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Sometimes we find out who we really are in the strangest ways, and sometimes that truth feels ugly, pathetic, or at least surprising. When that happens you only have a few choices. You can be disgusted by it. You can try to change, or you can accept it. This is a story about what happens when you accept it, completely, and where it can lead you. You can decide for yourself whether that is a good thing or not once you hear the whole story.

It started with a breakup. Okay, let’s be honest, I was dumped. It was ugly. The fighting had started a day before when some guy had started mouthing off to Jessica in a bar. He was much larger than me, clearly athletic and if I had stepped in I would have absolutely gotten my ass kicked.

When I pointed that out to her she said I was “too much of a pussy to fight for her honor.”

I should have known that was the end and two days later it was. The worst part was seeing her two nights after that with the guy who had started the whole fight. I was walking to class and there she was arm and arm with the guy who had called her an entitled whore a few nights earlier. She looked over her shoulder and sneered at me as they passed. I had never felt smaller, but that would only be true for about a day. I had no idea what was coming my way.

The next day, distracted as I had ever been by the loss of Jessica to some neanderthal, I failed a test for the first time in my life. You can’t just fail tests in graduate school, it is simply unacceptable. It wasn’t a death knell for my academic career but it wasn’t good. I was depressed, alone, and feeling utterly hopeless. I sat in my studio apartment for a while but realized that was not doing me any good, so I wandered out into the night.

I walked past some of my usual hangouts but I was always there with Jess, or friends from school. I didn’t want to risk running into her and I really didn’t feel like talking to any of my friends about it so I kept walking. Eventually I was well away from campus, in a part of the city I wasn’t as familiar with. I saw a bar with loud music coming from it across the street and decided to wander in. I knew immediately that I was out of place but I didn’t think anything of it. I walked up to the bar and ordered a local IPA and looked around as I nursed the beer. Everywhere I looked there were leather jackets, piercings, and dyed hair. I was wearing one of my many ‘ironic’ t-shirts, had short, boring brown hair, and no piercings to speak of. Like everything else that would all change but I didn’t know that yet.

I looked around the bar, letting the pulse of the music wash over me and was starting to get into a groove. I wasn’t trying to draw any attention to myself, and knew that I looked out of place. At one point I noticed a woman with a pink mohawk and spikes on her leather jacket seeming to look me over before whispering something to a friend but I ignored it. Maybe it should have been my cue to leave, or maybe what was going to happen would have happened anyway. Maybe it was all fate.

After my second beer I really needed to take a piss but, just my luck, the men’s room was temporarily out of order. I noticed that there was a doorway out the back into an alley and figured if I was careful I could probably relieve myself behind a dumpster or something. I slipped out the back and looked around the alley quickly before positioning myself behind a dumpster. I clearly wasn’t the only person who had this idea because the whole alley smelled like stale piss. I slipped my dick out of my jeans and got about my business. Having no idea that these were the last few moments of life as I knew it.

Before I could even get my dick back in my pants I was shoved hard up against the dumpster. I felt hands probing all over my body. My mind was a frenzy of thoughts and panic and I had no idea what to do. I felt the hands grab my wallet and yank it from my jacket pocket. Suddenly, somehow I found my voice.

“Hey, what are you-” I was silenced by a punch in the side. It stung and shocked me but wasn’t actually that hard.

“Shut up, and don’t turn around.” The voice sounded rough, but feminine.

I was surprised and in my shocked state I wasn’t smart enough to listen to directions. I turned around and realized I was being accosted by the girl with the pink mohawk. My first thought, and last before I doubled over in pain, was that she had stunning blue eyes. Weird, I know.

“Fucking moron,” she seethed at me, and suddenly raised her knee as hard as she could into my groin before shoving me over into the puddle I had just left on the ground. “I told you not to turn around. I better never see you here again.”

I had never felt anything like it, and nearly passed out from the pain. By the time I was able to pull myself up and shove myself back into my now urine soaked pants she was gone. At least she left my phone and my keys. I started stumbling through the alley, heading vaguely towards home. My balls felt like they were swollen to three times their normal size and waves of nausea were still passing through me when I got to my apartment door about half an hour later. The entire walk home I kept replaying what had happened in my mind, it was completely surreal. But somehow that vision of her face kept floating in my mind, with those sapphire blue eyes that were more intense than any I had ever seen.

I slunk into my building, grateful that it was late and nobody was around and got to my bathroom where I stripped and got in a hot shower. I felt disgusting and violated, and pathetic, and mad at myself that I could not stop thinking about her. Almost unconsciously I started stroking myself. It hurt, but felt good too. I thought about the look on her face just before she kneed me in the groin. I felt about how much it hurt, and how it hurt. I thought about her leaving me laying in a pool of my own piss.

