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Chapter 1

“It's Annabelle, let me up.”

Her voice sounded exactly the same as it had the last time I saw her five years earlier. I was flooded with a series of mixed and conflicting emotions  at the idea of seeing her again. Our relationship had not exactly ended on the best of terms. Still, she had shown up wanting to see me. I buzzed her into the building.

I spent the next minute and a half frantically trying to make my living room presentable. It wasn't exactly dirty, but it was definitely disorganized. Think that I hadn't made any headway in the years since we parted.

A knock on the door put an end to my hurried cleaning. I quickly pushed my long hair behind my ears and opened the door. It was like I had been transported back in time. Her bleach blonde hair and bright blue eyes were exactly the same, so was her impish smile. She still had the same sense of fashion, just way more expensive. The Kate Spade purse was definitely real.

She breezed by me into the entryway. “ It's nice to see you Brian," she said. “ It's been way too long.”

“How did you find me?” I asked her.

“It wasn’t exactly hard. I asked Anthony, I had to convince him I didn’t mean any harm but he eventually told me.”

“Turncoat,” I muttered, but laughed a little. I wasn’t exactly surprised by my friend’s choice, or that he hadn’t told me. Most people in my life thought they understood why Annabelle and I didn’t work out, even if they didn’t really know. To them it was a mismatch, girl from a rich family, working class guy; she was motivated, and I was well, not as much as I should be. Anthony had always had a blindspot for her, though he didn’t know the real story either.

I gestured to the mostly clean couch, but in typical Annabelle fashion she flopped down in my reclining chair. I shrugged and started towards the couch myself.

“Actually, before you sit, would you mind getting me a glass of water?”

I shrugged and went to the kitchen, found a clean glass and filled it from the refrigerator. At least it had an ice and water dispenser, I remembered how much she hated tap water.

“So when did you talk to Anthony about me?” I called from the kitchen. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said, “about two months ago I guess.”

I offered her the glass of water and then sat down on the couch. “Two months ago?”

“Yeah, I wasn’t sure you’d want to see me.” She sighed, “then I heard you had gone through a breakup, I decided to wait a couple of weeks for you to get over the sads.”

This was getting weirder by the second. She knew where I lived, knew I had been through a breakup, and now wanted to see me. After five years. The truth was that I didn’t know if I wanted to see her. I had just broken up with Trudy a couple of weeks prior. Well, she had broken up with me, after cheating on me. It was a weird breakup. No fight, no yelling. I gave up, and she didn’t care. I wasn’t normal enough for her and she wasn’t adventurous enough for me. Adventurous. I suppose what I meant was dominant.

“So what made you want to see me to begin with AB? I think the last words you spoke to me five years ago were something along the lines of: don’t take this the wrong way but I hope I never see you again.”

She smiled at me, she had one of the most playful, expressive smiles I had ever known, and it still made my heart flutter, dammit. “I guess I was wrong about that. Look, we were both hurt. We tried something and it didn’t work. You overreacted. I overreacted.”

We had tried a lot of things. The thing she was talking about was cuckolding though, not just cuckolding really though. I didn’t even know the other guy was there until she had told me to open my mouth. I was expecting a dildo, not a real cock. The aftermath had been ugly. She was embarrassed. I was humiliated. The other guy felt lied to, had been lied to. We broke up two days later and by then we were both more sad than angry.

“Okay, so…” I made a hand gesture to suggest that she answer the question.

“So,” she repeated my word for effect, “I found something of yours, it made me think of you. It even made me miss you a little.”

“What did you find?” I couldn’t think of anything I had left behind, let alone anything that would bring up an emotional reaction.

She reached into the oversized Kate Spade purse she carried, rummaged around for a second, and then threw what she had been searching for on the coffee table between us, it landed with a clunk.

“Really?” I couldn’t believe her.

She flashed another one of her heart-melting smiles as I glanced back and forth between her and the metal chastity device she had dropped onto my coffee table. It signified our first foray into kink together, right before we finished college. In many ways it was also the beginning of the end of that relationship. It sat between us now, five years later, with what felt like the gravity of a small planet tugging on me.

“You’re getting hard just thinking about it,” she whispered. “You’re wondering what happens next.”

I half jumped out of my seat and bolted to the kitchen, I needed my own glass of water. I needed to think.

