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Part I

I stare at the screen about a foot in front of my face as it shows image after image of women stripping the humanity from their male counterparts. Men in cages, eating from bowls. Men, on their knees, being flogged and whipped. Women using men as footstools, ashtrays, and worse. Men accepting their place in the world, at least in the eyes of my new owner.

The only way to escape the images is to close my eyes but that only works for so long. Eventually the plug shoved deep inside of me vibrates and the sensations take over. Once again I am filled with lust and desire, and I can’t help myself. I open my eyes for them to be assaulted with the images again, images that are supposed to teach me, I think. Images that drew me into this infernal position. Images that are showing me my fate.

Even if I do keep my eyes closed it doesn’t matter. The sound is just as inescapable and I have no way to close my ears. The whipping, panting, and slurping, the gasps and the screams, the begging, and ultimately the denial, all the sounds of men being broken down before women, shown their place as pet, property, slave, even toy. The sounds arouse me as much as the visuals, maybe more. I wonder if she knows that.

I can’t even move. Straps across my ankles, wrists, knees, and elbows keep me nearly immobile. Another strap across my waist keeps me from turning and twisting and one across my neck keeps me from bending forward. I can do nothing but watch, listen, and wait. The arousal, outright lust, is endless. The need for escape feels greater, but I know, and so does she, she being the woman who trapped me like this, that I’d bend to her will rather than escape. I did this to myself and have no choice but to accept the results, the consequences, of my choices.

It all started with an online message, as so many things do these days. I thought it was going to lead to some dirty talk, maybe a couple of dates, or most likely nothing at all. It never occurred to me that it would lead to the end of my old life and the beginning of this new one. A life of endless arousal and need, of pain and captivity. A life with no freedom or hope of escape. I don’t know if the worst part is that I did it to myself or if it is that I would probably do it again. I have realized, far too late, that self preservation was not my strong suit.

We met in a coffee shop, earlier than I am used to getting up one Saturday morning. She had told me to dress for a job interview so I got up extra early, showered and shaved, and put on a fresh suit. I arrived at the coffee shop a few minutes before I was expected and waited for her arrival. Before the meeting we had exchanged several emails. I was intrigued by her demeanor. It was neither overly serious or playful. If anything it was very matter-of-fact. If she chose me to be her next subject her goal would be to break me entirely, to such an extent that existing as a free person was not an option for me. It wasn’t that I thought she was joking, I just didn’t comprehend what she meant by it. If I had though, I am not sure my fate would have been any different.

She locked her eyes on me as soon as she walked into the coffee shop, her grin was less a smile and more something hungry, predatory, part of me wanted to run but we both knew I wouldn’t. She didn’t even come over to me right away. She planted herself in line and forced me to wait, and anticipate what was to come, while she got a coffee and a pastry of some kind.

Finally she walked over to where I was sitting, sat down across from me, and planted one of her heels directly between my legs.

“Hello David. I think you should massage my feet while we talk, don’t you?” She scowled at me with deep hazel eyes over the brim of her coffee cup. Her sleek black hair was pulled back into a high ponytail and her lips were painted ruby red. Nothing about the rest of her outfit would scream ‘dominatrix’ to anybody in the room, but they didn’t know what I knew, and they couldn’t feel the metal point of her heel pressing into their groin threatening them with sudden pain at any moment.

“Yes, Ma’am” I mumbled quietly, my face burning with embarrassment and surprise.

I carefully took her heel off, it was black leather with a shiny silver heel. They were definitely expensive, they were also gorgeous, and could literally be used to kill a man if she wanted to.  I began slowly massaging her feet. Other than the occasional purr of pleasure or quiet moan she said nothing for the first couple of minutes. I was going mad with anticipation but sense that if I stopped I would lose my chance with this gorgeous, terrifying, woman. I wonder if I would have stopped if I had known.

“I think you are the one I want to put in the box.” She said finally. No explanation, no lead in. Nothing.

“The box?” I asked tentatively, continuing to rub her foot.

“The box is an invention of mine. Kind of like a Skinner box only for men like you. Men who shouldn’t be men at all.” She glared at me, almost daring me to disagree with her.

“I shouldn’t be a man?” This was all intriguing to me. Dehumanization, as a concept, was very hot to me and she seemed to have the sort of thoughts that would appeal to me, at least as fantasy.

“No. You should be an object. A toy. Maybe a pet at most. I wonder how much of your autonomy I could strip away.” She pulled her foot away and quickly replaced it with the other. “I wonder how much you’d fight or if you’d even struggle at all.”

I struggled to come up with an answer for what she was saying. It played into all of my fantasies but I wasn’t sure that it was what I really wanted for my reality. I also didn’t think she cared at all about what I wanted. She thought she had me pegged. I continued to rub her foot, as sensuously as I could, while pondering what I was hearing.

“So what is this box exactly?” I knew a little bit about the concept of a skinner box. I didn’t know at all how she would apply it to a submissive man, or to what end.

She stared at me for a long moment over the brim of her coffee cup. I could feel my heart beating harder in my chest as I anticipated her answer and tried to read the emotion in her dagger-like stare. Finally I crumbled and looked down at her foot in my hands. If it had been a battle of will then I had been defeated utterly.

“I don’t know if I can explain it properly. You will just have to experience it. I will tell you this. It will amplify your lusts and desires in ways you can’t imagine. It will also make you feel things you’ve never wanted to feel and will do so in a way that before long you won’t be able to live without it.”

I pondered the words and realized quickly that they only led to more questions forming in my mind.

“I think it would be better if you just experienced it. That is what you want, isn’t it?” Now she had something of a smirk on her face, it was an expression that said she was certain she was getting what she wanted from me, even if she had only been in my presence for maybe half an hour.