I had never had thoughts like this before but as I replayed the event over and over in my mind, always with her blue eyes floating in my vision I erupted into orgasm. My knees buckled and I leaned against the tile wall of the shower for support. I stood there, hurting and confused and wretched a little thinking about what I had just done. I then used the shower head to clean up the shower and myself before pulling myself out. I grabbed a towel and wiped myself down cursorily, too tired to care if I was dry and collapsed into bed. Almost as soon as I hit the pillow I drifted off into a fitful sleep full of chaotic, violent dreams. In all of them she was there, looking at me with those blue eyes. She must have kneed me in the groin a hundred times that night but there were other things too, her cutting the clothes from my body, punching me, shaving my head. In all of them I was not only helpless to stop her but didn’t really want to.

Eventually I woke up in a cold sweat, and realized that I had drenched my sheets not only in sweat but in cum. I had a wet dream thinking about the woman that mugged and brutalized me. Not for the first time that week I broke down crying, and eventually drifted back to sleep.

When I woke up it was mid morning. I got myself showered and tried to focus on homework until late afternoon. By the time it was dark I had given up, and was once again lying in bed thinking about pink hair, blue eyes, and violence. I could not stop stroking myself as I thought about it. Around 10pm I dressed myself again, this time for going to the club, I wore black faux leather pants and a burgundy velvet shirt. The only problem was without my ID how was I going to get in?

I eventually found myself on the corner across the street from the bar I had been in the night before. I hadn’t noticed the sign the night before but it had a grim reaper on it. Maybe I would have heeded the warning the night before if I had noticed but I doubted it. I certainly wasn’t going to now. There was a large group of people outside waiting to get in and I noticed that she was among them. I waited until her group was in then I slunk into line. If I was going to talk to her I wanted it to be inside where I might be somewhat safe, right?

Eventually I worked my way up to the doorman who asked for my ID. I shrugged ruefully and told him that I thought I lost my wallet here the night before, it wasn’t exactly a lie. He looked inside then looked at the line forming behind me.

“You have ten minutes, if you don’t come back and show me your ID I am going to come looking for you.” He waved me inside.

I doubted he would really come looking for me but I also doubted I would be in there that long. I walked through the door and took a quick look around. The pink haired demon was in the same corner she had been in the night before, but she was with friends. I watched and waited, eventually she walked up to the bar. I slid in next to her unnoticed at first.

As she waved the bartender over I leaned in and said, quietly, “can I please have my wallet back?”

“What?” She snapped at me, turning to face me, her eyes went wide. “I told you never to come back here.”

“I wouldn’t have, but I need my ID. You can keep the money, I don’t care.” I shrugged, practically pleading with her.

She pointed towards the back door. “Meet me out there in five minutes.”

I looked to the door and back to her, she was pointing me right to where she had mugged me the night before. Part of me wanted to run. Part of me wanted to yell. Part of me wanted…what exactly? That is the part that won out.

I nodded to her, “okay,” and headed towards the door.

I stood by the dumpster waiting for what felt like forever. I imagined her walking out with friends and hurting me more. I imagined her hurting me alone. I imagined being on the ground in front of her begging. Begging for what? I didn’t know. Most of all I imagined her deep blue eyes looking down at me.

A voice shook me from the daydream, or was it a nightmare. It was softer than I expected. “You have a lot of balls showing up back here. What the fuck, man?”

“Like I said, I was hoping you’d give me my wallet back.” My voice sounded small.

“You’ve never been mugged before have you?” She shook her head and laughed quietly.

“I guess not.” I looked at her, and then to the ground. “Please?”

“What if I just beat the shit out of you again instead?” She stepped towards me.

“If that’s what it takes.” I said, not even really knowing what I meant.

“If that’s what it takes?” She shook her head again, not knowing what to make of me. Then she tilted her head and looked at me, like she was seeing me differently, it felt like she could read my mind. “You are a real weirdo.”

“Well?” I asked, not sure if I should be hopeful or what I was hoping for.

“It isn’t here.” She shrugged. “It is back at my place.”

“Okay.” It was my turn to shrug. “Can we go get it?”

“You think I am going to take you to my place?” She practically growled as she asked.

“What? It isn’t like you didn’t kick my ass last night. What are you worried about?”

She actually laughed at that. “What about the cops?”

“I am not going to call the cops. I doubt they’d believe me anyway.” I paused. “Please?”

She sighed. “Fine. You weren’t who I was looking for anyway.”

Her answer confused me but I followed her as she started to walk away. As she walked she reached into her purse and pulled out something small. “This is mace, if you fuck with me at all I will make last night seem fun.”

Weirdly, or maybe not, my cock stirred at that. “I am not going to mess with you. I just…I just want my wallet back.”

“You are unbelievably stupid you know that?” She looked over her shoulder at me and waved to hurry me along.

“I have been getting that a lot lately.” I sighed.

She didn’t say anything else but two blocks later we were standing in front of an apartment building. “Wait here,” she told me.

