasn’t just his Mistress in the car. Second, he had actually done it. He was now helplessly in the clutches of whoever he had been talking to since just before the holiday break. He almost came just from the realization that it was all, suddenly, very real.

Despite being blinded and relatively helpless Billy did quickly figure out one thing, they were in one of the RVs that had been parked in the first parking lot. That meant he was probably going on a serious road trip. His thoughts turned again to his parents, he wondered what they would do when they realized he was missing. He felt the first pangs of guilt at what he had done.

His thoughts were suddenly interrupted by cold metal against his belly and the sound of fabric being cut and ripped. Soon his shirt was torn away, leaving his slim hairless chest bare for his captor.

The cold metal was quickly replaced by warm, soft, hands, trailing up his stomach and over his chest, before stopping at his nipples, he moaned as his nipples were rolled through her, it was clearly a her, fingertips before she lightly squeezed each of them. She pulled at them lightly and he arched his back, moaning more and wanting nothing so much as whoever it was to keep touching him.

Suddenly he heard a brief bit of static in his ears, then a female voice, light and airy, but definitely older than him coursing through what must be speakers in the hood he was wearing. He recognized it immediately as the voice of his Mistress.

“You actually did it, slave. I didn’t think you’d actually do it.” As she spoke she continued to play with his nipples, driving him into a full frenzy. “You do know that what you’ve done is incredibly stupid, right?”

He whined at that. Somewhere inside he did know it, but as long as she kept touching him he didn’t really care.

“That is okay though. You won’t get to make any more stupid decisions.” The voice continued. “I will be making all of your decisions from now on, and it seems like maybe you need that. You obviously can’t be trusted to take care of yourself.”

Somewhere in his lust-addled mind he saw a twisted logic in what she was saying. He tried to say “yes, Mistress,” but he wasn’t sure she could hear it through the hood.

If she did hear it she didn’t respond, instead she placed clamps on each of his nipples, eliciting sharp gasps and another arching of his back. She then yanked off his sweatpants. He could not see it, but the woman smiled at the fact that he had followed her instructions to the letter. She had told him to wear sweatpants and a t-shirt, she did not mention underwear, and he didn’t wear any.

“Don’t worry, slave, you won’t be needing clothes too often from now on.” She grabbed his dick and squeezed it, drawing yet another moan from him. “This is a beautiful cock though. Have you ever used it, I mean really?”

He shook his head, inside desperately hoping that she would make use of it.

“Don’t worry Billy-boy. I will be making great use of it. Just not the way you might be imagining right now. No, no, no, I am afraid any hope of you ever, and I mean ever, using this dick like a man went away when you handed my old friend Tracy your wallet and keys.” As she spoke she began stroking his cock lightly, expertly judging how close he was to cumming and keeping him right on the edge.

He whined in lust and frustration and wondered if she was serious about never using his cock for sex.

“You remember when I told you that right, slave? That I don’t believe slaves should have traditional sex? Don’t worry though. You are going to get used and played with plenty.”

As if to accentuate her point, his Mistress stopped playing with his cock entirely. He couldn’t hear it but she retrieved a bit of lube and was soon squirting it around his ass. He tried to pull away, but was helpless to do so. Soon he felt the first finger invade his behind and he moaned quietly, surprised at how good it felt. By the time a second finger followed he was trying to push his ass into her rather than pull away.

“My, my, such a greedy little slut,” she teased him.

She slowly pulled her fingers out, and giggled at his whining as she did so. He then felt something larger being pressed against his opening. Completely filled with arousal and need he spread his legs further and pushed up, offering his ass to her. She accepted with vigor and pressed a long plug fully into place. It rested just against his prostate and he moaned quietly.

“I think you will like the way that feels while we drive.” She patted his chest, he then felt straps being pulled over him and he realized he was being bound in place. “Now, I have had a long day and need to get some sleep. So you enjoy yourself. I think you will learn a lot over the next couple of hours.

Her voice disappeared, and was replaced by soft melodic tones that seemed to be layered over one another. That was followed quickly by a light vibration in his ass, from the plug she had left inside him. Every bump of the road seemed to press the plug hard against his prostate and every time his dick responded, leaking more precum out onto his naked body. He could feel it pooling in the area between his stomach and groin, but could do nothing about it.

A few moments later her voice reappeared, quieter than before, and he quickly realized it was a recording that went with the melodic tones that kept playing in his ears. Between the relaxing music, her voice, and the constant arousal he felt himself drifting as he listened.

Just relax and let go, my pet. Forget your old life. Billy is gone. You don’t need to wear that mask anymore. You don’t need to pretend to be a person or struggle with freedom. Those things aren’t for you. Just relax and let them go. Drift deep for me, and let your new life, your new existence in. Let the past go. Let your memories go. Let your freedom go.

As he listened to the voice he remembered that they had talked about hypnosis more than once. She said she enjoyed it but wasn’t that skilled. He wondered if she had been lying, but it was hard to hold onto the thought with her voice, and the music, beating incessantly on his brain, or with the plug vibrating endlessly, keeping him right on the brink of a desperately needed orgasm.

You are meant to be my toy, my pet, my property. You are meant for my control. You are my puppet. Let go of your free will. Let go of your identity. I am your identity. I am your life. I am your will. Let go of everything else and feel the pleasure of being mine. I am your pleasure. Obedience is pleasure. Pleasure is obedience. Obedience is pleasure.

The recording continued like that for what felt like hours, and Billy concluded he had no choice but to let it wash over him. As the vibrations continued, and the road and the plug forced additional pleasure to course through him, he remembered that this is what he wanted, or maybe the voice told him it was what he wanted. He was less and less sure there was a difference.

You are my good pet, and that fills you with so much pleasure. You are my puppet and that makes you aroused. You are my slave and that gives you purpose. All of it feels so good, doesn’t it, my pet? Too good to hold in. Let the pleasure wash through you. Let the vibrations bring you over the edge. Feel the pleasure take over. I am going to count from ten to zero and when I hit zero you are going to cum harder than you ever have before, and when you do, you will truly accept your place as my property.

