

Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 12: Mistress Alice Creates a Piggy

By Alyce Impelled


Author’s Note

This 12th Volume of Extreme Femdom Stories is a return to one of my favorite characters, Mistress Alice! If you have not read Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 6 and Volume 8 those will give you more information about what is happening in this story as it is a continuation of the events in those two volumes.

I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I did writing it. Mistress Alice gets to indulge in some of my truly darkest fantasies and those fantasies are a wonderful playground.


Chapter 1

Mistress Alice looked at her slave’s phone with a furrowed brow and red creeping up from her neck. It was her own fault. She had never thought to ask if anyone could see his location. She had never thought to check. Now this was a problem. 


Yo bro! You haven’t answered messages in ages and you haven’t left that location in days. I am coming over there to make sure you aren’t dead. 

It had been nearly a week since she had finished phase two of her experiment, and his destruction and phase three was supposed to start soon, but this was going to throw a wrench into everything. She went to the basement; she had been keeping her pet, she never even used his name anymore and planned to erase it from his memory soon enough anyway, in the box for some mild reinforcement of his training every night, that would eventually not be necessary but for now it kept him completely docile and desperate for her, which is just how she liked him.

She opened the box and chuckled quietly about how she didn’t even need to strap him in anymore. She still did sometimes, but last night she decided it wasn’t necessary, or maybe she was just too tired. Juggling graduate school, social responsibilities and the complete identity destruction of a willing subject kept a girl busy after all.

She gently woke him, and extracted him from the box, she looked him over quickly and the urge to tease and torture him came over her like wildfire, mostly because his cock was incredibly hard and bobbing obscenely in front of him. She shook her head.

“Soft, pet.” She loved how it worked. She just said the word and he went immediately flaccid, and no amount of touch or sensation would awaken it until she allowed it. The best part was that it didn’t change his arousal, if anything she had noticed that it only increased it.

“You love that don’t you?” She teased him. “Some day I am going to erase the other command and you are never going to get hard again.”

She meant it too, it had only been a week but she was already imagining him permanently limp and loved how that thought sat with her. There was no time for that today though.

“We have a problem though. You have a friend named Geoff?” It wasn’t really a question. “Apparently he can track your phone?”

Her slave tilted his head slightly, and then remembered, nodding. Then realizing the problem. “Oh, no.”

“Oh, no” She repeated, almost mocking him, “more like oh shit. Tell me everything you can about him, immediately.”

She listened as he explained Jeff was a fellow nerd, and they had been very close until Jeff got a girlfriend. They hadn’t had a falling out but they didn’t talk as often as they used to, then he met Mistress Alice and kind of forgot about Jeff completely.

Immediately Mistress Alice’s mind started churning. There were a few ways to deal with it, one was to present as a normal relationship and hope he would just go away. But that was fraught with problems, what if he turned back up, what if he missed his friend. She decided to try and scare him away.

“Slave, kneel next to the throne, facing out towards the room. You are not to move, no matter what. I don’t care how much it hurts, you stay there, still. I don’t care if you have to piss, lose control on the floor, I will make you clean it up later. That will still be better than what I will do to you if you so much as twitch a muscle without permission until I say otherwise.”

He looked at her and she didn’t see a single shred of disobedience left in his eyes. She wasn’t surprised though. Several periods of training with the time dilation drug and constant reinforcement in the box had changed him permanently, she knew that. She also knew she wasn’t done with him. She also knew she had never pushed him as far as she would today.

She moved around behind him to find the gag she was looking for, a gag that held his tongue in place, and connected to a wide funnel that allowed her to force him to swallow almost anything.   She came back and held it in front of him and said nothing, waiting for him to realize what it was and what it meant. She delighted in his trembling and was starting to see the day as an opportunity.

“I am putting you in this gag for the day. If you do anything today that bothers me even slightly I am going to leave it in place for a month, I am going to attach you to an IV and let the time dilation drug do its work. By the time I wean you off of it you won’t remember a time where you were anything but a receptacle for every bit of filth I felt like feeding you. Nod if you understand you dumb fucking pig.”

Even as she said it part of her was deciding if she wanted to do it anyway, it was a bit beyond what she had imagined for phase three, and part of her worried it would ruin what was left of his personality, but the thought turned her on so much that she had to at least consider the idea.

She locked the gag into place, and poured some water down his throat to test it. She watched and was relieved that he wasn’t gagging at all, though she knew that it was an intense and unusual sensation that would take him a while to get used to. The good news for her was that by the time the day was over he would probably mindlessly swallow anything she wanted him to, and that was definitely part of what she had in mind for the next phase in her process.