I wanted to argue but there didn’t seem to be much of a point. I was getting my wallet back, I thought, and that is what I wanted, wasn’t it?

She disappeared into the building. I waited as minutes ticked by and began getting uncomfortable standing outside. I slipped into the lobby when someone left the building and found a worn out chair to sit in while I waited. Eventually the elevator dinged and she exited.

“Fucking hell.” She glowered at me. “I told you to wait outside. You really can’t take fucking direction can you?”

“I have been getting that a lot lately too.” I put out my hand. “What did you mean I wasn’t who you were looking for?”

She sighed again, and dropped the wallet into my hand. “One of my friends was assaulted by a guy and the way she described him he looks like you. But it wasn’t you, or so she says. Personally I don’t think you are the type. Too weak for one thing.”

“I’m sorry about your friend. That is why you mugged me?” I actually felt kind of bad.

“Yeah, I wanted to make him feel as violated as she felt. I guess I will have to settle for having hurt you instead.”

I couldn’t tell if she was joking or not. But my cock stirred again at the mention of hurting me. “What’s your name?”

She laughed and walked outside, I followed her. As soon as she hit the street she pulled a cigarette out of her purse and lit it, taking a long drag.

“Why the fuck would you ask for my name?” She exhaled the smoke. “Why are you still here?” 

I shrugged, looking at the sidewalk, saying nothing for a moment. “I haven’t been able to stop thinking about you since last night.”

“I keep telling myself I am going to quit these things.” She shook her head and continued to smoke the cigarette. “Of course you can’t stop thinking about me. I beat the shit out of you, stole your wallet and left you laying in an alley with your dick hanging out. You’ll probably have nightmares about me for months.”

I just stared at her, watching her smoke for a moment, trying to collect my thoughts, or my courage. “No. That isn’t what I meant. I mean I can’t stop thinking about you.”

She glowered at me through a haze of smoke while she put together what I was saying. “You can’t be fucking serious. What is it about me you can’t stop thinking about?”

“Your eyes,” I said immediately. “I see them nonstop. I imagine you looking at me. Looking down at me. I don’t know. I keep thinking about how you looked at me.”

She threw the cigarette aside and walked up to me, exhaling the last of the smoke into my face as she did so. “Let me get this straight. I did what I did to you last night and you keep thinking about my eyes? About me looking at you.”

I nodded, and then quickly gasped as she reached out and grabbed my balls, pulling close to me as she did so. Her face was so close to mine I could smell the tobacco, and her eyes were boring into mine. “Your takeaway from last night was what? That you wanted to get to know me?”

I nodded again, terrified and aroused. My cock suddenly rock hard above her hands, clutching my bruised nuts.

“Fine. Inside. Now.” The words shot from her mouth like bullets and she pushed me back through the door of the apartment building and into an elevator before I could even think about what was happening.

I didn’t say a word as she pushed me in front of her to, and then through, an apartment door. I got a quick look around an apartment that was a little larger than my own though certainly in an older building. She spun me around to face her and before I could say anything her knee smashed into my nuts for a second time, this time immediately crumpling me to the floor.

I saw her booted feet walk past me and heard her sit down somewhere else in the room. I could only wheeze in pain and wait for the waves of nausea to pass.

“Here’s my guess,” her voice penetrated the pain. “You liked what I did to you last night. But here is my question; did you know you liked that sort of thing before it happened?”

I slowly sat up on her kitchen floor and looked at her across the apartment, shaking my head. “No,” was all I could muster.

“Interesting,” she mused. “So I went out looking for a violent asshole and instead met a submissive pervert.”

“I don’t know what that-” She cut me off.

“If I am wrong you can crawl your ass out the door. And this time I really never want to see you again.” She paused and scowled at me. “Or, you can crawl over here. And I do mean crawl. And when you get here you can lick the soles of my boots clean.”

Almost without thinking I crawled towards her. I had no idea what was coming over me or why. When I got to her I stayed on all fours, not knowing what else to do. Seeing that I either didn’t know what was going on or needed further encouragement she pressed the sole of one of her boots against my face, hard.

“Lick,” she commanded.

It was the most disgusting thing I had ever done. It was maybe worse than laying in a puddle of urine in an alley. The soles of her boots were dry, caked with dirt and who knows what else from the streets, but I licked both of them clean. My tongue was rubbed raw and drier than it had ever been by the time I was finished. I looked up at her, seeing her blue eyes looking back at me the way I had imagined.

“Well, well, well,” she said quietly. “You really are something interesting, David Walker.”

She stood up and looked down at me imperiously, using one of her freshly licked boots to push me to my back so I was looking up at her from the floor. “My name is Kristina, but you will call me Mistress. Do you think you can handle that?”

I nodded, feeling my cock stiffen again as I did so.

She pressed her boot against my hard cock and swollen balls, causing me to wince in pain. “I asked you a question.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said, scarcely believing what was happening.

