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Dedication

This is dedicated to Goddess Tara who inspired most of my desire for submission, and every character who thinks of their slaves as “depraved little pigs.” I hope we meet again someday!


Part 1

Ever since high school, maybe even before that, I had had a thing for goth girls. Big clunky boots. Black hair. Pale skin. Piercings. Dresses, or pants, or skirts, it didn’t matter. They were alluring, mysterious, and beautiful. In college I would stumble over myself trying to be kind to them, helpful, interesting. The few dates I earned never really went anywhere, but I just felt lucky to have a bit of their attention.

“I lost my teddy bear, will you sleep with me tonight?” I could still remember her leaning over and asking me in the middle of the dingy college bar in our dingy college town.

The music was awful and everyone looked the same, except her. She wore a mini skirt and a corset top, with black combat boots that stopped just below her knees. Her natural hair color was red, but her bangs were dyed black. It was a unique look.

“Sorry?” I asked, incapable of fully registering that she was hitting on me.

“You heard me,” she smirked.

It finally dawned on me that she was interested. I bought her a two dollar well drink and we made small talk about a class we shared. We left together and wound up back in her dorm room. It was the best night of my life, though it was never repeated.

I saw her around campus a few times, sometimes she’d smile and wave. Once in a while we’d make small talk. Every time I pushed for a second date she was busy. Alone in my dorm room I would masturbate to the image of her on top of me, riding me, digging her nails into my chest. It was the first time I had realized I could enjoy pain.

I finished school, I finished grad school, and I went to work for a consulting firm. I would go out to goth clubs sometimes. Usually I would just watch, maybe dance by myself a little. Sometimes one of the goddesses would flirt with me. It never went anywhere, probably because I was too shy. At least I was making good money.

I kept circling back to that moment where Claire dug her nails into my chest and how it made me feel. I realized the idea of pain and pleasure mixed was fascinating and kept spiraling down the ideas of kink, and eventually submission, through the years. Once I had my finances in good order I started going to pro dommes occasionally. I enjoyed it, at least in part because it was the only real physical intimacy in my life, but I ultimately found it lacking.

Something is better than nothing though, so I kept returning, even though I swore I would not. My first sessions were pretty standard fare, they would tie me up, tease me, spank me, that sort of thing. That all changed when I met Goddess Lyra. She worked out of a dungeon that was dangerously close to my apartment, and was a six foot tall goth lesbian. She insisted on meeting in public before we played the first time, so I agreed to pay her fee and buy her coffee.

We made small talk for about fifteen minutes and I wasn’t really sure what was going on. I understood wanting to meet for her safety, but this seemed like more than that. Finally she put her coffee down and stared directly into my eyes, I suddenly felt frozen, trapped in her stare.

“I think I can work with you,” she started. “But I do not like clients that bounce in and out at a whim. You are supposed to be submissive. I want you to agree to bi-weekly sessions. You will give me a list of hard limits, beyond those things anything I want to do is on the table. You will pay one thousand dollars a month and if a session needs to be canceled it is your loss.”

I had never heard of a dominatrix working like this before, and I was nervous. I still wasn’t sure what I liked, what I wanted. I also wasn’t sure about such a commitment. But I couldn’t stop staring into her deep dark brown eyes and it was like my mouth was making a choice without my brain even getting involved.

“Yes Goddess Lyra,” I found myself saying, “that sounds perfect.”

“Good.” Her smile sent a shiver down my spine. “That is good.”

She pulled a packet of papers out of a large purse and handed them to me. “Read these and fill them out. I will need them for your first session. Which I would like to be at this time next week.”

I did not get the impression that any of this was negotiable. Again I just found myself nodding and agreeing. What was wrong with me? We resumed some minor small talk as we finished our drinks. I handed her fifty dollars, her fee for vetting, which seemed like nothing considering what I had just agreed to.

That night I went home and spent the evening looking over the documents she had shared with me. One of them was a sheet asking about any medical issues I might have, one was what looked like a boilerplate agreement acknowledging my consent and that I was waiving any right to claims in the event of accidental injury or harm. The last was a list of activities with the directive to mark off any that were hard limits. 

