

Extreme Femdom Shorts #6: 
Captured and Enslaved by A Scorned Nurse

By Alyce Impelled


Author’s Note

I have been wanting to return to my Extreme Femdom Shorts series for a while because they are fun to write and they are little quick hits of what we all really love {the vile, perverted fantasies that turn us all on so much!} I hope you enjoy!


Part 1

Steven opened his eyes to a smeared oil paint world. As he shook off the bleariness in his eyes and the cobwebs in his mind he realized he recognized the room. He shook his head in disbelief and muttered various profanities under his breath. He had put together the bed two years before. He had painted the walls, and set up the bookshelves. Six months later he and Tammy had broken up in an incendiary manner.

He thought about their time together and how amazing it had been, he thought about how badly it ended. Yeah, he had screwed up. Yeah, he felt bad too. But it was over and being here was a mistake. Finally, feeling like he had his faculties about him he moved to stand up, and realized quickly that he was not going anywhere. Then he remembered that he had helped her install the bolts and what they had been for. How had he wound up here? What did they do last night? Why was he chained to their old bed?

Then, the most important thought of all, where was Tammy?

Against his better instincts Steven decided to find out. By yelling her name. It came out hoarse and gravelly, anguished. Scared.

Tammy was sitting in the other room waiting and when she heard it she smiled, her perfect teeth bared as though she had found her prey, because she had. But her prey would wait. She settled back into the couch and picked up her mug of tea. She was sure he didn’t have the energy, or the throat, to scream too many times. Hopefully the neighbors would just think they were having wild sex or something, not that she was keeping her ex-boyfriend trapped in their old apartment with plans of ruining him completely.

She took a sip of her tea, nah, nobody would expect that, especially not of the cute nurse at the end of the hall.

She thought back to her relationship with David. He had always been caring, willing to do his share, or more than it, and never wanted to fight. The last one at times was a problem. Sometimes they needed to fight, he wouldn’t though. The only times she had ever heard him raise his voice was when something physically hurt him, and the night they had broken up.

He was about as vanilla as they came. She was…not. She didn’t mind though. She liked him. She liked him a lot, actually. Maybe even loved him. She would have never cheated on him, and for the most part she was fine with the semi-spicy games he was willing to play. He would let her tie him up and ride him. Sometimes spank him a little. One time when he was tipsy he even agreed to suck her toes.

Then he found out how far her interests actually went. She couldn’t help it. She loved control. So since he wasn’t the sort to give it up in all the ways she wanted, though to be honest, he kind of let her make all of the decisions anyway, she found people who would online. She thought it was fine. It wasn’t like she would ever meet them and it wasn’t like he would submit the way she needed, though he was definitely submissive.

Then she got careless. He found out. She had given one of her submissives her phone number. It was stupid. But he had been with her for a long time, longer than David actually, and was going through a tough time. She thought she should be there for him. He was devoted and loyal, then again so was David. It was stupid.

Then one day he saw the text, it was almost innocuous. Almost. Thank you for being there for me, Mistress. 


MISTRESS. One word, and one phone left on the table while they were cooking for a few minutes too long. That was all it took to end a three year relationship. She could still remember watching the red creep up his face. It was the only time he had ever yelled at her. The only time he had ever swore at her. Then he stormed out. 

He came back two days later. She tried to talk to him. She tried to explain. It only made things worse. He couldn’t see it as anything other than cheating; which made sense, she knew, since it was cheating. He also couldn’t forgive it. She pointed out she had tried to pull him into that part of her life and he had resisted. That also didn’t help.

They parted ways. She finished nursing school. She dove even deeper into her kinks. She thought about moving the submissive who had broken them up into the apartment, but he was not ready to commit to a cross country move. She tried to meet submissives at local events. They were there, they existed. Heck, in truth they were a dime a dozen.

They were also entitled. They were also boring. They either didn’t understand true submission, or found her kinks to be too extreme. To be fair, they were extreme. That hadn’t mattered online, but more and more she wanted to bring them into the real world. She kept thinking about David. Sweet, soft, David. Kind David. Even though he would never admit it, obedient David.

Maybe it hadn’t really been obedience. Maybe it was just that he had liked seeing her happy. She could turn it into true, complete obedience though. She was certain of it. They ran into each other here and there. Parties, a mutual friend’s wedding. She had to admit she appreciated that he hadn’t outed her. In fact he had never said a bad word about her to anyone. She thought she saw regret in his eyes when he looked at her.

A normal person would have just talked to him, a normal person would have tried to fix it. She wasn’t normal though and she knew that. She also knew that she didn’t just want him back, once he was back she had to make sure he wouldn’t, or couldn’t leave. He also had to be punished. Punished for the way he yelled and the way he stormed out. Punished for not listening to her explanation or giving it a second chance. Punished for not submitting to her in the first place.