She started to wonder how far she could push him again. She had developed real affection for him, but she had also been waiting for this opportunity for ages and wasn’t going to give it away.  Her thoughts were broken by what she knew was coming, a knock at the door. She gave her slave one more look, content that he knew what was expected and then headed up the stairs. She stopped for only a moment to check out her appearance. It was maybe not exactly what she would have planned if this was a moment she had been building towards but it would do. A long band t-shirt over black leggings, and her hair was messy but hot. The best part of it is that it would give her unexpected guess no advanced warning of what he was going to experience. She added a little bit of her trademark ruby red lipstick to the look then went to the door.

“You must be Jeff, David told me you’d be stopping by, come on in.” She gave him her brightest smile and waited.

The man on the front step looked like your average college or early post college bachelor, if he had a girlfriend she hadn’t been doing much to improve him, Alice thought to herself. He had long shaggy brown hair and was wearing a wrinkled t-shirt and jeans that probably hadn’t seen the laundry in at least two or three wears.

For Jeff’s part, he tried to manage his shock when a goth bombshell who looked like she had just finished fucking opened the door. What had his friend gone and gotten himself into?

“Umm, yeah, I am Jeff.” He looked around and then slowly stepped through the door. “Is David here?”

“Well, duh, he moved in about a week ago. I am surprised he didn’t tell you.” She smiled again. “We were just hanging out downstairs. Do you want some water?”

“Nah, I really just wanted to check on my friend. It is weird he didn’t tell us about you.” He looked her over again, finding it hard to believe that David had managed to land someone like her.

“Is it?” She asked, smirking. “C’mon then. Let’s go see your friend.”

She led him to the basement door and opened it for him, he looked at her and then looked around, clearly nervous. She loved every second of it. He started down the steps and she followed, hoping he wouldn’t hear the click of the extra secure deadbolt as she locked the door behind them.

“What the fuck?” Jeff’s yell didn’t startle her, she expected it. He turned around to face her, his face already turning deep red. “What the fuck have you done to my friend?”

He probably expected her to back up, be frightened, something. She gave him no emotional response though, just stood straight and tall in front of him with a cool smile playing at her lips.

“Maybe this is why he didn’t tell you about us, sweetie.” She pouted her lips at him, mocking his concern. “Maybe he knew you’d react like this.”

She looked past Jeff at her slave, still kneeling in place despite his friend’s outburst, and she wondered how he felt about his friend’s reaction. She chuckled and then looked back at Jeff.

“This is fucked up. I am calling the cops.” He pulled out his phone.

She didn’t try to take it from him. She didn’t react with anger. She just calmly placed a hand on his wrist, not even trying to stop him, just taking his attention. He looked up at her. “Are you sure you want to do that? He is a consenting adult after all. Are you sure he doesn’t want to be here?”

“Why would anyone want to be in that situation?” He spat out the words and gestured wildly at David. “What kind of pervert would enjoy that?”

“I would tell you to ask him, but he can’t do much more than nod right now.” She licked her lips and let go of his hand. “Really though, ask if he wants to be here.”

Temporarily mollified Jeff put his phone away and turned around, walking cautiously towards his friend.

As he got closer he realized that the circumstance was even more obscene than he realized. His friend had been shaved completely from the neck down, and was wearing nothing but a leather collar and cuffs, a metal tube around his genitals, and whatever the contraption was on his face.

“C’mon David, get up. Let me get you out of here. This chick is obviously psycho.” Jeff reached for David’s arm but the other man shook his head. “What do you mean, no? You want to be here?”

David nodded, which looked absurd with the funnel gag attached to his head, but the message was still clear.

“What do you mean? We aren’t supposed to be here. They are supposed to do what we say. We’re men.” He gestured vaguely at Alice as he spoke and for the first time she felt anger rather than concern or amusement at the whole situation. She stepped up behind him and placed a hand gently on his shoulder.

“You can think what you want but we don’t speak like that in this–” her words were cut off by him turning around abruptly and shoving her hand away.

“Don’t touch me bitch.” He snarled. “Maybe I should show you your place.”

Mistress Alice didn’t acknowledge him but looked past him to her slave, she put a palm up to let him know to stay where he was and was relieved that he did so. She could see in his eyes that he wanted to protect her though and she loved that.

She then tilted her head back into place and stared directly into Jeff’s eyes. She didn’t think he would actually get violent, then again she didn’t care. She knew some things he didn’t and if he tried to hurt her she doubted it would go well for him, especially as he wasn’t that much larger than her to begin with.

“If men are supposed to be in charge then you must think your friend is really pathetic, huh?” She put her hands on her hips and let her lips tilt slightly upward. “What kind of loser winds up in the place he is in right now?”