I looked over the list of activities and had to google search more than a few of them and decided to mark off any that I found particularly concerning. In hindsight maybe I should have been more thoughtful in what I considered a hard limit, though if I had it is possible I would have never learned what I needed to about myself.

I waited for our first session, and wondered what she had in store for me. A couple of days beforehand she sent me an email reminding me to bring all of the paperwork filled out and suggesting I wear loose fitting clothing. For my part, though I was not a complete novice, I read up on how to approach seeing a professional domme on a regular basis. Several posts suggested bringing a gift, which seemed odd to me since I was already spending a lot of money. I decided to heed their advice though and settled on a bouquet of orchids.

The day of the first session came and I dressed in linen pants and a loose fitting top. I arrived at the dungeon, still unsure of going to a location so close to my home, and found myself sitting in a waiting area that could have been for just about anything. It all felt strangely normal, though I suspected that was about to change.

A woman that would have passed for a regular secretary, had her outfit not been made entirely of latex, came out and told me to follow her, that she would be taking me to Goddess Lyra. I stood up, sweating a little with nervousness, and followed the latex secretary through a doorway, into a maze of hallways. Eventually she led me through a door to a room that was bigger than I expected. It had several pieces of bondage furniture, mostly things I recognized, and a chair that was not quite a throne but certainly looked comfortable in one of the corners. Goddess Lyra sat there, with her legs thrown over one of the arms, waiting for me.

She wore an all black catsuit, and her chestnut colored hair was pulled up in a high ponytail. She looked up from her phone and almost dismissively pointed to the spot at the foot of the chair.

I stumbled forward, a bundle of nerves, and knelt at her feet, offering her the bouquet first, and then the folder of papers she had ordered me to bring. She took the bouquet from my hands, inspected it, sniffed it, and then cast it aside.

“Very nice, pig.” She sneered at me. “Next time, if you are going to bring a gift, make it chocolate, or maybe some cigars.”

She then turned to the paperwork, giving the first two documents a cursory glance before looking at the paper that contained my hard limits. She made a couple of sounds that could have been approval or disapproval, then swung her legs off the arm of the chair so that she was facing me and hovering above me.

“I guess I can’t use you as a full toilet,” she practically sighed. “Too bad, it is one of my favorite things to do with men.”

I gulped, and looked up at her, my eyes wide at her admission, and the intensity it alluded to.

“Eyes on the floor,” she barked at me. “You haven’t earned the right to look at me yet.”

I looked downward, and a moment later felt her hand at the side of my head, the touch was almost tender, until she reached the top of my head and grabbed my hair, hard.

“I have been thinking about what I am going to do with you all week. Your limit lists leaves a lot of possibilities. I wonder if you really thought that through.” She yanked my head forward and down until I was facing one of her boots. “Oh well, too late for you now, isn’t it? Clean my boots, pig.”

I had never done anything like this before, but knew what was expected. I tentatively started licking the black patent leather, they were beautiful boots and clearly expensive. For the first time though, I was glad to see boots that stopped relatively close to a woman’s ankles. By the time I had finished both boots my tongue was drier than it had ever been. I sat back into a kneeling position, but did not look up.

“You aren’t done yet, slave.” Her voice was firm and strict, as she placed the bottom of the first boot in my face.

I looked up at her, terrified of what she was asking me to do, but surprisingly rock hard as well. Was I enjoying this? My cheeks felt hot and I knew they must be red. I could not believe I was so turned on by the thought of licking the dirt from this woman’s boots. If I was completely honest though, it was the hottest, most erotic moment of my life up to that point.

I licked the bottom of both boots clean, my tongue was now dry, and covered in grime, a taste I couldn’t quite describe filled my mouth. I was revolted, utterly humiliated, and harder than I had ever been. She settled one of the boots directly on my crotch.

“I knew that would do the trick,” she grabbed my hair again and used it to force me to look up at her. “You are going to be my little boot licking piggy. How does that make you feel?”

I found myself getting lost in her eyes again, my manhood straining. I knew what she wanted to hear, and I also knew it was true. “Yes, Goddess Lyra. Please make me your boot licking piggy.”