It was fine though. He would learn.

He yelled again. She stood up, ready to go to him.

As the door opened he looked up at her. She was dressed as he remembered her, leggings and a long t-shirt, her blond hair pulled back but loose. He had to admit she looked great.

“Hi baby,” she cooed at him, like she had when they were together. “Did you sleep well?”

He glared at her, but to his credit he didn’t yell. “Did I sleep well? You have me chained to a bed and I don’t remember how I got here. Whether or not I slept well is not really my concern. What the hell is going on, Tammy?”

“You really don’t remember?” She stood over him and smirked. “ I ran into you at the bar. You were a little tipsy and seemed down. We started talking and I invited you back here. I never in a million years thought you’d say yes.”

It was all half true. She had run into him at the bar. He did seem down. If he had said yes to coming back to her apartment though it was heavily slurred, and the drug in his drink made sure he wouldn’t remember it. She hadn’t done anything other than tie him up and leave him to sleep it off though. She was a kidnapper, but she wasn’t a monster.

“I don’t remember any of this.” He muttered it and looked away from her, his teeth clenched.

“You must have been more drunk than I realized.” She shrugged.

He looked back at her. “That does not explain why I am chained up.” He rattled the chains to make his point.

“Such a baby.” She rolled her eyes. “Okay, fine. Look, we came back here and were laying on the bed talking. You fell asleep almost instantly though. I just wanted to make sure we had a chance to talk before you ran off today.”

“What do we have to talk about?” He said, through clenched teeth.

“The way things ended. The fact that they shouldn’t have ended.” She sighed. “I still love you.”

“You still cheated on me.” He responded, the anger of the past returning. He forgot for a moment that he was chained to her bed. “Is there anything you can say that will change that?”

She shook her head and sat down next to him. “No.”

“So again, what do we have to talk about?”

“Do you still love me?” She looked at him, she knew how absurd this was to ask a man she had drugged and kidnapped.

He didn’t answer for a long moment. Finally he looked back at her. “Yes. Okay?”

“Then I think that settles it. I think you should come home. But I think it would all have to be different.” She paused.

“Different how?” He couldn’t believe he was even entertaining this conversation.

“I shouldn’t have cheated on you. Or at least I shouldn’t have hid the extent of my interests.” She sighed, then stood up again, suddenly hovering over him. Her voice changed and became more assertive. “But, you aren’t coming back as my boyfriend. You aren’t coming back on equal footing. You are coming back as my slave.”

As soon as she said it the red started creeping into his face again. He practically snarled at her and tried to stand up, the chains keeping him in place. After a moment he settled again.

“You’ve got to be fucking kidding me, Tammy.” He held her stare. “You’ve had your fun, but now you are going to let me go, you are never going to talk to me again, and you are going to be grateful that I do not go to the cops.”

“No.” She said. One word, simple. Final. He couldn’t believe how serious she looked.

“No?” He raised an eyebrow before repeating the word. “No?”

“No,” she said again. “You admitted you still love me. Even now, chained to a bed you didn’t want to be in. Stuck in an apartment you didn’t want to be in. Here with no memory of how you got here, you admit you still love me. You also don’t show any fear of the situation, which shows you know I still love you.”

“What is your point?” She could sense his impatience but didn’t care at all. Once he admitted he still loved her that was the point of no return.

“My point is you belong here, with me.” She took a step back from the bed. “You are meant to be mine. We will talk about that in a little while when I bring you lunch.”

Before he could say anything she turned on her heel and walked out of the room.


Part 2

Tammy returned about fifteen minutes later with what looked like a berry smoothie and a bag. He looked up at her, obviously angry, but something else too. She wasn’t sure, but she read it as curious.

“Part of you is wondering about what I said earlier, I can tell.” She put the bag down on an end table and looked at him, one eyebrow arched slightly higher than the other.

“And?” he asked, rolling his eyes.

“What are you curious about?”

He sighed, looked at his chained wrist for a moment, then laid back into the bed. “Why do you need this so much? Why did you risk ruining our relationship for it?”

She nodded slowly, circled the bed and sat on the far corner. “Even when I was a kid I fantasized about having control. Not just pretend control, but real control. I wanted people to do what I wanted. I wanted them to be helpless for me. I don’t know, it's just always been part of who I am.”

She paused for a moment and looked away, her eyes unfocused, as if she were looking into the past, or a million miles away. “You were the only person I liked enough to try and have a normal relationship with, like ever. And it only worked because you basically did whatever I asked anyway. But I still wanted more.”

“I did what you asked because I loved you.” He choked on the words a little. “I wanted you to be happy. Why isn’t that enough?”

She felt tears coming to her eyes and wanted to hide them, but she knew she couldn’t. What was going to happen was going to happen, but he needed to hear the truth. “There is no enough. Enough is me ordering for you at restaurants. Enough is you not talking to other people without permission. Enough is a cage I keep you in at night so you can’t leave.”