I heard her stand up and pick the cage up off the table. She was being much less breezy and casual now. She followed me to the kitchen and practically cornered me against the counter. I tried to meet her gaze over the glass of water but couldn’t, it felt like her eyes were boring into my soul.

Her visit was not a casual drop-in. She wasn’t even testing the waters. I felt like I was drowning in them.

She stepped closer, close enough that I could feel the heat from her breath and sense her arousal. She dangled the device in front of my face, almost taunting me. Definitely taunting me.

“I think you want to put it back on.” She said flatly.

“It didn’t go so well last time,” I mumbled, trying to move past her.

She stopped me with a simple step to her right. She grazed my crotch lightly with her free hand. “You don’t seem to be thinking about the last time.”

She could feel how hard I was, I gulped quietly. I was thinking about the last time. I was thinking about how beautiful she was then, and now. I was wondering if I had been wrong five years before. I knew I had been. She had too though.

“Why?” My voice sounded small to me even as I asked the question.

“Because we have both learned a lot in five years, or at least I have. Because I don’t like the way it ended last time. Because I still think of you as mine.”

That last word she spoke hung in the air between us. Hers. Was I? Did I want to be? I knew the truth and so did she. This was all moving too fast. I was out of control. I looked from her to the device. Was she in control?

“So just like that? No conversation? No negotiation? I just…submit?”

Five years later and she still knew how to push my buttons. I remember when we first discussed it, laying in our studio apartment, that I didn’t want to be given a choice in the matter. Had that changed?

She nodded at me slowly. “You get it.”

She dropped her free hand back to my crotch, grabbed it possessively. I let her. “There will be plenty of time for conversation once you are locked up. But no. No negotiation. You are mine and that is the way it is going to be.”

How could she do this? Five years go by and she just reappears, claiming me as hers. Why was it so fucking hot? She began to massage my cock through my pants. I grunted and my knees began to shake.

“If you cum you are definitely putting it back on, do you understand me?” She stared into my eyes, this time I held her gaze, or maybe I just couldn’t escape it.

I nodded and let myself lean back against the counter. I could push her hand away and stop all of this. I felt the heat rising and my breath began to catch. She knew I was getting close. She pressed her palm hard against the base of my cock and then slowly started rocking her hand back and forth. She still knew my body better than anyone.

My body began to shudder and we both knew I was past the point of no return. She grabbed me through my pants and squeezed. She smiled at me as the orgasm rolled through my body. The smell of sex permeated the kitchen as cum soaked through my boxers and my pants. I let myself sink to the floor. She came with me, in a crouch, only letting go of my cock when we both reached the floor.

“We should get you cleaned up and back where you belong.” She said, taking my cheek in her hand and leaning in for a surprisingly soft kiss.


Chapter 2

Sometime later I found myself naked, in the shower, with my ex-girlfriend. She had never been so gentle or affectionate with me when we were younger. Our sex life had been hot and heavy for sure, but never soft. This was different. I luxuriated in her touch as she gently washed my body.

“I have been wanting to get you back for so long, pet.” She whispered as she soaped up one of my hands. I felt myself stiffen again at her warm breath in my ear. I was still in shock that this was all happening. I never thought we would talk again, let alone this.

As she finished washing my arm she let her own hands trail down my body, finding my hard cock, she chuckled quietly. “I suppose one more won’t hurt, and it will never fit in the cage like this.”

She slowly started stroking me with her soap covered hands. I shuddered with pleasure and leaned against the wall of the shower. It seemed like her touch was enough to render me incapable of standing on my own. Her hands were warm and slippery on my stiff, straining cock. Even though I had just cum shortly beforehand I was already filled with arousal and need for her again.

“I hope you enjoy this,” she whispered, leaning in to me, “this is the last time you are going to cum for a very long time.”

I shuddered at this, and before she could tease me much more I found myself spurting a second time. I did not realize she had caught a bit of it in her free hand until she held it up to me. As the results of my orgasm mixed with shower water she stared into my eyes.

Even without her command I knew what she wanted. I opened my mouth hesitantly before licking my cum from her hand. The hot shower poured down around us and her smile grew wider.

“Good boy,” she said, her happiness evident in her eyes, “you know exactly what I want from you.”

I smiled at her dumbly, completely lost in her eyes and in what she was doing to me. I felt closer to her than I ever had in our previous relationship and felt completely helpless. I felt her fiddling with my now limp, spent, cock, but did not even fully realize what she was doing until I heard the click.

