

Extreme Femdom Stories Volume 9: Convention Castration

By Alyce Impelled


About The Author

My name is Alyce and I am a long time author of erotic fiction or, as I prefer, smut! I have lived a fair bit of the life I write about, which mostly revolves around hypnosis, sissification, diapers, chastity, and even castration! If it is kinky, perverse, and taboo, I love it! My stories are often about shy submissive men and the women who capture their hearts, minds, and bodies. I like to mix the dark, extreme, and hardcore, with elements of romance, love, and even levity.

If you want to hear more about my happy kinky life you can follow me on twitter {I will never call it X, yuck!} @alyceimpelled, or you can email me at alyceimpelled@gmail.com  If you do please say hi, I love to interact with the people who read my writing and if you ask extra nicely I might even write a story that incorporates things you ask for! As you will find by reading my stories there are very few topics I consider too taboo!

About The Story

Sorry everybody! I know this one took awhile to get out and to be honest I considered shelving it. It was a new concept for me and I am still not sure it came out quite right. But I wanted to share it with you all anyway. I hope you enjoy it! The next story in the series will be more in the typical vein and will include some old characters as well I believe! But for now enjoy Convention Castration.


Prologue

I looked over all the work I had done on him one more time and smiled at the state he was in. His legs were bound, forcing him to balance on the two kneepads I was kind enough to allow him.  He could do nothing but remain on all fours, like the pet I imagined him becoming. The binding of his thumbs, which I wanted badly to be permanent, forced his hands to be almost paw-like, which was perfect really. I idly wondered if I could do the same to the rest of his fingers eventually, and if I was willing to be that cruel. His face was perfectly covered by a neoprene puppy mask, his tongue basically locked to the floor of his mouth by a built-in gag. All he could do was whine and bark like a real puppy, which was exactly what I wanted and what I wanted to show her.

But my favorite part, of course, was between his legs. His balls were already turning a deep purple, slowly dying thanks to the tight band that I had put in place. All puppies need to be fixed after all, and in my opinion he was no different. The best part of all though was how aroused he was. I knew he was likely in more pain than he had ever been in and he knew that much of what I had done to him could be permanent. I had told him as much, taunted him with it really, how once his girlfriend saw him like this she would be happy to keep him as a bound, sexless, pet. His dick was straining between his legs, dripping precum on to the dungeon floor, and his eyes were the perfect mixture of lust, fear, and pain. It had throbbed every time I had taunted him, and there were points that I thought he was going to cum just from the knowledge that this might be his life. I had promised them both a night they would never forget and I knew I was delivering.

I walked over to his girlfriend, his almost mistress, and sat down on her lap. She yelped quietly in surprise but immediately warmed up to me. I sensually kissed her neck, sucking on it lightly, running a hand up her side to her left tit, lightly flicking at the nipple, which elicited a moan of pleasure. They were both caught in my web, which was exactly what I had intended. Now it was time to show her what I had done to her boyfriend and convince her to let me keep him this way.

I had been far kinder to her of course, gentle bindings to a comfortable chair, a blindfold to keep her from watching. She had heard everything but probably had no idea what I had actually done to him. I was a little worried she would be horrified, but I felt confident that I had aroused her enough that the lust would do part of my work for me. The plan, afterall, was to keep them both, her as someone to mentor and love and him as our loyal, castrated, pup.

“Are you ready to see our puppy?” I whispered in her ear, making my voice huskier, leaning into the lust of the night. “He looks so perfect like this.”

“Yes,” She moaned to me, “yes please.”

I could feel the ache in her voice, the lust and the desire, and I knew I had them both exactly where I wanted them, maybe exactly where they belong. I only hoped that she wouldn’t freak out when I removed her blindfold.

Not just yet though. I needed her to be more worked up. I needed her to want me, to need me. I kissed her deeply, forcing my tongue into her mouth and swirling it around. I tasted all of her and let her feel what it would be like to be my lover. Well, some of what it would be like. She moaned deeply and kissed me back. It was all I could do not go down on her again and bring her to another earth shaking orgasm, but alas there were other things that required our attention in that moment.

I reluctantly broke the kiss, nuzzling her face for a moment with affection that surprised even me. I slowly removed her blindfold and watched as her eyes adjusted.

“Ready?” I asked her again.

She nodded and tried to look past me. I finally stood up and hesitated for just a moment before undoing the cuffs that kept her bound to the chair. She stood up and tested her muscles for a moment, then walked towards the thing that had been her boyfriend, and had wanted so badly to be her slave.

She circled him slowly, she didn’t scream, or yell, which was a good sign. She didn’t fly at me in rage, which was certainly a possibility I was prepared for. She seemed to be studying him, taking it in. His eyes watched her as she circled. He whined constantly but it was his eyes that really told the story. He was silently pleading with her, though I couldn’t tell if it was to get him out of the mess he found himself in, or not. And the precum continued to drip from his throbbing cock. Even as his balls inched closer to permanent uselessness he was excited about what was happening to him.

She turned and looked at me, no clear emotion in her face, and asked “what now?” 