His eyes grew wider as she spoke. “That much?”

“And more.” She said, sobbing slightly. “So much more.”

“Why would you want that for me?” He felt like crying too. In some ways it was worse than the breakup, but at least now he knew.

“Because that is how I show love.” She said, “and I think, even though you don’t know it yet, you would be happy. Happier than you’ve ever been.”

He scoffed at that. “Happy with no independence? No freedom?”

“Yes.” She nodded, “but the only way to know is to find out.”

“Me as your slave?” He shook his head.

“Yep,” she stood up. “Anyway, you need lunch. I am going to undo one of your hands and give you the smoothie. Then I am going to go out in the living room and cry a little more.”

She walked over and uncuffed his left hand before handing him the smoothie.

“This is drugged, isn’t it?” He asked as she began to walk away.

She stopped at the doorway and turned around. “Of course it is. And you are going to drink it. Because you want to find out where this goes. I can tell.”

“What if I don’t?”

She thought for a moment. “If I come back in a little while and you are still awake I will let you go. And you can go to the cops and tell them everything.”

“Do you really think I would do that to you Tammy?” He sighed.

“I don’t know. But I know I am never going to stop loving you, or needing you, or needing to destroy you.” She sobbed at her own words. “So if you don’t drink it, I will let you go. But I will try again, and again, and again. It will probably end badly for one or both of us.”

He thought about that for a long moment. He pieced everything together. “You drugged me last night too?”

She nodded.

He looked at the smoothie then looked back at her. He thought about all the times he had seen her since the breakup. He thought about how he wondered if he had overreacted. He wondered now if he had underreacted. He wondered if she was crazy. He wondered if he was too.

“You really think I would be happy?” He looked up at her again.

“I do,” she smiled briefly, “but I have to warn you that if you drink it there is no going back. Even if I let you go later you will be changed forever.”

“How?” He narrowed his eyes.

“That I am not telling you.” She chuckled. “But if you drink it I am going to do something to you I have imagined doing since the first night we met, and it will change everything.”

Tammy watched him, preparing for the worst, and trying to decide what she would actually do if he refused to drink it. She couldn’t let him go. She also couldn’t imagine he would drink it.

David watched her intently, thinking about their relationship and how happy she made him, and thinking about how badly it ended. Then he thought about what she had told him. This was what she needed and he had always wanted to give her what she needed. He looked at her for a moment, his eyes turned down slightly, hints of sadness and something else playing in his expression.

“I have always loved you, you know, even after I left.” He told her. Then, before she could respond he lifted the smoothie and started gulping it down.

She watched, entranced, as he finished the smoothie quicker than she imagined anyone could. He dropped the cup, and collapsed back into the bed, his head suddenly swimming and his body too heavy to hold up. She smiled, not with affection, but with predatory smugness and satisfaction.

“I have always loved you too, slave.” She walked towards him, watching his pupils dilating. She settled over him, staring down at her helpless prey. “I bet you thought it would knock you out, didn’t you?”

He tried to answer but the word yes slurred in his mouth.

“That wouldn’t have been very fun. There were three drugs in that smoothie and I think in about 20 minutes they will all be working fully in your system. The first was a fast acting muscle relaxant. That is why you are feeling groggy and can’t really do much of anything. The second was called a hypnotic, you can’t feel that one yet too much but it is going to make you very suggestible. The last was your common arousal medication. Because I want you to be so very aroused for this next part.

She went to the bag she had placed to the side and came back with it, pulling out a large, thick, syringe. She could see the fear in his eyes and it thrilled her to no end. She filled it from a glass medicine bottle and then placed it to the side.

She sauntered over to him and reached for his cock and began stroking it slowly. He moaned wordlessly as she brought him to an erection that felt like it would never stop growing.

“This is going to be fun,” she told him as she continued to slowly stroke him. “If you aren’t there yet you are going to be more aroused than you have ever been before. “That is important. It is important that you know that only I can arouse you. Only I can make you feel this good.”

He tried to squirm in the bed but the drugs coursing through him kept him from moving at all. He continued to moan and she could tell the fear had been erased by intense need, which is just what she wanted from him.

“That’s right, slave. The only thing that arouses you is being helpless and controlled by me, and it arouses you more than anyone has ever been aroused.” She slowed her speech, wanting the words to sink into his drug addled brain. “The fun thing is that after today the arousal will only grow and grow. The need will grow exponentially, forever.”

She almost chuckled as the confusion crossed his face but she continued to stroke him, alternating between a strong tight grip and nearly feather light touches. All that he could do was moan as she brought him to the edge over and over again, only to back off.

