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About This Story

This story is the first full sequel in The Extreme Femdom Stories collection and is a direct sequel to Mistress Alice’s Slave Breaking Box. If you haven’t read that story you should read it before starting this one. It is the eighth overall installment in my Extreme Femdom Stories Series. extreme femdom stories series. As you probably know by now this is where I explore darker and more intense femdom themes. I hope you enjoy this continuation of the story of Mistress Alice and her slave!


Prologue

That first day I had sat by Mistress’s Alice throne for an indiscernible amount of time. The mere act of being in the chastity device, and knowing I had no way of escaping it, aroused me and the dull spikes inside the device forced my cock back into the flaccid state she clearly meant it to be in. I looked back at her slave breaking box and thought about what I had been through the day before. It seemed that it was her, and what she had done to me, was all I could think about because it had been some amount of time before I remembered that I was supposed to be at work, and that I had not called in.

I felt a slight panic at that, and started to brainstorm an excuse that would not get me fired when I heard sounds from upstairs, followed by the door to the basement unlocking, followed by the click of her heels on the stairs. She appeared like a vision of absolute terror and beauty, and in that moment the spikes of the chastity cage were not enough to fully stop my arousal from its normal physical manifestation.

She sauntered over and stood in front of me, grinning, and holding two cups from the coffee shop we had met at the day before. Saying nothing for a moment she tilted her head and smirked, visually drinking in the vision of me, at the foot of her throne, naked save for the chastity device she had left for me.

“You really are a stupid little pet aren’t you? She laughed. “Well, I guess you’ve made your decision and it is the one I hoped for. We will talk about the box shortly, but first let’s have our coffee.”

She took the lid of the first cup and placed it on the floor, then turned to sit on the throne. Realizing how desperately thirsty, as well as hungry, I reached for the cup ,but she stopped me by simply placing her heeled food between my hand and the cup.

“Not like that,” she said matter of factly. With a swift movement of her foot she knocked the cup over, spilling its contents all over the floor.

I looked up in horror at her smirking, perfect, face. The spikes of the chastity device burrowed into my rapidly hardening cock and I was lost in the mixture of arousal, pain, and the lessons that had been burned into my brain the previous day.

She took a sip of her coffee then looked back at me still smirking. “Well, pet, lick it up.”

Even had I not needed the coffee almost like oxygen I would have needed to follow the order. Almost without thinking I found myself on my knees desperately licking and slurping the spilled coffee off the concrete floor. As I did so the bell-like ring of her laughter filled my ears, and filled me with joy. This was pleasing for her and that is all that mattered to me at that moment.

Once I finished licking up the coffee, much of it had turned cold by the time I had gotten to it, Mistress Alice snapped her finger once and pointed to her feet; almost as if I were on autopilot I crawled over to her and placed my forehead to the floor at her heeled feet, only as I finished the motion did I realize I had watched it done dozens of times during my time in the box.

“You really are well on your way to becoming my perfect puppet?” There was almost a sneer in her voice as she said it and I was constantly kept off balance by the duality with which she treated me. “How does that make you feel, pet?”

I tried to think but my head was buzzing as it took in the dissonance of her suddenly softened voice. Finally, I spoke as best I could. “It feels wonderful, Mistress. I am so lucky you chose me.”

She giggled at that. “I hope you still feel that way in a week’s time, or a month’s. Then again, by then you might only be able to feel exactly what I want you to.” She paused for a moment before adding cryptically, “and it may feel much longer than that too.”

“Now, how did you feel during your time in the box, and how do you feel about it now?” She peered down at me using her heeled foot to raise my head so as to look once again into her deep, beautiful eyes.

I went on to describe how I had never felt so aroused as I was in the box and I felt that it had shown me even more of my true nature than I had known before. I also explained that I had never felt so certain of my place in the world before. I admitted that I looked to the stairs for a moment when I first realized that the ordeal was over, but that there was never any doubt that I was locking myself in her chastity device and sealing my fate.

She nodded as I said all of this, asked some follow up questions and was honestly taking notes as though I was some kind of science experiment, which I suppose was true. After a few minutes of discussion she put the notebook down, smiled at me and began tapping her heel toe against the chastity device, sending vibrations of arousal through me along with causing the spikes to dig in further, causing not  a small amount of pain. It didn’t matter, it felt like I could not get enough of anything she wanted to do to me.