Part 1

By the time I had made it through registration and into the convention center most of the first group of classes had already started. That was fine with me though. I wandered the exhibition hall enjoying window shopping in the stalls of various vendors, and enjoying the way they all stared at me, or at least my tight latex catsuit, even more. I had been to plenty of kink conventions in the past and wasn’t really there for the classes anyway. Hell, I could be teaching more than a few of them if that was what I enjoyed.

Normally when I came to conventions it was for a little bit of play and very rarely to consider a new slave. But this one was close enough to my hometown that I could take my play home with me, and if I particularly liked it maybe even keep it. I had let my last live-in slave move on a few months earlier. If I was being honest I encouraged her to move on. I had taken her as far as I could and while I still enjoyed torturing the limp appendage she once had proudly called her cock I was ready for something new. It was just taking me a while to figure out what that new thing would be.

Finally the first round of classes broke and the exhibition hall flooded with all manner of perverts, kinksters, dominants, and submissives. This is what I was shopping for afterall, much more than the implements and fashion that I already owned more than enough of. I was taken aback by a moment to see my old slave wandering through the hall, well, tottering really, on massive platform heels. She was dressed to the nines, and it took me a moment to notice that her legs were chained together forcing her to take small mincing steps, each of which looked like a risk she could tumble to the ground.

A moment later I was even more surprised,a local Master I knew socially but was not close with walked up and took her by the arm. She looked at him adoringly. She had never been one for men, though I guess maybe removing her balls had maybe pushed her in that direction, or maybe she just couldn’t do without a strong hand guiding her. Before I knew it they walked up to me, and Master Mark spoke.

“Greetings, Vanessa. I can’t believe you let this one go. Or were you not strong enough to keep her under control?”

I ignored him for a moment and gave my former slave a sharp glance, her eyes almost instantly averting towards the floor. “I think you know better than that Mark. All things have a shelf life though. How did you two wind up together?”

He smiled cooly, “I had always admired what you did to her and when I saw her alone at the club a few weeks back I just couldn’t help myself. She has been with me ever since.”

“Well,” I replied with a breezy hand gesture, “I am happy for you both. See you at the club, I am sure.”

He nodded and led my former property away. Was it a twinge of regret I was feeling? It isn’t that I didn’t have feelings for her, it was that I had grown bored and she wasn’t much of a servant, which is what I had wanted her to be when we met. If I had known that she was never going to learn to clean properly, no matter how harsh the punishments, I would have turned her into something more suitable. A sex slave maybe or a pet. A pet! Suddenly I knew exactly what I wanted to do. I had some ideas about taking puppy play to its logical endpoint. Maybe now was the time.

WIth more of an idea of what I was looking for now, I continued to wander the hall, now looking at the people far more than the various booths selling leather, chain, and other assorted goodies. A middle-aged man wearing a leather puppy mask grabbed my attention for a moment but wasn’t giving off quite the right vibes. Another, younger pup might have been a lot of fun, but was clearly gay, and thus would not find me nearly as much fun as I would him. I continued to wander, eventually reaching the end of a row of vendors, that is when I saw them.

Clearly a couple and new, but not too new, to all of this. He was wearing kitty ears, not quite a pup but close enough for a start, and had the petulant look of a brat that wanted to be put in their place. But her, oh her! She was shorter than him by a few inches, and he was probably an inch or two shorter than me, a large chest, athletic legs, and beautiful blond hair. I could have such fun with her, with both of them really. I moved close enough to get a sense of what was going on.

“Sandy, why can’t I just sit in a chair during the next class? I feel so silly sitting on the floor and can’t see half of what is going on.” His voice was a little whiny, but it seemed mostly affected. I couldn’t tell if he was trying to intentionally bait her, if this was part of their fun, or if he was really annoyed.

I was shocked when she lashed out and slapped him across the face and was almost gleeful when I saw the tears started welling up in his eyes. Somehow he controlled himself though and kept from bursting into tears, which is what he clearly wanted to do. She stared up at him as if she was daring him to complain further. The only thing she really seemed to lack was any kind of restraint; honestly though, sometimes restraint is overrated.

“First of all, we are not going to keep coming to these events if you will not remember to call me Mistress. Second of all, YOU are the one who wanted this. YOU are the one who showed me all of those perverted, delicious, images, and YOU are the one who begged me to lock your dick up and take control in our relationship.” She smirked at him as he seemed to shrink just a bit. She was not being loud enough to get too much attention, but she certainly had mine, and so did he.

I decided to keep an eye on them a little further and carefully followed them into the next class they were attending, which was a discussion of body modification in M/s dynamics. It is one of my favorite subjects but I knew the presenter was not nearly as experienced as he should be to be presenting. It didn’t matter though, I was mostly interested in how the two novices who had drawn my interest would react to the ideas in the class.

I have to say they handled it well overall. I enjoyed watching the boy squirm on the floor while the talk of branding and artistic cutting went on for far longer than necessary. His Mistress seemed relatively interested as well though I could tell she was not ready to carry out any of the delicious ideas described over the course of the forty-five minute class. That didn’t matter though, maybe she would delight in me performing them, and far more intense modifications as well.

As we all exited the presentation I decided to make my move. I glided through the crowd until I was directly behind them and waited for an opportunity. As the girl turned to figure out what they were doing next I smiled at her.

“Cute pet, is it well trained?” I watched the blush creep up his face. He was clearly not used to being spoken of as an object, as property. If things went well he would get used to it quickly.