Just like that she had me locked in the same chastity device she had used to establish control in our relationship five years previous. In that moment, it felt like nothing, and yet everything had changed. She pulled me close to her in the shower and held me in a tight embrace. I could feel her heart beating against my chest. My breath caught in my throat, and I wondered if I had ever really stopped loving her to begin with.

“This time, I am not letting you go.” She growled into my ear before biting my neck, not hard, but possessively. The feeling sent tingles through me and if she had not been holding me up I would have collapsed again.

She stopped the hot water and was soon drying me off with an old towel that I had probably not laundered recently enough at all. I suddenly felt ashamed of the state she was seeing me in.

“I’m sorry Annabelle. I am sorry you are seeing me like this. I am sorry about my place. I am sorry I–” I wanted to apologize for everything, for every moment of the last five years. For all of the anger I had felt towards her, she silenced it all with a finger to my lips.

“It is okay, pet.” She was still smiling, it was like she understood things I didn’t. She probably did. “We will make it all better now. I am in control and we are going to be okay.”

My head spun at all of this. She had breezed back into my life barely an hour before and it felt like she was taking over completely. How long had she been planning this?

After she finished drying me off I found myself back in the living room, this time sitting on the floor at her feet, naked, as she finished putting her own clothes back on.

“Now pet, I have some things to do. I will see you in two days. In the meantime you need to clean this place up. Also, since you don’t need to expect anyone but me, you will remain naked when you are home unless someone else is here or I command otherwise.” She stood up and grabbed her purse. “Now get up and kiss me silly.”

I obediently got up, pulled her into a hesitant hug and kissed her lightly, “but you just got here. I have so many questions.”

“I am sure you do, Brian.” She kissed my cheek and pulled away from me. “You will get all your answers soon enough. Until then, let me ask you a question. Are you happy with all of this?”

I tilted my head and half squinted at her. The question seemed patently absurd to me on the surface, but as I thought about it I realized she had not given me much choice in anything that had happened, and we had barely talked at all. The question, in that light, made a certain amount of sense.

“If you had asked me if I wanted this to happen I would not have said yes,” I admitted. “But now, it's done, you here, me locked back up…I don’t think I knew I needed it but I do. Yes, Annabelle, I am happy.”

“That right there, Brian, is why I didn’t give you a choice. I hate to say it but you probably would have messed it up and neither of us needed that.” She smirked at me. “But if you are happy about it, and I know you are, that is all you really need to know right now. We will talk more in a couple of days.”

She got to the door, then looked over her shoulder at me, the smirk still there, “and the next time we talk, you will call me Mistress.”

Before I could even give my response she was back out the door and I was standing, naked except for a metal chastity device, in an apartment that looked twice as sad and dirty to me as it had the day before. Not knowing what else to do, I started to clean.


Chapter 3

The next two days felt like the longest, slowest days of my life. Sleeping in the chastity device felt nearly impossible. It wasn’t the device though, I had done that more than a couple of times over the last few years, it was her. I didn’t understand what was happening or why. I realized, after she left, that I didn’t even have her phone number. I was stuck waiting for her to show back up.

With nothing much to do, I tried to focus on cleaning up the apartment. I was happy to have Annabelle back in my life, strange though it was. By the end of the second day the apartment was mostly clean, my laundry was completely done, and folded, for the first time in weeks. I even had fresh groceries. With everything accomplished I could imagine, and another day before I went back to work, I had nothing to do but zone out in front of the TV.

About an hour into that my phone rang, I jumped for it, imagining it could be her. It wasn’t.

“Hey man, I haven’t heard from you in a couple of days. I wanted to make sure you were still among the living.” Anthony’s voice was not what I was hoping to hear but it would have to do as a distraction.

“Yeah, I am okay. Hey, why didn’t you tell me AB reached out to you?”

“Aww, man. I am sorry. She asked me not to.” Anthony replied. “Look, I hope it wasn’t too weird.”

“Whose friend are you man? Mine or hers.” I laughed as I said it, hoping it would convey I wasn’t that mad.

“She wanted to know what was going on in your life. Said she still cared about you. I figured it might do you some good, especially with the Trudy stuff.”

“Uh huh, but she said she reached out to you before Trudy happened.” My alarm bells were ringing now.

“She did. It wasn’t until Trudy that she pushed me to get her back in touch with you though.”

