

My Professor, My Master Series #1

A Gay Romance Featuring Extreme BDSM

By: Alyce Impelled


This bundle is the first three parts of the My Professor, My Master series. It included Seduced into Slavery, From College to Collared, and Pierced Property. Each of the parts have been edited slightly from their original form and in some cases included SMALL additions. As I continue to explore these characters more parts and eventually additional bundles will be released. For now though, enjoy the beginning of the relationship between Preston and Master Robert. I think it is a fun and wild ride.
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Chapter 1

“So, society’s interest in mitigating harm, disallowing coercion, and protecting vulnerable people from manipulation and self-inflicted damage trumps personal choice. Though there is some disagreement on where that line should be drawn.”

Professor Mason paused to take a breath and look around the room, this was one of his favorite lectures, and the students usually enjoyed it too, some even more than the rest. He saved it for the end of the semester because it wasn’t something they were graded on, and everyone deserved a break before the onslaught of finals.

A young woman at the front of the room took the moment to interrupt, “so you mean like BDSM is okay but the german cannibalism guy isn’t?” She smirked at him, awaiting praise. He knew Stacy Alderson was already getting an A in the class and didn’t feel like inflating her ego too much.

“That was certainly the position of the German government, Stacy,” He smiled, “which of course begs the question, at what point does fetishism become a problem for society? Some think that all BDSM should be illegal, and not just your usual puritan types, some feminists believe that allowing any sort of consensual harm perpetuates harm against women.”

“Sure, but don’t some men enjoy being beaten and tied up too?” A B-student in the back of the room asked.

“Sure, but if you want to start digging into that you will need to take either a sexology or very progressive history course,” He chuckled, “let’s get back on track. Since Stacy brought up the ‘german cannibalism guy,’ we’ll use that as an example. He eroticised cannibalism, another man eroticised the idea of being eaten. They started down that path and it led to some dark places. The question is, does society have the right to stop consensual adults from exploring those dark places?”

He closed his notebook. “I’ll tell you what, if you are interested in exploring that idea further I will give five bonus points on the final to anyone who writes a convincing argument that society does need to intervene in those cases.” He smirked at the class, “and I will give 10 points to anyone who successfully makes an ethical argument on the side of our favorite german cannibal. Class dismissed.”

As the class shuffled out a few students milled about chatting and joking about the german cannibal, as they slowly left one student was left, a handsome but bookish senior name Preston.

“Can I help you with something Preston?” Professor Mason asked, knowing it was unlikely that the student needed help, he wasn’t going to be valedictorian of his class, but that was only because he didn’t want to be.

“Not exactly, Professor,” Preston started as he moved to the front of the room. Then, in a quieter voice, he asked “I was just wondering, which side of things you came down on regarding the cannibalism thing?”

Professor Mason scrutinized the younger man for a moment, could he be…curious about such things? More than curious? “I can’t really tell you that, it would give you a leg up on the bonus question.”

“C’mon Professor,” Preston laughed, “I doubt I will even do the bonus essay, I think my grade is alright.”

The professor looked Preston over for a moment longer, maybe a moment longer than he should, the student was shorter than him, by a good four inches, younger by almost a decade, and almost waifish in size. He was also graduating in a month, which meant once finals were over he was, to Professor Mason’s mind, fair game.

“Yes. You will.” The professor stated simply.

“I-I will?” Preston, who sounded so sure of himself, unusually so in fact, just a moment before, was suddenly stammering, put off by the professor’s sudden sternness.

“Well,” he said, “you will if you want to hear my answer to the question. But I have to go, and I am sure you have classes or studying, or a girlfriend to deal with.”

“Not really,” Preston started, “you are right though. I should go.”

It was only as he started to turn to leave the room that Professor Mason noticed the student had a very prominent erection that he was probably trying to hide. He smiled to himself as the soon-to-be graduate left and started pondering his options.

For his part Preston could not believe how turned on he was. A virgin, he had found himself hooked on gay BDSM porn earlier in college. He wasn’t even sure he was homosexual, he was attracted to women, though too chronically shy to really date, every attempt ended in abysmal failure. But somehow nothing turned him on as much as submitting to the sadistic urges of a truly masculine, and usually older man. Something clicked in him when Professor Mason told him he would do the bonus essay, it was like a command, and it was unbelievably hot.

Getting back to his dorm, it was final week as a resident assistant, he locked the door and pulled out his laptop. Soon he was edging himself slowly while looking at various images of rough, powerful men, dominating men who looked, well, like him. He had never identified himself as a twink, but he was smaller and not very strong and he could imagine Professor Mason overpowering him and forcing him to his knees. He closed his eyes and tried to imagine what it would look like, where it would happen, his hand slowed down on his cock as he tried to savor the image, but soon he was spurting anyway.

Preston hated the stickiness of his cum, and hated the mess. He usually jerked off in the shower because that was at least a little cleaner, but doing that always meant potentially getting caught by one of his fellow students, an outcome he had to admit he had fantasized about various times as well.

While Preston was in his room masturbating Professor Robert Mason was sitting at home enjoying a glass of red wine while he researched something he had been wanting to explore for some time. In his non-professorial life Robert Mason was a hedonist and libertine, not quite gay but definitely had a preference for men, particularly younger men, despite his pansexual leanings. He was also entirely a dominant and had no time for equals in his romantic life. Some of that was an unwillingness to truly accommodate others, not in an evil way, just that he was uncompromising in his day-to-day existence, but he was also a sadist who was most aroused by having control over others, especially if they suffered as well as enjoyed it.

Now, Preston had awoken something in him, the way his self-assured facade crumbled at the slightest hint of a command aroused Preston beyond belief, and seeing the seniors erection gave the professor a wonderful sadistic idea, that he hoped Preston would capitulate to. A few hours later he had ordered lidocaine and a few syringes from a helpful Canadian pharmacy, an odd addition to his toy bag perhaps, but then, he was an odd person. He had also watched several medical videos of what was called a dorsal nerve block, an injection that would leave the other man’s penis numb and useless for several hours, and was confident he could pull off the procedure.


Chapter 2

It was the last day of classes at Western Michigan University, and Professor Mason’s Ethics final was the last one most of his class would be taking. For the seniors, like Preston, it was the only thing standing between them and a degree. Professor Mason stood and watched the students enter and he noticed Preston blushed and hurried by him. He hoped that was a good sign, but he wouldn’t know until the final was turned in.

Once everyone was seated he handed out the finals. There were three versions, all of them had the same first question, and same bonus question. The other two questions were randomly assigned. On Preston’s he wrote ‘you will stay and talk to me after the final is over.’ This was another test all of its own, he knew Preston would normally be among the first to finish, making him sit, and anticipate, for the whole 3 hours, was deeply appealing to the sadistic professor.

About an hour into the final he noticed that Preston was blushing again, and he was certain that he was working on the bonus question. It took all of his willpower not to get up and find out what he was writing, but he didn’t want to startle his prey, or make other students uncomfortable, instead he sat and waited, and daydreamed about Preston on his knees in front of him, unable to get hard no matter how aroused he was. 
 

In his mind’s eye he could see Preston kneeling, naked before him, his large cock hanging limp and useless while Professor Mason kicked at it lightly, taunting him for being unable to get hard. He would then slowly unzip his slacks and pull out his own cock, just as large as Preston’s but hard and virile rather than drugged into uselessness, his soon to be former pupil would slowly lower his head over the engorged penis and worship the more powerful man, eventually surrendering entirely.

Preston sat and wrote, trying to do so slowly so he wasn’t stuck waiting long for everyone else to finish. He had barely studied for any of his finals and was worried he had hurt his grades. In truth he had done very little that week beyond fantasize about Professor Mason having his way with him in all sorts of ways, including some that were undoubtedly somewhere between impossible and illegal. What started out as imagining blowjobs and spankings gave way to all sorts of dark ideas, the two that somehow stuck in his mind most strongly were the professor piercing his cock and using it as the connection point for a leash, and him being loaned out as a sex toy for the professors friends, being filled with their cum every day until he couldn’t remember a life outside that.

As he tried to focus on the bonus question, which had become the only question he really cared about, he cursed himself for not being able to focus, for being such a horny pervert even though he had masturbated three times that morning. His whole dorm room smelled of spunk and he still had to pack it up the next day. Finally he got himself under control enough to finish the final question. He put the finishing touches on his final essay: Some of us aren’t meant for anything other than to be the property of others and if consensual slavery is ethically acceptable then almost anything consensual ought to be considered the inherent right of those who are consensually involved. It makes sense to draw the line at death, in most cases, but only because in that circumstance it is almost impossible for one to know what they have consented to.

Having written those words, he realized there was still at least an hour in the class, and he allowed himself to return to his daydreams. In them, the professor branded him as property and sent pictures of his used and ruined body to his friends and family. The idea of the exposure, of having any hope of a normal life taken from him almost made him cum right at his desk, with no stimulation at all.

Only the professor ending the final saved him from that embarrassment. “That is time everyone! Pencil’s down.”

Preston watched as everyone else dropped off their paper and filed out of the room, only when it was empty did he get up, still sporting a massive hard-on and hand the professor his paper.

It took every ounce of self-restraint the professor had not to end the final early. He knew some people would write all the way up until the end though. When it was finally done he breathed a sigh of relief and directed everyone to hand in their essays and leave. When it was all over there was a pile of blue notebooks on the desk in front of the room, Preston Delaney’s was on top, and it was the only one he actually cared to read.

The young man stood nervously, waiting to find out why the professor had him stay. The professor walked by him without a word and closed the door to the classroom before coming back and sitting on the desk in front of Preston and smiling. He made it a point to look directly at the erection the senior was sporting before speaking.

“Stand there while I look over your essay. Your entire grade will be based on the final question.”

Preston opened his mouth to argue but the professor put out a finger. “One word and instead of it being your final grade it will be your whole grade. Do you really want to wager so much on just a few pages of writing?”

Professor Mason flipped to the last page with writing on it then backtracked to the beginning of the essay. It was well written, though his student was clearly distracted by his urges. When he got to the final passage he grinned and closed the notebook. “Consensual slavery?”

Preston looked at the floor and nodded.

“Look at me.” The professor said sharply, and when the order wasn’t followed immediately he continued, “I said look at me.”

Preston finally looked up. The professor pointed at Preston’s pants, which had the barest of a wet spot on them now. “Is that for me?”

Preston nodded again.

“We are in a bit of a gray area Preston. I haven’t graded your final yet. Do you want me to grade it now so you are no longer my student? Or do you want to scurry off before things get more awkward for you?”

“Please grade it, Sir” Preston whispered.

“What was that?”

“Please grade it, Sir.” He said again, louder.

“Sir, is it?” Professor Mason grinned, “I like that.”

He opened the notebook again, pretending to go through the essay with a critical eye. “Have you ever not gotten an  A, Preston?”

He shook his head.

“And how poor would your grade have to be on this final to get less than an A in my class?”

“It would have to be a C-, Sir.” He looked up again, fearful.

“Interesting.” The Professor stood up and got close to the other man, who was really barely more than a boy, “I wonder, if I failed you, would it make you cum?”

Preston gasped, and the wet spot on his pants grew a bit.

“I thought so,” The professor sat back down. “I can’t do that though, it would be unethical to give such writing anything less than the A it deserves. A shame, I guess.”

