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Prologue

The thing that had been Brandon Evers looked at itself in the mirror, naked save for the steel collar around its neck, and spiked ring around its cock. It looked at its muscled body, marked all over with scars, brands, and tattoos. It sighed to itself and started to pull on the suit that its owner had laid out, dark blue, with a sharp white shirt, matching tie, cufflinks, the whole ensemble. As he put it on the creature slipped away and the man he had once been reappeared; handsome with sharp dark eyes and white teeth, an easy smile, confident. It would take someone who really knew him, deeply, to notice the change in his eyes, or his smile for that matter. Most of the people who had really known Brandon Evers were gone from its life. It was hard to keep friends in the business world and even harder when the rest of your time is spent serving two beautiful Mistresses and being tortured by them.

Fully dressed, the creature looked at itself in the mirror one last time, its owner would not be pleased if anything was out of place or missing, or if there was any stray evidence of what it had really become. The steel collar was hidden under the crisp white dress shirt, all of the marks that adorned its body were well covered. It was ready to face the world and pretend, once more, to be a man.

The phone chimed and it looked down, the screen flashed that it had a message from its Mistress. It picked up the phone and opened it instantly; I look forward to hearing about this day when you return home, pig. Just think about how fast things have changed and how much happier you are now embracing your true place in life.

She always sent that sort of message in the morning, rarely bothering to get out of bed so early. Why should she when capturing her pig had made such banality so unnecessary. The pig knew she would be listening as it left the house though, as it started the car, and went back to the human world. There, for at least one more day, it would be Brandon Evers, CEO of Evertech, and one of the world’s youngest billionaires.

The car pulled up, as it always did, and it got into the backseat; Brandon had never been one to wait for someone to open the door for him and that was even more true now that the old identity felt more and more like a costume that was put on and taken off to please its owners. Though, after this day it would not have to do that ever again.

“Are you ready for the big day, pig?” A voice from the front seat called, shocking the creature known as Brandon Evers. “Aww, did you think I would miss picking you up for the big day? Your last day as a CEO, or even a person, and my first day in charge of the company we built together?”

His chief of staff, and the person he had picked to replace him as CEO, was sitting where his driver usually sat. His cock twitched in the spiked ring he was wearing, the closest he had come to getting hard in months.

“No, Ma’am.” He said, smiling back at her. “I am glad you decided to do so.”

“Tut, tut.” She held his gaze and her grin turned into a smirk. “If you are very good today I won’t tell Evelyn how you just forgot your place, pig, not that she needs any extra reason to torture you. You have no idea how special tonight is going to be.”


Chapter 1

Brandon Evers looked around the party, full of people his age, or a bit younger, most hoping to meet the man who had just successfully taken Evertech public, and become truly wealthy in the process. The company’s flagship software program had revolutionized the finance industry and Brandon Evers was being heralded as the world’s youngest self-made billionaire, though he certainly understood there was no such thing.

His employees, investors, and some clients milled about, drinking liberally at the open bar, or enjoying the piles of appetizers being carried about the room by servers in tuxedos who could not earn in a thousand lifetimes the wealth Brandon had gathered that morning when his company went public. He sighed to himself, knowing he couldn’t leave, but wanting to be both anywhere else and somewhere quite specific. He wanted to be with her.

He heard the melodic chime of his phone and turned around, pulling it from his suit pocket, he knew who it would be from. “Don’t miss your appointment, slave.”

He quickly typed back, “I am sorry but I can’t today, I have to be at this party. Why don’t you come?”

“You know I have my clients,” came her quick reply.

“You don’t need them anymore,” he messaged back. “Quit. Come be with me.”

“That sounded awfully demanding for a slave.” She retorted.

He sighed, he had to get out of work mode. “I know. I am sorry. I am still in work mode. But I am also serious. I love you, I love being yours. We could push this to the next level.”

The answer he got back was silence. He knew she loved her work as a pro domme, but he also knew that a lot of it frustrated her at times. He had offered to set her up in a private dungeon a few months earlier, so she could see only who she wanted to, but she was worried about giving up her independence; which he also understood.

He wasn’t a client, but they also weren’t quite dating, and she didn’t want to wind up in a situation where she had less power than anyone she was involved with. She pointed out many times that the more money he accrued the harder it would be for her to hold that boundary. No matter what they liked to pretend money was power, he already had more of it than almost anyone but after the IPO he had more of it than all but about three thousand people in the world. He knew what that meant, and so did she, navigating it in the world was challenging enough; navigating it with her, the person who mattered to him most of all, was nearly impossible.

“I don’t think you could handle the next level,” he stared at her eventual reply, half challenge and half warning. He knew he should tread lightly, but he couldn’t help himself.

“Come to the party and you can brand me tonight.” He replied. They had talked about branding many times, but he had never agreed to it.

“That is fun and we are definitely doing that. But that isn’t next level.” She responded.

He was about to ask her what was when his chief of staff appeared in front of him. Leslie Brand was his most competent employee by a factor of a thousand and he knew he couldn’t have accomplished anything he had without her. Now, with the IPO happening, he had made sure that she would be wealthy beyond anything she had ever imagined, and the truth was he was more proud of that than he was his own money.

“Are you talking to her again?” Leslie asked him, a hint of a smile playing around her lips. “When are you going to let me meet the mystery girl?”

“Maybe tonight. I am trying to get her to show up.” He shrugged, smiling at maybe his only friend, the closest thing he had to an equal, in the office. “She is a tough nut to crack though.”

“Well in the meantime come mingle, you shouldn’t look angsty at your “I just became a billionaire” party.” She took him by the arm, come on.

“This party isn’t about the money, well not just about the money, it is about all of our success.” He let himself be led down into the throng of people. “Besides, you did pretty well in this deal yourself.”

“Damn right I did. And now I am going to retire and go sit on a beach for the next seventy years or so.” She winked at him, both knowing she would never quit, not while he was still there, no matter how much money she had made.

He let Leslie lead him around the party and as they chatted up investors and congratulated staff he forgot about his phone for a while, and everything almost felt normal for a time. She was never far from his mind though. Suddenly as he was finishing a conversation with one of his key investors he heard the melodic tones of her voice, if there was just a bit of an edge to it everyone pretended not to notice.

“Stopped checking your phone, Brandon?” He turned and saw her, looking even more stunning than she usually did, in a perfectly professional black dress and heels, the only thing that hinted at her true nature was the silver guillotine necklace and the bright red streak through her otherwise black hair.

“You made it,” His face lit up in a smile, “let me introduce you to Leslie, and some of my other people.”

“Oh yes, please do.” She favored him with a catlike grin before leaning into him and whispering, “and then we can go somewhere private and we can talk about what ‘next level’ would really look like.”


Chapter 2

“Thank you for inviting me to the party, Brandon. Even if you were a bit pushy about it.” Evelynn Branch, Mistress Evelynn when they were alone, led Brandon through the doors of the dungeon she worked out of in the back of one of San Jose’s many business parks.

“I am sorry, Mistress. I just really wanted to share the moment with you, most of all, and really think it is time to talk about where we are going with all of this.” He followed her into the dungeon where they spent most of their time together, aside from the occasional dinner date and one business trip to Seattle she agreed to tag along on.