“That seems a little fast.” I mumbled quietly.

“I move fast. Besides, you know you want this. You want to feel what total control, total helplessness really feels like.”

She emphasized her words by pulling her foot from my hands and pushing it directly into my groin, my cock, already hard from our discussion, throbbed as she squeezed her toes against it. My breathing deepened and I realized quickly I was much closer to orgasm than I would have thought. She had me right on the edge and if I didn’t get up she was going to push me past the point of no return at any second.

Almost as if she was reading my mind, or maybe she had just noticed some of my muscles tensing she pressed down hard. I could feel precum leaking into my boxers. I was panting, and hoping desperately that nobody else in the shop noticed what was happening.

“Don’t move.” She spoke firmly and resumed tensing her toes against my cock, as she used her foot to push it upwards. “Just let it happen.”

She was grinning at me now and I felt trapped. I wanted this woman, desperately. She seemed to be the embodiment of every dominant and sadistic whim I had imagined and she was absolutely stunning. I also didn’t want to get arrested, or even just embarrassed by blowing a load in the middle of a coffee shop.

She didn’t let up. She was giving me a footjob, sort of, right in the middle of the coffee shop and staring into my eyes as she did so. I felt like I was trapped in her beautiful eyes, I was practically studying them, in part because they were unlike anyone’s eyes I had ever seen and in part because I was hoping it would distract me from the impending orgasm. It didn’t work.

She was an expert at what she was doing and she slowly, tantalizingly, brought me over the edge. I saw stars as I spewed into my boxers, biting my cheeks to keep anything but the quietest moans from escaping my lips. Through it all she never blinked, never broke eye contact with me.

As I came down from the orgasms she removed her foot from my lap and snapped for me to return her heel. As I did so I felt my cheeks reddening and an indescribable shame taking hold in my gut. I couldn’t believe what I had just let this woman do. I couldn’t believe how much more I was willing to let her do.

She leaned over the table and whispered, so only I could hear her. “You are going to be my pet, you know that right?” 

I gulped and nodded tentatively. I had never been so scared in my life but I knew I wanted to see where this could go, where she would take me.

“Good boy.” She reached into her purse and handed me a book, a copy of Venus in Furs. “Read this tonight, after using it to cover up your unfortunate accident as you are leaving. I will text you further instructions tomorrow.”

“Thank you Miss,” I said quietly, accepting the book.

“It is Mistress now, Mistress Alice.” She says this firmly and waits for my response.

“Yes Mistress Alice, thank you.” I looked down as I said it, feeling smaller by the second, embarrassed by the obvious wet spot on my lap. I assumed anyone would be able to tell what it was.

“Good. We will talk more tomorrow.” She left without another word.

Hoping my pants would dry a bit, I opened the book and sat for a little while, hating the wet, cold, stickiness, as I did so, but not knowing what else to do. I did not want to walk out of the coffee shop in my current state. Instead I began to read the thoughts of Sader Masoch, in many ways the father of male submission, at least as we so often understand it today. After about an hour I decided I had to leave, and hoped that the time I had given myself was enough that I would not draw undue attention as I did so.


Part II

The next morning I woke up and her first text message had already come through. Finish reading the book if you haven’t already. Then email me at least 500 words on what you thought of it and why you think it is an important thing to read, especially for male submissives.

I had mostly finished the book the night before, but if I was being honest it was not so much with an academic eye. I read through it, quickly, a second time, that morning. Reading most of it while eating a bowl of oatmeal and fruit. I then sent her an email, the gist of which was mostly that Sader Masoch had a point about fetishization of control not being the same as offering women true equality. I followed that up with a few points about the nature of both fetishes and submission, and closed the email by saying that if I had to choose for women to be slaves or despots I would accept her tyranny. I reiterated that I was truly submissive and longed for a relationship with a woman such as her.

Her response did not come until late in the evening:

You are a silly little thing, but I like you. Don’t make any mistakes though, that I like you will not stop me from destroying you. Or much of what you are anyway. It does make me want to give you another chance to back out though. I had fun with you yesterday in the coffee shop. You are cute, and would make a lovely submissive boyfriend for someone less extreme than myself. You mentioned in an earlier email that you had some insertables. I want you to plug yourself with your largest plug and sleep in it tonight. In the morning respond to this email by telling me you are going to be smart and run, or by begging for my next instruction. 

XOXO, Mistress Alice

I read the email several times over, each time feeling greater elation at the fact that she liked me. I plugged myself as she commanded and sent her an image via text to show her that I complied. She didn’t answer. As I laid in bed that night feeling the stretching and fullness from the plug, along with a little pain, I thought back on the email and the warnings it contained. Somehow, it all made my dick throb and my brain buzz. I knew what email I would send in the morning, despite her warnings.

After a fitful night of sleep I pulled myself out of bed, grateful that I had nothing to do for the day. After making myself another breakfast of oatmeal and fruit, along with a large mug of coffee, I finally removed the plug. My ass was on fire. I had probably not used enough lube the night before, and I had never left a plug in that long, let alone my largest plug, which I had only tried once before, and only to see if I could really use it.

I sat down gingerly in front of my laptop and opened her email again, reading it for what must have been the twentieth time. I thought about her warnings again, and in the light of day I wondered if I should heed them. Maybe she could even introduce me to someone she thought was more appropriate for me. As I opened the reply, half thinking I was going to give her the first reply she suggested, I remembered how I felt in the coffee shop, the excitement as she brought me off right there in public. I also remembered her eyes and how easy it felt to stare into them. I could imagine staring into them forever far more easily than I could imagine running from them. Foolish, I know when you consider our entire relationship was down to a few emails, a couple of days worth of text messages, and one meeting. Still, rather than running I begged for her commands, groveled for her control, and pleaded for another chance to see her. I ended it simply by saying, I want to find out where this goes, even if it means winding up in the box you mentioned yesterday. I am not going to run, even though my more rational thoughts suggest I should.