He grunted and took a step back, looking around the room for the first time. “What the fuck is this place?”

“It is my, well our, playroom.” She let herself laugh. “This is where all the magic happens.”

“Magic? This looks like a pervert’s wet dream.” He grunted again. “Fucking weird if you ask me.”

She said nothing and watched as he looked around. She had no doubt that he was curious about it all even as he was disgusted.

“You know, you could do anything to your old friend right now and he wouldn’t move.” She broke the silence, then let the words hang in the air.

“What?” He turned his head and repeated himself. “What?”

She walked up and put a hand on his shoulder. “You could do anything you wanted and he wouldn’t move an inch.”

He stopped moving around but didn’t look back at her. Instead he looked at his friend and then walked towards him.

“Is that right, David? Are you such a pathetic bitch that you just let anyone do whatever they want to you now.” She could hear something in his voice breaking, curiosity and maybe disgust overcoming the anger.

David didn’t move, he shifted his eyes to look at her, they were pleading with her to intercede. She shook her head imperceptibly. The message was clear, whatever was going to happen next was going to happen and there was nothing he could do to stop it.

While Jeff continued to berate David she went to a mini fridge and grabbed two bottles of water and walked over to them. She also grabbed her medicine bag and tucked it under her arm.

She handed Jeff a bottle without asking if he wanted it, then opened the other bottle and took a long sip. She then stepped in between Jeff and David, leaned over and let the water back out of her mouth into the waiting funnel. Jeff took a step back in shock, but David swallowed it all, looking up at her with a silent plea. She tapped his cock cage with her big toe and could see from the way he trembled that all of the arousal was there under the surface, maybe more than ever.

She looked at Jeff and said quietly, “what about you? What do you want to do to him?”

Jeff looked at his feet and mumbled something neither of them could hear.

“What did you say?” She turned and faced him fully. “Maybe you are afraid of the answer. Maybe the answer is you’d rather be him?”

“No.” He said loudly, spinning around in frustration. “I should leave.”

“No you shouldn’t Jeff. You should take this opportunity. It might never come around again. How many times has your friend annoyed you? Weren’t you worried about him? He ignored you for days!” Alice continued to press on him, pushing all of the buttons she could.

She could feel panic emanating off her slave as she did it too, which made it all the more delicious. “Look at how pathetic he is. You could do anything to him and he would just take it because that is what he is now. He is a pathetic, locked up, obedient, slave.”

Jeff stood stock still and she could see him shaking, she could almost imagine the porn he looks at when he is alone. She almost told him to kneel, and believed he might, but that would be too easy. She wanted to push him the other way first and then bring him crashing down to earth.

Finally he turned around and faced her. All of the anger seemed to be wrung out of him. “What should I do to him?”

“What do you want to do to him?” She smirked.

“I have never thought about that.” He looked past her at his friend. “He looks so pathetic like that.”

“He is so pathetic like that.” She said to him then she leaned in and whispered “and he loves it.”

He started moving back towards him. “This is really who you are huh?”

This time he prodded him in the chest with his boot. “A kneeling toy for a hot goth chick? A slave? She called you a slave.”

He kicked at his chest again, not hard, but enough to make him rock back slightly. He didn’t turn at first when Alice appeared by his side.

“So I’m hot, huh?” She nudged him with her shoulder.

“Duh.” He responded, laughing lightly. “Anyone can see that. When you answered the door I wondered how Davey here landed someone so obviously out of his league. I get it now I guess.”

“Do you?” Her voice softened. “Show me that you get it.”

“How?” He glanced at her and looked away quickly.

“Use him as a urinal.”

“Wh..what?” He glanced at her again.

“You heard me Jeff.” Her voice was no longer soft. “Take out that big cock I know you are hiding and drain it into his funnel and watch while he guzzles all of it down without complaining.”

She watched her slaves eyes widen with fear and laughed out loud. “It is too late for fear you fucking dumbass. You signed up for this. And remember what I told you earlier. There won’t be anything left in that useless brain of yours if you move an inch.”

Jeff had not heard her talk like that to David yet, and shifted to the side so she couldn’t see that it turned him on. That was the last thing he needed.

David watched all of it happen and did his best not to move. He could not figure out what his Mistress had planned at all. Suddenly he felt his stomach drop as his old friend turned to him and began undoing his jeans. He looked behind him to Mistress Alice who just stood there watching completely emotionless.

Jeff undid his pants and then slowly pulled out what Mistress Alice thought was, frankly, a far less impressive cock than her slave had, and watched with joy as he let loose a stream of piss into the funnel, some of it missing and splashing on her slave’s face, causing her to stifle a laugh.

She could see that her slave hated it, but he managed to swallow it all without wretching.