She watched me for a long moment and I am certain my eyes glazed over at the combination of arousal, pleasure, and pain. I moaned quietly and unconsciously opened myself up more to her ministrations. Finally she broke the silence once more.

“When was your first orgasm?” She asked, in the matter-of-fact tone she often used when she was pointing me towards some new, horrific and arousing, truth.

“Last night in the box.” The words came out of my mouth almost without thought. “No, wait. That can’t be right. It was a long time ago, it was my first time in the box.”

I looked up at my Mistress in deep confusion, feeling precum leak from my straining cock. “I don’t understand Mistress?”

She smirked at me for a moment before saying simply. “All of your orgasms belong to me. None others even exist.”

“I still don’t understand, Mistress.” I said quietly, struck by the enormity of what she was showing me.

“Fine,” she sighed, as if she were talking to a small child. “The box has more than one function, you stupid, pathetic, little pet. Yes it can train your mind and condition you to want and need things and to behave in certain ways too. For instance, where as before when I insulted you it didn’t really land fully. You felt some mild apprehension but that was all. Now it arouses you more than anything did before you met me, and it also makes you feel incredibly small.” 

I realized it was true as soon as she said it. During the short period of interaction we had before the box the insults made me feel nervous and that I was losing her interest. Now they just pushed me further beneath her, made me feel small, less like a person, and aroused me deeply. I nodded quietly and looked up to her, knowing there was more.

She smiled and nodded, sensing that I, finally, realized the enormity of what she was doing to me. “There is something else though, while more than one something else, but one something else I will tell you about right now.”

She stopped tapping my cage, and leaned down close to me. “There was a secondary script that was being fed into your mind through the speakers. It is too quiet to really notice unless you are paying attention. Of course, you were far too distracted by everything else being done to you for you to pay attention. Deep in hypnosis I forced your mind to erase the memory of every orgasm you ever had.”

I felt my jaw drop, and could say nothing to that. She leaned forward a bit closer and spit in my mouth. “You really are fucking pathetic, you know that? But nowhere near as pathetic as you will be when I am done with you. It is time for phase two.”


Chapter 1

Mistress Alice stood and walked away, leaving me to kneel before her throne. I knew better than to get up unless I was told to. I had learned that in the box. When she returned she dropped a piece of paper and a pen in front of me.

“There are several questions on that paper that I need you to answer. While you are doing that I will prepare some things that are needed for phase two.” She started to walk away and I began to read the questions.

Who was your first kiss?

Her name was Melanie, though later she laughed at me and acted like she didn’t know me.

Who was your first love? 
Also Melanie, though I don’t think she ever knew it.

When was your first handjob?

Shannon was as weird as I was and we were a good fit together until she moved away. It was the summer before college, not long after we turned eighteen. 

When was your first blowjob? 
The night before she left for college. Shannon and I didn’t realize it was goodbye.

Who will miss you if you disappear? 
I thought about this question for a long moment. I had some close friends but my family was all gone, except my Mom, and we barely talked.

I wrote the answers down to all of her questions and waited quietly for her to finish. A snap in my left ear told me to stand up and turn to face her. Without a word she removed she slowly removed the chastity device, and began to gently stroke my cock.

“This might be your last real chance to walk away, pet.” She continued to stroke my member, and slowly guided me back over to the box. “This is going to be so much more intense than last night and if you let me go through with my plan you might not be able to go back. I will probably offer you more chances to escape, but I am not sure that you will really have a choice.”

I looked at her, trying to think clearly through her keeping me at such a high level of arousal. “Why, Mistress?”

“Let me show you.” She guided me to the box and sat me down, then turned away for just a moment, coming back with a small syringe. She giggled audibly when I jumped up in shock. “Sit back down, pet.”

She waited for me to comply, which I did, nearly instantly. “This is a drug that is currently only available in Europe and Asia. You may have read about it though. There have been a lot of discussions about the morality of using it on inmates in prison. I have no such concerns of morality when it comes to my property though. And don’t you want to be my property?”