She sighed and gave him a sideways glance. “He is cute but to be honest he is a bit of a whiner and not at all housebroken. He thought he should get one of the chairs reserved for people in the last presentation.”

I smiled at the way she drew out the word ‘people.’ It was clear she had at least some understanding of the game I was playing.

“Well with proper training that can be fixed, quite quickly really.” I shrugged at him. “And if not while there are always dozens of pets around just waiting to be well behaved.”

“Oh? Do you have one?” She smiled at me, it was not an attack it was genuine curiosity.

“I handed my last pet off a few weeks back if I am being honest. It was time. She is very happy now as far as I know, not that she would ever suggest otherwise. She is actually here with her new Master somewhere.” I looked around idly, “that is part of why I am here. I live nearby and decided it was time to shop around for my next victim.”

They both shivered at the word ‘victim,’ which was more or less what I intended. I didn’t want to scare them off though. “Don’t worry, most of my victims are very happy with how they end up, even if it was unexpected at the beginning of the journey.”

She shifted her stance slightly, beginning to understand that I was not just a weekend player. “You said you live around here?”

I nodded. “I come to this event almost every year. It would be unseemly to not show up in my hometown after all.”

The girl, a little flustered, looked through the schedule. “There isn’t really anything worth going to for the next little while. I think I want to go back to the hotel room for a nap.”

She snapped her fingers, which I took to imply the boy was supposed to follow her.

I quickly interrupted. “I have a better idea. There is a great sushi place around the corner. Why don’t I treat you both to lunch. I think I have some ideas you might enjoy.”

Her boy looked terrified, but a little intrigued. She looked fascinated with me, and probably couldn’t give up the idea of a free lunch. “Bet.” She said, lightly.

I cringed inwardly at the slang people just slightly younger than me were using but said nothing about it. “Great, it's a short walk. Does he need a leash or anything?”

She giggled and he blushed, but neither of them seemed quite willing to go that far in public, yet. They had no idea just how far I planned to push them, and fast, though. We left the hotel and wandered across the street to the sushi spot. There were a few other convention goers there but we were still ahead of the lunch rush and I was able to get a booth in the back of the restaurant where we could talk a bit freely.

After we ordered, we started into some basic conversation, how long they had been in the lifestyle, a year for her, just a few months for him, what their interests were, pretty much what you’d expect; chastity, pet play, bondage, spanking. Nothing too out of the ordinary. They asked about me and I had to decide whether I was willing to scare them off or not. I eventually decided it was better to find out up front if they could handle my brand of kink.

“I had my last slave for a little over two years. The goal was to turn him, now her or maybe “it” into a full time sissy maid. The problem was the little twit couldn’t learn to clean properly. If I had known that at the beginning I would have come up with a different plan. At the end of the day though the best thing for us both was to move on. I kept her balls as a souvenir and now she has a new master and seems quite happy.”

I watched with interest as they both took in what I was telling them. The boy, Joey, seemed terrified. The girl, Sandy, was intrigued. Before either of them got a chance to ask any questions the first round of food came. Before Joey could take a bite I pulled his plate across the table and put it next to mine.

“Sandy, don’t you think pets should be fed by their masters?” I smiled at her, once again acting almost as if he wasn’t even there.

She grinned at me. “I do indeed.”

“Come on girls, I am hungry.” Joey pouted.

Only then did I turn my gaze to him. “I won’t presume to be allowed to punish you since you aren’t mine. But if you were mine you would learn very quickly not to speak out of turn.”

I glared at him, daring him to argue with me. It only took Sandy a second to break the tension.

“Joey, you have told me over and over that you want to be my pet. Everytime I push you though you get scared. Are you sure this is for you?” She looked frustrated, and I suspect she didn’t want to seem weak in front of me. “Now, apologize to Vanessa, and if you call us ‘girls’ again I am going to slap the taste out of your mouth right here in the restaurant.

I watched him squirm uncomfortably in his seat and realized that he was at least a little turned on by that idea. Finally, he turned to me. “I am sorry Vanessa. That was rude of me. May I please have my food back?”

I pushed his plate over to Sandy. “I think that is up to your Mistress, Joey. If I had my way you’d be eating it off the floor though.”

He twitched and I was now certain he was aroused. I turned to Sandy. “This is a great opportunity for training Sandy. It seems like he needs to be housebroken quite badly. I don’t think he is up for my way of doing it though.”

She grinned. “What would your way be? I can’t help but imagine it would be quite exciting.”

I turned and fixed him with my stare. “Can I put one of my feet between his legs? I want to see how he reacts?” It was clear I was not asking him.

She shrugged. “Sure.”

I placed one of my booted feet between his legs and pushed lightly against his groin. “I think it is important for pets to learn their place. So the first thing I would do is bind his arms and legs so he was stuck in the position of the creature he so clearly wants to be.”

I felt his cock, which was already attentive to his situation, grow hard at that thought. “Then I would put him in a puppy mask to keep him from talking and to make sure he understood his place in the household.”

Sandy leaned forward as I said this, she was clearly excited by that image. “What else?” She asked, eagerly.

I hummed quietly. “I am not sure you two are ready for that.”