She roughly pushed my head back towards the ground. “I am going to make you that, and so much more. I see watersports wasn’t on your list of hard limits.”

Part of me wanted to protest. Part of me wanted to run screaming. Even if I could have convinced myself to do it, I am not sure my cock would have let me.

“Strip, piggy,” came her next command.

Soon I was naked before her and she moved me towards a set of what looked like stocks, but were on the ground. Soon, I was locked in them by wrists and ankles, forced to keep the kneeling position she had had me in the entire time. She walked behind me and I heard her rummaging but had no idea what she was going to come back with. I Heard her drop an item behind me before appearing once again in front of me holding what looked like a head harness, with a funnel attachment.

I started shaking my head, terrified of what was coming next. She stopped all of it with a slap to the face. My eyes welled up with tears but I stopped shaking my head.

“You came to me to expand your horizons and that is what we are doing. We will discuss via email everything that happens here today, but you will not be amending your hard limits list until after the session is over. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Goddess Lyra,” I mumbled.

“Good.”

Without further complaint or struggle from me, she strapped me into the head harness, which doubled as a gag. The funnel fed directly into my mouth, my dry, dirt-filled mouth, and there was nothing I could do about it. Goddess Lyra then stood up and unzipped her catsuit, revealing that there was nothing underneath she stood over the funnel.

I knew what was coming but closed my eyes, as though that would help.

“You are going to learn to love this, you filthy pig,” I could hear the sneer in her voice, and wondered if she was right. My dick was still hard after all.

I heard the first splash as her golden juices filled the funnel and started rolling down the tube into my mouth. I had no choice but to taste, and swallow, it all. Her taste was slightly bitter and salty, but somehow I didn’t hate it. I felt the redness and heat rising in my cheeks again as I passively allowed this woman, who I barely knew, to basically use me as a urinal. She laughed, as she finished.

She left the funnel gag in place as she walked back behind me. Because of the nature of the stocks, and the large head harness, she had me in I could not look down to see what was happening, but I could feel it as she encased my cock in something plastic and rubbery, I heard her press a button and suddenly I felt intense suction around my cock.

“Maybe I should call you a cow, instead of a piggy, since I am about to milk you.” There was a lilt in her voice that almost suggested humor.

As the intensity of the suction grew and I felt myself getting closer to orgasm I felt her pressing something wet against my ass. I realized that whatever it was was lubed and my hole only offered resistance briefly before I felt something long sliding into my backside. My head started buzzing and I felt a deep pressure and tingling as it hit what I had to assume was my prostate. Between the suction from whatever she had placed over my cock and the intense pressure against my prostate I began to feel a very strange pressure building in my balls and growing through my cock.

When it reached the tip I realized I was releasing, but there was no total explosion the way there would be from a normal orgasm. I don’t know how she was doing it but she was draining my balls dry without giving me a total release. It felt intense and strange and wonderful. It also felt, somehow, unfulfilling.

A few moments later she removed whatever she had inserted inside me, as well as the plastic tube she had covered my cock with. I thought we were done, but she appeared in front of me again, this time holding a clear plastic cylinder that had clearly been used to collect my useless cum.

She grinned down at me as she poured my own juices into the funnel. Seeing that there wasn’t enough of it to force its way down, she stood over the funnel and released more of her golden piss, soon I was drinking a mix of her piss and my cum. I could not believe what was happening to me, or that I was getting hard again.

She let me out of the stocks and led me back over to the chair she had been sitting in. I was once again kneeling in front of her.

“You did well today, pig.” She smiled down at me. “I am sure that was intense for you and I look forward to hearing all about your feelings in an email tonight or tomorrow. I will see you in two weeks. I am looking forward to it and I bet you are too.”

Without further discussion she left the room, not sure what else to do,I dressed myself and went back out to the waiting room. The latex secretary was sitting there, she reminded me when my next “appointment” was, and sent me on my way.  That night I thought a long time about what to write to Goddess Lyra. For some reason, it was hard for me to admit the truth. I would have never asked for those things, or even allowed them, if she had told me what she had planned ahead of time. However, now I knew they were exactly what I needed. I did not amend my hard limit list at all.