I nodded, it was true that it was what I wanted, but I had also never been so terrified. “What is it?”

“You don’t need to concern yourself with its name, but its main use is to dilate time, often in an extreme way. There has been talk of using it to make prison inmates experience sentence lengths well beyond what would be truly possible.”

I felt my dick twitch as she described the drug, what a deliciously evil thing, also tauntingly arousing. Why was I like this?

She smiled, I think noticing the increase in my arousal, and continued. “This dose is relatively tame. It will impact your ability to experience time normally for about a day, maybe a little longer, and make that period of time feel like a little more than a month.”

My mouth was once agape at the idea that a drug could do that. I collected myself slowly, “a month?”

She nodded, “I will administer the drug, put you back in the box and you will experience about a month’s worth of training over the course of the next day, and a month’s worth of hypnosis as well.”

“That is why you had me write down all of those things?” It was more of a statement than a question.

“Yes, you silly little skullfucked idiot.” Once again, her tone changed suddenly, it was like there was no rhyme or reason to it other than to keep me completely off balance, my cock twitched and leaked. “Those are some things you will not be remembering. But I am not completely evil. You will have a chance to gain those memories back, though I doubt you will take it.”

“Why is that?” I looked at her, fearing I knew the answer.

“Because if I give them back then we are finished. If you are mine, then your mind exists the way I want it to.” She grabbed my jaw, forcing my mouth open and spit into it once again. “And the memory of your precious orgasms? Those are gone for good either way. I think that is more than a fair price for sharing all of this with you.”

I swallowed her spit, and nodded. My mind made up almost before she finished speaking. “I am ready, Mistress.”

“You are such a fucking idiot. I told you I was going to destroy you, and you are letting me go so much further than I imagined you would.” She pushed me back into the box and began strapping me in. “I really think you are going to be my tortured slave for the rest of your life.”

Once she had me strapped in, she readied the syringe, slowly pierced a vein in my elbow, and emptied it. The drug felt oddly warm as it worked its way through my system. “It will hit fully in about fifteen minutes and time will slow to a crawl. This will be a little different than last time as the box is going to make you experience what a month of training at my feet would feel like. You are going to learn so much, pet, and in just one night. I doubt it will make you any smarter though.”

She inserted the plug back into my still gaping hole, and worked the suction tube back over my penis, which was still as raw as my ass was gaping. “Sleep tight, pet. See you in a month.”

I felt a frenzy of fear well up in me but before I could say anything she closed the lid and I was once again trapped in the velvety darkness of Mistress Alice’s box. I was terrified of what it would do to me this time, but for a long moment nothing happened. The box remained dark and silent, then slowly started playing white noise. I laid there, terrified, yet somehow aroused. After a while I felt an odd tingling at the base of my skull and slowly realized I had no idea how long I had been laying there. I remembered the drug and realized it was starting to take effect. Slowly a purple spiral appeared in front of me on the screen.


Chapter 2

I can’t fully describe the sensations I was experiencing but it was like I was floating in a sea of nothingness. The spiral moved at a normal speed but it felt like everything was happening forever. I couldn’t remember when I last had eaten or slept and the combination of anticipation, boredom, and anxiety was brutal. It felt like days had passed before the white noise subsided and I heard my Mistress’s voice. Just as quickly as her voice appeared the world faded to black.

Somehow, I knew I was still in the box, but where I found myself was kneeling in front of my Mistress back in the basement. The feeling of being in two places at once was strange but somehow I knew it to be true.

“Welcome to the first day of your true training, pet.” Her words rang through my ears and shook me to the core. I could only kneel before her.

Over the next several hours, which I realized later passed in essentially the blink of an eye, I learned every slave position she could ever want me in and practiced them over and over until my knees and back were sore. When I described this to her later she chuckled, knowing I hadn’t truly moved at all.

As that first day came to a close she looked down at me and whispered, “now this next lesson is the most important you will learn today. I need you to repeat what I say next.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I mumbled, not realizing that the box was recording everything I spoke.

“You will never again orgasm without permission. Say it.” Her words took on a sharp, demanding tone.

“I will never again orgasm without permission.” I said.

“Again,” she demanded. “Louder.”