“Good slave,” she said as she watched him finish swallowing it all. Then she poured the remainder of her bottle of water down the funnel. By the time he was finished swallowing it all you could see how bloated he was.

“How long do you think he will hold all that liquid before he has to let it out himself?” She asked Jeff

“What happens then?” She could tell he was growing more and more curious.

“He kneels in his own piss, which is also your piss, and then we laugh at him.” She grinned at him.

This time she could plainly see he was aroused and decided to take a chance. Suddenly she reached out and grabbed his dick. “You are enjoying this aren’t you?”

“Yes.” He looked away from her.

“And to think not that long ago you wanted to leave.” She teased him and pulled him closer using his own dick as a leash. She then kissed him passionately and aggressively. She forced her tongue into his mouth and managed not to gag when she could tell he hadn’t even bothered to brush his teeth.

When she pulled away he was breathless and she used it as an opportunity to push him towards the box. When she got him to the edge she pulled off his shirt, and he started kissing her again. His jeans were still undone and she started pushing them down. He eventually sat on the edge of the box and kicked off his boots and socks and everything else. Soon she had him naked.

She pushed him back on to the mattress, playful teasing at his nipples as she did so. She then shifted to the side, skill fully convincing him to adjust so he was laying in the proper position in the  box, she began kissing him again and playing with his, definitely too small, cock. Soon he was rock hard and panting.

“Look at how obedient he is. Even now he won’t move. He will just kneel there while I fuck you senseless.” She looked over her shoulder at her slave, wondering what was going through his mind.

She straddled him and slowly slid down on his cock, wiggling as she did so. Soon she was sliding up and down on him and his eyes were rolled back. She could tell immediately he was the sort to not put any effort into a woman’s pleasure. She also planned to change that. She kept him inside her as she leaned forward and whispered in his ear.

“I bet you didn’t think you were going to fuck your friend’s girlfriend today, huh?” She licked at his ear and sucked on his neck.

He grunted in response but managed little else. She started riding him wildly and felt him getting close to orgasm. She started twisting herself slightly every time she pushed down on him and knew it wouldn’t be long before he exploded. She was right, it only took two or three more downward thrusts for him to explode. She leaned over him and wrapped herself around him, kissing his neck more.

As she rolled off of him she kept one hand on his chest and quickly placed three of the straps in place, maybe not enough to hold him down but enough to confuse him while she did the rest. He didn’t stir until he felt her lock his ankles into place.

“What the fuck are you doing?” He asked her, too confused to sound angry.

“Did you enjoy that fuck?” She practically sneered at him.

“Well…yeah. It was the best I ever had.” He looked at her, “but–”

It was her turn to cut him off, which she did with a single finger raised in the air. “Good, because it was the last one you’ll ever have.”

He tried to sit up but the straps held his chest into place, and she climbed back on top of him pushing him down. Before he could even fight her off she got the neck strap in place. 


“Admit it. Thinking of being just like him is what really turned you on so much.” She sneered at him again. “Pretending to be big and tough, but you are really just a fragile little child waiting for a woman to take charge.” 

She grabbed his wrists and pushed them down and kissed him again. Despite his mounting concern he couldn’t help himself but kiss her back. She was way too hot and he was way too discombobulated to really fight.

Before he knew what had happened she had cuffed both of his wrists into place. She stayed straddling him and smirked. “If you really didn’t want this you would have found a way to fight me off. But don’t worry. I won’t make you say it, not yet anyway.”

She then dismounted him and replaced herself with the tube, which she slid over his cock and locked into place. Before he could even ask about that she moved on to the metal plug. He screamed when she forced that into place, he had not had the benefit of stretching himself out first as her slave had.

“Oh my god, that hurts so much. Please stop. Please please please.” Now he was frantic. “I’ll leave. I will never bother you or David again. I was rude.” He went silent as she placed a hand over his mouth.

“It is far too late for that. You are going to be my new experiment.” She chuckled and crawled out of the box, but didn’t close it right away.

Instead, she went to her medicine bag and pulled out a syringe and a bottle that her slave knew all too well. She walked back over to the box and grinned as she prepared the syringe.

“As I told David when I used this on him I am not going to bore you with the name, just know that what this does is it absolutely obliterates your sense of time. It stretches it out so wildly that hours feel like weeks, a day can feel like a month or more.

She ignored his pleas as she injected it into his arm. It was the largest dose she had ever given anyone.

“Enjoy training, piggy. This should be exciting for both of us.” She closed the lid, and locked it into place.

She then sat down at her computer and carefully put in a bunch of parameters. Soon the box whirred to life, and not long after that Jeff’s screaming stopped. She finally went back over to her slave, and carefully removed the funnel gag.