“How long have you been in touch with her, Tony?” I did not like where this was going, but hey, AB was back in my life, who was I to complain really?

“We never really lost touch, man.” Anthony conceded. “I even thought about trying to date her for a little while.”

“That wouldn’t have gone well.” I rolled my eyes. So much for the bro code.

“Yeah, she kind of let me know right off that I wasn’t her type.”

“At least one of you showed some loyalty!” With friends like this…

“Look man, I am sorry. But hey, you got to talk to her right? How did it go?”

I had to give him credit, much as he had a blindspot for her, he also knew that I missed her. “It went alright,” I said, not wanting to show my whole hand. “I think we are seeing each other tomorrow to talk a little more.”

“Uh huh,” he scoffed at me. “Talk eh?”

“Yes. Talk. Like adults.” I hated that he knew me so well. Though I was glad he didn’t know me quite as well as Annabelle.

“Alright. Well, let me know how it goes.”

I sighed, and we said our goodbyes. I promised I would catch up with him later in the week and he reiterated his interest in what was going on with Annabelle. I went back to television, adding potato chips and dip to the equation, and tried to distract myself until Annabelle got back to me and could tell me what she really had planned. Maybe she’d even take this infernal chastity cage of my dick.

Chastity had been her idea, theoretically, when we tried the first time. But she had found out about the kink through me. It was something I was fascinated with until we tried it. Since then I had had something of a love hate relationship with the whole concept. I could not deny there was something insanely hot about giving control of your arousal, and release, to another person though.

I was just about to get ready for bed, though it was early for me, when the door buzzed.

“It’s me, pet, open up.” Annabelle’s voice was like honey. I forgot I was tired, I forgot I was annoyed with the cage. I forgot everything except being happy she was back.

She came through the front door less than a minute later, she was wearing a black leather skirt, knee high black boots, and a halter top that showed off her body perfectly.

She eyes my naked body, and the chastity cage, licking her lips. “You’ve been following instructions. Good.”

She handed me a bag. “Put these things on. We are going out.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but nothing came out. I didn’t want to argue. I wanted to see where this was all going.

The bag held tight black jeans, and a plain black t-shirt. I started heading back to the bedroom.

“Where are you going?”

“To change.”

“You can dress right here.” She pointed to the floor in front of her, “and call me Mistress.”

“Yes, Mistress.” I answered quietly, simultaneously excited and confused about all of it. “Where are we going?”

She booped my nose with one of her fingers and laughed. “You are going to have to get used to not asking questions.” She paused, “but, tonight I will tell you. We are going to a little club. You know, for people like us.”

People like us. I tilted my head, slightly confused.

“For kinky people, ya dunce.” She smiled. “Now get dressed.”

Soon I was strapped into the passenger seat of her car, a very nice pre-owned BMW and we were driving out of my neighborhood. Soon we were parking in the back of a business park, there were a few cars parked around but nothing seemed open.

“Are you sure this is the right place?” I asked her.

“I come here all the time. It is the right place.” She shut the car off and gestured for me to get out. “Now remember, call me Mistress. Everyone here knows me and respects me. You are a reflection of that tonight, and from now on really.”

I gulped and nodded. “Yes, Mistress.”

I got out of the car and followed her through a door into a dimly lit building. A woman, dressed in a skirt and corset, sat at a desk but waved us through as soon as she saw Annabelle.

The main area was dark, with lights highlighting different equipment and seating areas. There was a St. Andrew’s Cross, a spanking bench, several massage tables, and plenty of other equipment I didn’t recognize. Annabelle led me to the cross and told me to strip. My eyes must have bulged out of my head.

“Here?” I asked her, surprised.

She glared at me. “Yes. Here. And the next time you speak to me without addressing me properly you will be punished.”

I looked around and realized that nobody here cared or was even paying attention to me. I had no reason to be embarrassed. So why was I? I also knew I had no choice but to comply. No choice I wanted to consider anyway.

Soon I was standing naked in front of her, save for the chastity device.

“You look deliciously nervous, pet. Just as you should be.”

She backed me up to the cross and before I could even consider arguing with her she strapped my arms to it, my legs soon followed and I was helpless. She patted my chest affectionately and smiled.

“Don’t go anywhere,” she teased, turning to walk away.

“Where are you going, Mistress?” My words were louder than I expected them to be, but nobody seemed to mind.

“To get my toy bag, I keep a locker here.” She shrugged and walked away. Leaving me hanging, literally and figuratively.