He wrote the letter ‘A’ in big red letters on the front of the notebook. “There, you are no longer my student.”

Preston gulped.

“This is a one time offer Preston, be at my house for dinner at 7pm sharp, tonight. I think it would be educational and maybe even enjoyable for you.”

“Yes, Sir.” Preston said, “should I go now.”

“You should.” Professor Mason nodded. “See you in a couple of hours.”


Chapter 3

Professor Mason returned to his small house, not far from the campus, and began arranging a, mostly, simple dinner of chicken cutlets with pasta and a garlic cream sauce. He changed out of his business casual, professorial outfit, into a dark gray suit with a black shirt. The whole look screamed dominance, and maybe wealth, and he wanted to both impress Preston and put him off balance. He carefully combed his hair into a style that was somewhat evocative of an aspiring fascist, while he held none of those political leanings he did have to admit the aesthetic was one that evoked ideas of strength and authority, perfect for what he was going for.

Finally, the doorbell rang, and his quarry had arrived. He waited until it rang a second time, and considered waiting for a third but was worried that Preston would run off rather than suffer anticipation if he let it go so long. He opened the door and stood rod-straight in front of his former pupil.

“On time.” He gestured for Preston to enter, and took in the boy's appearance as he did so. “That is a promising start.”

“Thank you Sir, and thank you for inviting me,” the response came quickly, his nervousness and anticipation showing clearly.

“Dinner is in the dining room. Follow me.” Robert Mason walked past the boy, he was thinking of him as ‘boy’ already, and patted his thigh as though he were signaling a dog to follow him. Preston gulped, not missing the gesture, and followed the older man into the dining room, sitting at the seat which was pointed out to him.

As they sat he poured Preston a glass of wine, and offered it to him. He smiled as the boy drank tentatively.

“It isn’t drugged,” Robert smiled at him, “though something tells me at least part of you wishes it was.”

The boy gulped and looked down. “This looks really good.”

“It is, I am a wonderful cook,” Mason answered him with no false modesty. “But is that really why you are here?”

Preston shook his head.

“I didn’t think so. In fact, I bet you are rock hard right now aren’t you?”

Preston looked up at him nodding sheepishly, after a moment he asked “Why did you invite me here?”

Robert Mason sat back in his seat and crossed his legs. “I could tell you that it was because you were my favorite student, or my best student, or any number of things. But you know that would be a lie right?”

Preston shrugged, and finally took a bite of food, it was as good as he expected.

“The first test was me telling you that you would do the bonus question after you told me you weren’t going to. Your response told me a lot about you. Then I read your essay, you took some compelling positions in it.”

“So you want to talk about my essay?” Preston asked his former professor.

“Sort of, but probably not the way you mean. Then, I saw your erection, and that adorable little wet spot on your pants. That sealed the deal. I wanted you. And now you are here.”

“Wanted…me?” Preston asked, his eyes wide.

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“To put it bluntly, because you are small, weak, submissive, and turned on by all of the things a weak submissive boy should be turned on by.” Robert looked at him directly. “Tell me I am wrong.”

Preston fell silent instead, looking back to his plate and taking another bite.

He gave the boy another moment to say something and then stood up abruptly. “I have something to attend to in the other room. When I come back I am going to ask you a few questions. Depending on how that goes, you will be joining me in the other room. Do you understand?”

Preston gulped, audibly, “Yes, Sir. I understand.”

Roger Mason smiled down at him, “good. I think this is going to go wonderfully.”

Preston watched as the handsome older man left the room. The suit he was wearing was so different from what he had worn when teaching and only made him hotter. Preston could feel his erection growing even stronger and found himself hoping that the man would push things further, even if this was feeling all a little bit intense.

He wondered what the other man was doing in the other room and was anticipating finding out, his cock was so hard and his arousal so intense that focusing on eating was difficult. What he really wanted to do was reach under the table and stroke himself, but he knew that would be a mistake. He eventually found the willpower to finish his food, it truly was delicious, maybe the best meal he had eaten in months. He then waited, as patiently as possible, for the man who had been his professor to return.

Finally, after what seemed like an eternity, but was really only about fifteen minutes his host returned to the dining room. Preston again took him in, even in the suit you could see he was somewhat muscular, and the pants were just tight enough that he could imagine the other man’s large cock, Preston was in awe of him, and from the smirk on Robert Mason’s face, he probably knew it.

He circled the table, and Preston, as though he was circling prey, which is what Preston was increasingly feeling like, before sitting down.

“Okay Preston, I am going to ask some questions and you are going to answer them fully and honestly. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir.” The boy responded.

Robert Mason smiled, he loved how deferential Preston was and knew that would only become more true if he had his way. “Good. Let’s start with the easiest one. What are you doing after graduation?”

Preston sat back in the chair, trying to put himself at ease, “I am going to law school in Ann Arbor, but I have deferred for a year.”

“Why are you deferring?” The professor leaned forward.

“My parents agreed that if I graduated with a 4.0 I could take a year off to travel through Europe, I have been saving for it, and they agreed to put some money towards it.”

Robert Mason drummed his fingertips on the table, thinking. “I guess it is a good thing I didn’t ruin that for you, huh boy?”

Preston blushed and adjusted in his seat, not fully understanding why the idea of the professor failing him, just because he could, turned him on as much as it did.

“Yes, Sir,” he finally said.

“You know, there are some sex clubs in Germany and other places that you could explore. It would probably be quite educational for someone like you.” Robert Mason smiled at him.

“I hadn’t thought of that,” Preston said quietly.

“Of course you had, and that is the last time you will lie to me boy.” The man leaned forward exuding authority and power, “Do you understand?”

The boy just nodded, fearful and not wanting to ruin this opportunity.

“Good,” he leaned back in the chair relaxing, pleased with the boy’s obeisance. “You are a virgin, is that correct?”

Preston nodded again.

“You’ve never been with a man or a woman?” He wanted clarity.

Preston nodded yet again, adding “no, sir.” 

“Good. I like the idea of breaking in a virgin. Shaping their views of sexuality.” The boy gulped audibly at that, and felt himself stiffen even more. It felt like the lightest breeze would cause him to spurt through his pants, he wondered if that would anger or amuse the older man.

Robert Mason watched the boy squirm and knew that he had him fully aroused and on the hook. He could barely wait to get him into the playroom but still needed a little more information before he could decide how far to push things.

“How long do you have before you leave for Europe?”

“I have two weeks, but only a few days here before I go home. I will spend a little more than a week with my family before heading off.” The boy looked at the older man, almost plaintively, and Robert Mason knew at that moment that he was ready.

“Last question,” he started, “If I take you to the other room do you promise to do whatever I want so long as it causes no permanent harm?”

The boy's eyes widened even further at that. “Yes! I mean, yes, Sir! Please.” Preston stammered it out almost all in one word, and moved eagerly to get up from the table.

At this, Robert Mason laughed, he knew he had the boy hooked but the ultra eagerness was something else entirely. This was all going too well.

“Good then. Get up, slowly, and follow me.” Robert Mason stood up and moved to the doorway patting his thigh as he did when Preston first entered his home.


Chapter 4

Preston followed Robert Mason through the house, down the stairs, into a large basement room that stunned him more than anything he had seen in his life. It was as if he was standing in the middle of every pervy video he had ever watched, or in every fantasy he had ever imagined. Robert watched him look around the room in awe. Every imaginable piece of dungeon equipment, and some the boy had never imagined, were on display. Additionally there are implements for striking, binding, inserting, and every other sort of play imaginable all on display to titillate the boy's imagination, and possibly be used on him.

The room itself was a black tile floor with dark red walls, all of the furniture was upholstered in striking black leather. The lighting was bright white at the moment so everything was clearly visible, but it could also be adjusted from an app on Robert’s phone, to fit whatever mood was appropriate.

Finally, he had enough of watching the boy gawk. “Strip, place your clothes on one of the spare tables and kneel on one of those pads.” As he said this he pointed to a corner where there were thick pads, that looked like partial gym mats, piled in the corner.

The boy quietly stripped out of his clothes and neatly folded them, placing them on an empty table. He could barely believe what was happening, but his body almost felt like it was on autopilot. He felt himself begin to blush as he stripped himself naked in front of the man who, less than a day before, was just another one of his college professors, someone he would probably never see again, and eventually would just forget about. Things were changing quickly and he knew it.

Robert was pleased at how well he followed the instruction, he had actually expected a little struggle at that command. Things were progressing well. When the boy was finished stripping he retrieved one of the mats and kneeled a few feet in front of Robert, looking up at him expectantly.

“You have never done this before, have you, boy?”

“No, Sir.” The boy shook his head as he said it.

“I will teach you. Or perhaps I should say train you.” As Robert said this he stepped towards the boy and used his booted foot to encourage the boy to spread his knees further apart, adopting a more submissive, and open, posture. He then circled the boy closely and, once behind him, grabbed his hair gently and pushed forward until the boy’s head was bowed appropriately.

“Now, place your hands palms up on your knees.” The boy did as he was commanded and Robert circled back around to the front of him. To his credit, the boy did not look up.

“That is how a slave kneels. It is how you should kneel if a Master tells you to do so. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Sir,” the boy replied quietly. Robert marveled at how quickly he learned.

“Do you remember the conversation that started this journey boy? The one about consent?”

“I do, Sir.” Preston glanced up, then quickly returned his eyes to the appropriate position. Robert noticed and took mental note.

“Good. Because we are going to see about pressing those bounds now. How does that make you feel?”

“Nervous, Sir.”

“Good.”

Robert retrieved a metal tray, on it was a syringe, filled with an unidentified liquid, and a steel chastity cage, complete with a lock, but no key.”

“Are you familiar with these items, boy?”

Preston couldn’t quite find his voice and nodded slightly, another mental note for Robert.

“Do you remember what you promised before we came into this room?” Robert asked him.

The boy nodded again.

“I need you to say it.”

Now the boy looked up at him, breaking protocol, “I promised to do whatever you wanted so long as it didn’t cause permanent harm.”

“That is right. Now bow your head and do not look up again unless ordered. If you do, you will be punished.” He bowed his head again, and Robert noticed that his erection had grown even stronger. The boy was loving every moment of this.

“I think we understand one another. So let me tell you what is about to happen. I am going to use that syringe on you. You are not going to fight me on it. If you can’t accept that, you should get up and leave right now. We will not speak again.” 

The boy kept his position and said nothing for a few moments, then, without looking up, “may I ask what is in it, Sir?”

“You may not. But I promise it will do no permanent harm. I also promise that if you surrender to what I have planned this will be the greatest night of your life, so far.”

The boy’s head swam and he almost fell over, but managed to keep himself kneeling. He said nothing.

“Not getting up and leaving is consent. Do you understand?”

The boy said nothing, and looked at Robert with glazed eyes. He was clearly aroused beyond words. It was good enough for Robert. 

“Good, he said simply. “There is a massage table behind you. Crawl to it. Then climb up and lay on your back.”

The boy did as he was told, something had changed in him Robert felt, but it was a good change. It was a level of acceptance he had not expected, and told him that he was going to push this all much further than he had initially intended.