“I will never again orgasm without permission.” I said again.

This went on for what felt like hours, until finally she was satisfied.

“That is correct, pet. You will never again orgasm without permission.” She then led me across the basement to a cage that was barely big enough for me to sleep in and pushed me inside.

“Sleep well, pet.” She sneered. “Tomorrow will be just as hard, or harder.”

The night passed in fitful sleep, me only finding out later that the entire time I was sleeping the box was keeping me right on the edge of orgasm and feeding me dreams similar to the visions I had seen in my first visit. All too quickly, my Mistress was once again dragging me out of the cage and strapping me to her St. Andrew’s cross.

“Today’s lesson is simple, slave.” She smiled, holding up what looked like a taser in front of me. “You are hard when I want you to be, you are soft when I want you to be. You are exactly what I want you to be.”

“I am hard when you want me to be, I am soft when you want me to be. I am exactly what you want me to be.” I repeated it almost automatically.

Suddenly she applied the taser directly to my groin, as I struggled in pain she said the word, “soft.”

As soon as the pain subsided she started gently stroking me. As she did so she looked directly into my eyes and said, “hard.”

As soon as I was hard she shocked me again practically growling, “soft.”

This went on for so long I could not remember the first shock. Eventually I realized she was only shocking me, or stroking me, about half of the time, then a quarter of the time, and eventually not at all. Soon my cock was not mine to control at all, as it was responding simply to the words ‘soft’ and ‘hard.’ Pleased with her result my Mistress chuckled and then almost as an afterthought spit on my face, leaving it there to slowly drip down my chin.

“You are going to be a complete puppet soon enough. Nothing in that stupid little head of yours except my commands. How does that make you feel, slave?”

Despite the intense arousal of the moment my cock did not respond at all, which was somewhat terrifying but also more arousing. “I want nothing else Mistress, only to be what you make me.”

“Good boy.” She smiled. “Good stupid, foolish, boy. Do you enjoy that your cock responds to nothing but my words now? Don’t worry. You’ll still be locked in chastity.”

I gulped and nodded. I both hated and loved that she seemed to have total control over part of my body, and I wondered how much further she could push it.

“Now, a little something to help you sleep.” She held the taser up in front of me so I could see her turn the dial way up before jamming it directly into my groin and holding it there. The pain was beyond anything I had ever felt but before I could even try to scream the world faded to black.

The next morning I awoke hanging from the cross and my Mistress was standing in front of me in a full latex catsuit. She was positively stunning as always. As my eyes came into focus and my head cleared enough to understand what was happening she spoke a single word.

“Hard.”

Immediately my cock was straining in front of me with no stimulation whatsoever. My mind reeled that everything she had trained me to do the previous day worked, but it was nothing compared to what was next.

“Your next lesson, slave, is just as simple as yesterday’s. You know you only cum with permission. But what you will learn today is that permission to cum is a command.” She smirked at me as I tried to work out what she had just said before sighing as though I were a complete idiot. “Don’t worry, stupid. You’ll learn.”

With that she began stroking my cock, and soon I was dripping precum and teetering right on the edge of orgasm. She gave me one more stroke before pulling her hand away and saying. “Cum for me, pig.”

I gasped in surprise as those words were enough to bring me over the edge and I spurted over and over again, the first time I had orgasmed since my first night in the box. Cum continued to leak out of me for long moments and soon my cock was flaccid and my breathing returned to normal.

My Mistress though, had other ideas. She wrapped a hand gently around my throat and pushed me back so I had to look her in the eyes. “Hard,” she whispered.

Almost immediately my member was throbbing as she stroked it again, bringing me right to the edge several times before letting it go and growling, “cum.”

I was spurting again despite the fact that I had just had an orgasm, which was not something I was used to being able to do. I looked at my Mistress through bleary eyes and hoped she could see the adoration I felt for her, and hoped she would stop this new, surprising, torture. I would have no such luck.

I was given only a short reprieve as she bent down and scooped some of the cum into her hand. As she stood back up she simply said, “hard.”

The last thing I wanted was another orgasm but I had no choice. My member no longer responded to me, or to external stimuli. It was hers to control and I was once again hard. She force fed me the remnants of my last orgasm, which somehow increased the arousal I knew on multiple levels I shouldn’t be feeling. Then she started stroking me again.