My reward for answering the question was a sudden and swift kick that nearly made me throw up.

“And you, David, I will mostly call you slave, or pig.” I once again heard her walking away. “Don’t worry, I mean it with affection. When I get back I expect you to be naked.”

I slowly rolled over and got myself up to my knees, removing my shirt and then stretching out and removing the faux leather pants and boxers underneath. My balls were a deep shade of purple, but my cock was somehow still hard. I eased myself to my feet, which I almost immediately found out was a mistake.

She returned carrying a black bag over her shoulder which she dropped as soon as she saw me. “Did I tell you to stand up, slave? The less you think for yourself the longer your balls are going to stay functioning, get it?”

I did not get it, but the threat sounded serious. I dropped to my knees in front of her.

“Good boy,” she said, sending a surprising surge of happiness through me, which she seemed to notice. “Are you sure you didn’t know that you liked this?”

“No. I mean, yes.” I looked up at her. “I’m sure.”

“Interesting.” She sat down again. “Stay there. Tell me about last night.”

Well, I went out back to take a piss. You followed me, I guess, and then…”I trailed off and shrugged.

“That isn’t what I meant.” She leaned forward looking down at me with the blue eyes that had become my near obsession. “Why were you in that bar last night, it doesn’t really seem like your scene?”

I took a breath, and looked up at her. “My girlfriend dumped me a few days ago. I didn’t want to go anywhere I would run into her, so I just started walking. It isn’t really my scene, but different felt like a good idea.”

“Why did your girlfriend break up with you?” She leaned forward further, her curiosity was definitely piqued.

“This dude made a pass at her and was pretty rude. She was pissed that I didn’t fight him.” I looked down, feeling some shame about it. “He would have beat my ass at least as bad as you did if I had.”

“So she decided you were a sissy, she needed a real man, and that was that?” She chuckled slightly.

“More or less.” I sighed again, and looked back up at her. “The really fucked up thing is that two days later I saw her making out with the same guy.”

As I finished the sentence her hand flashed out and slapped me across the face. Not hard, but hard enough to shock me, and tears welled up in my eyes. “If you are going to be here with me you aren’t going to swear like that.”

I looked at her, confused, but nodded and looked down again.

“She sounds like a total bitch,” Kristina’s voice softened. “You deserved better. Tell me about the rest of the night.”

There was some irony in her saying that after she how she had been treating me, and how I reacted to it.

“I went home, I was in a total daze. I kept thinking about your eyes…I had seen you across the bar earlier and thought you were pretty. Seeing you up close I knew I was right, though I couldn’t really say anything at the time.”

She chuckled again. “No I suppose not,” she purred. “Continue.”

“I got home, stripped, and got in the shower.” I paused, not wanting to tell her the rest but knowing I needed to. “I don’t even know how it started or why but as I replayed the night I started masturbating and eventually got myself off and then slumped down to the shower floor. Later I dreamed about you…and when I woke up I had cum again.”

She leaned back in the chair and didn’t say anything for a long moment, just stared at me. I felt smaller and smaller as she did, I wanted, needed, to hear anything from her. Finally she leaned forward again.

“Okay, so here is the deal, Davey. I am sorry, truly, for what I did to you last night. Truthfully, I have been living in fear of the cops since that moment. I was enraged for my friend and lost control. That moment could have cost me everything, so I am deeply grateful that you didn’t come back here to ruin my life. But,” she stopped for a moment as if she was gathering herself to say something important, “I am a little worried that you came here to ruin yours.”

“What does that mean?” I sat up a little, confused but also curious.

“Look, I am working on a Phd in psychology. I think there is a real possibility that you are eroticising your trauma and that can go to some bad places if you aren’t careful. And make no mistake, what I did to you last night was traumatic.”

“Okay,” I nodded, “but I am still here now, and honestly, I feel better here with you than I have in weeks.”

She laughed loudly at that. “Ironic isn’t it? You feel better being with a woman who mugged you and left you lying in your own piss than you have in weeks? Doesn’t that sound fucked up to you?”

“I mean, I guess. But it is still true.” I looked up at her. “Please don’t kick me out already.”

“Please don’t kick you out already?” She shook her head. “I don’t know. This is complicated. That bag I dropped over there is full of things that I use to hurt people and other things I use to bend them to my will. The thing is, they come to me looking for that. You kind of got dropped into it and it shook something loose in your brain. I am having a hard time wrapping my head around that.”

“Me too, if you had told me that this is how my weekend would play out I would have called you a liar.”

“If you ever call me a liar you are going to wind up in another puddle of your own piss.” She glowered at me, but there was something mildly playful about it.

“What if that is what I am going for?” I smiled slightly. This was a new side of her and I liked it. Life is really, really strange.

She shook her head again. “Okay, get dressed. I thought I was going to play with you but I am not ready for that yet. Come outside with me while I have another smoke.”

“Is this your way of getting me out of your apartment?” I started to put on my clothes.

