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Introduction

I started writing the Extreme Femdom Stories series a few years ago and had no idea it would eventually grow to 12 volumes. This series includes some of my favorite characters and themes and each story has been a joy to write. I recently re-read the first four though and realized that they are some of my favorite things that I have ever written and I think some of my best work. Now for the first time you can get all of them in one edition. I have included the first half of a previously unpublished short called Taking Mark. The full version will be released as Extreme Femdom Shorts #7 later this year, but you get a sneak peek today!

I hope you enjoy these stories and, indeed, all of my stories. Writing them is one of the great joys of my life and while I have not been as active the last couple of years I am looking forward to publishing when I am able to.

In the meantime please enjoy this extended look into my dark and twisted mind. These stories are my favorite versions of love and romance, sex and sin, and of course, complete dominance. Thank you for reading!


Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 1:

From Man to Castrated Pet


Chapter 1: The Diner

“You promised me you wouldn’t run.” She whispered at him.

He looked around the truckstop diner. It was 4am and the place was nearly empty. A couple of truckers sat at the counter eating breakfast before starting their long days. Nobody was paying them any attention sitting in the corner booth. He was drinking water and absent-mindedly eating french fries.

“I know.” He said simply, “I’m sorry.”

“I’m. Sorry.” She said each word with pointed emphasis and glared at him, waiting.

He finished chewing a french fry and then whispered. “I’m sorry Mistress.”

“That’s better.” She said, almost immediately calming down.

“I had to–”

“NO.” The word was not loud, but it was firm, and it stopped him in his tracks. “I will hear your explanation later. Right now I am deciding how we are going to handle this.”

“I just thought–”

“Stop.” She cut him off again and then laughed quietly. “You still think you are leaving don’t you?”

He just nodded.

“That is not what we agreed to pet.” She reached a hand across the table, he took it tentatively. “Do you remember what we agreed to?”

He nodded again.

“Good. Just be quiet for a second and stop eating those fries.”

He put the fry down and stared at her, trying to figure out what she was thinking. She couldn’t be serious about holding him to the agreement made before, it was fantasy. He had decided he had to go back to the real world, and assumed she understood. He continued to gaze at her, and realized he still ached for her, still cared for her. That wasn’t a surprise. He was also trying to figure out if she was coming up with a plan or just preparing herself to act. He would realize quickly that it was the latter.

“You hurt me. You could have told me you wanted to leave. We could have talked about it. Instead you lied. You lied and you ran. Do you know how pathetic that is? Do you know how sad that made me?”

He just looked down and almost automatically picked up a fry.

“If you don’t put that fucking fry down I will force you to eat so many of them you will fucking die. Do you understand me?” She glared at him, her rage palpable in the space between them. He dropped the fry.

“I’m sorry Mistress.” He whimpered the words and she wanted to soften but would not allow herself to.

“Sorry for disobeying me? Sorry for lying? Sorry for being a pathetic piece of shit?” She was not used to being this angry. She was not used to keeping it up for so long and found it draining. This only made her more angry. There was nothing to do though but get on with it.

She sighed to herself and then pulled a small bottle from her pocket. The kind with a dropper in the lid. The liquid was clear and kind of oily. His eyes moved from her face to the bottle. Without saying a word she dropped his hand and took his water glass. She quickly then opened her bottle and quickly let several droplets fall into the water. She put the bottle away and then looked up at him.

“Drink.” She said simply as she pushed the glass back to him.

He stared at the glass. He was not sure what she had put in it or how far she would go. He realized, not for the first time, that he was in over his head. He considered spilling the glass. He considered running. He wasn’t sure why he was not doing either.

“Drink.” She said again, her voice turning cold. “I still love you pet. But there is a price to be paid and you will pay it. The easy way is to drink your water and accept the consequences. The hard way is to try and run again. My alpha is outside and he is not alone. You took a lyft here and nobody will get here that fast to get you out of here. You are trapped.”

His eyes wavered between the water and her face. He thought about what she was saying but he doubted they would actually kill him, or even hurt him. She still cared about him, he knew that was true. He just didn’t know if he could take it anymore. She took his hand again and somehow he knew. He felt all of the weight release from his shoulders. He looked up at her and smiled slightly. “This was always going to happen, wasn’t it Mistress?”

“Probably” she said simply.

He nodded and picked up the water. She tensed slightly thinking he would try something, but he didn’t. He just began to gulp it down, not even thinking about what she may have put in it, or how much. She was his fate, and he accepted that once again. 

When the water was empty she let go of his hand again. “Now sit there, slave. It is done. Sit there and think about your life as my pet, my property. Sit there and think about how much easier it is when you surrender control. You know that is what you are made for. Sit there and miss your collar. Miss your bondage. Sit there…”

Her voice continued on but the words fell away and his vision blurred. His last thought before the darkness overtook him was wondering if this diner and her face were the last things he would ever see.


Chapter 2: The Day Before

She had let him out of his collar and chastity device for the first time in recent memory. It was necessary for a doctor’s appointment, an MRI to figure out what was causing his persistent back pain. She reluctantly agreed. She took him to the appointment and waited for him.She sat outside in the waiting room, they were still not letting visitors back with the patients.

30 minutes had become an hour. An hour had become two. Eventually she went looking for him. She wandered back to the MRI room and looked in the door. It was empty. Her heart leapt to her throat. She asked the nurse where he had gone and the nurse looked at her like she had a bump on her head. The nurse’s words burned through her. He was just here to fill out some paperwork I think. He left at least an hour ago.  

She checked their security app and it said his location was paused. The last time it had registered was at a convenience store three blocks away. She texted him first in anger and then with sadness. There was nothing for her to do but to go home.

She would not beg. She knew she could never do that. But she wanted him home and safe so badly. Eventually he answered and a conversation started. He had been gone 6 hours though and could be anywhere.

I’m sorry. I have to go home.

I am your home pet.

It felt that way, it did, and I do love you.

First of all stop with “I”, you are “i” and capitalize when you are referring to Me, slave.

It was not anger, though it might register that way for him. She was just trying to remind him who they were to one another, and help him get his mind right.

I can’t anymore. I’m sorry.

They texted back and forth for a while longer and he gave her no real information. She was doing her best to hide how upset she was. She couldn’t lose him. She wouldn’t. Eventually he gave her a small bit of information. It wasn’t much but it was enough.

You must be near Atlanta by now boy.

I am. I am stopping there for the night.

She didn’t respond. Instead she went to her alpha slave, and called a local submissive she was working into her family and told them they needed to drive with her to Atlanta, and why. Within 30 minutes they were on the road. Several hours later, deep into the night, they pulled into a truckstop just outside Atlanta, it was the place where she had picked him up so many months before when they had agreed he would come stay with her. It was originally supposed to be a week, but by the third day she had convinced him to quit his job and stay. 

I am in Atlanta now, slave. At least come see me and talk.

I can’t do that. You know that.

I promise you will be fine. I need to see you. I need to understand what happened.

I don’t know…

Don’t you still care about me boy?

OF COURSE I DO.

She smiled. She could hear the tone of voice he texted it in. She would slap him for it normally, and would never admit to him that she liked it, but she loved his personality and the way it showed up from time to time, even after all of the beatings and everything else she had put him through.

If you care about me then come meet me. The truckstop off I95 just south of the city, I am sure you remember it. I will be waiting in our booth for you.

She put those specific details into play with his emotions. She knew he would remember the first time they had sat there, eating french fries and laughing through the night. Just before they left she had handed him a box with a chastity device in it. She told him to go into the restroom and put it on if he was serious about it all. He did it without question, and she hadn’t removed it for all of those months.

He didn’t answer though and she wondered whether she would have to try again in the morning. Try to keep tracking him. She didn’t want to do that. She wanted to get home. She wanted him to be home. Finally he answered.

I will be there in a little while.

Thank you, pet.

She wanted him to feel good about seeing her. She wanted him to think it would all be okay. She explained to the other two what her plan was before going into the diner and beginning her wait.


Chapter 3: Back in her clutches

The lady watched as her pet’s vision blurred and he slumped in the seat. She knew the drugs would act fast and that he would have no memory of this night, or likely the whole last day. She threw some cash on the table and helped the drugged boy to his feet. She walked him slowly out of the diner. Nobody gave them a look and soon she was pushing into the trunk of their car, where a sleep sack waited for him. Once he was fully bound she closed the trunk and they headed for home. She doubted he would even wake up before they got there. She would spend the drive deciding how to deal with the runaway, and make sure that it never happened again.

When they pulled into the driveway she opened the trunk and he was still passed out from the drugging. She worried for a moment that she had overdid it but he was still breathing. She had the other slaves carry him to the shed behind the house. She left him in the sleepsack and bound it to strongpoints on the wall so that he was hanging rightside up and completely unable to move. His head fell forward and she thought about leaving him that way before deciding instead to tie him fully. When he awoke she wanted him to know how helpless he was. She grabbed a wide bungee cord from the tool shelf and used it to strap his head against the wall. When he woke up he would be completely unable to move. Perfect.

A few hours later she found herself standing in front of him. His eyes were halfway open and red from crying. “Why?”

“You ran.”

“What?”

“You don’t remember but you ran. Do you remember setting up the Doctor’s appointment?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Do you remember lying to me?”

He didn’t answer but she could see in his eyes that he remembered that. She had to fight back tears, thinking about how he had hurt her. She would fix it though, so it would never happen again. “Why?”

Despite the pain and thirst and fear the words fell out of him. He was scared. He loved her so much and knew he would let her do anything to him and that scared him so much he had to run. He was afraid of how easy it was to let the rest of his life fall away and to forget everything he was before. He didn’t feel like it was healthy and he had to stop it. He had to run. He didn’t want to hurt her.

She almost smiled at his words, in many ways they were what she wanted to hear, but he still ran. But it also gave her the excuse to do all the things she had wanted to do but had held back because she cared for him. Now they could both experience the full reality of her darkness. “It was easy to lose everything to me?” She asked him,”So easy that you had to run?”

He tried to nod, then whispered “yes Mistress.”

She now smiled. “Good. Because now I truly am going to do everything to you. This is going to go further than you can even imagine.”

She turned on her heel and walked for the door.

“Please Mistress,” he whispered, his voice cracking. “Water?” 


She stopped for a moment. Then walked out the door, letting it shut behind her and leaving him in the darkness of the shed. 

She came back some hours later with a jug of water. He had passed out again, no doubt due to exhaustion, dehydration, and the after effects of the drugs. She had given him a little more than she should have, but she wanted there to be some lasting effects. She poured a bit of the water over his head, jolting him back to his senses. Once awake she held it up to his mouth and allowed him to drink some.

“I can’t have you dying just yet.” She said, simply. Watching for his reaction. There was not much of one but she could see the fear in his eyes, which was exactly what she wanted. She laughed as she looked at him. He was still bound so tight he could not move a muscle, he could not even turn his head thanks to the way it was bound. She had thought this through so well. She laughed again.

“Say it will never leave you again.” She glared at him.

“I will never leave you again,” he said, defeated.

She paused for a second and then slapped him across the face as hard as she could. His head barely moved and she worried a little about knocking teeth loose. Blood pooled around the edges of his mouth. Suddenly she screamed right in his face, as loudly as she could, “That is not what I told you to say.”

She watched and knew the scream was loud enough to disorient him, maybe even cause some hearing damage. She didn’t care. Calmer though, she goes “now say it.”

“It will never leave you again.”

“Good. It understands. It will never think of itself as a person again. Now say it.”

“It will never think of itself as a person again.” He closed his eyes, and she wondered what he, what it ,was thinking, but did not care enough to ask.

Instead, she punched him in the stomach, hard, but she did not think hard enough to do any real damage. He dribbled up a mixture of water, bile, and blood in surprise. She left him again in the darkness of the shed, to contemplate his fate.

She sent her alpha slave in twice to give it, she was thinking of the runaway solely as “it” now, water and a little bit of food. It begged to be let down but was left hanging through the night. In the morning she sent both other slaves into the shed to take it down, out of the sleep sack and to wash it down with a hose. They were told when finished to strap it down over a sawhorse and to leave it until she was ready for the next steps.

She left it there throughout the day. She knew it had probably barely slept, that its muscles would be sore, and that it was probably still dehydrated and hurting from the drugs. She wanted it to hurt. She wanted it to feel punished. She wanted it to break.

She entered the shed in mid-afternoon, it opened its mouth to speak and she shoved a dirty rag in before it could say a word. “Hold it in your mouth or I will tape it there and leave it until tomorrow.”

It held the rag in its mouth.

She walked to the back of the shed and found an old wooden paddle she hadn’t used in years. Without ceremony she began to spank it as hard as she pleased. No warmup, no gentleness, she spanked it until it let the rag fall out of its mouth to scream and cry and beg. The words were nearly incomprehensible but the point was made. Its ass was red, bruising, and even bleeding in some spots.

She put the paddle down, walked around to face her property. She sat cross-legged in front of it and absent-mindedly petted its hair while it cried. When it finally stopped she spoke.

“That was its punishment. Everything that happened before that and everything that will happen after that was about bringing it home and making sure it never leaves. That was to hurt it, the way it hurt me. Does it understand?”

It remembered its protocol. “Yes Mistress. Thank you for its punishment. It misbehaved and it is sorry.”

“Good, it remembers.” She smiled and put her hand under its chin gently, “things are going to get worse now, but it is not punishment. It is so both of us, me and the thing that is tied in front of me, can have the life they want. Do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress. Thank you.”

“Very good.” She sighed, “When we first met it told me that it thought it might really be a girl. This is complicated, because things have no gender. Therefore it should have no gender. However, it is presently masculine. Soon it will be made feminine. It has no say in this.”

“It understands Mistress.”

“It is learning quickly. I am glad. In fact, it used to have a say in many things, that will no longer be true. If it argues with me even once, that will be the last time it uses its pathetic voice. Does it understand?”

“It understands Mistress.”

“Good. I am going to untie it now, it will crawl back in the sleep sack.”

She untied her property, glad that they had reached an understanding. She watched as it crawled back into the sleepsack. Once it was secured she called the other slaves in and they helped her hang it back on the wall.

“This is where I am going to store it until it deserves better storage. That will take some time. Does it understand?”

“It understands, Mistress.”

She patted its face gently before going to her bag and retrieving a spandex hood with a built in blindfold and a pair of headphones. She secured both on her properties head before again strapping its head tightly to the wall. She then retrieved its phone and downloaded a recording to it, which began playing through the headphones. It is nothing but property. It has no identity. It has no rights. It is nothing but property. It exists to please its owner. It has no wants. It has no desires. It is not a man. It is nothing but property. It has no gender. It is just an object.

She had made the recording, using a computerized voice, the night before, and it went on for about fifteen minutes before repeating. She wanted her property to get a proper education into what being “it” meant. She left it repeating through the night, leaving it on while it slept, while it ate bread and took water from her hands, or the hands of her alpha slave. She gave it no stimulus other than those words, over and over. At one point she could not help but smile though, to see its erection bulging in the sleepsack. She knew that on some level this was what it needed, and the erection proved that. She also decided at that moment that it would not be having too many more erections.


Chapter 4: It

The next morning she instructed her beta slave to go feed the property but not to take the headphones off or relieve it in any way. She then went back to bed and for the first time indulged herself in self pleasure while thinking about what the day held. She was still upset that it had left but was also glad that they were now on the path they were on and she could truly indulge all of the things she had wanted to do to it. She almost wished it could hear her moaning as she arched her back in pleasure.

When she finished she decided to give it at least a little treat, rather than washing her hands she bounded down to the shed. She did not say a word but just stood there, letting it wonder what she was doing. She took off the headphones and stepped back again. She waited until it sighed audibly, “don’t say a word.”

She then walked up to it and shoved the fingers of one of her hands into its mouth. “Taste me. Taste what you ran away from you pathetic piece of shit.”

She knew that it loved her taste and that she was giving it something that she wanted even as she taunted it and degraded it. She then took her other hand and wiped it all over the hood so that her scent would stay with it long after she left. Having finished with what she wanted to do for the moment she looked down and smiled at its erection. She considered for just a moment punching it, ruining the moment, but decided to let it enjoy it, instead, considering the plans she had.

She went up to her office to make the next recording for it, knowing what it needed to hear next. She was cruel but she didn’t want it to be completely surprised. Later that night she took it some of its favorite snacks, chocolate chip cookies and Reese's peanut butter cups. When she walked in she was pleased to find it snoring, it had finally learned to sleep where it was being stored. She almost felt bad waking it up, almost.

She could have chosen to do so gently, especially since she was planning to be a little nice to it this evening. She couldn’t help herself though, she had wanted to do this since they had first met and now she had no reason not to. She put the snacks on the workbench, stood directly in front of her property, and with the motion she had copied from watching several MMA fights delivered a jumping knee directly into its groin.

It screamed and started crying before it was even fully awake. She stood back and let it get all of the crying out of its system. “What do you say bitch?”

Even with her slipping up it remembered what it had been taught by her and the recording. “It thanks you for the pain it deserves, Mistress.”

She smiled, “Good slave.”

Pleased with its response she set up the new recording and took off its hood so it could see. “I am here to feed it,” she said simply, “I am also going to put the headphone on so it can listen to its new recording.” She didn’t add that she wanted to watch how it responded. Before I do that though I want to know, did it enjoy its erections last night and earlier today?”

“Yes Mistress, it thanks you for allowing it to enjoy its erections.”

She laughed at its answer, slipped the headphones on and started the recording.

As it started she slipped a piece of chocolate chip cookie into its mouth. It relies on its Mistress for everything. It only lives for Mistress. It only breathes for Mistress. It is nothing without Mistress. It has no gender. Its pleasure comes from serving Mistress. Its pleasure comes from being receptive. It is receptive to pain. It is receptive to the pleasure of others. It has no need for an erection. It does not want an erection…

The recording continued and she continued to feed it pieces of cookie and candy. As she watched its face she could tell that her property was beginning to understand. She felt a surge of arousal as it began to silently cry, even as she continued to feed it. When all the snacks were gone she moved very close to it and kissed it on the cheek.

“It thanks you, Mistress,” it whispered.

Before leaving, on a whim, she suddenly delivered a jumping knee into its groin again. Her property moaned and seemed to lose consciousness, and she thought just maybe that it had had its last erection.

The next morning she returned to the shed, removed its headphones, and slapped it across the face to wake it up. She was feeling particularly sadistic and cruel since she had hurt it the night before. The more she hurt it the more aroused she became, and the more she wanted to hurt it. Once it was awake she grabbed it under the chin, not gently. “What did it learn last night?”

“It learned that erections are for people. It is not a person. It does not deserve erections. It thanks Mistress for helping it understand.” It had tears in its eyes, though she did not know whether they were from the pain or from what it was being forced to say.

“Good, despite being a complete fucking idiot it is learning.” She stepped back, “Does it know what is going to happen to it soon?”

“Yes Mistress, it thinks it knows.” It closed its eyes. She detected something beyond acceptance and knew it was close to breaking.

“Good,” she said. “I didn’t want it to be surprised.”

She then replaced its headphones and opened the middle of the sleepsack slightly, pulling its genitals out through the opening. She could see that they were bruised from the rough treatment the day before. She started to stroke it lightly, and despite the pain it started to become slightly aroused. The moment her property's cock started to get hard she held it against its body with one hand and punched its base as hard as she could with the other. She repeated this process several times, ignoring the sobbing and pleading coming from her property. She then left it hanging there, yet again, with its bruised cock hanging, uselessly, in front of it.

She went back into the house and sat down at the kitchen table. She could not contain her arousal any longer and screamed in lust “Slave! I need you in the kitchen immediately.”

There was no doubt who she meant when she screamed like that and her alpha slave appeared almost instantly, dropping whatever he had been doing in the moments before. She tore her pants off as he appeared. “Bitch, make me cum like it is the only thing that could save your life.”

The slave immediately dropped to his knees and buried his head in his owner’s gorgeous mound. She shifted around in the seat and grabbed his head. He began to lick and suck at her labia, slowly working his way inward to her clit. He sucked and licked and nibbled tenderly luxuriating in her smell and taste. She ground his head increasingly violently against her body and shuddered with orgasm after orgasm, barely letting him breathe at all.

In the end they were both spent, he was lying on the kitchen floor at her feet and she arched her back in the chair, finding a level of release she hadn’t in days. “Good slave, I fucking needed that,” she said. “Now go get the banding tool. It is time for that thing in the shed to begin its transformation.”

Its owner reappeared, with her alpha slave in tow. It hung in its sleepsack, disgusting from being stuck there for several days, and in a near trance from the constant droning of the recordings. It stirred and looked at her when she removed the headphones. She began to gently fondle its genitals, which only caused it more pain from the bruising they had suffered. She then took the elastrator from her alpha slave and held it in front of it. The thing tried to shake its head and started begging and crying.

“Shhhh, my pet.” She whispered as she gently rubbed the side of its face with one hand. “You knew this was coming. Now tell me what it has learned one more time.”

It got its sobbing under control and, breathing heavily, said “People get erections. It is not a person. It should no longer get erections.”

She smiled. “That is right. So you see, this is me helping. This will help make it better property.”

With that she handed the elastrator back to her other slave. She then pulled and twisted, somewhat cruelly, the thing’s genitals away from its body. The alpha slave slipped the elastrator over its genitals and deposited the first band right against the balls. He then added another band to the tool and repeated the process, this time closer to the base of its limp, bruised, penis.

The pitiful creature howled in pain. She laughed and then spit in its face. “Don’t worry. The pain will stop soon enough, and when the pain stops it will know that it can stop pretending to be a man, or a person at all.”

She then hooded her property once again before adding the headphones back into place. There was no harm in reinforcing its new reality. Her and her alpha slave then left the former person to its fate.


Chapter 5: A Castrated Pet

Hours later she came back to the most pleasant surprise, the pathetic creature's testicles had turned deep purple and were ice cold to the touch. Amazingly, despite all of the torture she had put the thing through it somehow had an erection. She laughed and then removed the creature's headphones and whispered seductively in its ears “The pain stopped, didn't it pet, and now you are enjoying what I have done to you.”

It didn’t say anything but just breathed incredibly hard. She felt the creature's balls again and knew the damage was done. They were cold and turning a color that you never want to see on your body. She gently grabbed its penis and lightly caressed it, slowly stroking it up and down. “You are such an aroused pet,” she whispered. “Maybe if you can come from my touch before it is too late I will let you keep those pathetic balls. Would you like that?”

She could hear the breath catch in its throat, and stifled a laugh at her own cruelty. She knew that its balls were beyond redemption but thought this could be the greatest mindfuck of all time.

“It doesn't know what it wants, Mistress.” He said in a husky voice.

She continued to stroke its cock lightly at first, and then harder and faster. “Let’s find out together, pet.”

She continued to stroke while whispering endless depravities in its ear and eventually a weak orgasm, likely its last with any real semen in it, spurted out of the bruised cock. She caught some of it and shoved her fingers into her pet's mouth, forcing it, not for the first time, to eat its own cum.

“Did that taste good, pet?” she brushed its face lightly with her other hand. “I am so proud of you.”

“Thank you Mistress, it tasted so good.” It stopped for a moment, as if raising the courage to speak further, “will you allow it to keep its balls now?”

She let loose a guttural and evil laugh. “No you stupid bitch, they were beyond repair when I started. I just wanted to give you a moment of hope before I told you the truth.”

The wail the thing let out was so pathetic that it only made her laugh further. She then grabbed it by the throat, holding it tight enough that it began to panic. “It is lucky I am letting it keep its life. Luckily it can still be my pet. It will be grateful for everything else I take from it.”

She then spit in its face again, and left it in silence to ponder its fate.  


The Mistress left the shed and went straight to her bedroom, yelling for her alpha slave to join her. She unlocked alpha’s chastity device and had him fuck her to several orgasms, all the while enjoying that she had finally done it. She had not told him before now but from the moment she took in her pet she had wanted to castrate him. There was just something about him, the innocence of his face, his frame, everything, that made him the perfect candidate for castration. The only thing that wasn’t perfect was that he wasn’t a virgin, so she still had that to cross off on her bucket list. She knew in that moment that he would not be the last boy she would lure into her clutches and geld for her own pleasure. 

Finished with being pleasured she relocked the slave and sent him to feed the thing in the shed, that she was coming back around to thinking of as her pet, but not her boy…never a boy again, and never a man at all.

Reliving the moment where she told it that its balls were dead before spitting in its face almost made her want to call her slave back for another sex session. But there was so much more to do. She grabbed her phone and called her veterinarian friend, who was a pro domme on the side, and quickly explained what was going on. The vet practically yelped with excitement and said she would be right over. That important piece done, the Mistress began making the next recording.

The truth was that she really did love her pet, and she had warned it that when it agreed to be owned by her that it was not a choice to be taken lightly and that it could not be taken back. She warned it about what she would do as well. She remembered clearly, “I will find you. I will convince you to come back with me one way or another, and I will truly end your life as a person. I love you with all my heart, but my heart is black as coal and I will destroy you completely before I allow you to leave my life.”

It made the choice to not believe her and now she was doing what she had promised, and what she believed was necessary, to make sure it never happened again. She also truly believed they would both be happier for it. It had confessed a desire to be completely ruined and she had always harbored the desire to work on a slave without limits in order to see how far she could take it. She knew it wasn’t healthy, and what she had done definitely wasn’t legal, but she didn’t care. And when she was done, it wouldn’t care either. In fact, it would be grateful. She was sure she was right.

She had finished the recording and was sure it was a masterpiece. She had recorded herself saying the most vile things imaginable designed to break down the thing in the shed until there was nothing left of its ego, of its self-esteem. But that was only the first part. She had used software to distort her voice, to make it a dozen different voices. She wanted her pet to feel like everyone in the world was saying these things to it- and she wanted that for a very specific reason. She also recorded herself saying “Your Mistress loves you. Your Mistress is proud of your suffering. Your Mistress will always take care of you. You are her perfect pet. You are your Mistress’s greatest possession.” She went on and on praising the thing in the shed for accepting what she had done to it, for handling it. All in her voice, all with every ounce of love she had in her body.

She knew the effect that would have. Her pet would never leave her side again. It would never trust another soul and it would be so grateful for her love. She knew she would spend the rest of her life, or at least the rest of its life, loving it for exactly what it was and doing whatever she wanted to it.

A little while later her veterinary friend showed up and they sat together in the kitchen enjoying tea while the Mistress explained just what she had done to her pet, and why. Her friend eyed her from over the rim of her mug and smiled.

“You certainly know how to keep life interesting. Aren’t you worried about the legal ramifications?”

The Mistress sighed, “I was willing to take my chances. He would never run to the cops,even if he ran again which I don’t think he would do. He has been estranged from his family since he moved here with me, and didn’t even contact them when he ran. To be honest, I think he wanted me to bring him back. The only other person to worry about is you, and I know I can trust you.”

Her friend smiled again, “That is the first time you have called him “he” since I got here. You still have feelings for the poor thing.”

The Mistress put her mug down firmly. “Of course I do. I love him more than anything, except maybe Alpha slave. Maybe. I did this because I love him. But after this conversation there is no more he, him. You are going to help me remove the last of that anyway.”

“Okay, so tell me how you did it. I want to make sure we are going to be able to do this without taking him to a hospital, or you will definitely have legal problems.”

“I double banded his scrotum, once close to the balls and once very close to the base of his shaft. It seemed the best way to make sure infection was less likely and to make sure those balls died.”

The veterinarian dominatrix sighed. “Okay so that isn’t exactly the best technical way to use that tool, I knew I should have trained you. But I never thought you would actually use it to castrate someone! Still, it should be fine. I will remove everything below the higher band, cauterize, and remove the last band. There will be some scarring but nothing you won’t enjoy looking at and he shouldn’t feel a thing”

“It.” The Mistress whispered.

“Right,” her friend decided to placate her, “it won’t feel a thing.”


Chapter 6: A New LIfe Begins

Together they walked out to the shed along with her alpha slave. The pitiful pet was hanging in the sack moaning and sobbing.

Mistress went to her pet’s side and touched his cheek gently. “It is all going to be okay soon,” she whispered. “The vet is here to finish the job down there and make it look so good. Soon you will be fixed like any good pet should be.”

The pet just whimpered as she talked but pressed its face into her hand showing affection, finally it responded in a quiet voice. “Thank you Mistress, I know you are right.”

“Good boy. She is going to start working now. I want you to watch it happen. I want to watch the change happen because this is the beginning of your new life. If you look away I will be very upset with you. You can cry if you need to.”

While she was talking the vet set out her tools and began to clean the pet's groin, and began checking its balls. They, and the scrotum, were clearly dead, which meant removing them was completely necessary. She looked at the thing hanging from the wall with a mixture of pity, arousal, and sadistic urges. She never thought she would ever do something like this and now that she was, it was beyond exciting. Using a scalpel she carefully removed everything below the first band, letting it all drop to the floor with a disgusting plop.

When the pet watched its genitals fall from its body onto the shed floor it began to quietly cry. The vet then cleaned the wound and made sure it wasn’t bleeding before moving on to the next cut. “You might feel this one a little, I am not sure. You are just going to have to deal with it though.”