This time she stopped before I was fully at the edge and slapped my penis as hard as she could. The pain shocked me, but so did the increase in arousal, and as it bobbed back and forth she giggled, as she whispered, “cum.”

I did.

She kept it up for what felt like hours and I have no idea how she was able to make me orgasm so many times. It was only later I learned that it was, partially, the magic of the box that allowed this trick, this trick that would recondition my arousal and desire completely. To prove her point she finished the lesson without touching me at all.

“Soft, slave.” She growled at me. “Pathetically, uselessly soft. Which is really how I should keep your cock forever. It isn’t like it has ever penetrated, or will ever penetrate a woman anyway will it? So maybe I should just keep it nice and soft and useless. Wouldn’t you like that?”

I could not believe how aroused I was at this degradation or how much I suddenly wanted every word she had just spoken to be true. Suddenly the idea of never experiencing another hard-on, which is the sort of idea I had never seriously considered, was one of the most exciting thoughts I had ever had.

“Yes, Mistress. Please. Please keep your slave soft forever.” I couldn’t believe the words that were coming out of my mouth.

She laughed and spit in my face yet again, which seemed to be becoming one of her favorite things to do. “Cum for me you stupid useless bitch.”

As soon as the words left her mouth I felt an orgasm ripple through my entire body and felt it leak uselessly to the floor. My cock never hardened, and barely moved at all. I was left dumbfounded by this new level of control she had established over me.

She pulled several more orgasms out of me before shocking me into another restless, dream-filled sleep.

The days went on like this for what felt like forever. There were lessons about service, how to clean her boots or cook and clean for her. There were lessons on how to be a human toilet, or a human ashtray, or some other piece of furniture that no sane person would want to be used as. Some lessons were repeated over and over to make sure they stuck, and some days were just spent being used to appease her sadistic urges.

One morning, I woke up in the cage and was dragged out to the center of the floor. My Mistress cuffed my hands behind me, as they had been the first time I was in her basement dungeon. Soon I was being pulled up by the chain from the ceiling into a stressful position that made my entire body hurt. Then my Mistress crouched down in front of me and caressed my face affectionately.

“You have done so well, pet.” She smiled sweetly at me, her ruby red lipstick the same hue she had worn on the first day we met. “You’ve made me so proud. Today’s lesson will complete your training.

“Thank you, Mistress. All I want is to please you, to make you proud. I will learn anything to please you.” I stared into her eyes, knowing I would do anything for her.

“I know you will, slave.” She stood up and only then did I notice the giant strap-on she was wearing. “Today’s lesson is simple. Your holes are meant to be filled. That is their purpose. Say it.”

“My holes are meant to be filled. That is their purpose.” I repeated as though it were a mantra, and as soon as I said it I knew it was true.

Without any warning she rammed the strap-on into my mouth, guiding it fully down my throat, I gagged and sputtered and thought I would suffocate until I calmed down enough to start breathing through my nose. Once she was satisfied that I understood what was happening she started throatfucking me. First gently, guiding it easily in and out of my mouth and then forcefully, over and over again until I got used to the feeling of it sliding halfway down my throat.

Without warning, as she was doing this she said two words in quick succession. “Hard,” and then a deep breath before “cum.”

As she said the word ‘cum’ she jammed the strap-on down my throat as deeply as she could and held it there. I spasmed both from the massive intruder partially suffocating me, and from the orgasm that ripped through my body, somehow tying having my throat completely filled to the idea of extreme arousal and pleasure.

She did not remove the strap-on from my throat when the orgasm was over and instead reached down and pinched my nose shut. Soon I was struggling, and spasming and felt the darkness creeping in but there was nothing I could do. I felt her release the pinch on my nose and slowly pull the strap-on out of my mouth but I was already passing out, and welcomed the darkness coming up to blanket me.

When I awoke I was still hanging in the same position and could feel Mistress Alice moving around behind me. Without even acknowledging that I was awake, though I am sure she knew, I felt her pressing the strap-on against my rear, which parted for her easily. I felt immense pleasure, and immense fullness as she pushed further into me and when I felt her thighs come to rest against my buttocks it felt like the tip of the strap-on was stabbing at my insides. I had no idea how long the thing was, but was surprised to have taken every inch of it.