As soon as the boy had laid down Robert was there to place a blinder over his eyes. He then attached cuffs to his wrists and ankles, he could fidget a bit but could not actually struggle, and his eyes had been rendered useless. Robert then trailed a hand lightly up and down his naked body before stopping and lightly stroking his cock, twice.

“Is this the first time you’ve ever been bound, Preston?”

He was surprised that the other man used his name and it broke him a little out of the daze he had been in, “Yes, Sir. Well, I have played with some self-bondage I guess, but nothing real.”

The older man hummed a bit at that, “so many firsts tonight, what a lucky boy.”

He stroked his cock a few more times until it felt like he was right on the edge of cumming, then he stopped, the boy groaned in need.

“Don’t worry, you are going to cum tonight, boy. Just not like that.”

Robert moved away from his, finally helpless, prey, and gathered the syringe from its place on the tray. Robert came back and with one hand pulled lightly at the boy’s cock, and then pushed it down, pressing it against his navel, it was easily seven inches long, possibly closer to eight, and rendering such a lovely tool useless was the most exciting thing Robert had done in quite some time.

Without warning he plunged the needle into a spot at the base of the boy’s penis. He yelped in surprise but did not really struggle. He quickly injected half of the solution there and then did the same thing on the other side of the boy’s rapidly deflating cock.

Preston yelped in surprise at the first injection, but somehow took the second injection in stride. He had no idea what was about to happen, but rapidly he felt the effects of local anesthesia turn his cock to pins and needles and then nothing but true numbness. No pain, no excitement, nothing.

Before he could say anything he felt Robert’s presence beside him. “What I just did is called a dorsal nerve block. It totally anesthetized your cock. It is going to soften and be completely useless for, if I had to guess, between 10 and 15 hours.”

He removed the cuffs from Preston’s wrists and ankles and helped him down off the table.

“Why?” It took moments to get even that word out and it was all he could muster.

“Because I could. Because you have a massive beautiful cock and making it useless is so fucking erotic. Because you are submissive and I am not. Do I really need to go on?”

“No, Sir,” Preston answered quietly, bowing his head, whether in defeat or dejection Robert couldn’t be sure.

He guided the boy back to his pad and forced him, gently, to his knees. “Have you ever sucked a cock?”

“No, Sir.”

“I’ll be gentle. I will guide you.”

“Please, Sir?”

It was the first time he had given that kind of response. “Is that please don’t make me?”

The boy shook his head vigorously, “No. Please. Please let me suck your cock, Sir. I have wanted to for so long.”

Robert stirred at that admission though he wasn’t surprised. He took the boy's head and slowly guided him to the tip of his red, throbbing, cock. The boy didn’t hesitate really, but did slowly take it into his mouth, more like he was exploring it than he was reluctant. In truth he hardly needed any guidance at all.

Soon the boy had taken much of it, though far from all of it, into his mouth and seemed to be enjoying himself. He was letting it roll around his mouth, he flicked at it with his tongue, and began licking and sucking enthusiastically. Knowing it was his first time, Robert let that go on for some time, just enjoying the feeling.

“I have wanted this for some time too, boy.” He spoke as the boy slurped up and down on his cock. “I have been planning it for weeks. How to bring you here, how to seduce you, learning how to give those injections.”

The boy stopped for just a second at the mention of the injections but continued on.

“You are still feeling aroused aren’t you, boy?”

Preston nodded enthusiastically, which only caused him to bob up and down aggressively on the older man’s cock. It made him smile. “This is what I wanted, I want you aroused and helpless. I love soft submissive boys like you but I really have no use for your cock, other than to humiliate you with it, and deprive you of it. Stop, boy, and tell me how that makes you feel.”

Preston looked up at him from his knees, drool covering his reddened face. “I don’t know, Sir. I am so turned on by all of this but that is so much more extreme than anything I ever thought of.”

Robert smiled down at him. “Good. Even if we never do anything like this again you will always remember the night I took your cock from you, and nothing will ever live up to it.”

The boy gulped at that and then returned to exploring Robert's erection, being deprived of his for the time being.

Robert let him do that for a few more moments then took the boy's hair in his hands once again, before pressing slowly forward until he felt the tip of his cock reach the boy’s throat, a slight adjustment and the tip was inside his throat, the boy started sputtering. “Breathe through your nose.”

Preston did as he was told and it relaxed him enough that, though it was a lot, he was able to endure the slow throat fucking Robert started to give him. There came a moment in all of that where Robert felt what little fight Preston had in him flee his body, it was like nothing and everything changed all at once and Robert knew the boy had nothing left but true surrender.

At that moment he pulled his cock out of the boy's throat and dropped to his own knees in front of him. He kissed the boy violently, plunging his tongue into his mouth and exploring every space in it as the boy passively accepted the rough masculine kiss, the first real kiss had experienced.

Finishing the kiss he pulled Preston’s head close to him and whispered, “now I am going to make you cum and when I am done I bet you will do anything to feel like this again. What do you think?”

“Please, Sir,” Preston mumbled, barely coherent, into Robert’s neck, and now Robert knew what that meant.

He stood up and pulled the boy to his feet as well. He practically dragged him across the dungeon to a padded stand with spots for the boy's legs, arms, and neck. The most amazing part of the piece of furniture was that its height could be adjusted based on how Robert meant to use it. Soon he had the boy strapped in completely. Unlike the massage table, here the boy couldn’t struggle at all, he was held mostly motionless. Robert then adjusted the height of the table so that the boy’s beautiful virgin asshole was at the perfect height for being fucked.

After stripping himself naked and retrieving a container of lube, Robert slowly covered the boy's ass with it and worked a finger, and then a second in. The boy couldn’t squirm but he could moan and even scream. The screaming didn’t start though until Robert pressed his cock slowly into the boy's ass, the lube helped, but the size and the experience was still more than the boy could imagine, certainly more intense than the small butt plug he had occasionally played with alone in his dorm room.

Preston could not believe how intense it felt. As his scream subsided he realized he was no longer a virgin, despite the fact that his cock had been turned into a numb, useless, noodle, the arousal was building inside him. He forced himself to relax and moments after he did the discomfort gave way to pleasure as his former professor started pulling out of him and slowly pressing back in. Bound as he was, Preston was completely helpless to do anything but accept it.

The slow, sensual sex gave way over time to a more intense fucking and Preston felt a stirring and intense need building inside him, he could not see or feel his groin and wondered if his numb cock was erect or hanging limply, it was strange not to be able to feel it at all.

There were plenty of sensations he could feel though. The need and pleasure built inside him as Robert continued to fuck him. The combined physical and emotional intensity left his head swimming with need and lust and desire for the older, stronger, man. Preston could neither define or predict what was happening to him as it was unlike anything he had ever felt. Then he felt his former professor’s chest against his back, and felt the man’s warm breath against his neck.

“You are fucking helpless toy and I am going to cum inside you, boy. This is what you are for. You are a fucking object for real men to use and you know it.” As Robert finished these words he exploded inside the boy.

Preston’s head was full of emotions and arousal and need and he couldn’t hold or organize any of the thoughts into a coherent form. But when he felt Robert’s cum paint his insides it was more amazing and erotic and pleasurable than he could have ever been prepared for. His own orgasm rolled through him, though he felt none of the explosiveness he had felt masturbating while imagining scenes like this over and over. He didn’t even feel his cum dribble out of the tip of his flaccid cock.

For Robert’s part he was able to watch this all happen with glee. To his mind it could not have gone better. He felt Preston’s orgasm start right as his finished and it was pure perfection. He imagined that it was both pleasurable for the boy but somehow left him wanting, which was his exact intention. He laid on top of the boy for a moment more and then slowly pulled out of him; Preston moaned slightly as the cock released from his anus with an audible plop.

He then carefully unbound the boy from the piece of furniture and helped him to his feet. He held him close for a minute, recognizing he was too unsteady to move. He then walked him through a doorway into a shower room and dimmed the lights before removing the blinder from the boy’s face. He turned on a warm shower and slowly washed both Preston and himself. He took his time exploring the boy’s body and kissing him in various places.

Lastly, he soaked up the boys still numb penis and cleaned it, then continued stroking. He made the boy watch, to drive home how completely useless it was. He then pulled the boy into an embrace under the warm water.

“I love your cock like that, it is so big and soft and useless. It is so beautiful that way,” he whispered into the boy’s ear as he held him. He felt the boy shudder and could tell it was one of arousal.

He finished washing them both off and led the boy back into the other room. Rather than having him kneel he pulled the pad over next to a leather couch and had the boy sit there, pressed against his legs as Robert sat on the couch. They just sat like that for a while, with Robert idly petting the boy.

“How do you feel?” He asked, looking down at the conquered boy, who looked back up at him, his blue eyes filled with adoration.

“Amazing. I want to feel like this forever.” Preston huddled against the other man’s legs as he looked up at him, it was like he couldn’t be close enough.


Chapter 5

Preston woke up the next morning and instinctively reached down for his cock, always being one to masturbate in the morning. He quickly realized two things, first that it was still numb, and second that even if it wasn’t it wouldn’t matter, since he was locked in the steel chastity cage Robert had shown him the night before. He shivered with delight at his circumstance and rolled over, noticing Robert had already gotten out of the king sized bed they had shared the night before.

He padded out of the room and down the stairs, naked saved for the chastity device. It felt odd because he could feel the weight of it but little else, his cock still not recovering from the dorsal nerve block of the night before. Based on his calculations it would still be a couple of hours before he could feel anything down there again.

He found Robert in the kitchen, cooking. The older man smiled at him and gestured for him to sit at the island, it was much more casual than the dining room the night before.

“When do you leave to go home?” He asked the boy as he set a plate of bacon, eggs, and toast in front of him.

“Too soon.” Preston responded. “I am here for graduation but in two days I head back to Cleveland. Then I fly to Paris about 10 days after that.”

“I see,” Robert sat down beside him. “Your parents will be here for graduation I assume?”

Preston looked at him, with a hint of sadness in his eyes. “Yeah, then they will take me home.”

Robert laughed and tousled his hair. “I guess I will have to behave myself while they are here.”

They finished eating in silence. When they were finished Robert put a key on the table. “That is for the chastity device. If you want to take it off, you can. I don’t want to complicate your life.”

“Or?” Preston asked him, maybe hopefully.

“Or, you can leave it on for a while. We can see each other a little more and keep in touch when you go back to Cleveland.” Robert paused, “if you choose that, I will meet you in Cleveland before you fly off to Europe and let you out of it then.”

Preston thought about it. Mostly thinking about how in a few hours he will have feeling in his cock again, and how furiously he’d like to masturbate. He also felt about how everything that happened the night before and how good, how right, it had all felt.

“I think I want you to complicate my life, Dr. Mason.” Preston looked over at him and smiled. It was the first time he had called him Dr. Mason, maybe ever.

“Be careful what you wish for, boy.” Robert responded. “But if that is what you want it is still Sir, or maybe even Master.”

Preston mouthed the word Master and decided quickly he liked the way it felt in his mouth.

“I want you to complicate my life, Master.” He said it emphatically, and Robert knew he had found a boy he’d like to keep.


Chapter 6

About two weeks later Preston found himself walking into an upscale hotel by the Cleveland airport, dragging a roller-bag behind him and with a backpack on his back. He stopped in the lobby and looked at the text message, all it was was ‘Room 418.’