Ten. Nine. Eight. Obedience is pleasure. Seven. Six. Five. Pleasure is obedience. Four. Obedience. Three. Two. Pleasure. One. Obedience. Zero. Cum for me pet. Cum and be mine.

When the command came Billy’s body spasmed and he felt the deepest orgasm he had ever felt roll through his body. His cock spurted jets of cum over and over, most of them landing on his stomach and chest. He felt it but didn’t care. He was right where he was meant to be. A few moments after the orgasm he heard the tones shift, and the recording started over. His eyes drifted shut, even as he listened to his new life being etched into his mind.

His Mistress had been asleep for the first orgasm, but the tail end of it woke her up. She spent the next little while watching as the recording did its work three more times. Each time the orgasm was a little bit weaker and by the end of it she was certain he had been milked dry. His cock was shrunken and limp and he was breathing shallowly, she was certain he was fully asleep.

Smiling to herself, she shut off the recording and tenderly cleaned off her new property. Normally, she would want to make a new slave eat their cum, but there would be plenty of time for such fun later. Satisfied that he was as clean as he would get before they got to his new home she searched through her bag, coming up with a black 3D printed chastity device. She had made it based on measurements she had made him take a few days before and she was certain that it would fit perfectly and have exactly the effect she wanted.

She locked it carefully into place, securing it with a lock that could only be opened with a bluetooth app from her phone. She then slowly removed the hood from his face, revealing the sweet young boy she had been flirting with for so long. She smiled as his eyes fluttered open, excited to be the first thing he would see upon waking up.

The first thing Billy noticed when he woke up was that the plug was still vibrating in his ass, the second, when he opened his eyes, was a redheaded woman, perhaps in her mid thirties staring at him from only a couple of feet away. He shook his head and slowly realized it was her, and her pictures were real.

“Mistress?” He asked, slowly, his mouth dry.

“Yes, slave.” She smiled down at him, affectionately taking his cheek in her hands. “You are mine now. How does that make you feel?”

His cock twitched at that, and for the first time he realized that his dick was locked away. Another thing he had never experienced that they had discussed many times. It was like all of his fantasies were coming true at once, and it should have been more than he could take. He felt strangely calm and content in it.

“You really came and got me? Thank you, Mistress.” He smiled, his eyes glazed.

“Of course I did, pet. In a couple of days we will be home and your new life can truly begin.” She let her hand trail d

own his chest and playfully tweaked one of his nipples again.

A little voice in his mind reminded him that pleasure was obedience, and his cock twitched once more in its cage. He just continued to smile at his Mistress, not even noticing as his old life drifted further and further from his mind. Soon, soon he would be home.
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Part I

I had seen him watching me, sometimes in class, sometimes in the cafeteria, sometimes I would be walking across campus and catch his eye. If he was feeling brave on a particular day he might give me a half smile. It was cute. The truth is that he was cute. Just my type really. It was really difficult not to march right up to him and ask him on a date. I knew he was too shy to do it. I also knew that he had to come to me. It wouldn’t work otherwise. He had to want me bad enough to give in, that is just how I did things.

I am actually amazed that word hadn’t gotten out about me. Then again, I had only done it twice since starting medical school, the first time it wasn’t even one of my classmates. It was a server at the local diner. He had waited on me a few times and I knew he wanted me. Finally he got up the nerve to ask me on a date. I said yes. I always do. He took me to dinner and a movie. Probably more than he could afford really, though I doubt he even thought about the money after what the date had really cost him.

He was so eager when I strapped him down to the surgical bed. I edged him slowly for close to an hour then I gave him a simple choice. Go home with blue balls or I would give him the best orgasm of his life and he would go home without balls. It is so funny how the build up of lust and desire makes men willing to do such foolish things. Then again, I think it turns them on when I tell them what I have planned for them. Only a couple have asked to leave. I always let them go. I am not a monster, afterall.

Now everytime I go into that diner he sees me and blushes. Whenever he waits on me I leave him a nice tip too. He has never said anything to me but I think he still likes being close to me. It is interesting. I don’t think many of the men I have deballed have ever regretted it.

The other one was a little more complicated. He was actually one of our instructors. I had heard he was engaged but somehow I wasn’t surprised when he asked me out. I turned him down the first time, and the second. I don’t go out with men who are spoken for. By the time he asked me the third time though, I wondered if I would be doing his fiance a favor.

I fully expected him to say he wanted out, but just like so many others, the thought of my warm, wet, pussy, was too much for him. When I lowered myself onto him I leaned close and whispered, “was this worth losing your balls for?”

He exploded inside me right then and there, I didn’t even have to move. After I was finished I told him that it was pathetic how much he was turned on by his own castration. He wept, and then begged me to see him again. He resigned from the medical school two days later. I felt a little bad about that but I am sure he landed on his feet.

This new boy though, he was something special. I could tell he was sweet and shy. I almost hoped he wouldn’t muster up the courage to ask me out. I knew how it would end, him on my gurney, accepting his fate. There was just no way he would be able to turn me down, especially since I would bet even money that I would be his first; I would be his last too if it ever came to that.

He was very cute though, average height and build, with sandy brown hair and hazel eyes. He looked younger than he was and had the sort of androgynous features that would make him attractive as either gender. In truth he would have looked even better as a girl and probably dealt with less crap. The ‘real men’ always tortured the soft, sweet, ones and I knew it. He probably had not had much fun in high school, or college.


Part II

I was in my first year at medical school and was having trouble getting my feet under me. Undergrad had been so easy for me, but medical school was much harder than I had expected, just being smart wasn’t enough to get by; everyone here was smart. I was studying twice as much as I ever had before and realizing quickly that I didn’t fit in, and I hated it.

I hadn’t fit in anywhere in the past really either. Not masculine enough, not tall enough, and more interested in books and quiet conversation than drinking, loud music, and casual sex. I had had three girlfriends, and none of them had lasted more than a couple of months. I kept telling myself that once I got through school and became a doctor a woman would see my worth, but I don’t know that I really believed it.

I had also developed strange interests over time. Maybe it was just spending too much time on the internet, or maybe it was always ingrained in me. But the truth was I kind of liked it when women were mean to me. Not really mean, but when they put me in my place, got aggressive with me, and took the lead…I had to admit that I enjoyed it. Not many women seemed to feel the same way though.