“Oh come on.” She pouted slightly at me, “this sounds so sexy. I would love to watch you make him into an obedient little puppy.”

I grinned and pressed my boot against his crotch. “Based on the state of his cock, I would say he agrees, Sandy. He is being good. Why don’t you feed him a piece of sushi?”

She did as I suggested and I could feel the power shifting slightly as she did so. They were both hanging on my every word, which was just what I wanted. I was becoming as aroused as Joey was by the power I was already wielding, it was looking like it would be a good night.

“Okay, like I said, I don’t think you two are ready for this. But I will tell you. Just don’t run out of here screaming.” I glanced at  both of them, they were staring at me, silently begging to hear the rest of what I would do. “You’ve maybe never heard of an elastrator, but it is a tool for castrating animals. I would use my elastrator to band his balls and then wait for them to die.”

Sandy sat back, and looked like she was having mixed feelings about it. Joey turned deep red and I felt his cock twitch. I decided to focus on him. “Do you like that idea Joey? Don’t lie to me.”

He looked down, he looked at Sandy, he looked everywhere but at me. “I don’t know if like is the word, but for some reason it sounds so hot.”

“You have no idea.” I grinned at him, like I was sizing him up as a meal. “Sandy, why don’t you feed him another piece of sushi.”

She did so and then looked at me and spoke quietly, “you’d really do that?”

“Why not?” I shrugged and started on my own food. “You have a couple of hours before any permanent damage is done, the worst case scenario is you have a puppy who knows just how much power you have and the best case is you go through with it and have a fixed pet for the rest of your life. Also, it doesn’t completely ruin them sexually.”

“It doesn’t?” They both asked almost in unison.

“Not at all. They can still get aroused, even have an orgasm. It is a little more difficult but just as hot. Maybe even moreso.” I smiled, “and it definitely proves how devoted they are to you.” I felt his cock twitch again and knew that I had him.

“You would look so cute in my puppy mask Joey, and even cuter in a kennel.” I was feeling bold. “Wouldn’t you like to lay in your kennel, feeling your balls slowly die while I make out with your girlfriend?”

Now it was Sandy’s turn to blush. I favored her with a sweet smile. “Don’t think I haven’t noticed how you look at me cutie. We could have so much fun together.”

The whole time I was flirting with her I was pressing lightly on Joey’s cock. I knew it wouldn’t take much to get him over the edge now, but that would ruin the fun. “Sandy, why don’t you reach over there and feel how aroused Joey is by all of these ideas.”

I wanted her to see that it was okay and that he was into it because I knew that would give her permission to feel the same way. The look on her face when she fondled him told me I had her too.

“You little slut,” she sneered at him playfully, “maybe I should let her castrate you. What do you think?”

Joey gulped and looked down at the table, but didn’t say anything. Sandy turned and grinned at me. “I had no idea such ideas could be so much fun.”

There was a dreamy quality to her voice and I could tell she was imagining all kinds of nasty, delicious, things. “So…what now?” She asked, quietly.

“Now I pay the bill and take you two back to my place so we can have some fun. If you are up for it?” I placed a card on the table and waited for them to make up their mind. “If it is all too much I get it, but I really think it could be a good thing for all of us.”

They looked at eachother and kind of shrugged. Sandy looked at me and said, “yeah, let’s do it.” Then almost as an afterthought, “you aren’t actually going to castrate him on are you?”

I laughed, “honestly, I think by the end of the night that will be entirely up to you. Are you ready for that kind of power?”

I could see in his eyes that I was right even before she could. But I could also tell she loved that idea. “Yeah,” she said firmly. “I think I am.”

“Good.” I stood up, “let’s go then.”

I finished paying the bill and then led them to my car, and hopefully, to their destiny. 


Part 2

“What the…” Joey started then let his voice trail off when we pulled into my driveway. My house isn’t a mansion by any standard but it is probably bigger than either of them expected. I smiled to myself knowing that if things went well it would be very easy to convince both of them to stick around for a while.

“It’s not that impressive. It is a nice spot though and plenty of room for…toys.” I grinned back at him, allowing just a hint of mischief to show on my face. “C’mon, let me show you the playroom.”

They followed me into the house and I led them directly through the garage and mudroom to the basement, which was where I kept most of the fun stuff. Can’t have family members and whatnot find out what a freak I am, afterall. I turned the lights on and both of them took in the basement with a mixture of awe and fear.

I couldn’t really blame them. There was a St. Andrew’s Cross, a spanking bench, a couple of cages, and plenty of implements both for torture and pleasure. It was my paradise and my masterpiece. Whether they would find it as enjoyable as I did remained to be seen, I thought the odds were good though.

Sandy looked around the room in wonder for a few seconds and then turned to me. “This is, like, a professional dungeon.”

“I built most of it myself with some help from my last slave. It isn’t that hard if you have the right tools.” I winked at her.

“So…”she trailed off briefly, “what now?”

“That depends on you two. I know what I would like to do though.” I moved to a throne-like chair that sat near the center of the room and sat down then beckoned them both to join me; of course, there was nowhere else to sit but the floor which I knew would subconsciously put me in a position of authority, exactly like I wanted.

Soon they were both sitting at my feet, looking up at me expectantly.