He found the elevators and went to the fourth floor. He was about to knock but saw the door was being held open by the security lock, a common hotel trick. He pushed the door open and saw a note on the bed, next to a spandex hood.

Hello boy,

I will be back shortly. In the meantime, strip out of your clothes, put on the spandex hood, and lay on your back. I am so excited to see you.

~ Master Robert

Preston did as he was told, and soon found himself lying on the bed in a hood, waiting for the man he had started calling ‘Master’ two weeks earlier to arrive. When he heard the door open and shut it took all of his self control to not jump up from the bed and embrace the man. Instead he waited as he had been ordered to.

He heard the man put something down and then felt him sit on the bed next to him.

“Such a good boy,” he heard his Master murmur. “I am so proud of you.”

He then felt hands on the chastity device, heard the click of a lock and felt the pieces being removed. His cock roared to life almost instantly, his erection as large and needy as he could remember. Robert began playing with it, moving it about, and stroking it likely.

Suddenly he felt a sharp pinch at the base of his cock and warmth spreading through and around it and just as quickly a second pinch and the warmth expanding up both sides of it. His Master continued to hold it and stroke it.

“If you can cum before the anesthesia fully kicks in you are welcome to it,” he laughed and stroked the boy furiously, honestly giving him a small chance of achieving orgasm.

Preston felt himself get close and thought he was going to get the explosion he had been waiting for but the numbness fully took hold. Robert chuckled with delight as the erection melted away completely in his hands. The boy whimpered in total defeat.

“I can’t believe you did that.” He whined through the mask. “You told me..”

“I told you I would let you cum, and I will.” Robert slapped him lightly on the cheek, more playfully than anything else. “But you know how I like your cock.

“Yes, Master,” the boy was still whining but there was also a tinge of acceptance in his voice.

“Have you decided?” His Master asked him.

Earlier in the week they had had a long email exchange that had ended with him offering to either go to Europe with Preston for the first couple months of the trip, or for him to come stay with Robert instead of traveling to Europe.

The boy moaned quietly in the hood. “No, Master. I want to come stay with you so badly, but I am afraid if I do I will never see Europe.”

Master Robert said nothing, but what he was thinking was if you come stay with me there are a lot of things you may never do or see, but I think it would be worth it. Instead, he said, “I don’t really like giving you choices but I feel like I have to give you this one.”

Preston whined into the hood but said nothing for a moment longer, Master Robert decided to push him a little further. “You can get a flight voucher for your flight and we can go together another time, you know.”

“Is this just for a year or is it for…” Preston trailed off.

“Well, you have law school right around the corner, unless things change even more drastically.” Master Robert responded, “but if you are asking if I can imagine keeping you as mine for longer, the answer is yes.”

The truth, Master Robert knew, was that if Preston went to Europe their relationship was probably over, and if Preston came to stay with him there was a good chance his entire life plan was going to change to suit his Master’s needs and vision. He couldn’t explain all of that though. The boy had to weigh this for himself.

“Are you ever going to let me have erections Master?” The boy half-whined, half-asked.

He chuckled, “probably not, but I will probably have to find new ways to stop them too. I am worried if I do the dorsal nerve block too often it would ruin your cock permanently.”

He watched as Preston twitched at that and heard him murmur something incoherent inside the hood.

“What was that boy?” He asked.

The boy moaned and shuddered involuntarily. “I said, would that be so bad?”

Master Robert said nothing, but thought about how fun it would be to take the boy’s erections away permanently.

Preston interrupted his thoughts with his next words and it was Master Robert’s turn to be stunned. “Take me home please, Master.”

Home.

Yes, Master Robert thought to himself, I am going to make it your home. 


He pulled his boy up into a hug and then removed the hood. Pack up the chastity device. If you are coming home with me we are leaving now. 

“Yes, Master.” The boy said, and began doing as he was told. Thinking to himself as he did so, I am going home.
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Chapter 7

Robert Mason sat on the couch in his well appointed play space and watched silently as his boy, Preston, kneeled in front of him. The whole scene was one of the most erotic he had ever devised, and he didn’t even have to move to enjoy it. He had dimmed the lights in the basement playspace and tinged them red to add to the overall mood and light instrumental jazz added to both the relaxed and the erotic atmosphere of the moment.

His boy, on the other hand, could see and hear none of that. Hooded, and gagged, with earbuds pumping heavy, droning, industrial music into his ears he was kept both on edge and completely devoid of outside stimuli, other than what his master provided. What his master provided, in this case, was a large pulsating dildo and straps holding his knees to his thighs and his wrists to his biceps. The boy was essentially bound completely immobile and helpless to the dildo pulsating against his prostate over, and over.

Worst of all, despite his arousal, his penis was once again soft and numb, this time made so by a combination of bondage and an intense numbing cream.Robert knew that the dorsal nerve blocks he had been administering would eventually do permanent damage. It was an outcome he was not opposed to, but still wanted to delay as long as possible. For now, when the boy's cock was not rendered useless by science it was made so by a heavy steel cock cage, though in truth his Master preferred seeing his property’s eight inch cock hang flaccid to locking it away.

It was especially fun in moments like this, watching cum dribble weakly from the tip of the numbed appendage, he knew what the boy was experiencing was deeply erotic and addicting for him but also left him without the full release of a total orgasm. The more Master Robert thought about it the more he believed it was unlikely he would ever allow the boy that particular pleasure.

In the two weeks since Preston had decided to return with Master Robert to his house in western Michigan rather than go on his long planned trip to Europe his life had been a string of training, in protocol, some domestic service, erotic moments like these, and hours being bound in various positions. His Master doted on him with affection but was changing his mindset from one of a person to one of property, and it was not happening slowly.

As he kneeled there, feeling, with deep and intense pleasure, the growing puddle of cum in front of him slowly milked from his body, and knowing that he would soon be lapping it up for his Master’s amusement, his mind wandered to the fact that barely a month before he had graduated from college and was planning to attend law school. So quickly his life had changed, he had not worn clothes in two weeks, could not conjure what a true orgasm felt like, and felt increasingly unsure that the life plan he had had a month prior was in any way where he was headed. He had been seduced entirely by his former professor, and that seduction and what it meant for him was all that his mind seemed to focus on.


Chapter 8

Hours later, Master and property were snuggled closely in the master bedroom’s king-sized bed. The boy was only partially bound, with locking mitts making his hands useless attached together at about the same distance as handcuffs. His cock had been returned to its cage, and he was otherwise naked. His Master pulled him closer and he felt the heat of the older man’s throbbing erection against his ass crack. He moaned and wiggled against it slightly, causing the man to pull him in even tighter. Soon he felt the man enter him, but he was just held that way, with his Master’s cock deep inside him, pulsing and filling him with heat.

“Boy,” Master Robert said, “when I do this do you ever wonder what it feels like to penetrate someone the way I do you?”

The boy pressed against the man and tried using his anal muscles to squeeze the man’s cock. “Of course, Master. I wonder often.”

His Master chuckled at that and thrust into him lightly, a tease but not anything close to a proper fucking, “if you are going to stay with me in the long run you should probably stop wondering. First of all, it will never happen when you are with me. But you should also know that eventually the damage I am doing to your cock is going to render it permanently soft and useless.”

The boy whimpered at that and perversely he felt himself strain against his chastity cage. There was something about that idea that turned him on, possibly more than anything else his Master had suggested or said. “Is that why you didn’t use a nerve block tonight, Master?”

“Yes, boy.” He said, thrusting into him again, “as much as I love doing that either the prolonged exposure is going to do permanent damage or I am just going to hit the nerve the wrong way and that will be that.”

The boy moaned and wiggled against his master. “Master,” he started and then paused for a moment. “Is it bad that I find that idea so erotic and arousing?”

His master already knew that about him and it was something he enjoyed greatly, in truth there were many body modifications he was considering for the boy depending on how long he remained his. It had only been a month and he was already so attached he didn’t want to let go.

“Bad? No.” He pushed the boy over onto his stomach, coming to his own knees so that he could begin properly using his property. “But you have to know, the further down roads like that we go the fewer options you are going to have for a normal life.”

He was now thrusting in earnest and he knew that even though the boy had been milked nearly dry hours earlier he would eventually start leaking all over the bed if he wasn’t careful. He pulled the boy back into him over and over again, bringing himself closer to the brink of a release he had no attention of allowing the boy, or anyone he fucked really.

Through intense panting and moaning the boy looked over his shoulder at his Master, and asked, “what if I don’t want a normal life?”

This was enough to push Master Robert over the edge, one more thrust and he buried himself deep inside the boy, the orgasm washed over him and painted the boy’s insides with his cum. He held the boy close, keeping himself inside him, knowing if he waited through the refractory period he would be ready to fuck him again, and again, throughout the night.

Master Robert thought about the boy’s question. If it was something anyone else had asked him he would warn him against it. He had already kept the boy from exploring Europe. Somehow all of the things he could deprive the boy of excited the older man, but he also thought in a way that he was giving the boy something truly special. Somehow for the accomplished Ethics Professor, he was having difficulty coming up with an easy answer to the quandary.

“Master?” his boy moaned sleepily.

“Yes, boy. I heard you. I am thinking.”

“What are you thinking about?” There was something Robert enjoyed about the way his boy lost his sense of protocol as he got sleepy, he was no less obedient, he just didn’t have the focus necessary to maintain proper etiquette.

“You, boy.” Master Robert growled and with renewed desire he turned the boy back to his side and pressed into him deeply. The boy moaned contentedly, he had grown so used to his ass being filled that he could probably sleep through a proper fucking in the right circumstances.

“I am thinking about you, kept like this forever, relinquishing your spot in the world and just being mine. Mine in every way imaginable.”

The boy said nothing, but his Master reached around and grabbed his caged dick just in time to feel it leaking another weak orgasm out onto the bed. “You are going to have to lay in that mess, boy, or suck it out of the bedsheets, your choice.”

He then thrusted his cock into the boy’s well stretched ass over and over until he was sated with his own, more fulfilling orgasm.

He pulled out of the boy with a loud plopping sound. “Don’t move.”

He reached for the nightstand and found what he was looking for, a plug big enough to keep his boy’s ass stretched and the cum he was filled with from oozing out onto the bed. With almost no effort he pushed the plug fully into place, even without lube the boy moaned and wiggled happily. He had been a complete virgin just a month earlier and now there was no sensation he desired more than his ass being filled.

“I am going to go shower. You are going to change the bedsheets or suck all of your cum out of them. Your choice.”

He did not wait to hear his boy’s response, he trusted he would be fully obedient. The thought of him dutifully sucking cum out of the bedsheets pleased Master Robert, but for the sake of comfort he hoped the boy would choose to change the bedding.


Chapter 9

The next morning Master Robert decided to let his boy sleep in while he played his current favorite game. He had installed a VPN on the boy’s phone and was using it to make it appear that his connection was in Europe. He was writing an email, the third he had sent so far, to the boy’s parents, including a couple of carefully curated and cropped photos so it appeared to them that Preston had, as he intended, traveled to Europe.

He wasn’t sure how long they could keep up the subterfuge, but until he knew for sure what they were doing in the long run he really didn’t want the parents of a former student breathing down his neck, or worse, making problems for him with the university. Everything that was happening was consensual and legal, although as Robert well knew they were in a very gray area ethically speaking. If forced to confess, he would admit that is at least a small part of what he was enjoying so much about it.