I had found some communities online and even tried online dating, but I quickly found that most dominant women wanted to be paid for their time. I was a broke student, hoping I could make it through med school, I couldn’t afford to spoil a woman, as they so often called it. 

The one bright spot through it all was her. It had taken me a couple of weeks to figure out who she was, a second year student named Aubrey Richardson. She was near the top of her class, and was going to get an MD and PhD before it was all done. She was a hundred miles out of my league and I knew it. But she was tall and beautiful with long auburn hair, incredible curves, and always smartly dressed.

I didn’t exactly go out of my way to run into her but whenever I saw her I would linger, maybe a little longer than I should. Sometimes I would smile at her, but I would almost always want to run away afterwards. I wanted to disappear entirely the times she smiled back at me. I had heard some rumors that people thought she was strange. She didn’t seem to date really and nobody seemed to know what she did with her spare time.

The only exception to that rule was that she would be at the local diner with a couple of other students every Friday night, and sometimes other nights during the week. They would study there, or talk about books, or just make small talk. It was the only socializing anyone I knew had seen or heard of her doing.

It took every ounce of courage I had but one Friday night I decided to go to the diner and hang out, see for myself, and maybe get a chance to talk to her, though that would be too much to ask for. I got myself seated around 9pm and ordered some chicken fingers and fries. I had brought a book with me so I wouldn’t look too creepy and sat there for a while eating a late dinner and reading what had turned out to be a truly wretched piece of sci-fi.

Aubrey, and two other second year students came in about twenty minutes after I did and were seated a couple of booths away. When she sat down she was looking directly at me. She smiled and gave me a slight wave. I could immediately feel my cheeks burning and knew that I was blushing deeply enough for her to notice. If I could have dissolved into the booth I would have. Instead I buried myself deeply in the terrible book, and soon blocked out the sounds and everything around me. Courage would have to wait for another time.

All of a sudden I heard a voice from somewhere above give a loud “ahem.”

I looked up and she was standing there, looking down at me. I felt tiny. It was the first time I had been this close to her, she was easily four inches taller than me but there was more than that. Her aura was beyond powerful. I felt myself stiffen in my pants.

“You look sad sitting here by yourself, and the ending of that book is awful. You should come join us.” She motioned to her booth, with her friends.

I looked up at her dumbfounded, I couldn’t believe she was talking to me. The connection between my mouth and my brain stopped working, so instead I just opened my mouth and shut it again, which probably only made me look dumber.

“Well?” She put her hands on her hips, “get your drink and come on over.”


Part III

I don’t know what had come over me. I don’t approach boys. I let them come to me. But I couldn’t just let him sit there all by himself either. If I am being fully honest though it wasn’t pity, it was curiosity. I wanted to find out who this boy was, and see how he would react. I knew he wanted me. But would he make a move? I still wasn’t sure what I was hoping for.

His name was Kyle. He was a first year student and he wasn’t enjoying himself. He was, as anyone could tell, shy and a bit of a nerd. I learned all that while he sat with me and my friends. They eventually had to leave. He tried to get up to leave too.

“Wait,” I put out my hand to stop him. “There isn’t any class tomorrow. Stay awhile longer.”

He looked at me with the same stupefied expression he had when I invited him over. He wasn’t dumb, he was just shocked that anyone was paying attention to him. I got it. I knew his type. He sat back down though.

We made small talk for about another half an hour. We both like sci-fi, so we wound up talking about that a bit. I was beginning to be glad that he didn’t have the courage to ask me out. Maybe we could be friends. I had never really had male friends. I still had to push it though. I just couldn’t help myself.

“So why haven’t you asked me out?” I eventually asked him.

He looked down at the plate of half eaten pie in front of him, his cheeks started turning red for what must’ve been the twentieth time that night. He was perpetually blushing.

“I am not good at that,” he said finally. “Besides, you are, like, the most attractive person on campus. Why would you go out with someone like me?”

“I normally wouldn’t,” I admitted. “And not because I don’t like you. I do. And I think you are cute too. I don’t really date though. I am more of a one night only kind of girl.”

He tilted his head at that, surprised. “Why is that?”

“Well,” I lied, “I am really focused on my career. I don’t know where I will end up after med school and don’t want a relationship messing with that.”

The truth was I didn’t want a relationship getting in the way of my series of one night stands followed by castrations. It was what did it for me. I was not sure anything else would. I had thought about it, but never really found anything.

“Oh,” he said quietly, letting it hang in the air.

“Oh?” I asked.

He just shrugged. I guess he was trying to figure out how he felt about that, or maybe just working up some courage.

“I like you too. I would be sad if we only had one date though. I guess it wouldn’t be so bad though, especially if we could remain friends after.”

I doubted he would want to remain friends after what I had in mind for him. I guess stranger things have happened though. But as I looked at him in that moment, I saw the innocence in his eyes and thought about how that would belong to me, and only me, forever if I took him. I had to have him.

“Ya never know.” I shrugged. “It might work out great. A night of fun and a lifelong friendship. Or you might hate me after.”

“Maybe it's worth the risk?” He looked at me with a sheepish grin.

This wasn’t how I did things but I just had to have him.

“Let’s go back to my place and find out.” I smiled deviously and stood up. I’ll pay the tab, meet me outside.


Part IV

I stood outside and waited for her, shivering in the cool night air. She came bouncing out the door a moment later and took me by the arm.

“Did you drive?” she asked.

“Nope, walked.”

She started pulling me towards a white sports car. “Good, don’t have to worry about your car then.”

She opened the door to the passenger side of the car for me, in a strange juxtaposition of what should be happening on a date, and I got in, giggling slightly. I was feeling giddy and surprised about all of it. I never thought I would get to talk to her, let alone whatever this was. She joined me in the car and we sped off. A few minutes later we were walking into a townhouse not far from campus.

“I thought these were mostly faculty,” I said, as she welcomed me into her home.

“They are, I lucked out though and was able to rent one from a family friend.”