I was left with my thoughts in this strange place, and had nothing to do but look around as I waited for her to return. There were a couple, a dominant woman and a submissive male, I assumed, using one of the massage chairs. The woman was dripping candle wax all over the back of the man on the table. You could hear a slight hiss as the wax solidified on his back. His moans definitely suggested he was enjoying himself.

In another corner of the room There was a woman in a cage, with her head sticking out the top of it. A man wearing a leather cap, leather everything really, was standing beside her watching the room. He would occasionally feed her what looked like a strawberry but paid her little attention beside that. Another man came up and soon he engaged in conversation. I could not hear what was being said but when it appeared that the cage woman interrupted them the man who was feeding her strawberries turned and slapped her viciously across the face.

She only looked shocked for a moment before saying what looked a lot like “sorry, Master.”

I took it all in with a mixture of fascination, excitement, and fear. Soon Annabelle, I suppose now my Mistress, appeared back before me. She was carrying a duffle bag large enough to transport a body in. She dropped it next to me, and the cross, before strutting up to me and rubbing my chest, this time more sensually than affectionately.

“You don’t know it yet, pet, but you hit the jackpot.” She breathed the words into my ear, letting them linger for a second before licking my earlobe. “ After we lost touch I went exploring, to figure out what I really needed. I wound up working as a dominatrix for a couple of years during law school. I learned a lot. A lot.”

I hung from the cross, trying to take in all I had just been told. When I had last seen her we were both novices in all of this. She knew she wanted to take control only because I brought the idea up. Now she was an expert and I was still mostly a novice, though I was even more certain that this was the road I wanted to travel. I felt like I was in over my head but also exactly where I wanted to be.

Mistress Annabelle opened her bag and started quickly sorting through it. Off to the side where it was I could only hear what was happening. She bounced up, reappearing in my field of vision with a grin. She held two black metal clamps, I knew exactly where they were going.

I gasped as she placed the first clamp on my right nipple. She tugged it lightly, sending shots of pain, and pleasure through me. I felt myself growing in the cage. She placed the second clamp on my other nipple. This time, tugging on the chain between them sent shots through both nipples. I whined quietly.

She tugged again. “You like it,” she said, grasping my swollen balls and caged dick in one of her hands. “Two days and I can already feel how needy you are. I wonder what you will be like in two weeks.”

Two weeks. I gulped and looked at her with wide eyes. “Weeks?” I practically squeaked.

“You’ll get used to it,” she replied. She dropped by caged genitals and the weight of the cage was immediately noticeable gain. I began to throb.

She disappeared from view again, for just a second, before appearing holding what was clearly a thin cane. I shook my head fervently at this but she just laughed.

“No, no, no. It is into the deep-end for you I am afraid.” She tapped the cane lighty against her own thigh.

She lashed out with the cane against my thighs, the first strike didn’t hurt much, and I was surprised by how excited I felt. As she continued to slowly and methodically strike my thighs with the cane I felt the heat rising. I also felt my arousal growing as the pain intermingled with sensations, physical and emotional, I didn’t fully understand.

I felt her lay the back of her hand against my right thigh. “There, now you are warmed up.”

The next strike was at least ten times harder than anything she had done before. I yelped in pain and surprise and felt tears welling up in my eyes.

“This is going to hurt. You are going to accept it.” She struck me again, this time on the left thigh. I yelped again. “Count the strikes. Try to let the pain feel good. You need this.”

I had never heard her talk like this. Her voice was flat, but somehow certain and reassuring. I worried that she could convince me of anything.

The next strike came hard and fast, across both thighs. The pain was searing, but I could feel my cock straining helplessly against its cage. Did I want this? “One,” I grunted through the pain.

I continued to count as she struck me, not knowing which thigh she would be hitting, or if it would be both. At fifteen she stopped. She pressed her hands against my thighs and it sent the soreness surging through my body. Somehow it felt good.

“You are going to be bruised for at least a week I’d guess.” She stretched upward to kiss me, and licked some of the tears from my cheek. “Though in truth I doubt you will ever go around without bruises again.”

I thought about that comment, the promise it held. She tugged lightly on the chain between the nipple clamps. My yelp was more in surprise. “What do you say, pet?”

I gazed into her eyes and felt like I could fall into them. Is this what she had wanted way back when? Or is it only now that we are even capable of this. “Thank you, Mistress.” I whispered, my voice scratchy.