I was resolved to wait patiently for a reply, but did not have to wait long at all. It did not come via email, it was a text message, direct and to the point. Plug yourself again, walk to the coffee shop we met at yesterday. Yes, I know it is a long walk. You have two hours.

The coffee shop in question was about three miles away from my shitty one bedroom apartment. It wasn’t the longest walk but doing it while plugged sounded torturous. Still, I didn’t know what she had planned for me but I knew not following her orders would be a mistake. I briefly contemplated driving part of the way but decided to suck it up and take a walk.

Thankfully the weather wasn’t awful, it was early spring and actually quite pleasant outside. But the plug inside me shifted with every step. Not only were the physical sensations there, and a constant reminder of my desires but there was also something psychologically arousing about it. A secret between her and I, something I had done to show my willingness to submit, but also something that made me different, or amplified my differences, from those I passed on the street.

About one mile into my walk I received another text from Mistress Alice, when you get there you will wait on the bench outside.

When I finally got to the coffee shop and sat down on the bench I realized that my hardon was almost noticeable through my jeans. I shifted, self consciously, to try to hide it, and waited for Mistress Alice, or her next message, to arrive. Finally, about fifteen minutes later it did.

I am in a black honda with tinted windows. You will get in the back seat when I arrive. I hope you are excited for your new life to start.

I shuddered at that, and felt myself grow even harder. Rationally, I realized that everything was spiraling out of my control very quickly. Isn’t that what I wanted though? For her to take over? I waited patiently on the bench for her arrival. It was a little after noon and the sun was beating down on me. I wished I had gone inside to get a drink, but she had told me to wait on the bench so that is what I did. As the minutes went on I started considering going inside just to get some water. Right as I was about to stand up an older black honda, with tinted windows pulled up right in front of the shop.

I stared at it for a moment, wanting to be certain it was hers rather than jumping into some stranger’s car and giving them quite a scare. There was just know way to know though. Finally, not wanting to upset her, I stood up and walked over to the car. Just as I reached for the back door the window slid down.

She looked back at me from the driver’s seat, looking slightly annoyed. “I thought you were going to chicken out at the last minute. Get in.”

The window slid back up before I could respond, so I opened the door and got in. Almost as soon as I shut the door I heard the click of them locking and she pulled back into traffic. I realized quickly why she wanted me in the back seat. Child safety locks and windows meant I was effectively trapped unless I did something incredibly rash, like kicking out a window or something.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“Shut up,” was her immediate response. “The time for asking questions is past. There is a bag on the floor. It has a hood, a gag, and cuffs in it. First put the hood on. Then insert the gag, it snaps onto the hood. Finally, take the handcuffs and cuff your hands behind your back.”

This all felt like a little bit much. She was basically kidnapping me, and I was assisting her in doing so. I picked up the bag and then hesitated.

“Is all of that really necessary, Mistress Alice?” My voice was quiet, a mix of fear and deference, as the situation continued to escalate.

“Necessary? No.” She looked up briefly into the rearview. “But it is what I want, and you are going to comply. Or I can change my plans and instead of taking you home I can take you out into the country and drop you off. Your choice.”

I sighed, and thought it over far too briefly before deciding to comply. As she continued to drive us out of the university area and into the suburbs I hooded myself, immediately realizing that the thickness of it not only would block out all light, but most sound as well. The car was muffled as though it were in the distance. I felt around for the gag and tentatively slid it into my mouth. It was a dildo gag, but a short one, thankfully not reaching the back of my throat. Once it was fully in I pushed slightly harder and heard two snaps lock it into place as part of the hood.

I picked up the handcuffs, locked them around one of my wrists then slid both hands behind my back. I realized that if I locked the final cuff I really would be helpless for her. Is that what I really wanted? Was I really ready for it?

“Come on, pet. I only heard one cuff. You didn’t come this far to disappoint me did you?” Her voice was muffled, but her words were clear. She was right. I didn’t want to disappoint her.

In for a penny, I thought to myself as I slid my wrist into the second cuff and ratcheted it shut. I was pretty sure I heard her giggle as I did so. My cock was throbbing in my jeans as I thought about my situation. I had willingly got in the car of a near total stranger and then made myself completely helpless for them. I was some kind of idiot, and I knew it. But it was also incredibly exciting and arousing.

“Such a good pet,” she purred. “Or at least you will be when I am done with you.”

Hooded and gagged, I had no idea where we were going and was unable to ask questions. Being deprived of sight and hearing also made every other sense more active, most notably how everything felt. Every slight bump in the road caused the plug in my ass to shift and stimulate me further. That, combined with my fear and anticipation, was sending my arousal through the roof. By the time the car stopped, it could have been an hour, or it could have been fifteen minutes, later my mind was a blur of confusion, lust, and need.

I heard her car door open, and moments later mine was opened. I felt her hands on me, guiding me out of the car. She brushed my raging erection with her hand and chuckled to herself.

“Stand up carefully, and don’t move. I don’t want you to get hurt doing anything stupid. I want to be the one that hurts you.”

I slowly got out of the car and stood stock still. I wanted to look around, do something to figure out where I was but, doing so was pointless. I felt her behind me, grabbing my shoulders and turning me to the left.

“Walk,” was all she said.