She led me up the stairs to the main floor. Her living room had a small couch, a recliner, and a big screen television. All of that was normal. The strange part was that there was also what looked like a surgical bed set up and pushed to the side of the room. Not a normal piece of living room furniture at all.

We quickly collapsed onto the couch and soon she was kissing me forcefully. Everything about this felt like it was the opposite of what a normal date would be, so of course I loved it. In the back of my mind though I was remembering this was a one night only thing, and that kept me from throwing myself fully into it.

Despite my reservations she soon had me throbbing in my pants and was pawing at my clothes.

“Strip,” she commanded, “let me see what I am working with.”

I was feeling lustful enough that her giving orders pushed me over the edge and I did as I was told. Soon I was standing in front of her, my cock standing out, red and throbbing. She grabbed it and began stroking it gently.

“This is nice. Bigger than I expected.” She cooed at me, stroking me slowly.

I didn’t know what to think of the backhanded compliment. But as long as she kept touching me I didn’t really need to think much anyway.

“Hey, how do you feel about bondage?” She asked me, grinning.

My cock throbbed in her hand, which may have been all the answer she needed. “I am intrigued, but have never had the experience.”

She pulled me, gently, by my penis over to the surgical bed. “Well, here is your chance!”

She patted the bed. “Hop on up and I’ll strap you down. It will be an experience you will never forget.”

I knew she was right about that, and despite my lack of experience I didn’t need to be asked twice. Before I knew what had happened I was tied down. Nearly immobile.

She stood over me, looking down into my eyes and slowly stroked my cock. She brought me to the edge over and over, somehow knowing, probably by the way my breath would catch in my throat, when to stop, or slow down, only to work me back up again.

Soon I was begging for release, for the chance to cum, and she only laughed.

“Please, anything. I’ll be your slave. Anything. Please.” I was mumbling, barely coherent, my cock straining in her hand and my entire body begging for orgasm.

“My slave?” She chuckled. “Nobody has ever offered that before. Do you mean it?”

I thought about all of the stories I had read online about BDSM and Mistresses and their slaves. I nodded.

“Yes, please Aubrey, anything.” I had never begged like this in my life, and the fact that I was begging turned me on even more.

She brought me to the edge again, we both watched as a bead of precum oozed from the tip of my manhood. She plucked it from me with a finger and then held it to my lips.

“Taste it, slave.” She ordered, sternly, before breaking into a giggle.

I tentatively stuck my tongue out to lick her finger. It didn’t taste bad, it was kind of interesting actually.

“Okay, here is the deal Kyle.” She took a step back and began disrobing, removing both leggings and panties. “I have had a lot of men in your position and only a couple have made the right choice. Let’s see if you do.”

She grabbed my cock again and brought me rapidly to the edge, shutting down the impending orgasm by squeezing hard, and then working me back up again with the slow strokes she had been using previously. I was moaning and thrashing in my bindings, but I was effectively trapped until she let me out.

“What choice?” I managed to whimper, through the moans.

“Simple. I can undo you right now, you can get dressed and walk home. Our night ends now. Maybe I will see you at the diner again, maybe not, but your one night with me in this way ends here.” She paused and sighed. “Or, I can climb on top of you and give you the pleasure you really want, really crave, but it comes at a cost.”

“A cost?” I looked up at her confused, thinking for a moment she meant money, but nowhere near brave enough to say so out loud and risk insulting her.

“Yes, a grave cost.” She smirked, and stroked me slowly once again.

“It can’t be that bad, what is it?” I was confused and more aroused than I had ever been.

“I want to take your balls.” She said, “I want to castrate you.”

“What?” I nearly screamed. “Castrate me?”

“Yes, like many before you. I want to castrate you. And I think you are going to let me.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing. My mind was a mess of emotions and terror and lust. She began stroking me again and everything was fuzzy. Nobody had ever made me feel like she had. She brought me to the edge again, my cock was straining, harder than it had ever been.

“I think you like the idea,” she taunted me. “Your dick certainly does. Have you ever been this hard?”

I whined and tried to get away from her grasp but was helpless.

“No,” I finally answered, defeated.

“That’s what I thought,” she whispered, leaning down and breathing into my ear. “You want this don’t you.”

I whined more, but admitted I did. “Yes, I think it is hot. I don’t know why.”

“So many do,” she laughed. “I think you do even more than most though. Just say yes. Say yes, and I will climb on top of you and give you everything you’ve dreamed of.”

She was twisting her hand as she stroked my cock and the sensations were unreal. I had never needed to cum so badly, and the idea of being inside her was more than a dream. My rational brain was completely shut down by her ministrations and her words, and by my own nature. Finally I gave in.

“Yes. Please. Yes.” I cried out.

She didn’t say anything else. She climbed up on the surgical bed and positioned herself over my straining, rockhard member. She slid the tip inside her, and locked eyes with me.

“Am I your first?” She asked me.

I nodded, unable to speak.

“And your last,” she breathed. “That is so exciting.”

She lowered herself down on me and slowly began to undulate, it was unlike any sensation I had ever experienced and I felt the orgasm building inside me. She began bouncing up and down on top of me and it only took a moment before I exploded, arching my back and moaning loudly. The orgasm went on for what felt like minutes but could not have been that long.

All through it I thought about the heat of her tight pussy wrapped around me. Only as it subsided did I realize what was going to happen next, and with some amount of clarity began to thrash against her.

“Let me go. Please.” I cried. “Let me go.”

She put a finger to my lips, quieting me. My cock was still inside her and had not completely softened. She squeezed it inside her causing me to moan again. “A deal is a deal,” she said. “Besides, I think you want this.”

Amazingly, I felt my cock start to grow hard again and she started pumping up and down on me slowly. Soon I was back to full stiffness. She locked eyes with me again and slowly, so slowly, rode me. My body felt like it was on fire with desire, the first orgasm did not lessen my lust for her at all. Soon she was moaning as she plunged down on me over and over again, her fingernails digging into my chest as she held on for balance.

Finally she plunged down hard on me and held herself there, her muscles tight around me. She moaned loudly and bent forward. I can’t say for sure that she orgasmed, but in that moment I felt myself spurting into her a second time and hoped that she had achieved orgasm as well. As the moment ended I let my head lean back, completely spent. I felt myself drifting on the edge of consciousness.