“You are nothing but holes for my pleasure. This is your purpose. You are not a person. Just an object for me to fuck, torture, and use.” I could practically hear the sneer in her voice as she said these things before beginning to fuck me. “Get hard for me, slave. Show me that you know you know your place.”

My cock rose to immediate attention and began throbbing through the hard, bordering on vicious, fucking she was giving me. She pressed in and out over and over pushing me further to the brink. The pain and pleasure were more than I had ever experienced and soon I was not thinking at all, I was just hanging there, accepting my place as her toy as she rammed the giant strap-on into me over and over again. My insides felt like they were being scrambled and my cock felt like it was bursting with an orgasm that would never cum. If the experience had been real I am sure there would have been a puddle of cum lying beneath me from the strap-on pressing my prostate over and over again, but as it was I had never felt the need for release to be so great.

Finally she stopped, her thighs once again resting against me and her silicone cock fully sheathed inside me. My cock was bobbing helplessly in the air, my entire body ached, but my mind was completely empty.

“Soft, now slave.” She whispered as she pressed herself against me. “Go soft like you are meant to be.”

My cock went from bobbing obscenely to hanging uselessly beneath me, and my whole body seemed to go soft with it.

“Now cum for me, slave.” She said and I did. The orgasm rolled through me like a wave, and I could feel what seemed to be an endless stream of cum leak from me without any of the explosion of a masculine orgasm. It was one of the most intense and erotic things I had ever felt.

“Good, pet.” She held me tight. “Your training is complete. Now sleep.”

My body responded to that command as well as it had to any other, though I could not remember her training me for it. I felt my eyes flutter shut, and then nothing at all.


Chapter 3

When I woke up I was resting comfortably inside the box, though this time the box was still closed, and I was still restrained. I realized, quickly, that I had never felt so calm in my life. I was not worried about anything, not even being trapped inside the box that Mistress Alice was using to alter my very reality. I sighed, quietly, and waited.

I don’t know how but the box seemed to know I was awake and the screen in front of me blinked and came to life. Soon I was looking at Mistress Alice, in simple black leggings and a long pink t-shirt, sitting in front of me. 

“Good morning, slave. How was your month of training?” She smirked at me through the camera, and watched as I tried to figure out what was happening.

“I don’t know how to explain it, Mistress. I feel so calm, but also empty, but not in a bad way.” I paused. “I didn’t know anything could be so intense.”

She nodded and continued to smile. “Slave, that was only phase two of my plan for you. Now, I want to test some things, is that okay?”

I nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

She smirked, as if I could give any other answer. “Good. First, do you remember the drug I gave you?”

I thought about it for a moment. “Yes, Mistress. That seems like it was so long ago though.”

“It was for you. Though for me it was just last night.” She sat up a little straighter, and her eyes seemed to be boring right through me. “Do you remember what it did?”

“It slowed down time, so that a single day felt like a month.” I wondered to myself if someone could forget something so intense, and strange?

“That is right, slave.” She nodded. Then she spoke the word, “hard.”

Immediately I felt my cock fill the suction tube it was stuck in and begin to throb.

She hummed approvingly. “I see that worked perfectly. Soft.”

She giggled as my cock seemed to deflate at just the word. For my part I was still amazed that she could condition me so easily.

“Hard.” She said again, then just as quickly, “soft.”

My cock started to fill the tube again just to once again fall flaccid. I moaned quietly.

“Now cum, slave.”

Her laughter filled my ears as an orgasm rolled through me but never quite exploded. It would never stop feeling odd to me when cum leaks out of my soft member.

“I might never let you cum any other way, you know that, pig?” I could tell she was enjoying herself and that filled me with joy, despite the absurdity of the circumstances.

I watched as she picked up a piece of paper on camera and started looking it over. “Who was your first kiss, slave?”

I stared at her through the camera, thinking she had to know full well that the only person who had ever kissed me was her. “It was you, Mistress.”

She hummed quietly. “And your first love?”

“I have never loved anyone but you, Mistress.” Even as I said this it didn’t feel quite right, but I couldn’t pull anything else out of my nearly empty mind.