She then began the second cut, when it was over there would just be a little nub of scar tissue under the thing’s nearly useless cock. There was a little bit of blood and from the way the pet jerked on the wall it clearly felt the second cut. She then removed the second band and cauterized the center of the wound before sewing it all up. Soon there would just be the smallest reminder that the thing once had balls.

“I am so proud of you,” the Mistress whispered, holding its face gently before kissing its cheek. “You did so good pet.”

The vet looked up at them both and the most sadistic urge came over her. She looked directly into the pet’s eyes with a look of absolute, though completely manufactured, disgust. “She may be proud of you but the truth is you are pathetic. You might be the most pathetic fucking thing I have ever seen. So I hope you know how lucky you are that she cares about you at all.” 
 

The vet then silently cleaned up its tools and went up to the house. The Mistress whispered, “It is all true you know. I am proud of you and you are pathetic. I want you to hang there for a little while pondering what you have become and then we will clean you up.”

She left the pet there with its own thoughts and could hear it sobbing quietly as she left the shed.

She found her friend sitting in the kitchen drinking a glass of wine. She sat down across from her and shook her head. “What the fuck came over you there?” 
 

“I am so sorry dear.” The vet looked at her with wide eyes and a little bit of fear. “I don’t know what came over me. The whole situation was just so hot.”

The Mistress laughed. “No, you misunderstand me. That was perfect. And so hot. But I want to show you something.”

She pulled a video up on her phone and put it on the table between them. She had taped the whole castration, and kept herself out of the frame entirely. “I am going to watch this over and over again. You are right, it was SO HOT.”

The vet put down the glass of wine. “You taped me! You fucking taped me! How could you?”

The Mistress stood up and walked around the table so she was standing over her. “Two reasons. One, you asked about law enforcement, and I decided I wanted to have some leverage in case you had pangs of guilt later.”

She stopped talking for a few seconds and let her friend catch her breath. She then grabbed her, gently, by the chin and forced the woman she had almost thought of as a sister to look up into her eyes. “But then I realized I didn’t have to worry about that. I almost stopped taping. Then I remembered your other online profile, the one that told me the truth about my pro domme friend.”

The woman gulped and nodded, she didn’t know that anyone knew about that, or knew it was her.. The Mistress continued, “do you remember what it says?”

The woman nodded, her eyes full of terror. 


“Remind me then, girl.” 

“My other profile said that I longed for a dominant woman to blackmail me into total slavery for her and make me into her completely depraved slut.” 


“That’s right. It did.” The Mistress smiled cruelly down at her. “So we are going to make a deal. I am going to reach down into your pants and if your panties aren’t soaked through right now I will delete the video and things will go back to normal. But if they are as soaked as I suspect they will be, my pet isn’t the only one here who is starting a new life tonight.”
  

The Mistress stopped for a moment before reaching down. “Or you can save me the trouble of checking and just drop to your knees. I can see in your eyes you want to.” 


She watched as a change came over her friend, her shoulders loosened and her face smoothed out in a way that suggested tension and stress she had carried for years was leaving her body. The vet slid out of the chair onto her knees and looked up at her. “Yes, Mistress,” she breathed the words more than she spoke them. 

The Mistress slid into the chair the veterinarian had vacated and began playing with her new toy’s hair. “Good choice. Now tell me the truth. Do you even want me to delete the video?”

The girl did not answer for a long moment and then she finally looked up at her new Mistress. “No Mistress. I want you to be able to hold that, and anything else you make me do, over my head for the rest of my life.”

The Mistress smiled. “That is what I thought you would say, and I am so very proud of you.”

The girl twitched and orgasmed at those words and the enormity of everything that had just happened. The Mistress noted that it was that easy to get her off, and knew they would be having a lot of fun together. She then looked at the girl kneeling before her. “I am not just going to hold these things over your head though. I am going to expose you, slowly, stripping parts of your life away that I feel don’t serve me until you are stuck, forever, in the box I want you in.”

The girl whimpered and nodded, and her new Mistress knew that there would be no struggle here. It was almost like she had been waiting for this moment since they met. Maybe she had.

She took the girl up to her bedroom and had her provide pleasure with her mouth for a while. She would never tell her pet or her slave but the woman ate pussy a thousand times better than either of them. She then made the girl pleasure herself while describing in great detail how much she has always wanted to be blackmailed and degraded. She recorded the entire ordeal on the girl’s phone, sent herself a copy, and then made her pick someone to send it to. The girl chose a submissive client she sees on the weekends who also has a blackmail fetish because she figured he would understand.

The girl couldn’t help but touch herself as she did it, which made her Mistress laugh hysterically. “You know girl, I think you might actually be more pathetic than my pet out in the shed. He didn’t have a choice, but I would have let you go. I am the one that destroyed my pet’s old life. But you are going to wreck your own life slowly while I watch. And you are going to do it because you want to. You need to. Pathetic little slut.”

The girl just looked up at her nodding, she couldn’t even bring herself to talk and then watched as her Mistress copied all of her phone contacts. This was suddenly very real. 


The Mistress laughed again. “Now you are going to go home tonight, masturbate as much as you want. I need to take care of my pet. You will not contact me. When I am ready for you I will contact you and when I do you will do everything I tell you to without question. If you don’t I will send the video of you masturbating and talking to your job. If you disobey me a second time I will send it to your parents. If you disobey me a third time I will send the video of you castrating my slave to the police.” 

The girl just looked at her and nodded. “Yes, Mistress.” She said quietly.

“Good girl.” She chuckled. “And don’t look sad, you wanted this and I can tell from your dripping cunt that you are enjoying it. Now get dressed and go.”

She didn’t even wait to see if her order was followed. She knew she would. Instead she went downstairs, gathered her slave and went back out to the shed.

Her and her alpha slave took the pet down off the wall and got it out of the sleepsack. The inside of it is disgusting. She shakes her head and looks at her slave. “Well that is a few hundred dollars down the drain. I don’t think it is even worth cleaning it up. Dispose of that tomorrow when you clean-up in here.”

“Yes, Mistress.” The slave nods and tosses the sleepsack aside.

The pet is almost as disgusting, but she has no intention of throwing it away, not after so much work. They help the pet, whose stiff legs and sore body can barely hold itself up, into the house and into the downstairs bathroom. She turns the shower on just a shade past lukewarm, wanting it to be as comfortable as possible and sets the shower head on the softest setting. She stands the pet in the shower, instructing it to hold the rails for support and then send her slave away.

She strips off her clothes and gets into the shower behind the pet, picking up the softest sponge she can find. She soaps it up and gently cleans her pet from head to toe, watching all of the brown and red run down the drain. She whispers to it, “you really get to start your new life now sweetheart. Are you excited?”

The pet nods but doesn’t say anything. It turns to face its Mistress and she can see the devotion and the conflict in its eyes. But she knows the devotion will win out and the conflict will fade to oblivion.

“It is okay love,” she continues to wash it gently. “I know this is a lot to take in. But do you remember when we first started talking, all of the things you told me you wanted.”

The pet nods quietly, remembering the hundreds of messages they sent back and forth and how depraved their fantasies were. It never thought they would become true. “I remember, Mistress.” 


She begins to wash the pet’s hair and smiles at him lovingly. “They are all going to be real now. This is your life, and I think it is the life you want, not that that matters now.” 

He looks down, unable to meet her gaze. He is also surprised to find that despite losing his balls and all the trauma of the last several days he has a slight erection. She soaps up her hand and begins to gently fondle it.

“Yes pet, eunuchs can get erections. Your sex life isn’t completely over, despite what I may have said in the shed. Not that you are ever using this thing in the way it was intended ever again though.”

She coaxes a weak orgasm from the damaged cock and catches it as its knees give way, she gently lowers them both down into sitting positions in the tub, letting the soft warm water pour over both of them. “Tell me the truth now pet, I won’t punish you. Do you wish I hadn’t come to retrieve you when you ran away?”

It doesn’t answer for a long time but she can imagine the thoughts running through its head. The friends and family, now lost forever, the career it will never have, everything she has taken from it. She knows the enormity of it all. Finally the pet shakes its head and looks at her with tears in its eyes. “I am glad you came for me, Mistress. I had to run. I had to try to have a normal life, but I am glad you decided not to allow it.”

She looks at the pet thoughtfully. “If you feel like you had to run, why are you glad that I decided otherwise for you?”

“I have been thinking about this a lot while you have been keeping me in the shed. That was unimaginably cruel by the way.” He stops and looks at her and she glares at him sharply but does not interrupt. “Anyway, I thought about it alot. I had to run because if I didn’t, if I just gave up on the outside world I would have felt like I had failed. I would have felt like I failed my family, and failed myself. But I know in my heart I didn’t want any of that. I wanted to be here with you.”

He pauses for a moment and looks down again, she can see he is ashamed of what he is about to say. “I wanted to be here with you. And I wanted to be here like this.”

She pulls him into an embrace and holds him for a long time in the water before saying, suddenly thinking of his humanity again, and loving him even more for giving it up, “I suspected that was true my pet. And I understand why you needed to try to run. I understand why you needed this to be my choice, not your own. But that, unfortunately, has some very real consequences.”

He actually laughs at this and looks down at where his balls once were. “I know, Mistress.”

She laughs with him before continuing. “That isn’t what I mean though. You forced me to take a great risk to bring you home. If anyone outside finds out what happened it won’t matter what you say to the police, I will be arrested. That means nobody can ever find out.”

He nods quietly and says, “I will never tell anyone.”

“I know you won’t, pet.” She stops, and almost hates herself for what she is about to say, “because you are likely never leaving the property again, and if you do get to leave the property again some day it will be a long time from now and you will be under very strict rules. I can’t risk someone from your life seeing you, realizing who you are, and the story coming out. Do you understand?” 


He nods again and then looks up at her. “I understand, Mistress.” 

“Good,” she touches his face gently, “Do you remember what you wrote about brainwashing when we first met?”

“Yes Mistress, it has always been a fantasy of mine.”

“I know, pet, I know.” She smiles at him. “I hope the reality of it is living up to the fantasy, because there is a lot more of it coming. Your old life really is over. I hope you can see that.”

“I can, Mistress.”

“Good.” The word has a sense of finality to it. She gets to her feet and helps him up as well.

She loves hurting him and degrading him. Destroying him has become her favorite pastime, but she also loves caring for him. She helps him out of the tub and dries him off. She then leads him to a bedroom on the first floor. She attaches him to the bed frame with an iron manacle around his ankle.

“This will be your room for a while, but you will eventually either return to your old room or to a new place, more fitting to your new station in life.”

She has him lay down in the bed before using more manacles to trap his wrists. “I need to warn you. This new recording is going to be the most intense you’ve experienced. It is going to be the only thing you hear for days and, pet, it is going to destroy your past reality. You might as well accept that before it even starts playing. I am not going to tell you where this will take you, but it might be easier if you just accept that your old life is completely gone and so is everyone who was in it.”

She then blindfolds him, puts the headphones on his head and begins the recording before sitting back to watch his reactions. For a long time, about fifteen minutes, he doesn’t really react. He understands on some level that it is all contrived. But about fifteen minutes in the constant insults, the degradation, and the mention of his family finally starts to break him. Five more minutes he is crying openly. She looks down at the timer on the recording and knows what he just heard: your parents would rather you be dead than be what you’ve become. When they find out, and they will, they will hate you forever. 


It is probably the cruelest thing she put in the recording and to make it worse she had used the voice distortion to make it sound like what she thought his mother probably sounded like. A few minutes later the crying stopped and she knew that her pet was now hearing her voice, her affirmations of love. It would go on and on like this for as long as she felt necessary, going back and forth between confirming in his mind that the world is disgusted by him and that she loves him, and is proud of him, and needs him. She had no doubt that the effect would break him and that by the time it was over he would effectively be a housebound pet with a warped view of the outside world and only one person to trust. 


Chapter 7: Acceptance

Her initial thought was to leave him like this for a day or two while either her or her slave fed him and gave him water without ever letting the recording stop its loop. She noticed on the second day though that he was half hard and knew that he was hearing her voice and couldn’t help herself. She couldn’t help herself though and began to lightly stroke his semi-erect cock. She knew that there was less testosterone in his system every day thanks to the castration but that he would still feel enough arousal that she could use it for her own enjoyment and occasionally give him something like a release. At first she only stroked him while she knew her voice was playing but soon she decided to eroticize the hatred and disgust others would feel for him as well. Two days became three, and it soon became a week. She would sponge bathe him once a day but not let him out of the bed. Soon she had his arousal constantly at the height it could now reach and it had been nearly two weeks. It didn’t matter whether he was asleep or awake the words and her touch were a constant barrage against his ever slipping sanity.

During this period she had to find some other way to pass the time and she had decided that her pet vet had stewed in her own juices for long enough. She sent her an email. You are to meet me at The Spider Tattoo Parlor today at 2pm. I have made an appointment. You will only answer direct questions. You will not ask me, or the artist anything. If you do not show up you know what will happen. 


She got to the tattoo parlor and was pleased to see her new pet sitting on a bench outside waiting for her. She walked up and sat down next to her and put an arm around her shoulders. To anyone who looked it would look like two girlfriends enjoying the day together. She looked at her pet, who was clearly nervous, and aroused. 


“I am not going to pretend this won’t be hard for you. I know from talking about this in the past that you never intended to get a tattoo. I thought about taking it easy on you, but that just isn’t my way. It is right into the deep end for you.” 

“Please,” the girl whined quietly, “please do something else? Maybe just a piercing?”

She leans in close and whispers in the girl's ear, “my email said no questions. You will be punished for that later. And no. You will be marked. Today. Permanently.”

The girl nodded, though she clearly understood that getting what she wanted is much scarier than she ever realized. Her Mistress continues, “Think about what we did to my pet. You knew how far I would go and you slid to your knees anyway. You want this.”

The girl looks at her dazed and her Mistress reaches under the girl's skirt, not caring who sees, her panties are soaked. She smiles to herself, glad she looked for confirmation. “Inside. Now.”

She leads the girl inside and they walk up to the counter. The Mistress explains that they are there for an appointment and hands the man a piece of paper. He looks at it and looks at the girl. “Are you sure you want this?”

Her pet looks at the man and then looks at her Mistress, her eyes begging when she knows using her voice will only get in more trouble. “Tell him,” is all her Mistress says.

“Yes, I am sure.” She says this without even knowing what is on the paper, her head spinning at how far she has fallen so quickly.

Soon she is laying on her stomach on a bench and the artist is preparing to start. Her Mistress kneels in front of her and coos to her “I am so proud of you. I think you might wind up being my favorite project yet sweet girl.”

The girl smiles at her and does her best to absorb the pain of the needle jamming ink into her back over and over again. She soon relaxes and goes into almost a trance as her body reacts to the pain and her Mistress stroking her head all at the same time. She doesn’t know how long it takes but soon it is over. Her Mistress stands up and takes a picture of her back and shows it to her.

She gasps at the large tramp stamp that reads blackmailed cunt that now covers much of her lower back. “Really? Did you have to?”

“I did have to, girl.” Her Mistress smiles at her, “and you will be punished for those questions as well.”

Pay the man and then go sit outside to wait for me. I have other business to discuss with him. She watches with pride as her former friend, and now property, pays for the tattoo she just received. Her face burning with humiliation, she handed over two hundred dollars for the privilege of being marked in a way that is sure to change her life no matter what happens next.

Her Mistress watches as she leaves and then leans over the counter explaining to them what work she will have for him in the coming weeks. She has so much planned for both her pet and her new girl. Finished with the scheduling and discussing her plans with the sadistic tattoo artist she walks outside and sits back down on the bench next to her girl. “I am proud of you, though you do have to be punished. Take out your phone.”

The girl takes out her phone and offers it to her Mistress. “No no. You are going to do this. I love watching you do it yourself, knowing that you ultimately chose this life. Start scrolling.”

She watches as the girl scrolls through her contact list before saying stop. She points to a name. “That is your best friend from college right? You were the maid of honor in her wedding. But if I remember correctly you don’t talk much anymore.”

The girl nods. “I will give you a choice. You can send that picture to her right now and accept the consequences or you can terminate your lease and move into my house by the end of the month.”

The girl looks at her with wide eyes. She has always lived on her own and her friend, her Mistress, knows how much she values that freedom. Her stomach begins to turn as she realizes she has to choose right at that moment. She finally nods. “I will move in with you Mistress.”

“Good girl. Your rent will be the same by the way. I don’t want you to think you are ever getting a free ride.”

The girl gulps and nods, realizing she is giving up a swanky two bedroom apartment for much less space, and turning over a lot more control to her former friend and now owner.

When her Mistress kisses her on the cheek she feels, for just a moment, that this is all worth it though, and she is soon sent on her way to begin planning her move. Her Mistress goes home to check on her pet and her slave, who has not been getting nearly enough attention from her with everything that was going on. She decides to rectify that.

When she gets home she takes her alpha slave out to the shed and spends several hours flogging, spanking, and caning him. Her slave loves impact play and thanks her profusely for the beating and for the attention. They spend a long time sitting and talking about how life is changing and she assures him that she needs him now more than ever. He was always a switch before they got together and now she will need him to take that role again with so much new property joining the household. With that settled she turns her attention back to her pet.

On the fourteenth day she decided to stop the recording. She did not immediately remove the headphones though. After so long she wanted him to adjust to not hearing the words and to watch how he reacted. It took nearly an hour before he whispered for her and only then did she remove the headphone and blindfold and kiss him lightly on the cheek. As soon as he saw her strained to get closer to her. She laughed and laid down next to him, wrapping her arms around him. His tears started flowing freely.

“Shhh, it is okay my pet, my love. I am here for you. I will always be here for you.” She snuggled into him and kissed his cheek again.

After a few minutes he calmed down enough to talk but as soon as he started talking the tears started flowing again, he babbled in a barely coherent way about how people were out to get him, how his family hated him, how he couldn’t leave. She knew she had him.

“Are you sure?” She stopped cuddling him and got out of the bed, her voice suddenly cold. “You wanted to leave not long ago. Maybe I should pack up your things for you and send you on your way. You could always crawl back to your mother.”

He looked at her with complete fear in his eyes and began to beg. “No please. No. Mistress. I love you. I need you. Please.” He went on for what could have been hours but was really only a couple of minutes while she stared down at him. At one point he said “You are the only person who ever loved me. Please don’t make me leave.”

That was when she smiled and sat back down on the bed. “So you understand, my pet? You get it now?”

She felt her thighs grow slick with her arousal, her own cruelty and his complete submission to it turned her on more than almost anything ever could. She watched, smiling, as he nodded.

She then laid back down and whispered in his ear, her loving tone of voice at complete odds with the cruelty of her words. “You know I did this to you right. You used to have friends. You used to have a family. You used to have balls.” As she said this she grabbed his cock and began stroking it, enjoying how it immediately hardened in her hand, even now. “You used to be a person. I took all of it from you.”

She enjoyed his conflicted emotions as she did this to him, burning it into his mind that the only person he had left was the person who made it all happen. He was angry and scared but also aroused and she could see the surrender in his eyes growing. “Yes Mistress, I know. I don’t understand all of these feelings but I know.”

She continued to lightly stroke him and nibbled at his neck a bit, turning him on further. “So?” She asked him.

He turned his head and looked at her with deep confusion in his eyes not knowing what she was looking for.

“Don’t you remember what I told you just a couple of weeks ago, when you were still hanging in that shed, mourning the loss of your precious balls?”

He stopped and she could tell he was searching for his mind. “You said I would thank you for everything you took from me.”

“And?”

She watched every other emotion fade from his eyes as realization after realization hit him. She grabbed one of his nipples and pinched it lightly, he had always loved that and she was sure now they were even more sensitive. She then whispered, “thank me. You know you wanted this all along. You know this was your destiny. Thank. Me.”

He shuddered and whispered the words, “thank you Mistress,” and as he said them he knew everything she said was true. Every other emotion fled his body and he relaxed completely into the bed, left with nothing but gratitude, surrender, and love.

“Good boy,” she hissed in his ear, grabbing his cock one again. “Welcome to your new life. The life you were meant for.”

Almost as an afterthought she squeezed his cock, hard, and whispered “I am not done taking things from you yet you know, but that will wait. I am going to take and take and take. Eventually, all that will be left of you is the you I created.”

She squeezed hard as she said this and he spurted out another clear, useless, orgasm. She gathered as much of it as she could and fed it to him gently, already scheming the next phase of both of their lives.


Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 2:

The Making of Three Slaves


Chapter 1: Puppy Dog Eyes

Every morning, Mistress Anne walked around the local mall before having a smoothie at the breakfast shop and starting her day. She enjoyed the time as a time to think about what she needed to accomplish that day and as a little bit of exercise to get blood flowing and help keep her trim shape. When she was finished walking she would enjoy her smoothie and then head to her office where she would spend the day helping patients deal with the marital problems. She loved her work but it was frustrating that she couldn’t give them the real secret to a successful relationship, putting the man in his place. She truly believed that, for the most part, if a man submitted to a woman in his life they would both be happier.

There were exceptions of course, but in her own life she found that the men she established control of were happier, healthier, and more successful and if what they had to give up to achieve that state of bliss was complete devotion to her, well, could it really be so bad?

These were the thoughts that were going through her head as she finished her brisk walk and headed to the food court, she ordered her usual smoothie, peach and strawberry, and sat down at a table, she propped her feet up on a second chair and pulled out a book to read for a little while before heading to work. As she pulled out the book she saw him. He couldn’t be older than 22, a slim figure, like a swimmer, and messy blond hair. The most interesting thing about him was that he was staring at her, or more accurately, at her boots. She looked down at them and had to admit they were nice. Supple brown leather, going up almost to her knees, they accentuated everything beautiful about her legs and were clearly expensive, as was everything else she was wearing.

She chuckled to herself and went back to reading her book. After about twenty minutes her smoothie was gone and she had gotten to a good stopping point in her reading. She also knew that her first patients would be showing up before too long. She packed up her book and got up to leave, noticing that the boy was still there, and as much as he tried not to be noticeable he could not hide that he was still staring. She smiled to herself and decided to give him a show. She walked slowly past him in such a way that he could stare at her boots, and her shapely ass, as she walked away. She knew she was an absolute knockout and even having close to fifteen years on the kid she enjoyed the way he looked at her, and she liked knowing what he would be thinking about when he rubbed one out in secret later that night.

That day she sat through patient after patient, giving them the answers she thought should be obvious and trying to show all of the empathy she could muster. She loved helping her patients but if she had to be honest she did not really understand why anyone would choose to have a vanilla, monogamous relationship. Still, she was good at her job and her patients paid well for her time; and there was that rare time she was able to steer one of them into a different direction and that always felt rewarding.

Between her patients her thoughts kept coming back to the boy in the mall. He was so fascinated by her boots and in her experience that usually meant a person had a submissive demeanor, sometimes they were just a fetishist, but even that could be fun. She didn’t feel any shame about thinking about someone so much younger than herself that way either and she just couldn’t shake the image of him on his knees at her feet, and her tousling that messy hair. The thought made her smile, and it made her wet.

By the time the day was over she knew she needed to blow off some steam. She lived alone but had plenty of men wrapped around her fingers. She thought about it and realized that Tony had not been particularly attentive lately. She knew just how to fix that, and how to get him worked up. She quickly fired off a text You have not been paying enough attention to me lately, worm. I want that to change, NOW. Be at my place at 7pm tonight. Stop at an ATM first too. I know how much you like handing over your hard earned money to someone who already has more of it than you ever will.

Tony was a paypig and a lovely submissive but often went astray when she didn’t work hard to keep him focused. Her work and other pursuits had kept her distracted and she figured she had given him enough time away. If he had decided he was done she would understand but she expected he would show up as told. The text came back almost instantly, Yes, Mistress Anne.

She relaxed back into her office chair and started imagining what she would do with her financial slave. She enjoyed him a great deal but it was true that he had been distanced lately. She would have to find out why, and then do something about it. With the day over there was nothing to do but drive home and wait for him to arrive.


Chapter 2: A Paypig, or Something More?

Arriving at home Mistress Anne stripped out of her work clothes, and dressed herself in shiny black cigarette pants, a black and purple corset, and black stiletto heels. As good as she felt she looked all day she had to admit that nothing made her feel quite as sexy as a corset. She then poured herself a glass of red wine, unlocked the front door, and sat on the couch with her feet up, waiting.

Finally the door swung open and Tony, her wayward slave crawled in from the front porch; that he remembered he was not allowed to stand in her household made her smile. She crossed her legs and allowed a predatory grin to cross her face as he slowly made his way towards her, kicking her door shut quietly with his foot once he was fully past the threshold. Once he arrived at her feet he placed his forehead on the floor at her feet, taking the pose that she had taught him the first time they met.

Mistress Anne smiled down at him and allowed him to stay in that position for a few moments. She knew from experience that allowing just the right amount of anticipation, as well as allowing him to ground himself in this space where he was truly nothing but an object was the best way for the evening to start. Finally, she spoke.

“What offering did you bring your superior this evening, worm?” She spoke the words harshly but gleefully. She did not really engage in financial domination all that often anymore, though it was a mainstay in her life throughout graduate school and early in her career. Tony brought that bug out of her when he confessed to previously being a paypig for other dominants. He also admitted that giving money to her, knowing he needed it more than she did, excited him to no end.

He sniffled and reached into his pockets, slowly spreading out seven twenty dollar bills. She was surprised. Normally he brought more. She had to pause for a minute to decide what to say to him before deciding to continue in the harsh tone she had adopted for this purpose.

“What is this pathetic offering?” She sneered. “Is this supposed to be some kind of insult or is this the best you could do?”

His reaction to this truly surprised her. He broke down in tears. And started apologizing. She immediately dropped all pretense of harshness, though not dominance. She used her foot to lift his head so that he could meet her gaze. “What happened, pet?” her voice was suddenly a soft and caring tone. She cared deeply about all of her subjects, though she didn’t always want to show it.

“I got fired two weeks ago, Mistress.” He sniffled. “They laid me off after ten years, like I didn’t matter at all.”

“I see.” She said, continuing to look down at him, trying to figure out what he needed from this interaction considering this new information.

Finally, she offered him her hand, and when he took it she guided him next to her on the couch. Her mind was spinning, she truly felt for the poor man, who had been a good submissive to her for quite awhile. She had never considered herself a findom, but she enjoyed it with him in part because he enjoyed it so much and she knew that not being able to meet her demand probably hurt him as much as losing the job did.

“Tell me, pet, did they just lay you off or did something go wrong?” Even though she used the word pet she hoped he understood that she was there for him as a person and friend as well as a slave.

“They didn’t give me a reason. Things have definitely been slowing down lately. I am not surprised there were layoffs, but I am surprised I was included in it.” He stopped and took a breath. “I don’t know what I am going to do. I almost didn’t come tonight, I am worried I am going to lose my home.”

Mistress Anne took a deep breath and looked at him, allowing him to get caught in her strong, commanding, gaze. “That is not going to happen Anthony. This is just an obstacle. You will overcome it. You will overcome it for yourself but more importantly you will overcome it for me. Do you understand?”

She continued to hold his hand and he looked at her, not sure how to proceed, he realized that other than their first public meeting this was the first time she had positioned him as anything approaching her equal, though he knew he could never be that. He was grateful to see how much she cared about him though and knew that she was right, he would overcome anything for her.

“Tomorrow you will come to my office at 5:30pm. My last client will have left by then. You will bring with you your resume, and a list of all your bills and assets. Do you understand?” Her look told him that she was serious, and that bringing him up on the couch did not change who was in control.

“Yes Mistress Anne, I understand.” He gulped and nodded. He was feeling a lot of mixed emotions, he did not like her seeing him like this but also knew that she was the person in his life best equipped to deal with the situation. “I am sorry I didn’t tell you sooner.”

“You should be, and I would say you should be punished for that but I think you have likely punished yourself more than enough. I can see the shame in your eyes.” She lightly caressed his cheek. “Now that we know we are starting to deal with the worldly issue tomorrow let’s see if we can deal with that shame you are feeling tonight.”

She stood up and moved to the center of the room. “Come. Stand in front of me, slave.”

He involuntarily shivered at the sudden change in her demeanor, but it was a pleasant feeling. He said nothing and just did as he was commanded to. Once he was standing in front of her she took his hands and placed them behind his head. She then nudged his feet, first one and then the other, with her own until they were at shoulder width.

“From now on, when I tell you I wish to inspect you this is how you stand. However, when I wish to inspect you, you will usually be nude, so strip.” She took a step back and watched.

She knew Tony was a blue collar guy, he was smart but enjoyed working with his hands and he stayed in good shape. She honestly suspected that he could have made a great deal more money if he had gone to college instead of a trade school, but she loved how unpretentious he was, and how submissive. Her mind was turning as she considered ways to put him to better use, that however was for the next day or sometime even later down the line. She did not want to push him too far and scare him off. She did think their relationship was about to turn a corner though.

Once he was naked she circled him as though he were a prisoner, or prey, which in a sense he was. She touched him, sometimes softly, sometimes more firmly, all over as she inspected his body. She loved how well he took care of himself but also imagined him softening just a bit. She pinched here and there, scratched at his back and his ass, not enough to leave marks but just enough for him to feel it. Soon he was as hard as he had ever been, his cock jutting proudly in the air, straining. She stood behind him and grabbed it firmly. 
 

“Is this for me, slave?” She growled in his ear.