Part V

I pulled myself off of him and straightened myself out. When I looked down into his glazed eyes I knew that he would accept what was coming now easily. I had never given any of my dates a second orgasm, but he seemed like he deserved it. He moaned quietly but didn’t say anything as I walked away, coming back a few moments later with the necessary tools.

Before he could say anything, though he was still barely conscious, I injected a local anesthetic into his groin and began to disinfect the area. I think the rapid numbing of his cock and balls made him aware, once again, of what was coming. He looked down at where I was working and I saw a tear form in his eye. If I was the sort to feel guilty about this that might have gotten me.

“Do you want to watch?” I asked him.

I was surprised when he nodded yes. I grabbed a pillow and reset the bed slightly so he could see where I was working, then I went back down between his legs.

I nicked his scrotum, creating a small opening, and squeezed the first testicle out through it, the skin stretched and the ball popped out. He gasped, but when I looked up he was watching, seemingly fascinated with the destruction of his own manhood. Once the testicle was out I took a pair of clamps, and wrapped the cord around it once before clamping closed. This stretched the cord, made it easier to sever, and easier to knot afterwards to facilitate healing.

I picked up a scalpel and smiled at him, he closed his eyes, but I think he reopened them before I made the slice. He gasped quietly again as I removed his first testicle. I then made sure the spermatic cord was properly stitched and knotted before squeezing the second testicle out of his sack.

“This is it.” I looked up at him. “After this you will be a eunuch. Was it worth it?”

He closed his eyes and sobbed quietly. “I don’t know, I don’t know.”

It didn’t matter. It was going to be done anyway. I repeated the procedure with the second testicle, and placed them both in a jar, I would dispose of them later. For now though, my sadistic urges were taking over.

I held the jar up close to this face. “Your manhood belongs to me now. No matter what you do in life, this part of you, this part of your life will always belong to me and only me. I think you are my favorite castration.”

He cried quietly but didn’t say anything about it. I wondered how he would feel about it in the coming days.

I returned to his scrotum and stitched it up, the nick was small but I wanted to make sure he healed properly. With that finished I undid the bonds holding him to the hospital bed.

“Thank you for a lovely night Kyle. It is late and I need to get some sleep.” I patted his chest, almost affectionately. “You should lay there for a while and get your bearings. When you are ready, you should get yourself home.”

He looked up at me with giant eyes. It looked like he had a thousand things to say but only nodded to me. It was normal for them to be emotional once it was done. They agreed to it to fulfill their lust but once it was finished reality came crashing down hard.

I went up the stairs to the bedroom and locked my door. I doubted it was necessary but I liked to take precautions. Usually I saw them out, but I felt like he might need a little more time to compose himself. I drifted off to sleep behind the locked bedroom door without waiting to hear him leave.

When I woke up, sunlight was coming in my bedroom window and birds were chirping outside. I stood up and stretched, and found a pair of sweatpants to throw on. I planned on going to the diner for breakfast, and then maybe for a walk. When I threw open my bedroom door the smell of bacon hit my nose immediately, surprising me. Even more surprising was the sound of someone moving around downstairs.

I reached for the first weapon I could find, though I doubt a tennis racket would have been very effective and walked slowly down the stairs. I could not have been more shocked by what I found there.

Standing in my kitchen, with his back to me, was Kyle, wearing my apron and cooking breakfast.

“What are you still doing here?” I practically shrieked.

He turned around shocked and put his hands up in the air. “I’m sorry. I know I should have left. Please let me explain.”

I was holding the tennis racket between us as I finished coming down the stairs. “Okay, explain.”

“Well, breakfast is almost done. So, maybe over breakfast?” He looked completely sheepish.

I shook my head and dropped the tennis racket. “Fine.”

I had no idea what to think, I had tied him down, fucked him, and cut his balls off the night before, and now he was standing in my kitchen cooking breakfast. I should have seen him out like I had all the others.

Finally, he brought two plates over to the small dining table I had. It was a basic breakfast, bacon, eggs, and toast, but smelled good. He sat one of the plates in front of me and then stood with the other.

“Well, you made it. Sit down and eat, and explain yourself.” I took a bite of bacon, it really was perfectly cooked.

He took a deep breath. “Okay. I have never imagined what happened last night, but I have imagined a woman like you, who would do what she wanted with me, and take control. I have imagined that for years. I never thought it was possible.”

“What’s your point?” I glowered at him, mostly to hide my confusion.

“Well,” he paused and took a big deep breath. “When you told me last night that that part of me would always be yours it was really intense and I was kind of freaking out, but it was also really hot…and true.”

He stopped for a moment and took a bite of toast. It seemed like it was mostly to gather his thoughts. “I had gotten up, even gotten dressed, and was ready to leave. I was feeling sad, and angry, but I kept coming back to that moment. Then I thought about all the things I had read online, and the idea popped into my head…what if that wasn’t the only part of me, part of my life, that was yours?”

“Like what, a slave?” I asked incredulously.

“Well, yeah, more or less.” He looked at me, his face serious. “You used that word last night anyway.”

I had called him a slave the night before. That wasn’t part of my normal routine. None of this was how I normally did things. Maybe there was a reason for that?

“So you want to be my slave?” I asked him, not even sure such a thing was really possible.

“I do. I really do Aubrey.” His eyes were pleading with me, and I thought about how cute I found him and how much I really did like him. Maybe it was possible?

“Okay then, slave. Let me finish my breakfast in silence. Then you can clean up. Then we can talk about what that might actually mean.” I looked at him, waiting for an answer.

He nodded. “Yes, Miss Aubrey.”

I didn’t know it at the time, but that was the beginning of a new life for us both. He dropped out of med school at the end of the semester and we were married three months after that. Kyle became Kylie, my perfect housewife and slave, and best of all she became my assistant for all future castrations. You didn’t think I would stop did you?
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Standing there, in front of the mirror, I looked at the freak in the reflection and wondered how it had come to this. A completely emasculated wimp stared back at me. My formerly broad, hairy chest was now hairless and the loss of muscle mass, and weight in general, was obvious. Maybe I had never been the biggest guy but what stared back at me was a slightly feminine, genderless, freak. Diapered, and collared, with pale skin, I couldn’t remember the last time I had been outside. 