“I don’t think you can actually handle what that would mean, Brandon.” She grabbed his muscled biceps and guided him until his back was against a wall. “Right now we have our fun together, you let me hurt you, which I love, and we both lead our lives. If things got more serious between us, well, things would change a lot.”

“I get that, I do. But I want to at least talk about it,” his thoughts were interrupted by the loud click of a manacle locking into place around one of his wrists; he looked up and saw that the heavy steel manacle was attached to a heavy steel chain, she was not playing around.

“Oh, we will. I just want to make sure you are comfortable first.” She grinned at him as his other wrist was locked into place.

She then walked over to an electric box on the wall and pressed a black button, the chains started tightening, and lifting his arms, until he was completely spread out, and despite his strength was completely helpless for her.

“Halfway done,” she grinned as she walked back to him. Before he could react she had bent down and locked both of his ankles into manacles as well.

“This is positively medieval.” He grinned as she stood back up into view.

Instead of responding she slapped him hard across the face, stunning him to silence. “It takes something medieval to get your attention sometimes, and I don’t like when you are actually able to break out of the bondage I use on you.”

He watched, helplessly, as she walked away again, this time completely out of view. She came back carrying an instrument he was unfamiliar with, it had a thick black handle and appeared to end in a metal design, when he saw her plug it into the wall he knew what it was.

“You’re really going to do it?” He half asked, half pleaded.

“Oh yes, you said if I came to the party I could brand you, and I fully intend to, depending on how the rest of this conversation goes. “Now, how much was this suit?”

“This one cost about five thousand dollars,” he sighed. “Why?”

“If you want to cum tonight, it is going to cost you this suit.” She grinned at him.

He groaned and looked up at the winches holding him helplessly against the wall of the dungeon. “Fine. Do it.”

“Good boy,” she cooed at him.

She pulled out a small knife that she claimed to carry with her for protection but would be all but useless in most scenarios that she would need it. She used it to slowly pop each of the buttons of a dress shirt that probably cost as her entire outfit, or more. The buttons removed she opened up the shirt and ran the knife playfully down his stomach, to his pants, she at least removed the belt cutting the button off the pants.

He groaned again and she could see his monster cock growing inside his boxers. Despite the fact that they had never had sex, and she assured him they never would, she did love that he was well endowed, though not for the reasons most women would. She ran the flat of the blade along his rapidly engorging manhood before using it to slice the pants cleanly at the seam, all the way to one of his ankles.

“Fuck,” he whispered, a combination of arousal and frustration, noticeable in the single syllable.

She then ripped the pants the rest of the way before sliding the knife up his leg, cutting the silk boxers he wore the same way, removing them as well, leaving him naked except for a destroyed dress shirt.

“I like you Brandon, a lot in fact, but at the end of the day I am a sadist, a lesbian, and a dominant.” She slid the knife back up his chest, settling it against one of his nipples. “You could walk out of here tonight, we could continue to maintain our friendship, and continue to have our fun, and you could find someone who would fit your life the way it currently is.”

He looked down at her, his breath ragged with arousal and need. “Or?”

“Or, you can decide that person doesn’t exist.” She flicked the point of the knife lightly against his nipple, causing a thin dot of blood to appear just under its tip. “You can decide that you’d rather experience my depravity than actual romance. You’d rather have pain and control than sex, and when I eventually settle down with a woman you’d be content being reduced to my, or our, pet. Or maybe even something less than that.”

Brandon Evers felt his breath catch as he thought about her words, his cock bobbed obscenely between them, and he wondered why the things she was saying sounded better to him than a normal relationship, with maybe a little kink on the side.

“How would it work?” He finally asked her.

“There are some things you need to know. If you go down this path with me you will not be using that gigantic cock you walk around with on me, or anyone, for the remainder of our time together. You should also know that the longer you are with me the less likely you will ever use it again at all; I simply love destroying cocks, and yours would be, well, it would be my greatest work of art.” She flicked the knife against his other nipple, causing him to wince, and bringing forth another dot of blood.

“You said I wouldn’t have to keep being a pro domme if I don’t want to.” She laid the flat of the blade against his throbbing dick, “I do want to, but I would like to work less and, if we were doing this I would want to focus a lot more on you. I would have to be taken care of, and in the event that we part ways you would have to set me up comfortably. It is nothing personal, but if you are going to be mine, I think it is reasonable to expect that at least some of your endless assets are mine as well.”

“Okay.” He nodded, “that seems fair.”

“I am not done yet,” she smacked his cock with her other hand, causing it to bob in the air again, and begin to drip precum. “You would have no privacy, and no freedom beyond your job, which takes up most of your time anyway. I would always know where you are, who you are with, and what you are doing. And if I don’t like it, it stops. Plain and simple.”

She grabbed his balls and squeezed them until tears came to his eyes. “If I mark you, you are mine.”

He had always been a masochist, but Brandon Evers had never really considered himself submissive, yet in this moment, the pain and arousal he was experiencing and the way his head was buzzing with possibility as she describe their potential future he realized that he wanted this, he wanted to belong to this cruel, sadistic, lesbian more than anything. He couldn’t believe what was happening, or that he didn’t want to, and didn’t seem to be able to stop it.”

“Yes,” the word came out like something between a curse and a prayer. “Yes, that is what I want. I want to be yours.”

“Really?” She tilted her head and looked in his eyes, honestly believing he would want to keep things as they were. “Do you really mean that?”

He caught her glare and nodded. “I do. I mean it entirely. I love you and I want to be yours.”

“Say it again.” She twisted his balls as far as she felt he could take and watched his face screw up with pain before releasing them. “I want you to say: Mistress Evelynn, I want to be yours completely no matter what you decide to do to me.”

“Mistress Evelynn, I want to be yours completely no matter what you decide to do to me.” He dropped his head as he said it and felt a strange sense of calm, something he hadn’t felt in a long time.

“Good boy.” She chuckled. “Who would believe that the great Brandon Evers, on the best day of his life, decided he would rather be the inhuman pain pig of a middle class dominatrix than the man on top of the world.”

He glanced up at her, smiling sheepishly, “You were all I could think about all day, Evelynn. None of it seems as worthwhile without you.”

She plugged the electric branding tool in and watched the design, a fleur-de-lys made up of chain, being to heat up. “Soon, boy, very soon, everything will feel worthless without me.”

She picked up the branding iron in one hand, carefully holding it back and away from him, then she began to slowly stroke his thick, nine inch cock. “This really is a lovely monster, are you really willing to give up using it just to be mine?”

He moaned as she stroked him closer and closer to orgasm but never quite pushed him over the edge. “I would be willing to give up just about anything to be yours, and what I wouldn’t give up I will share for sure.”

She sped up stroking. “Eventually you will feel like it is all mine you know, your money, your stocks, your cars, your whole kingdom, you will look at all of it but not see it as yours, regardless of what is on paper you will know that everything you have, everything you are, belongs to me.”