“Should I give you a last normal orgasm, slave?” She looked down at him with a smirk and enjoyed him struggling to answer, she could see the pleading in his eyes but could not tell if he was silently begging for the orgasm or for her to let him go. She also didn’t care, as neither were forthcoming.

“Since you can’t answer, I guess I will decide for you. Then again, you are going to get very used to me doing that.” She picked up the syringe and held it in front of his face, enjoying the look of fear. “Later, when you can talk again, you can tell me about the last time you orgasmed as a man. Because those days are behind you forever.”

As she readied the syringe she could tell that he was trying with all of his might to scream. All he could do was quietly, wordlessly, pathetically moan, and she loved it. She pressed his dick against his stomach and felt around the base, squeezing a point that elicited a moan of either pleasure or pain from her prey.

“Perfect,” she mumbled, as much as herself to him. She then took the syringe and lined it up carefully with the spot and slowly pressed it in, letting him experience every centimeter of the needle as she drove it further in, letting bits of the clear medicine inside out as she went. By the time she was finished a troubled look crossed his face and she knew he could feel it.

“What I just did was inject you with a very strong local anesthetic and nerve blocker. It was also a very large dose. If all goes well your cock will be irretrievably, permanently numb.” She placed the syringe to the side and held his cock up by the tip, it was already going flaccid despite her earlier teasing. “We are going to have a very interesting sex life, but I have no use for this thing, and therefore neither do you. It will never really get hard again, and even if it does you won’t feel a thing.”

She felt a surge of arousal, and affection as tears came to his eyes. She moved around the bed and crawled up next to him, nuzzling him before whispering in his ear. “It could be so much worse, I could have castrated you and I really thought about it. I have to be sure you will never try to leave, and I think knowing that even if you do, nobody is going to have interest in a permanently limp dicked doormat. That should keep you in place long enough for us to settle into our new life.”


Part 3

Six Months Later

The slave looked at himself in the full length mirror. He wore nothing but a tight leather collar around his neck, and cuffs around his wrists and ankles. Those weren’t the only changes. He had lost weight. His muscles were more defined, but every time he stood in front of the mirror his eyes were ultimately drawn to one place, his cock. His permanently limp and now completely ruined, cock.

She had done three more injections after the first one. She said one was probably enough but she wanted to make sure that the damage was permanent. She had then given him a Prince Albert piercing and welded it into place. She had hung things from it, scratched it, cut it. One time she forced him to place it on a cutting board and smashed it with a rubber mallet. The most disturbing thing about all of it was not the damage it was doing even if he couldn’t feel it, or indeed how he couldn’t feel any of it at all.

The most disturbing thing about all of it was both what she had done to him, and what she continued to do to him aroused him more than anything else ever had. He also had begun to love how often she would drug him, like she had the first time, and the second time. She loved keeping him dazed and off balance, sometimes for days on end. He had grown to love it, too. She had taught him that he was helpless for her and that being helpless was his favorite state. Now when he felt it happening that too aroused him, as did the things she would whisper into his ears, teaching him new truths about who he was.

She taught him that he had never really liked having sex and that hard penises were disgusting. She taught him that ruined orgasms were much better than real orgasms. She taught him that pain and denial were the sexiest things he could experience. She taught him that he only existed to please her, and that her absolute control made him happy. Everything she taught him was true.

The night before she had tied him to the bed and spent hours dripping hot wax all over him. As she did so she kept telling him how obedient he had become and how she loved the way he worshipped her. She loved how easily he had accepted her total control. Then she asked if he could remember the last time he had masturbated, or the last time he had had sex. The fact that he couldn’t remember at all pleased her and aroused him.

He had cried when she crawled on top of him, rubbing his numb, useless, and completely destroyed cock against her slit. “Do you wish you could fill me right now, slave? Do you wish you could feel what you used to feel anytime you wanted?”

She loved humiliating him, she loved watching his tears, and she loved that he would never actually answer. Because they both knew the truth and saying it would only make it more true. Then she said it for him.

“Of course you don’t slave. The reality is you’d rather be like this, helpless, hopeless, and mine.” She kissed him deeply, reveling in his desperate need for her, a desperate need that was now filled by obedience and control instead of simple romance and boring sex.

“Of course some day I may have you watch while a real man does fill me, a girl has needs after all.”

She didn’t know if she would ever actually do it, but she loved watching the anguish cross his face and how she could feel that he wasn’t sure if he hated the thought or loved it.

“I have broken you completely, haven’t I?” She whispered against his neck.

This time he did cry out, “yes Mistress. Thank you Mistress. I am sorry I didn't know.”

He said that sometimes, “I am sorry I didn’t know.”

She never asked what he meant, but she suspected he meant that he was sorry he didn’t know that she owned him, until she had shown him the truth.


Please let me know what you think of this story or any of my work at alyceimpelled@gmail.com. Thank you for reading!
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