“Maybe,” she admitted. “I haven’t decided yet.”

After I got dressed I followed her out of the apartment back to the street. She lit a cigarette and took a long drag before speaking again. “Here is the deal. I like submissive men but most of the men I get involved with are experienced. You aren’t. That said, there is something about you that I do really like, and I don’t think it is just that you decided not to royally fuck up my life. So, this is where the rubber meets the road. Are you ready?”

“Ready for what?” I asked sheepishly, “My mind kind of blurred out when you said there was something about me you really like.”

She took another drag from her smoke and looked at me with a little bit of annoyance again. “I like that you are playful, but it is going to get you in trouble with me from time to time. If you decide to stick around that is.”

“It’s my choice?” I am sure I looked as surprised as I did when she mugged me the night before.

She nodded. “It is. You need some more information first. Remember when I said the less you think for yourself the longer your balls will stay functional?”

I nodded.

“Good, because that wasn’t entirely a joke. I was still pissed at you when I said it, but there is some reality there. Now, you have no idea what you are getting into so if you decide to stick around there are two rules you need to know right now, and many, many more to come. Rule number one, you are going to have to educate yourself about kink, BDSM, and consensual slavery.”

“How do I do that?” I asked.

“You are going to have to figure that out a bit on your own at first, but I am sure I will guide you in the right direction here and there.” She puffed on her cigarette again and this time blew the smoke in my face. “Rule number two, I can do whatever I want to you and you will follow all my instructions.”

I coughed at the smoke, and opened my mouth to say something only to get hit with a second cloud.

“You don’t like smoke do you?” She asked, as I had another coughing fit.

“Not really.” I admitted, still trying to adjust to, well, everything.

“Good. That will make this next part more fun for me.” She took a deep satisfied breath and grinned slightly. “You can either start walking back to your apartment or you can kneel at my feet right here.”

“Here?” I looked around. “On the street?”

“That is what right here means. And if you do it you will start calling me Mistress again, got it?” She stood there, the cigarette held to her lips staring at me, waiting.

I looked around, up and down the street, but there was no part of me that really believed I was leaving. I had no idea what I was doing or what it meant, but there was no question that I wanted, needed, to see where this would go. I practically whispered the words, “Yes, Mistress,” as I dropped to my knees in front of her.

“Good. Now open your mouth.” She looked down at me, her eyes freezing me in place and stopping my mind entirely. I could only obey.

As soon as I opened my mouth she took the cigarette from hers and ashed directly onto my tongue and the back of my throat. I closed my mouth instinctively.

“Did I tell you to close your mouth, pig?” Her voice was suddenly harsh again, but if my rock hard cock was any indication I wanted this, disgusting and cruel as it was. I opened my mouth immediately.

This time as soon as I opened my mouth she spit directly into, getting some of it on my face as well. “Now swallow,” she commanded.

I couldn’t believe what I was doing but I choked down the combination of her spit and ash and then opened my mouth again, suspecting that is what she would want. She took another long drag on the cigarette, seeming to finish it. She then looked down at me with a look that almost registered as pity but was something else I couldn’t quite place. Before I could register what was happening she reached down, casually, and put the cigarette out on my tongue. The touch was only for an instant and the pain didn’t register at first, in fact it was only after she removed the cigarette butt and threw it in the street that the first sting began to emanate, quickly becoming a significant pain. I looked up at her in confusion, and with no small amount of fear, a view she was likely becoming too used to.

“Are you hard right now, David?” She smirked down at me, seeming to know the answer, and seemingly having no concern for the pain I was experiencing. .

“Yes, Mistress.” I mumbled the confession, my mouth a torrent of pain and my mind a whirl of confusion, fear, and arousal.

“Good,” she put out her hand, helping me up, “that means you can come back upstairs.”

Upstairs she gave me an ice cube for my tongue, and had me kneel in front of her, holding it in my mouth, while she sat and smirked at me, saying nothing for some time. I did not think I could hurt worse than I did the night she mugged me, nor did I think I could want her more than I did that night, yet somehow both were true.

“What, oh what, am I going to do with you, Davey?” She sighed and shook her head. “I guess I can’t really complain about you throwing a wrench into my life though after what I did to you?”

I didn’t say anything, partially because my mouth still hurt like hell and partially because I truly didn’t know what to say.

“I have been doing this for about six years,” she continued. “I even had a man live with me here for a while. He slept in a cage. Eventually I sent him on his way. It wasn’t really what he wanted or needed. Anyway, in those six years I haven’t seen anything like you.”

“How so?” The words came out with a lisp, my tongue now partially numb between the ice and the burn, and definitely a bit swollen.

“You aren’t experienced. You have no idea about any of this, but you haven’t run when men who have known about their desires for years might have by now. I have done things to you that I wouldn’t do to most experienced masochists.” She leaned forward, close to my face, “and you are still here.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I said simply, not fully understanding the situation, but knowing it was where I wanted, maybe even needed, to be.