He could say nothing to that, it was bigger than he could imagine, bigger even than his net worth, which was also hard to imagine. The thought of it all being hers, of everything he was belonging to her was one of the hottest things he could imagine. He started breathing harder, and she could tell he was getting close to orgasm, she backed off the pace just enough to bring him back from the edge.

“You don’t need to do anything, slave. You don’t need to try to stop it from happening, you don’t need to will it to happen.” She leaned forward and ran her tongue up his cheek, catching a loose tear. “I am very good at what I do and I promise you are going to cum right at the moment I brand you, and it is going to be the most amazing thing you’ve ever experienced.”

She started increasing the pace again, watching the arousal ripple through him, hearing his breath being to catch and when she could tell he was right at the point of no return she simultaneously drove the branding iron into his chest, just below his left nipple, and squeezed the base of his cock as hard as she could.

He let out a primal scream and she squeezed so tight she could feel his pulse as blood tried to continue pumping into his already fully engorged manhood. He exploded into an orgasm and it took all of her strength to hold the branding iron still against his chest long enough to make sure her mark would be permanent. Ropes of cum flew into the air covering landing on both of them and she didn’t pull the branding iron away until he was completely spent. The smell of sex and burnt flesh permeated the room creating a combination of scent neither had experienced before.

The combination of the pain and the intense orgasm caused Brandon, completely spent, to hang from his manacles, mostly unconscious. Mistress Evelynn pulled out a burn kit she kept handy and meticulously cleaned up his fresh wound and covered it with bandages. Before releasing him from the manacles and helping him carefully to the floor. She would inform him how to take care of the brand in the morning. He was now hers, hers to hurt and control, and to take care of as well.


Chapter 3

Brandon Evers stood in the bathroom of his condo and carefully peeled back the layer of bandages over the brand that he had been given just a few days earlier. The wound was red, and angry, and hurt like all hell, but all he could think of when he looked at it was the beautiful and brilliant woman who had given it to him. Brandon had met Evelynn at an exclusive play party about eight months earlier and they immediately hit it off; she was the sadist to his masochist and she enjoyed Brandon’s status but also his deeply thoughtful approach to life.

It occurred to him that either, or both of them, had anything approaching normal interests they would have just been fast friends and neither of their lives would be taking the turn they were now taking. Instead though he had fallen in love with her, despite knowing she was a devout lesbian, and was more than content knowing that while any kind of traditional sex or romance was off the table, the things they did enjoy together were more intimate than the people in most relationships could even fathom.

What had started as simple play partners, although their play ran rougher than most people’s, had blossomed into a minor power dynamic that was now becoming a true authority transfer; Brandon didn’t dwell on the fact that he had made the decision to accept what being hers would mean on the same day he became truly and obscenely wealthy. It did occur to him though, that in all likelihood the two most important moments in his life had happened on the same day.

He carefully dabbed burn ointment on to the intricately designed brand before redressing the wound. He then took some over-the-counter tylenol and gingerly dressed himself for the day. He was grateful not only that he enjoyed pain, but that he had a tremendous tolerance for it, because this was the worst he had ever experienced, deliberately or otherwise. His ability to manage the pain kept anyone at the office from noticing anything was amiss as he led the company through its first days after the initial public offering.

As he waited for his driver to pull up he couldn’t help but wonder which of his identities was more prevalent, the CEO of a publicly traded company, or the budding slave that could not keep his mind off of his Mistress. Much like his pain tolerance he was grateful for his ability to compartmentalize. He watched from the lobby as his driver pulled into the carport and only semi-reluctantly went out into the world to start his day.

Leslie was waiting for him outside his office with a coffee and the day’s itinerary. “You’re sure you are okay?” She asked, as soon as she saw him.

He waved her off and took the coffee from her waiting hand. “Yes, I am fine. I just pushed myself a little too hard for a couple of days.”

She gave him a little “hmmm,” and followed him into his office. “Whatever you say boss.”

He sat down at his desk, “when is the first meeting?” He ignored her continued concern, hidden underneath some playfulness though it might have been.

“You have about forty minutes.” She told him, following his lead into slipping into business mode. “Do you want to see any reports from yesterday?”

He waved her off. “I want to catch up on some emails.” Then, as she headed for the door. “And Leslie, I really am fine. Don’t worry too much.”

He knew asking her not to worry was like asking his mother not to worry. In some ways it was her job. What he really didn’t want was for her to start prying, and to keep her from praying he really had to act like everything was normal.

Everything, he knew, was not normal. His chest hurt like hell, constantly. His head, and heart, were tied in knots. He was doing his best to keep his mind on his business but all he could think about was Mistress Evelynn and how much he needed to see her, to please her, to hurt for her. Something had shifted inside him and he knew it, and was glad for it, but it certainly made life complicated.

All he knew for sure was he had to make it through the day and do as well as he could, and that he would see Mistress Evelynn that night, and it would, for at least a little while, quell the chaos in his mind and make it feel like the world made sense.

Brandon Evers did make it through the day too, and almost felt normal, despite the pain in his chest, by the end of it. He even managed to silently chastise himself for being so stuck in his own mind earlier. Things were good, he had what he wanted professionally and personally, and knew he had no right to complain. Then, as the day was coming to an end, he heard his phone chime, and knew just from the sound that it was his Mistress, and that his night was, in some ways, just beginning.

“I am about to send you an address. Meet me there by 7.” The text was a command, and he felt his cock stir at that fact, he was getting used to her control and to being aroused by it.

He rushed through finishing his day and then rushed to the appointed location, arriving twenty minutes before seven. Mistress Evelyn was leaning against a retaining wall looking even more gorgeous than ever, despite being in what he guessed could be called street clothes. She was wearing red and black snakeskin pants that looked painted on and a long tank-top with the logo of what he assumed was a heavy metal band he had never heard of. Her hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail and she was wearing oversized black sunglasses.

“Good, you are on time. Early, even.” She smiled at him and offered him a hand, which he gratefully kissed.

“Fortunately there weren't many obstacles to me leaving the office today.” He returned her smile, somewhat sheepishly. “So, where are we exactly?”

She held a hand out to the building behind her. “We are at our, well my, new building.”

“Oh?” He raised an eyebrow. “Your new building, eh?”

“Well, yours, for now.” She answered enigmatically. “I want you to buy it, the first floor can be rented out, I think I know a yoga studio that would be happy to move in, the second floor will be a dungeon and event space, and the third and fourth floor will be living space. Our living space.”

“You seem to have thought this through.” He looked up at the building, it wasn’t terrible, and it was in a decent part of town. “Already spending my money, eh?”

She grabbed him by the chin and squeezed, just enough to cause a bit of pain. “You should stop thinking of things as belonging to you, slave. It will just be easier. Because eventually, you won’t even be able to conceive of the idea of owning things.”

Her words both chilled him and turned him on more than he would have been comfortable admitting. He knew the area though and the building would be a good, albeit expensive, investment. “I’ll call the realtor tomorrow, Mistress. I concede your plan is a good one. But what about my current condo?”

“It isn’t big enough, I am not living in a bachelor pad, and I am not having any less access to my new toy than is strictly necessary. So you are moving. You can sell it or rent it out, I don’t care which.” She said it all with a cool confidence, she really had thought of everything.