“As you might guess from looking around, I don’t do a lot of light play. I don’t want to scare you off either though, you both are fun, and cute.” They blushed at that. “What I would like to do is show you both what Joey could really be like as a puppy. It might be a little intense though so I understand if you aren’t up for it.”

They looked at eachother and almost collectively shrugged. “You aren’t going to do anything that can’t be undone right?”

I had to tread carefully here, because I kind of did intend to do something that can’t be undone, but I would give them time to back out if they really wanted to.

“Nothing will be permanent unless you want it to be.” I directed my statement at Sandy. I wanted her to feel empowered, and I wanted Joey to feel as helpless as possible. “If you don’t like what you see when I am finished, or want to change things, you will be able to.”

“What about me?” Joey asked quietly, but speaking up for himself for the first time in my presence.

“You told me you want to be her slave, right Joey?” I turned to him. “Doesn’t that mean it should really be her choice?”

He looked down at the floor. “I’m just scared.”

“You should be.” I said sharply, causing him to look up. “But you should also accept it. You want this, anyone with half a brain can see that. Let me show you how much you want it.”

“How do we start?” Sandy asked, suddenly more enthusiastic. “I can’t wait to see what you do to him.”

“Well, before I can get started on him I want to make you comfortable.” I turned my eyes to her and grinned at her, all teeth and predation. “That way you are nice and entertained while I work on the pup, since it will take a little while.”

I stood up from my throne and motioned her to stand up. Joey started to as well. “No, you stay right there, and keep your eyes on the throne until I say otherwise.”

“Mistress?” He looked at Sandy for reassurance.

“Do what she says boy, I think this is going to be fun,” his Mistress/girlfriend responded.

Joey sank back down, shaking slightly, but doing his best to keep his eyes where I was previously sitting.

“Just contemplate your fate, and how badly you actually want it while I see to Sandy for a bit.” I smirked then grabbed the other girl’s arm and led her to another chair, deceptively soft and comfortable but perfect for bondage.

“Why don’t you strip for me sweetie?” I said softly, letting go of her arm and letting my hand trail down her side. “Don’t you think it is time for us to get to know one another better?”

The girl nodded, suddenly mute at the implications, and slowly stripped her clothes, carefully laying them beside the chair as she did so. Her body was perfect, short and large chested but somewhat athletic. She knew how to take care of herself and how to make herself look good, it was promising for sure. I let my eyes linger on her chest for a moment, and lightly brushed one of her nipples, eliciting a gasp of pleasure. Then I let my eyes glide down to her nether parts, they were perfectly cleanly shaven, plump and glistening with the beginnings of her arousal.

“You like this, don’t you?” I asked her quietly.

“More than I thought I would even.” She whispered back. “What now?”

She kept asking that, and it amused me to no end. I wrapped an arm around her, placing my palm in the center of her back, as much to ground her as anything. I then leaned forward and kissed her lips, first softly, then biting lightly at her bottom lip, causing her to moan again.

“Are you okay, Sandy?” Joey’s interruption stunted the moment and she pulled away from my kiss.

“I am fine, Joey.” Her voice suddenly husky. “Just do as you were told. Everything is fine.”

She was being reassuring, I wanted to make his place in things crystal clear though. “If you interrupt us again I will gag you. If you turn around again I will lock your head in a sightless hood for the rest of the night.”

He said nothing and I thought he got the message.

“Would you really?” She asked, almost conspiratorially. I leaned in to taste her soft lips again, they really were perfect.

“I might anyway,” I said, breaking the kiss. “I am not a nice person.”

As if to accentuate my point I pinched one of her nipples, not hard but hard enough to get it to stiffen. “Do you want me to be nicer?”

She shook her head and pressed her breast harder into my hand. I pinched harder.

“Not even to you?” I looked down at her, not letting go.

She looked up at me and shuddered. “I don’t know.”

“That’s okay, sweet girl.” I smiled and released her nipple and pushed her back into the chair. “I know what you need.”

The scent of her lust was growing through the room now and it spurred me to push further. I dropped to my knees and pushed her legs apart. I leaned in and inhaled her scent, reveling in it as she threw her head back and sighed loudly. I began planting the lightest of kisses around the outside of her vulva, stifling a chuckle as she began subtly undulating her hips with need. I pressed my arms down hard on her legs to stop her from moving and then gently teased her slit open with my tongue. She gasped loudly and I idly wondered if Joey was still following instructions as I tasted his girlfriend’s most precious of places.

Slowly I teased more and more pleasure out of her before settling my tongue against her swollen clitoris and began sucking lightly between licks. Soon she was writhing and moaning against me as I continued to give her the sort of pleasure I wanted her and him to be giving me soon. It was only fair for her to feel what I expected though, right?

Finally I felt her pleasure crest and then crash into a gush of sweet release. I enjoyed the musical sounds of her giggling as she first pressed against my face and then relaxed back into the chair. Only then did I look up at her, my eyes surely sparking with both mischief and joy.

She sighed happily. I looked over at Joey, who was dutifully staring at the throne, though I doubt he hadn’t turned around at least once during our fun. I snapped my fingers at him.

“Crawl over here and give Sandy another orgasm, Joey. Let’s see if you can do it as well as I can.” I pushed myself to my feet and got out of the way so Joey could take my place. “While you are doing that I am going to prepare some things.