“Yes, Mistress.” He trembled, as she stroked him lightly, not nearly enough to get him off but getting him closer and closer to the precipice.

As she stroked him she whispered in his ear, “just think, if you had met me on one of your normal dating sites you’d be ramming this into me by now,” she enjoyed how that caused his breathing to catch and his cock to somehow grow even harder, it was practically hot to the touch. “Instead you are standing here obediently while I decide what to do with you. Do you wish you had met me that other way Tony?”

“No Mistress.”

“Even if it means I never let you use your beautiful cock ever again?” She felt him tense at that, as if the words alone were almost enough to make him cum.

He shivered and took a moment to answer, “No Mistress. I would rather be yours even if it means that.”

She took a single nail and scratched lightly at the head of his engorged member. “Good boy.”

She walked past him and as she did she grabbed him harder by his cock and led him back to her bedroom. Somewhere along the way she decided she had to use it, at least once. It was unusual for her as she never slept with her subs or slaves. However, she felt he needed something special, something to remind him he was worthwhile and even more she wanted to feel him. She also wanted the mindfuck of letting him have that once and then tantalizing him with it for the rest of their relationship.

When she got him into the bedroom she pushed him to his knees. “Eyes down, slave.”

He cast his gaze downward, confused as to what was going on. This was so different from what he was used to with her. It was more intense, yes, but also more intimate. She was usually very standoffish, treating him as much as an object as a person. This was something else, more than he ever imagined was possible with her and it surprised and excited him.

For her part, she could feel his heavy breathing and how intensely he was considering everything. That would not do. She needed to get him out of his head, not further into it. She stripped off her clothes, she did not rush to do so but she also didn’t dawdle. Then, kicking the pile of clothes aside she sat on the bed in front of him. She entwined the fingers of both of her hands in his hair and then pulled his head up to look at her.

“Pleasure me, slave.” It would have been an order if he had been free to move, but he wasn’t. He wasn’t sure what it was, but didn’t have much time to think as she pushed his head down between her thighs.

She had never let him do anything like this. In fact, before that moment he had never seen her fully naked. She reveled in the feelings as he licked, sucked, and nibbled, first around the edges then probing deeper inside until he found her clit and began to lick and suck with more urgency. She was pleased that he knew what to do with his mouth, and thought idly that she could get used to using him this way. Soon she felt her heartbeat rise and her breathing intensify as he got her closer to the edge. It only took a moment more before she was riding the waves of pleasure as he took her over that edge and into orgasm.

As the feelings subside she pulled on his hair, not to hurt him but to pull him up to her face. In a moment of whim, and crossing another boundary she normally held with those who submitted to her she kissed him passionately, enjoying her taste in his mouth. Finally, she pulled away and growled. “Get inside me, now.”

He looked at her confused, and she wrapped her legs around him and pulled him in. “This is a one time offer.” She smiled at him and held his face in her hands. “In fact, this is the last time your dick will ever be inside a woman. So enjoy it.”

He didn’t hesitate at all as he guided his throbbing cock inside her. She was tight and warm, and loved the feeling. Though she was already certain that she had meant what she had said. He started thrusting into her but she stopped him. “I meant what I said. Slow down. Savor it.” She leaned into him more tightly and nibbled on his ear. “Take as long as you can. Your. Last. Fuck.”

She emphasized those last words as she set the pace pushing herself on to him and then slowly off again and again.he struggled to hold back and she could feel it. “Pick me up, turn around, and lay down on the bed.”

He did as he was told and soon she was on top of him, riding him, squeezing him, twisting. She knew she could keep on the edge this way for as long as she wanted. Soon she was leaning over him and talking again as she rode him.

“Tomorrow is the first day of your new life, slave. You are truly mine now. Say it.”

“I am yours, Mistress.” He practically grunted the words as she rode him.

“Again.”

“I am yours, Mistress.” She smiled down at him.

“Yes you are.” She thrust down on him hard, over and over. Both of their bodies glistened with sweat.

She felt him tensing under him and knew he was close, so she thrust down hard one more time and squeezed her pussy tight around him. She felt him erupt inside her and enjoyed the sensation, as well as what she knew would come next. Once his orgasm subsided she slowly rose off of his rapidly shrinking cock. Before he knew what was happening she was dropping herself over his face.

“Suck, slave.” She pressed against his mouth. “Clean me out.”

She wasn’t sure how he was handling it, but he did as he was told and soon she was rocking back and forth, riding his face to another orgasm as he sucked his own cum out of her. When it was finally over, she had had three orgasms and he had fucked for the last time. She laid next to him and played idly with his flaccid penis.

She stared at him quietly for a couple of minutes seeing all of the emotions play over his face, she knew he was hooked. “The next time you do that it is going to be another man’s cum, and you are going to enjoy it just as much.”

She didn’t look to him for approval or acknowledgment because she wanted him to know that, in her world, it was a statement of fact. She snuggled against him. “You will sleep in here tonight. We will deal with tomorrow, tomorrow.”


Chapter 3: Fresh Starts

The next morning Anne woke up Tony, who she felt needed a new name,“did you enjoy last night, slave?”

He blushed and smiled up at her. “Yes, Mistress. That was wholly unexpected and wonderful.”

“Good, because I have another surprise for you.” She reached into a drawer on the bedside table and pulled out a metal chastity device. “We haven’t really done this much, other than with that plastic toy you wear from time to time, but this is going to be your new chastity device. You are going to be staying locked up for quite awhile now, so I am glad you enjoyed your last bit of freedom.”

He straightened up in the bed, understanding that she was serious and that this was not going to be a light hearted romp or normal relationship.

“I meant every word I said last night, slave.” She sat down next to him and placed a hand firmly on his leg. “Do you know how to put this on?”

He nodded, and she handed him the device. “Show me.”

He fiddled with it a little bit but got it in place relatively quickly. She reached into the table again and came out with a small steel lock. Before he could even react she carefully locked it into place. They both reacted physically to the click, and she watched as his well used cock tried to get hard in its new cage.

“Now what I want you to do is go home, shower, think about this a little, and show up at my office at 5:30. I don’t have any clients after that, which will give us time to discuss how things are going to go from now on.”

“From now on?” He looked at her.

“Yes. Like I said last night. You are mine now. For real. We are going to solve your problems together, and you will be much happier for it. But freedom is a thing of the past.”

He nodded slowly. If he was to be completely honest, this is what he has needed and wanted for a long time, but it was still difficult for his ego to really fathom. “Yes Mistress, I understand.”

“Good boy! Now hop to it. I will see you later today.” As he stood up she swatted him on the ass lightly and enjoyed watching him get dressed for her. “Dress like you would for a job interview, slave.”

He nodded again, and seeing that she was done for now quietly left. His mind was a swirl of conflicting thoughts and emotions.

For her part, Mistress Anne was not conflicted at all. She was sexually sated and excited at the prospects for deeper submission in her life. Tony would be a great service slave, cuckold, and maybe even partner of sorts eventually. She could not get the boy at the mall out of her head though. He seemed like a puppy to her, and she loved imagining him naked on all fours in her kitchen. They had been eyeing each other up for days now, though he had no clue that she was eyeing him just as hungrily as he was her. Maybe it was time to change that though. There is no time like the present, she thought to herself.

Anne walked into the food court at the mall and there he was, again, and as soon as he saw her he looked flushed. Today is the day she thought to herself. Rather than going and getting her usual smoothie and enjoying his gaze from afar she walked right up the table he was at and sat down.

“You’ve been watching me for a week.” She stared at him and smiled, not unlike a cat that had caught a mouse by the tail. “Why are you watching me boy?”

He sputtered a half formed apology and started to push his chair back to get up from the table. She moved one of her legs, quickly, putting it on his chair directly between his legs. “Stop.” The word was a command and it was followed instantly.

He looked at her for a moment, his face the brightest red it had likely ever been, and then he started again. “I’m sorry, you are just very pretty and seeing you in the morning always makes me smile.”

She pressed her booted foot into his groin, not hard, but hard enough to tell he had a raging erection. “Always makes you hard, you mean. And yes, I am beautiful. But you don’t just stare at me do you?”

He gulped and looked down, “what do you mean?”

“I mean” she paused for emphasis, “you stare at my boots. You are transfixed by them.”

“Transfixed?” He said, kind of lost in the moment of what was happening, she pressed her foot against his cock again.

“Not the brightest are you? That is okay. It means you can’t help but stare. They hold your attention. Just like I do.”

He nodded, dumbly, clearly embarrassed and aroused by what was happening.

“Here is your chance boy. You have my attention.” She smiled and softened her tone a bit. “What are you going to do with it?”

His eyes widened but he didn’t say anything.

She shook her head and made a tsking sound. “Not a very good start. Do you want a little help?”

He nodded, and she took a twenty dollar bill out of her purse and put it on the table between them. Go over to the coffee stand. Buy me a caramel latte and get whatever you would normally get for yourself. Meet me over at that table.” She pointed to a table in the corner, away from most of the food court.

He nodded again, grabbed the money, and as she got up and went to the other table he bolted to the coffee stand. She chuckled at the thought that if anyone in the food court, though it was mostly empty, saw a lot of their interaction and could definitely see the erection in the younger man’s pants. She moved tables and waited for him to return to her.

After waiting for the drinks and fidgeting like he had to go to the bathroom, though she knew it was more nervous energy about the situation she had flung him into, he returned to the new table with the drinks and placed hers on the table in front of her.

As he sat down, she picked it up and took a sip, “what did you get, boy?”

He blushed again and she took the opportunity to return her foot to the space between his legs. She enjoyed watching him swallow hard at that. “I got an iced chai, why do you keep calling me boy?”

She gazed at him from over her drink for a moment, trying to decide just how to push this. While she thought she began grinding her foot against his groin. He looked around the food court, but didn’t try to stop her.

“I could tell you that it is because you are at least fifteen years younger than me so it is how I see you. But there is more to it than that. I guess the blunt answer is because it would be presumptuous to call you a pet, for the moment anyway.”

He blushed again. “I have a girlfriend.”

He didn’t sound convinced that it mattered when he said it. He gasped as she pressed the sole of her shoe harder into his groin. She could feel him throbbing and knew it wouldn’t take long to get him to cum.

“I don’t really care.” She stared at him. She wanted him to know it didn’t matter. She knew he could get up and leave if he really wanted to, but he didn’t. She made a decision in that moment. She continued to grind her foot against his cock but kept letting off before actually pushing him over the edge. “Get out your phone.”

She watched him struggle for a moment. He took a sip of his drink but ultimately complied with her commands. He was too aroused, and too intrigued by her, he had been borderline stalking her for a week, to refuse her.

“Show me your girlfriend.” She held out her hand. He pulled up his girlfriend’s contact and handed her the phone, she was a beautiful spritely blonde. Anne guessed she was either a cheerleader or a gymnast, maybe both.

“Good boy,” she said. She then pressed into his cock hard several times, forcing him to spurt in his pants.

He looked at her, embarrassed and afraid for a long moment. “What, what am I going to do?”

She didn’t answer. Instead she showed him her cruelest smile before dumping what was left of her own latte on his lap. It was not hot enough to burn him but she was sure he was experiencing several conflicting feelings and emotions, which was exactly what she wanted.

“You…you are crazy.” As he said this he started to get up.

“Stop.” This time the word was even firmer than before, bordering on harsh. “You have been staring at me for a week. You wanted this. You are not going to run just because it got intense.”

He stopped moving and looked down at his pants, now soaked from her coffee and his own orgasm. “What am I going to do?”

The second time the words were whispered. He was clearly scared and clearly going to listen to her. “You are going to go into that restroom.” She pointed to the ladies room. “You are going to go into a stall and you are going to wait until I come in for you. Do you understand?”

He nodded. “Go,” she said. He scurried into the women’s restroom, which she was fairly certain was empty. She then picked up his phone and called his girlfriend, who answered “hey babe, whats up?”

“Hello. My name is Anne. I am with your boyfriend at the mall. He has had a bit of an accident but is fine. Are you busy though?”

“What do you mean you are with my boyfriend at the mall? What kind of  accident?”

“It is no big deal really, he just had a bit of an accident. He spilled coffee all over himself. Can you bring him some pants or something?”

“I mean sure. But why isn’t he calling me? Who are you?”

Anne laughs lightly at this, the girl is no dummy. “I am just trying to be helpful. I think he is embarrassed.”

The girl on the other end of the phone just sighs at first. “Fine, I will be there in twenty minutes or so.”  


Chapter 4: Talkers and Stalkers

The girl hung up without another word and Anne could tell she was annoyed, both at having her morning interrupted and that another woman called her from her boyfriend’s phone. Anne didn’t care though, if anything she was enjoying it and she knew the girl would be just as off balance as her rather hopeless boyfriend. Anne waited a few more minutes and then walked into the restroom, finding his feet in one of the stalls. She heard him breathing hard. “Your girlfriend should be here in twenty minutes with some pants for you. This should be fun.”

“My girlfriend?” He nearly shouted, “you called her?”

“Well you need pants don’t you? I guess I could have called your mother.” Anne smiled. “Listen boy, it is going to be fine. Just take some deep breaths and wait.”

She listened through the door and could tell he was obeying her. She reached into her purse and pulled out a thin paperback book titled The Submissive Male Mind. Sliding it under the stall door, she said “Read this while you wait. I think you will find chapter three particularly relevant.”

“What is this?” He asked as he picked it up, “some kind of porn?”

She laughed at this. “Not exactly, but I wouldn’t be surprised if it excites you. Just read until your girlfriend gets here.” 

Anne then went back out into the food court to wait. After another fifteen minutes or so the short, athletic blond walked into the food court looking around. She was carrying a gym bag. Anne caught her eye and waved to her.

The girl walked over to her, “okay where is he?”

Anne tilted her head, appraising the girl, probably 20 to 22 years old, intelligent and probably a little entitled. Anne finally answered, “he is in the women’s room,” she pointed in the direction.

The poor boy’s girlfriend stopped for a second, now confused and maybe a little curious. “Why is he in there?
 

Anne smiled at her, “because that is where I sent him.” She said it as though it required no further explanation, because in her mind it didn’t.

“Why don’t we sit down and I can explain some things about your boyfriend. What is his name by the way?”

The girl looked annoyed but her curiosity won out and she sat down. “His name is Ethan, I am Jenny, not that you asked.”

“You are right, I didn’t. I apologize.” She held out her hand, “I am Anne, I am a therapist with an office around the corner from here. I come here to walk every morning.”

Jenny looked her up and down. “You come here to walk dressed like that. Most of the grannies come in those velvet tracksuits or something.”

“I am not a granny, first of all, and I like being looked at.” She paused again, “which brings us to your boyfriend. He likes looking. A lot.”

The pretty young blond looked at her, clearly annoyed. “So you walk around dressed like some kind of dominatrix, and he was staring at you, so you poured your coffee on his lap. Am I right so far?”

Anne smiled at the girl, she might be bitchy but she was smart, “It is a little more complicated than that. For instance if I just poured my coffee on his lap in anger or something, how did I get his phone and why did I call you?”

Jenny sat back in her chair and stared at the older woman as if she was trying to piece it all together. She was coming up empty but didn’t want to admit that, but Anne, an excellent therapist as well as dominant woman could see right through all of that.

“Let’s skip the suspense and I will tell you exactly what happened. I have been coming here for months really, but starting about a week ago, I am guessing when the semester ended, I started seeing your adorable little boyfriend hanging out in the food court. Every morning when I finished my walk I would grab a smoothie and do some reading. And every morning for the last week your boyfriend would be parked in the food court waiting for me. He tried to hide it but he would star the entire time. And do you know where he was staring?”

Jenny looked the woman over and settled on her very nice, if not overly large, rack. She nodded in that general direction, “I have to assume your breasts. That is where his eyes usually are when we are together.”

Mistress Anne chuckled and shook her head. “Care to try again?”

Jenny thought for a second and then shook her own head.

“He stares at my boots. The entire time. Maybe my legs and ass too when I am walking around, but he is absolutely transfixed by my boots.”

Jenny looked at her completely incredulous. “That doesn’t make any sense. I mean they are nice boots but why?”

“Two reasons. First of all he has a fetish for them. Secondly, he is submissive.”

“Submissive?” What the hell does that mean?” Jenny suddenly looked annoyed again, upset that this woman seemed to know things about her boyfriend that she didn’t.

“Well, you said I looked like a dominatrix right?” Mistress Anne paused, waiting for an answer.

“Yeah but…” Jenny trailed off as if she was finally piecing it together.

“You aren’t far off. I am a dominant woman, sometimes called a domme.” Mistress Anne smiled at her, “the counterpart to any domme is a submissive, or slave. That is what Ethan is.”

The anger and annoyance left the cute blond’s face and were replaced with curiosity. “He has always been kind of a pushover,” she acknowledged.

Mistress Anne chuckled at that and decided to risk telling the younger blond the rest of the story. When she was finished the girl looked at her shocked. “You got my boyfriend off right here in the middle of the food court.”

Mistress Anne stared at the girl intensely. “Yes, I did. He revealed himself to be exactly what I thought he was and I took advantage of it.”

“Did you know about me?” She looked hurt.

“Yes, I did. Do you have a problem with that?”

The girl looked down, she clearly was clearly conflicted. 
 

“Give me the bag. I will take it to him to get dressed and then we can all talk.”

The girl chucked the gym bag on the table without a word.

Mistress Anne picked up the bag and then, almost as an afterthought, threw a twenty dollar bill on the table. “Why don’t you get us coffee? I promise not to spill it on you and I want you to be here when I get back.”

The girl didn’t look up at her but picked up the green bill, got up, and headed towards the coffee stand. Mistress Anne turned and went into the women’s room. She let herself directly into the stall Ethan was waiting in.

“Hi Ethan, are you enjoying the book?” She smiled down at him as she opened the gym bag and pulled out a pair of sweatpants.

“You, you think this is me?” She looked up at her, and when she looked down she could see he was clearly aroused again.

“You have followed every command I have given you. You let me get you off in the middle of the mall food court, and you have been sitting in a stall in a women’s bathroom reading about male submission because I told you to. You even gave me your phone when you didn't know anything about me.” She stopped and grinned at him. “And you liked every moment of it. In fact, you loved it.”

He looked down too embarrassed to respond. “You don’t have to say it,” she continued. “We both know it is true, and now so does Jenny.”

At that he looked up at her in shock, “you told Jenny?”

“Yes. I told her everything. Right now she is buying coffee so we can continue our conversation.” She crouched down and looked the boy directly in the face. “I am going to go back out there and talk to her. You are going to change your pants, finish reading the chapter you are on and then when you come out you will find us. You will sit one table to our right and you will not say a word until one of us tells you to. Do you understand?”

Ethan looked down again, at the book in his lap, at the mess of his pants on the bathroom floor, at anything but her eyes, those blue eyes that could see right through him.

“I asked you a question.”

“Yes. I understand.” As he said that he could practically feel the earth moving under him, he could sense that his life was changing very rapidly, and that he couldn’t control it.

Without another word Mistress Anne left the stall and the bathroom. In the food court she found Jenny drinking a coffee with a second one seated across from her at their table. She smiled to herself, thinking that this was getting better by the second. A plan was formulating that she knew would put Ethan in his place, and give her another toy for her growing collection.


Chapter 5: A Purchase at The Mall

She sat down and took a sip of the coffee before looking Jenny directly in her eyes and explaining what was going to happen when Ethan came out of the bathroom.

“So he is just going to, like, sit over there, while we talk?” Jenny motioned towards the next table over.

“Exactly. He is obedient and submissive. He is going to do what he was told.” Anne appraised the girl in front of her, and decided to push on her a little. “What do you think about that?”

“I think it is kind of pathetic actually.” Jenny took another sip of her coffee and looked towards the bathrooms.

“You only think it is pathetic because you don’t understand submissive men. I am going to be blunt. I want to keep Ethan.” She looked at the girl and waited for a response.

“Keep him? Like what? A pet?” The girl looked confused and maybe a little bit shocked.

“Exactly like a pet. I think he would make a great puppy.” Anne gave the girl a predatory smile.

“He’s my boyfriend! Not some puppy you weirdo.”

“I agree that I am a bit weird, at least by a lot of people’s standards. But this is all fairly common I assure you.” As she said this Ethan walked out of the bathroom and looked around the food court for them. “I’ll make you a deal, if he doesn’t do what I told him, I will leave and we will forget this. If he does, you hear me out.”

Jenny watched him walk over to them. “Deal!”

Much to her shock Ethan didn’t walk up to her, didn’t hug her, didn’t even acknowledge her really. He sat down at the table next to them, quietly, and waited for them to speak to him.

Jenny looked back and forth between Ethan and the woman, stunned, “how?”

Mistress Anne shrugged and took another sip of coffee. “I told you what he was, you didn’t believe me.”

“I said I would hear you out, so what now?”

“Like I said, I want to keep Ethan,” at this the boy looked over nervously, but didn’t say anything. “I think I can fulfill his, very obvious, needs, and I think maybe you will be better off with a more conventional guy.” She paused there waiting for some kind of response.

“He’s my boyfriend. I am not just going to hand him over to you.” Jenny’s eyes were filled with frustration and confusion. She could not believe the conversation she was having.

“Okay, the way I think of it, he is property, a pet at best, I will pay you for him.” The Mistress smiled, as she could see they were both shocked at what was said. She could also see a tent forming in the boy’s sweatpants and knew that, no matter what Jenny said, she had him.

“You’ll pay me for him?” The girl looked at her, completely incredulous.

“Yes. Six hundred dollars. Seems like a fair price for an untrained but clearly well bred pup.” She opened her purse and began counting out cash.

Jenny turned from her and for the first time addressed her boyfriend. “And you are just going to sit there and say nothing? Is this what you want?”

Ethan looked at her and knew he was allowed to talk now but didn’t know what to say. “I love you Jenny,” he paused, “but I don’t know. I don’t know what I want. I have been reading this book and realized–”

“Forget it.” Jenny turned and looked at him with utter disgust, “you let this bitch get you off in the mall food court, tell you what to do, and embarrass me this way? Just forget it.”

Jenny turned to the woman, “fine. Six hundred and he is yours.”

The woman put the money on the table and Jenny snatched it up just as quickly, standing up without another word to Mistress Anne as she looked at Ethan. “I just sold you. Do you get that? I just sold you like a used car. You are fucking pathetic.”

Her words were loud enough that everyone in the food court heard her and Mistress Anne was not at all shocked to see that, even as tears welled up in his eyes, her new pet was sporting a massive hard-on.

They both watched in silence as the girl stormed off. Mistress Anne finished her coffee and then stood up. “Okay boy, follow me. I have to go to work, and you and I have a lot to talk about.”

Ethan stood up and watched his former girlfriend storm out of the mall food court. He realized he didn’t have much of a choice, and wasn’t sure he wanted one. He followed the older woman out of the mall, thinking over the events of the morning and becoming more and more aroused. Maybe I really am pathetic, he thought to himself as she led him to her car.

She opened the passenger side and strapped him in as though he were a toddler before walking around to the other side of the black Mercdes, and getting in. She didn’t even look at him before starting the car and pulling out of the spot. She wanted him to stew a bit in what was happening.

Ethan on the other hand was freaking out more and more as he realized he had no idea what was going on and was clearly in over his head. “What about my car?”

“You won’t be needing it, at least for a while and maybe not ever.” She pulled out of the mall parking lot and headed towards her office.

“What do you mean not ever?” She could hear the pace of his breathing increase as he was reaching a near panic. She didn’t answer him and after a few seconds he repeated his question.

She pulled into a parking spot on the side of the road and turned to look at him. “You are panicking and that won’t do either of us any good. I can’t explain what comes next to you until you settle down a bit, so I want you to take a deep breath. Hold it for a count of four and then release it slowly. Can you do that for me?”

He nodded and did as he was told.

“Again.”

He took another deep breath, held it in and then exhaled slowly. She watched intently and could see that his heartbeat was slowly returning to normal. “Keep doing that until we get to my office, boy. You are going to be fine.”

By the time she parked at her office he had calmed down. “So what is going to happen now?”

She turned to look at him and smiled genuinely, “I want you to understand that from my perspective your ex-girlfriend owned you and sold you to me. That said, if you want to leave you can. Get out of the car and go on your way. But I don’t think you want to do that.”

He looked down and shook his head slowly. She could see how aroused he was and knew he wasn’t going anywhere.

“Good. Then you need to understand something. You are new to all of this, but I play in the deep end of the pool. This isn’t going to be easy for you and I am not going to take it slow. If you stay you are mine and if you are mine I control everything.”

“Everything?”

“Everything.” She nodded to him. “Follow me into the office. I will set you up somewhere to think about all of the things that might mean.”

She got out of the car and watched him sit for a second longer before getting out. She thought for a split second that he was going to walk, or more likely run, away. Instead he looked over at her, first down at her boots and then up to her face. She could see that he had decided something in that brief moment.

“I think I am yours.” He said quietly.

She smiled at him, probably the first truly genuine smile he had seen on her face. “I think you are right. Come inside pet, your new life is waiting.”


Chapter 6: A Dog’s Life

She led her new acquisition through the main doors, which led to her waiting room, through the room where she conducted her sessions, complete with a couch and two comfortable chairs, into her private office which included another couch as well her desk and a plush leather chair to go with it, into a third smaller room. The first thing he noticed about this final room was that the walls were thicker. He looked at her and it was like she could read his thoughts.

“Sound proof, I can’t have you concerning my patients.” She smiled at him as he looked around the room and took in the rest of it.

It was a small space, but it was clearly set up with purpose. There was a wood frame on the wall that even a complete novice could see was for tying people to, and a cage in one corner that was too big for anything but the largest dog, or a normal size person, and then there were the implements, many obviously for hitting, but more than he could take in and many that he couldn’t fathom the use for.

“My first patient will be here in 45 minutes. So we need to be relatively quick. Time to strip for me puppy.” She tapped her thigh impatiently.

“Puppy?”

“Yes. You are going to be my puppy. And you are going to love it. Strip. Now.”

He looked down but didn’t argue with her and was soon standing in front of her naked, his clothes strewn haphazardly at his feet.

“Next time you will do that much more neatly, if there is a next time”

“If?” He asked, and seemed worried, “does that mean you aren’t going to keep me?”

She cocked her head to the side and laughed, it sounded melodic to him and without threat or concern.

“Not going to keep you? No silly. I am definitely keeping you.” She circled around him and touched various parts of his body and soon his cock was hard and straining.

“I’m glad.” He said quietly.

“You are taking to this so well. Are you sure you’ve never done anything like this before?”

“I have looked at some things online,” he practically whispered. “Seen some videos and such.”

She nodded and lightly grabbed his cock, using it to pull him closer to her. “I am definitely keeping you,” she growled into his ear. “When I said it there is a next time I meant that I don’t know if you are going to be wearing clothes at all in your new life.”

She felt his cock surge at her words and knew that this was going to go just the way she wanted.

“No more clothes?” He gulped more than asked.

“Don’t worry about that now, and no more questions until later. I want you to crawl into that cage and lie down on your back.”

She watched as he dropped to his knees and positioned himself in the cage. She couldn’t believe how little hesitation he had, and found her heart swelling for him. She did not know just how far she was going to take things until she had already done it, but now it was here and she couldn’t believe how happy she felt.

“You are going to make me so proud if you keep behaving so well!” She smiled down at him in the cage.

He smiled too, but couldn’t find words, which was just fine with her. Before he knew what had happened she had secured his wrists and ankles to the cage. He wasn’t going anywhere.

“Now for the fun stuff.” She went to a shelf and came back with a small black box with cords coming out of it, all with weird pads on the ends. She plugged the box in next to the cage and then started attaching the pads, two on his still hard penis, one under his balls on the perineum, and one above his penis.   

“What is that?” He asked her. Rather than answer him she turned the box on and started fiddling with dials. When the first pulse went through him he yelped.

“Did that hurt?” She looked over at him.

“Just a little.”

She fiddled more and the next sound she heard out of him was more moan than yelp. She nodded to herself then changed the setting more, and the pulses started coming more frequently.

“I think that will keep you distracted while I work, don’t you?”

She smiled down at him and he nodded at her, moaning again.

“The correct answer is ‘yes, Mistress,’ puppy.”

“Yes, Mistress.” He replied.

“Good boy,” she said to him, cooing just a bit. “Enjoy yourself. I will be back to check on you in a little while.”

He could barely look up to watch her saunter out the door into her office and when the door closed he could hear nothing other than the machine that was forcing electric pulses through his body increasing his arousal by the second. He laid his bed back down on the padded floor of the cage and let the sensations wash over him.

It did not take long before he felt like another orgasm was imminent yet it never quite came. Soon he was humping the air but that did nothing to bring it closer and tied as he was he couldn’t do anything to push himself over the edge. He had no idea how much time was passing and he had never felt such arousal in his life, it felt like it would drive him mad.

Mistress Anne made it through her first session of the morning,intake of a recently divorced woman who was figuring out what life looked like as a single woman after forty. She wondered idly if she could push the woman, Melanie, into embracing her dominant side, and was trying to decide how ethical that would be. By the end of the session she still wasn’t sure but knew that she could help one way or the other.

With half an hour between sessions she took the time to make a recording to keep her new puppy occupied while she worked.