From there, his driver took them back to his condo, he checked his messages as they were going in but there was nothing urgent to require his attention. Once inside she had him strip and she checked the still raw brand on his chess. She dabbed some burn ointment on it and helped him put on a fresh bandage.

“That is going to take awhile to heal and the pain is going to be a constant reminder of the choice you’ve made for at least a couple more weeks, slave. How does that feel?” She smirked at him and perched herself on a brown leather couch as she spoke.

“It is a lot of pain, even for me,” Brandon conceded. “But I don’t feel regret when I look at it, if anything, I feel pride.”

She nodded. “That is good, slave. I want you to be proud of being mine and of your willingness to suffer for me. In fact, I think maybe we should add something to your suffering tonight, what do you think?”

The idea of further, and new pain, excited Brandon quite a bit, and though he didn’t answer right away she could see the desire in his eyes and the sudden tenting in his pants that told her all she needed to know. She reached down and grabbed his cock, causing his breath to catch in his throat.

“I don’t think you realize it yet, slave, but one day you are going to look down and realize your last hard-on already happened and you didn’t realize it. How does that make you feel?” She felt his cock throb in her hands, a beautiful reminder that he was becoming completely hers.

“You mean it, don’t you?” He asked, trembling.

“You know I do, and yet you ask anyway. Is it that you are hoping for a reprieve?” She squeezed and felt his knees nearly buckle.

He looked down, not knowing what to say, and knowing, on some level, that it didn’t matter anyway. He shook his head slowly; reprieve was the last thing he was seeking.

She released his cock and met his desperate gaze with a toothy grin. Before he could deduce the meaning behind her smile she swiftly launched one knee into his groin, catching him by his broad shoulders as he doubled over and helping him, in a perversely gentle fashion, to the floor.

As soon as her knee struck home Brandon’s eyes had flashed white and he felt her catch him before he even realized he was falling. The pain was blinding but for that moment he forgot all about the constant burning from his chest. He felt pain roiling from his testicles, and for a moment wondered if one, or both, of them had been ruptured. The pain radiated upward into his stomach and waves of nausea crashed over him. When he could finally breathe again he gasped for air as if he had just been pulled from the ocean.

Once she could see that he was back to some level of coherent thought, and that the tent in his pants had somehow not receded despite the sudden act of violence, she stood up, towering over her slow moving prey. He looked up at her, and she found his eyes filled with a mixture of terror and reverence, and lust. She felt her own panties begin to moisten; while she would never let a man touch her in that way his arousal being brought on by her control, and her willingness to truly hurt him, turned her on more than almost anything.

“Strip, pig.” She practically growled at him.

He could do nothing but comply, somehow managing to remove every article of clothing without standing up. He looked to her for approval. Soon, she would make sure, her approval would be all he really cared about, if he wasn’t there already.

“Kneel.” He knelt.

“Now stroke yourself. But do not cum without permission.” She smirked at him as he began to slowly stroke, the pain in his balls she was sure hadn’t subsided, but she could see his need outpaced the pain, for now.

As he stroked she watched idly, for a moment, before looking away to rummage through her purse. She could feel his eyes on her, and knew that every stroke was bringing him closer to orgasm and that the only thing on his mind was her, just the way she felt it should be. She heard his breath catch but did not even bother to give the command, instead just raising a single hand. She knew he would understand, and he did.

She looked up again and he was holding his cock, looking up at her trembling. Something about the size of it, even more than his handsome face, muscular build, or his endless riches, made her feel power. At least nine inches and quite thick, any size queen would do just about anything for this specimen in front of her. With his resources,  looks, and she had to admit charm, he could have almost any woman, and could probably fuck hundreds, even thousands like that old timey basketball player, but because he fell for her she knew he would never stick it inside another person ever again, she was going to make sure of it.

“Start again, pig.” She nodded to him and he slowly started stroking again. Once he had established a rhythm. “Slow down a little pig, enjoy the moment. Enjoy knowing that this moment is as close as you will ever get to fucking me, or anyone, in this lifetime.”

She watched him wince at that, but also saw his cock spasm and almost shoot, she loved how tied up in knots he was. She could tell that the deeper fell into her web the more he realized everything he was sacrificing, and in reality had already sacrificed. Even more, it turned him on, and she could tell that disturbed him even as he leaned further into it. That emotional turmoil only fueled her sadism.

Finally, having what she wanted from her purse she crouched down and looked into his eyes. There was a silent pleading there, and part of her wondered whether it was for reprieve or pain, for release, or torment. The truth was to her it didn’t matter what the billionaire was pleading for, it mattered that he was pleading; and it mattered that he would take whatever she offered him, gratefully.

“Brandon, when I tell you to cum I want you to cum. Do you understand?” She searched his eyes as he nodded his understanding, probably too aroused and too lost in the moment to talk. “Good. Because that is not the end of our night, not by a long shot.”

He grunted and his breath caught again, she could tell that her intensity was helping push him over the edge. She smiled at him, it was time.

“Okay pig, this is what you are waiting for.” She reached out and almost lovingly caressed his face. “Cum for your Mistress.”

It was if her approval was all he needed. He spasmed and nearly collapsed as an orgasm coursed through him, erupting like a volcano of heat and need and passion. Jets of cum spurt through the air landing on both of them. Normally she would be disgusted but in the moment she didn’t care. She knew what was coming next and that made it all worthwhile. Finally spent, he collapsed into a sitting position, and she stood up.

Normally she would punish him for breaking position without approval, but she didn’t want him to confuse what was coming next for punishment. It wasn’t punishment, it was just fact. It was what she wanted, so she would take it.

She lifted a heeled boot and pressed it against the still aching brand on his chest and used it to push him on to his back, before pressing even harder, watching tears come to his eyes as he bit back a scream with all of his quickly waning strength. Soon she was standing on him almost as much as over him and he was sobbing from the pain, even as his cock started to stir again, despite the massive orgasm he had just experienced.

She saw it growing, bobbing obscenely against his stomach and laughed. “Looks like you are all ready for another round, pig.”

“Yes, Mistress.” He grunted through the sobs and pain, “may I cum for you again?”

“That is very optimistic considering the surprise I have for you slave.” She leaned forward, pressing even more weight against the brand and this time bringing a scream and fresh sobs from her pain pigs lips. “Open your eyes, pig.”

He did as he was commanded and they widened in confusion at what they saw. Directly into his face she held a thick spiked ring with an internal locking mechanism. The look of fear as realization dawned on him was deeply arousing to her. He shook his head, which only made her laugh more.

“I can see you know more or less what this is.” She taunted him with it, waving it before his eyes. “And now we get to see how well it fits around that thick little monster you carry around. Just think of it as a very special collar.”

She finally removed her boot from his chest, giving him a moment of relief that he was eternally grateful for. It was only for a moment though, because she crouched down next to him and grabbed his cock. He thought she was going to simply lock the spiked ring around it but instead she started slowly stroking him. It took her only a moment to get him right to the edge, a droplet of cum escaping the tip but the orgasm not quite coming.

“Now for the surprise,” she squeezed the base of his dick, causing him to almost go over the precipice into another orgasm but somehow expertly holding him right on the edge. “This moment, right now, is as close as you will ever be to having another orgasm caused by this beautiful specimen.”