Soon I was gathering all of the items I needed for both of my, hopefully, new pets, while Joey made his girlfriend moan and gasp loudly through at least two orgasms, maybe three. By the time I was finished preparing for what was to come she was splayed out in the chair quite content and Joey was sitting at her feet waiting nervously.

I nudged him out of the way, he even whimpered like a puppy a bit, and went to work securing Sandy to the chair. Soon her wrists and ankles were secured with very comfortable cuffs to the arms and legs of the chair, only when she was bound completely did she look up at me confused.

“I want you to relax right here while I work on the pup. You look like you could use a rest anyway.” She giggled at that, and didn’t struggle as I put a blindfold over her eyes. “This way it can be a wonderful surprise, though you will be able to hear most of what happens, which should make it even more exciting.”

“I can’t wait,” she half giggled again. “Something, something, anticipation?”

I smiled. “Exactly.”

I then turned to Joey. “Strip boy,” I commanded simply.

Unlike his girlfriend, his mistress, whatever she was really, he tore his clothes off and threw them aside with abandon and was quickly standing before me naked. I could only roll my eyes.

“First of all, pick your clothes up and fold them and set them aside. You may be an animal but the rest of us aren’t.” Stacy giggled at my firm words and he looked at me for a moment with surprise before scurrying to his clothes and folding them, almost neatly, in a pile. “Boy, you seriously need a lot of training.”

He was soon back in front of me, slouching. “Stand up straight,” I commanded harshly, “put your hands behind your head, and your shoulders back. Spread your legs so your feet are a little more than shoulder width apart.”

It took him a moment to sort through my very quick instructions but he actually did as he was told, and I was beginning to think he might actually make a good slave, or pup, afterall. “This is called inspection. If I, or Stacy, ever tell you to prepare for inspection this is what I expect to see. Anything less than this, anything out of place, and you will be punished severely. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ma’am,” he said quietly, and I noted his politeness.

“That will do for now, we will find something better for you to call me later, but that will be a discussion for all three of us” I circled him, prodding him sometimes gently, sometimes not.

He was in good shape which pleased me, his cock was about average, which also pleased me. I would hate to ruin one that was truly worth using. His wasn’t exactly small, and would still get used after what I had planned for him, but still. If he had been larger I would have wanted to keep him intact.

I picked up the first implement I had planned for him, a thick posture collar that would keep him from turning his head, or looking down. “Do you know what this is?”

He nodded, then shook his head when I asked if he had ever been in one.

“Well,” I smirked at him. “There is a first time for everything. Tonight is going to be the first time for a lot of things and maybe the last time for a couple too.”

He winced at that, and I heard Sandy humming to herself as though deep in thought. I circled behind him and quickly put the posture collar in place, his knees nearly buckled at the click of the lock securing it in place until I decided otherwise.

“Are the locks necessary?” He asked, quietly and almost politely.

I circled back in front of him in a flash and grabbed his chin, hard. “They are. And if you question me again I will silence you for the evening. Got it?”

He nodded, his eyes suddenly wide with fear, though he was betrayed by his dick poking out, hard as could be. I laughed, cruelly and shoved him away as I released him, watching as he nearly lost his balance.

I caught him by the shoulders and pushed gently, he understood what I was communicating and sunk to his knees. I tapped my toe on the area beneath his balls lightly several times, watching him tense and seeing the fear in his eyes replaced with need, which is what I wanted him to feel most of all.

“Good boy,” I cooed at him, backing away slightly. “Now stay right there.”

I turned away for a moment and when I came back I was holding two oddly shaped straps in my right hand. “You will have never seen this before because they are something I created. I call them paw makers. Now give me your right hand.”

I could see he was unsure but he still held his hand out to me. I crouched down and took it with my left hand. I quickly looped one end of the strap around his thumb.

“Now pull your thumb into your palm like you are holding up the number four,” I ordered him.

As soon as he did so I wrapped the other end of the strap around the back of his hand before connecting it to the loop on his thumb, the plastic was designed to work like a zip tie which meant his thumb was effectively locked in place. I pulled it tighter until he winced in pain.

“If I pulled it any further it would dislocate your thumb, now give me your other hand.” He hesitated for a moment but did so, and I quickly repeated the procedure.

“There are two things you need to know about the pawmakers.” I spoke loud enough for both of them to hear. “The first is the only way to take them off is to cut them off. The second is that if I leave you in them for long enough it will permanently deform your hand. Isn’t that fun?”

Sandy yelped, quietly, but said nothing. But Joey looked up at me in horror. “Fun? You find that idea fun?”

I laughed in his face. “I do. I find the idea of destroying your hands and other parts of your body so that you can live the rest of your life as Sandy’s loyal dog incredibly fun. Would that be so bad?”

I watched him think over the idea and could tell he was of two minds about it. “Don’t worry, I doubt that Sandy will let me destroy your hands. They have so many uses afterall. I wonder about other parts of your body though. Anyway, let’s see how you do without thumbs.”

I went back to the items I had laid out and grabbed two knee pads and threw them on the floor at his feet. “You are going to want those so I hope you can get them on without thumbs.”

While he fumbled with the knee pads I walked back over to Sandy and leaned down next to her, whispering in her ear. “What about you sweet girl? Do you like the idea of me destroying your boy's humanity so he can just be our loyal puppy from now on?” I nibbled on her ear and waited for a response.