He heard the door open but was too lost in the sensations to look up. It didn’t matter though as soon she was standing over the cage looking down with glee at his sweat covered body. His dick was red and engorged and leaking precum at a near constant rate. She smiled down at him as she undid the top of the cage.

Bending over she reached down and scooped up some of the precum with a single finger before shoving it into his mouth. He looked at her with confusion but still sucked it off. She did this three more times, wanting the taste to connect with the pleasure and need he was feeling in that moment.

“I have so many plans for you puppy.” She tousled his hair and then walked to the other side of the room where there was a small refrigerator. She retrieved a bottle of water and a straw, placing it just outside the cage. She showed him that if he strained and contorted just enough he could get his mouth to the straw.

“Don’t let yourself get too dehydrated, pet.”

He looked up at her and moaned quietly, “please?”

“Please?” She pouted back at him. “I think I know what you are asking for and the answer is no, certainly not yet. In fact, I think that orgasm I gave you this morning might be the last you get for a while.”

He whined at her but said nothing. She smiled to herself, taking it as another sign that he was accepting his place quickly, and that she had been right about him.

“I do have a surprise for you though pup.” She reached down through the top of the cage and nestled some headphones over his ears. “Enjoy yourself!”

She giggled and left the room, the phone the headphones were attached to was in her office. She sat down at her desk and opened the recording she made, pressing play before returning to her notes on her new client.

While she worked and prepared for her next patient Ethan was hearing her voice come through the headphones with an almost ethereal quality, her cadence somehow matching the pulses of the TENS unit he was attached to and only adding to his arousal as the first words hit his overstimulated mind.

You are not Ethan anymore. You are my pup. You are my property. You are my slave. You are just puppy, until I grant you another name. Ethan was shy and confused, puppy is sure of where he belongs. Ethan only stared from afar. Puppy experiences all he is meant to. You love being aroused for me. You love being bound for me. You do not want to be free.

Ethan sat on the furniture, puppy sits on the floor. Furniture is for people. Puppy is not a person. You do not want to sit on the furniture. Ethan ate at the table. Puppy eats from a bowl. Eating at the table is boring and feels wrong. Eating from the bowl pleases your owner. Puppy doesn’t want to be bored. Puppy doesn’t want to be a person.

Ethan wore clothes. Clothes feel wrong. Puppy is naked. Naked feels right. Puppy doesn’t want to feel wrong. Clothes are for people. Puppy is not a person. Clothes are for Ethan. Puppy doesn’t want to be Ethan.

Ethan was allowed to orgasm whenever he wanted. Puppy can only orgasm when told. Orgasming when told is better. Being puppy is better. Puppy doesn’t want to be Ethan.

Ethan was free to do what he wanted. Doing what you want gives you no joy. You don’t want to be Ethan. Puppy is controlled and obedient. Being controlled and obedient feels good. You want to be puppy. Puppy does not want to be Ethan.

You want to be puppy. If you are puppy you cannot be Ethan. Puppy does not want to be Ethan. You do not want to be Ethan. You want to be puppy. You are puppy. Puppy cannot be Ethan. You are not Ethan. You are puppy. You are controlled. You are obedient. You are puppy. Controlled. Obedient. Puppy.

By the end of the recording his body was completely limp, save for one part, and he lay there enjoying the arousal and the need. After thirty seconds of silence the recording started again.


Chapter 7: Conditions and Conditioning

She was sure the puppy was hungry but she decided she wanted him to be full of need in various ways by the time she returned to him, so she let him stew in his circumstance and for the recording she made to do its work while she made her way through her day. She did return twice to give him new bottles of water. The first time she didn’t say anything and neither did he.

The second time she paused the recording to check on him. She took the headphones off and waited for him to reorient himself. She could tell just from the look in his eyes that the recording was working in the intended fashion.

Once he had focused enough to interact she asked him, “are you okay, pup?”

At first he just nodded but then he whined a little, “I really need to pee.”

She laughed and thought for a moment about undoing him and leading him to the bathroom before deciding against it.

“So pee. You’ve already cum all over yourself in public today. At least here nobody can see you defile yourself but me.”

He whined louder. “But..”

“No!” She did not yell, but she did cut him off firmly. “You need to learn this. There are not ‘buts”with me. There is no arguing. Once I make a decision it is final. I am not going to let anything happen that will harm you. Everything else is fair game.”

He looked at her in shock  but nodded. She was pretty sure that between the shocks and the recording and everything else he was too confused, and aroused, to resist much anyway. With nothing else to say, she put his headphones back on and restarted the recording before going back to her office to see her last client of the day and wait for Tony.

While she waited she thought about what she had said to her new puppy a few moments earlier, that she wouldn’t let anything harm him. She wondered if that was strictly true. She had taken him almost completely out of his own life basically on a whim and wasn’t really planning on letting him back into it, at least not without significant boundaries and structure that she would add to it. She also had pushed him way further in just one day than she had really planned, it was not like her to get so far ahead of herself, but she was just enjoying it too much.

She resolved that she would at least talk to him about it all that night and make sure she wasn’t doing harm, at least not too much.

She made it through her last appointment of the day and quietly peeked in on the puppy, he was squirming and moaning and seemed completely lost in the experience she was giving him, which had now been going on for several hours. She was certain that this was several orders of magnitude more intense than anything he had experienced in his life and felt a pang of guilt about that, but she warned him that she was throwing him into the deep end and she had meant it. She quietly closed the door, looking forward to her upcoming meeting with Tony and the night she had planned.

Tony arrived right on time, dressed sharply in a suit as he would for a job interview and holding a folder tightly in his left hand.. She doubted the average person could tell but she could see the outline of his new chastity cage showing slightly through the pants and it filled her with a rush of desire. She did not get up from the desk to greet him and instead addressed him professionally.

“Have a seat Anthony. I assume you brought the things I requested.”

He sat down across from her and nervously put the folder down. “Yes Mistress, thank you.”

She smiled in a way that she might to put a new client at ease, “what are you thanking me for dear?”

He looked down and stammered slightly before getting the words out, “for everything really. I have been so down and I was so scared. I think you turned yesterday, somehow, into the best day of my life.”

She laughed lightly at that and picked up the folder. “I am sure there are better days ahead for us both, they just probably won’t look much like you’d expect.”

He nodded at that but said nothing while she began to look over the various documents. She scanned the documents quickly and still got a much fuller picture of Tony’s life than she ever had gotten from their conversations. This was not surprising to her, he was a very typical man in her mind, not wanting to burden people with his worries, guarding his emotions and fears, and yet so fragile that she was certain she could make him crumble with just a few words. She wasn’t sure that was the path she was going to take, but she knew if she did she would also be building him back up.

He had an associates degree in accounting but never finished a four year degree, he had made decent money, but nothing to brag about, in his construction job, and was paying way too much for a one bedroom condo that he bought at the wrong time in the market, but was just enough space for him and for what she had planned. In the good news department he had saved a fair bit for retirement.

“Okay Anthony,” she smiled at him, “I think I have a good picture of things and I am going to tell you what I think.”

She paused and waited for him to acknowledge what she was saying, which he did with a slight nod.

“Good boy,” she sighed and looked over the papers once more. “You could have made more money for yourself if you had finished school or even just gone into accounting. I can tell from how you manage your finances that they are actually quite sound. In fact, I think the only thing that has kept you from being in good shape financially is, well, me.”

She paused again while he took that in. “By my accounting, you have given me well over $25,000 over the last three years. Does that surprise you?”

He shook his head.

“Doesn’t it seem like if you hadn’t done that you’d be able to manage what you are going through now on your own?”

He didn’t answer at first and then said, quietly, “yes, Mistress.”

“I think you knew that even as it was happening though, didn’t you, slave?” She let her tone take on just enough edge to play at his need to be degraded.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Well, normally I would say what is done is done, when I was younger I might have even just left you to figure it out on your own. Sink or swim.” She eyed him up, and could see how nervous he was. “Things are different for me now though. In no small part because men like you have showered me with gifts and money even as I built a thriving therapy practice.”

They had never talked about the other men in her life, but she wanted him to know that in the regard of giving her money he was not all that special. “In fact, if your money was what interested me about you I would have cut you loose a long time ago. But it isn’t. I like you, I have always liked you.”

She smiled, and he smiled too. She could also see that he was straining in his cage.

“So, since I like you so much, I am going to give you a choice. I can give you back all of the money you have given me, plus interest, over the last three years. I can unlock your cock cage, and you will be free to go, you can unfuck your life and maybe find someone a little less intense than me to settle down with.”

“But what about last night?” He looked at her, “what about this morning, everything you said?”

“I love what we did last night Tony, and everything I said then, and this morning, still stands. That is why it is a choice. Because those things can happen. Or you can go all-in on something else. You can be truly, completely mine.”

“What does that mean, Mistress?”

She could see both his adoration for her in his eyes and also how much he was hesitating, knowing just what completely hers could actually mean. It struck her how different that was from the puppy in the other room, and how much of that could be chalked up to experience. She had to leave a little space for the possibility that she was deranged, but she decided in that moment that she was wrong to feel guilt for what she was putting her new puppy through, she was saving him from so much, giving him a life that was going to excite and arouse him, and that almost nobody else could even imagine. Saving him from going through what men like Tony went through was a good thing.

“You want details?” She eyed him up. He nodded.

“Okay. It means you will be my assistant and my accountant during the day. It means you will be my laborer and toy on the nights and the weekends. It means I will own your entire life. It also means that I will control all of this.” She waved the documents in the air. “You will keep ownership of everything, on paper, but you will control none of it, not what is done with it, not how it is used. Not even if you get to keep it. The only thing I will promise you is that if we ever part ways, which I don’t anticipate, or if something happens to me, you will be okay, your life won’t fall apart.”

He nodded again. Taking it all in, and trying to figure out just how far he was willing to go.

She could see he was standing on the edge of the abyss and decided he needed a little push. She pulled out her checkbook and started writing a check.

“What are you doing, Mistress?”

“It should be obvious. I am writing you a check to go on your way with.” She looked up from it. “Thirty-two thousand dollars seems like it would be more than enough to cover what you gave me, and to right your ship.”

“No.” He didn’t say it forcefully, he said it like a defeated man. He looked down at the floor.

“No, it isn’t enough? What is?” She waited, then said “look at me. It isn’t enough?”

He finally looked up at her, “no, I don’t want it. I want to be yours.”

“Is that your final answer?” She smirked at him, already knowing it was.

“Yes, Mistress.”

Good, then put your wallet and phone on the desk and wait here for me. She got up and locked the door to the outside and the door between her office area and the other parts of the building, better safe than sorry.

She came back and sat down in front of him, picking up his wallet and removing every credit card, and all of the cash, leaving nothing but his ID, his health insurance card, and his gym membership card. She thought for a second and then put two twenty dollar bills back in the wallet and handed it back to him, much thinner than it was before.

“What is the password for your phone?”

He gave her the password, and the first thing she did once she was in was change it and shut off the feature that allowed it to be opened by fingerprint. She then put it back on the desk.

“Tomorrow, on our lunch break we will go get you a reloadable visa gift card so I can both control and monitor your spending, and another phone that you will carry. It will be your new ‘work’ phone. Your personal phone will stay with me until I decide how much you need it.”

He gulped and nodded, not realizing just how deep the water really was until he was already in it.

“We will be making some other changes to your condo this weekend and until then you will stay at my place. Do you have any questions?”

He paused for a moment and just looked at her, she smiled at the incredulity that was plastered all over his face. Finally, he spoke, “a million, probably, but I don’t know how to ask them, or what to ask, or what order, just yet.”

She laughed again, “good, that means you are as overwhelmed as I want you to be. Oh, one more thing you need to know, you are not the only property I acquired today. Come with me.”

She got up and walked to the back room without looking to see if he had followed. She opened the door and walked in, smiling at the audible gasp behind her as he followed and saw the caged up boy in the corner.

She inspected him and was quite happy to see he had covered himself in his own urine. “I knew you would do as you were told,” she smiled down at him and turned to look at Tony. “This is puppy. I am sure if he was in any way coherent he would be pleased to meet you.”

Without further addressing the situation she walked back out into her personal office snapping her fingers to imply that she expected to be followed.

“What did you do to him?” Tony asked her.

At first she thought he was angry but the look on his face and the damp spot appearing on his suit pants, from his own dripping precum, said otherwise. “I gave him everything I knew he needed, which is the same thing I am doing to you.”


Chapter 8: Dinner Time

“Now what happens, Mistress?” Tony asked her quietly.

“Now, my dear slave, you will go back to my place and surprise me by cooking something delicious for dinner. I hope you know your way around a kitchen.” She pulled a spare key from a desk drawer and handed it to him. “The alarm code is 9963. You are not to leave once you are there unless it is an absolute emergency, do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress, thank you.” He took the key and started to leave before stopping and turning back around, “when should I expect you?”

“I honestly don’t know, I have to take care of puppy for a bit and make sure he is set for the night. He is staying here for the night.”

She watched him leave with a smile playing on her lips. She had wanted to take things up a notch and develop some full time D/s relationships, but she wasn’t expecting two to form so quickly. She felt like she must’ve hit the jackpot.

Once she was sure Tony was on his way to her house she went back into the playroom and slowly disengaged the TENS unit and all of the bondage from her new pet. She took the headphones off last and helped him crawl out of the cage. She sat on the floor for a bit just holding him while he reoriented himself. Softly humming and holding him gently, until he finally looked up at her.

“That was so intense,” he sighed the words as much as he spoke them. “I feel…I feel…” he couldn’t finish the sentence so he just looked up at her pleadingly.

“You feel what Ethan?” She looked down at him with the same predatory smile she had shown him that morning at the mall.

“Please don’t call me that. Please. Please.” He started sobbing quietly.

“But that is your name, isn’t it?”

“No. I mean yes, but no. Please. Please call me Puppy.” He looked up at her and she could see the fear, and the need, in his eyes. It made her wet to know how much power she had over him, but first they needed to talk.

“Okay Puppy. I understand. I didn’t know that it would affect you so profoundly.” She said these words but in reality she was pretty sure how profoundly it would affect him. “We need to talk though, can you talk with me a bit?”

He nodded.

“First things first,” she said, “are you from here?”

“No Mistress. I am from western Ohio. I just came here for school.”

She nodded at that, “so your family is back in Ohio?”

“They are.”

“How often do you talk to them?” She wanted to make sure that she didn’t cause herself problems and also that any problems she caused him were welcome.

“I talk to them every once in a while. They aren’t happy with my grades, and they both work a lot.” He sighed, “I guess we don’t really have the best relationship.”

“Okay, I can understand that. We will have to work around that. I don’t want them sending police after me for something that you want as much as I do.” She laughed lightly, not wanting him to worry. “What are your grades like? And why did you stay here when school is out?”

“I decided to take some summer courses, but my session doesn’t start for a few weeks. I figured I would stay here and spend time with Jenny, and work some. Plus I just didn’t want to go home.”

“And your grades?”

He sighed and looked up at her, she could see shame in his eyes, he was already afraid of disappointing her.

“I don’t care about your grades Puppy, not really, I just want to know what I am dealing with. To be honest, I am not sure that you are going back to school anyway.” She wanted him to understand that decisions like that were going to be hers to make and there was no time like the present to do so.

“I got one B all year. The rest were Cs and Ds.” He looked down, “I know I should do better.”

She pulled him close into a hug. “I don’t want you to have to do better, not with that. I want you to do good at making me happy, serving me, pleasing me. I don’t want anything else to matter for you.”

His eyes widened at that, he had never really considered that life could be anything other than go to school, get a job, build a family, even if it was never what he wanted. “Really? What about work? Or money?”

She tousled his hair but said very seriously, “puppies do not have jobs, and they do not have money. They have owners who take care of them, and who they are devoted to. How does that sound to you?”

He looked down for just a second, then right back up at her. “It sounds really good, Mistress. Really good.”

“Good, then that is settled. We will have to do some things over the next couple of weeks to clean up your old life, and we will have to figure out how to handle your parents, though I have some ideas for that. Don’t worry, I won’t make them hate you or let them know what you really are.” She paused, “unless you want me to for some reason.”

He laughed, thinking she was joking, so she laughed too. “Thank you, Mistress. I feel like I am supposed to be your puppy.”

“That’s because you are. You didn’t know this would happen today and honestly neither did I, but here we are, and we are going to enjoy it together.” She hugged him close. “Now, my house is not set up for a puppy just yet so you are going to stay here tonight. I am going to run out and get you some food, is there anything special you like?”

“I really like burgers from that spot down the street from here actually. That old timey spot.”

“Throwback Burgers, I know where you mean. I am going to go get you some food. You are going to stay here. Now, where is your wallet and stuff.”

“Everything is in my pants, I kind of threw them over there when you told me to strip.” He pointed at where his clothes were still laying.

She walked over and pulled his wallet out and keys out and put them in her purse. Then she pulled out his phone. “Password?” She asked him.

“No password, just my fingerprint, and my face I guess.” He started to stand up.

“No, stay where you are.” She brought him the phone and had him unlock it. “I don’t want you standing without permission, ever. Do you understand?”

He nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy. Now back to your cage, and put your headphones back on. I will be back in a little while.”

She watched him crawl back into the cage and put the headphones back on, a little more conditioning wouldn’t hurt him any, well wouldn’t hurt her puppy anyway. It was probably destroying what was left of Ethan though.

Leaving him curled up listening to the conditioning recording she left to pick up dinner for him, in addition to two burgers she got him a chocolate milkshake, and some fries. She stopped at the pet store and got three dog dishes and a pile of puppy pads as well. Upon returning she set up the dog dishes, broke up the burger and put that and the fries in one dish, pouring the milkshake into the second and filling the third with water. She then went over to the cage and removed the headphones. It took him a couple of minutes to snap out of it once again.

“Follow me puppy, on all fours.” She turned and knew he was following. When she got to the dog dishes he stopped and looked at them, surprised and a little confused.

“Are you puppy, or are you Ethan?” He flinched at the name.

“I am your puppy, Mistress.” He looked up at her from his knees.

“Then you will eat like my puppy. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress.” He crawled over to the dishes and started to sort out how to eat before stopping. “Where do I go to the bathroom?”

She laughed at that. She really was throwing him into the deep end. “I almost forgot!”

She went back into her office and came back with the puppy pads, setting them up in the corner opposite the cage. “Puppies don’t use the toilet,” she told him.

He looked absolutely aghast, but simply nodded. He was already covered in his own dried urine from earlier, and it disgusted him but it didn’t seem to bother her at all, and she was in charge.

“Tomorrow I will take you to my house and get you all cleaned up. I have to sort some things there before that can happen though.”

He nodded to show he understood.

“When you are finished eating, put your headphones back on and curl up for sleep. I know it might not seem like it now, but you had a very hard day and will need the rest. I will be here in the morning, after I take my walk in the mall.”

He looked up at her at that and she could detect just the hint of sadness in his eyes. She was sure it would fade with time though, he was just adjusting after all.


Chapter 9: More Plans

She left him there to eat, sleep, and contemplate his new existence. She had to admit she was flying by the seat of her pants with him, She had decided earlier in the week that she wanted to see what would happen with him but she did not realize that what she wanted was to take him completely out of his life and turn him into a docile pet until she had started doing it. Now that she was there, she couldn’t believe how exciting and arousing it felt.

As she pulled into her driveway she turned her thoughts to Tony. He was a horse of a completely different color. She walked into the house and smelled and her nose immediately detected the smell of garlic and onion and spices cooking away. It at least smelled like he could cook, or follow a recipe.

“Slave?” She called.

She heard a thud in the kitchen, followed by “Yes, Mistress.”

She walked in and found her slave kneeling on the floor by the stove, trying desperately to cook without standing. She could not help herself, and started giggling.

“Get up slave.”

“But I am not supposed to stand in your house without permission.”

“When I tell you to stand you have permission. Also when I tell you something that you need to be standing for.”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Now, what is for dinner?”

“Chicken scampi with rice.” He smiled, “I would have made shrimp scampi but you told me to make do with what was here!”

“So the slave can cook?” She smiled at him.

“Oh yes Mistress. I love to cook, and eat.” He laughed a bit to himself.

“Good.” She started towards the bedroom. “I am going to get comfortable. You are going to strip and then serve dinner. We will eat and talk.”

After changing into leggings and a long t-shirt she went and sat at the table. Her naked, except for his chastity device, slave, served the food and then joined her.

“You can sit with me tonight but in the future you will eat on the floor unless I tell you otherwise. Do you understand?”

“Yes Mistress.”

“Good.” She took a bite and smiled. “Tomorrow is Friday. I have no clients. You are going to the office to set it up so there is a spot for you to serve as my assistant-slash-receptionist. If you need to do any construction you will do so. I expect it to be ready by Monday morning. Is that doable?”

Tony nodded, “based on what I remember it shouldn’t be too difficult. I will have to make some changes to the waiting room but nothing too challenging.”

“Good. That is your job for the next three days. You will sleep in the backroom my puppy is in when you are not working. While you are doing that I will be getting my puppy settled here and making some changes to your condo.”

“Changes?” He asked.

“Yes. Changes.” She took another bite. “This is very good, I am going to be having you cook for me a lot.”

“Thank you Mistress. I am really glad that it pleases you.” He went back to eating and she smiled at him.

“Okay, you deserve to know. I am installing security cameras throughout your condo. I am also installing a bluetooth lock so that I can monitor the comings and goings, decide when the door is locked or unlocked, and also have unfettered access.”

He looked at her with wide eyes and seemed like he couldn’t find words.

“Is that too much?” She asked, not really caring if he said yes.

He shook his head. “I think I almost came,” he stammered.

She laughed at that. “I’ll make you a deal, if you ever have an orgasm just from finding out what I am doing to you then I won’t consider it an unauthorized orgasm.”

He blushed deeply and looked down at his plate, and she enjoyed just how deeply she had hooked him. After dinner she locked him in a sleep sack on the couch and promised to let him out in the morning. He took it in stride even though it was a giant step down from sharing a bed with her the night before.


Chapter 10: First Time Caller

The next morning she let him out of the sleepsack and sent him to shower and clean up. Afterwards they both drove to the office, him to start working on the renovations and her to take her puppy home. The weekend went by quickly and by Sunday night Tony was settled back in his condo. The lock clicked shut behind him and only then did it occur to him that only she was able to unlock it. He was truly a prisoner in his own home. He looked around the entryway and the kitchen and quickly saw two of the cameras. He then heard what sounded like static before her voice filled the room.

“Welcome home slave, the door will unlock at 7:30 tomorrow morning. When it does I expect you to be ready to head to the office. You will take your spot at the new receptionist desk, greet anyone who comes in, and wait for my arrival. Have a good night.”

Meanwhile, she had been helping puppy adjust to his new life as her pet. She had set up a second cage, identical to the one in her office, in one corner of the living room and a plush pet bed for large dogs in her bedroom. She had set up security cameras throughout the house so that she could keep an eye on him when she left him at home. There were still quite a few things to figure out about his new life, but she was certain of some key ones, he was not going back to school, and he was not going to be out in the world unsupervised, being the two she was most sure of. She had also adorned him with a chastity device that matched the one she had been keeping Tony in, and a heavy steel collar. He seemed to like the collar but he whined at the chastity device at first, until she showed him how intense arousal was when he was in it.

In the bedroom Mistress Anne set up a sex blanket on the bed, what she had in mind for the puppy was going to make a bit of a mess, and she didn’t want either of them to have to worry about laundry afterwards, at least for the time being that was going to be Tony’s job anyway, but she didn’t mind making his life easier. After that she set up the implements she intended to use then called for her puppy to join her.

“Up on the bed, on all fours, facing the wall.” She snapped her fingers once, and he complied. “At some point I will train you to actually respond to snapping and know what I want from it, doesn’t that sound fun?”

“Yes, Mistress, it does,” he said, and she could tell that he meant it.

Once he was settled where she wanted him she pulled out a spandex hood and placed it over his head, shrouding him in darkness. “In the future, I will be taking all of your senses from you, sometimes for long periods of time, that is the nature of my control. But for tonight you do not need to see, I just want you to focus on my words and touch”

As she said this grabbed his caged cock and pulled on it lightly eliciting a groan. The next thing he heard was the sound of liquid being squeezed from a tube, followed by a cool touch, which warmed quickly, first around then exploring just on the inside of his ass.

A small exploration soon became one finger, and then two, and as she did this she rubbed his back with her other hand. “It’s okay pet, just accept it, let it feel good.”

It did not take much longer before he was pushing himself back into her fingers and moaning through the mask. She let her other hand trail down his back and side back to his caged up cock. She could feel it tight against the steel rings of the cage that encircled it, and the head was glistening with precum. She smiled and slowly added a third finger to his asshole, and started pressing harder.

“You are doing so well, pet, you must be a natural bottom.”

He moaned and pushed back into her and she watched as his cock started dripping precum, it was time to push things to the next level. She slowly removed her fingers from inside him and he moaned and whined at the feeling of emptiness.

“Don’t worry, we aren’t finished,” she told him.

She then squirted more lube out, this time on black rubber toy designed specifically for anal milking. Soon she worked it inside him, rocking it back and forth until he started to groan. She hit a small tab on the bottom of it and it rumbled to life, forcing vibrations deep inside him.

She let the small tool do its work, knowing it would provide a lot of pleasure for him without ever letting him orgasm, and yet, by the end of the night, he would be milked completely dry. She continued to rub his back and periodically reach in and tease the head of his engorged, caged, and dripping cock. As she did this she leaned in and started whispering.

“You like being full for me don’t you?” she asked.

“Yes, yes, Mistress.” He stammered.

“Shhh, just nod, you don’t need to speak right now. Speaking is sooooo hard.”

He nodded.

“Good boy,” she whispered low in his ear, “just relax and accept what is happening. Relax and accept. Relax and obey. Puppy likes to obey.”

Some of the words she was saying were new and some were connected back to the recording she had left him listening to for hours on end. His eyes started to glaze over as his mind relaxed and drifted towards trance.

“Good boy. Go so deep for me. Deep for Mistress. Puppy liked to go deep.” She could hear his breathing slow and knew he was already in a light trance.

“That’s right, you are my sweet puppy and you are going so deep for me. I am going to count from ten to zero and with every number you are going to drop ten times deeper. It is going to feel so good that you are going to realize that your favorite number is zero. Do you understand?”

Her puppy nodded and she started counting.

“Ten. Deeper and deeper. Nine. So deep. Eight.” She smiled as she watched each number hit him like an avalanche. “Seven.”

At this point he could no longer hold himself upright and he collapsed onto his side, she sat next to him and lightly played with his hair. “That’s right, no need to hold yourself up. Just relax. Six. Five. No more fight. Four. No more resistance. Three. Two. Mistress always knows best anyway. One.”

She stopped for a minute allowing the anticipation to build. “ZERO. Deep. Deep. Deep. Deeper than you’ve ever gone. Deeper than you knew was possible.”

His breathing was shallow and his eyes closed. “Can you still hear me, pet?”

He nodded slowly.

“Good boy, and is zero your favorite number?”

He nodded again.

“Do you know why zero is your favorite number?” She asked him.

His face scrunched up in confusion and he eventually shook his head.

“Zero is your favorite number because it describes so many things about your new life. You have zero things to worry about. Puppy doesn’t need to worry. You have zero choices to make, puppy doesn’t need to make choices. You have zero freedom. Freedom is big and scary and puppy doesn’t like freedom. So you don’t have to worry about it. So many zeroes, so many big happy zeroes.”

He nodded and relaxed deeper. “Puppy can even have zero thoughts in its cute little head. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

He nodded again. “Of course it does. Puppy can let Mistress do the thinking now. Are there thoughts in your head right now puppy?”

He nodded.

“That’s okay, we can fix that. I am going to count from ten to zero again and as I do all of those thoughts are going to drift away. Doesn’t that sound nice?”

The puppy nodded again, his face a picture of bliss.

“Ten, thoughts floating away. Nine. You don’t need them now. Eight. Seven. Make space for my thoughts by letting yours go. Six. Five. Thinking is a  burden. Four. Obedience is pleasure. Three. Two. Let them float so far away. One. Zero. Your favorite number. No more thoughts. Let zero take all your thoughts away.”

The bliss on his face was still there but had faded, replaced with complete passivity and emptiness. It was beautiful to her. He was beautiful to her.

“Now puppy, whenever I ask you what your favorite number is you will answer me, and then return to this place, where you have zero thoughts, zero worries, zero responsibilities. In this place you can just be the docile obedient puppy you truly want to be. Isn’t that right?”

He nodded slowly.

“Good boy.” She smiled, “Now I am going to wake you up so we can try it, doesn’t that sound nice?”

He nodded again.

“I am going to count to five, when I hit five you will be fully awake.” She brushed the hair out of his face again. “One, two, three, waking up, feeling so good, four, opening your eyes, five, fully awake!”

The puppy opened his eyes and looked at his Mistress. “How do you feel, puppy?”

He moaned quietly, “so good, so horny.”

“Good boy,” she laughed. “And what is your favorite number?”

“Zero, Mistr…” He couldn’t even finish the second word before he dropped fully back into trance.

“This is your favorite space puppy. You always want to return to this space. Do you understand?”

He nodded.

“Whenever you are in this space you will do exactly as you are told without reservations, do you understand?”

He nodded.

