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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 through 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 bungie 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 creatures 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 creatures 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 creatures 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. Lucky 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 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 as she hands 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.
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