He lost control as she did so and began to urinate everywhere. Normally she would be annoyed that it was getting on her feet but she knew she had put him through far more than even he could normally handle. He began to sob and collapsed into the puddle of his own piss.

She left him there for a moment as she prepared a stool over the drain and pulled the shower hose into place. Then she went back to him and placed a hand gently on his shoulder.

“Let’s get you cleaned up, pet.” She helped him as he first crawled and then slowly got to his feet. “I have some things to say and some things to ask you.”

She helped him to the stool and sat him down and began to run a gentle stream of warm water over him, washing away the piss and hopefully some of the hurt. Finally she opened her mouth to speak.

“I never thought I would be in this position but I need to apologize to you, pet. I am so sorry.” She took a deep breath. “It was not your job to think about what was happening on your phone. It was my responsibility to ask those questions and I didn’t.”

She circled him and looked to him for understanding. He nodded, but she could see pain and exhaustion behind his eyes.

“I have put you through so much, and I know you agreed to it and I know you wanted it, but it is still a lot. And then to have what happened today happen. I know that isn’t fair.” She paused again.

This time he spoke. “You had sex with him.”

She took that in. It was a statement, not a question or an accusation. And he was right. She had fucked his friend, and let him watch. She had to decide how to handle this.

“I did and I will do that again with other people in the future and yes, you will be forced to watch if that is what I want.” She said it plainly, and wanted him to understand that was just part of his life now.

“You let him…” he trailed off, not even able to finish the sentence.

“I let him use you as a urinal. Yes.” She finished the statement for him. “I am not going to lie, I enjoyed that immensely, and more of those things will happen in the future too.”

Her slave just nodded.

“This whole morning was unplanned. But once he said the things he did about women I decided that I was going to raise him up a bit and then bring him crashing down. I am going to give you a chance to change my mind though. I will let him go if that is what you want.” She crouched down and looked him in the eyes. “I will make him forget us and this place and let him go. All you have to do is say it is what you want.”

“And what do you want, Mistress?” He looked at her plainly, this was the only time they had ever spoken like this, nearly as equals.

“I want to do the things to him that I like you too much to do to you.” She shrugged.

“Will you ever let him use me like that again?” He still looked hurt.

“No.” She shook her head. “If I let that program run to its conclusion that won’t be an option anyway. Nor will sex, or really any kind of aggression.”

“What are you doing to him?” He looked genuinely curious now.

“I gave him enough of the time dilation drug that it will feel like somewhere around six months for him in there. The training he is receiving will turn him into an entirely passive bottom, who can only get off from being penetrated. The training will basically psychologically castrate him and I will be surprised if he ever gets hard again. There are other things, but that is the crux of it.”

Her slave looked at her, mouth agape. She couldn’t help but laugh.

“What?” She smirked at him, “I warned you I was not a kind person.”

“I hate how hot that all sounds.” He finally admitted.

“Do you want me to do that to you too?” She was serious, she wanted to know.

“I don’t know.” He looked at her as if he was searching her eyes for the answer. He didn’t find it there, or anywhere, but realized the truth. “I think what I really want is for you to feel like you can do anything to me, no matter how fucked up and no matter what it ultimately costs me.”

She laughed at that. “I hate to break it to you, but it has already cost you everything. You are never going to be free, and I hope you know that. You are going to belong to me forever.”

She watched his shoulders drop at that and realized it was relief. “That is all you actually want isn’t it?”

He nodded.

“Good.” She smiled at him. “You deserve a break from all of this though. Let’s go upstairs.”

He was shocked, she hadn’t actually let him upstairs in all the time they’d been together. He followed her happily and they both forgot for a moment about who was in the box and what they were experiencing.


Chapter 2

While Mistress Alice and her slave ate a meal together in the dining room, Jeff was experiencing something else entirely, time had slowed to a crawl and he was receiving a day’s worth of training, through a barrage of images, keywords, and physical sensation every few minutes. It took less than an hour for him to crumble completely and accept what was happening to him.

His last conscious thought was one of frustration that Alice had seen right through his charade and realized that he had had fantasies of being used by women. He had hated himself for it and had nearly broken the habit after years of listening to real men talk about how being a man worked and how women were really meant to be treated. Every couple of weeks though he would slip and find himself masturbating to images of dominant women, he always felt gross afterwards and always worked to correct his behavior.

It didn’t take very long, though for him it felt like much longer, for him to realize that was all over now. He learned very quickly that he was actually made to serve women, and one woman in particular, Mistress Alice. He learned that he was nothing but an object to be used, and his mouth and ass were just holes to be filled. He was made to be used and his name was Piggy.