“You will remember everything you do with absolute clarity, and if you find it humiliating and degrading it will turn you on as much as you’ve ever been turned on. Do you understand?”

He nodded.

She grinned, this was going to be fun. “Get up on all fours.”

He immediately complied. She reached behind him and turned up the anal toy to its highest setting. She then set about teasing the head of his cock through its cage. He moaned and thrusted but never regained awareness.

Soon there was a puddle of cum under him on the blanket. If she had to guess she would have to say it was equal to what he would have expelled after about three or four orgasms. She kept at it until his cock stopped dripping. She then slowly removed the toy from his well used ass.

“Puppy, in a moment I am going to snap my fingers. When you do you are going to open your eyes, and be fully aware, you will lick up every bit of cum from the blanket under you, and only when you are finished will you wake up fully from this trance.”

He nodded and she snapped her fingers, and sat back and watched. It took him a few minutes but he licked the blanket clean and slowly regained consciousness. She thought he would be disgusted, but her conditioning held, and he was already hard again.

“Holy shit. How many orgasms did I have, Mistress?”

She laughed at him. “Do you really want to know?”

“Yes, Mistress. Please. That was so amazing, how I am still hard.”

She stood up so she was standing over him. “Do you really want to know how many orgasms you had puppy?”

He nodded.

“What’s your favorite number?” She asked him.

He tilted his head sideways as he said, “zero,” and dropped back into trance.

“Good boy. We are going to do one more thing tonight but first I want you to just rest there a moment and enjoy how empty your mind is.”

She got up and left him there, going out to the living room, she noticed two missed calls on his phone. Not surprisingly, they were from Jenny. She sighed, and hit the call back button.

“Ethan?” The voice on the other end of the phone came through clear. Mistress Anne just laughed.

“Nope.” She sneered.

“Oh,” Jenny paused for a moment. “Well it was really you I was trying to reach anyway.”

“Why is that?”

“I have been thinking about everything that happened that day at the mall. I am sorry for the way I acted. I just wanted to say that.”

“Apology accepted,” Mistress Anne rolled her eyes, “I really want to get back to playing with my puppy. Is there anything else?”

“Um….yeah.” The girl paused again. “I um…”

“Spit it out already,” she practically ordered her.

“I can’t stop thinking about it. You are amazing. I want to learn to be like you.” Jenny blurted it all out so fast it practically came out as one sentence.

“You want to learn to be like me.” Mistress Anne repeated.

“Yes, I do.” Jenny said it with more confidence that time.

“I don’t know if you can really handle it but sure, we can find out.” She sighed, not sure why she was doing this but trusting her instincts. “I am going to text you my address. Be here tomorrow at 7pm. If it is 7:01, don’t bother, you will have missed your chance.”

“Yes Ma’am,” the girl on the phone responded.

“It’s Mistress, if we are using titles, but if you really want to be like me it should just be Anne.”

“Yes Anne, I will see you tomorrow.”

“Until then.” She hung up without waiting for another response.

She thought about all the things that could happen next, her favorite sadistic thought was erasing Jenny from puppy’s mind before she got there, but that might be going too far, and it might be beyond her powers. It was a very fun thought though. She had until the next evening to decide, but for the moment she wanted to get back to her puppy and do the last thing she had planned for him that night. She wanted to defile him in a way he could never bounce back from, she was going to make that innocent boy a very depraved puppy indeed.

A few minutes later she had her tranced out pet laying on his back in the bathtub.

“From now on puppy, one of your favorite things is to be covered by, and drink, my piss. You are a piss drinking puppy. Repeat it.”

It took him a second to get the words out, more because of the trance than anything. “I am a piss drinking puppy.”

“Good boy. My piss drinking puppy loves to drink my piss. He loves to be covered in my piss, it turns him on so much, even the smell of it arouses him. Do you understand?”

He nodded.

“What are you?”

“I am a piss drinking puppy.”

“Good boy,” she said, then she stood over him in the bathtub. “One, two, three, opening your eyes, four, five, wide awake.”

The puppy slowly opened his eyes and stretched slightly. Looking up at her she could see recognition, fear, and revulsion in his eyes, and she loved it. What she loved most was how those emotions were about to change into need, arousal, and submission. “What are you?”

“Please Mistress,” he said, remembering everything that had just been said,”please don’t make me say that.”

This was the first time he had shown resistance, and she was resolved to make it the last. “What are you?”

He sobbed once, then repeated it again, this time fully awake, “I am a piss drinking puppy.”

“Yes, you are,” she responded before letting out a stream of her golden urine all over his face and upper body.

He responded automatically, opening his mouth and gulping up as much of it as he could. Soon he was completely covered in her piss, the taste of it coated his mouth and it even filled his nose.

She smiled down at him. “What is your favorite number?”

He answered and drifted off into trance and she gave her final command of the night, “you will sleep here until you wake up naturally in the morning, or until you get too cold. When you wake up you will enjoy the sticky feeling and smell that you are coated in for as long as you can bear before washing off, then you will come wake me up and thank me for this gift.”

She then left him, naked and covered in her urine, in the bathtub, while she retreated to her bed and slept as soundly as she could remember sleeping.


Chapter 11: A Mess was Made

Mistress Anne stood at the door and welcomed Jenny into her house. She watched the younger woman look around and get a lay of the land; she did not seem so shocked by the BDSM art and equipment that just openly decorated the living room but when her eyes caught her ex-boyfriend sitting on all fours like a puppy, wearing nothing but a collar, a metal chastity cage, and rubber gag shaped like a dog bone, her jaw kind of dropped. For his part, puppy, formerly Ethan, didn’t even seem to notice she was there, he stared straight ahead, his eyes glassy and his caged cock swelled in its cage and dripping precum.

Mistress Anne settled next to her and whispered to her, almost conspiratorially, “like what you see?”

The girl just nodded dumbly for a second before gathering her thoughts enough to ask, “what did you do to him?”

Mistress Anne chuckled quietly and brushed the girl’s hair back behind her ear as she whispered, “so many things, and he is enjoying all of them.”

Standing so close she could feel the girl’s breathing get heavier and was sure that her heart rate had accelerated. “Why is he just…staring?”

“He is deeply hypnotized right now, I wasn’t sure how he would react to seeing you again so I wanted to be careful at first.”

Only part of what she told the girl was true. She was not worried at all about her new puppy’s reaction, she knew it would be exactly as she trained him to react, but she wanted to show the girl her power. She had been somewhat surprised when the girl called her asking to meet again, saying she wanted to learn more about what Anne did. The girl claimed she wanted to learn to be like Mistress Anne, but seeing the way she reacted to the puppy she wasn’t so sure now. She decided she would push the test a little bit further.

“He looks happy doesn’t he? Look into his eyes. See how relaxed he is. See how content he is.” She had started speaking in a conversational tone but as she continued started altering her pace and tone. “Look how dilated his eyes are. He doesn’t even know we are talking about him right now. He is just relaxed and content. Doesn’t it look so nice?” Mistress Anne continued to slow and lower her speech.

The girl just nodded, and Mistress Anne noticed her breathing slow and the tension she had carried into the home leak out of her shoulders. This was way too easy. “You can relax too. Just look at him and listen to what I am saying. This is a safe place for you to relax. There is no judgment here. Nothing to worry about. Just relaxation and fun.”

The girl nodded along with the words and Mistress Anne was sure that she had her. “Now I am going to count down from 3 and when I get to 1 you are going to go from being soooo relaxed into a nice deep trance where we can continue our conversation.”

The girl nodded and said “okay,” the word elongated almost as if she was already falling asleep.

“3 standing right where you are. 2 staring straight ahead at the puppy….and 1, deep asleep.” As she finished the final sentence she snapped her finger on the other side of Jenny’s head from where she was standing, the surprise sound coming from an unexpected place along with the carefully planned words dropped the girl into a trance. She almost fell but the command to stand where she was stuck with her and it took Anne almost no effort to catch her and keep her in place.

“Now, you said you wanted to learn to be like me, is that right Jenny?” Mistress Anne continued to talk in a soothing, relaxing tone as she asked the question, not wanting to jolt the girl out of trance.

“Yes,” the girl answered in a sleepy tone and Mistress Anne smiled and stepped behind the entranced, young woman.

“But now that you see how happy my puppy is you are wondering what it would feel like to be more like him aren’t you?”

She could feel the arousal emanating off the girl as she said it but the girl only nodded slightly, either being too far into trance or too nervous to tell the truth. Mistress Anne enjoyed the conflicted response and decided to give the girl a chance to choose her own fate.

“I can tell you are conflicted. I will make it easy for you Jenny. You don’t have to say anything, you just have to choose. I can tell you need to use the bathroom. You really need to use the bathroom right Jenny?”

The girl started squirming at the suggestion and clearly now wanted to pee very badly. “Good girl. So here is what you should do. If you want to learn to be like me you should just walk down that hallway to the bathroom and relieve yourself. When you come out we can talk about me teaching you.”

The girl didn’t move right away, which Mistress Anne took as a good sign. “If you would rather find out what it feels like to let go the way my puppy has, all you have to do is let go. As she said this she wrapped an arm gently around the girl's tummy, just under her pert, lovely breasts. It was not enough to keep her in place but might be enough to guide her decision.

The girl didn’t move and instead relaxed into Anne’s arm slightly. The Mistress knew the choice was made but still needed to push the girl over the edge. “That’s right, just let go. Let it all go right where you are standing. It's okay. Just let it all go.”

As she said this she gently tweaked one of the girl's nipples rolling it around between her fingers. The added stimulus surprised the girl and pushed across the precipice. Mistress Anne smiled when she heard the girl begin to piss herself and smiled even more as she heard it leaking out of her yoga pants onto the tile floor of the kitchen. She continued to play with the girls breast until the peeing stopped. Then gently moved the girl to the side and stripped her out of her defiled sneakers, yoga pants, and panties. Once she had undressed her new conquests lower half she gently guided the young woman to her knees and whispered “stay.”

She then guided one of the tranced out girl’s hands to her sopping pussy and the other to one of her breasts. “Stay just like that and enjoy your body. While you do, I want you to watch what happens next.”

Jenny began to play with herself slowly but insistently while watching Mistress Anne walk over to the puppy boy in the corner. She undid his gag and said, loudly enough for Jenny to hear, “your pathetic ex-girlfriend made a mess in my kitchen. You need to clean it up boy.”

He nodded happily. Jenny watched, as shocked and aroused as her entranced mind allowed, while her ex-boyfriend crawled over to the puddle of piss on the kitchen floor and began to lap it up, drinking it the way a puppy might. Meanwhile, Mistress Anne went back over to the kneeling woman, pulled the girl's head against her leg affectionately and began to play with her hair. “It is so hot isn’t it, pet, just watch how far your old boyfriend has fallen and keep playing with yourself. I have such plans for you.”

Mistress Anne continued to pet her while they watched her former boyfriend lick up every bit of piss from the kitchen floor. “How?” She asked, there was so much wrapped up in the one word question but Mistress Anne just smiled.

“And I have only had him for about a week. Imagine what I could do with him in a month, or three, or what I could do with you.”

When she said that the girl twitched and Mistress Anne looked down at her, she was humping her hand like a bitch in heat. “So what do you think? Do you want to be like me? Do you want to be like him?”

The girl didn’t answer for a long moment. She just continued to hump her hand like she was as entranced as the puppy. Finally she looked up at the older woman with absolute lust in her eyes. “Both, something else, I don’t know. Anything.”

Mistress Anne laughed, she had heard it before, anything, though it was usually the men that said it. Either way though the girl was a natural. She could not believe how wet and needy the girl was and Mistress Anne had barely had to do anything. She thought back to her first conversation with the girl and how different her demeanor was to the needy little slut kneeling on her floor now, and it had barely taken any work at all.

“Just keep kneeling there humping your hand like a pathetic little slut. Stare at the clock on the microwave and watch the minutes tick away. With every minute I want you to think a little less and hump a little more. Do you understand?”

Jenny started grinding on her hand even harder. “Think less. Hump more.”

“That’s right sweetie. Think less. Hump more. That is all you need to do. Just be my pathetic little humping slut.”

Jenny twitched at that, clearly she had a previously untested fetish for humiliation. She was going to be so much fun. Mistress Anne poured herself a glass of wine and then retreated to the living room, choosing a seat where she could see the girl humping away in the kitchen. The Mistress made a clicking sound with her tongue and the mindfucked puppy boy stopped licking the floor and crawled to her, kneeling at her feet. Mistress Anne lifted her skirt up slightly and pointed and the boy shoved his head between her legs eagerly licking and sucking at her, enjoying her taste even more than he enjoyed his ex-girlfriend piss just a few moments before.


Chapter 12: A Sub is Born

Mistress Anne let her new puppy lick her to several orgasms while she enjoyed the show that her new girl, she was certain the girl was hers now, put on in the kitchen. She couldn’t decide what was more beautiful, the complete lack of thought evident in the girl’s eyes or the puddle forming at her knees as she squirted through multiple orgasms of her own. When she was finished with the puppy she walked over towards the girl. With a single snap of her fingers the puppy followed. She pointed to the mess pooling around the girl and the puppy dutifully began to lick it up, without a verbal command being necessary.

The girl seemed completely oblivious to either of them, staring at the clock and masturbating endlessly. The Mistress loved how in the right trance, with the right person, you can force them to trance themselves more and more deeply. That is what this girl was doing to herself now and she was a natural. Mistress Anne moved deftly around her puppy and whispered seductively in the girl’s ear. 


“That’s right. Goon for me, my precious little princess. Just cum all of your thoughts away, let them flow down out of your brain and right out that puffy cunt of yours. I love seeing you like this and you love being like this for me don’t you?” 

For the first time in nearly an hour the girl reacted in some way, half grunting the word yes as she continued to grind away on her hand.

“Say Yes Mistress.” Anne whispered in Jenny’s ear, feeling her own arousal grow again as she felt like this was the moment she claimed her.

“Yes, Mistress.” The girl whimpered back.

As soon as she said it Mistress Anne grabbed her hair and yanked her head back forcing the girl to break her gaze on the clock and look directly into Mistress Anne’s piercing blue eyes. “Cum for me Princess. Cum for your new owner.”

The combination of all of the stimulus overwhelmed the girl and she gasped as she had her hardest orgasms of the night, she started sobbing as it finished and collapsed directly into Mistress Anne’s arms. Mistress Anne cradled the girl lovingly and played with her hair while she sobbed. She had been put through a lot, very suddenly, and the changes were probably just becoming apparent to her deeply tranced mind.

As she held the girl she looked at her puppy and said a single word, “crate.”

The puppy whined quietly but crawled back out of the kitchen and settled in a large cage in the far corner of the living room. 

She allowed the girl to sob for a couple of minutes longer than stood up and helped her to her feet. “You are coming to bed with me princess. I will hold you all night and we can start talking about what comes next whenever you are ready.”

The girl nodded quietly, she looked at the older woman with more devotion than would seem normal so quickly, but she was so filled with lust and admiration and her body and mind were both so overstimulated by what had happened that connections, in many ways unbreakable bonds, were forming in her mind. Mistress Anne knew what was happening and had indeed planned for this. She did not anticipate collecting her desired menagerie of property so quickly but things were coming together too well for her to ignore it.

She led the young woman into the bedroom and helped her gently into the soft king sized bed, she covered her with a thick comforter and then circled the bed crawling on the other side. She settled next to the girl and wrapped her arms around her, pulling her in, she began to kiss her forcefully. She probed every part of the girl's mouth with her tongue, enjoying all of her reactions. After a few moments of that she pulled back, the girl, seemingly automatically, followed trying to keep the kiss from breaking. Mistress Anne chuckled and held the girl’s head firmly, but lovingly.

“Roll over sweet girl. I am going to hold you while we drift off to sleep. Before we do, I am going to ask you some questions and you are going to answer them as truthfully as you can, do you understand?”

The girl had a slight pout on her face as she rolled over, “yes Mistress, I understand.”

As she rolled over Mistress Anne pressed herself into the girl’s back and held her possessively. “Good girl! You remembered to address me properly. I like that.”

The girl pressed back into her and wiggled slightly, clearly appreciating the praise. For her part, Anne was enjoying her new conquest, and was already planning out the girl’s new life in her mind. Whatever path Jenny had previously thought her life would take was gone in a flash, though she didn’t know it just yet, Mistress Anne’s plans for her would be her path forward, not just that night or that summer, but permanently.

“Now, I am going to drop you back into a light trance and then I am going to ask you some questions. You will only need to answer yes, or no, and if you fall asleep that is okay too. I know just what to do with a sleepy girl in my bed.”

Jenny squirmed against her again. “Yes, Mistress. I understand. Why do I like saying that so much?”

Anne chuckled quietly. “Honestly? Most people given the chance to submit to someone like me would. It doesn’t make you weak. It just means you know your place.”

“I like that thought.” Jenny sighed.

“I knew you would.” Anne pulled the girl into her gently, helping her to relax. “Now pick a spot on the ceiling and stare at it. Let your gaze soften but don’t look away from that spot.”

The girl did as she was told, turning her head slightly and starting somewhere on the ceiling.

“Good girl, now just stare into that spot and think about all the emptiness between that spot and your eyes. Think about that emptiness and let it enter your mind through our eyes. All that emptiness pushing the thoughts from your mind and filling it. Filling it and making it so empty.”

The girl sighed and relaxed more heavily into Mistress Anne and the bed. Her new mistress lightly fondled her breasts as she continued to whisper in the girl’s ear. “Such a nice empty obedient mind and nice pretty breasts. Tell me sweet girl, do you ever wish your breasts were bigger?”

Jenny sighed and whispered “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good girl,” Anne smiled, that was the answer she wanted. “Did you like being on display for me tonight?”

“Yes, so much.” Jenny started pressing back into her more urgently, and Mistress Anne let her hand drop off of the girl's breast and trail down towards her puffy, well played with, cunt.

“And would you like to have big perky breasts and put them on display for me?” As she asked this question she slipped a finger into the girl’s slit and felt how aroused she was.

“Oh yes, Mistress.”

“That is good.” Mistress Anne continued to play with the girl’s pussy, “just imagine yourself with big beautiful pierced tits and your perfectly toned body. Imagine everybody looking at you and how good that would feel. That sounds good doesn’t it Jenny?”

Jenny’s hand idly trailed down to Mistress Anne’s hand and pressed it harder into her. “Fuck yes, that sounds so hot.”

“Good girl.” Mistress Anne worked fervently to get the girl off yet again, and as she came she whispered, “you are going to look so fucking hot on stage for me.”

Jenny just moaned, but the moan sounded like a yes. As the girl drifted somewhere between sleep and trance, Mistress Anne continued to ask her questions about her life, her goals, and what she enjoyed sexually. Where she thought it would be helpful she dropped in suggestions that she was certain would take hold. By morning Jenny’s life would be on a whole new path in many ways.


Chapter 13: Enhanced & Diminished 
 

A month went by and during that time she had her puppy officially drop out of school. He put up surprisingly little fuss, and she promised that he would be okay, a promise she did truly intend to keep. The only problem came when student loan papers appeared at his parents house, she hadn’t thought that there might be another place she needed to change his address, and she didn’t really encourage him thinking much at all, at least about his old life.

She had kept him in his empty space for more than a day after the phone conversation with his mother, she had eviscerated him emotionally more than Mistress Anne thought herself even capable of. She thought about marrying the boy, just to spite his parents but ultimately decided not to go that far, just yet.

Puppy’s life was largely settled, and so was Tony’s though she had finally gotten tired of that name, and surprised him at the office one day with documents for a legal name change. His new name, she had already filled out the document Salvatore Salvatore Salvatore. He looked at her as though he thought it was a joke.

“I am not joking,” she said, as though she could read her mind. I like your last name and think calling you Sal is great, or maybe Sally if I decide to change your gender.”

“Change my gender?” He couldn’t believe what he was hearing.

She laughed again, “I am not going to do that, I love your masculinity. Though I might keep that one in a mental folder labeled ‘ultimate punishments.’

“It is settled, you are Salvatore from now on, three times.”

“Please don’t do this, Mistress?” He dropped to his knees and begged. “I don’t know why, but this doesn’t feel right.”

She looked down at him and in truth she had to admit she loved the way he was begging.

“If not this, there is going to need to be something else, several somethings else, really.” She looked down at him.

“Name it, Mistress.” He looked up at her pleadingly.

“For starters, do you agree that your body belongs to me entirely?”

“Of course.” He looked slightly relieved.

“Good, then it will be permanently marked. I can’t think of a single reason why anyone else needs to see your inner thighs, and if they do, they will probably already know the truth about you.” She thought for a moment, “you will go today, and get tattoos on your inner thighs, on one you will get ‘Property of Mistress Anne,’ and on the other you will get ‘if you can read this, you are too close.’”

He nodded, and got up from his knees, “thank you Mistress.”

“Of course, Sally,” she responded with a smirk. “Also, you are getting another job. I will tell you about it tomorrow.”

That night she left the puppy in his crate listening to a recording designed to reassure him about his choices, and sent Tony to get his tattoos. She called Jenny, who she had slowly been easing into the role of her personal sex kitten, and told her that they were going to dinner.

“I was supposed to go out with my friends tonight, Mistress.” She whispered the last word.

“Tell them you have something more important to do.” She replied sternly.

There was silence on the other end of the phone, but they had played this game a couple of times already and she knew that silence was always the prelude to capitulation with this one.

“Yes, Mistress.” This time the words came through clearly and the girl did something that surprised her. She heard her turn away from the phone and say “I am sorry but my girlfriend-slash-Mistress is taking me to dinner tonight, I can’t go to the cheer party.”

There was a flurry of voices followed by the phone hanging up. A few minutes later Jenny called her back and before Mistress Anne could say anything she heard the words, “what did I just do?”

“It sounds like you just upended your entire social circle, and ‘girlfriend-slash-mistress?” She smiled into the phone, “that was an interesting description.”

“Well…” the girl trailed off, “it is how I have been thinking of you. I mean you don’t take the other two on dates, or have hot sex with them.”

“Or give them the gift I have planned for you, though I don’t think they’d want it.”

“Gift?” Jenny practically squealed.

“Gift.” Mistress Anne affirmed, “I will tell you about it over dinner tonight, it's a doozy.”

A few hours later she escorted Jenny, who was dressed in a lovely cocktail dress with a black choker that could almost pass for a collar, into the local Morton’s Steakhouse. Mistress Anne was wearing a slinky red dress of her own, with black thigh high boots, and every man in the place tried not to stare at the two attractive women, one definitely much older than the other, as they walked through the restaurant.

As they finished their shrimp cocktail appetizers Mistress Anne looked at the lovely girl and said “do you remember that first night together, do you remember talking about changes I wanted to make to you?”

The girl blushed, “my tits? I thought you were joking, I thought that was just dirty talk or something.”

The Mistress finished her last bite of shrimp and then looked at the young woman, “I wasn’t joking and you have an appointment tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow?” The girl’s eyes widened, “but I can’t afford that, I never even seriously thought about it.”

“Like I said, a gift,” she smiled again, “from your girlfriend-slash-mistress. Of course if you don’t want it we can back things off.”

“Tomorrow?” Jenny asked her again, this time she just nodded.

“I’m in. I’m all in.” Jenny responded. “I can’t believe I am doing this.”

“ I can.” Her Mistress looked at her, “maybe it is because I am a therapist too, or maybe it is because I ask you a lot of questions when I have you hypnotized, but I am pretty sure I know you better than you know yourself these days.”

Jenny gulped at that and if she was forced to guess if it was true or not she would probably agree.

Then Mistress Anne dropped the other bit of news. “Also, you should quit your job. I got you a better one.”

Jenny laughed, “that isn’t hard, coffee shop barista isn’t exactly the greatest job, but it works for now.”

“You start at The Pegasus Club next month.”

“That strip joint?” Jenny’s jaw dropped “I’m going to be a stripper.”

“You are. My friend Stephanie owns the place and treats all the girls well, but she is going to take extra care of you.”

“People I go to school with will see me though!”

“Who cares?” Mistress Anne laughed, “be honest, if you had to choose between college friends or being part of this family I am building, which would you choose?”

Jenny didn’t even blink, “I would choose you. Instantly.”

Anne nodded, “I know you would. And you just did. Between me, school, and your new job, but let’s be honest, mostly me, you aren’t going to have much time for your old friends anyway.”

Jenny nodded, it was a lot to take in. The porterhouse for two special appeared on the table and they started eating the steak together, eventually, Mistress Anne took Jenny’s fork from her and started feeding her from her own. It was romantic, and weird, and every man in the place was still having a hard time not watching.

“Oh, and economics? You need to change majors.”

By the time she said this Jenny was too lost in the moment to even argue, “to what?”

“Psychology of course, after you finish undergrad you will get your Master’s, and maybe even doctorate. Eventually, you will go into practice with me, your girlfriend-slash-mistress.”

Jenny just nodded, it was like her entire life was being planned out by this woman she had only met, and was incredibly rude to, a month before. Somehow, she couldn’t imagine it any other way.

Later that night she took Jenny by the club and introduced her to Stephanie, then she took her home and held her through the night, after they made love several times. The next day she drove Jenny to her appointment. She would be in surgery and then recovery for several hours, but she promised to be back for her and to take care of her when it was finished.

While that was happening she went back to the office and inspected Tony’s new tattoos. She then drove him to The Pegasus Club and introduced him to Stephanie as well.

“You will be working security here two to three days a week starting when Jenny starts dancing. That will probably be in about two months. You will drive her to and from the club as well, and make sure nothing happens to her. She is very special to me.” Mistress Anne looked at him sharply, making sure he understood.

Thankfully, there was no hint of jealousy in him despite having watched her relationship with Jenny grow over the last month. “I will protect her just like I would you Mistress.”

“I know you will Sally, you are such a good slave.” She smiled and hugged him close.


Chapter 14: Who makes the cut

After watching Jenny go off for her first night of work at the club, she didn’t need to go along since the girl wouldn’t be dancing for a good long while yet, she unlocked Tony’s door and, through the speakers throughout his house, demanded his presence. She was very curious about what was about to happen but wanted very badly to see how it would play out, and whether it would lead to her completing one of her longest held fantasies.

After allowing him to clean for a while she called her puppy into the living room, put him in his new puppy mask and told him to heel. Once he was kneeling comfortably at her feet she dropped him into a light trance. He didn’t know what was coming and she didn’t want him to freak out. Part of her worried that she was moving too fast, but she was never one to wait once she knew what she wanted.

Tony crawled through the door not twenty minutes later. He stripped just inside the door and then came to her feet, on the other side of the puppy. Tony was one of the only slaves she had ever had that she hadn’t hypnotized and while she knew she eventually would this wasn’t the time, though she did love the idea of having them both tranced out at her feet, there was something about seeing them blissed out and docile that always made her feel so good. Something else was about to make her feel good though.

“Both of you stay.” She gave the command though only one of them, if either, really needed it. She went to the bedroom and came out with a large iron tool that looked kind of like a set of pliers, or pinchers, or something. She laid it on the coffee table and looked at them both, she decided to go with the direct route.

“That tool is called a burdizzo. It is for castrating livestock. In a sense, you are both kind of like livestock. I own you and feel I can do what I want with you. I decided a couple of days ago that I wanted to castrate at least one of you. Partially because I have just always wanted to castrate a male slave, partially because I want to own a eunuch, and partially because I just enjoy the power I have to shape your lives as I wish.”

She stopped there and gave them a few moments to take in what was coming. Neither said anything. Her puppy had the glazed expression he always had when in a light trance and she could see the fear in slave Tony’s eyes. It was what she wanted, but what came next was the real mindfuck.

“Tony,” she looked at him. “You get to decide.”

“What do you mean Mistress?” He looked at her confused and even more afraid.

She smiled at him cruelly. “Look, you know I care deeply for you both but I am a sadist at heart. You are one of the kindest people I know, so this is fun for me. You get to decide.”

“Decide what Mistress?” He still didn’t fully understand the game she was playing.

“You decide which of you I am castrating. Unless you think it should be both of you.” She stopped and glared at him.

His reaction was not at all what she expected. He started crying. She kneeled next to him and comforted him slightly, but couldn’t help but notice that he was throbbing in his cage. “You like this don’t you, slave?”

“And I hate it.”

“Why?” She asked.

“Because it is cruel, and because I don’t want the way you make me feel to go away. But I can’t ask you to do that to him.”

“So the answer is you then?” She asked him.

He nodded and started crying more, until a voice grabbed both of their attention.

“No.” Her puppy said loudly.

She looked at him and responded sharply, “What did you say pup?”

She could see his eyes glistening through the puppy mask. “I said no. It shouldn’t be him. It should be me.”

“No!” Slave Tony practically yelled, but she put a hand out to silence him.

“I am curious about what he has to say.” She turned to her puppy, “why do you say that?”

He took a deep breath and then the words just started tumbling out of him. “As soon as you said what you wanted to do I knew it should be me. I am your puppy, don’t all puppy’s get fixed?”

She laughed at that. “Did my puppy just make a joke?”

“Yes,” he smiled beneath the mask, “and no. You want me to be in this role. You have made it clear that you don’t want me to go back to my old life. You said you wanted to keep me free of those things. This is the only way that really happens. If you do this then I can truly never go back. Otherwise I might be able to someday.”