“I like that,” she whispered softly, running a hand affectionately across my cheek, “and I wonder how far I could push you, how much I could hurt you, without you running. Part of it is that you just don’t know any better.”

I nodded, and looked down feeling a bit of shame about the whole situation.

“You are naturally submissive.” She stood up and walked to the kitchen, continuing to speak as she went. “You might not have known that before last night, you might not even understand it, but you are. You are meant to belong to someone, and I think that someone is going to be me.”

My dick jumped at those words, but more interestingly I felt my shoulders release tension I didn’t even know I was carrying. The idea of belonging to her felt good.

“It isn’t going to be easy though.” She came back holding a glass of water, which she handed to me. “Drink that, you need it.”

While I gulped down the water she walked over to the bag and began to rummage through it, finding what she was looking for and walking back over to me.

“Take off your pants,” she ordered me, I immediately complied.

She pulled her hand from behind her back and revealed a black rubber buttplug. “You are going to put this in, and then you are going to go home. You are going to keep it in for as long as you can, and you are going to text me when you take it out.”

She handed me the plug, and then as an afterthought. “I didn’t give you any lube. You can use spit, I guess.”

This was my first test, and I had no idea what to do. I spit on it a little and then tried to shove it into my own hole. She chuckled as I tried twice and failed. I decided it needed more lube and I spit on it more, then I braced myself with one hand against a wall, and tried again. The feeling of it spreading me open was completely foreign to me and I slowly pressed it, not really knowing when to stop, or being able to see what I was doing.

Eventually I heard what I now know is a telltale plopping sound, and felt my sphincter close around the base; the feeling of fullness was incredibly strange to me. I turned and looked at my pink-haired Goddess and smiled ruefully. I felt my dick harden a little again and had to admit I enjoyed the feeling, though it did hurt a bit.

“That is a small one, the smallest one I have in fact.” She walked over and caressed my cheek again. “Now, get dressed and go home. I need to go back to the bar and let my friends know you didn’t kill me or something.”

“What about your number?” I asked, but the only response I got at first was her whirling around and slapping me, hard, across the face. I staggered back a bit, more in shock than anything else.

“You will remember to call me Mistress or you will deal with a lot more pain than you want, or at least more pain than you should want.” Her face was inscrutable, I could not be sure if there was still a small sense of playfulness there or not, but I was not going to test her.

“I am sorry, Mistress,” I looked at her seriously, “May I please have your number? I need to be able to text you when I take out the plug.”

She took my phone and punched her number into it, then did something else, waiting several moments and typing a few things in before she handed it back. I looked at her, confused.

“You’ll see,” was all she said. “Now go.”

The walk home felt longer with my ass full from her plug, and my mind was a rush of emotions. On one hand I was almost proud of myself, I had faced her, I had admitted what I felt, and it had led to something surprising. On the other hand, that thing it was leading to seemed entirely insane. What, exactly, was I doing? This woman had mugged me, she even said traumatized me, and here I was asking for more.

By the time I got home I was completely exhausted, for the second time in two nights. This time I didn’t even shower, I stripped off my clothes and crawled into the bed, I opened my phone and texted her goodnight, and then started searching the internet for information about the road I was going down. I found a glut of it and started to read, but abruptly at 2am a notification appeared on my screen informing me that my screen was locked until 8am, that is when I realized she had added a parental control app to my phone. I sat there dumbstruck for several minutes before shutting off the light and drifting into a fitful, dream filled, sleep.

I woke up early in the morning, my asshole screaming for relief. I went into the bathroom and gingerly, slowly even, removed the small plug from my puckered hole. It hurt coming out and the feeling of emptiness afterwards was a strange and new sensation for me. I washed the plug off and left it in the sink, returning to bed. I picked up my phone but it was no use, it was locked down for another two hours. I lay there wondering what other methods of taking control she had imagined. Strangely, looking at the locked phone screen stirred something in me and I began to get hard.

Soon I was playing with myself in the bed, and without thinking soon was spurting all over myself, and the bed, imagining my life in her hands. The specific thought in my mind right before I came was of her telling me to cum, and telling me that I would need her permission every time in the future; I had no idea how true a prediction that was, or how quickly it would be thrust upon me.

After orgasming I drifted in and out of sleep for a while longer until it was after 8am and I was able to once again use my phone. I fired off a quick text letting her know that I had removed the plug a couple of hours earlier, and that I had orgasmed imagining how far her control might extend into my life. I sat patiently, for a while, waiting for a response. Eventually making myself breakfast and turning on the tv to distract myself. Eventually an unfamiliar chime came from my phone and I saw that it was a text from her, she had given herself her own notification sounds, which somehow made my heart flutter.

Her text appeared bright on the screen. You were supposed to tell me as soon as you took the plug out. You will need to be punished for that, slave.