I moved forward until she stopped me and I heard her open a door. She continued to give me single word directions, walk, step, duck, stairs, until she had led me to somewhere in a building. I was relatively certain I was in a basement but only because we had gone downstairs and something about the climate had shifted. I don’t know how to explain it, but I could tell that we were below ground level.

“Stand right there,” she said as she stopped me.

I felt her behind me, and hoped for a brief moment she was going to undo the handcuffs, which were beginning to cause a strain in my shoulders. I had no such luck. Instead I felt her attach something to the cuffs, which pulled my arms back and upwards slightly, increasing the strain and forcing me to bend forward at an odd angle.

“There, now you won’t be going anywhere.” Even muffled by the hood I could hear the satisfaction in her voice.

The next thing I heard was a pair of shears cutting away at my jeans. This is the first time I struggled against her, as helpless as I was. I began kicking out with my feet, not at her, but trying to get away from the shears that were destroying my clothing.

I heard her stand up and move away from me and I calmed down, briefly. I moved my head around trying to ascertain where she was in the room, but I didn’t even know what room we were in, or how big it was. I was finally, way too late, beginning to panic.

“And here I thought we were going to do this the easy way,” her voice dripped with disappointment, or maybe sarcasm. “I thought you were going to be my obedient plaything.”

I felt her caress my face through the hood, the gentleness surprised me and I leaned into it, leaned into her. She cradled my jaw in her hand and pulled me forward. Her voice was suddenly right next to one of my ears, covered with padding and leather though it was.

“You really are pathetic.” She sneered at me.

My head was spinning with the dissonance of it all. The bondage, the kidnapping, though I was complicit in that to be sure, and now the mix of cruelty and kindness. I had no clue what to expect from her next. My cock was still hard despite all of it. I wanted her. I wanted this, all of it.

All of those thoughts disappeared in an instant as she brought her knee up, lighting quick into my groin. I saw stars and felt nauseous. I was hanging, painfully, by my wrists, as my knees gave out. Every ounce of fight was driven out of me, instantly.

“Stand back up.” The order sounded cold. Almost clinical. I didn’t know what else to do.

I gathered my feet under me and regained my balance. Praying silently that it wasn’t just so she could knee me again. Instead I felt her return to working with the shears. I offered no resistance. Soon my jeans,boxers, and shirt were all cut away. I was left naked except for my sneakers and socks, which she removed quickly, without cutting them up thankfully.

The chill I felt now, and the concrete beneath my now bare feet convinced me that I was, in fact, in a basement. The information was not very useful of course, but at least I knew a little more than I did before. I felt her hand grab my, still half-erect, penis and massage it casually. It almost instantly reacted, returning to hardness, despite the lingering dull ache in my balls.

“This is actually quite a nice tool,” she said as she stroked it lightly. “Have you ever actually used it?”

I thought about the half-assed attempts at sex in college, and early after, and realized I didn’t know how to answer. I moaned quietly through the gag, eliciting a chuckle.

“Well, I certainly know how to use it,” she said matter of factly. “I bet before long I will be controlling it completely and with it, you. What do you think? Do you like the idea of being my little puppet?”

Something about the word puppet lingered in my brain, and my cock grew even harder in hand.

“Mmm, it seems you do like that idea. Good.” She squeezed my cock lightly, eliciting another moan from my gagged mouth. “Because that is exactly what you are going to be. 

I felt her unhook my arms, and my shoulders immediately dropped, they burned from the long strain of being kept in such a stressful position and I was grateful for even the momentary relief. I sighed deeply and moaned into the gag.

“Enjoy it while you can, pet. We are far from finished.” I felt her prod me and I stumbled forward, barely keeping my balance as she guided me to what was to come next.

She continued to push me forward until I nearly tripped over an object at about waist height. It felt padded, but other than that I could tell nothing. I heard a click and felt one of the handcuffs release.

“Climb up. Don’t even think about running.”

I have to confess I did think, momentarily, about running. This was already more than I had imagined in even my darkest, most intense fantasies. I was caught between wanting to escape it and wanting to see how far it could go. I knew, on some level, that if I wanted to escape I could. For some reason though, maybe curiosity, or maybe it really was a deep seeded need to be subjugated by someone like her, I did as I was told.

With the use of my hands I realized that it was some type of bench, or pommel horse. I had soon climbed up on it only for my ankles and wrists to quickly be restrained. My meager freedom had not lasted long but at least I was no longer in an intense stress position, bending my arms back and making my shoulders, knees, everything, burn with pain. I was about to experience a new type of pain though.

Without warning there was a crack and sharp sensation on my back, followed in quick succession by three more. Each crack caused that area of my back to light up with brief, but intense, pain followed by the afterglow of heat and a lasting stinging sensation that was somehow deeply erotic. I had never been whipped before, only flogged. This was new to me, but also more normal than anything else that had happened so far. Maybe it was that normalcy, edging back towards the realm of normal kink that I at least understood some things about, that drove me to embrace what was happening.

Soon I was moaning with each strike. The pain and arousal mingling in ways that I had never experienced so deeply. I was quickly lost in a new type of haze, I guess it would best be described as subspace, and every sting of the whip sent new sensations, new desires to submit, and new spikes of arousal, through my body and mind. I was falling deeper into whatever trap it was that she was setting me up for and the rational part of my mind that knew it was a trap was growing quieter by the second.

My back was tingling from dozens of strikes, the sensations had somehow quieted my mind in a way I had never previously experienced and I was completely in the moment. I had completely forgotten my earlier thoughts of escape. As I moaned with every strike it wouldn’t have even occurred for me to beg her to stop. I was simply accepting, experiencing, the whipping and finding it arousing and that it, if anything, was deepening my need for her control. I wanted the utter subjugation she was offering.