“Good boy.” She said simply.

When she removed the first clamp I screamed loudly. The blood rushing to my nipple hurt more than any strike from the cane. The second was even worse, because I knew it was coming. She then rubbed my nipples vigorously, causing all kinds of intense sensations. I moaned and whined. Her laugh filled my ears, and maybe the room.

“This is nothing, pet. You have no idea what you are in for.”

I knew she was right.


Chapter 4

I laid in bed later that night, wishing that Mistress Annabelle had stayed. It had only been two days, two meetings, and I was already incapable of thinking of her as just Annabelle. She had made it clear she was more than that now, and that we could be more than we had been before; we would be if I would just accept her guidance.

She told me about working as a prodomme, and about how she realized very quickly that I was different from the clients she saw. She knew I really was submissive, and had decided years before that she would have me back one day. It was surreal to think about how this woman had been silently planning our life together, my life, for me without my knowledge for so long. I wanted to be angry, but instead I just felt cared for. I knew she was right about me.

She warned me that things would be extreme, much more extreme than we had even considered when we were still inexperienced college kids. I thought about the surprise cock in my mouth and wondered how much more extreme it could get. She assured me that I had no idea, but that I could handle all of it.

That was the only promise she wanted from me right then, that I would trust her that I could handle it. She promised we could talk about things afterwards but that if she wanted me to do something, to accept something, to just trust her.

“If you trust me, I promise you will be happier. I promise it will all work out.”

I replayed those words in my mind over and over. They were terrifying, but also felt true, felt real. I don’t know why I believed her but I did.

I drift off to a fitful sleep with bruised thighs screaming their pain to me and a straining caged dick that I knew would not know relief for sometime. Somehow, I wouldn’t have changed any of it even if I could. Is this what makes me happy? I wondered about that question as I drifted off.

The next morning I awoke to the smell of coffee and staggered out into my kitchen. Mistress Annabelle was standing in the kitchen laying out pastries and coffee for us both.

“Good morning, pet.” Her voice was bright and cheery, it amazed me how many different versions of her I was meeting so quickly.

“Good morning, Mistress.” I tilted my head, confused. “How did you get in?”

In answer, she dangled my keys off one of her fingers. “I stole them last night. I knew I would be up before you and wanted to surprise you. Besides, you don’t need to go anywhere without my permission do you?”

“Um… well, work tomorrow.” I replied.

She only laughed at that. “Good thing I came back this morning then, huh?”

She handed me the coffee and a pastry. “Let’s go sit down.”

She sauntered past me into the fully clean for maybe the first time living room. I followed her, reduced to a needy pet, a follower, in my own apartment. It felt odd, but right.

She took a sip of her coffee and stared at me for a moment, it was like she was calculating something in her head. “Okay, so do you know what TPE, total power exchange, is?”

I nodded. I understood the concept but I would have been lying if I said I really knew what it meant, in practice.

“Good. How about CNC?” She asked.

I shook my head and took a sip of coffee.

“It stands for consensual non-consent. Kind of like me taking the keys to your apartment, you didn’t really consent to that, but I feel like you consented to me doing things like that when I want to. Wouldn’t you agree?” She smiled, waiting for my response.

I wasn’t really sure, but I wasn’t upset about it. I nodded hesitantly.

“These are the things I really want from you.” She said flatly, “I want to do what I want with you. I don’t want you to argue. I want you to get used to the idea of really, truly, not having a choice.”

I took a sip of my coffee and thought. I couldn’t fully wrap my head around what I was agreeing to, I think she could tell.

“Look at it this way. We’ve already been doing it. I didn’t give you a choice about visiting, about getting locked up for me, about going to the dungeon. I am not asking you what you want, and I don’t intend to start.”

I nodded again, “I guess when you put it that way..”

“I do put it that way, slave.” She said sternly. “You are mine. That is what you are supposed to be and I think you know it.”

I nodded tentatively. I did like how things had been going. I felt happier and more like myself than I had in years. “Yes, Mistress.”

“Good,” she said. “I’d say we are starting slow, and we kind of are, but this is also going to all happen a lot faster than you realize. My end goal, and I want you to know this right now, is for you to not have a say in anything about our life together, or even your own life. You are going to be passive and docile, and mine.”

“No say?” I asked her quietly.