She paused for a moment, taking in his tears. Despite the look in his eyes; a look that told her he would do anything not to face this, she had to admire his ability not to beg. He knew she would take what she wanted and was, more and more, accepting that fact. Only when she was certain he had absorbed and accepted the enormity of her statement did she slowly, almost ritualistically, wrap the spiked ring around the base of his cock.

The moment the spikes met his erection he screamed in pain, and for the first time that night truly seemed more hurt than aroused, his erection quickly receded, though only partially. She knew what he was experiencing was probably not unlike several bee stings, and the thought of that amused her greatly. Finally, she snapped it fully into place, causing another loud sob as the teeth bit into him even more.

“That,” she told him, “is that. I don’t intend for that to come off for a good long time and if you ever experience another orgasm it will be through other means.”

She stood up and once again towered over him. She watched his eyes as he went through a range of emotions before settling into acceptance, or even surrender.

“Thank you, Mistress Evelyn,” he finally whispered. “I am so grateful to be yours.”

She laughed again, and overcome with an urge she didn’t expect she spit on the billionaire lying at her feet. “You are so welcome, pig. I am glad you are so grateful for your new, pathetic, life.”


Chapter 4

Leslie ordered another glass of wine and looked around the bar, her date had gone off to the bathroom and if she was being completely honest with herself part of her hoped the girl would bail. Neither of them seemed to be vibing with the other and as much as Leslie wanted to date, it really was hard with work being what it was. Since going public it felt like her workload had tripled. She felt the presence at the bar next to her but didn’t turn to look, she was still on a date and didn’t want to seem available; she wasn’t even sure she was, for her date or otherwise.

“Leslie, right?” The woman who had sat down to her right asked, surprising her.

“Umm, yeah.” She said as she turned. “Do I know…”

“Surprise!” Evelyn, the girl from the party, her boss's girl, smiled at her.

“Evelyn, right?” Leslie asked tentatively, feeling a little unsure about what was going on.

“That’s me! We met at the party for the company going public.” Evelyn placed a hand lightly on her shoulder. “I decided to pop in here for a drink and saw you sitting here, thought I would say hi.”

“Okay, well, I appreciate it, but I am on a date right now. You should go see what Brandon is up to.” Leslie turned to see her date, Jess, finally coming out of the bathroom. “This is her, I’ll catch you later, okay?”

Leslie shrugged Evelyn’s hand off of her shoulder and turned to her date, “You doing okay? You were in there for a while.”

“Yeah, I am fine, I realized I had a work email I had to deal with. Sorry I took so long.” She looked past her to Evelyn, wondering who the surprise goth girl was. “Who’s this?”

Leslie sighed inwardly, “This is Evelyn, she’s my boss’s girlfriend actually. Evelyn, this is Jess, my date.”

“Charmed,” Evelyn said, half looking at the girl and offering her hand. “You have good taste.”

“You are Brandon Evers’ girlfriend?” Jess asked her, voice suddenly an octave higher. “What are you doing in a dyke bar?”

Evelyn shrugged, “just saying hi to my new friend.”

Jess’s shoulders tightened, and Evelyn could tell she was getting under her skin, which was fine by her. “Why don’t you two enjoy your date? I am just going to sit here and finish my drink. It’ll be like I am not here at all.”

“Fucking tourist,” Jess grumbled under her breath, but Evelyn pretended like she didn’t here it.

“Okay, Jess, why don’t we go try out that Indian restaurant down the street.” Leslie glared at her, making it as clear as possible she wanted out of the situation.

“Actually, I think this work stuff really needs to be dealt with. Can I take a raincheck?” Jess, stood up to leave. “Would that be okay?”

“Um…sure.” Leslie stood up and awkwardly hugged her date, knowing that there wouldn’t be a raincheck. “Maybe next week?”

“Sure. I’ll text you.” Jess slid by her, ignoring Evelyn as she left.

As she walked out the door Leslie looked over at Evelyn, perched on her barstool like a faire queen, her platform boot clad legs crossed and her enjoying a cocktail like she hadn’t just blown in like a hurricane and wrecked Leslie’s only date of the week, not that it had been going that well to begin with.

“I have good taste, eh?” Leslie asked, her voice dripping with resignation.

Evelyn turned to her and grinned at her like a cat. “Actually, I was talking to her when I said that.”

Leslie slid back down onto her barstool and motioned for another glass of wine. “Not that good, I guess. I don’t think I will be hearing from her again.”

“Her loss,” Evelyn said nonchalantly, pausing for a moment before turning to Leslie. “And maybe my gain?”

Leslie leaned away from her and glanced at her askance. “Aren’t you with Brandon? What is this about?”

Evelyn continued to smile, leaning in ever so slightly. “I like you, Leslie, Brandon has told me all about his Chief of Staff after all, and he wouldn’t mind.”

Leslie’s head suddenly swirled with this information. It was all a little too much for her. “He wouldn’t mind if his girlfriend hooked up with his chief of staff? And what makes you think I would do that? Even if he is good with it, I feel like it would make things very complicated.”

“Ask him yourself, if you’re interested.” Evelyn turned back to her drink. “He’ll take your text, I am sure.”

“I am not texting my boss to see if I can date his girlfriend. That is insane!” Leslie was becoming more shocked by the moment. On the other hand, Evelyn was hot, and confident, and alluring. She couldn’t help but be a little intrigued.

The other woman flipped her hair to the side and smirked at her devilishly. “Then I will.”


Chapter 5

“Text Leslie and tell her that she can date me if she wants to.” Brandon stared at the text, not knowing whether to be furious, scared, aroused, or all three. He felt the redness creeping up his neck though and couldn’t help but be at least a little bit angry. This was not just his life, but his business, the business he built, and it was one of the one things he didn’t think he was willing to lose to this woman. Leslie was the other.

“That is a terrible idea.” he typed quickly. “She is my chief-of-staff. There is no way you dating her ends well for any of us.”

He waited, unable to take his eyes off of his phone, and hoping that she would see reason.

“I wasn’t asking, slave,” came her eventual response. “Text her right now, or I will just bring her to your apartment and show her what I have done to you.”

“She would quit. She will quit if your relationship doesn’t work out. And how would I explain this to her?” He was now frantic, he knew that Evelyn, Mistress Evelyn, was like a dog with a bone once she decided she wanted something.

“She signed an NDA didn’t she? Plus, who knows, maybe she will enjoy knowing her great mentor is really just a pain pig submissive who wants women to walk all over him.” He felt himself stir at that text and silently hated himself for it.

“She did, but this is still a bad idea.” He ignored the rest of the text, the part that called to the deepest part of him.

“Text her, or I will bring her to your apartment and let her watch as I break your balls, again.” He gulped, imagining that scene playing out, and wondering why the idea of Leslie seeing him like that turned him on so much. The spikes of the cock ring dug into his growing erection, but the pain only aroused him more.

His head was spinning, the arousal and fear commingled and he could almost feel his ability to think rationally receding into the lust and need of the other part of his brain. He looked again at the phone and wondered if not answering could put this all off. It was the only way he could think of to get out of the situation, that or ending his relationship with Mistress Evelyn. That was not an option.