“You love me, slave? With everything I am doing to you? You really are a fool.” She chuckled. “And your first handjob?”

“You gave me a handjob when you were training me, Mistress.” Again, the answer was nearly automatic.

“I know you’ve never gotten to use that pathetic limp tool between your legs, slave, but what about your first blowjob?” She smirked into the camera.

“I have never had a blowjob, Mistress.” I sighed.

“That’s right pig, and you never will.” She laughed again, and I felt small and trapped.

She put the paper back down and sat quietly for a moment before speaking again. “Okay, slave. I am almost ready to finish phase 2. You will be let out of the box soon. But first you have to make an important decision. I am going to put you back into trance and either undo almost everything I have done to you so you can go back to your normal boring life, or I am going to make it permanent. If I make it permanent nothing  can undo it. All of your training will be permanent, as will anything I have taken from you. You have one minute to choose or I will choose for you.”

I nearly choked. A minute? To decide what my life was going to look like? The shock disappeared almost instantly though as I realized this was just how she did things, and to my dismay, I didn’t really need a minute.

“Please Mistress.” I paused and took a deep breath.

“Please what, slave?” She leaned forward.

“Please make it permanent.” I breathed.

She smiled. “That was the last free choice you are ever going to make, pet. So I hope you are happy with it.”

She disappeared from the screen and the purple spiral reappeared. I heard her voice whispering in my ear and then quickly drifted into trance. Her voice continued for what could have been hours, but I couldn’t really make out, or remember, anything she had said.

When I awoke it was like the first time I woke up in the box, I was no longer restrained. The second thing I noticed was that my chastity device had been put back into place. I slowly got out of the box and looked around. Mistress Alice was nowhere to be seen. It did not occur to me to even try the door at the top of the stairs. I was beyond the idea of escape.

I went to her throne and kneeled before it, only then noticing two bowls, one of water, and one of some sort of brown sludge. There was no note, but it was clearly meant for me to eat. I was afraid of it at first, but it did not smell foul in any way. On my hands and knees I first lapped water from the bowl and then went to the food, which tasted almost like pancake batter, but completely bland. I didn’t care though, I was famished and I quickly ate all the food and drank all the water.

As I finished I heard the door open and, as always, the clack of her heels as she came down the stairs. I turned to face her, and put my head to the ground, as I had been trained to do.

“Good slave!” She beamed at me. “Did you enjoy your meal? I hope so, because it might be the only thing you ever eat again.”

Despite the threat her voice was full of good cheer. She snapped twice which meant I was allowed to sit up on my knees to look and to look at her while she spoke. “Do you want to know where I was while you were resting?”

“Yes, please, Mistress.” I nodded as I spoke.

“Of course you do.” She giggled. “I was at your old apartment. I sent an email resigning from your job, and told the landlord you were giving notice. I didn’t see anything worth keeping so I destroyed all personal items and donated everything else. We wouldn’t want old memories interfering with your new life, would we?”

I felt something churning in my stomach. She had basically erased my life while I was in her evil, wonderful, box. “No, Mistress,” I said quietly. “We wouldn’t want that.”

“Good, pig.” She walked over to me and kicked lightly at my chastity device. “Hard now, you stupid shit.”

I was immediately throbbing in the cage; a few more kicks and I was right on the edge of orgasm. It didn’t matter that the spikes were digging into me, she wanted me hard, so I was rock hard.

“You’ve really done it, you know?” You really let me destroy you, you fucking fool.” She continued to kick at me lightly. My mind still swirled both at the reality of what she was saying and that she could somehow say such awful things in such an affectionate way. “It is a good thing I want to keep you.”

“Thank you Mistress, I couldn’t want anything else!” I responded, looking at her pleadingly.

“Of course you couldn’t. I have pretty much replaced every want, every desire, you’ve ever had with what I want. Of course, you said you wanted this.” She stepped away from me and walked over to the desk, which I realize is where she was sitting when we were talking through the box before.

She picked up a piece of paper and waved it at me. “Do you remember writing down answers to questions for me?”

I nodded, though I couldn’t really remember the questions or the answers.