She smiled at me, it was more of a grin really. “None. Not where you live. Not what you eat. Not how money is spent. You are going to give all of those things to me, and you are going to love it.”

My head was swimming. This was so much more than chastity, or even a beating with a cane. It was more even than being forced to suck cock. It was giving up any sense of autonomy to her, a woman I had not talked to in years, and who had hurt me badly. I had hurt her too though.

“Brian,” she said, “I need you to understand. I want what is best for you, or at least best for you as my pet. Are you happy this morning?”

I smiled into my coffee. “Honestly, I am happier than I think I have ever been.”

“I know,” she stated it as fact. “This is what you were made for. I knew it five years ago but didn’t know how to do it. I do now. All you have to do is accept it.”

I nodded. “I think I can do that.”

“Once you start you won’t be able to stop. I am not going to take everything all at once though. By the time you don’t have control over anything at all you won’t even notice it is gone, or at least you won’t care.” She placed a hand gently on my thigh, I winced. “Do you believe me?”

I nodded. “I do believe you, Mistress. I don’t want to go back to how I was before. I am so glad you are back.”

As I spoke tears welled up in my eyes, not from physical pain, or even the frustration of chastity, but the sudden realization that I missed her, that I regretted losing her, that I knew on some level it was a mistake.

“I am glad I am back too, slave.” Her eyes were almost as wet as mine. “I didn’t want to say this to you, not so fast, but I love you. I loved you when we broke up and I love you now. I need this too.”

Hearing that brought me fully to tears. We collapsed into each other and held one another for a moment. It was so unexpected, and so beautiful. I knew I was hers, but in a way I knew she was mine too.


Chapter 5

Later that day we took a walk through the city together. It occurred to me that if people looked at us, both in jeans and t-shirts, holding hands and smiling and laughing, that nobody would know what we really were, that I was her pet, her slave, and that she was my Mistress. It was surreal and beautiful.

Suddenly she tugged me down a side street and soon we were standing in front of a tattoo parlor. She spun to face me, and grabbed both of my hands.

“I want to mark you,” she said simply.

I looked from the sign on the tattoo parlor door back to her. “You marked me last night. Those bruises are going to last for weeks!”

“That isn’t what I mean.” She pulled close to me and put her hand right above my cock cage. “I want to mark you here. Permanently.”

I gulped, was I ready for that kind of commitment?

“Are you really ready to do something like that?” I asked her. It was the first time I had shown any reticence.

She pulled away from me. “I know what I want. You. Mine. Property. Are you ready to admit the same?”

She looked hurt, but what she was asking for was a lot. I thought about the conversation of the morning, what she had said, and how we had both reacted. I looked up at the sign again, then used one of her hands to pull her back close to me.

“Let’s do it, Mistress.” I said, motioning for the door.

“Really?” She smiled. “If you walk through that door you are coming out marked. And marked the way I want you to be.”

I nodded and opened the door. She told me she wanted to control me, now she wanted to mark me. “If I am going to be yours, if I am not going to have a say, then I probably shouldn’t pretend otherwise. I should just accept it.”

“I wouldn’t like it, but you could say no to me, right now anyway,” she replied.

I looked at her in the doorway and thought about that. It didn’t feel true to me. “I don’t think I can.”

“Then you are in a lot of trouble,” she grinned at me and pulled me through the doorway with her.

She pulled me right up to the counter. “Tell him what you want,” she said.

“My girlfriend here wants to pick out a tattoo for me,” I told the burly man behind the counter.

“Ahem,” she glared at me. “Girlfriend?”

I looked down at the floor, nodded. “My Mistress wants you to mark me, Sir.”

I don’t know why I added ‘Sir’ to the statement. It just felt right. It must’ve been because Mistress Annabelle nodded approvingly.

The man laughed at that. “Hello Annabelle, finally caught one?”

She knew him?!

“I sure did Peter. He is my ex. The one I have been pining for.” She smiled. “He isn’t getting away again.”

The big man looked at me and rolled his eyes. “I guess I see it.”

He shrugged and pointed towards the tattoo chair. “You,” he growled at me. “Go sit down while I talk with your Mistress and decide how embarrassing your tattoo is going to be.”

I don’t know why I was following his orders other than it seemed like my Mistress wanted me to, and he was about two and a half times my size. I walked meekly by him to the tattoo chair and sat down.

Annabelle and Peter leaned over the counter and whispered conspiratorially. Finally she walked over, while Peter walked to the front to draw the shade and lock the door.