David tried not to think about what was happening to his friend, or how his friend had behaved. Part of him felt guilty. He had come here willingly, but his friend had not. Still, his friend had played Alice’s games, even pissed in his mouth. He didn’t want to admit that when he relived that moment he felt his dick trying and failing to get hard. He also couldn’t help but wonder what Jeff’s presence meant for him.

“What are you thinking about, slave?” Mistress Alice broke the silence.

“Thinking about Jeff. Him coming here, everything that happened this morning.” He looked down at his plate. “It was a lot.”

“It was.” She took his hand, showing a gentle side he rarely saw from her. “I probably could have handled all of that better. As you know, I am a little bit extreme…and let’s be honest, if rules or morals really applied in my mind you wouldn’t be here to begin with.”

He laughed at that, she was about a million times more extreme than he had thought possible and somewhere in his mind he knew she could be locked up for what she had done to him, let alone to Jeff. He also knew he’d rather die than see that happen.

“This is all so insane.” He shook his head.

“Welcome to my circus, pet.” She smiled. “I assure you, you are the main attraction.”

“So what now?” He looked at her seriously.

“I have been thinking about that and I have decided on a few things, some of them I am not going to tell you.” She sighed. “The first thing I have to do is get rid of your phone, and Jeffs. Do you know the skyview bridge, about 20 miles from here?”

He nodded. 


“Well, if anyone ever comes looking for either of you they are going to think that is where you both ended up.” She sighed. “You probably aren’t going to like this, but I am going to make it look like you two were lovers, and that you had a suicide pact.” 

He looked at her shocked, unable to say a word.

“That is about the response I expected. The good news though, is that it means you really are going to be my slave, pet, and guinea pig forever.” She winked at him.

He felt stirrings of arousal at the thoughts of all of it and wondered how much of it was who he was and how much of it was a trained response. He could tell from the way she looked at him that she knew what he was pondering.

“You are getting off on this aren’t you, pet?” She smirked.

“I mean…you are creating a world I couldn’t have even imagined in my weirdest fantasies. You have already basically destroyed who I was as a person and now you are faking my death all so you can torture me and my former friend forever? It is weird, it is definitely evil, but it is also super hot. I can’t get away from that last part.”

She chuckled at that. “Former friend?”

“The minute he insulted you he was dead to me. I would have been disgusted even before you took me but now I can’t imagine caring about anyone but you to begin with.” He looked down, “honestly, it is getting harder to even remember my life before.”

The last confession pleased her more than she could ever explain. “Look, you told me that you didn’t have anyone in your life you needed to keep. If you don’t need it, why should I let it stick around and potentially cause us future problems? In another month or two you won’t remember any of them beyond blurry vague memories. In a month or so after that, you’d be able to run into your own parents on the street and you won’t be able to recognize them, let alone feel anything for them.”

She never intended to tell him that part of what she was doing, but she felt he had earned the truth. She was surprised that the look on his face wasn’t anguish or anger. It was a desperate need, and love, and arousal. That face aroused her more than anything she had done all morning.

She got up from the table and walked behind him, first massaging his shoulders a little, then lightly wrapping an arm around his neck, squeezing just enough that he could feel the pressure but not enough to cut off circulation completely.

She nibbled on his ear lightly for a second then breathed into it “hard for me pet, harder than you’ve ever been.”

In mere seconds he was shaking, the flood of arousal he had been feeling all morning engorging his cock so hard that the cage was biting into it at every point. The pain was intense but he was too far gone, and way too aroused to care.

“Tell me you want me to erase everyone you’ve ever loved or cared for. Tell me you want me to erase every desire you’ve ever had but me. Tell me you want to be nothing but my helpless prey, my desperate obedient fuck puppet, until the end of time.” She growled into his ear.

He mumbled it all, over and over again. Begged for things she didn’t ask for, hadn’t even thought of. He asked to have no thoughts and no emotions but what she’d allow, he asked to hate everything but what she loved and what she wanted him to love. He asked her to turn him into the most depraved pervert she could. He asked her to make him forget everything else. By the end he was just mumbling the word ‘fuckpuppet’ between moans and cries of need.

She loved every second of it. She had never seen someone break so completely just from arousal.

“Pet, I am going to do all of that to you and more. Your life is effectively over. You are nothing but my toy to play with and destroy. Now cum for me. Cum for me harder than you ever have, and know that this is all you are now.”

He spasmed against her and ropes of cum fired from his cage and covered the dining room table and floor around it, some even hit him in the face. As he relaxed against her in the after glow of it she scooped what had hit him up and fed it to him slowly.

“Good slave, I think now we know maybe a little bit of just how far this is going to go,” she let him go and he collapsed against the table. “When you feel like you can move, clean up the rest of the mess you made, with your tongue of course.”