He eventually heard his boy moving around upstairs and began cooking breakfast. He idly realized that though he had used more than a few words to describe his new conquest he realized the two most accurate were definitely boy and pet. He didn’t really want a servant or a slave in the traditional sense, though he did wonder what the boy’s life ought to look like if they stayed together, as much as it would be nice it couldn’t just be 16 hours a day of kink and sex.

He also realized that even though they had about a year, if they wanted it, the conversation about the long term was going to have to happen sooner rather than later, if only because so much of what Robert wanted to do really required a long term commitment. Also, while he would never admit it to the boy, he didn’t want to hold him back from fulfilling his dreams of law school and what came after unless the boy truly would rather explore the other path.

That other path, with Robert, ultimately meant a much smaller life in some ways, though larger in others. Robert didn’t mind the idea of the boy furthering his education, though work outside the home was probably off the table. Mostly what he wanted was a sexy pet to enjoy and to occasionally show off to his like minded friends. The idea of that pet being as smart as Preston and simultaneously walled off from much of the world was incredibly hot to Robert, in ways he couldn’t even fully explain. But keeping that delicious brain all to himself, and shifting it more and more away from thinking about the world in a conventional way was a pleasing and exciting thought.

Finally, he heard his boy padding down the stairs. Just the sound made him smile. Preston walked so quietly and was learning to move with grace, the way Robert thought property should move. The word slave occasionally popped into Robert’s mind, and in truth he would probably want one of those again one day as well, but that wasn’t how he saw Preston. If anything he saw his boy as a work of art.

The boy appeared in the doorway of the kitchen right as Robert began mixing pancake batter. He loved seeing his boy naked, which was pretty much his permanent state at this point. Robert smiled at him.

“I am going to make us some breakfast and then I might actually have you get dressed so we can go somewhere,” Master Robert said.

“Where are we going?” The boy’s eyes lit up every time he saw his Master, and his voice was full of enthusiasm.

“I was thinking we would go for a walk and enjoy the nice weather, and talk about plans for the coming weeks.” Robert served up the first pancake and handed his boy the plate, before making himself a larger portion. He did not have his boy on a diet, strictly speaking, but he also liked keeping him on the skinny side.

After they finished breakfast Master Robert laid a pair of tight shorts and a cropped white t-shirt out on the bed. The boy did not know it but he had purchased the outfit specifically for him before visiting him in Cleveland and he felt like he couldn’t wait any longer to see his boy in the revealing outfit.

Preston looked at the outfit skeptically, but under his Master’s watchful eye put the shorts on over his chastity cage and squeezed into the maybe half-a-size-too-small t-shirt. To Master Robert’s eyes the effect was perfect, anyone who wanted to notice would clearly see the outline of the boy’s chastity cage and the shirt both showed off the boy’s swimmer’s physique and made his nipples impossible to ignore. It also stopped well short of his navel, which Master Robert truly enjoyed.

“Master,” the boy started slowly, “you want me to go outside in this?”

Master Robert nodded seriously, but with a slight smile playing across his lips. “I think it is perfect. Although I don’t think I’d let you go out like this without me, too many men wouldn’t be able to keep their hands off you.”

He loved watching his boy blush at lewd compliments. “Anyway, you look great. Let’s go.”

The look was a total departure for Preston who always tried to both dress with class and in a way that would, if anything, keep him from being noticed. This was altogether different. The look was borderline trashy, and likely would not have passed dress code guidelines during school. Now his Master had dressed him in a way that was bound to draw attention, and left very little to the imagination about his sexuality or about the fact that he was very submissive.

Just sitting in the car in such a state made him blush, and he did not know how he was going to get out and walk around. But when his Master opened the door for him, he stepped out of the car and looked up at the man who had captured his imagination and his heart. They had driven to a park about an hour away from the university to lessen the chance that they would run into anyone they knew.

Master Robert boldly took his hand and led him to a walking path that went around a small lake. There were few other people around but those that were definitely gawked a bit at the boy’s outfit and the rather obviously non-traditional nature of the couple.

Preston leaned into his Master and buried his head against the older man’s shoulder. “What do you think they see when they look at us?”

Master Robert let go of his hand, wrapped his arm around the boy’ waist and pulled him even closer. “Honestly, they probably see the truth. They see a man and his boy. They can tell we aren’t equals and they can probably guess both that you do what I expect you to and that I have my way with you however I want.”

He felt the boy shudder at those words and imagined his cock straining in the cage. “Does that bother you, boy?”

Preston was silent for a moment and his Master could almost feel him thinking. “No, Master. It does feel strange though.”

“You’ll get used to it,” he said, “or maybe you’ll just stop leaving the house. I am fine with that too. Just keep you where I can use you whenever I want.”

It was the kind of idea that excited the boy, and Robert knew that. He also knew the boy was probably wondering how far something like that would be pushed. Robert didn’t even know the answer to that.

They walked together in silence for a couple of minutes, just enjoying the warm weather and the view of the lake. Finally, Master Robert started again, “I know it has only been a couple of weeks and I don’t want to push you, but I do think we need to start thinking about what this is, if it is just a vacation for you, that is one thing, and I won’t do anything that will take away future options.”

Even as he said the words they tasted bitter in his mouth. The last thing he wanted was for the boy to leave at the end of this defined period of time and have that be that. “But I think we have a real connection, more than I have ever felt with another submissive. There are things I have wanted to do to someone, with someone, for so long, but it has never been right. I feel like it could be right with you.”

Preston stopped and stepped in front of Master Robert, facing him and looking him in the eyes, he didn’t know where the boldness was coming from but he knew this was the moment for it, and for just that moment he forgot about how nervous he was about people seeing him like this, for that moment, the only people that existed for him at all were himself and Master Robert.

“I need to say this. I need you to hear it,” he didn’t use Robert’s preferred honorific, and hoped that wouldn’t ruin the moment for him. “I love you. I love the road we are traveling and the experiences you are giving me, yes. But I also love you. I love your mind. I love the way you make me feel and think. I love being yours. I don’t want this to stop and I don’t want you to have to hold back with me.”

Master Robert grabbed the suddenly confident boy and pulled him into a hug. “I love you too, boy. But I need you to understand that with me love means pain, love means my sadism and my control, and my depravity might take over your life entirely. Are you sure you want that?”

“More than anything Master.” Preston took the chance of kissing his master on the cheek, he loved the way his scruff felt against his lips, and it struck him as odd that he would love such a normal thing when everything about their relationship was built on extremes and perversions.

Master Robert felt himself blushing, an odd feeling for him, and reveled in the warmth of the boy’s sudden show of affection. He only let those feelings linger for a moment though before reaching forward and grabbing the boys balls and chastised cock. He squeezed, hard enough to cause a bit of pain but not hard enough to cause the boy to buckle, or scream.

“More than anything?” He whispered slowly, “more than an orgasm? More than law school? More than me letting this worthless  appendage of yours function at all?”

He held the boy close with one arm while he squeezed hard with his other hand, this time he did feel his boy’s knees buckle, but he held him upright. The boy looked at him with wide eyes and was biting his cheeks to keep from screaming.

“If you scream boy, I will squeeze until they pop. Nod if you understand.” The boy nodded and he relented.

Preston collapsed into his arm and Master Robert held him there for a moment until he regained his composure, and his footing.

“Is this really what you want? To be my plaything? No matter what that means?”

It took the boy a moment to catch his breath and to keep from sobbing from the suddenly intense pain, he also seemed to be searching for the words. Then he looked up at his Master again.

“I would rather suck your cock right here in front of anyone who wants to watch then go back to my old life.”

It struck Robert that the boy wasn’t searching for words at all, and he was once again surprised by the boy’s sudden sauciness. “You are going to do that for an audience at some point boy, not here, and when you do mine probably won’t be the only cock you service.”

Preston, standing on his own again, smiled at his Master, “Whatever you wish, Master, that is what I want.”

Preston was surprised at his own sudden shift in behavior as well. But he had come so far with Master Robert and the thought of not seeing it through, seeing all it could be, was one he hated. Realizing, maybe for the first time in his life, what he really truly wanted from life had filled him with confidence he had never had, and that confidence was leading him to surrender completely to his handsome former professor.


Chapter 10

Hours later, Preston found himself on what he had come to think of as the fucking bench. His body was held completely immobile, and all he could do was wait for what was to come. The lights dimmed and turned a sinister red hue, a sure sign that his Master was going to be especially rough with him. His compressed dick strained in its cage, this being one of the few times his Master was allowing him to experience arousal without first making his genitals numb and useless. Well, they are still kind of useless I guess, he thought to himself, as they were still constrained by the metal chastity device.

His thoughts were soon interrupted by a hand on his lower back. The warmth was comforting to him and he sighed audibly. His master could feel the muscles beneath his hand soften into relaxation. “Boy, tonight is going to be something new for you. I need you to accept it regardless of how surprising it is for you. If you have an issue we can talk about it later.”

“Yes, Master,” the boy said, sighing again. He had not idea what his master had in store but, in that moment at least, he wasn’t concerned in the slightest.

“Good, boy.”

He felt his master turn away from him, though his hand didn’t move. Suddenly he heard a second set of footsteps. He felt his throat contract as he gulped in surprise as the legs, and thick cock, of another man appeared in front of him. The metal ring that held his neck in place also kept him from looking up and seeing the man who was standing in front of him.

“Do you understand what is expected of you boy?” His Master asked him with an edge to his voice, a darkness, that Preston wasn’t used to hearing.

“Yes, Master,” he replied, his voice suddenly small, smaller still compared to the confidence he had displayed in the park earlier that day. Of course, it was in that very park where the discussion of an audience had taken place.

Without further prelude the man stepped forward and guided his semi-hard penis into Preston’s mouth. He accepted it willingly and immediately started exploring the new phallus he was being forced to give pleasure to. It felt, and tasted, different from his Master’s. That didn’t stop him from swirling his tongue delicately around the head and otherwise using every trick he had learned over the last month to bring the unknown man to a fully erect state. Once that was achieved he began licking and sucking in earnest.

Almost simultaneously to that moment Master Robert eased his own cock into his boy's rectum and began pumping in and out, the result of which was to increase his boy’s enthusiasm for the task in front of him even further. He had not planned on introducing the boy to the fact that he would be used by others for quite some time yet, but the conversation earlier in the day made him feel like escalating things, it was better to know now if this would be beyond the boy’s limits or not.

Seeing Preston now impaled on two cocks, one of which was his, and accepting it so completely excited Robert beyond belief. He wanted to take his boy to truly extreme and depraved places, and in a sense already had with some of the more devious actions he had taken, but this moment made him feel certain that not only would the boy follow his lead to those places but would do so enthusiastically, and likely that he would eventually not be able to come back to the normal world fully, which was what Robert wanted for him most of all.

In Preston’s wildest dreams he would never believe he would wind up like this, bound completely, locked in chastity, and having both of his holes used for the pleasure of older men. He also wouldn’t have believed how euphoric it felt. He was completely focused on the two other men. The rest of the world and all it held for him was, for a moment, forgotten.