Five minutes went by, then ten minutes. Then fifteen. Brandon started to calm down and think maybe the storm had passed, or that Leslie had somehow talked some sense into Evelyn. He started thinking about going to bed. Then his phone lit up once more.

“Right now, slave. Or I am bringing her over.” He read the text twice, sweating, and feeling the arousal, and fear spike again, almost as though they were related.

Finally he decided he could do what was being asked of him and trust Leslie to do the right thing.

“Yes, Mistress.” He finally replied, before opening a message to Leslie. “Evelyn says she’d like to go on a date with you. Our relationship is non-traditional so if it is what you want I suppose it would be fine. We just can’t let it impact the company.”

He put his phone down and collapsed onto the couch, the pain from his growing erection was almost more than he could bear, but he still couldn’t help himself and reached into his loose fitting sweatpants and started to stroke himself. The pain was excruciating but he thought if he could just push himself past it he would be able to cum and then, maybe, to get some sleep.

He was sweating profusely, the couch beneath him soaked, as he approached the edge, but the pain was too much and he had to give up. He tried again two more times but it was no use. She really had rendered it impossible for him to cum, at least by normal means.


Chapter 6

Four nights later Brandon Evers was once again lying on his couch, having given up on any hope of finding release without the assistance, and permission, of Mistress Evelyn. He had been dodging questions from Leslie about Evelyn for the last couple of days and was hoping their little romp would be over before it caused any real damage. One beep from his phone brought those hopes crashing down.

“We are coming over.” The text from Mistress Evelyn started, “this is not a request. It is a warning. Things are getting serious between Leslie and I, so I have decided she needs to know the whole situation.”

Brandon stared at the text for a few minutes and thought about all of the implications. Fortunately he had prepared for it to some extent. He went to his briefcase and took out the paperwork he had drawn up the morning after the first round of texts had been exchanged and he realized there was no stopping Evelyn. Two Ironclad NDAs that would protect him, it would cost him some money, but that was not something he was short of. What he was short of was patience for worrying about his reputation, and his company.

He poured himself a glass of wine to steady his nerves and waited. Finally, he heard the lock click and the two women walked in. He had seen Leslie outside of work many times, but she never looked like this. She was dressed almost as Evelyn’s twin, minus the brightly dyed hair. Both were in leather skirts and fishnets, platform boots, and black tank-tops.

Evelyn looked at him sitting on the couch drinking wine and he could see she was wondering why he wasn’t greeting her on his knees as was their custom. She opened her mouth but before she could say anything he put a hand up.

He ignored her face turning dark and said what he had to say. “Before we discuss anything Evelyn wants us to discuss and we get into the details of our personal lives I have drawn up to NDAs. I want each of you to sign them.” He looked at them to make sure they were paying attention; they did not look happy but they were listening. “This is to protect my company and my reputation. Leslie, this is more of an addendum to the one you signed for Evertech. Basically, if you break it you lose all of your equity in the company. Evelyn, you can read yours, to understand where I am coming from.”

He handed them each the documents and sat back down, waiting. They both read through them quickly. Evelyn signed hers and stalked out of the apartment without a word.

Leslie looked hurt. “Are you serious Brandon? This seems a bit extreme.”

“I am serious.” He nodded at her. “Once you sign it you will understand why.”

Leslie put it down, and seemed genuinely conflicted about whether or not she should sign it.

“Just sign it lovely,” Evelyn reappeared through the front door, holding a black bag. “It will be worth it. I promise.”

Brandon could see the effect that Evelyn’s words had on his chief-of-staff and knew well what that felt like; he was certain the woman could, and would, get everything she wanted from both of them. He felt himself stir against the spiked ring once more. The whole situation was both vexing and arousing by turn.

“Fine.” Leslie looked at him again. “This better be necessary Brandon, or I am going to be furious.”

She signed the document and half flung it across the table.

“Okay, that is done,” Evelyn sounded bored. “Now get out of those clothes and in your proper position pig.”

Leslie looked up at her, and then Brandon, eyes wide. Her eyes only grew wider as Brandon sighed and began to disrobe. She was aghast at the still healing brand on his chest. In just a moment he was kneeling, naked, before Evelyn, save for a metal ring around the base of his cock.

“What, the fuck, is going on?” Leslie finally asked, after gathering herself from the shock of watching her mentor, and boss, strip naked and kneel before her new girlfriend.

“Dear Brandon isn’t such a big tough man in reality, dear.” Evelyn sneered, and ignored the kneeling man in front of her. “He has been a masochist all of his life, and those yearnings have turned him into my property. The only piece of his life he really controls anymore is his business.”

“Brandon, this is what you were hiding?” Leslie stepped past Evelyn and looked down at her boss. “This is your relationship with Evelyn?”

Brandon looked up at her, his eyes wet, and clearly conflicted. She could see that his cock was half hard, but the redness around the metal ring suggested that kept him from getting fully erect. He looked from her to Evelyn and then looked down again.

“Tell her, slave.” Evelyn commanded. “Tell her how your masochistic needs have just grown and grown and now you’ll let me do anything I want to you. Tell her how you know you are never going to get to use that cock again.”

Leslie looked at her Evelyn, wondering what sort of spell she had cast over Brandon and if it was happening to her as well. She lusted after the confident and reckless woman she had really just met a few days earlier. They had spent every moment Leslie wasn’t at work or sleeping together. Even after that, and learning that Evelyn wasn’t exactly normal this surprised her. She had convinced herself that her and Brandon were just friends or something.

“This is insane.” Leslie took a step back, not really wanting to leave but not sure what else to do.

“Sweetheart, it isn’t that crazy. Let’s talk about it.” Evelyn started, then paused. “I know how to make this easier,” she turned to Brandon, “go get the hood, pig.”

Brandon crawled out of the living room and the two women could hear him rummaging in the bedroom. Leslie started to calm down but turned back to Evelyn.

“I don’t know if I can handle this.” Leslie frowned. “This is, like, a lot.”

“I wouldn’t have brought you here if I wasn’t sure you could handle it, Leslie.” Evelyn closed the distance between them and grabbed the other woman gently by the shoulders. “Just trust me. This is fine, and if everything goes as well as I think it can tonight is going to be the beginning of a beautiful thing.”

Leslie looked down, not understanding what Evelyn was talking about but wanting to believe her, if only because she was the best lay that Leslie had ever had, and because her prospects before Evelyn hadn’t been that great.

Brandon appeared before them, once again kneeling, with a thick rubber hood on the floor in front of him. Evelyn kicked it with the point of her boot.

“I didn’t have you bring it out here for show and tell. Put it on.” She ordered him.

Leslie watched as Brandon pulled the thick hood into place. As he did so his features disappeared and soon he was a faceless entity with just two small holes over his nose for breathing. She watched as Evelyn walked behind him, pulling out her keychain as she did so. She reached down and a second later Leslie heard a click.

“There,” Evelyn looked up at her smiling. “Now Brandon is gone. It is just my pig, and my pig can’t hear, see, or say anything unless I allow it.”