Apparently finished with my back I heard another crack as the tail of the whip struck my left buttock, followed quickly by my right. The sensation was different, both psychologically and physically. It was deeply arousing and I moaned loudly, surprising myself, if not Mistress Alice. After several more strikes to each of my ass cheeks my entire ass, and body, was buzzing with anticipation, need, and the desire to please her. The next strike did not hit me, but rather was on the base of the large plug still inside me.

The force of the strike caused the plug to reverberate inside me, pressing hard against my prostate. I let out a guttural, primal, sound that was muffled by the gag. I could hear the tinkle of Mistress Alice’s laughter; she appeared so serious, so predatory, when we met and that's how I envisioned her in my mind. This laugh, the joy she felt at what she was doing to me and how I was responding further impacted me psychologically. Somewhere in my animal brain I felt a small sense of pride that I was something she could enjoy, pride in the hope that I could please her.

She continued to alternate strikes along my ass, and even the back of my thighs, along with the occasional strike to the center of the plug. Amidst all the other sensations I could feel a steady stream of precum, or maybe semen, being leaking from my engorged cock. The combination of the arousal, the descent into subspace, and the plug popping against my prostate everytime she struck it was causing me to drip constantly, yet get nowhere near orgasm.

By the time she finished the whipping my body was folded completely limp over the piece of furniture she had shackled me to. My head was laying to one side, I barely even reacted when I felt her pulling the gag from my mouth. I heard the snaps snap and felt the small penis shaped plug removed from my sore, dry mouth.

“You need some water pet. Drink slowly.” She inserted a straw in my mouth.

I did my best to follow her order and sucked tentatively on the straw. Cold, crisp water washed away the dryness and brought some awareness back to my dulled mind and senses. She let me take a few more mouthfuls before pulling the straw away. I whined quietly.

“Now, now. You’ll get more soon. You get what I give you.” Her voice was soft, maybe the softest I had ever heard it, almost affectionate, though clearly still in control.

I felt her hands at the back of the hood and realized she was undoing it. I closed my eyes in anticipation of bright light flooding in after spending so long, it felt like hours, in darkness. I felt the hood slide off of me and slowly opened my eyes letting them adjust. I was, as I suspected, in a basement. The floor was bare concrete, the walls were brick. But most of my field of vision was taken up by a large black cube in front of me.

I was too dazed still to fully understand the implications. Mistress Alice on the other hand was eager, giddy, even, to explain them.

“In front of you is what I call The Box.” Her voice beamed with pride. “You are going to think of it, for a while anyway, as your new home.”

Maybe if she had showed it to me when we first arrived I would have freaked out and ran. Maybe if she had shown it to me after cutting my clothes off I would have begged for my release. After the long whipping, the endless dripping from my cock, the built up and ingrained desire, and need, the muddled headspace, all I could do was stare at it, slack-jawed, and wonder what that meant for me.

“The outside of it is simple wood, painted black for aesthetics.” Her voice was completely clinical as she explained her creation. “It opens almost like a music box, only now when I open it instead of a dancing ballerina it is going to reveal you, a mindfucked obedient puppet. Isn’t that exciting?”

I felt myself growing hard again at her description of how she saw me, what I was to become, isn’t this what I had always wanted, on some level anyway? She continued her explanation and I listened, fascinated, terrified, and beyond aroused.

“The bottom holds a full size mattress with a special restraint system built in. There are surround sound speakers, and a large monitor to keep you entertained during your stay. There is a special plug for your ass, that is why I needed you to start stretching yourself out, and a special tube for your penis. You’ll find out what those are about in good time. I think your first stay will be overnight tonight. This is a bit of an experiment for me, you will be its first visitor.”

She circled around in front of me, her face a visage of enthusiasm and pride in her creation. I had somehow stumbled onto this woman who was completely beautiful, perfection in my eyes both physically and mentally, who also just happened to be, essentially, something between a dominatrix and a mad scientist.

“Or, I guess, I could let you go? Everyone else has pissed themselves in fear at this thing without even seeing it. That is why I didn’t tell you about it until I had you here. Something about you tells me that you might just accept your fate.” She stood with her hands on her hips, like she was waiting for a response from me. It had not occurred to me until that moment that I even had a choice. Maybe I didn’t.

I looked up at her, still strapped to what I realized was some kind of spanking bench, staring at both her, and the box behind her. The tiny voice in my head was barely audible again. It said that if I let her put me in that thing it was probably the last choice I was ever going to make on my own. Another, even quieter, voice whispered insidiously that if I didn’t let her put me in it that I would wonder about it, and regret my fear, for the rest of my life.

I focused on Mistress Alice, took in her beauty, and thought about everything that had happened to me in just that one short day. I thought about all of the conversations we had online, and how much I felt like we were perfectly suited for one another. I thought about how I might feel if I missed out on all that over this thing, which in a sense was promising me what I had said I wanted all along anyway.

“Please, Mistress Alice,” I said quietly, my mouth still parched despite the drink of water. “Please let me be your experiment.”

She broke out into a smile that I think I had only seen before on television villains. The voice inside my head screamed that I was an idiot, but the larger part of my brain just thought about how beautiful she was, and how much I wanted to be hers.

“Excellent,” she said. “Let’s get started.


Part III

She left me strapped down as she opened the box. I almost felt like I was about to experience an alien abduction, disappearing into a mysterious pod and coming out changed for my new owner. I was also a little worried about being the first person to experience her grand experiment. The only thing I was truly certain of is that I was walking through a door that was going to shut, quite literally, behind me.