He felt the unknown man in front of him getting close to orgasm and somehow could also sense that his Master wasn’t quite there yet, or was perhaps holding back. Instinctively, the boy slowed down his fellatio to prolong both his, and the other man’s pleasure. Soon all three were right on the precipice of orgasms and both sensing that his Master was ready and no longer being able to fully contain himself the boy again increased the vigor with which he sucked and slurped at the cock in front of him.

The other man, again close to orgasm, now grabbed Preston’s hair and forced his cock as far into the boy’s mouth as he could. It was not quite simultaneous but Preston felt cum spurting into his throat and coating his mouth, and tongue, he felt his Master slam into him with massive force and explode inside of him. Only then, with the intensity of feeling two men orgasm inside him and imagining his entire insides covered in the cum of these other men, did the boy orgasm too, spurting through his cage in a moment of intense pleasure that somehow still did not grant him full relief from his constant need and arousal.

Dazed, Preston barely noticed as the two men removed their cocks from his well used holes. He felt like he was hallucinating a few moments later when he heard a familiar voice, but one he couldn’t fully place, saying “I am surprised to find you like this Preston. Pleased, but surprised.”

Before he could fully comprehend it the other man knelt down in front of him and grabbed his face roughly. “When Professor Mason told me that he had tamed one of our former students I could not believe it and when he told me who it was I gasped with pleasure. I have been imagining your mouth around my cock for two years. I have to say, the reality lived up to the fantasy.”

Preston’s jaw hung open but he couldn’t find any words to describe his surprise. Dr. Bartholomew was the chair of the philosophy department and one of Preston’s favorite professors. He had never once had even an inkling that the man might do something like this, want something like this.

“Okay Travis, that’s enough taunting the boy. You can come over for dinner next week and maybe have a conversation in a more proper setting.” Master Robert helped the other man to his feet. “I am glad you enjoyed yourself though and from the look on my boy’s face I imagine he is too.”

“Your boy, eh?” Travis Barthlomew looked at his fellow professor, “any chance you’d hand him off to me, I did know him first after all?”

Master Robert chuckled at that, “I don’t think so my friend, you are going to have to find your own fresh meat I am afraid.”

“Oh well, it was worth a try.” Preston could hear the other man getting dressed out of his view. “It was nice seeing you again Preston, I hope we can see more of each other when you aren’t tied up, or maybe when you are.”

Robert left his boy trussed up on the padded stand while he showed his colleague and confidant to the door. For his part the boy was so shocked by what had transpired that he was barely thinking, let alone trying to move. When his Master returned he said nothing at first, but simply guided a thick padded hood over his boy’s head. In just seconds he went from being bound immobile, to bound immobile and having no ability to sense the outside world. Then he heard static in his ears and realized the hood had headphones installed in it.

“We aren’t done quite yet boy.” His Master’ voice seemed to come from all around and within him, it enveloped him completely. “You are going to be in this hood for a week, and kept in this dungeon for a week. During this week you will not talk, you will eat, or at least drink, whatever I give you, and you will spend most of your time bound, being used, or being tortured. If at the end of this time being mine is what you want, then mine is what you will be. That is all you will be.”

Without another word the voice cut out and Preston, the boy, was left completely isolated from anything other than what his Master wanted to experience. 


Chapter 11

Preston had been kneeling for what felt like hours, his muscles ached, and the silence and darkness felt like they could be driving him mad. His Master had warned him that what was to come would not be easy and had asked him repeatedly if this was what he really wanted. Even now, kneeling in hooded darkness, his cock engorged to the point of straining and being constantly, torturously, teased by the TENs unit, he did not regret his choice. He knew that, whatever else his life was to hold, he wanted to face it with Master Robert, and face whatever Master Robert wished to do to him.

He thought back on the week he had just experienced. He had not seen anything outside of the dungeon, and when he had seen it was only dimly lit and it was usually his Master’s boots, or his cock, occasionally a bowl of bland gruel that his Master had taken to feeding him. It was the most torturous week he had ever experienced. His entire body was sore, much of it was marked with welts and bruises from various implements. Both his ass and his pisshole had been stretched open and made to endure more than he had previously thought possible.

At the end of the week his Master had freed his arms from their most recent binding and then given him a choice, his voice booming through the hood and reverberating through the boy’s aroused and addled mind. It had only been hours previous but to Preston it already felt like days, but he could remember the words verbatim. If you have had enough, use your arms to remove the hood, we will spend the rest of our time together exploring and enjoying one another but I will not harm you or modify you in any way. You will go off to law school at the end of it mostly intact. If instead you have learned from this week that you do truly wish to be my property, no matter what that means, then place your arms behind your back, using each hand to clasp the other forehand. If you do that your choices for the future, your whole future, will be severely limited.

Preston took only a moment to adjust his kneeling position and clasp his arms behind his back. The last words that came through the hood after that were good boy, and Preston gasped with pleasure at them. He was certain he had made the right choice. Even now, hours later, as his body was being forced to orgasm over and over against his will, as his muscles ached from a week of torture and hours of intense binding, he was certain he had made the right choice.

Eventually, he felt hands pulling away the binding on his legs and removing the connections to the TENs Unit. The sensation stopping was euphoric, though he knew it would only be a temporary reprieve before what came next. Soon his Master, still without a word, was helping him to his feet and guiding him across the dungeon floor. As he was guided into a sitting position he felt a small bit of confusion, but he knew that Master Robert knew what he was doing.

The hood was removed, slowly, and he blinked a few times to adjust to the light before noticing that directly in front of him was a recording setup, with his phone either taking video or at least set as ready to take video. He looked up at his Master and raised his eyebrows.

“I know it hasn’t been that long boy but after our last conversation it is clear that we both intend to move forward with another in a more permanent fashion. I thought long and hard about this, and some things are going to happen tonight but before they do, I want you to make a video in your own words saying that you want this relationship, you want to be my property, and you consent to everything that means.”

“Long and hard?” The boy looked up at Master Robert and smiled, licking his lips, where he could find a sense of humor in such moments he never fully knew.

“Cute,” Master Robert said, “but now is not the time. Are you ready?”

The boy thought for a moment then nodded.

“Start in 3, 2, 1,” Master Robert said.

The boy looked directly into the camera and smiled. “My name is Preston Knowles, and for the last several weeks I have supposedly been in Europe. The truth is though, that I decided not to go and instead have spent that time with my former professor, Robert Mason. We did not start a relationship until after all of my class work was completed and my grades were final. Over the last month I have learned what I am meant to be and that is his pet and property to do with as he pleases. I will not go into the gory details because I do not know who might see this video, but just know that anything he does to me, no matter how extreme, is welcome. I am happy with my choice, and I hope he keeps me this way forever, no matter what it means for the rest of my life.”

The boy looked down at that point and Master Robert decided that meant he was finished, and he stopped the recording.

“No matter how extreme?” He asked the boy.

Preston nodded. “Yes, Master. I know what we have done so far has been a lot, but I also suspect that if you wanted a recording like that you are going to push me much further.”

“You have no idea,” Robert stepped forward, grabbed him hard by the jaw and forced the boy to look up into his eyes. “But you are about to find out.”

*

It was just a few minutes later that he had his boy strapped to a cross, once again completely helpless. Once he was satisfied that the boy had nothing to do but hang there waiting for what came next he disappeared to another part of the room and came back with a tray, much like the first one he had shown Preston just a few weeks earlier. Like that one this tray had two objects on it, the first was a metal loop with a hinge in the center and some kind of locking mechanism on the end. The other was, as with the first time, a syringe, though this one was larger and with a thicker needle than the first one had been.

Preston looked down at the items in awe and then back up at his Master. “I thought-”

“I know what I said in the hotel, but a lot has changed and a lot has been said since then. Let me explain,” Master Robert paused and took a breath. “You have decided that you want to be mine, that you want to see if this can be permanent. You decided that. That is what the collar is for. Once I lock it on you only I can take it off. If you want my collar, if you really want it, then you have to accept the syringe too.”

The boy nodded.

“You need to understand, I chose this syringe, and the dosage, not with the goal of numbing your cock for a few hours or even a day. My goal is permanence. The gauge of the needle is intentionally too large to avoid doing nerve damage. The dosage is intentionally high as well.” Master Robert stepped forward and grabbed the boy’s engorged cock. “I can’t say for sure you won’t recover from it but that is my goal. If this goes the way I want it too even if you leave me at some point you will never have another erection. This beautiful cock of yours will be rendered useless forever. The needle plunging into its base will be the last thing you ever feel with it.”

The boy stared into his Master’s eyes and felt it as the man slowly, lightly, stroked his cock. It felt so good and he started imagining all of the things he might never do, starting with feeling that again, but extending to ever masturbating again, or using his cock sexually, having sex with a woman, or experiencing a blowjob. Somehow, facing the idea that he would never experience any of that pushed him close to the edge and his Master stopped stroking, knowing that the boy was close to orgasm.

“Please,” the boy whimpered quietly. “Please.”

Master Robert looked at his boy hanging helplessly from the St. Andrew’s cross. He thought about how the boy had not experienced a normal orgasm since before their first dinner together. That thought aroused and pleased the man greatly. He grabbed the boy's cock again but didn’t stroke.

“How long has it been, boy?” His master asked him.

“Since right after that final, Master. Since right after you invited me to dinner.”

His Master laughed and contemplated the predicament. “Is that what you are begging for, boy? To orgasm like a man one last time?”

The boy whimpered audibly at that. “I don’t know. I just know I am filled with need.”

“Does the thought of the syringe, the thought of me ruining you completely, arouse you boy?”

“Yes, Master. Yes. Please.” The boy was begging again and it looked like he might spurt with no stimulation whatsoever. That idea also amused his Master.

“Please? Please ruin you?”

The boy nodded then looked the other man directly in the eyes. “Yes. Ruin me. Please Master. Please ruin your boy.”

Master Robert did not need any further encouragement. He picked up the syringe and carefully lined it up at the injection spot just at the base of the boy’s cock. Once he had it in place he guided the needle part of the way in and then held it with one hand. The boy was still erect despite the pain.

Master Robert then started stroking the boy again, this time hard, it only took a few strokes for the boy to cross the threshold. Master Robert felt the orgasm start and plunged the needle the rest of the way in, pushing down the plunger. He watched with glee as the boy felt the warmth of the drugs and the explosion of an orgasm simultaneously. His cock started deflating almost right away, even as his cum splattered everywhere.

Robert had never enjoyed giving one of his boys a full orgasm before but this was different, it was one of the most exciting and erotic moments of his life. He knew that in the days ahead he would find out for sure if he had ruined the boy's cock, but he also knew that if the job wasn’t finished it just meant he would try again, and again, until the boy was numb and limp forever.

“Thank you” The boy whispered, barely coherent, he hung from the cross as limply as his penis now hung from the rest of his body.

Master Robert patted the boy's cheek lovingly and then grabbed the collar. The locking mechanism was bluetooth activated and once the sides were connected the only way to release the titanium pin that held the two halves of the hoop together was through an app on Master Robert’s phone.

As he wrapped the collar carefully around the boy’s neck he kissed him hard, probing his mouth with his tongue the way he enjoyed doing. He then brought the lock together at the back of the boy’s neck and heard it click into place.