Her email back to me stated her position plainly, she had assessed exactly what I was within the first five minutes of meeting me. She intended to train me, and recalibrate my sexual urges to be even more depraved than they already were. I was a pig, and should accept that, because that was the path she had chosen for me.

I saw her six more times over the next several months, each time bringing her a gift, and each time being led further into the depravity she imagined for me. I no longer even thought about sex when I masturbated, though in truth I masturbated less than ever, in part because she often drained me to the point of exhaustion when we met. The thoughts that turned me on were increasingly turned to the things she did to me, the ways she used my body and degraded my mind.

Part of me was heartbroken when I was given my next assignment at work, Los Angeles. I wouldn’t be able to see her for at least three months. Part of me though, felt like it would be a chance to clear my head, and maybe sort out the differences between what I really wanted, and the path she was leading me down. She asked me to email her regularly while I was gone and said we could resume when I returned, if I wanted. I appreciated how understanding she was, considering in her eyes, and increasingly my own, I was just a depraved little pig.


Part 2

When I got to Los Angeles I settled into my client’s office in the arts district. You would expect an LA office to be bright and open, but this one was anything but.  Soon, unless I was in meetings, I was doing most of my work at the coffee shop across the street. They had good drinks and decent food and it was a far more comfortable space than the office.  But that isn’t why I went there. She worked there. I noticed her on the first day and nobody I had seen before came close. She was like the platonic ideal of a woman. The goddess of my dreams.

She was probably a few inches shorter than me, but she was usually wearing chunky platform boots that made it hard to tell. She had immaculate black hair that hung most of the way down her back, and perfect black bangs. She had amazing curves, and usually wore a top that revealed more of her milky white cleavage than most workplaces would find appropriate. I got the impression that nobody cared in her case though. A single Monroe piercing was the only visible body modification and she had piercing blue eyes. She was absolute perfection.

After that first night I emailed Goddess Lyra, told her about my day, and told her about the goth barista who was invading my every thought. Lyra was a devoted lesbian, and at the end of the day I was just a client, so I didn’t think she would be jealous. What I got back was even more surprising. She suggested I try to get her to go out on a date, or barring that at least offer to clean her boots. Her tone in the email was more playful and teasing than her tone usually was with me, though I guess it made sense since we wouldn’t be seeing each other for awhile and I wasn’t really submitting to her at the moment. 

By the third day I wondered vaguely if I was being too obvious. The shop had a loft area that overlooked much of the interior, including the counter area. I would spend most of my time up there behind my laptop, alternating between working and people watching. Although, to be honest, when she was there, I only had eyes for her. It seemed like she had an endless array of boots, mostly platform, mostly knee high, and all black leather. Even behind the shop apron she would wear I could see that her outfits were gorgeous, and from my high up vantage point her cleavage was always obvious to me.

Late in the afternoon on that day I was hunched over my laptop, finishing a presentation I would have to give the next day on restructuring part of the company I was working with, when I heard a voice behind me.

“Hey, do you need a refill? You’ve been sitting here awhile.”

I turned around and there she was, holding a large iced drink in one hand and a vape pen in the other. She seemed to be towering over me and hit the vape, exhaling through her nose. The smell surprised me, it was almost an exact facsimile of the clove cigarettes that were popular among the goth set in high school and college, I guess some things never change.

I was flustered by her sudden presence and by the smell, and did my best to get my bearings.

“Um…sure, that’d be great. Thanks.” I looked up at her, and I felt myself stiffening in my pants. She was even more stunning up close.

“Iced chai, right?” She asked.

“Yeah, yeah, that’s right.” I stammered.

She chuckled and placed the drink she was holding in front of me. “I thought so. Six dollars when you get the chance.”

I watched her walk away and  not for the first time realized just how perfect the curves of her ass were. Thankfully, she didn’t look back at me. I was already embarrassed. I tasted the drink and realized it was exactly what I needed. Bored with work, I opened up an email to Goddess Lyra. I was once again telling her about my work and what I liked about So Cal, but circled back around to the barista. I was infatuated, I was imagining things I shouldn’t be imagining. I could have died happy with her standing over me. It was all very foolish and silly.