She was surprised at the clarity of thought from her puppy, she knew he wasn’t actually dumb, but he never shared such deep thoughts with her before. It made her want to do it.

“Tell me something puppy, have you ever had sex?” She thought she knew the answer but wanted to be sure. She knew from conversations with Jenny that they had never gotten that far.

He looked down at the ground and shook his head.

“And you know what this means?” She didn’t want to explain that it was still technically possible for him to have sex once this was done, not that she expected it would ever happen for him now anyway. The idea of him believing this would make it impossible aroused her beyond belief, as did the fact that he was still a virgin. She resolved in that moment to keep him that way.

“I do.” He looked back up, “please Mistress. Don’t do this to Tony. Do it to me. It will make what I am permanent, and I think that is what is supposed to happen.”

She smiled at him and cupped his head in her hands. “You are such a good boy.” She then looked at Tony, “I own the two kindest, most wonderful slaves I could ever hope for.”

Soon she had her puppy hooded and spread eagle on a cross, and out of his chastity device for the first time in weeks. “I guess you won’t need that anymore, maybe I will find a new slave to wear it.”

“Don’t go anywhere.” She chuckled at her rather cliche joke and pulled Tony across the room.

“He saved you, you know.” She looked at him seriously.

“Yes, I can’t believe it.”

“You need to thank him.”

“Didn’t I do that already, Mistress?”

“Not with words, slave. He deserves a bit of pleasure before this happens and you are going to give it to him, or I can do you both.”

He gulped and nodded, “yes, Mistress.”

“Good boy, I know you have probably never done it before, but you are going to suck him off, and you are going to do it well.” She patted him on the ass and walked over to the St. Andrew’s Cross with him.

“Puppy,” she cooed, “this is happening, nothing can stop it, but before it does Tony has a surprise for you.”

She nodded to him and Tony began playing with the puppy’s already hard cock. It felt odd to him to touch another male that way but he got used to it quickly and then slowly put the younger slave’s cock in his mouth. Soon he was sucking and slurping away, surprised at his own arousal.

For her part Mistress Anne was also aroused. She enjoyed seeing Tony pleasure her puppy, and enjoyed it even more knowing what was going to come next. She started idly tweaking one of her puppy’s nipples and he started straining and moaning. The orgasm came hard and fast and when she realized it was coming she grabbed Tony’s head and forced him down on the other slave’s cock, holding him there until he swallowed the entire load.

“That was so good, both of you.” She smiled as she let go of Tony so he could look up. His eyes were glazed and she could see from how his cock strained in its cage that he enjoyed it too. She took a mental note that it would be far from the last cock he sucked.  “What do you say, puppy?”

Thank you, Mistress,” he sighed, “and thank you Tony.”

Tony looked at his owner’s puppy and smiled. “Thank you, pup. For all of it.”

Mistress Anne smiled widely at that, it had been a little more than a month since this had all started and she could not believe how well it was going considering how little of it she planned in advance.

She patted her puppy on the chest. “This is going to hurt, boy. Probably a lot. You will be okay though. Changed, but okay.”

He nodded and then offered quietly, “I am ready, Mistress.”

“Good boy,” she said again, then turned to Tony. “I want you to kneel and watch, and realize this may still happen to you one day.”

He took a couple of steps back and kneeled facing them both, watching silently with a mix of reverence and awe for what was happening.

“Well puppy, no time like the present.” She picked up the burdizzo and positioned the clamp over one of his testicles, she positioned it carefully to make sure it would crush the spermatic cord and then closed it forcefully.

The puppy screamed in agony and started bawling. She left the tool attached, hanging from his testicle, which caused more pain. She moved to his side and cradled his head. “It is okay. I know it hurts, pup. You are going to be fine. Just one more to go and then it will be done.”

She comforted him for a couple more minutes then removed the tool, which caused another howl of pain. “One more to go puppy,” she said, repositioning the burdizzo to finish the job. She positioned it carefully, again, and slammed it shut, almost orgasming herself as she did so.

She let it hang there again while she cradled his head and cooed in his ear. “You are such a good puppy. I am so proud of you. And now you can be my neutered little pet forever.”

She removed the device and let him hang there crying for a bit while she looked at Tony. “You on the other hand aren’t neutered at all yet and I think I lied when I said you’d never use that again. I need to be fucked.”

Tony and her puppy gasped at that. She found the key to his device and unlocked it. “Go lay on the bed. Wait for me.”

Tony did as he was told and while he did so she undid her puppy and slid him carefully to the floor. “I know it hurts but it will heal up in a couple of weeks and you will be the perfect neutered little puppy. Come along now, you are going to watch me reward Tony for his generosity in wanting to save you from this. I am very proud of you both.”

The puppy was too overwhelmed to say anything but he followed to the bedroom where she positioned him on his pet bed, “I want you to watch all of this and think about the fact that it is something you will never experience, and why.”

The puppy nodded and stayed in the corner. She climbed on top of Tony, whose arousal was more than sufficient and slowly lowered herself down on him.

“How does it feel getting something you thought you would never get again?” She asked as she looked down at him.

He groaned with pleasure, “amazing Mistress.”

“Good, you earned it with your generosity and kindness. I never thought I would want to fuck you again. I don’t fuck slaves, I neuter them.”

He groaned again and she started slamming herself down over and over on his cock. She could feel him getting closer to an orgasm and knew just how she wanted to push him over the edge. She curled her body over his, and squeezed him with her vaginal muscles, grinding on him bringing him closer and closer to the edge.

Right as she felt the orgasm on the edge of starting she whispered in his ear, “You’ll be neutered too, slave.”

He exploded inside her at those words and knew not only that it was true but that it was necessary. He held on to her, “please, Mistress?”

She sat up on him keeping his cock inside her as she did so, she knew it was over stimulated. “Are you begging to save your balls?”

She asked the question loudly enough for the puppy to hear because she wanted him to understand that nothing could save Tony, or anyone in her grasp, from what she wanted.

“No, Mistress.” Tony found his words surprised him, “I am asking you to do it. Neuter me. Please.”

She was stunned but kept grinding on his cock. “Why are you begging for this slave?”

“I can’t explain exactly,” He stammered as she grinded on him and he somehow started getting hard again. “But when I watched you neuter puppy I started thinking about it, then just now when you said what you said. I knew. I just knew.”

“You need it don’t you?” She smiled down at him and began playing with her breasts. “You’d rather be my pathetic neutered property than even have the chance to fuck me again?”

She was now bouncing up and down on him fully again. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Then beg for it. Prove it.”

“Please Mistress.” He was groaning as he practically yelled the words. “Please neuter your slave. Please castrate me like you castrated puppy. Please. Please.”

She bounced down on him harder and harder. “Then cum for me slave. Cum for the last time before I turn you into the neutered pig you are meant to be.”

He came again, just as hard as the first time, when she said that, he couldn’t believe how much he wanted it.

She pulled herself off him and sat on the edge of the bed. “Puppy, come clean me out.”

Her puppy, despite the pain in his groin, dutifully crawled to the side of the bed and began licking and sucking all of the other man’s cum out of her swollen and tender pussy. As he did it she grabbed him by the hair and gently guided him first to make sure she was fully cleaned out and then to give her further pleasure.  Soon she was cumming on his face while Tony watched.

When she was finally sated she guided him back to the corner and then looked at Tony, he was still lying on the bed, not having been told to move.

“What to do with you now slave,” she smiled and trailed her hand down his sweaty, naked, body. “Is it up on the cross with you right now? Or do I give you a chance to find clarity and beg to keep your balls for a while longer?”

He turned his head to look at her and she gave him that predatory grin that seemed to be coming out more and more. She thought about doing it right then but decided to draw it out. “No, not tonight. It is back in chastity for you for a bit. I can’t have you both trying to serve me with swollen and bruised groins for the next two weeks.”


Chapter 15: The End, for Now

Just as she finished locking Tony’s chastity device back into place she heard the front door open, and the clacking of heels for a couple of steps before they came off. Jenny was back.

“Okay, puppy, to crate, no talking.” He knew that meant that even if Jenny asked him how his day was he was only to offer cute puppy noises, Mistress Anne didn’t want Jenny finding out what had happened that night from anyone but her. “And you, slave, get dressed and head home. I am looking forward to hearing how her night went and don’t need you distracting me.”

“Yes Mistress,” he said, though she could detect a bit of a pout. She ignored it as he quickly got out of bed and collected his clothing.

For her part, she sauntered out of the bedroom naked. “How is my pretty little bimbo?”

Jenny minced up to her and hugged her, “so exhausted Mistress, but the club is such an exciting place.”

“I knew you’d like it, and don’t worry, once you are dancing instead of serving it will get easier, and you are only going to be working a couple of nights a week. You just have to finish healing up first.” At that she squeezed herself hard against the young woman’s newly enhanced breasts. “ Plus you are back to school in another month!”

She released the hug and went to the kitchen to pour herself, and her Mistress, a glass of wine. She was allowed much more freedom than the other two, she was more submissive than slave, and really more trainee than even that. “I know! I can’t believe this summer is almost over, or how much has changed!”

Mistress Anne laughed at that, knowing what had happened earlier in the evening. She accepted the glass of wine and sat down on the couch. “Come sit with me, speaking of changes I have to tell you what happened tonight, it might be a bit of a shock.”

Jenny looked at her with concern but joined her on the couch, “what happened, Mistress? Is everything okay?”

“Of course! Well, I think so anyway.” She laughed and snapped her fingers down by her ankles, her puppy dutifully crawled out of his crate and came to sit at her feet. “On your back puppy, no sense in hiding it.”

Her puppy moved from his knees to his back, spreading his legs both for some comfort and so the results of the evening were in plain view. His scrotum and groin area had turned a deep purple, bruising, from what had been done to him earlier that evening.

Jenny gasped and looked from him to their Mistress and back again. “What happened?”

Mistress Anne took a sip of her wine and grinned, “well to put it in the plainest terms, I castrated him. Neutered, I guess is a better word, since he is a puppy.”

“You what?” Jenny practically screamed, “that is insane!”

“Settle down girl,” Mistress Anne stood up, in case she was going to have to assert more authority over the situation. She then told her the entire story, the choice she had given Tony and how her puppy, Jenny’s former boyfriend, had spoken up.

Jenny just looked at her in shock and a little bit of awe. “That is so beyond anything else that has happened.”

“Is it really? Or was it just the natural next step? Look at how your life has changed in these last few weeks!” She motioned with her glass of wine as if to drive the point home. “Is me modifying his body any different than modifying yours?”

Jenny had to think about that. Both of their lives had changed drastically in the last few weeks, and aside from being kicked out of her parents house over the breast enhancement she had to admit that she was liking the new direction of her life. She knew what she was doing now, and had a chosen family, however odd it was. “I guess not, it just took me as a surprise.”

She looked down at her old boyfriend, who she couldn’t even think of as Ethan anymore and idly poked at his limp cock with her toes. “I kind of wish I had gotten to see it happen at least though.”

She looked up at her Mistress with a mock pout.

“Well, I have good news then. Not only will you get to see the next one. You’ll get to do it!” Mistress Anne smiled at her. “You may belong to me, but you are still training to be a Mistress yourself. Besides, if something ever happens to me it will be your job to take care of this little empire.”

“Wait, so, Tony?” She looked at her Mistress quizzically.

Mistress Anne nodded, “yes. I was serious when I told him it was happening, I just haven’t decided when yet. It certainly won’t be until puppy is fully healed though. This is my first neutering and I want to make sure it all goes right before we do another one.”

The women finished their glasses of wine, and Jenny continued to press at puppy’s cock and damaged groin with her feet while they did it. Mistress Anne would silently acknowledge to herself that Jenny might be even more sadistic than she was, which was a bit of a marvel, and also something that would have to be watched, but it was not something to worry about that night.

After they finished she led them both to the bedroom, when puppy retreated to his doggy bed she looked at him, “not tonight puppy, come up here and cuddle with us.”

Soon all three of them were cuddled up, puppy nestled between them and slightly beneath them, while Mistress Anne kissed Jenny lightly and fondled her still healing breasts. “These really did turn out wonderful, I wonder what we’ll do to you next!”

Jenny returned her kisses and then nuzzled into her, “I can’t even imagine, but I guess it's pretty much whatever you want.”

“Yes it is, girl,” The Mistress smiled and pulled her closer, content with the family she didn’t even realize she needed just a few weeks earlier, and excited for all that was to happen next.

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


Chemically Castrated by The Doctor Domme

Clarence looked around the examination room and shivered involuntarily. The clinical cleanness of it was of course a necessity, but it also unnerved him every time. It was also somehow becoming the most erotic place in the world to him and that unnerved him even more.

“Are you cold?” The nurse looked at him concerned as she finished taking his blood pressure.

“No, no.” He responded. “I’m fine.” He folded his arms over his chest once she was finished.

“Well, your blood pressure looks great.” The young nurse looked at him skeptically. “The Doctor will be in in a few moments.”

The nurse hurried out of the room, as they always did, leaving Clarence alone with his thoughts. The Doctor will be in in a few moments.

The Doctor in question was Dr. Madison Lee, a well known family doctor in the area, a member of the local Democratic party and, as Clarence had found out, a world class pervert and femdom. It had all started on a dating site for kinky people, and Clarence never thought it would lead him to where it had. He both hated it and loved it, and couldn’t stop even if he wanted to.

It had all started with an email and then private messages. Her name on the site was DoctorDomme and her description of herself as strict, ruthless, and sexy, appealed to Clarence’s submissive desires. He was suspicious that the picture wasn’t really her, but since he never intended to meet her in person he didn’t really care.

The messages between them went from friendly to dirty very quickly and soon they were messaging on a private app. All of his submissive desires, pent up his entire life, came spilling out of him to this woman. Then came her first demand. I want a video of you cumming for me. And licking it up.

He picked the cleanest, and most private place, in the house, the ensuite bathroom off the master bedroom. His wife wasn’t home. He set his phone up so it could record him kneeling on the white tile floor, it only took him a few moments to come to an explosive orgasm. Reluctantly, he bent over and began licking his spunk off the floor. It was slimy and tasted odd, but not altogether unpleasant. The texture made him cringe. Yet somehow, he started getting hard again even as he completed this disgusting act for the unknown woman. By the time he had sent her the video he was fully erect again and edging himself while waiting for her reply.

“You're such a good little cumslut,” came her response a few minutes later. Then “I am going to fingerfuck myself to this for days.”

This is how their relationship went on for several weeks, lots of flirting, the occasional degrading instructions, and more and more of both of their fantasies spilling out into texts on their phone screens. He wanted to be dominated completely, degraded in every possible way. She wanted to piss in his mouth, watch him suck cock, and control all of his orgasms. The truth fully came out when she mentioned that last bit.

“I would love to give that to you,” he typed. “I am married though, and we have a normal but very boring sex life.”

He waited for what seemed like forever for her response. When it didn’t come he thought he had lost her. He told himself it was probably for the best and that he would meet someone new and continue his games soon. He wasn’t about to ruin his marriage.

When he woke up the next morning the message had already gone through. “I think I have a solution to that problem. Meet me at 47 Brookline Rd today at 3pm.”

She wanted to meet him? She wanted to meet him! He had never thought it would go that far and he was nervous and scared. He was also hooked. “I’ll be there,” was his reply.

The first thing he realized when he met her on the bench outside of a bougie coffee shop near what he suspected was her medical office was that the pictures were not only real but they didn’t do her justice. She was almost six feet tall, with beautiful long red hair, and a massive chest. Her figure was perfect and the heels she was wearing accentuated everything to the point that she appeared, to him, as a Goddess.

She patted the bench next to her. “You actually came. I didn’t think you would.”

He sat down nervously. “Hello um…”

“Doctor Lee. There is no point in hiding my real name is there? And you are?”

“Clarence Jeffries.” He sighed, he couldn’t believe he was sharing his real name with this woman.

“It’s alright Clarence. Everything is going to be fine.” She patted his leg, almost like one would a child.

She then took out a bottle of pills and handed it to him. “I am going to be very clear with you now Clarence. Every morning you are going to send me a video of you taking two of these pills. If you don’t, our adventure together is over. Do you understand?”

He took the bottle and examined it. There was no drug name on the bottle. “What will they do?”

She smiled at him in a way that made him feel small. “Does it matter? You are going to take them. I know you are.”

She turned to face him and grabbed his crotch, his dick was rock hard. “I know you are.” She said again, squeezing lightly to make her point. He almost came in his pants right there.

She then stood up. “I have to get back to work. I will expect my first video tomorrow morning.”

The next three days all went the same way. In the morning he sent a video of himself taking her pills, everyday he couldn’t believe he was doing it but he also didn’t want to lose this gorgeous woman, having met her in person only made him want to submit to her more. Every afternoon she sent him a message to get himself off and lick it up. Every day he complied. He knew he was losing control of his life, but couldn’t help himself.

The fourth day, he took the pills, and then in the afternoon she sent him her favorite message, “time to be my little cumslut, pet.”

He set up the phone and kneeled in the bathroom. He began stroking his cock while thinking of this woman and how twisted up she had him, how he wanted to do anything for her, but he could barely get hard. Eventually, with a lot of effort he orgasmed, but it was weak and watery and he barely had half an erection when it happened. He dutifully licked up the watery mess, it tasted more like precum than actual cum, and sent the video, with a frowny face as the caption.

About fifteen minutes later he got a video message back from her. Something that never happened. In it she was laughing, but it was the way someone laughed when they knew something other people didn’t know. “There,” she said. “Now cumming without my permission won’t be a problem, will it?”

Somehow it all clicked in his brain. The pills. He frantically typed back. “What have you done to me?”

Her response was malicious and erotic all at the same time, and even though he couldn’t get fully hard it aroused him more than he could believe. “I have taken control. Just like you wanted, pet. If you want to stop you only have to stop taking the pills. I bet I'll get another video tomorrow morning though.”

She was right. She got another video the next day, and the day after, and the day after that. By the ninth day he couldn’t get off at all. She started telling him how many pills to take each day, and was playing with his ability to find release like a yoyo, all while pushing his arousal further and further. Soon she had him doing other degrading things instead of cumming for her. Her favorite had been making him add his own piss to the smoothies she started making him eat for lunch.

He didn’t know why but he kept going with all of it. Then one day, his wife finally confronted him. They hadn’t had sex in weeks. She was angry and confused at his lack of interest in her.

He messaged his dominant doctor crying. “My wife is worried about me. We haven’t had real sex in weeks, and even though I keep getting her off like you told me to, she wants me to see a doctor. She thinks something is wrong with me.”

“There is something wrong with you, you fucking pervert. You let me invade your mind and your life and now I own you,” came her eventual response. “Tell her you will see a Doctor, and come to my office tomorrow. It is time to take things to the next level anyway. Don’t worry about taking any pills tomorrow.”

Now he was sitting in her office waiting for her, his Goddess. She eventually walked in and quietly shut the door. “Strip for me, pet.” She whispered.

He complied, despite his inability to get hard he was still enthralled by her completely. Maybe even in love. This was a disaster.

She took him, gently, by the throat, and pushed him back onto the examination bench. “Do I have to tie you down?”

He shook his head. “Good. When you go home you will tell your wife that you saw a leading local Doctor in this er…area. That you are supposed to abstain from sex for a month, and then come see me again. Do you understand?”

He nodded. “Yes, Doctor.”

She chuckled at that. “I think you should call me Mistress, even here, from now on.”

He nodded again. “Yes, Mistress.”

“There’s a good pet,” she opened a drawer and pulled out a syringe and a bottle of clear liquid, she began filling it.

“What is that?” He asked, suddenly panicked.

She placed a hand on his chest and held him there firmly. “It is a replacement for the pills. Your days of wanking, for me, for anyone, your days of thinking of yourself as a man, as anything but my pet, are over. And here, we fix our pets.”

Before he could argue she grabbed his arm and plunged the needle into a vein, emptying the syringe slowly, while grinning down at him. “That should be enough for at least a month. When you come back in a month we will decide what is next.”

He just looked at her, breathing hard, completely shocked at what she had done. She took his arm and guided him off the bench and then told him to kneel, shocked and numbed by what had just happened he complied. She hopped up on the bench and removed her scrubs, revealing no underwear and a freshly shaven pussy.

“Pleasure me, pet.” She stared down at him

He dutifully came forward, as if in a trance, and soon she was guiding his face between her legs. He licked, at first tentatively, and then with enthusiasm. She forced him further into her and held him there while he provided her with pleasure.

“This is what you wanted Clare.” She sighed. “You wanted my control. You wanted to be my pet and now you have it. I am going to keep you like this for a very long time. If I have my way you will never fuck like a man again, and you’ll like it, too.”

Somehow, all of this excited him beyond what was comprehensible. He ate at her pussy with reckless abandon, it tasted like nothing, no one, he had ever tasted before. He really was somehow in love with this woman who seemed hellbent on destroying his old life. His old life, what was he doing?

She allowed him to bring her to two orgasms before she pushed him away. “Stay on your knees.”

“What about my wife?” He asked her, concern only coming back to him in the wake of what they had just done, what she had just done.

“What about her?” The Doctor shrugged. “Either she will leave you or she will get used to it. Or maybe I will meet her too”

“Meet her too?” He squealed..

“Yes. Maybe I will meet her. Show her what I have done to you, and bring her into the fold. You never know, she might like it.” The Doctor chuckled at him. “Now, tilt your head back slightly.”

He did as he was told, and soon the taller woman was standing over him, looking down. “You said you wanted this,” she said as she let a stream of piss leak out of her into his mouth and over his face.

She grabbed his hair as he started to back away and held him there as she relieved herself completely. She then shoved him onto the urine covered floor.

“Put on that hospital gown,” she pointed towards the corner. “I will take you to get cleaned up.”

“What about the mess in here?” He asked, dazed by everything that had just happened, and somehow wanting desperately for it to all happen again.

She smiled at him. “You don’t think you are my only pet, do you? I have someone else to deal with this mess.”

She led him to a shower area that was mostly reserved for staff, and watched as he cleaned himself up.

“You know, eventually, I might just have to castrate you permanently,” she said to him as he cleaned up. Yes, she thought, that definitely has to happen.


Alpha to Omega: Branding and Castration Punishment

This short piece follows up on the characters from Extreme Femdom Volume 1.

She looked down at her pet. He had become so perfect, so docile, after the changes had been made in him. What was more was that he really did seem happier for it. Yes, his life was strange now. He was distrustful of almost everyone and whenever she took him out into the world he clung to her for dear life. She loved it though. Now, he was strapped to a bench accepting a whipping, not for any infraction, but simply because she loved whipping him, his back an endless array of welts and bruises.

She especially loved how his cocklette tried to get hard during these moments. Sometimes she would even give him an orgasm, they flowed weakly, and only gave him a small bit of relief, and she loved that too. So did he. He really was perfect for her. Then again, that made sense, since she had basically burned everything out of him that wasn’t what she wanted, a docile, clingy pet, who lived only for her.

She loved bringing him back out to the shed as well, the place of his ultimate destruction. It would always hold an important place in their relationship. It was where she had broken him. Where he had been reborn. It had become her favorite place to play, with all of her property, but especially with him.

Finishing the whipping, she walked around and knelt in front of him. “Thank you, Mistress.” The words came out slow and slurred, as if he were half in a dream. She loved bringing him to this place.

She patted his cheek lovingly. “You are welcome, pet. It was truly my pleasure.”

She left him strapped down while she cleaned up the playspace and while cleaning up she noticed it. A used condom sticking out from behind the waste bin. She hadn’t done anything that required a condom in this space in quite some time. She squatted down by the wastebin and looked at it. From its size there could be only one person it had belonged to. All of the enjoyment of the previous moments fled as she seethed with rage.

“I am sorry, pet. This is not your fault.” As she spoke the words she picked up the whip again and flailed away at her pet in fury. She whipped him again and again, through his tears and his cries, though he never begged for her to stop, and in truth it would take a great deal more than a whipping to take him further than she had before.

Her rage finally released, at least for the moment, she grabbed a bottle of wound ointment and began soothing her pets back with it. Some of the welts were now open, possibly likely to leave more scars on his well marked back.

“I am so sorry my sweetling, you did not deserve that,” she cooed to him.

Fighting through the sobs he responded dutifully, “you needed it for some reason Mistress. I am glad I can be that for you.”

She almost cried herself when he said it. She had taken so much from him, essentially everything, at times even his will to live, and he still loved her. He was happy to be used this way by her.

Leaving him there for another moment she picked up her phone to text the veterinarian turned slave she had brought into the house several months earlier. “I need you in the shed.”

The beautiful bimbo she had made out of a previously pretty but plain veterinarian showed up just moments later. One of the perks of having her move in. It also helped fund their surprisingly expensive lifestyle. “I have beaten my pet a bit more harshly than I intended. I need you to tend to him for me while I tend to something else.

Her slave girl nodded and began undoing the straps that held down her owner’s pet. “Before you go though, I need something else. She pointed at the condom. “Do you know anything about that?”

The other woman squealed, shocked and looked down. When she didn’t say anything the Mistress continued. “Well? Do you?”

“Yes, Mistress.” Her bimbo said quietly.

“Tell me.”

“Alpha slave brings me out here to use me sometimes. He says you expect me to please him and if I don’t I’ll be punished. I know he is in charge when you are not around so I listen.”

Her rage comes storming back and she slaps the other woman hard across the face. “Your cunt is mine. Not his. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Mistress. I am so sorry.” The other woman cried and shrunk back afraid of being struck again.

“This is not your fault, though quite frankly you will still be punished for it,” the Mistress said. “Now, take my pet in and care for him. Soothe him. I will need you back here in an hour. Bring your work bag.”

The other woman nodded, terrified and excited by the prospect of what that meant.

She then texted her alpha slave. “Shed. Now. Playtime.”

She sat on the spanking bench and waited. He appeared quite quickly as well. He always did when he thought there was going to be time for them to play. He offered no resistance as she strung him up to the wall, completely immobilizing him. She then started ticking and lightly scratching him all over. Soon he was panting heavily and was straining in his cock cage.

She grabbed the cage and looked up at him, “so how did you get it off?”

She squeezed his balls hard, and held him that way until he was fighting back tears. “I don’t know what you are talking about, Mistress.”

She let go of his balls and went to the waste basket, picking up the used condom gingerly between her fingers, holding it up to him. “You weren’t very smart about this,” was all she said.

“I found the extra keys,” he finally admitted, knowing he was caught.

She slapped him hard across the face and then shoved the used condom, who knows how old it was, in his mouth. “If you spit that out you will fucking regret it,” she glared at him.

She sat back on the bench and seethed. Finally, she got back up, walked up to him and kneed him hard in the balls, against his will the condom came flying out of his mouth. She picked it up again and held it in front of him.

“You betrayed me. Betrayed me?!” She screamed at him.

“I’m sorry. I’m sorry.” He blubbered. “You haven’t had much time for me lately. You’ve been so busy with your pet. You–” She interrupted him by kneeing him again in the balls.

She leaned in close to him as he hung his head sobbing. “You could have used your fucking words. You could have told me how you felt. I have always let you do that. What is it with you fucking men?”

He sobbed and continued to apologize over and over, somehow it only made her more angry.

“You are sorry?” She screamed at him. “You are sorry you got caught. I am going to give you a choice. Right now. Do you understand?”

He nodded, understanding he was totally fucked.

“I can untie you, right now. You can pack your things and leave. Or you can accept whatever punishment I have planned for you. It is going to be extreme and severe. Those are your only choices.”

He started crying again at this. “Please, Mistress. Please. I am so sorry.”

She touched his cheek gently, for just a moment, then grabbed him by his jaw and turned his face to look at her. “I know you are. Now choose. Leave, or suffer. Those are the only options you have.”

He kept crying, but managed to choke out a single word, “suffer.”

“I was hoping you’d say that.” She kneed him in the groin again.

As he hung limp in front of her, sobbing from the pain, she pried his mouth open and shoved the dirty, used condom back into him.  She then grabbed a cane and began to work on his thighs.

She did not cane him hard enough to break the skin, but soon she had raised welts all up and down his thighs. Almost on cue, her pet vet returned, carrying her medical bag.

Her newest slave came to her side, and the Mistress had her kneel beside her, as she did her shirt rode up on her back revealing the tattoo Blackmailed Cunt that she had made the woman get months earlier. She had added two more tattoos, and several piercings, and was planning on having her get a boob job in the coming weeks. With each depraved act, each modification, she stripped away more of the women’s old life, forcing her to reveal what she was to more and more people. Some of them, surprisingly, stuck around in her life, both she and her Mistress were grateful for that. Others fell away, and to her surprise she neither really noticed or cared.

The Mistress pointed down at the woman as she spoke, now calmly, to her bound slave, “you betrayed me, and you defiled my property. How fucking dare you. I hope you enjoyed fucking her, because that is the last time you will ever use that cock. It is a shame too, because I am going to miss it.”

He looked at her in shock and started shaking his head no. “It is too late for that slave, you made your choice.”

She took a piece of duct tape from her own play bag and used it to seal his mouth shut, with the used condom inside it. She then undid his chastity cage and threw it on the ground. “You won’t be needing that anymore.”

She then turned to the veterinarian. “Castrate him. I don’t care how you do it so long as it is done properly. I have another surprise to prepare for him.”

“Yes, Mistress.” The veterinarian stood up and sneered at the man who had lied to her, and in doing so convinced her to betray her Mistress.