I read the text and immediately began to panic, explaining that whatever she had installed on my phone wouldn’t let me.

You should have tried harder, or waited to take the plug out. Be here in an hour so we can discuss this and you can receive your punishment.

I quickly showered and dressed myself, black jeans and an old tshirt, grabbed the plug and shoved it, obscenely, into a pocket, then hurried on my way, not wanting to add being late to the list of whatever my transgressions had been, I wasn’t sure really. But it was dawning on me that I was in much over my head than I even realized.

As I made the trek to her apartment, walking because I had enough time and because I needed time to think, I rolled over the idea that I was in over my head and that I was crazy for getting involved with this woman, in my head several times. Halfway there I was imagining telling her it was all a mistake, that the trauma and the loss of my girlfriend had made me stupid and I realized that. When I was a quarter of the way there I was thinking of all I had already endured because of her, and for her, and developing yet another erection. By the time I was in front of her apartment I was convinced that everything had felt the night before was real, that I was to be hers and that I would go as far as she wanted for that reality.

By the time I was standing outside her door knocking I didn’t care what she did to me, I just wanted to kneel for her again. She opened the door wearing a dark blue silken robe, the kind of robe that almost shimmered between the colors blue and black. She appraised me for a moment standing in her doorway then turned around, walking away.

“Close the door behind you and kneel,” she commanded.

It did not take long for my silent prayer to be answered. I closed the door and dropped to my knees, wincing once again as they met the tile of the floor. She left me there for a long moment, aching, and wondering what was next.

“I have been thinking about our text conversation,” she started. “On one hand punishing you when you didn’t know what was going to happen isn’t entirely fair. On the other I made no promises of fairness. It is quite the conundrum.”

She paused and looked at me, the barest smile hiding at the edge of her lips. Was it playful or predatory? Or both? I couldn’t say and I don’t think I cared. I wasn’t sure if I should speak, or even if it was safe to look at her, but I could not look away.

Finally, she continued. “However, while I didn’t promise you fairness, and you don’t know enough to expect it, our dynamic has to be built on something a little more solid than my whims. So, as will often be the case, I need to ask you a couple of questions. First, did you try to text me, or simply give up when you realized your phone was locked? Second, did you even consider leaving the plug in?”

I thought over her questions but the answers were simple. “No, Mistress. I did not think of either of those things. I am sorry.”

I let my head hang, not wanting her to see my shame. She was drinking it in anyway. “You didn’t know any better. You should have though. Take out your phone.”

I took out my phone and she took it from me, crouching down so we were eye to eye. She showed me that if I tried to unlock the screen when it was in parental control mode that there was a button that said “text parent” and another that said “emergency.”

“If you are going to be mine you have to always be able to reach me,” she said before ad

ding, “and you have to be able to call 911 in an emergency. I don’t actually see a need for you to be able to do much else with this thing, other than maybe reach your actual parents, but I know that would be a lot to do to you all at once. However, between the hours of 2am and 8am you won’t have access to your phone other than to do those two things, and once I get my hands on your computer the same will be true for that. Do you understand?”

My head swam at the reality of the control she wanted, but I thought back to her description of the man who had once lived in a cage for her, and realized I would probably willingly do the same. I nodded, adding quietly, “yes, Mistress.”

“Good, now I want you to think about the text messages and the discussion we just had and answer me honestly, do you think you deserve to be punished for these transgressions?” She stared into my eyes and I felt like she could see into my soul.

I looked back at her deep blue eyes and felt like she could see all of the thoughts that I had had that morning, and how they had led to me here, kneeling once again in her apartment. The words that came out of my mouth surprised me, but they were the most honest I could muster.

“Please punish me, Mistress.” I looked down at the floor again, searching as I did for the answer to why I said what I said.

“That isn’t an answer, slave. That is a request. Try again.” She lifted my head by the chin so I was once again looking into her eyes.

I felt my erection raging fully between my legs, and wondered if she had noticed. I felt guilty about it, this didn’t seem like it should be arousing, or at least that it shouldn’t be about arousal. But I realized it wasn’t about that. The arousal wasn’t incidental, but it was indicative of deeper things and I was finding them in my mind in those moments.

“I don’t know if I deserve to be punished, Mistress. I am not even sure if that is mine to say.” I paused and took a deep breath. “But I think I need to be punished, not because I find the idea arousing, though I guess you can tell I do, but because I need to surrender to your control and I need you to see that I truly surrender, without knowing what is next. I need to be punished so I can see, that I can feel, what I am truly accepting.”

She nodded thoughtfully at that. “A better answer than I expected, slave.”

She walked away, once again leaving me kneeling there. She came back later holding a small bag. I tightened my jaw, not sure what was in it, but instantly terrified by the fate I couldn’t yet see. My cock was straining in my jeans, and I saw her glance at it.