“What do you mean?” Leslie was now curious as much as anything. There was something deeply disturbing, but also erotic about the faceless thing in front of her.

“It is gagged, so it cannot talk. It can’t see anything. And there are earbuds inside the hood keeping it from hearing what we talk about. I can talk to it through an app on my phone, or force it to listen to anything I want.” Evenlyn pulled out her phone to demonstrate and pushed a couple of buttons. “Now it is listening to a recording reminding it that it is not a person, that it is just a painpig and only exists for my pleasure. I make the pig listen to this every night anyway. I want to make sure the psychological change is permanent.”

“Change? Or damage?” Lesllie asked, confounded by how the man who was so successful, and had taught her so much, could willingly be going through such things.

“What’s the difference? He consented, he wants this, and I love it.” Evelyn shrugged. “The truth is Brandon the person is at best a distraction for me. But this thing? This I can keep, and love in a way, forever.”

Leslie was blown away by everything she had seen and heard and moved to the couch to sit down.

“So what now?” She finally asked.

Evelyn grinned at her and motioned to the black bag she had carried in earlier. “Now the real fun begins.”


Chapter 7 - One Year Later

The day had passed uneventfully, much of it involving paperwork with the board to finalize the handoff of the company to Leslie. Technically Brandon would maintain a board seat and serve as an advisor but the reality was that his presence would be something between rare and nonexistent after that day, not that anyone needed to know that.

Now he stood in the garage stripping off the expensive suit, knowing that for the foreseeable future he wouldn’t need clothes, or a name. He thought wistfully of the company and the fortune he had built and how it was all now in the hands of Mistress Evelyn and his former mentor. Bringing them together had, in a sense, brought about the end of one phase of his life. Their relationship, and control over him, had quickly accelerated to the point he was at now, entering the home he had bought not knowing when, or if, he would ever exit it again.

On the step leading up into the house there was a basket and, more forebodingly, the rubber hood that had become such a constant part of his life. A note told him to leave his phone and wallet behind, to put on the hood, and to wait for his Mistress. Without considering otherwise he dropped his wallet and phone into the basket and slowly pulled the hood over his head, disappearing into it. The smell of the rubber and the pressure on his head and face was practically a trigger for him and his mind went quiet and still.

He knelt in front of the door waiting, it could have been minutes or an hour, time quickly lost all meaning in the hood. Suddenly he heard a click in the earbuds, a subtle notification that something was about to happen.

“Hello, pig, and welcome to the first day of the rest of your life,” the recording started. “Tonight, Leslie and I have several surprises for you, but for now I want you to reach down and see if you can bring that limp stick that was once your cock back to life one last time. I know it will hurt. I want it to.”

The pig could not remember the last time it had had an erection, it had orgasmed more recently, but that was always through some sort of anal stimulation; ironically, usually from a strap-on that had been made from a mold of his cock the last time it had been erect. His Mistresses loved the idea of fucking him with it knowing he couldn’t even remember what it felt like to be fully hard without any pain. Still, he had been commanded to do something and by that point was unable to do anything other than obey.

He slowly stroked his cock and, surprisingly, it began to get hard. The spikes from the spiked cockring almost immediately dug into it though. He continued to stroke despite the pain as his Mistress’s voice encouraged him.

“If you can make yourself cum you are allowed to slave, but this may be your last chance to do so. Ever.” Her voice was simultaneously spurring him on and taunting him devilishly.

Soon it felt as though his cock were almost fully erect and that he might even be able to achieve orgasm. He continued to stroke despite the excruciating pain. Even if he wanted to stop he couldn’t. She had commanded him to stroke, so stroke he would.

The combination of the pain, the constriction of the ring, and the months of conditioning kept him from getting over the precipice into orgasm and by the time he felt a hand on his shoulder his cock was rubbed raw and the spikes had dug more deeply into his flesh than he had ever felt before. The pain was exhilarating, as it always was, and the frustration nearly broke his mind, just as his owners intended.

The voice in his ears fell silent and he felt, rather than the click of a leash onto his ever present steel collar. A light tug was all that was necessary to lead him into the house, he was well trained after all. He had spent so much time hooded in the residence that he knew where he was being taken long before they arrived in the basement dungeon.

A tap on the chin told him to stand, and once he did he felt himself pressed against what was most certainly the St. Andrew’s Cross. With his constant cooperation it only took his owner, he assumed it was Mistress Evelyn, a couple of moments to have him completely, helplessly, trapped against the cross.

She then pushed his head down and began the process of taking off the rubber hood. When she was finished he felt his face and head rapidly cooling in the air, he was damp with sweat and it took him a few moments to adjust to the low light of the dungeon. When he did he could not help but feel himself stir at the vision in front of him. Mistress Evelyn stood before him, her hair freshly dyed black and electric blue, she wore a latex bodysuit of matching colors along with the strap-on which was a replica of his own member, and much more erect than he had been in the last year. The outfit was finished off with knee high platform boots, which were her favorite.

“Today is a special day, pig, wouldn’t you agree?” She smirked at him, taunting him with the faux cock that jutted out from her groin.

“Yes, Mistress,” his voice was hoarse from the time in the hood. “A very special day. Everything went well.”

“Of course it did. It always does with your business dealings. It is almost a shame to pull you out of that part of your life. Then again, I am certain you have more than trained Leslie well enough to take your place.” His Mistress smiled and stepped forward, “my lover deserves nothing less of course,” she whispered in his ear, loving that moment of reminding him of Leslie’s place in her life, which he could never have.

“Certainly, Mistress.” He replied, his voice gaining back some of its strength. “She is more than capable and I am happy to be handing off control to her.”

His Mistress laughed at that, the idea of him having control of anything would soon become a distant memory.

“I think a special day deserves a special ending, don’t you?” Her eyes smoldered, and the old predatory smile came out that told him something big was about to happen.

“Yes, Mistress Evelyn,” he responded tentatively.

She nodded and turned away for a moment, before turning back around holding an instrument that looked like a strange set of pliers.

“Do you know what this is, slave?” She asked him.

He did, and the old arousal and terror came back to him. She had told him that one day she would take his balls but part of him always thought she was joking. It was now clearer than day that she wasn’t. Though a deeper part of him had always known, and craved, that truth.

“Of course you do, slave,” she smiled. “And you know what it means that I am showing it to you now, well partially anyway.”

“Partially?” He croaked.

“Yes, pig. I have thought about it and I have decided that you are not just losing your balls. There are more than enough cocks in this house. They all look the same, and Leslie’s and my own are far more useful than yours.” His Mistress chuckled.

His thoughts were racing, and she could see that he was nearly in a panic, she stepped forward again, pressing her body against his own helpless form. She reached behind his head and pulled it down into her shoulder.

“Shhh. Shh.” She whispered. “It is going to be fine. I know part of you likes this idea, and you know that now that I have told you it is happening it is happening. So just surrender.”

He relaxed, as much as his bonds allowed him, into her arms, and she knew that was acceptance as much as it was affection. She played with his hair for a moment before stepping back.

“There, that is better, slave.” She put the tool down. “That isn’t how we start though anyway, so there is no reason to run just yet, not that you are going anywhere.”

