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About The Author:

My name is Alyce and I have been writing erotic fiction about hypnosis, sissification, dollification, and other lovely taboo subjects for years. I am formerly a 24/7 TPE house slave. I love writing kinky femdom stories and dominating the occasional silly boy (or girl!) that falls into my web.

If you want to hear more about my happy kinky life you can follow me on twitter @alyceimpelled, or you can email me at alyceimpelled@gmail.com  If you do please say hi, I love to interact with the people who read my writing and if you ask extra nicely I might even write a story that incorporates things you ask for! As you will find by reading my stories there are very few topics I consider too taboo!

A Note About This Story

This is the second story in my new series, Extreme Femdom Shorts. Like my Extreme Femdom Stories series this explores some of the more extreme sides of kink and BDSM. Where it differs is that these shorts are around 3,000 to 5,000 words. They are much shorter, and with much less exposition than my other works. If you are looking for a quick fix, these are great stories to get you through!

This story includes chastity, hypnosis, and most importantly abduction fantasy. While all of the characters are over 18 and are behaving consensually, it is very much on the extreme end of the kink spectrum.


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 down 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.


If you enjoyed this extreme femdom short please let me know at alyceimpelled@gmail.com, and please check out these other, longer pieces, linked below.

Extreme Femdom Volume 1: From Man to Castrated Pet

Extreme Femdom Volume 2: Three Slaves

Extreme Femdom Volume 3: The Making and Breaking of Male Slaves

Extreme Femdom Volume 4: Brainwashed by Barista

Extreme Femdom Volume 5: Castrating Clarence and Breaking His Wife

The Making of Slave M, Part 1

The Making of Slave M, Part 2
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