“What is in the bag is your first punishment, though it was also an inevitability of being mine. It is just happening faster, because much like the punishment that is coming I think you need it. What is going to happen next is not your punishment either, it is simply because that erection will not do for what I currently have planned for you.”

I looked up at her about to say something but all thoughts but blistering pain escaped my mind as she took a swift step forward and kicked me between my legs as hard as she could. The pain was unfathomable, significantly worse than any of the times she had kneed me in the groin. Thoughts of death were momentary but real, and I think I passed out for a moment.

When I had recovered, which was sometime later, I realized she had helped me into the living room and had me lay on the couch. I must have moved but couldn’t remember. She carefully took off my jeans and boxers, with minimal assistance from me. She carefully, tenderly even, looked over my surely bruised genitals.

“It isn’t that bad,” she reassured me, “and it got rid of the erection, hopefully for long enough for me to do this.”

The bag reappeared in her hand and she removed a steel cock cage from it. I recognized it as a chastity cage, though I had never before imagined one might be my fate. Now it looked almost like relief for my aching groin.

I watched fascinated as she wrapped the steel base around both my balls and flaccid cock before sliding the steel cage, which would allow my cock to breathe but not much else, over my limp noodle and latched it into place. There was a quiet snapping sound as it went into place.

“I know where the keys are, but unless they are on my body you never will. She patted it gently causing me to wince, “eventually you will be in it basically full time, but for the next couple of weeks if something feels wrong text me and I will come let you out as soon as I can. However, you will never be out of it outside of my presence. For all intents and purposes that little wank session you had this morning will hopefully be the last time you touch yourself uncaged, at least until I decide to do something more extreme.”

I gulped at that and nodded. “Thank you, Mistress”

She chuckled at that. “They always thank me. Now, when was the last time you had sex?”

I thought back, it had been about a week previous I realized. “About a week ago, before the breakup.”

“Good,” she stood up and was suddenly towering over me. “Unless I release you, and I truly do hope that never happens, that will be the last time you are ever inside a woman. I want you to let that thought burn into your brain today so I can ask you how it feels somewhere down the line.”

I looked at her confused, both by what she was saying and the realization that my cock was stirring in its new home at the idea that she was taking that away from me, perhaps forever.

She laughed. “Weird isn’t it? That being told you will never have sex again is arousing. Not as uncommon as you might think.”

She let that hang in the air as she turned away from me again. “Now, about that punishment, I will give you a choice. You can write that you are my property one thousand times or you can let me shave your head. Think carefully, I don’t intend to let you make many choices like this, or at all, going forward.”

I thought about it and imagined my hands cramping up writing for her. “Please shave my head, Mistress.”

“Good choice,” She smiled, “it is another thing that was happening eventually anyway.”

I sat at her feet as she plugged in the trimmers and began to shave away my hair and, it seemed, my old life. I couldn’t believe how much my life had changed in what was really such a short amount of time. I couldn’t believe I was sitting there, willingly and in great pain, for a woman that had mugged me not many days earlier. I let out a quiet sob, not even out of sadness but out of confusion. Mistress Kristina ignored it for a moment, but once she was finished she put a hand on my shoulder, gently.

“It’s okay, pet, I’ve got you,” she said quietly. And she did.


Six Months Later

I stood in front of the mirror, making sure I looked ready to go out, and taking in how much I had physically changed since becoming Mistress Kristina’s property. That is what I was too, the clothing hid the proof, not just the tattoo that she had me get saying as much after three months together, but the burns, bruises, cuts, and scars that she loved to mark me with, and I loved to accept. The clothes hid all of that, and the chastity device that had become a constant presence. I had orgasmed twice since she had locked me up, both times due to her vigorously fucking my ass with a strap-on, something she had taken to doing often; it had taken me several times before I came from it though.

The clothes couldn’t hide the other changes though. My head was still shaved, my clothing had changed to match hers, both in style and gender. I still looked, mostly, like a guy, but my jeans, most of my shirts, and the boots I now wore were feminine. It fit me well, to the point that she often joked, or at least I think it is a joke, about feminizing me completely. I also wore a thick steel collar, locked on at all times, it had been added after one month. Sometimes she threatened to weld it in place to make it truly permanent.

I stepped out of the bedroom to find her waiting on the couch, her hair now a mixture of pink and blue. Other than her hair, and the fact that she was taller than me and had tits, we could have been twins. Especially since she started making me wear blue contacts so our eyes matched. She smiled at me and offered me her hand to help her off the couch.

“I love seeing you like this, slave. Now, my friends are waiting for us, so let’s go.” She led me out the door and towards the bar where we had met.

Nobody ever bothered me there, but nobody really spoke to me either. I was hers, and everyone knew it. I would sit, nestled between her and one of her friends and listen while they spoke. Sometimes I join in but mostly I am just happy to be there. She rarely lets me drink, she rarely lets me do a lot of things. I like it though, I am hers and that feels comfortable. It feels right.
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