It was unusual for Lyra to reply so quickly, but she did: I looked up the coffee shop. Her name is Mackenzie. Silly SoCal names. According to her facebook she is single. You should ask her out. If you want an excuse, tell her your lesbian best friend said you should. ;-)

P.S. Tip her well. That is an order.

I smiled, and chuckled at the end of the email. I also felt my cock involuntarily harden. I had never thought of myself as naturally submissive, but Goddess Lyra had shown me just how much I was. The truth is I liked being passive, docile she called it, something about it felt comfortable and right. She told me it was right, but also that I was a “fucking weirdo.”

I did as I was told though, at least on the tipping spectrum, and left a twenty dollar bill on the counter on my way out. I scurried out the door, embarrassed by, well, everything, before she could see how much money I left.

“See you tomorrow,” I heard her call as the door closed. Fuck. She was on to me.

The next day, unfortunately, I had to spend most of the day in several dull meetings. I didn’t make it over to the coffee shop until late afternoon. Mackenzie was there and smiled at me as I came in. She skipped the apron, and was wearing a corset top that made her ample breasts appear even more beautiful, and inviting, than usual. Before I could even say anything she placed an iced chai on the counter in front of me.

“On the house,” she said.

“Wow, um… thanks!” It was honestly the first bright moment of my day although that had more to do with seeing her than a free chai. “You sure?”

“You are a good customer. I am sure the owner wouldn’t mind.” She winked at me.

I took the chai and went up to my usual perch. I opened my laptop and tried to work, but it was hopeless, and the day was mostly over anyway. I probably should have just gone back to my extended stay hotel, but the truth was I wanted to be close to her, I also wanted to get up the courage to say something to her, but it wasn’t coming. After the day I had had it probably wasn’t the best option anyway.

With nothing better to do, I opened up a BDSM story archive and started browsing through stories. I settled on one I liked about a girl in a hot topic that seduced a rich man into being her slave. After I finished that, I found another one by the same author, about a woman in a cyber cafe who enslaved a late night customer. Fun, if relatively tame, stories. Maybe I really was a depraved pig, like Lyra said, or maybe I should just try to be normal. Eventually I found myself just staring off into space, occasionally sneaking a peek down at Mackenzie, but mostly just lost in the void.

Suddenly, my solitude was interrupted by a familiar smell, it took me a second but I realized it was her vape. I looked up, and she was sitting across from me at my table. Before I could say anything, not that I knew what to say, she exhaled another plume of the sweet, spicy, vapor over the table, practically in my face.

“Hey–” I started.

“Just relax.” Her voice, I had not noticed before, had the quality of honey. “Tell me the truth, is it the boots, the boobs, or the vape?”

“What?” I cocked my head.

“What?” She mimicked me. “You have been coming in here nonstop. I know your office is right across the street. And you stare at me, like, a lot. So which is it? The boots, the boobs or the vape?”

I felt the blush creeping up my neck the same way I did with Lyra. This woman, Mackenzie, had me by the metaphorical balls, and it seemed like she knew it.

“Boots, boobs, or vape?” She asked again, exhaling another cloud directly into my face. “Answer me, or I am kicking you out of here.”

I couldn’t believe what was happening. She had been so nice earlier, and now this. “All three,” I finally mumbled, defeated.

She leaned back, and smiled. “Good,” she said. “You are going to be even more fun than I thought.”

“What does that mean?” I asked her, still feigning some innocence.

She leaned across the table, grinning at me like she knew something I didn’t. “I know exactly what you are.”

“What is that?” I asked, starting to get up.

“Sit down.” She said sharply.

For a moment she sounded just like Goddess Lyra, maybe that is why I complied so easily.

“Just relax,” her voice suddenly soft again, almost soothing. “Relax and breathe in the smoke.”

She exhaled again. I don’t know why but I did exactly as she told me. I started feeling a little light headed and sunk back into the chair.

“That’s good,” she cooed at me. “Just relax and breathe deeply. Now what is your name?”

“Brian,” I mumbled.