“It sounds a little extreme,” She started, “but the thought is strangely fucking hot.”

“Of course it is. This is what power is really like Sandy. I have the power to change people. I have done it before.” I looked up to see that he had finally gotten one knee pad on. “I am doing it right now. Even if you two leave and I never hear from you again, tonight will have changed both of you. I think you know that already.”

I licked her ear again and stood up, seeing that he had gotten the other knee pad into place. “Good, now go forward on your hands and knees.”

He did as he was told immediately. I could see from his dick, leaky mess that it was, that it wasn’t just fear that had him obeying me. He was deeply excited by everything that was happening.

I grabbed two lengths of rope and circled behind him, dropping to my own knees. Without any warning I lifted one of his feet, made several rope loops around it, and then shoved it tight to his buttocks, before completing the tie. When I was finished he could only balance on that knee. I repeated the process again with the other leg and he was stuck on all fours until we decided otherwise.

“Maybe if I gave you a day or two you could find your way out of that tie without thumbs. I doubt it though.” I grinned down at him. “How are you feeling, pup?”

He looked up at me and the excitement in his eyes was plain as day. “I don’t know. I am really aroused, and I feel completely helpless.” He paused for a moment. “I think…I think I like it a lot.”

“Of course you do, pup. You were made for this.” I tousled his hair and dropped down next to him. “Once I do what I am planning next you won’t be able to talk for a little while. So I need to know, right now, can I use the elastrator on you? I really want to show you how it feels.”

He looked down, not wanting to meet my eyes. I could see plainly that he was throbbing though, that he wanted to say yes. I rubbed his back gently. “It is okay to say no.”

He said nothing for a moment longer and then finally, “it is up to her.”

“Really?” I asked him, seriously. “Are you sure it is up to her? Because if she says yes, she might also decide to leave you like that, letting your balls become useless and die. Is that up to her too?”

He nodded. I hummed quietly for a moment and then turned to Sandy.

“Sandy, he says that using the elastrator on him is up to you. What do you think?” I waited for her response, which came only a moment later.

“I think he is finally getting it. Maybe you are showing him what I have been trying to show him for months. He keeps saying he wants to be owned and then balks when I take control.” She sighed again in her tied up state in the chair and then spoke to him rather than me, “are you finally getting it Joey? Or do you want to go back to a normal relationship?”

This was a turn I was not expecting, but was deeply enjoying. I waited to hear what he would say.

He sighed quietly several times. “I get it now, Mistress. I get it. I don’t want to go back to the way it was before.”

I could see Sandy smiling in the chair and she mouthed the word ‘finally’ to herself. “Then yes, she can use the elastrator on you. And it is up to me whether you keep your balls or not.”

This was truly getting exciting.

“Don’t worry Joey, that will come later. First we finish puppifying you.”

I grabbed a red rubber gag, designed to silence him completely, and to be worn under a mask and worked it into place in his mouth. With some effort he could spit it out but it was actually made very tough to do, and usually had to be pulled out. With that in place I grabbed the puppy hood, a blue and black neoprene mask that would give him the look of a good puppy boy until I removed it. Once it was in place I locked it in place like the collar, which I then attached a leash to.

It only took one yank on the leash for me to get him to follow, I marched him around the room a little, bit, allowing him to get used to the strange balance on his knees, and the lack of thumbs to give his hands a truly solid base Once he seemed to have the hang of things I walked him over to a mirror and positioned him in front of it. I could hear the gasp of surprise, and joy, through the gag and I am certain if he had had a tail he would be wagging it. That could come later though.

“When I think of a puppy this is what I think of as the starting point Joey.” I told him matter-of-factly. “Now, a puppy boy might only spend some time like this and maybe that is what you are. Or maybe you are meant to be a true dog and you should be kept like this forever. I can’t say. But maybe we, all three of us, can find out together.”

I heard a quiet whine at that idea which I took as agreement. I crouched down and reached for his cock, slowly stroking it until I could feel that he was just on the edge of a monstrous orgasm and then I stopped.

“This is going to hurt, Joey.” I patted him on the back. “Probably more than anything has ever hurt before.”

I went and prepared the elastrator, leaving him in front of the mirror to ponder his position, and his fate. Soon I had the band in place, a good thick one and walked back over to him. I positioned myself off to the side so he could see, at least partially, what I was doing.

This time instead of his cock I began to gently massage and tease his balls, slowly getting his scrotum to loosen. Soon his balls were dropped fully and his scrotum felt soft in my hand. If I had wanted to be cruel I would have given his balls a squeeze but I knew the pain he was about to experience and, despite that, I was trying to be gentle with him. The truth was I quite liked both of them and I wanted them to know it.

I held his balls firmly with one hand and pulled them slightly away from the body before pushing them through the elastrator and sliding it up until it was about halfway between his balls and the rest of his body. Then I squeezed the mechanism and the band slid, and then snapped, into place.

The state-of-the-art gag was not enough to hold in his scream but it only lasted a second before being replaced with deep breathing. I rubbed his back gently with one hand and checked his balls with the other. They were now tight and already turning purple. I moved up next to him and cradled his masked head gently, before pulling him into my lap.