Chapter 3

It was two more days before she took the thing that had been Jeff out of her slave breaking box. He didn’t know it of course, to him it had been months, and in that time his brain had been almost completely fried. He dropped to his knees in front of her, crying, almost the instant he was out of the box.

“I’m sorry, Mistress Alice. I know my place now. I will never be rude to you, or any, woman ever again. Please forgive me. Please forgive me.” He looked up at her, his face red and stained with tears. The only thing redder in the entire room was his cock, which looked like it had been abused nearly to the point of destruction.

She smirked down at him then grabbed his hair and pulled his head upward so he was looking directly into her eyes, she bared her teeth and her eyes shone with absolute malice and none of the affection she had for her pet. She gathered as much spit as she could in her mouth then let it drop slowly onto his unmoving face.

“Oh that’s sweet,” she sneered. “From now on there are only grunts from piggies though.”

Suddenly his eyes went even wider and she nearly laughed at the confusion on his spit covered face. He tried to ask her what was happening but could only grunt. That made him more confused and made him grunt more. As she let go of his hair he collapsed to the floor crying and grunting and squealing. The harder he tried to communicate the worse it got, and the more it pleased her.

She turned to her slave, who was kneeling by her throne once more and winked. “See, we won’t hear anymore of his rudeness. I would have to ask him to speak and I don’t intend to do that. In fact, I think the next time I put him in the box I will train him even deeper in this. Eventually he will just forget how to form words.”

Her slave looked at her, newly awed by just how far she will take things, and tried not to snicker at his former friend’s fate. What her new piggy didn’t know is that while he was asleep in the box she had opened it and taken several pictures of him sucking on her slave’s locked cock, and took similar pictures of her slave blowing him passionately. They were all on the piggy’s phone, which would help with the story they were trying to build.

The piggy continued to lay at her feet sobbing. When Mistress Alice looked down at him she could see that his dick was obscenely hard. Something she would correct, permanently, in the not too distant future. She looked lovingly at her slave, the truth was her initial plans for David were much closer to where she was now going to take his friend, but she found him too adorable, too kind, and too loving to truly destroy. Instead her plan shifted towards trapping him so completely that she was his entire world.

Yes, she intended to degrade him utterly, but she was resolved not to destroy his love for life, or his love for her. He had fallen for her entirely too quickly, but she was fine with that. Normal, obviously wasn’t her cup of tea.

“Up, piggy,” she finally commanded and the pig reluctantly got up on its feet, never taking its eyes off the ground.

“Over to the cross.” She pointed and watched as the thing formerly named Jeff walked to the cross and waited.

She turned him around so he was facing out into the room. She then strapped him to the cross tightly enough to keep him mostly immobile, before rolling over an obscene metal stand with a dildo sticking up from it, she rolled it under him then raised it until it was the right size before slowly impaling him on it.

A single flick of a button and the machine started slowly fucking him, causing him to shake his head violently, the grunts and squeals and the look in his eyes the only communication he could muster. It was enough, she could see he was begging for it to stop, though it never really would.

Instead she leaned in close and breathed in his ear. “Learn to enjoy it piggy, this is the only way you can ever find release again. Machines like this or a parade of men I bring through to stretch your ass until you can’t remember what it felt like to not be a gaping, useless hole.”

She watched him shudder, but the grunts became more animalistic and needy the closer he got to an orgasm. She turned away from him completely disinterested in his pleasure.

“You, slave. It is your turn for the box.” She pointed.

“Why?” He looked up at her pleadingly.

“Are you questioning me?” She leaned forward, her eyes suddenly menacing.

“No Mistress,” he visibly shrunk. “I mean, what do you have planned for me now?”

She giggled at that and then stared at him pointedly. “You are never to ask that again. But today I will tell you that it is both a treat, and a little bit of, well, mental rearranging.”

He was confused but knew enough not to ask. He willingly crawled into the box, she followed behind carefully strapping him in. She loved how he laid there willingly, accepting whatever she wanted of him.

“Someday, I am going to hook you up to an IV, and leave you in here for a month. If my calculations are right it will feel like almost three years. I haven’t even decided what I am going to do with you in that time, because the truth is it is less about what I do and more about making you experience it.” She laughed at the look of horror on his face. “Don’t worry dummy, I am not doing that today. This is going to feel really weird though, and by tomorrow you will be a slightly different person.”

She finished attaching all of the necessary equipment, shut the box and turned it on. She then turned back to the piggy. There was a puddle of cum on the floor that she looked at and figured was at least two orgasms worth.