“You are mine, boy. Truly mine, and that changes everything.”

The boy smiled at him dreamily and responded, “yours. Only yours.”

Master Robert kissed the boy again hard, already imagining the rest of the year, and all of the years after that. Whatever else happened, he really did not intend to let this boy go, ever.
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Chapter 12

It had been months since there had been any feeling in his cock. Preston looked down in the shower at it hanging there. It was as big as it had ever been, perhaps even longer now, as his Master had taken to hanging weights from it, and eventually had given him two Prince Albert piercings. He felt none of it, other than the tug of the weights when his Master made him wear them for the sake of amusement.

He remembered begging his Master to do it, to use the needle to, essentially, take away his manhood forever. The orgasm, which came as he felt the warmth and numbness take hold, was one of the most erotic moments of his life. He knew now that he would never masturbate again, would never penetrate a woman, or anyone. In short, he would never have a normal sex life. He had been reduced to a passive receiver of sex, basically a toy. No matter how many times he thought about it though he came to the same conclusion though.  He would do it all again to be with his Master.

He had things to do though, so he reluctantly turned off the luxuriously hot water and exited the shower. As he dried off he gazed at himself in the mirror and thought about how much he had been changed in just three short months. The mop of brown hair was long gone, as his Master had taken to having him shave his head. He was fitter and leaner than before, as he had a daily exercise regimen to keep up with. And then, of course, there was the steel collar. He touched it almost on instinct as he looked at his reflection. It was the only permanent part of his wardrobe.

His Master taunted him, lovingly of course, with all of the changes he had planned for the boy’s body. Sometimes he would go through with them, the piercings on his limp, permanently numb, cock. Sometimes he would just let them hang in the air as possibilities, pierced nipples, tattoos, castration.

The last one was terrifying to him, but it also somehow stuck in his mind like a song he couldn’t stop singing the lyrics to. When he asked his Master why he would do such a thing the man had shrugged and said he probably wouldn’t. He later added that he knew he could and knowing he could was exciting for him. It was exciting for Preston too, as much as he hated to admit it.  He had given such total control over to his former professor, and knowing the man could do pretty much whatever he wanted to him felt exactly like how life should be.

He finished drying off and returned to the bedroom, summer was coming to a close and with it was the extreme amount of time he and his master had been able to spend together. There were no clothes laid out for him to wear, which meant for the moment he was expected to stay naked.

He took a deep breath and did his best to saunter, slowly, down the stairs. Master Robert had been teaching him to move more slowly, and with more poise, regardless of how he was dressed and if his master was in the kitchen he wanted his movement to be pleasing to him. The open concept design of the first floor meant that the foot of the stairs was visible from just about everywhere, it also meant that if the drapes were open anyone walking by would be able to see the naked boy as he appeared on the first floor. Thankfully, his master was usually kind enough to leave the drapes closed.

When the boy walked into the kitchen Master Robert stood up and smiled. The boy couldn’t help but smile back, immediately warmed by the older man’s presence and affection for him. It was so strange to think that this man had destroyed his cock and reduced him to property in just a few short months, and that he loved him for doing it.

“I have a surprise for you boy.” The man said, gesturing for his boy to join him at the kitchen island.

The boy moved over to the island, dutifully kissed his master on the cheek, and then sat down where the Master Robert had gestured. His master then slid a tablet across the island. The boy nearly squealed when he saw what was on it.

“Really?” He asked, smiling brightly at Master Robert.

His master nodded, smiling too. “Two weeks. Paris, and then Germany. I think you should have at least some of that European vacation you had planned, don’t you?”

The boy looked at the two digital tickets on the screen and bounced on the stool playfully. “And we leave tomorrow?”

“That we do boy. Which means you have some work to do to prepare us.” Master Robert reached over and closed the screen with the tickets to reveal a to-do list, mostly packing for both of them, that he expected his boy to attend to.

“You get those things done, I have some errands to run. When I get home I will cook dinner and we can discuss the itinerary, it probably isn’t what you had in mind when you originally planned your trip.”

They both laughed at that. Nothing in his life was what he had had planned a few short months ago, but Preston was happy for it. His biggest fear was how he was going to break it to his parents that he had decided against law school.

That night they discussed more of the trip over a dinner of chicken marsala with red wine. The boy continued to marvel at all of the delicious food the man was able to make. He was a world class philosophy professor, a fantastic chef, and an experienced and skilled master. And out of all the people in the world he had chosen Preston to be his boy. It was truly amazing to him.

After dinner they retired to the bedroom where soon, despite their need for an early start the next day, the boy found himself staring up at Master Robert through his legs, reveling in the sensation of the powerful man slowly pushing his throbbing member into the boy. As he buried himself fully inside the boy he grinned down at him.

“Did you ever imagine you’d love this as much as you do, boy?” His master asked, almost taunting him.

A quiet mew escaped the boy's lips as he wiggled against the older man, loving the feeling of fullness. “I always knew I wanted it,” he replied. “I had no idea it would replace so many other desires.”

As the older man slowly started to fuck him Preston felt the pressure building inside him, knowing that the orgasm, if it came at all, would feel strange and weak, compared to the ones he had before his Master destroyed the nerves that would allow his cock to grow and explode. These new orgasms though, they stayed with him longer and left him feeling needier rather than relieved. He loved the feeling that his arousal was never fully sated.

In truth he could no longer even remember what a normal orgasm felt like. One night he had asked his Master if the feeling would ever come back. Master Robert conceded it was possible but also said he would go through the process again, or take more drastic measures. “Your days of erections are over. You gave up your chance of ever penetrating another person the moment you became mine. Even if we part ways someday I intend to keep that part of you for myself, always.”

So often, Preston’s mind returned to that conversation in these moments. He felt it bound him to the man he loved, the man who owned him, even more and he loved that. As his Master blew a load inside him a feeling of euphoria overtook him and a smile crossed his lips. They both watched as cum dribbled out of the boy’s limp cock onto his stomach. His Master reached down and scooped a bit of it up, feeding it to the boy, who accepted it hungrily.

“How does that feel, boy?” Master Robert asked him.

As he swallowed his own cum he thought about the answer. This was a question he was often asked. “It is so strange, Master. I feel the orgasm start, but the explosion never cums, and it is so strange to watch it dribble out without there being any feeling at all.”

His Master grinned down at him. “I think you love it. I think you hope you stay this way every bit as much as I do.”

Preston blushed and closed his eyes before slowly nodding. “You are right, Master. I never want it to come back.”

“Good boy,” Master Robert said as he grabbed his boy’s balls. “Maybe further modifications are in order, hmm?”

The boy whimpered at that. Master Robert had talked about castration as a possible outcome at several points but Preston was scared it would ruin their fun, even if the idea excited him greatly.


Chapter 13

Two days later Master Robert and his boy found themselves sitting at a cafe in Paris. Preston sat back in the chair and looked out at the Parisian sky, breathing deeply, he looked at Robert and smiled.

“Thank you, Master.” He looked longingly at the other man. “I had given up on this trip and it is such a wonderful gift.”

Master Robert reached Preston’s hand and held it tightly. “I think it is something we both needed. And considering I have been sending your father pictures of Europe all summer, I think it is a good idea that you spend at least some time here! Besides, giving my boy some culture is important.”

They sat in silence and drank coffee for a few minutes longer. Finally, Master Robert broke the silence again. “That said, I do have other motives for the trip. When we get to Berlin I will take you to the club that was the inspiration for my playroom. We will also be visiting a friend of mine, another Master, there.”

Preston nodded quietly at this, knowing that when things are decided they are decided, and also being excited to see some of that side of Europe. “I will be excited to meet your friend, Master.”

Robert smiled deviously at that. His friend had also been his mentor in the kink world, and was every bit as drawn to the extremes as Robert was, in fact he was moreso. “You’ll meet Botan and his slaves as well, or at least one of them. I wonder what you will think when you see how far these things can really go.”

Preston unconsciously shifted in his seat and thought, for just a second, about how Master Robert had rendered his manhood completely useless, and how he had been talking about further modifications. Master Robert noticed, and laughed quietly.

“Are you thinking about some of the things we talked about before we left, boy?”

“Yes, Master. You have a way of getting me to focus on certain things from time to time.” Preston stuck his tongue out the side of his mouth ever so slightly, knowing that he could be a brat, but only a little, without getting into trouble.

“Well boy, there will definitely be more modifications made, probably before we return from Europe. But I will leave what’s left of your sex organs intact. Probably.”

Probably. Preston shivered. His Master loved giving him just enough to wonder about at times like this and while he loved it, all of it, he couldn’t say that he was used to it. Not for the first time he thought about how it had all started, his professor talking about the ethics of consent, him squirming uncomfortably thinking about the man doing awful things to him, and how much he wanted it. He could not imagine where they would be just a few months later. The phrase ‘be careful what you wish for’ entered his mind, not for the first time.

Then again, he did wish for it, and he kept wishing for it. Over and over, more and more. No matter what depravity Master Robert wanted to subject him too he could not imagine fighting, not really. He wanted to see how far his Master could push him, no matter the cost, and his Master knew it.

Having finished their coffees, they both agreed it was much better than what they could get in America, they left the cafe and wandered the streets of Paris. They took in churches and museums, and the homes that had once belonged to famous people. It was their second day in the city and they were still being the tourists they appeared, on the surface to be.

That night after a beautiful french dinner, they began walking back to their hotel, or so Preston thought. Suddenly, Master Robert was pulling him down a side street, in an unexpected direction. Soon they were in front of a nondescript purple door with no signage. Master Robert rang a bell and then turned to his boy.

“I know I mentioned a club in Berlin, but I found out about this one, and thought it would be fun for us to have a little visit. An appetizer of sorts for the main course.

Preston nodded and gulped. He was not prepared for this, then again on some level he was both never and always prepared for Master Robert’s whims. There was a buzzing sound followed by a click, and just like that Master Robert was leading him through the purple door into a dimly lit antechamber.

The room they were in was lit by faux candles and was home to a black counter with a doorway leading deeper into the confines of the building. A woman sat at the counter smoking, and a man who looked like a bouncer, three inches taller than Master Robert, stood in the corner, imposing but passive.

The woman spoke in french and Master Robert answered in kind. Preston, for his part, cursed himself for not learning more of the language. Soon the woman led them down the hallway and passed a series of doors, some open and some closed. Preston noticed a room kitted out for medical play, and another made up like a school room. The woman unlocked a door and motioned for them to enter.

The room they were given, he assumed it was Master Robert’s choice, was a plain black room with what appeared to be a chain spider web in the center of it. Preston looked at the chain web and the numerous implements of torture on the wall. He heard the door close, and a click that suggested they were locked inside.

“Strip boy,” Master Robert said, suddenly speaking in a voice that was far harsher than his everyday tone. “We have this room for two hours and I intend to get a lot of use out of it, and you.”

Preston complied meekly, and was soon kneeling naked in the unfamiliar space, head bowed before his Master.

“Good boy.” Master Robert grabbed his collar and yanked on it firmly, eliciting a grunt from his boy. “You always do so well to please me”

Using the collar he yanked the naked boy to his feet and pushed him back towards the chain web. Preston was surprised to find that there were plenty of bindings already attached to the chains and in short order he was spread out across the center of the web, his ankles, wrists, waist, and neck, all firmly secured.