When she opened the box I realized that her description, while accurate, did not do it justice. The inside looked strangely inviting, the bed looked comfortable, and the box was lined with plush red fabric. It was almost a cross between a super futuristic hospital bed, or virtual reality setup, and the inside of a vampire’s coffin. What I had imagined would be clinical turned out to be a fetishist’s dream. It was fascinating, perhaps in a way a venus flytrap is fascinating to its prey.

I could only watch helplessly while Mistress Alice set everything with the box up just the way she wanted it. Finally, she stood up and turned sharply around to face me. I melted a bit internally at her smile. I find it hard to believe a person could deny her anything when she looked that excited, that enthusiastic about something. It stood in stark contrast to the severity of her interests and the intensity with which she loves, strives for, control.

“Are you ready, pet?” Her voice was soft, almost soothing, drawing me further in.

I looked to her, and to the box behind her. I was sweating, despite the relative chill of the basement. I nodded, trembling.

“Good.” She began undoing my straps. “Before we put you in the box we need to clean you out. I hope you don’t mind enemas.”

I gulped inwardly. I actually hated enemas, or at least was scared of them, but I don’t think my opinion on the subject changed the fact that I was about to get one. I stood up carefully once she finished unstrapping me from the bondage bench and waited, my feet cold on the concrete floor, until she turned me around and pushed me towards a corner of the room. When we got there I noticed an open drain in the floor and a metal stand with an enema bag hanging from it.

She positioned me so I was standing over the drain, and then stood in front of me grinning. “I like this almost as much as the box,” she confessed.

I realized, somewhere in my mind, that this was really my last chance to stop what was happening, but I was too far gone to seriously consider the idea. Instead I stood stiffly, a complete bundle of nerves, while she pulled the plug from my rear, it made a plopping sound as it released. She then slowly worked the nozzle of the enema hose inside me.

My body accepted it easily, after being plugged for so long. Nothing could prepare me for the rush of cold water though. First my body was shocked and then I almost immediately felt myself cramping up as the cold water filled my insides to the point of bloating. As all of this happened she laughed quietly, and began slowly stroking my cock. To my amazement despite the intense pain and cramping, I easily became hard and was soon throbbing uncontrollably in her hands.

“I think you like this. I think you like hurting for me. I think you know this is where you belong.” Her words were somehow simultaneously affectionate and taunting.

I could barely focus on anything as she spoke. By the time the water stopped flowing into me I felt like I might explode. She continued to stroke me and I wondered if she was going to let me cum. I should have known better. She brought me to the edge twice before stopping. My cock bobbing uselessly in the air when she let it go.

“Squat over the drain.” She commanded me, smiling as I did so.

As soon as she removed the hose from my gaping ass I vacated my insides. The smell was awful to me, but it didn’t seem to bother her, and it went down the open drain as fast as it exited my body. As I finished she idly flicked my still erect penis with a single finger, causing it to bounce profanely in front of me.

“I think you do like this. Maybe this is the only way I should let you relieve yourself in the future.” She grabbed my cock and started pulling me towards the box.

It did not take long for us to cross the room but as soon as we did I started to feel panic well up inside me. If I let her trap me in this thing, who knows what would happen to me. If something happened to her, or she forgot about me, what would happen to me inside it. I would be putting my very life in the hands of this woman and once again I was struck by the fact that I didn’t really know her.  I looked across the basement to the stairway and then back to her.

She shook her head and smiled at me. “I think we are beyond that, don’t you?”

Before I could respond, though what would I have said anyway, she squeezed my cock gently, sending a pulse of pleasure through my body. I looked up at her, pleading with my eyes, though I couldn't even say what for.

“You want this.” She cooed at me, her voice filled with affection, and maybe even pride, at what was happening. “You want to be mine. Just accept it. This is why you are here.”

I didn’t know if she meant it was why I was in her basement, or why I was on the planet, or why I had lived at all. My head was swimming from everything. Maybe she meant all three. Maybe she would have been right.

I nodded, and bowed my head. “Please, Mistress Alice.”

She squeezed my cock again, another pulse of pleasure. “I want to hear you say it. Ask to be put in the box.”

It was a command, or maybe it was her last attempt to make sure this was all consensual. Maybe it was both. My body ached for her. I wanted to be hers. I was hers.

“Please put me in the box, Mistress Alice,” it came out of me nearly as a whisper. But that was good enough for her.

Guiding me with her hand on my penis she turned me around so that my back was to the open maw of the box. She pushed me back gently and I collapsed onto what was a semi-soft, thick mattress. She crawled up so she was straddling my lap and tweaked my nipples playfully.

“Scoot yourself back until your head hits the pillow.” She watched, grinning at me, as I followed her command.

I felt my head hit a crescent shaped pillow that felt like it was made from the same material as the mattress. It cradled my head, almost perfectly and was designed to hold you comfortably while also discouraging turning your head in one direction or the other. As I contemplated the marvelous design she took the opportunity to snap my wrists into place, trapping them in soft, but immovable, restraints that held them in place at my sides. She then pulled what felt almost like a seatbelt, but far more comfortable across my waist.

Even though everything seemed designed for comfort I began to panic as I realized just how trapped I was going to be. Anticipating that my legs would be next I lifted them off the mattress. It was all for naught. All she had to do was scoot backwards and use her surprisingly strong lower body to force me down.

“That better be your last resistance.” She glowered at me but a smirk played at the edge of her lips.

I was unsure if she was joking, but the momentary pause in things allowed my panic to subside. By the time it started to rise again she had me restrained at nearly every point of my body. All I could do was relax into my circumstance and accept that I had chosen it or strain my body fruitlessly against inescapable bonds. The last piece of restraint was a covered metal half loop that went over my neck, though I would only come in contact with it if I tried to sit up. It was clear though that I was stuck in this position until she wanted me to be otherwise.