“It’s okay boy. You are doing so good. You will get used to the pain in a moment,” I looked down and could see tears in his eyes and part of me wanted to remove the band right away, but that would ruin the fun.

While he laid in my nap I reached down and found his cock and began stroking it. I wanted to show him that even with unimaginable pain could come great pleasure. It only took me a moment to have it fully hard and throbbing again and soon he was undulating in place, on the edge of an orgasm that the band wouldn’t quite let through.

Once he was fully calm and back in the moment I helped him back to his hands and knees. “You know, Joey. It doesn’t take that long for it to be out of my hands. Depending on how the night goes you might be saying goodbye to your balls.”

He moaned at that and I laughed. “Now it is time to see what your Mistress thinks of all this.”


Epilogue

“What now?”

Her words hung in the air between us while I considered the answer and Joey hoped, though for what I couldn’t say for sure. I walked over to her and took her hands in my own.

“I know I have only known you both one day and that this,” I looked around my dungeon, “this is a bit extreme. But I like you both very much. Here is what I think the options are. The first option is that I undo everything I did to him and we can sit and talk and see where things lead. The second option is that we can leave him like this, to the extent that you want, and we can see where things lead. The third option is you can take him and go, and what you do with him is between him and you.”

I gulped and for the first time all day I felt my confidence flee. In truth they had the power to decide what would happen next, or at least she did, and I wanted very badly for them to stay. Finally, I added, “if you want to leave I understand. You can keep the mask. I think he likes it.”

She looked at me thoughtfully. “I think he does too. But I think it needs to come off for a little while, along with those torture devices you put on his hands!”

I nodded and went to him, while she watched. Slowly I unlocked the hood and then the collar, and then worked the gag out of his mouth. “Work your jaw around a little bit. It wasn’t in long but I am sure you are still stiff,” I told him.

Then I grabbed a pair of scissors and cut off the pawmakers. Leaving them on permanently isn’t really an option, not if you want working hands. Finally, I undid the ties on his feet and helped him, first to his feet and then to the chair she had been tied in earlier.

“How do your balls feel boy?” I asked him seriously.

“They still hurt a lot.” He looked up at me, and then to Sandy.

“Good. If they didn’t hurt you would be running out of options.” I crouched down and moved to cut the band between his legs.

“Wait,” Sandy stopped me with a hand on my shoulder. I looked up at her.

“How long do we have before that is permanent?” She asked me.

“At least another couple hours, but some damage starts before that.” I wanted to be honest with both of them. As much as I wanted to castrate him, I didn’t want it to be a surprise.

“Leave it for a moment, please.” She nodded emphatically and then looked to him.

“What do you think, boy?” She practically glowered at him. “Do you think I should let you keep them?”

He looked from me, to her, and to me again, then finally back to her. “I don’t know.”

Interesting answer, I thought to myself.

“Okay,” she sighed. “Then how about this, do you like Mistress Vanessa here?”

“I do,” he said quietly, before adding, “but I love you.”

I could see her breathe a sigh of relief at that, “good. I love you too.”

Then she turned to me. “I think I could really fall for you Vanessa.”

Nobody had ever made me tear up as quickly as she did in that moment, though I did my best to hide it. “I think I could fall for you too. I also think we could have a lot of fun together, all three of us.”

She nodded at that. “I would like to try that. But there are a lot of details to work out.”

I nodded, then impulsively leaned into her and kissed her deeply. “Of course there are dear, but tonight there is only one detail that has to be worked out.” I nodded at Joey.

“Joey, do you want to be owned by me?” She asked him, then adding “maybe by both of us?”

“More than anything.” He nodded. “I want to be yours…and I think I want to be hers too, if it works out.”

“It will work out, Joey.” I said it as much for her benefit as his. “The way these relationships work in my mind is you just decide, and I am decided if you both are.”

“We want to try,” she then looked at him again. “I think you have one last choice to make. If you want to keep your balls you have to say so. But if you want to be owned, I think you know what the answer should actually be.”

I looked at her shocked, I thought for sure she would have me release him. Part of me even thought she should, but mostly I was just excited to see her this way. I knew at that moment he was losing his balls that night.

He nodded, “I want to be yours and I guess you just told me what that means.”

“Are you sure this is what you want?” I had to ask her.

She nodded. “Once you told me he’d still be somewhat functional I decided right then that I wanted to castrate him eventually. Now is as good a time as any. Hopefully it will make him a little more docile. I know he needs this and I am tired of him fighting it so much.”

By ‘this,’ I knew she meant being owned, being controlled. I could see that he needed it too. But I also wondered what she needed, and all I could do to find out was ask.

“I need to learn from you, I think.” She admitted. “I love this but I am still learning. I also need, or at least want, you to take control with me sometimes too. Being tied up for you felt so good.”

I loved that and I needed her to know it. But I also needed her to know how it would really work. I grabbed her by the back of the neck and pulled her into a kiss, then let her go almost as quickly.

“There is no sometimes, sweet thing. If you are here I am in control. Though you will of course have a lot more freedom than the puppy over there.” I motioned at Joey. “Is this really what you want?”

“Definitely,” She pulled me into a hug. “I think that all sounds perfect.”

It sounded perfect to me too.
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