I wanted to cry, to scream, to curse. But I had done all of that. Tears would no longer come, or rather, they would not come from standing in front of the mirror and contemplating my fate. She would make them come. Even now my usually limp, mostly useless, former manhood twitches at the thought of her though. She trapped me with her seductive nature, her promises of fetishes I couldn’t fathom, her beauty yes, and intelligence too. She trapped me with my own foolish, perverted, desires. She warned me to be careful what I had wished for. Maybe, just maybe, I should have listened.

My legs, as hairless as the rest of my body, from the neck down anyway, were covered up to just below the knees with pink and white striped socks. Below them a pair of white mary janes. If the shoes, or socks, leave any doubt about how she views me, the large, crinkly, puffy diaper dispels them instantly. Though ever since my first night staying with her I have used the large thick diapers anyway. She made sure of that, keeping the bathrooms locked, and often taunting me with my increasing reliance on the diapers, and her. She called it un-potty training. 

The worst part of all of this was that I brought it all upon myself. That part of me wanted it. Worse still is that not only does that part of me still want this, all of it, but that it is growing, taking over. All of my other desires, my goals, my interests, fade further into the background every day. First she nurtured my interest in our shared perversions, pushed me closer and closer to them each day, then she snapped the trap shut and pared away the parts of my life that didn’t comport with her vision for my life, for our relationship. And somehow, every time she does this, every time she pushes me further or takes a little more, I thank her for it. My face red with shame, my eyes puffy with tears, I thank her. And I mean it too. I really am pathetic.

One you get up past my chest the alterations are more aesthetically noticeable even if less permanent, for now. There is a thin metal collar, colored pink, around my neck. My face is made up lightly in a way that creates the illusion of innocent, light pink lip gloss, subtle blush, minimal eye shadow. I do not look like a trollop, though sometimes she treats me like one. My hair is longer than most men’s, but not overly long. She makes up for that by keeping it curled in the most effeminate way possible. Even if I were to somehow wash away the makeup and escape the coquettish fashion I would, at best, look like a very gay little twink. Then again, the more she pushes me to crave being impaled on various instruments the more there might wind up being some truth to that vision if she was interested in me having any but the barest amount of masculinity left to me.

My reverie was broken by the sound of clacking, her heels, coming down the hallway towards my bedroom. The room was painted light pink with white trim, there were stuffies and adult sized toys everywhere. She had an oversized changing table and crib, both with restraints to keep me in place when she wanted me still, or wanted me to sleep. My existence as an adult, and as a man, had been stripped from me, and every moment I spent with her pushed me further from those places and further into humiliation, her control, and a depraved lust that even my castration had not destroyed.

“There’s my pretty little Amy.” My Mistress’s voice bounced with joy as she entered the room and I turned to face her.

The woman of my dreams, and my nightmares, stood before me wearing red leather pants with black heels, her massive, double G, breasts jiggled in a tight black tank top and her auburn hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail. I didn’t know whether to be relieved or sad that she was not dressed for play. Playing meant attention, it also often meant pain, humiliation, or both. Not that I didn’t crave those things. I just knew how much they were weakening me even as I joyfully surrendered to them. I knew that every moment in her clutches ruined me further for the rest of the world and I was trying, desperately, to hold on to something I knew I would eventually lose forever.

“Hello babygirl.” She pulled me into a tight embrace, smushing my face against her ample bosom. “I hope you are having a good morning. Mommy needs to run out for a little while. I need you to clean the kitchen while I am gone. You know what that means!”

I did know what that meant. It meant chains, it meant hobbled movement. It meant that the old me would have spent the entire time straining with desire and aching for an orgasm. The new me would have the emotional feelings associated with it, and some slight arousal, but nothing like what I used to experience. I obediently hopped up on the changing table and waited for my Mistress, my Mommy, to decide how to bind me.

This time she chose locking metal cuffs with a small chain running between them for my ankles and a posture collar which would make it difficult to move around, and to clean, ensuring that the whole process would take two to three times as long as it normally would. I was soon locked in the deliciously uncomfortable bondage and urged to hop down off the oversized mock baby furniture.

“I will be back in a couple of hours. If the kitchen isn’t clean you can expect a stern punishment.”

She kissed me on the cheek, a sweet gesture that in no way matched her words. I knew what a stern punishment meant and she might be hoping for me to fail but I wasn’t. I followed her out of the bedroom, taking small mincing steps because of the chain between my ankles. She turned at the front door and waved to me. I could tell that it was a warm and sunny day just from the light streaming through the windows and the brief glimpse at the outside world as she slipped out the front door was enough to fill me with a fleeting sense of what I had given up to be hers.

As the door to the outside world closed behind her I scurried to the kitchen. The combination of the thick padded diaper and the short chain made my movements ridiculous and borderline ineffective. When I got to the kitchen I nearly wept in despair. It was an absolute mess. The sink was overflowing with dishes, the dishwasher was full of clean dishes, and everything from the stove to the countertops was covered in the detritus of a week’s worth of cooking.

Two things became immediately obvious to me. First, it was going to take a miracle to get this all cleaned up, especially when I could barely walk and could not turn my head, or move it at all really, thanks to the posture collar. You don’t realize how much free head movement matters in day-to-day life until it is taken from you. Second, this was planned, perhaps all week. She was looking forward to the opportunity to punish me and I might have no choice but to give it to her.

Still, there was nothing to do but approach the task. I started with unloading the dishwasher. I moved stiffly around the kitchen putting dishes away in their appropriate places. I very quickly lost myself in the task; the truth was that I loved serving her domestically and in fact found it far more fulfilling than I found my previous career. I unloaded and reloaded the dishwasher as quickly as I could but still had a massive pile of dishes leftover. I knew I had no choice but to wash them by hand because there was no way I would have time to run the dishwasher a second time before my Mistress returned.