Soon she was injecting the man’s scrotum with local anesthetic, despite how mad she was, and how used she felt, she would not be that cruel. She would be cruel though.

The slave couldn’t help but watch as she opened up his scrotum and removed the first testicle, placing a clamp on the cords. She showed him the severed ball and threw it on the dirt floor of the shed. He passed out at this, and she paused the castration to bring him back to wakefulness through the use of smelling salts. She didn’t know, but her Mistress was watching in the background, smiling at all of it.

Once the slave was brought fully back to his senses she went back to work, repeating the process, and holding the second severed testicle up to his face before throwing it in the dirt next to the others. The slave looked on in faint hope that they could be reattached if he was taken to the hospital. His hopes were dashed moments later as the woman leaned in close.

“You could have ruined my life you asshole.” She whispered to him before, with one booted foot smashing his testicles, and his last hopes, into the dirt floor. All three of them could hear the pop as they ruptured, now permanently useless, beneath her purple combat boot.

He passed out again from the shock of it all, and their Mistress reappeared. She grabbed the other woman and pulled her into a passionate kiss.

“You really do put on quite a show when I let you work don’t you?” She said as she released the other woman from her kiss. “You get me so fucking hot.”

They kissed again in front of the unconscious slave, then the Mistress began setting up a tool for cauterizing his wounds.

“Congratulations, you are the new alpha slave.” She said to the other woman, “I think it was inevitable though I wish it didn’t happen like this.”

The other woman smiled, and nodded her understanding.

“Don’t worry though, I am still going to blackmail you into a life of permanent depravity.” She laughed, as she said it. The other woman felt her panties become even more wet at the thought. She would let her Mistress do anything, and they both knew it.

“Wake him up again.” She nodded at the slave, and her new alpha once again used smelling salts to wake him up.

If they hadn’t done it, the smell of burning flesh probably would have as his Mistress cauterized the now useless cords before unclamping them and allowing the vet to sew up his scrotum.

As that happened she waved the cauterizing pen in front of his face. “You know, slave, when I castrated my pet his nipples became even more sensitive and that has been a lot of fun for him.”

The man tried in vain to pull back from her, she laughed at his useless struggling. “Too bad you are never going to find out if the same would be true for you.”

She then took the cauterizing pen and methodically used it to burn his nipples. He screamed several times, but thankfully his bonds kept him from thrashing as she did her work. Eventually he passed out a second time. She continued to burn his flesh, several dots around the edge of each nipple before burning the center again, deeply. She was pretty sure he would get no pleasure from his nipples again once she was finished.

“Tend to those burns when you are done. I don’t want him to get infected. You can leave him hanging there though.” She grabbed the other woman’s hair and pulled her head back. “When you are finished, find me in the bedroom. We can discuss the changes that are going to happen around here…and your punishment.”

The woman moaned as her hair was released and quickly went back to work. She knew whatever punishment her owner had planned for her it was going to be worth it. She wondered if the former alpha would feel the same when he awoke.


Deconstructed in Diapers

“You want to hypnotize me?” David smiled at the beautiful redhead he had been smitten with for weeks, not believing his luck.

“You want me to hypnotize you.” She said back to him, he didn’t notice it was with the exact same cadence he had been speaking. He was already lost in her eyes.

“I want you to hypnotize me.” He said, thinking it was still just a game.

“Then ask me to hypnotize you.” She replied, smiling.

“Will you please hypnotize me?” He said, still in the clouds, that she would even pay attention to him.

“Sleep now.” She said it forcefully, and as she did she grabbed his hand and pulled hard, his head slumped forward and he fell against the wall of the booth they were sitting in.

Jessica brushed her auburn hair out of her eyes and smiled at her handiwork. She had been building up to this for weeks, teasing David about her abilities as a hypnotist, turning him down for dates, but offering to use him as a hypnotic subject.

She pulled out her phone and texted her girlfriend. “Got him,” was all it said.

While she waited for Celeste to appear she quietly whispered to the tranced out boy from her class. “You love being deeply in trance for me. You trust me completely. You love letting go for me.”

She didn’t want to say anything that would trip him up, especially in public, she just wanted to get him to a place where he needed this as badly as her and Celeste did. Eventually she felt her petite girlfriend plop down in the booth next to her.

“I am going to bring you up out of trance, you are going to remain calm, and you are going to answer all of our questions completely honestly. Do you understand?”

“Understand,” came David’s slurred reply.

“Good boy, now when I say ‘time for beddies,’ you will come back to this sleepy blissful state. Do you understand?”

“Yes. Beddies.” David squirmed in the booth but didn’t open his eyes.

“Perfect. Now I am going to count to three, and on three you are going to sit up and open your eyes.” She turned to Celeste and grinned, motioning at the tranced out boy they had been talking about for weeks. “One. Two. Open your eyes on three.”

She snapped her fingers and David slowly opened his eyes and sat up in the booth. “You really hypnotized me?”

She couldn’t tell if he was asking or stating a fact but she smiled and nodded all the same. “Just like I said I would.” She motioned to the pretty goth girl sitting next to her. “This is Celeste. My girlfriend.”

David looked at the other girl and recognized her from his graduate classes. They had never spoken but he had admired her all semester. From the grin on her face he guessed she knew it. “Um..hi.”

He turned back to Jessica. “I didn’t know..”

“I know you didn’t, and I didn’t want to tell you. But we’ve been dating for a couple of months. And talking about you an awful lot.”

David gulped and looked down, saying nothing.

“David, have you been ogling my girlfriend in class?” Jessica asked him, her voice firm but still warm.

“I wouldn’t say ogling.” He said, looking up and shrugging sheepishly.

“Time for beddies, David.”

Confusion passed over his face for just a moment before he slumped sideways again.

“David, I want you to sit up and open your eyes but remain deeply in trance for me, can you do that?”

David sat up straight and opened his eyes, still clearly entranced.

“Now David, do you ogle at Celeste in class?”

“Yes.” He droned.

“Why?” Celeste asked.

“Because you are super attractive and smart and I want to ask you out but I am scared to.”

Jessica and Celeste looked at each other. Celeste whispered, “that honesty command really works huh? He is actually kind of sweet.”

“And what about me David?” Jessica asked.

“I think you are really pretty, and I like the way you talk to me, and I was really aroused when you said you were going to hypnotize me and make me your slave.”

Jessica giggled.

“You told him that?” Celeste looked at her girlfriend, her eyebrows raised.

Jessica shrugged, “So maybe I am a little kinky.”

“David, do you like the idea of being my slave?” Jessica asked him.

“Yes,” he said, his breathing quickening.

“What about my slave, David?” Celeste asked.

“Yes, I like that idea too. You are both really impressive and beautiful.”

The girls looked at each other and giggled. “What should we do?” Jessica asked her hot goth girlfriend.

“Um…take him home?” Celeste shrugged. “I have some ideas.”

She licked her lips and all Jessica could think was it was going to be a fun weekend.

“David, you are going to stand up with us and walk to our car. You are going to come home with us, and you aren’t going to wake from this trance unless I tell you too or something is unsafe. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Jessica.”

“Good boy,” she said again before standing up and leading her girlfriend, and her possible slave to the car.


The next thing David knew he was sitting in class next to Celeste, he looked around confused, and saw that they were taking a quiz. He was somehow finished.

Celeste was looking at him with a glint in her eye, and he had no idea what was going on. She leaned over to him and whispered, “time to go, pet.”

He barely parsed the strange words before he felt himself letting his bladder go, in a panic he started to stand up, but she grabbed his arm. “Stay.”

It was only after she stopped him that he felt that he was wearing a diaper under his pants. He sat helplessly as he filled it with warm piss, and afterwards felt himself getting hard as he realized what he had done. He looked over at Celeste and she just put a finger to her lips.

When the quiz was over and collected he stood up ready to leave but looked at Celeste, “what did you do to me?”

“Who, me?” She asked innocently, before adding, “first of all it was mostly Jessica and it wasn’t anything you didn’t ask for. Now take my bag and follow me. If you walk normally nobody will figure out that anything is weird.”

He took her bag and followed her out of the room, doing his best to act normal. The first thing he saw was Jessica waiting for both of them, she leaned in to kiss Celeste and then smiled at David.

“Time to remember,” she said.

Suddenly the entire weekend came flooding back into his mind. Serving them both, cleaning their entire apartment, and admitting all of his fetishes. He stopped walking and had to put a hand against the wall for support. He had given them his passwords to everything. He had begged them to make him their slave. It was all too much.

“What have you done to me?” He said quietly, somehow in both a whisper and a yell.

Jessica turned and faced him. Instead of answering she looked at him and said sharply, “One, two, three. Eyes on me.”

She snapped in his face and he looked into her eyes and immediately started to feel calmer.

“You wanted all of this,” she said, “or at least almost all of it. We like you. We aren’t going to harm you. But you are ours now. Do you understand? The good news is you can stop with the ogling and the daydreaming and live it.”

He nodded dumbly. Partially entranced and partially in shock at the events. He soon found himself walking between the two objects of his desire, and now, for all intents and purposes, his owners. They put him in the back seat of their car, like they would a toddler, and drove back to their apartment. As they entered the apartment he dropped to his knees, crawled to the middle of the floor and laid down, as he did it he remembered it happening several times over the course of the weekend, and realized that he had not once sat on their furniture.

Celeste came over to him with a fresh diaper and took his pants off without warning. As she changed him Jessica stood over him and grinned.

“Admit it Davey, you like it.”

“I never said I had a thing for diapers though,” he pouted at her.

“No, but we do. And since I plan on hypnotizing you into needing them completely you are going to get used to it.”

He squirmed as Celeste finished changing him and felt himself getting hard at the thought.

“Plus, you may not have said it, but I think you do.”

He said nothing, and just tried to frown at her, though he couldn’t really hide his excitement at the predicament.

Jessica and Celeste sat down on the couch and soon David was sitting on the floor, nestled between their legs. 

“David, do you remember what else you told us while you were hypnotized this weekend?” Celeste asked him.

He didn’t answer for a long time, he felt a lot of shame about it, but finally he nodded.

“You don’t think you can hack it in the program here?”

“I struggled to get Bs last semester and this semester is even harder.” He looked up at them both, “but I don’t want to give up either.”

Celeste looked down at him, she had seen his work and suspected it was mostly stress that was keeping him from doing well. “We’ve talked about it and we think you should move in with us. You and I can do our class work together. If after this semester you don’t want to finish you’ll just stay here and focus on making our lives easier.”

“You mean?” He was both surprised and confused.

“Yes, silly,” Jessica smiled down at him, “we want to keep you. You belong to us. There is a catch though.”

“A catch?” he asked, nervous but willing to hear them out.

“Yeah. This weekend we went really deep, and that was just a weekend. I can’t promise if we keep going this route that you aren’t going to change a lot. Part of that is just the nature of our kinks and part of it is that the idea of taking you apart is really hot, to both of us.” Jessica tried to explain calmly, in a way that wouldn’t frighten him too much. “If you choose to stay with us you are choosing to lose your freedom, and even more than that your independence.”

He nodded, wanting to believe he understood.

Celeste rolled her eyes at Jessica and then turned back to him. “What she is trying to say, but doesn’t want to freak you out, is that if this goes on too long you won’t be able to go back. You will need our control, or someone’s control. The you that responds to words like pet, and slave, will completely replace the you that imagines a life of free will.”

He looked down at the floor and then stared across the room, pretty much at nothing, they waited for him to digest what he was hearing.

“Okay,” he said finally.

“Okay, what?” Celeste asked him.

“Okay,” he took a breath, “take away my freedom, my independence. I want to be here with you two. I want that so much.”

The two women smiled at each other, clasping hands in excitement. “Time for beddies,” they said in unison.


Extreme Femdom Volume 4: Brainwashed by My Barista


Part 1

Ever since high school, maybe even before that, I had had a thing for goth girls. Big clunky boots. Black hair. Pale skin. Piercings. Dresses, or pants, or skirts, it didn’t matter. They were alluring, mysterious, and beautiful. In college I would stumble over myself trying to be kind to them, helpful, interesting. The few dates I earned never really went anywhere, but I just felt lucky to have a bit of their attention.

“I lost my teddy bear, will you sleep with me tonight?” I could still remember her leaning over and asking me in the middle of the dingy college bar in our dingy college town.

The music was awful and everyone looked the same, except her. She wore a mini skirt and a corset top, with black combat boots that stopped just below her knees. Her natural hair color was red, but her bangs were dyed black. It was a unique look.

“Sorry?” I asked, incapable of fully registering that she was hitting on me.

“You heard me,” she smirked.

It finally dawned on me that she was interested. I bought her a two dollar well drink and we made small talk about a class we shared. We left together and wound up back in her dorm room. It was the best night of my life, though it was never repeated.

I saw her around campus a few times, sometimes she’d smile and wave. Once in a while we’d make small talk. Every time I pushed for a second date she was busy. Alone in my dorm room I would masturbate to the image of her on top of me, riding me, digging her nails into my chest. It was the first time I had realized I could enjoy pain.

I finished school, I finished grad school, and I went to work for a consulting firm. I would go out to goth clubs sometimes. Usually I would just watch, maybe dance by myself a little. Sometimes one of the goddesses would flirt with me. It never went anywhere, probably because I was too shy. At least I was making good money.

I kept circling back to that moment where Claire dug her nails into my chest and how it made me feel. I realized the idea of pain and pleasure mixed was fascinating and kept spiraling down the ideas of kink, and eventually submission, through the years. Once I had my finances in good order I started going to pro dommes occasionally. I enjoyed it, at least in part because it was the only real physical intimacy in my life, but I ultimately found it lacking.

Something is better than nothing though, so I kept returning, even though I swore I would not. My first sessions were pretty standard fare, they would tie me up, tease me, spank me, that sort of thing. That all changed when I met Goddess Lyra. She worked out of a dungeon that was dangerously close to my apartment, and was a six foot tall goth lesbian. She insisted on meeting in public before we played the first time, so I agreed to pay her fee and buy her coffee.

We made small talk for about fifteen minutes and I wasn’t really sure what was going on. I understood wanting to meet for her safety, but this seemed like more than that. Finally she put her coffee down and stared directly into my eyes, I suddenly felt frozen, trapped in her stare.

“I think I can work with you,” she started. “But I do not like clients that bounce in and out at a whim. You are supposed to be submissive. I want you to agree to bi-weekly sessions. You will give me a list of hard limits, beyond those things anything I want to do is on the table. You will pay one thousand dollars a month and if a session needs to be canceled it is your loss.”

I had never heard of a dominatrix working like this before, and I was nervous. I still wasn’t sure what I liked, what I wanted. I also wasn’t sure about such a commitment. But I couldn’t stop staring into her deep dark brown eyes and it was like my mouth was making a choice without my brain even getting involved.

“Yes Goddess Lyra,” I found myself saying, “that sounds perfect.”

“Good.” Her smile sent a shiver down my spine. “That is good.”

She pulled a packet of papers out of a large purse and handed them to me. “Read these and fill them out. I will need them for your first session. Which I would like to be at this time next week.”

I did not get the impression that any of this was negotiable. Again I just found myself nodding and agreeing. What was wrong with me? We resumed some minor small talk as we finished our drinks. I handed her fifty dollars, her fee for vetting, which seemed like nothing considering what I had just agreed to.

That night I went home and spent the evening looking over the documents she had shared with me. One of them was a sheet asking about any medical issues I might have, one was what looked like a boilerplate agreement acknowledging my consent and that I was waiving any right to claims in the event of accidental injury or harm. The last was a list of activities with the directive to mark off any that were hard limits. 

I looked over the list of activities and had to google search more than a few of them and decided to mark off any that I found particularly concerning. In hindsight maybe I should have been more thoughtful in what I considered a hard limit, though if I had it is possible I would have never learned what I needed to about myself.

I waited for our first session, and wondered what she had in store for me. A couple of days beforehand she sent me an email reminding me to bring all of the paperwork filled out and suggesting I wear loose fitting clothing. For my part, though I was not a complete novice, I read up on how to approach seeing a professional domme on a regular basis. Several posts suggested bringing a gift, which seemed odd to me since I was already spending a lot of money. I decided to heed their advice though and settled on a bouquet of orchids.

The day of the first session came and I dressed in linen pants and a loose fitting top. I arrived at the dungeon, still unsure of going to a location so close to my home, and found myself sitting in a waiting area that could have been for just about anything. It all felt strangely normal, though I suspected that was about to change.

A woman that would have passed for a regular secretary, had her outfit not been made entirely of latex, came out and told me to follow her, that she would be taking me to Goddess Lyra. I stood up, sweating a little with nervousness, and followed the latex secretary through a doorway, into a maze of hallways. Eventually she led me through a door to a room that was bigger than I expected. It had several pieces of bondage furniture, mostly things I recognized, and a chair that was not quite a throne but certainly looked comfortable in one of the corners. Goddess Lyra sat there, with her legs thrown over one of the arms, waiting for me.

She wore an all black catsuit, and her chestnut colored hair was pulled up in a high ponytail. She looked up from her phone and almost dismissively pointed to the spot at the foot of the chair.

I stumbled forward, a bundle of nerves, and knelt at her feet, offering her the bouquet first, and then the folder of papers she had ordered me to bring. She took the bouquet from my hands, inspected it, sniffed it, and then cast it aside.

“Very nice, pig.” She sneered at me. “Next time, if you are going to bring a gift, make it chocolate, or maybe some cigars.”

She then turned to the paperwork, giving the first two documents a cursory glance before looking at the paper that contained my hard limits. She made a couple of sounds that could have been approval or disapproval, then swung her legs off the arm of the chair so that she was facing me and hovering above me.

“I guess I can’t use you as a full toilet,” she practically sighed. “Too bad, it is one of my favorite things to do with men.”

I gulped, and looked up at her, my eyes wide at her admission, and the intensity it alluded to.

“Eyes on the floor,” she barked at me. “You haven’t earned the right to look at me yet.”

I looked downward, and a moment later felt her hand at the side of my head, the touch was almost tender, until she reached the top of my head and grabbed my hair, hard.

“I have been thinking about what I am going to do with you all week. Your limit lists leaves a lot of possibilities. I wonder if you really thought that through.” She yanked my head forward and down until I was facing one of her boots. “Oh well, too late for you now, isn’t it? Clean my boots, pig.”

I had never done anything like this before, but knew what was expected. I tentatively started licking the black patent leather, they were beautiful boots and clearly expensive. For the first time though, I was glad to see boots that stopped relatively close to a woman’s ankles. By the time I had finished both boots my tongue was drier than it had ever been. I sat back into a kneeling position, but did not look up.

“You aren’t done yet, slave.” Her voice was firm and strict, as she placed the bottom of the first boot in my face.

I looked up at her, terrified of what she was asking me to do, but surprisingly rock hard as well. Was I enjoying this? My cheeks felt hot and I knew they must be red. I could not believe I was so turned on by the thought of licking the dirt from this woman’s boots. If I was completely honest though, it was the hottest, most erotic moment of my life up to that point.

I licked the bottom of both boots clean, my tongue was now dry, and covered in grime, a taste I couldn’t quite describe filled my mouth. I was revolted, utterly humiliated, and harder than I had ever been. She settled one of the boots directly on my crotch.

“I knew that would do the trick,” she grabbed my hair again and used it to force me to look up at her. “You are going to be my little boot licking piggy. How does that make you feel?”

I found myself getting lost in her eyes again, my manhood straining. I knew what she wanted to hear, and I also knew it was true. “Yes, Goddess Lyra. Please make me your boot licking piggy.”

She roughly pushed my head back towards the ground. “I am going to make you that, and so much more. I see watersports wasn’t on your list of hard limits.”

Part of me wanted to protest. Part of me wanted to run screaming. Even if I could have convinced myself to do it, I am not sure my cock would have let me.

“Strip, piggy,” came her next command.

Soon I was naked before her and she moved me towards a set of what looked like stocks, but were on the ground. Soon, I was locked in them by wrists and ankles, forced to keep the kneeling position she had had me in the entire time. She walked behind me and I heard her rummaging but had no idea what she was going to come back with. I heard her drop an item behind me before appearing once again in front of me holding what looked like a head harness, with a funnel attachment.

I started shaking my head, terrified of what was coming next. She stopped all of it with a slap to the face. My eyes welled up with tears but I stopped shaking my head.

“You came to me to expand your horizons and that is what we are doing. We will discuss via email everything that happens here today, but you will not be amending your hard limits list until after the session is over. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Goddess Lyra,” I mumbled.

“Good.”

Without further complaint or struggle from me, she strapped me into the head harness, which doubled as a gag. The funnel fed directly into my mouth, my dry, dirt-filled mouth, and there was nothing I could do about it. Goddess Lyra then stood up and unzipped her catsuit, revealing that there was nothing underneath she stood over the funnel.

I knew what was coming but closed my eyes, as though that would help.

“You are going to learn to love this, you filthy pig,” I could hear the sneer in her voice, and wondered if she was right. My dick was still hard after all.

I heard the first splash as her golden juices filled the funnel and started rolling down the tube into my mouth. I had no choice but to taste, and swallow, it all. Her taste was slightly bitter and salty, but somehow I didn’t hate it. I felt the redness and heat rising in my cheeks again as I passively allowed this woman, who I barely knew, to basically use me as a urinal. She laughed, as she finished.

She left the funnel gag in place as she walked back behind me. Because of the nature of the stocks, and the large head harness, she had me in I could not look down to see what was happening, but I could feel it as she encased my cock in something plastic and rubbery, I heard her press a button and suddenly I felt intense suction around my cock.

“Maybe I should call you a cow, instead of a piggy, since I am about to milk you.” There was a lilt in her voice that almost suggested humor.

As the intensity of the suction grew and I felt myself getting closer to orgasm I felt her pressing something wet against my ass. I realized that whatever it was was lubed and my hole only offered resistance briefly before I felt something long sliding into my backside. My head started buzzing and I felt a deep pressure and tingling as it hit what I had to assume was my prostate. Between the suction from whatever she had placed over my cock and the intense pressure against my prostate I began to feel a very strange pressure building in my balls and growing through my cock.

When it reached the tip I realized I was releasing, but there was no total explosion the way there would be from a normal orgasm. I don’t know how she was doing it but she was draining my balls dry without giving me a total release. It felt intense and strange and wonderful. It also felt, somehow, unfulfilling.

A few moments later she removed whatever she had inserted inside me, as well as the plastic tube she had covered my cock with. I thought we were done, but she appeared in front of me again, this time holding a clear plastic cylinder that had clearly been used to collect my useless cum.

She grinned down at me as she poured my own juices into the funnel. Seeing that there wasn’t enough of it to force its way down, she stood over the funnel and released more of her golden piss, soon I was drinking a mix of her piss and my cum. I could not believe what was happening to me, or that I was getting hard again.

She let me out of the stocks and led me back over to the chair she had been sitting in. I was once again kneeling in front of her.

“You did well today, pig.” She smiled down at me. “I am sure that was intense for you and I look forward to hearing all about your feelings in an email tonight or tomorrow. I will see you in two weeks. I am looking forward to it and I bet you are too.”

Without further discussion she left the room, not sure what else to do,I dressed myself and went back out to the waiting room. The latex secretary was sitting there, she reminded me when my next “appointment” was, and sent me on my way.  That night I thought a long time about what to write to Goddess Lyra. For some reason, it was hard for me to admit the truth. I would have never asked for those things, or even allowed them, if she had told me what she had planned ahead of time. However, now I knew they were exactly what I needed. I did not amend my hard limit list at all.

Her email back to me stated her position plainly, she had assessed exactly what I was within the first five minutes of meeting me. She intended to train me, and recalibrate my sexual urges to be even more depraved than they already were. I was a pig, and should accept that, because that was the path she had chosen for me.

I saw her six more times over the next several months, each time bringing her a gift, and each time being led further into the depravity she imagined for me. I no longer even thought about sex when I masturbated, though in truth I masturbated less than ever, in part because she often drained me to the point of exhaustion when we met. The thoughts that turned me on were increasingly turned to the things she did to me, the ways she used my body and degraded my mind.

Part of me was heartbroken when I was given my next assignment at work, Los Angeles. I wouldn’t be able to see her for at least three months. Part of me though, felt like it would be a chance to clear my head, and maybe sort out the differences between what I really wanted, and the path she was leading me down. She asked me to email her regularly while I was gone and said we could resume when I returned, if I wanted. I appreciated how understanding she was, considering in her eyes, and increasingly my own, I was just a depraved little pig.


Part 2

When I got to Los Angeles I settled into my client’s office in the arts district. You would expect an LA office to be bright and open, but this one was anything but.  Soon, unless I was in meetings, I was doing most of my work at the coffee shop across the street. They had good drinks and decent food and it was a far more comfortable space than the office.  But that isn’t why I went there. She worked there. I noticed her on the first day and nobody I had seen before came close. She was like the platonic ideal of a woman. The goddess of my dreams.

She was probably a few inches shorter than me, but she was usually wearing chunky platform boots that made it hard to tell. She had immaculate black hair that hung most of the way down her back, and perfect black bangs. She had amazing curves, and usually wore a top that revealed more of her milky white cleavage than most workplaces would find appropriate. I got the impression that nobody cared in her case though. A single Monroe piercing was the only visible body modification and she had piercing blue eyes. She was absolute perfection.

After that first night I emailed Goddess Lyra, told her about my day, and told her about the goth barista who was invading my every thought. Lyra was a devoted lesbian, and at the end of the day I was just a client, so I didn’t think she would be jealous. What I got back was even more surprising. She suggested I try to get her to go out on a date, or barring that at least offer to clean her boots. Her tone in the email was more playful and teasing than her tone usually was with me, though I guess it made sense since we wouldn’t be seeing each other for awhile and I wasn’t really submitting to her at the moment. 

By the third day I wondered vaguely if I was being too obvious. The shop had a loft area that overlooked much of the interior, including the counter area. I would spend most of my time up there behind my laptop, alternating between working and people watching. Although, to be honest, when she was there, I only had eyes for her. It seemed like she had an endless array of boots, mostly platform, mostly knee high, and all black leather. Even behind the shop apron she would wear I could see that her outfits were gorgeous, and from my high up vantage point her cleavage was always obvious to me.

Late in the afternoon on that day I was hunched over my laptop, finishing a presentation I would have to give the next day on restructuring part of the company I was working with, when I heard a voice behind me.

“Hey, do you need a refill? You’ve been sitting here awhile.”

I turned around and there she was, holding a large iced drink in one hand and a vape pen in the other. She seemed to be towering over me and hit the vape, exhaling through her nose. The smell surprised me, it was almost an exact facsimile of the clove cigarettes that were popular among the goth set in high school and college, I guess some things never change.

I was flustered by her sudden presence and by the smell, and did my best to get my bearings.

“Um…sure, that’d be great. Thanks.” I looked up at her, and I felt myself stiffening in my pants. She was even more stunning up close.

“Iced chai, right?” She asked.

“Yeah, yeah, that’s right.” I stammered.

She chuckled and placed the drink she was holding in front of me. “I thought so. Six dollars when you get the chance.”

I watched her walk away and  not for the first time realized just how perfect the curves of her ass were. Thankfully, she didn’t look back at me. I was already embarrassed. I tasted the drink and realized it was exactly what I needed. Bored with work, I opened up an email to Goddess Lyra. I was once again telling her about my work and what I liked about So Cal, but circled back around to the barista. I was infatuated, I was imagining things I shouldn’t be imagining. I could have died happy with her standing over me. It was all very foolish and silly.

It was unusual for Lyra to reply so quickly, but she did: I looked up the coffee shop. Her name is Mackenzie. Silly SoCal names. According to her facebook she is single. You should ask her out. If you want an excuse, tell her your lesbian best friend said you should. ;-)

P.S. Tip her well. That is an order.

I smiled, and chuckled at the end of the email. I also felt my cock involuntarily harden. I had never thought of myself as naturally submissive, but Goddess Lyra had shown me just how much I was. The truth is I liked being passive, docile she called it, something about it felt comfortable and right. She told me it was right, but also that I was a “fucking weirdo.”

I did as I was told though, at least on the tipping spectrum, and left a twenty dollar bill on the counter on my way out. I scurried out the door, embarrassed by, well, everything, before she could see how much money I left.

“See you tomorrow,” I heard her call as the door closed. Fuck. She was on to me.

The next day, unfortunately, I had to spend most of the day in several dull meetings. I didn’t make it over to the coffee shop until late afternoon. Mackenzie was there and smiled at me as I came in. She skipped the apron, and was wearing a corset top that made her ample breasts appear even more beautiful, and inviting, than usual. Before I could even say anything she placed an iced chai on the counter in front of me.

“On the house,” she said.

“Wow, um… thanks!” It was honestly the first bright moment of my day although that had more to do with seeing her than a free chai. “You sure?”

“You are a good customer. I am sure the owner wouldn’t mind.” She winked at me.

I took the chai and went up to my usual perch. I opened my laptop and tried to work, but it was hopeless, and the day was mostly over anyway. I probably should have just gone back to my extended stay hotel, but the truth was I wanted to be close to her, I also wanted to get up the courage to say something to her, but it wasn’t coming. After the day I had had it probably wasn’t the best option anyway.