“Okay Brian, that is good. Just keep breathing deep, keep relaxing for me.” Her voice started to take on a slow, steady cadence.

“You like goth girls?” She asked.

“I really do.”

“Good, just think about my boots, boobs, and vape.” She kept saying that, I didn’t know why, but I did like all of them. “Think about my boobs, vape, and boots. Think about them and relax deeply for me.”

I sighed and sunk deeper in the chair. My whole body felt a little heavy, and my cock was straining. If I hadn’t been somewhat lost in all of it I would have been surprised that she was talking to me, but as it was I couldn’t really focus enough to consider my thoughts on the subject.

“I am going to count back from ten, and every number I count is going to relax you more and more. “ She exhaled another plume of the clove flavored vapor across the table at me. “Ten. Nine. Eight.”

She kept breathing out the vapor, and I kept breathing it in as I listened to her words. I felt more and more disconnected from everything. Her counting continued.

“Seven. Six. So relaxed for me. It is so easy to let go.” Another plume of the scent surrounded my face. “Five. Four. You like giving in like this don’t you?”

“Like giving in,” I mumbled.

“Yes, you do.” Her voice sounded triumphant. “Three. Two. One.”

As she said one she reached across the table and snapped beside my head. I felt my head lull to the side, but couldn’t find the energy, or the will, to write it.

“Now Brian, you are in a trance for me, and it feels so good, doesn’t it?”

“Feels good.” I responded, everything felt far away.

“Yes it does. It feels good to give in for me.” She continued to vape as she spoke to me, and I continued to breathe in the fog she surrounded my face with. “You are submissive aren’t you?”

“Yes,” I confessed. “Submissive. Submit to Lyra.”

“Lyra,” she repeated, and paused for a second. “We will talk about that later. Are you single, Brian, or is she your girlfriend?”

“Yeah, single.” My voice sounded like it was coming from somewhere else.

“Good,” she said, sounding less concerned. “You will tell me all about Lyra later. For now though, I want you to answer my questions. Do you find me attractive?”

“Most beautiful woman I have ever seen. So attractive.” It felt like I couldn’t help myself. She asked the question and words started pouring from my barely conscious brain. “Come in here every day because I want to see you.”

She hummed quietly at that. “Interesting. But you haven’t asked me out. Why? Is it because of Lyra?”

“No. Lyra said I should. Too shy though.”

She chuckled quietly. “Well it is a good thing for you I like shy submissive boys, isn’t it? Are you aroused right now, boy?”

Despite feeling heavy and far away I could feel how hard my cock was, how needy I felt. “Very aroused. Love this feeling.”

She laughed again, it sounded like a bell, or an angel. “Good. I like shy, submissive, aroused boys very much.”

I felt her take my hand and turn it palm up. She started lightly tracing a circle on it with one of her nails.

“Every circle I trace on your hand is going to send you further down the spiral, do you understand? You are going to go deeper and deeper for me.”

“Deeper and deeper,” I responded.

“Good, and the deeper you go the more aroused you will be and the more aroused you are for me the deeper you will go.” She continued to trace circles on my palm, I felt my cock straining harder and everything else seemed further and further away. Somewhere along the way my eyes closed.

I thought I heard her get up, but I couldn’t move, I was too deep in trance for her. I felt her behind me, holding each of my shoulders with one of her hands. I felt her hot breath on my ear.

“Whenever I say ‘boots, boobs, vape’ I want you to return to this deep, cozy trance, do you understand?” Her breath was hot on my neck, and my ear and I wanted to feel it there forever.

“Yes, Mackenzie. I understand.” I mumbled.

“I’ll have to find out how you know my name later, but for now it will be Miss, or Ma’am.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Good boy. Boots, boobs, vape.” I felt myself slump forward and my mind grow even duller. “You are going to stay right here, deep in this trance. I am going to close up the shop. Then you are coming home with me.”

“Yes, Ma’am.” I responded. Somewhere in the back of my mind I wondered if going home with her was a good idea, deeper in my mind a tiny voice was reminding me that I didn’t care, that it was exactly what I wanted.