He reflexively tested the cuffs that held him to the cross, but he knew in his heart that he wouldn’t be going anywhere, even if he could. He watched as she pulled a long thin plastic tube from a plastic container, obviously to keep it sterile. It took him a moment to realize where it was going, but when he did his body tensed up again. She grinned as she saw the realization cross his face.

“That’s right, slave, you better hope I lube this up really good.” She laughed as she said it and then began to carefully lube the plastic catheter. Once she was finished she grabbed his cock firmly with one hand and looked him in the eyes. “Accept this, pig, as you have accepted everything else I have wanted to do to you. This is your life now.”

He knew she was right, and he lowered his eyes in deference and defeat, which was more permission than she needed. She slowly began to work the catheter into his cock, which twitched with both arousal and pain as she did so. It took her a few moments but eventually she got it as far in as was necessary.

“There. That is a necessary step for cock removal, as I am sure you realize.” He cringed as she said it, and could not help but wonder what he would feel like, and look like, once she had taken everything that made him a man.

Without much ceremony she picked the banding tool back up and fed his cock through the band, again she looked him in the eyes, and smiled. “This is going to hurt like hell, slave, I am sure you will love it.”

Before he could say anything she released the band and it snapped tight, snug against his midsection and just above the spiked rings he had left on for good measure. He screamed in agony as it constricted his cock more than he realized was possible, forcing it out in a grotesque mockery of an erection.

As he hung from the cross sobbing from the pain she readied the second band on the tool before returning to him. She wiped tears from his face with a smile. “Thank me, pig.”

“Thank you for the pain, Mistress. Thank you for knowing what I need.” He said the words he always said in moments of great agony, but he meant them just as much as he always had, and she could tell, but wanted more.

“What else, slave?” She tapped the banded cock with the tool causing fresh ripples of pain to fly through his body.

“Thank you,” he grunted, “thank you Mistress for destroying my cock and balls so that I can serve you as the pain pig you’ve always known me to be.”

She had taught him the words months before, mocked him with them really, over and over. She was proud that he remembered them though thoroughly. She took his balls in her hand and hesitated for just a moment, part of her wondering if their dynamic would ever reach such heights again. She knew even if it didn’t the three of them would be happy together, and she knew if she hungered for more she could always find another pig to shape and torture.

As with his cock, she slipped the band over the balls and released it with a snap. He yelled again, though not as loud as he had the first time. She stopped and admired her handiwork. His cock had turned a deep red that she knew would become purple before long, then it would turn cold, as would his balls, and eventually both would die and need to be removed. But the plan for that was already in place.

“Slave, I want you to hang there for a while and contemplate your fate. The pain will subside and be replaced by numbness, don’t worry. Of course, you already know what that numbness means.” She leaned forward and kissed his cheek, licking away more tears after the fact.

“What then, Mistress?” He whispered, the agony present in his voice.

“What then?” She repeated with a chuckle, “oh, well sometime in the middle of the night a doctor will come by and remove the unnecessary pieces of you. We can’t have you getting gangrene obviously!”

“A doctor?” He asked.

“Yes, a doctor, who is quite excited to do the work by the way.” She stepped away from him. “You just rest now. Leslie will be home soon; after her and I have dinner we will come check on you.

He wanted so badly to ask her to say, to beg her to stay, to beg her to change her mind. He would do none of it though. The pain, all of it, and the control, were what he lived for. He listened to her walk away, leaving him with his pain, eventually his mind went quiet and he entered a state of something like sleep.

The stomp of heeled boots brought the pain pig out of its reverie and when he opened his eyes he saw two sets of platform boots beneath his gaze, followed by two identical strap-ons, which were replicas of what was his once proud cock. The pig slowly raised its head and looked up at the two women in front of him with tired, bloodshot eyes.

Leslie stepped forward and kissed his cheek, cupping his face in her hands. “I am so grateful that you brought Evelyn and I together, pig, and I am so proud of you, and you did so well today.”

He smiled at her weakly, glad that the choices had been made and they had decided on this life, but overwhelmed by all of it, especially the creeping pain in his gut and the growing numbness in his soon to be lost genitals. 

“I am too, pig.” Mistress Evelyn stepped to the other side of him and cupped his ice cold balls and rapidly atrophying cock in one hand. “I bet you can’t even feel me touching you right now can you, slave?”

The pig didn’t know what to do, or say, the pain was excruciating and the knowledge that by morning nothing would be left of his once proud genitalia caused a miasma of emotions to fire off inside of him. He looked first to Leslie, his former protege and now his co-owner, she was everything he once was, or wanted to be. Then to his Mistress, Evelyn, who had not only engineered his complete downfall but made him crave it more than he had ever craved anything.

Thank you,” he croaked, “thank you both. I am so glad I am yours.”

Leslie chuckled at that. “Oh, we know, slave. We know so well. You could have stopped it at any point before it got here, but no, this is what you wanted. This is what you were made for.”

Evelyn looked at her fiance and smiled to herself, the beautiful woman had come so far in every conceivable way; and in a way she owned her every bit as much as she owned the pig. Leslie had started out unsure about kink, or much of anything beyond her work really, and she had been completely loyal to Brandon. She still was, in a way, though she would never view him as a mentor, or even an equal again. Evelyn had slowly coaxed her into a new way of life, maybe even corrupted her; and she was certain that, though Leslie didn’t know it consciously, that the woman would do everything Evelyn wanted. She even idly wondered if she could bring Leslie down to the pig’s level, but that was a thought for another time.

“Pig,” Mistress Evelyn broke the silence, “we have another surprise for you by the way.”

The pig gazed into the beautiful, seductive eyes of his Mistress. “Yes, Mistress?”

Evelyn held up her hand, showing him the giant diamond ring that Leslie had offered her the night before. “We are getting married!”

Somewhere in the recesses of his mind the pig was shocked, and maybe even hurt, that Leslie was getting something part of him wanted but knew he could never have. He was also relieved though, a little, he knew that Evelyn and Leslie made each other happy, and in a way this brought what Evelyn had once prophesied to life, she had found her woman and he would be nothing more than their pet, for real.

“Congratulations,” he felt somewhat odd saying it hanging from the St. Andrews Cross knowing that by morning he would be nothing but a nullo pain pig, no longer a CEO, no longer Brandon Evers, no longer even a person in the world. Just a pet, a toy, a slave, for them to torture or ignore as they willed.

“Thank you, Brandon,” Leslie kissed his cheek again, not noticing the side-eye Evelyn gave her for using his name. “None of this could have happened without you.”

“Yes, Pig,” Mistress Evelyn sighed her agreement. “You made all of this possible, and now you are getting everything you really wanted. Maybe we’ll even let you go to the wedding if your body isn’t too broken to be seen in public.”


A Note from The Author

I hope you enjoyed this 10th installment in the Extreme Femdom Stories Series. When I started them a couple of years back I had no idea they would be so well received or that I would write so many of them. There will, of course, be more to come, but I wanted the 10th volume to be something special, and I hope I delivered. Please let me know what you think at alyceimpelled@gmail.com. Thank you for reading!
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