Having me suitably restrained she then went to work truly connecting me to this infernal device she referred to only as ‘The Box.’ She revealed a large metal plug, it looked about the size of the one I had been using, or maybe slightly larger, it had a wide flared base and had a cord sticking out of it that disappeared into the other half of the box. She covered it generously with lube and then labored to insert it into my backside despite being restrained as I was. Fortunately, for both of us I suppose, it entered me easily and was soon inserted up to its base.

I was correct that it was slightly larger than the previous plug and I felt an immense fullness. It also increased my general arousal, and my manhood stood at even greater attention, which seemed to please my captor. She then produced a long clear plastic tube, similarly wired into the box, it was clear to me where this was going. The unwired end was covered with a soft rubber top with a slit opening. She lubed this slightly as well before sliding it over my engorged member.

She then removed herself completely from the box and smirked at me. “Enjoy yourself, pet. I can’t wait to hear all about your experience tomorrow morning.”

I wanted to argue, beg, negotiate. I opened my mouth but no words came out. I felt a deep pulsing inside my anus, it was not quite an electric shock but felt almost like one. Simultaneously, the tube around my straining manhood came to life, creating suction around it that was both intense and strangely erotic. After a moment I felt similar pulsing electrical activity around the base of my cock.

All of these sensations stunned me to silence and I watched helplessly as she reached up, pulling the top of the box down, shutting me in the darkness. I can’t be sure but I think I heard the tinkling sound of her laughter as the box shut fully. I could do nothing but lie there in the dark and silence, wondering what was coming next. I wouldn’t have to wait for long.

Only a few short moments after I was enclosed in the box the video screen in front of me turned on. My vision was immediately engulfed by Mistress Alice in full dominatrix regalia. She wore a black catsuit, knee high boots with stiletto heels, dramatic makeup, and her hair pulled up into a tight bun. The brief sound of static filled my ears before her voice filled my ears as well.

“Well my pet, my sweet foolish pet, you’ve really done it haven’t you? You let me put you in the box. I am so proud of your bravery though I really have to question your sense of self preservation. I think it is only fair that I tell you what is going to happen now. I spent much of the last two years designing and programming The Box to be the perfect training tool and you get to be my guinea pig!”

The Mistress Alice on the screen took a deep breath, she looked poised and pleased with what was happening, and I imagine outside the box the real Mistress Alice was feeling much the same.

“Soon the program is going to start. You will be bombarded with sounds and images that were carefully curated to appeal to the sort of pet I want you to be, and believe you can be! Isn’t that exciting? Those sights and sounds, combined with the constant barrage of arousing stimuli will teach you to want what I want, enjoy what I enjoy, and crave exactly what I want you to crave. But that is only step one. I also want to make sure that we can break you of the bad habits that you have undeniably built up over years of pretending to be a person when you were meant to be property. That means you will also face the sights and sounds associated with the sorts of behavior you will have no need for moving forward. Helpfully those same tools that will provide you so much pleasure will provide the motivation you need to leave those useless relics of your old life behind. I hope you enjoy your visit to The Box and I hope there are many more such visits in your future.”

The screen went back and the speakers went silent again. A few moments later the images started.


Part IV

I had no sense of how long I had been there. She said she was leaving me overnight. I had already faced multiple barrages of positive and negative stimuli and my brain and body felt like they were at the point of breaking. The Box continued to run its programming nonstop, there was no chance to sleep, and all sense of time disappeared eventually. I could not look down to see it but I am sure my cock was red and raw from the constant stimulation, both pleasurable and painful. My body was stiff and sore from laying still so long, and my ass was wrecked by the plug she had inserted inside me.

Even without the training I was receiving in this tiny prison I would have done anything for her to be let out, to breathe fresh air. To sleep. Suddenly, the programming of the box was interrupted, and suddenly the recording of Mistress Alice was in front of me again. I hoped this meant things were coming to a close. But I was wrong.

“You have done so well accepting your training so far. It is time to really drive it all home now though. There is a microphone embedded in the neck bar near your face. You are to repeat everything you hear during this next part. If you do so loudly enough you will be rewarded. If not you will be punished. Have fun, my pet.”

Recorded Alice dissolved into a swirl of color that slowly became a spiral. Then her voice, distorted somehow, was suddenly all around me.

“You want to be my perfect pet,” her voice said.

It took me a moment to remember that I was supposed to be responding to her words and I was not fast enough. An intense shock rippled through my body, emanating from both my anus and by cock. 

“You are docile and obedient.”

This time I responded quickly enough, “I am docile and obedient.”

I was rewarded with pleasurable tingles from the same locations and my already intense arousal spiked even higher. It felt like I was balanced right on the edge of orgasm but with no way to tip over. I had no choice but to stare at the spiral and listen to the words droning in my ears. All I could think of was Mistress Alice, because inside The Box she had found a way to create a space where she was my entire world.

“You trust Mistress Alice.”

“I trust Mistress Alice.”

“You trust Mistress Alice completely.”

“I trust Mistress Alice completely.”

“You belong to Mistress Alice.”

“I belong to Mistress Alice”

It continued like this for a while, sometimes it was a new phrase, sometimes it repeated a previous one. It all focused on my growing desire, need, to submit completely to Mistress Alice.

“You belong in chastity.”

“I belong in chastity.”

This was new, we had talked about chastity and I knew it was a deep interest for her but in this new context, with arousal coursing through me it suddenly felt like a real burning need, my true space. There was no escape from the arousal and my mind was opening completely to everything the recorded Alice was telling me.

“You should never have sex.”

“I should never hax sex.”

As I said these things over and over I realized I was starting to believe them. I also realized that I wanted to believe them. My mind was breaking for her, just as she knew it would.