She released my shoulders. “Boots, boobs, vape,” she said again, and the entire world slipped into darkness.


Part 3

I don’t know how much longer it was, but I woke up in my hotel room. When I came to my senses I noticed a couple of things. First, it was light outside, second, I was almost completely naked. The third thing I noticed was that there was heavy weight between my legs and my cock felt trapped. I had seen chastity devices before, and even talked with Lyra about the idea of ordering one, before the enforced move to Los Angeles had taken that possibility off the table.

I had never worn one, and now I was locked in a metal one, the locking mechanism actually inside the device. I couldn’t even cut it off if I wanted to. I took a deep breath to calm myself and try to remember the events of the previous night. It was then that I realized the shower in my hotel bathroom was running. With that realization a sliver of memory appeared, Mackenzie was using a key to open the door to my hotel room and lead me inside. Then I remembered a little bit about what happened at the coffee shop. The vape, the boots, the boobs. Boobs, boots, vape. I felt my mind drifting. I held it together just enough to remember her hypnotizing me, sort of.

The shower stopped running and a few moments later the woman of my dreams walked out of my hotel bathroom wrapped only in a towel.

“Good morning, pet.” She smiled at me. “How do you like your gift?”

My gift? I realized she meant the chastity device. “Um…it was surprising.”

“You don’t remember picking it out with me last night?” She laughed. “I guess not, I kind of kept you out of it for most of the night.”

“What is going on Mackenzie?” I sat back down on the bed, overwhelmed by all of it. Before she could answer, I continued. “I mean don’t get me wrong. You are amazing. This is all kind of amazing. It is also kind of a lot.”

She put her hand on her chin for a moment and nodded. Then she smiled at me. “Boots, boobs, vape.”

Before I could fully comprehend what was happening I felt my mind sliding back to that deeply relaxed state. It was like I could even smell the clove scented vapor around me again.

“I think you need to relax, Brian.” She sat down next to me and guided me back to a lying down position on the bed. “I think you need to relax and let go while I explain everything.”

I closed my eyes and felt like I was floating, I could feel her doing something, and suddenly my cock sprung free of the chastity device. She started lightly stroking it and soon it was fully engorged.

“The truth is that your friend, Goddess Lyra, emailed me a couple of days ago. She told me about you, and that you were desperately shy. She didn’t want to steer you wrong. We wound up talking for hours. She had no way of knowing when she started the conversation, but I am a dominant too, though for me it is purely for pleasure and purely in relationships.”

Mackenzie continued to stroke my cock, as she talked, and I was lost somewhere between that feeling, the trance, and the things she was saying to me.

“Once she found that out she told me everything about you. Including some of the really raunchy things she has made you do. She also told me that she thought you needed more than she could give you, and that in an ideal world you would be a full time slave. Now, I have never had a full time slave, but I think it sounds like the ideal relationship for me. So she and I came to the conclusion that you should ask me out on a date. The only problem was, once she had told me everything, I didn’t feel like waiting.”

She began stroking harder and I squirmed on the bed.

“Boots. Boobs. Vape.” She said it again, “I want you to go deeper and deeper for me. Deeper than you’ve ever been. Deeper than you even know is possible.”

I felt everything spiraling away for me, everything but her hand, and her voice. It was like I was floating in a void where only she existed.

“Do you think you’d like to be my full time slave, Brian?”

I heard my voice,from a thousand miles away, “yes.”

“Say ‘Yes, Goddess Mackenzie.” Her voice sounded like it filled the universe, like it filled my mind.

“Yes, Goddess Mackenzie,” I repeated.

“Good boy,” I shuddered with pleasure at that. “Now I want you to think about all of your independence, any desire you have to be free, or dominant, or in charge. Can you do that?”

“Yes, Goddess,” I mumbled, though in truth I don’t think even then I had much of those desires left.

“Good, now force all of those ideas out of your brain, down through your body, to your balls.”

It felt strange, but I literally felt those ideas leaving my brain, as they did everything felt clearer, easier, freer. I could feel them travel the length of my body and settle in my balls.

I sunk deeper into the bed, into the void, and in that moment I didn’t even really feel my body anymore beyond my straining cock.