With nothing better to do, I opened up a BDSM story archive and started browsing through stories. I settled on one I liked about a girl in a hot topic that seduced a rich man into being her slave. After I finished that, I found another one by the same author, about a woman in a cyber cafe who enslaved a late night customer. Fun, if relatively tame, stories. Maybe I really was a depraved pig, like Lyra said, or maybe I should just try to be normal. Eventually I found myself just staring off into space, occasionally sneaking a peek down at Mackenzie, but mostly just lost in the void.

Suddenly, my solitude was interrupted by a familiar smell, it took me a second but I realized it was her vape. I looked up, and she was sitting across from me at my table. Before I could say anything, not that I knew what to say, she exhaled another plume of the sweet, spicy, vapor over the table, practically in my face.

“Hey–” I started.

“Just relax.” Her voice, I had not noticed before, had the quality of honey. “Tell me the truth, is it the boots, the boobs, or the vape?”

“What?” I cocked my head.

“What?” She mimicked me. “You have been coming in here nonstop. I know your office is right across the street. And you stare at me, like, a lot. So which is it? The boots, the boobs or the vape?”

I felt the blush creeping up my neck the same way I did with Lyra. This woman, Mackenzie, had me by the metaphorical balls, and it seemed like she knew it.

“Boots, boobs, or vape?” She asked again, exhaling another cloud directly into my face. “Answer me, or I am kicking you out of here.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening. She had been so nice earlier, and now this. “All three,” I finally mumbled, defeated.

She leaned back, and smiled. “Good,” she said. “You are going to be even more fun than I thought.”

“What does that mean?” I asked her, still feigning some innocence.

She leaned across the table, grinning at me like she knew something I didn’t. “I know exactly what you are.”

“What is that?” I asked, starting to get up.

“Sit down.” She said sharply.

For a moment she sounded just like Goddess Lyra, maybe that is why I complied so easily.

“Just relax,” her voice suddenly soft again, almost soothing. “Relax and breathe in the smoke.”

She exhaled again. I don’t know why but I did exactly as she told me. I started feeling a little light headed and sunk back into the chair.

“That’s good,” she cooed at me. “Just relax and breathe deeply. Now what is your name?”

“Brian,” I mumbled.

“Okay Brian, that is good. Just keep breathing deep, keep relaxing for me.” Her voice started to take on a slow, steady cadence.

“You like goth girls?” She asked.

“I really do.”

“Good, just think about my boots, boobs, and vape.” She kept saying that, I didn’t know why, but I did like all of them. “Think about my boobs, vape, and boots. Think about them and relax deeply for me.”

I sighed and sunk deeper in the chair. My whole body felt a little heavy, and my cock was straining. If I hadn’t been somewhat lost in all of it I would have been surprised that she was talking to me, but as it was I couldn’t really focus enough to consider my thoughts on the subject.

“I am going to count back from ten, and every number I count is going to relax you more and more. “ She exhaled another plume of the clove flavored vapor across the table at me. “Ten. Nine. Eight.”

She kept breathing out the vapor, and I kept breathing it in as I listened to her words. I felt more and more disconnected from everything. Her counting continued.

“Seven. Six. So relaxed for me. It is so easy to let go.” Another plume of the scent surrounded my face. “Five. Four. You like giving in like this don’t you?”

“Like giving in,” I mumbled.

“Yes, you do.” Her voice sounded triumphant. “Three. Two. One.”

As she said one she reached across the table and snapped beside my head. I felt my head lull to the side, but couldn’t find the energy, or the will, to write it.

“Now Brian, you are in a trance for me, and it feels so good, doesn’t it?”

“Feels good.” I responded, everything felt far away.

“Yes it does. It feels good to give in for me.” She continued to vape as she spoke to me, and I continued to breathe in the fog she surrounded my face with. “You are submissive aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I confessed. “Submissive. Submit to Lyra.”

“Lyra,” she repeated, and paused for a second. “We will talk about that later. Are you single, Brian, or is she your girlfriend?”

“Yeah, single.” My voice sounded like it was coming from somewhere else.

“Good,” she said, sounding less concerned. “You will tell me all about Lyra later. For now though, I want you to answer my questions. Do you find me attractive?”

“Most beautiful woman I have ever seen. So attractive.” It felt like I couldn’t help myself. She asked the question and words started pouring from my barely conscious brain. “Come in here every day because I want to see you.”

She hummed quietly at that. “Interesting. But you haven’t asked me out. Why? Is it because of Lyra?”

“No. Lyra said I should. Too shy though.”

She chuckled quietly. “Well it is a good thing for you I like shy submissive boys, isn’t it? Are you aroused right now, boy?”

Despite feeling heavy and far away I could feel how hard my cock was, how needy I felt. “Very aroused. Love this feeling.”

She laughed again, it sounded like a bell, or an angel. “Good. I like shy, submissive, aroused boys very much.”

I felt her take my hand and turn it palm up. She started lightly tracing a circle on it with one of her nails.

“Every circle I trace on your hand is going to send you further down the spiral, do you understand? You are going to go deeper and deeper for me.”

“Deeper and deeper,” I responded.

“Good, and the deeper you go the more aroused you will be and the more aroused you are for me the deeper you will go.” She continued to trace circles on my palm, I felt my cock straining harder and everything else seemed further and further away. Somewhere along the way my eyes closed.

I thought I heard her get up, but I couldn’t move, I was too deep in trance for her. I felt her behind me, holding each of my shoulders with one of her hands. I felt her hot breath on my ear.

“Whenever I say ‘boots, boobs, vape’ I want you to return to this deep, cozy trance, do you understand?” Her breath was hot on my neck, and my ear and I wanted to feel it there forever.

“Yes, Mackenzie. I understand.” I mumbled.

“I’ll have to find out how you know my name later, but for now it will be Miss, or Ma’am.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good boy. Boots, boobs, vape.” I felt myself slump forward and my mind grow even duller. “You are going to stay right here, deep in this trance. I am going to close up the shop. Then you are coming home with me.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” I responded. Somewhere in the back of my mind I wondered if going home with her was a good idea, deeper in my mind a tiny voice was reminding me that I didn’t care, that it was exactly what I wanted.

She released my shoulders. “Boots, boobs, vape,” she said again, and the entire world slipped into darkness.


Part 3

I don’t know how much longer it was, but I woke up in my hotel room. When I came to my senses I noticed a couple of things. First, it was light outside, second, I was almost completely naked. The third thing I noticed was that there was heavy weight between my legs and my cock felt trapped. I had seen chastity devices before, and even talked with Lyra about the idea of ordering one, before the enforced move to Los Angeles had taken that possibility off the table.

I had never worn one, and now I was locked in a metal one, the locking mechanism actually inside the device. I couldn’t even cut it off if I wanted to. I took a deep breath to calm myself and try to remember the events of the previous night. It was then that I realized the shower in my hotel bathroom was running. With that realization a sliver of memory appeared, Mackenzie was using a key to open the door to my hotel room and lead me inside. Then I remembered a little bit about what happened at the coffee shop. The vape, the boots, the boobs. Boobs, boots, vape. I felt my mind drifting. I held it together just enough to remember her hypnotizing me, sort of.

The shower stopped running and a few moments later the woman of my dreams walked out of my hotel bathroom wrapped only in a towel.

“Good morning, pet.” She smiled at me. “How do you like your gift?”

My gift? I realized she meant the chastity device. “Um…it was surprising.”

“You don’t remember picking it out with me last night?” She laughed. “I guess not, I kind of kept you out of it for most of the night.”

“What is going on Mackenzie?” I sat back down on the bed, overwhelmed by all of it. Before she could answer, I continued. “I mean don’t get me wrong. You are amazing. This is all kind of amazing. It is also kind of a lot.”

She put her hand on her chin for a moment and nodded. Then she smiled at me. “Boots, boobs, vape.”

Before I could fully comprehend what was happening I felt my mind sliding back to that deeply relaxed state. It was like I could even smell the clove scented vapor around me again.

“I think you need to relax, Brian.” She sat down next to me and guided me back to a lying down position on the bed. “I think you need to relax and let go while I explain everything.”

I closed my eyes and felt like I was floating, I could feel her doing something, and suddenly my cock sprung free of the chastity device. She started lightly stroking it and soon it was fully engorged.

“The truth is that your friend, Goddess Lyra, emailed me a couple of days ago. She told me about you, and that you were desperately shy. She didn’t want to steer you wrong. We wound up talking for hours. She had no way of knowing when she started the conversation, but I am a dominant too, though for me it is purely for pleasure and purely in relationships.”

Mackenzie continued to stroke my cock, as she talked, and I was lost somewhere between that feeling, the trance, and the things she was saying to me.

“Once she found that out she told me everything about you. Including some of the really raunchy things she has made you do. She also told me that she thought you needed more than she could give you, and that in an ideal world you would be a full time slave. Now, I have never had a full time slave, but I think it sounds like the ideal relationship for me. So she and I came to the conclusion that you should ask me out on a date. The only problem was, once she had told me everything, I didn’t feel like waiting.”

She began stroking harder and I squirmed on the bed.

“Boots. Boobs. Vape.” She said it again, “I want you to go deeper and deeper for me. Deeper than you’ve ever been. Deeper than you even know is possible.”

I felt everything spiraling away for me, everything but her hand, and her voice. It was like I was floating in a void where only she existed.

“Do you think you’d like to be my full time slave, Brian?”

I heard my voice,from a thousand miles away, “yes.”

“Say ‘Yes, Goddess Mackenzie.” Her voice sounded like it filled the universe, like it filled my mind.

“Yes, Goddess Mackenzie,” I repeated.

“Good boy,” I shuddered with pleasure at that. “Now I want you to think about all of your independence, any desire you have to be free, or dominant, or in charge. Can you do that?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I mumbled, though in truth I don’t think even then I had much of those desires left.

“Good, now force all of those ideas out of your brain, down through your body, to your balls.”

It felt strange, but I literally felt those ideas leaving my brain, as they did everything felt clearer, easier, freer. I could feel them travel the length of my body and settle in my balls.

I sunk deeper into the bed, into the void, and in that moment I didn’t even really feel my body anymore beyond my straining cock.

“Good boy.” I shuddered again. She began stroking even more urgently. “Now when I tell you to cum, you are going to release all of those old ideas out of your cock and as they spurt out of you you can forget they even existed, doesn’t that sound nice?”

“Nice,” I said from somewhere off in the distance.

Despite the trance, despite everything, I could feel my cock growing harder, and the need to orgasm growing.

“Boots, boobs, vape.” She intoned, almost like it was casting a spell over me, maybe it was. “Now cum for me, cum and become my slave forever.” 

Suddenly I could feel my entire body as it rippled and shuddered under her touch. Everything felt hot, and sensitive, and aroused, like she had been stroking my entire body. I felt the explosion come forth out of my balls, through my cock, and directly into my brain. I began spurting, and it felt like it would go on forever. But even as I felt cum landing on my stomach, my chest, even my face, the world started slipping away and everything faded, again, to black.

I barely felt it as she stood me up and led me to the shower, soon we were both inside, and the hot water brought me part of the way back to reality, though not completely. My brain felt like there was a deep dense fog inside of it, I opened my eyes and stared, lovingly, at my Goddess. She smiled back at me.

“You are going to be just perfect,” she said. “Now kneel for me, slave.”

As she said it she used her hands to gently guide me to a kneeling position in front of her, water from the shower was dripping off her onto me, and the shower itself was pounding me with hot water as well.

“I heard you like this,” she said, “and I think it will go a long way towards binding you to me the way I want you to be.”

I was too dazed to fully understand, but she used my hair to pull my head back so I was gazing up at her, with my mouth agape. She pressed her mound against my mouth and began to let go. Her pee trickled out of her over my face, and into my awaiting my mouth. Without the need for a command I began lapping it up thirstily.

As she finished I gazed up at her, my eyes wide and full of need. She pulled me into her more deeply.

“Lick, slave.”

I licked, and sucked. The taste of her piss, the taste of her pussy, all of it felt like heaven to me. She held me tightly against her as I licked and sucked until she shuddered in orgasm. Even afterwards I stayed there, just tasting her, smelling her, basking in her power, beauty, and control.

Eventually, she helped me to my feet, and washed me off as though I were completely helpless, which for her I suppose I was. As we were drying off, I was still partially in a daze, she pulled me to her and kissed me deeply.

“You are my slave. Forever.” She said, gazing deeply into my eyes.

The moment the words escaped her lips I knew they were true, or at least would be true for as long as she wanted them to be. I held her gaze and felt my mind drifting again. She grinned.

“You really are helpless, aren’t you?” She laughed.

I simply nodded. I was. She had me, and I knew it.

“Good,” she said. “Once you are dressed I want you to pack and checkout. You are staying with me for the rest of your time here, or maybe longer.”

“Yes, Goddess.” As I said it, I vaguely realized I didn’t know where “with her,” was. It didn’t matter though. It was where I wanted to be.

“I have to work,” she said. “I know you have off today, but you should come in for a chai later. We can talk about some of the other things Lyra told me, and some of the things I have planned for you.”

I smiled at all of that. She really was the woman of my dreams.

“Yes, Goddess,” I said again, and as I said it I realized how easy the words came to my lips, and how good it felt to say them. After so many years of pining for a goth goddess I had hit the jackpot, and if it cost me my mind, if it cost me everything, I knew it would be worth it. 

Taking Mark: The Introduction to Creating Esther

Author’s Note:

This story is the first half of an upcoming installment of Extreme Femdom Shorts and features characters from my very first published story.

This story takes place approximately one year before the events in that story and is how Vanessa, our favorite dollmaker met the boy who would become Esther, her first living doll.

I will always have a soft spot for these characters while it has taken me too long to continue it. I hope you enjoy this story. It was originally written in 2019. But it is only seeing the light of day now. I hope you enjoy it and thank you for sticking with me. Thank you for sticking with me! *Mwah*

~ Alyce Impelled


Vanessa sat in the top of the stands waiting for the swim meet to start and thinking about the boy who had been distracting her so much in class. Her whole reason for attending a sporting event. *At least they have such nice lithe bodies,* she thought to herself as she watched the swimmers stretch and prepare for their races. Vanessa found herself stretching in her seat and engaging in some catlike preening as she saw the boy who had been the object of her attention.

Tall and skinny with beautiful washboard abs and powerful legs. His face was soft and shy and he had a mop of brown curly hair on his head. He looked like an adorable puppy as much as an Olympic level swimmer but what she noticed most was the sadness in his eyes. Ever since she was a child she was drawn to sadness in people, and longed for the power to replace that sadness with happiness. As she grew up she realized she wanted something else to come with that happiness, endless adoration and helpless obedience.

Mark Winters was the son of an investment banker and had been a star student and athlete for his whole life. Vanessa wondered how many people noticed that the smile plastered across his face was both completely fake and bordering on a grimace or that his eyes held an intense sadness and a depth of thought that she had assumed most athletes avoided or were incapable of. She had noticed him in a psychology class reading much further into the book than the class was learning and wondered if he shared her interest in the human mind, and if so, what drove that interest.

Finally the races were to start in earnest. She kept her eyes on Mark the whole time. He sat away from the rest of the team and seemed intently focused. She smiled to herself as she both admired that ability to focus and knew that it would suit her purposes for him well. She had had two short conversations with him over the week and in each she came away impressed with his demeanor and somewhat frustrated by how reserved he was. Still, she did her best to plant ideas in his head that there would be future interactions between them.

Just the day before she had bumped into him outside the cafeteria in what looked like coincidence but was really a carefully planned, on her part, interaction. They exchanged brief small talk about their shared class before she said “You have a lot on your mind I think so I’ll let you go for now. See you at the swim meet tomorrow!”

Every part of the sentence was carefully planned to impact him and she was looking forward to finding out if it had worked, she suspected it had.

Three races in, she watched as he lined up on the blocks for the first time. It was a 100m race that was over before it began. He took off at the sound of the gun and was turning around to finish the race almost twice as fast as anybody else. He finished the race and then watched impassively as the other contestants came in behind him. He looked intently at the scoreboard that flashed his time, nodded slightly and then hopped out of the pool. He received a couple of claps on the back and high fives from his teammates and went back to the end of the bench.

Over the course of the meet he won two more races both by wide margins. At the end of the meet his team was jumping up and down in excitement but he stood apart from them watching the celebration with the same fake smile she had seen him wear around campus for weeks. Smiling to herself Vanessa grabbed her bag and exited ahead of the rest of the crowd. She headed for her cute red convertible and got out ahead of the crowd.

Pumping Lana Del Rey through her stereo she thought through the rest of her plan. She knew where the swim team was partying tonight and was hoping that he would show up. She suspected he carried such a sense of obligation with him that he would be there. She had seen all she needed to at the swim meet and decided to spring her trap. She was sure that he was as vulnerable as he looked and would be only too happy to have someone in his life he could confide in. The rest would be easy.

A couple of hours later Vanessa found herself sitting on a couch in a frat house nursing a craft brewed IPA and waiting for Mark. Finally she heard a cheer erupt from the kitchen  and saw the swim team start walking through receiving applause and being handed drinks. Vanessa casually looked over and saw Mark in the middle of the pack, he took a beer that was offered to him and began sipping it. A conversation started and he nodded along with it but she could tell he wasn’t really paying attention.

He kept looking around the room and she could see that he was looking for an escape. Eventually she caught his eye and she smiled at him. She had to suppress a laugh when he subtly gulped before looking away and then looking back at her. She smiled again and lightly tapped the seat next to her with her fingers and tilted her head. He stopped for a moment and then nodded and let his shoulders relax before wiggling through the group that had surrounded him and walking over. He sat down next to her but as far far away as possible. His arms crossed and his entire posture guarded.

She placed a hand on his knee. “You doing okay?”

He nodded but she could feel how tight every muscle was, like he was poised to escape at any moment.

“You swam well today.” She softened her voice and left her hand on his knee, hoping to feel him relax. Instead he tightened and looked down a little bit.

“Thank you,” he replied stiffly but didn’t look up.

“You don’t like talking about swimming do you?” She asked him softly and grasped his knee lightly.

At that he looked up at her and his eyes were wet. “Not really.”

He looked so tender and she realized there was a depth of pain behind the sadness she had seen in him.

She turned to face him directly and looked squarely in his eyes. “We never have to talk about swimming again if you don’t want to Mark. But I very much would like to keep talking to you.”

She knew that her tone was slightly stern but she hoped that the softness of her hand on his leg would soften it and that he would listen. She suspected it would.

He looked down again and his own tone softened significantly. “I would like that very much.” He paused, “but why do you want to talk to me?”

She weighed her choice carefully at this point but decided to press forward. She reached for his chin and gently pressed his head upward so he was looking at her. “Because I like you silly, and I think you would like to have someone you can spend time with who doesn’t care about those things.”

His eyes were still wet, as though he were holding back tears. “That…” He slumped into the seat relaxing for the first time in all the time they had been sitting together, perhaps for the first time at all, “that would be very nice.”

She released his head and moved closer to him. She leaned in so she could whisper in his ear. “I think you like me too, don’t you?”

She made sure to breathe into his year as she said it and she could feel him shudder just before he nodded. She moved her hand up his leg and rested it in the middle of his thigh, grasping him lightly. She could feel him twitch under her grasp and watched as his dilated ever so slightly.

His breath was becoming increasingly ragged and she was sure his heart was pumping blood about as fast as it ever had outside of a race. She calculated that all of her assumptions about him were correct; he was a virgin, and he was very easy to pacify. Whether it was an innate desire or learned behavior he needed somebody who would be aggressive and controlling. She licked her lips as she leaned into him again, enjoying feeling every bit the predator.

“You’re a virgin aren’t you boy.” She dropped her voice to a whisper as she said the word ‘boy,’ and was pleased to feel him tense and gasp. He whimpered lightly as he nodded. “How about we go somewhere more private then?”

She hoped she wasn’t moving too fast but suspected that as long as she didn’t push him too far he was putty in her hands. He looked over at her with glazed eyes and she knew he would not be hard to enthrall once she had him in private.

“There are rooms upstairs,” he said quietly, his voice almost breaking. “Guys use them for...things, sometimes.”

She nodded at him and took his hand, pulling lightly to get him off the couch. A few minutes later they were in an unused bedroom. She closed and locked the door before turning to see him sitting stiffly on the bed, clearly unsure of what he was supposed to do.

“It’s okay boy.” She smiled at him. “I just wanted us to be somewhere comfortable to talk.” She moved behind him and started massaging his shoulders and neck. “You don’t need to be so tense.”

“Why do you keep calling me boy?” He tried to turn to look at her as he asked the question but she pressed hard on one shoulder to turn him back around.

Instead of answering his question she asked one of her own. “Do you like me calling you boy?”

He was silent for a while and she continued to massage him. Eventually she felt him relaxing more and she moved him gently so he was laying on his stomach on the bed. She continued to rub his shoulders and back, coaxing him into a state of heavy relaxation. Finally she leaned down and whispered in his ear again. “You do like it don’t you?”

He pushed his face deeper into the pillow and sighed as he nodded. She chuckled lightly. “I thought so, boy.”

She moved her hands back to his neck, holding it firmly with one hand while pressing three fingers from the other into the spot where the neck and the skull meet. She knew it would be both pleasurable and relaxing for him. He released his muscles and relaxed further into the bed and she started talking again.

“Take a deep breath for me boy.” She pressed harder. “Hold it for a moment and then release and relax for me.”

He did as she told him and she felt every part of him relax further. “Just let every muscle relax. Let every thought go.”

He mumbled something into the pillow that sounded suspiciously like “yes Ma’am,” and Vanessa smiled to herself as she continued.

“I want you to see a stairway in your mind, spiraling down and down. Imagine that stairway and imagine approaching it. I am going to count and as I count you are going to descend the stairway and it is going to feel so good.”

It was unmistakable this time when he said in a relaxed voice, “yes Ma’am.”

Vanessa felt herself flushing as she continued to hypnotize the sweet boy lying in front of her. She loved seeing him surrender almost as much as she loved seeing him feel peaceful.

*20. Feel so good for me sweet boy.

19. Down another step. Feeling twice as relaxed.

18.

17.

16. Feel so peaceful and so relaxed.

15.

14. Spiraling down and down. Deeper and deeper.

13. You are entering a deep and beautiful trance now. *

She smiled to herself as his breathing got deeper and steadier. She knew she had him and stopped for a moment to savor her victory. She had imagined having this boy at her feet for weeks and knew that she would have him there now.

*12. So good. So peaceful.

11. Twice as deep with every step downward.

10. Twice again as deep now boy.

9. Nothing to worry about. Just let all your thoughts go.

8.

7.

6. It feels so good to let go and stop thinking.

5. Just listen to my words and let them be your thoughts.

4. You love listening to my words.

3. You are so deep now.

2. You want to listen and obey my words.

1. Completely hypnotized now. *

She brushed her hair away from her eyes and looked down at the boy. She pressed a hand lightly into his back and she could tell that he was so deep.

“Boy, I want you to answer my questions. Can you do that for me?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

She smiled. “Do you like calling me Ma’am?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Good boy.” She reached between her legs and felt that she was sopping wet. “And you like me calling you boy?”

“Yes Ma’am.”

“Why do you like that Mark?”

She felt him tremble beneath her hand and knew he was turned on. “You are so strong Ma’am and you make me feel so safe.”

Hearing that made her tremble too, “you are always safe with me boy. Do you know what being submissive is?”

His voice sounded worried this time as he said “Yes Ma’am. It means being whipped and chained and spanked.”

She suppressed a slight laugh at this. “It can mean all of those things, boy. Do you like those things?”

“I don’t know Ma’am.” His voice was becoming increasingly agitated but she was ready.

“Go so deep for me boy. You are safe. Just let all your worries go.” She breathed all of this into his ear and she felt him relax. “Good boy. We can talk about those things later. Do you like doing what I tell you?”

“Yes Ma’am.” He relaxed even more as he said and she knew she had him.

“Good. That is being submissive too, boy, and I like that very much.” She rubbed his back lightly. “Would you like to be submissive for me?”

She could hear him smile as he moaned and said “Yes Ma’am”

“Good boy.” She laid down next to him and wrapped her arms around him pulling him near her. “Now tell me this. Do you like swimming?”

He was silent for a second but did not seem agitated. “No Ma’am.”

“Then why do you swim?”

He turned his head to face her and his eyes were both glazed and wet with tears and everything came out of him in a torrent.

She listened as he told her of being forced to swim as a child and being berated by his father whenever he didn’t win races. He told her how he never had friends or free time and spent every free moment in the pool. He told her how he had to eat a special diet and how his father constantly threatened his inheritance if he didn’t do well enough. By the end of the story there were tears quietly streaming down his face.

She held his head and quietly kissed his tears away. “Sweet boy. Nobody is ever going to hurt you again. I won’t let them.”

“You can stop them?” He was still in trance but she could tell that it was lighter than it was before.

“I can and I will.” She kissed his cheek tenderly. “But first I need you to relax and go so deep for me.”

His breathing became deeper and steadier again and his eyes dilated even more. “That’s right boy. Deeper and deeper.”

She continued to take him deeper into trance until she was satisfied that she was speaking to his very core. “Now, here is what I want you to do…”

She laid next to him and whispered into his ears for a long time before leaving him there to sleep.

***

The next day Mark Winters packed a bag of clothes from his dorm before pouring a glass of water. He took a deep gulp of it leaving it two thirds full. He took his cell phone out of his pocket and sent two texts, the first to his coach and the second to his father.

*Coach: I just wanted to let you know I wouldn’t be at practice today. In fact, I won’t be at practice at all anymore. Tell the guys I am proud of them and that I wish them luck. *

*Dad: Bye, Dad.*

After he sent the two texts he looked at the phone for a moment and felt a wave of relief wash over him. Then he dropped the cell phone in the glass of water and walked out the door. He didn’t know exactly where he was going but his legs seemed to know the way and soon he was knocking on the door of a small but nice house half a mile off campus.

He was surprised when Vanessa opened the door with a big smile. “Hello boy. Get in here.”

He walked into the house and as he did started to remember some things from the night before. “Oh my god. What did you do to me? My life is ruined.”

She grabbed him into a hug from behind and pressed herself into him. “Your old life may be ruined. But I promise this one is better.”

He turned around and stepped back from her. “But, my inheritance. My future.”

She smiled at him. “You don’t need those things. Your future is with me and I have plenty of money for both of us.”

He relaxed a little bit remembering the night before and how kind she was to him. “What do you mean?”

“I own this house and I have plenty of money in the bank. That is all you need to know for now.”

“So what is going to happen to me?” He watched as she walked over to him and put a hand on each of his shoulders. She pressed down gently and he instinctively knew to kneel. “What..”

“Just sleep for me boy. Sink so deep.” As the words came out of her mouth she watched his eyes dilate and roll back in his head. She helped him gently to the floor and then undressed him.

She was so pleased to find him shaved completely smooth and with a rock hard cock despite his fear and all the trauma he had been through.

She began to stroke him lightly as she spoke to him. “Just take all your worries and all your stress and all your concern boy and ball them up. You are letting them go for me.”

She continued to stroke him and could feel all of the pent up energy. She wondered how often he masturbated. “Take all of that worry and all of that concern and all of that fear and let it travel down through your body.”

She started stroking him faster and faster and he started bucking against her. “You are going to let all of those negative things travel down through your body and when you cum they are going to spurt out of you and you are never going to think about them again boy.”

She squeezed hard and stroked him harder and faster. “5, Letting all of the bad things go. 4, balling up all that stress and all that worry. 3, getting closer and closer. 2, you will never feel those bad things again. 1, cum for me boy!”

He exploded and cum spurted everywhere. It landed on his chest and his face and splattered her as well. She laughed lightly as she scooped a bit of cum off her chin and tasted it. She could tell that he kept a very healthy diet from how it tasted.

Then she scooped some cum off his chest with two fingers and plunged the fingers into her mouth.

“This is what you are now. You are my happy and carefree toy. You don’t have to worry about anything but making me happy and being my spoiled and cherished pet.” He sucked on the fingers as she spoke and she could tell he was content.

She left him lying there while she got a warm rag to clean him up. Once she had cleaned him up she slowly brought him out of the trance. He laid there looking up at her with childish wonder written all over his face.

“You look happy boy.” She looked down at him with a warm smile.

“I am Ma’am.” He twisted himself around so he could lay his head on her lap.

“Have you ever felt that before?” She looked down at him and played with the mop of curly brown hair on his head.

“No Ma’am.” He sighed but smiled. “I thought I had been happy before but now I know what it feels like and realize I wasn’t.”

She bent down and kissed him on the forehead, and then on the lips. She could taste the cum on him and loved it. “That is okay boy. You will feel this way forever now. You are mine.”

He looked up at her with big eyes and a smile. “Yours,” he said.


Author’s Note

Thank you for buying this first collection of Extreme Femdom Stories. There are 8 more stories that will eventually be released in anthologies and hopefully many more installments of the series yet to come. I don’t think I will ever run out of ways to express my love of femdom in the most depraved and extreme terms imaginable. As long as you keep reading them, and even if you don’t, I will likely keep writing them.

I recently had to open a new email address so if you have questions, comments, or just want to let me know you are a fan you can reach me at missalycewrites@gmail.com, and sometime before the end of the year I will be launching a website as well.

Until then, stay pervy my friends!
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