Once I was finally finished with the dishes I painstakingly wiped down the counters and the stove. I wanted the kitchen to look flawless and I wanted so badly not to be punished. I knew I still had to do the floors though and I was dreading that. I knew I would have to get down on my hands and knees to do the floor and with my head held in place by the heavy leather posture collar it would likely be the most difficult part of the cleaning.

When I finished the counters I sighed heavily and looked at the clock. I had been at it for just over an hour. I was sweating from effort and my body was pained from the bondage and strange movement I had been reduced to. I dragged myself to the downstairs bathroom, where the mop bucket was kept, and filled it with scalding hot water, adding some soap to it to make sure that the floor would be shining and clean when I was finished. Then I moved it slowly back to the tiled floor of the kitchen, doing my best not to spill.

I sighed with relief when I made it to the kitchen without spilling. If I had spilled it on the dark hardwood of the dining room I would have had to clean that up which would have wasted precious time that I needed in order to finish before my Mistress reappeared from her shopping adventure. I placed the bucket in the middle of the kitchen and retrieved a large sponge from beneath the sink. I slowly began the process of sponging the floor clean, Mistress loved having me on my knees so I was never allowed to mop the kitchen.

I quickly lost myself in the rhythm of the process. Soak the sponge. Clean a section of floor. Dry the floor. Drain the sponge. Repeat. I did this over and over, barely noticing when the urge to relieve myself hit, probably brought on by working so closely with water. It had taken several weeks but I had grown used to using the large padded diapers that my Mistress always kept me in. When she realized that I was using them without difficulty it brought her immense joy, and myself great shame, and arousal.

Our relationship had started, like many such relationships do, online. It progressed quickly though. I was recently divorced and even more recently laid off, though I was due to start a job the following month. After just ten days of chatting online, and a couple of phone calls, she said I should come visit her before my new job started. I had nothing holding me back, and quickly agreed, excited to spend time serving this new Mistress, and to experience diapers, which had been a fascination and a fetish, but not something I had been brave enough to experience, for some time.

She had me enter the house through her garage and she didn’t let me in until I was completely stripped and in my first diaper. She informed me that the bathroom was off limits and that if she caught me using a toilet I would be severely punished. I asked her about changing my diapers but she said it was nothing to worry about, that she enjoyed it. I was rock hard by the time she had taped the first diaper shut. I didn’t know it at the time, but my fate was sealed.

What was supposed to be a long weekend, progressed to a full week, and then two. Every day her control over me amped up. By the third morning my phone had disappeared, I could have it back when I left. By the fifth I had no access to clothing other than the what was in the baby pink bedroom she had often kept me locked in, the one that would become my room. By the eighth day she had resorted to using laxatives and diuretics to force me to use my diapers more freely.

That afternoon, after a massive pee brought on by forced water drinking and other things, she strapped me down to the changing table and removed the urine soaked diaper. Normally she would throw it away and immediately replace it, sometimes teasing and edging me for awhile first. That day was different. I was strapped down helplessly, she took the diaper and wrapped it around my head. I was now being forced to breathe in, smell, feel, and even taste my own urine. I wretched with disgust and shook my head trying to escape it.

Before I was successful I heard the unmistakable sound of tape and felt her wrapping it tightly around my head, now I was even more completely trapped in the pee soaked diaper. She then began to slowly stroke my cock. The humiliation, shame, and arousal all started intermingling so quickly and I thought I was going to spew within mere seconds of her starting. She was an expert though, and expertly manipulated my hardened, throbbing, manhood, keeping me right on the edge for what felt like hours.

As she did this I was shrouded in darkness by the diaper, inhaling and tasting my own pee, and listening to her taunt me the entire time. I had always found humiliation to be arousing and deepen my desire to submit, but this was a watershed moment for me. I didn’t know how I could ever go back to my old life as this was happening to me. And that was her plan.

She brought me close to the edge several times before allowing me a ruined orgasm. I felt my cum leak out pitifully, but with no relief and without my cock softening even slightly. Throughout the whole process she was calling me names and taunting me. Pathetic little piss slut. Useless shell of a man. Tiny dicked sissy baby. Piss lover. Incontinent wanker. With every taunt my arousal and humiliation grew in equal measure. I was whining, and begging through the diaper but she didn’t even acknowledge it.

“Do you want to be my little sissy baby forever?” She asked me. “You could, you know. You aren’t a real man anyway. You belong in diapers. You belong under my control.”

As she spoke she started stroking me faster and harder. My begging and whining got faster and louder as she did so.

“Yes. Please. Make me your diapered sissy slave. Lock me away under your control. Please. Make me yours. Please. Please.” I begged loudly over and over, and soon didn’t even know what I was saying.

“That is what you are,” she said. “You are my pathetic little diapered pisslover. That is what you will always be. Now cum for me slut. Cum for me and know you are mine.”

As soon as she ordered me to cum I exploded and felt ropes of cum spew out of me. The pleasure of the orgasms rolled through me and even in the darkness of the diaper wrapped around my face I saw stars. My entire body relaxed into the changing table and both my mind and body felt completely empty.

I vaguely felt the warmth of my Mistress as she leaned next to my diapered face. “You are mine. You are mine to shame. You are mine to hurt. You are mine to destroy.”

I moaned into the diaper but had no words for how I felt. I knew she was right.

Two days later I wrote an email to my new company explaining that my life circumstances had changed and I would no longer be taking the job. A day after that we sold my car and emptied my bank accounts. It felt like I was on autopilot. I could have stopped it but I didn’t want to.

After we sold my car I found myself strapped to the changing table with another diaper wrapped around my face. I was ashamed at how easily she turned me into someone who became aroused just by the smell of their own piss, but she was an expert, and I was about to find out just how expertly she could control me.

I felt her drive two fingers hard into the area just under my balls and as she did so she stroked my rapidly hardening cock excruciatingly slowly.

“I am going to drain you dry, slave.” She growled, “and once I am done you are going to have a choice to make.”

I had no idea what she meant but I had no doubt she could do it. Soon I was moaning loudly through the diaper begging for an orgasm. She brought me up to the edge and stopped several times. Then, just when I thought I wouldn’t be able to take it anymore, she ground her fingers hard into that spot right as I hit the edge and my cock leaked cum slowly. She continued to massage that spot and when I had calmed down, still feeling no relief, she started stroking again.