“Good boy.” I shuddered again. She began stroking even more urgently. “Now when I tell you to cum, you are going to release all of those old ideas out of your cock and as they spurt out of you you can forget they even existed, doesn’t that sound nice?”

“Nice,” I said from somewhere off in the distance.

Despite the trance, despite everything, I could feel my cock growing harder, and the need to orgasm growing.

“Boots, boobs, vape.” She intoned, almost like it was casting a spell over me, maybe it was. “Now cum for me, cum and become my slave forever.” 

Suddenly I could feel my entire body as it rippled and shuddered under her touch. Everything felt hot, and sensitive, and aroused, like she had been stroking my entire body. I felt the explosion come forth out of my balls, through my cock, and directly into my brain. I began spurting, and it felt like it would go on forever. But even as I felt cum landing on my stomach, my chest, even my face, the world started slipping away and everything faded, again, to black.

I barely felt it as she stood me up and led me to the shower, soon we were both inside, and the hot water brought me part of the way back to reality, though not completely. My brain felt like there was a deep dense fog inside of it, I opened my eyes and stared, lovingly, at my Goddess. She smiled back at me.

“You are going to be just perfect,” she said. “Now kneel for me, slave.”

As she said it she used her hands to gently guide me to a kneeling position in front of her, water from the shower was dripping off her onto me, and the shower itself was pounding me with hot water as well.

“I heard you like this,” she said, “and I think it will go a long way towards binding you to me the way I want you to be.”

I was too dazed to fully understand, but she used my hair to pull my head back so I was gazing up at her, with my mouth agape. She pressed her mound against my mouth and began to let go. Her pee trickled out of her over my face, and into my awaiting my mouth. Without the need for a command I began lapping it up thirstily.

As she finished I gazed up at her, my eyes wide and full of need. She pulled me into her more deeply.

“Lick, slave.”

I licked, and sucked. The taste of her piss, the taste of her pussy, all of it felt like heaven to me. She held me tightly against her as I licked and sucked until she shuddered in orgasm. Even afterwards I stayed there, just tasting her, smelling her, basking in her power, beauty, and control.

Eventually, she helped me to my feet, and washed me off as though I were completely helpless, which for her I suppose I was. As we were drying off, I was still partially in a daze, she pulled me to her and kissed me deeply.

“You are my slave. Forever.” She said, gazing deeply into my eyes.

The moment the words escaped her lips I knew they were true, or at least would be true for as long as she wanted them to be. I held her gaze and felt my mind drifting again. She grinned.

“You really are helpless, aren’t you?” She laughed.

I simply nodded. I was. She had me, and I knew it.

“Good,” she said. “Once you are dressed I want you to pack and checkout. You are staying with me for the rest of your time here, or maybe longer.”

“Yes, Goddess.” As I said it, I vaguely realized I didn’t know where “with her,” was. It didn’t matter though. It was where I wanted to be.

“I have to work,” she said. “I know you have off today, but you should come in for a chai later. We can talk about some of the other things Lyra told me, and some of the things I have planned for you.”

I smiled at all of that. She really was the woman of my dreams.

“Yes, Goddess,” I said again, and as I said it I realized how easy the words came to my lips, and how good it felt to say them. After so many years of pining for a goth goddess I had hit the jackpot, and if it cost me my mind, if it cost me everything, I knew it would be worth it. 


I hope you enjoyed this standalone story, Brainwashed by My Barista. Who wouldn’t want to be brainwashed by a pretty barista anyway? In the meantime, enjoy these other tales of femdom depravity: 


Extreme Femdom Volume 1: From Man to Castrated Pet 

Extreme Femdom Volume 2: Three Slaves

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

The Making of Slave M, Part 1

The Making of Slave M, Part 2

From College Student to Diapered Sissy: The Melodie Anne Story

Programmed into Diaper Slavery: A Silicon Valley Femdom Story

Becoming Tryst: The Adventures of Val & Tryst #1

From Friend to Pet: The Adventures of Val & Tryst #2

The Wood Nymph’s Thrall & Other Tales of Supernatural Enslavement
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