“By the time I get back two things are going to be true piggy. That puddle of cum is going to be bigger, stickier, and cold. Cold cum is so much worse than hot cum, and I am going to enjoy watching you slurp every bit of it up off the floor.” She walked over to one of the storage chests, opened it and pulled out a strange looking tool that looked like a cross between a gun and a set of pliers. “The other thing that is going to be true is your cock is going to be permanently ruined.”

She collected a few more items and then walked slowly up to him, swinging her hips as she did. The first thing she showed him was a thin plastic tube, she stroked it with two fingers to apply a generous amount of lube, almost treating it like she might a cock she was pleasuring. He moaned as she watched, causing her to chuckle.

The moans grew louder as she slowly slid the tube down the urethra of his hard, tortured, cock. She kept pushing until she felt a gentle pop at the end, and heard him squeal in pain. She pushed it just a little further to make sure it was fully in place.

“That is step one finished. But step two is the really fun part,” she told him.

She then carefully slid the tool around his cock and all the way up to the base. When she pulled the trigger he felt a hard snap followed by extreme pain. He looked down to see a thick band so tight around his cock that it was almost cutting through it. The cock itself was already turning dark red.

“I can’t wait to see how deeply purple that is when I get back. Don’t worry, the pain will stop eventually, but I wonder if you know what that means?” She taunted him by waving the tool in his face before walking away.

The piggy squealed and grunted and moaned but she ignored it all as she collected his clothes and other belongings and walked quickly up the stairs.


Chapter 4

As Alice took the long drive out to the bridge she thought about the two creatures in her basement and how different they were. David had come to her knowing he was submissive, and maybe he should have thought it through more but she really believed he was where he belonged and while she wanted to control him almost to the point of destroying his free will she wanted him to be happy and feel loved.

Jeff, the piggy, was a different story entirely. He was probably, at his heart, submissive. But he had bought into so many awful things about women that she truly believed there was no way to rid him of that toxicity completely. He had been entitled, full of rage, and a total misogynist. She couldn’t wait to see what she could put him through and also believed she was doing the world, or at least all women, a favor.

Her mind then wandered back to David and what was happening in the box right now. It was cruel, deliciously so, but also probably incredibly enjoyable for him. A virtual version of her was asking him dozens of questions about his ambitions, his life goals, how he likes to serve, many things she would have asked him at the beginning if this was a normal, or even a normal for D/s, relationship.

That wasn’t the fun part though. The fun part was what the box was doing with that information. Through pleasure and pain stimuli, positive and negative reinforcement, mantras, and definitely a ton of orgasms, the box would be training any meaningful ambition right out of him. Dream jobs? Relationship goals? Further education? All would be replaced with being the perfect male version of a 1950s housewife. By the time it was done, doing her laundry and cooking her dinner would be seen as the most important things he could possibly do, and the thought of becoming a lawyer, or whatever other high minded dreams he might have had, would leave him with a sense of vague queasiness.

The best part, to her mind, though, was that at the end of it all she was certain he would thank her for it.

When she finally got to the bridge she stood there looking at the phones, wallets, and clothes she had brought with her. She looked down into the foaming waters below and felt the slightest twinge of guilt regarding what people would think of both of them. It was for the best though. A few more months here and she would pack everything up and her and her fucked up family would move somewhere to start new, and eventually everybody would forget about David, the perfect loving slave, and Jeff, the useless and soon to be dickless pain piggy.


Some endings are also new beginnings. Don’t worry, we will check back in on Mistress Alice and her growing menagerie sometime in the future. I have something VERY special planned for lucky Volume 13 though. It will be a little familiar, very different, and features a new character that you sickos will just fall in love with. As always if you have any questions your comments please email alyceimpelled@gmail.com

In the meantime here are some other delicious stories for you to enjoy: 


Novellas and Anthologies: 
  

The Making of Slave M: The Complete Erotic Femdom Romance

Enslaved by My Ex-Girlfriend: The Complete Erotic Femdom Romance
 

Extreme Femdom Collection #1: Four Tales of Captivity and Castration 
 

My Professor, My Master Series #1: A Gay Erotic Romance Featuring BDSM

Diaper Domination Bundle #1: Five Femdom ABDL Stories
 

Extreme Femdom Stories:

Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 1: From Man to Castrated Pet

Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 2: Three Slaves

Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 3: The Making and Breaking of Male Slaves

Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 4: Brainwashed by Barista

Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 5: Castrating Clarence & Breaking His Wife

Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 6: Mistress Alice’s Slave Breaking Box

Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 7: Toy Store Castration

Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 8: Mistress Alice’s Time Torture

Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 9: Convention Castration

Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 10: Owning The Billionaire Pain Pig


Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 11: Beaten and Enslaved after A Chance Encounter 
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