“Do you want to see the memories I have erased from your stupid, perverted, mind, slave? Or should I just burn it? It isn’t like you can get them back anyway.”

Part of me wanted her to show me, just to twist the knife further. But I was afraid of what that would do to me, or that it would undo what she had done. “Burn it, Mistress, please. It is from before. It doesn’t matter.”

“Good answer, slut.” She smiled at me as she pulled out a lighter and set the paper a blaze before throwing it on the concrete floor. “I really am proud of you. I didn’t think anyone could go this far, but you have.”

At the thought of her being proud of me, I was overwhelmed with joy, and arousal. “Thank you, Mistress.”

“Of course, slut. Now get up and go to the cross. I have a fun new game to play with you.” She didn’t even watch me follow her command, because she knew I would not disobey.

She walked over to me, and the cross, with another syringe in hand, when she got to me she placed it, sticking tauntingly, out of her cleavage. I didn’t struggle as she restrained me against the cross, but I was terrified of what was going to happen next.

“Now, when I combine the drug and the box it allows me to create a reality that you exist in for a time. I could probably make you live out entire lifetimes that way, and I might some day.” She pulled the syringe out and waved it in my face, taunting me. “But out here in the world, without the box to guide you, it just slows down time so that whatever you are experiencing you experience longer.”

I gulped and nodded. I understood what she was saying, though not what it would do to me.

“This is a smaller dose, so it will only last an hour or two, but those hours will feel like days.” She grinned, “which means you are going to be strapped to this cross, rock hard and completely aroused, with those spikes digging into your raw, tender flesh, for days.”

She then removed the plastic cap from the syringe and guided it into my arm. I felt the warmth flood my system again and she stood back and watched, waiting. “Stay hard for me, pet. As hard as you’ve ever been. Rock hard for your Mistress.”

I felt my cock throbbing in the cage, the combination of lust and pain filling me and drowning out every other thought. While we both waited for the drug to do its work she busied herself putting clamps on my nipples and then covering my eyes with a blindfold. As time slowed I realized I could not see anything and that all of my attention was brought to the pain and arousal that her clamps, the chastity device, and her commands were causing.

“What I didn’t tell you, pet, is that if I administer more of the drug it will just keep going.” I jumped at that thought, but could move nowhere, but I did start to cry. “Imagine me putting you on a fucking machine, hooked up to an IV so that you could experience being fucked for literal decades. I might do it, you know. We both have so much time.”

The word time caused me to choke. I was convinced in that moment of two things; first, that Mistress Alice was the most evil person I had ever met and second that I wanted her to do all of the awful depraved things she thought of to me. I craved it like oxygen. I was hers and didn’t want to be anything else.

“Mistress,” I choked out through the sobs, “I want you to do anything and everything to me. I want this. All of it. All of you.”

I felt her warmth as she stood next to me and embraced me against the cross. Her breath was hot on my neck. “You really are a dumb fuck, she whispered in my ear, “but I really do love you for it. Thank you, slave.”

I gasped at the words and knew in that moment, to an absolute certainty, that I was where I belonged. “Thank you, Mistress. I love you too.”

“I know you do, slave. And you will never have the chance to love anyone else.” She chuckled. “Now cum for me.”

I bucked against the cage, the orgasm ripping through my body, as jet after jet of ropey cum spurted out of me and through the cage. With the drug once again coursing through my system, and without the box to guide me, the orgasm felt like it lasted forever and the aftermath of it felt like it lasted for almost a day.

I eventually collapsed, hanging limp from the cross, completely spent.

“After this I will give you some time to recover, slave. I think we are both really going to enjoy phase three of this experiment.” I could hear my Mistress’s smile in her voice, and weakly smiled as well.

I couldn’t wait for phase three, I couldn’t wait for anything she wanted to do to me. At the beginning she had told me what I would become and she was right. I was her toy. I was hers.


If you enjoyed this story please check out some of my other stories, including the rest of my Extreme Femdom Stories series and my ABDL stories, as well as The Making of Slave M. My next story will be the finale of the Ex-Girlfriend trilogy, so you might want to start there!  Also, please leave a review, and don’t forget to tell me what you think by emailing me at alyceimpelled@gmail.com
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