She repeated this process over and over until there was nothing left in me to milk from my raw, yet still straining, member. Satisfied that she had drained me completely, she unwrapped the diaper from my face. I looked up at her with glazed, but adoring eyes. I was full of need but somehow didn’t care. This is what I was meant for, and I knew it.

“Are you ready for your choice, slave?” She looked down at me imperiously.

I nodded tentatively, I had no idea what she had planned and didn’t feel like I was even capable of choices at that moment. She chuckled and revealed a spiked metal chastity device. It looked like it was stainless steel and the spikes looked quite sharp.

“Option one is that I can lock you in this. If I leave you in it long enough, and I will, your cock will eventually stop getting hard. I have no use for your hard cock and neither do you.” She glowered at me.

I looked back at her in fear. If this was one option she was giving me I was terrified and confused about what the other could be. Then I slowly remembered one of our early conversations and the video she had shared with me, which was a man being castrated. I started crying and shook my head.

“Please no. Please no, Mistress. Please don’t do this.” I cried and sobbed and wondered if I made the wrong choice.

She said nothing at first, but she slightly prodded my cock, which was somehow rock hard again. “Are you sure, slave? Your body seems to be excited by the idea.”

I looked down and realized she was right. I was hard and throbbing again despite the fact that she had drained me completely. I couldn’t believe it. Except, somehow, I could. I remembered watching the video in rapt fascination and stroking myself off to it later that night. I felt queasy in my stomach masturbating the idea of losing my balls and when I came that night my cock was only half erect, which was the only time that had ever happened to me.

“Well, pet, are you really going to let me down now?” She smiled down at me and I thought about how enthralled by her I was.

“Which do you prefer, Mistress?” I looked at her, not even sure what I was hoping she would say. Somewhere in my mind I had already decided that I was not going to fight her, that one of these things was happening to me.

“I don’t want to make this choice for you.” She said, surprising me. “But I think you know the answer to that question if you really think about it.”

I did. She wanted to castrate me.

“Please, Mistress.” I started. She narrowed her eyes for a moment, not knowing what I was about to say. “Please do it,” I said quietly.

“Really?” She asked, enthusiasm shining brightly in her eyes. “You make me so happy, pet.”

She leaned down and kissed my cheek before kissing me passionately. “I think you will ultimately be happier. I really do. You are going to be mine forever.”

We were both excited by that prospect. In my mind this was something that was going to happen at some point in the hypothetical future. She had other ideas. Leaving me strapped down she left the room and came back with a medical bag. Before I even knew what was happening she had given me several shots, completely numbing my groin area, and shaved and disinfected the entire area. I didn’t realize that not only was she planning on castrating me but getting rid of much of my scrotum as well.

“You can watch, if you don’t pass out.” She told me, smiling, before grabbing a scalpel.

I did watch, for as long as I could. She slit open my scrotum and squeezed gently until the first testicle was in open air. I was sufficiently numbed but it still felt strange, or maybe I just imagined the feeling of the air hitting my testicle and of the weight changing in my groin. I watched as she took a pair of forceps and wrapped the cord around and through them creating an almost knot, before clamping them in place. She then picked up the scalpel again and with a single swift slice I lost my first testicle. My head swam and vision blurred before I was engulfed by total darkness.

When I woke up I was back in a thick padded diaper, and I was trapped in the half crib, half cage, where she had me sleep most nights. My arms were tied lightly to the sides of the crib and my hands had massive pink padded mittens on them. I was not tightly bound but I was still essentially helpless. I felt a dull ache in my groin and remembered what had been happening before I passed out. Somehow, against all odds, I was aroused by the realization of what must have happened.

Two days after that she finally removed the bandages to let me see her work. She had indeed removed both of my testicles, as well as my scrotum leaving me completely smooth below my cock, which seemed thinner and smaller to me, though I am sure it was only an illusion. I was fascinated with how it looked. On some level I had expected some kind of crude scar. Instead there was the thinnest line, held together by surgical glue.

“How?” I asked, confused by it all.

“I know we have not talked much about my personal life, slave, but I am a plastic surgeon. To put it bluntly, I know what I am doing.” She smirked at me. “The good news is that you never have to work again, which is good because I do not intend to let you.”

In two short weeks my life had changed forever. I had once been a man with a career and some possibility of restarting a normal life. That was all gone. But somehow, I was certain it was all for the best.

“Thank you, Mistress.” I put my arms out to hug her and she accepted.

“I think, unless we are playing some kind of sadistic game, I would like you to call me Mommy from now on,” she told me.

I listened and always did my best to call her Mommy but usually in my head I still thought of her as Mistress. I am sure that is something she intends to change in time though.

I had just finished the floor and put the bucket away when I heard the door open. I shuffled to the door to greet her, with a smile on my face.

“Hi Mommy.” I said, perhaps a touch too proudly.

“Hi baby.” She kissed my cheek and looked past me to the kitchen. “It looks like you did such a good job.

She put down her shopping bag and moved past me to the kitchen. I watched her glance around before she turned to face me with a smile.

“You did so good. It looks perfect and I am so proud of you.” She walked back towards me and gave me a big hug. “But tell me, did you unload the dishwasher again yet?”

I gulped and looked up at her, with fear in my eyes. I had forgotten the dishwasher.

“No Mommy. I forgot. I am so sorry. Please don’t punish me.” I felt tears welling up in my eyes, as much I think because I had basically learned to cry for her as because of any true fear, though I was scared of what punishment she might come up with.

She tsked at me and shook her head. “I’m sorry but a deal is a deal. You didn’t finish before I got home so you have to be punished. Besides, Princess, it has been a long time since your first surgery and I think it is time to explore those possibilities a little further.”

I gulped again. She only called me Princess when she was plotting something particularly sadistic. But I was hers, and that is what I wanted to be.

Despite my tears I tried to make eye contact with her. “Yes please Mistress, please alter me to be more pleasing to you. I am ready to accept my punishment.”

I realized as I said it that this was all inevitable. She had set me up and was going to do what she wanted to me either way. I couldn’t wait to see how she changed me next.
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