“You want to drink Alice’s piss.”

That one shocked me and I did not respond fast enough. An incredible shock rippled through me. Tears filled my ears and I yelled out. The machine, The Box, didn’t care. It repeated the phrase.

“You want to drink Alice’s piss.”

“I want to drink Alice’s piss.”

“You are Mistress Alice’s urinal.”

“I am Mistress Alice’s urinal.”

Even as I said it my mind gave me two completely dissonant thoughts, on one hand I was disgusted by the idea. On the other, my arousal and desire to please her burned through me and I could see myself kneeling before accepting it almost as a gift. Part of my mind revolted at the idea while the other part, the part that was increasingly belonging to Mistress Alice, screamed that it was right, that it is what I needed.

“You only cum for Mistress Alice.”

“I only cum for Mistress Alice.”

“You will cum for Mistress Alice.”

“I will cum for Mistress Alice.”

“Cum for Mistress Alice.”

At the last one I could not respond because the machine seemed to go into overdrive forcing my overstimulated body over the edge into an orgasm that was unlike anything I had ever felt. I felt cum being sucked from my body by the tube over penis and it seemed to go on forever. My entire body was on fire with pleasure and my vision was blocked out not by the massive monitor and its spirals but by the stars I saw as the pleasure rocked my body. I then descended into darkness.


Part V

I don’t know how much longer I was left in the box but when I woke up the box was open, and while I was still inside it I was no longer strapped down or connected to the device. I blinked my eyes several times and slowly crawled out of the box, I stretched my aching limbs, I had never been kept immobile for so long, and looked around the basement. Mistress Alice was nowhere to be seen.

I was naked, and had no access to clothes, but I didn’t know what else to do so I climbed the stairs and tried the door at the top of them. It was locked. I was trapped in the basement until she returned. I was out of the box but I was still essentially her captive, though could one be a captive if they put themselves in the situation?

I trudged back down the stairs and looked at myself in a mirror hanging on one of the walls. My cock, flaccid for the first time in what seemed like days, looked red and raw, it was sore to the touch, but not terribly so. My back had at least a dozen pink triangular welts from the whipping I had been given before being put in the box. I looked at my thin, wiry frame and wondered what Mistress Alice thought of it, thought of me.

I turned away from the mirror and looked around the basement, it was the first time I was able to look around, really. It was dominated by The Box, which was clearly the centerpiece of a relatively well appointed dungeon. There was the enema stand and the open drain, which she had forced me to use in lieu of a toilet, and there was a chain hanging from the ceiling that I assumed is what she had hooked me to while cutting away my clothing. There was the bondage bench she had strapped me to previously, directly facing The Box.

In addition to those things, which I had already experienced, there was a St. Andrew’s Cross against one wall, a seat that looked something like a throne, which I assumed was for her, and several more pieces of furniture I had never seen but could imagine were all, at their core, objects to tie someone to so you could easily torture them. There was an array of whips, floggers, and canes as well.

As I wandered around I realized there was a table right next to The Box, that I would have noticed if I had been more aware when I first stood up. On it was a note, and a metal chastity device which appeared to have small nubs on the inside, they weren’t quite spikes but they also weren’t not spikes. It was scary, but also immediately arousing. I somehow knew it was for me. I picked up the note and began to read.

Dearest Pet,

I hope you enjoyed your time in my box, and learned a great deal about where we are headed together. I had to run out and attend to a few errands. You slept quite a long time, but I am not surprised as I put you through quite a bit. I am looking forward to hearing about your experience and what you think when I return. It is my truest hope that you have already accepted your place as my property. If you have I would like you to prove it by putting on the chastity device I have left for you and sitting by my throne, I am sure you can figure out which piece of furniture that is, and await my return. If, instead, you feel that this is not for you and have the willpower to walk away from this opportunity I understand. If that is the case I will be quite sad but I will take you home after you tell me about your experience with The Box, so that I can learn from what we have done together.

I know what I hope you will choose though, and what I believe you will choose as well. 


XOXO, 
Mistress Alice 

I looked at the note, and at the metal device. The rational part of my brain was once again telling me that I should escape this person while I still had that option. That voice was weaker than it had ever been though. Did I really want to escape? I picked up the device and felt its weight. It was not like the cheap plastic ones I had seen that were most common, though it worked much the same.

I looked over at The Box, and almost without thinking found myself sitting on the edge of it, holding the note, and the chastity device. In truth she had not done anything to me that I hadn’t liked, hadn’t wanted, even when it scared me. On some level I had craved her control even before she put me in her strange, terrifying, experimental machine. Though in the light, and having experienced it, it was not so terrifying. It was, I suppose, a rather intense form of bondage and it was clearly used to break down inhibitions. Did I mind though?

Somehow I knew if I didn’t put the chastity device on I would never get to see this amazing woman again, and I would never get to find out what she had planned for me. I was also certain that, whatever experiences I would have in the future, none of them would be as intense, or unique, as what Mistress Alice seemed to be capable of.

Almost on autopilot I slowly unhinged the base of the chastity device and placed my testicles through it. It took me a moment of fumbling to figure out how the rest of it went together, and my increasing arousal made it a challenge to force my cock into the cage full of dull spikes. The entire contraption came together with an internal locking mechanism. When I heard it click, loudly, I knew that I was trapped in it until Mistress Alice decided otherwise. I had made my choice.

I walked over to the throne, feeling the cage bob up and down with every step, and feeling my arousal at the whole situation grow anew. I sat down on the floor, the concrete cold against my bare ass, and waited for my Mistress to return. I didn’t know what would happen next, but I did know that I had accepted my place at her feet. I belonged to Mistress Alice.
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