“You are getting a tattoo right above your caged cock, pet. We are also piercing your nipples.” She stood over me, smiling, I couldn’t say no. I didn’t want to.

“Strip,” the large man growled at me.

I complied nervously. For the first time my cock was straining in its cage, if anything it was trying to hide. Soon I was back in the chair, naked.

The man took his place on one side of the chair, Annabelle on the other, she took my hand in hers. “I am so proud of you, pet. I wasn’t sure you would go for this.”

“What is the tattoo going to be?” I asked her.

She just smiled and squeezed my hand. “You’ll see,” was all she said.

“Nipples first,” the man said, and without any forewarning grabbed one of my nipples between two meaty fingers. I gasped, and was surprised that I was suddenly aroused once again.

He rubbed it between his fingers, making my nipple stand slightly erect. I winced as he pushed the needle through it, but in truth it didn’t hurt that much. Following the needle was a ring that soon hung off my nipple with a ball holding it shut.

He did the second nipple the same way. By the time he was finished I was breathing hard and my cock was straining fully in its cage, my nervousness forgotten. They could both tell I was aroused and shared what looked like a knowing smile.

“Now the ink.” The man said. “You need to stay still for this, or do I need to tie you down?”

I shook my head but Annabelle interceded. “I think that is a good idea actually. Let's tie him down and strap his head in place. No need for him to see it before it is finished.” 

I didn’t argue with her though I wanted to. I had already consented to this and so much more though. What was the point? Soon I was strapped to the tattoo chair in a way that I could not move a muscle and was staring helplessly at the ceiling.

I heard the buzz of the tattoo start and soon felt the first pricks, it was firing quickly and it felt almost like being scratched or stung. I felt light headed and aroused at the same time, and nervous as to how he was marking me. What if this was all a trick and she was punishing me for failing her years before? I started to breathe hard and Mistress Annabelle appeared to suddenly be floating in my field of vision.

“You are doing so so good, pet. I am so proud of you.” She cooed at me, and I smiled dreamily.

The buzzing and the pain continued and I soon lost all sense of time. The pain was still sharp but seemed somehow far away. I didn’t notice when the buzzing stopped.

“All finished,” the man said, less gruff than he had been before. “Ready to see?”

I opened my eyes. “Did I fall asleep?”

“You aren’t the first. Funny that that happens sometimes,” the man chuckled as he and Annabelle undid my bindings and helped me stand up.

I was wobbly on my feet, but they didn’t let me fall and soon I was standing in front of a mirror between my gorgeous Mistress and a massive man who looked like a biker. Only I was naked. I looked at the reflection and took in what I was seeing.

My thin body seemed perfect for showing off the pierced nipples and my caged cock. Above the chastity device was a tattooed heart, with a lock through it. I looked closely and inside the heart it said Property of Mistress Annabelle. It seemed right, like exactly what I was. It was also somehow the most erotic thing I had ever seen, and my cock began to strain once again in the cage.

I turned to face her. “Thank you, Mistress Annabelle. This is perfect. How do you know what to do?”

She just laughed, leaned in and kissed me. “You are meant to be mine,” was all she said as she pulled out of the kiss.

She was right.

She turned to the massive tattoo artist. “How much?”

“Five hundred dollars for all of it,” he nodded towards me, “unless you want to pay another way?”

My eyes grew wide and I looked at Mistress Annabelle. She looked back and forth between me and the large man. I could tell that part of her wanted to say yes to him.

“Maybe next time, Peter.” She pulled a credit card out of her purse. “I don’t know if he is ready for that just yet though.”

“Too bad,” the man looked over at me. “He is just my type.”

“Oh, I know,” she responded.

After she paid she led me out of the store and took one of my arms in hers.

“My property,” she said.

I leaned my head against her shoulder. That is exactly what I am.


I hope you enjoyed My Ex-Girlfriend’s Pet. Like many of my stories this one will be getting more installments. Until then I hope you enjoy these other femdom tales I have written:

Extreme Femdom Volume 1: From Man to Castrated Pet

Extreme Femdom Volume 2: Three Slaves

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

The Making of Slave M, Part 1

The Making of Slave M, Part 2

From College Student to Diapered Sissy: The Melodie Anne Story

Programmed into Diaper Slavery: A Silicon Valley Femdom Story

Becoming Tryst: The Adventures of Val & Tryst #1

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

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