“I am feeling sadistic tonight boy.” Master Robert walked to the wall and chose a thick cane to start. “You are not going to forget this night for a long time I suspect.”

Preston gulped, but said nothing. He was helpless to this man both physically and emotionally and his Master knew it. Without further prelude Master Robert brought the cane down hard across one the boy’s thighs. He grunted loudly and Master Robert laughed.

Rather than strike again he rubbed the boy’s thigh eliciting further moans and feeling the welt rise almost immediately. He struck Preston’s other thigh bringing up an identical welt. Three more strikes brought up three more welts, and tears were streaming freely from the boy’s eyes.

Master Robert had never been so vicious with his boy, not with canes anyway, but the urge to cause pain, to leave marks, overcame him, and he had no desire to hold back.

“You are going to bleed tonight, boy. There is nothing for you to do but accept it. Do you understand?”

Preston’s eyes widened. He was no stranger to impact play or his master’s sadistic urges, but this was almost on another level. He nodded instantly. “Yes, Master. Please hurt me. Please use me.”

The words were not practiced but they were just what Master Robert needed to fully let go. He continued with the thick cane across the boy’s thighs until they were beyond red and bruises were already beginning to show. Preston cried freely, but never once asked the man to stop.

Robert replaced the thicker cane with a thinner one, and struck hard across Preston’s right thigh. He saw the skin split and blood begin to flow from the boy's thigh even before he heard the piercing scream.

“Please no!” Preston yelled gutturally. “Please.”

Master Robert dropped the cane and used the boy’s collar to pull his head forward. “You don’t get to stop me boy,” he growled.

Preston nodded, sobbing. “I know, Master. But that was so much.”

“It was,” Master Robert agreed, and there is more to come.

He picked up the thin rattan cane again and struck the boy over and over. By the time he was finished Preston’s thighs appeared to be shredded and the boy was sobbing quietly, his cries of anguish silenced not by the pain stopping but by his own ability to scream failing him.

Robert once again dropped the cane and this time soothingly rubbed the boy's chest and cheeks. “So ends part one, boy.”

With one hand Master Robert grabbed the frame of the web and pulled downward, causing the web to spin until Preston was completely inverted. Upside down, his eyes were suddenly directly in line with his master’s crotch, which was bulging with excitement through the man’s tight pants.

Despite the pain he licked his lips and moaned quietly as Master Robert unzipped his pants revealing the thick erection his pants had held back. Preston opened his mouth and strained against the web as if he wanted to devour the cock in front of him. Master Robert chuckled and took a step forward, so just the bulbous head of his manhood was within reach of the boy’s mouth. The boy stretched for it, half kissing and half licking, and whining when he realized he could only barely graze the tip of his Master’s beautiful cock.

The larger man took another half-step forward and the head of his cock, and maybe an inch more, was eagerly slurped into the boy’s mouth. Preston began swirling his tongue around the cock that was in many ways the center of his world. The pain in his thighs for the moment forgotten he sucked and slurped and twirled until his master took another step forward.

Now he was able to fully engulf the man’s cock with his mouth. He began sucking as if his life depended on it and bobbing his head to the extent that the restraints allowed. Robert’s cock became even further engorged as his boy, his property, put the months of training he had received to work, using every trick he knew to bring the other man pleasure, and bring him closer to orgasm.

Master Robert took another small step forward and now the head of his cock was pressed against the back of his boy’s throat. He grunted and began fucking the boy’s face. Preston could no longer control the moment; instead, he opened his throat and welcomed his Master’s cock, accepting that his Master would decide how it felt, how he was used. It only took another moment for Master Robert to explode, filling the boy’s mouth and throat with thick cum. Preston desperately licked as much of it away from the dick in his mouth as possible and swallowed all that he could.

Rather than step back his Master pressed forward, and his still half-erect cock now filled the boy’s throat. Preston thrashed desperately against his bounds, for a moment panicked by the sudden difficulty breathing.

“Use your nose boy. We aren’t finished yet.” Master Robert growled.

Preston began breathing through his nose, calming slightly.

“Good boy,” Master Robert offered him, “now the final act.”

Preston didn’t know what to expect but only had to wait for a moment, he was shocked as his Master was suddenly pissing directly down his throat. He could feel it hitting the sides of his throat and sloshing in his stomach. In that moment he realized he was nothing but an object, a urinal, for his Master to use. The mixture of revulsion, humiliation, pain, and arousal shocked the boy further. He felt his eyes roll back as he passively accepted that for his Master he would be anything, even a toilet, if it is what the other man wanted.


Chapter 14

A few days later Preston found himself walking gingerly beside his Master through the streets of Berlin. His thighs were still bruised and sore, with scabs over the parts where his skin had broken. It was the most painful experience of their time together, if not his life, despite the great care his Master had shown in cleaning and soothing them when they had returned to their hotel room in Paris, and every night since. The dull ache and soreness, their tenderness to even the lightest touch, nearly every moment of movement forced him to recollect the severe beating he had been given. The worst, or maybe best, part of all of it was how much it sent his head swimming in lust and desire. His arousal, though not what a normal man would experience, was about as high as it had ever been.

Despite the arousal and physical sensations the emotional ones were even stronger, and that is where he struggled slightly. He was doing his best to enjoy seeing as much of Europe as they had been able to but they had both been quieter since the night in the Paris club. It wasn’t quite that anything had changed between them, but they definitely both felt like a step had been taken that pushed Preston further away from his personhood more towards being an object that Master Robert owned. In one sense it was what they both wanted, but it was still a massive shift.

For his part, Master Robert was doing his best to be no less affectionate towards the boy he had claimed as his property. They both understood the intensity of their dynamic and in many ways they had done things that were much more intense than what was done in Paris many times. But the gravity of it all was definitely getting to both of them. Finally, as they stood in front of a church in a quieter part of the city Preston had to say something.

“When you, I don’t know any other way to say this, used me as a urinal that night, something shifted. I don’t know how to explain it. I don’t want any of this any less. In fact I may want it more, but I feel like the ground beneath me is so unstable right now.” He sighed, it was probably more than he had spoken in a single clip all week.

Master Robert put an arm around the boy’s shoulders and pulled him close. “It is because I used you like an object. Everything we had done before that, even my rather bizarre fascination with emasculating you in some very specific ways, didn’t go to that place. You are struggling because you aren’t sure if you are a person or an object to me, or even to yourself.”

Preston leaned into the man he called Master, and the man he loved, and sighed again. Everything the other man said felt right, but it did not make it any easier to sort through all of the feelings. As had become increasingly common over the preceding months, the more unsure he was the more he felt like he needed to lean into his Master’s thinking.

“Which is it, Master?”

Master Robert stared straight ahead at the church, saying nothing for a long moment. It was not an easy question to answer, and even if it was it wouldn’t be easy to say out loud. Finally though, he settled on something approaching the truth.

“You are in an inbetween place, with both me and yourself. You might wind up on one side of that line or the other at some point. You might not. The truth is, you will probably have more say in that than I do, though it is probably the only thing that is true in at this point.”

Preston leaned tighter into Master Robert’s hold on him and thought about that question more. He didn’t have an answer. He turned and looked at the church, taking in stained glass windows that were centuries old, and happy to have the history of things to think about, and distract him from his inner turmoil, at least for a moment.

Master Robert led Preston into the old church, the stained glass let little light in and the place was full of dark wood and red velvet. They wandered through the church taking in the imagery of a religion both had studied but neither really shared. The truth was that what Robert wanted most of all was to bend Preston over and take him in the middle of the church, but getting arrested in Berlin was not on his agenda, and he planned on having plenty of time with his boy both in the hotel and in the club that he knew well there.

Later that night, over a dinner of wienerschnitzel and German potatoes, Robert broached the subject of the club, knowing there was a fair bit he had to explain to his boy about the situation.

“So, this club I am taking you to tomorrow night is the club that I spent time in while I studied here in Berlin.” Master Robert took his boy’s hand to make sure he had his full attention. “You will likely meet my mentor, Master Botan, he is half Japanese and half German. He is very old school, as it is his club I expect you to treat him with the utmost respect.”

“Of course, Master!” Preston did his best to reassure the man, “I would never embarrass you by misbehaving.”

“I know you wouldn’t, boy.” Master Robert squeezed his hand. “But Botan is much stricter than I. If we are in his presence it is important that you do not speak unless spoken to. It is also important that you don’t ask any questions. He considers it impertinent of slaves, and while that is not a word we have used for you it is certainly how he will see you.”

Preston nodded. It was not a word they used, and it was not a word he was  all that comfortable with. Part of him wondered if it was becoming an accurate description though.

However, all he said was “yes, Master. I understand.”

The next day Master Robert woke his boy up early, drew him a hot bath, and took great care to clean him and tend to the bruises and welts along his thighs. They enjoyed a light breakfast and then Master Robert sent him to get dressed. The boy came back out of the bedroom a few moments later wearing loose fitting white pants and a tunic style shirt. It was comfortable but very outside what he was used to.

“Master, what is this?” He asked, gesturing with the clothes, but smiling.

“I want you to be comfortable today, boy.” Master Robert responded, “in fact. I have a surprise for you. I made a spa appointment with the hotel. You have a massage scheduled for about 20 minutes from now.”

The boy ran to his Master and hugged him, forgetting all sense of decorum for a moment. “Thank you, Master!”

Master Robert laughed, and squeezed the boy tight, he really did love him, he realized, in his own way. “You are so welcome, boy. But no forgetting yourself like this tonight, understand?”

The boy released the hug, still grinning. “Yes, Master, of course!”

For the next two hours the boy enjoyed a massage, a facial, and a clear-coat manicure, while his Master took the afternoon to read and to check in with his friend, Master Botan. The night was going to be one that neither he nor his boy would soon forget and he wanted to make sure that everything was just so.

After his boy returned, he adorned his wrists and ankles with locking leather cuffs.

“We should really find something like this that can be permanent. I have seen more extreme solutions, but I like you being able to go out in public still.” His Master smiled at him, “for now anyway,” he added.

Preston shivered, but had to admit he loved the way his Master teased him with thoughts like that and, this time, his curiosity could not be helped. “What sort of extreme solutions, Master?”

Master Robert patted the boy on the chest, a gesture he had started once he could no longer tousle the boy’s hair, it had the same general meaning though, and effect. “Are you sure you want to know?”

Preston nodded, still smiling.

Robert could not help but giggle at his boy’s enthusiasm for depravity. “Well, it was here in Berlin in fact, and a local Master, an older member of the scene, got tired of his slave slipping out of his cuffs and otherwise escaping from bondage, so he decided to make the slave’s bondage inescapable and permanent.”

Master Robert took his boy's hand, turned it facing up, and poked hard right in the center of his wrist. “It took several steps and over a year of surgery and healing but when it was done the slave had d-rings surgically installed in his wrists and ankles, attached directly to the bone. It was quite a sight.”

“Is that a true story, or are you messing with me, Master?” Preston looked at his master with a raised eyebrow, possibly for the first time incredulous at something the man had told him.

“It is a true story. In fact, it was Master Botan’s wife that performed the surgery. She is also in the community, and is a well respected plastic surgeon here in Germany, though I doubt she would be so respected if the general public knew of surgeries like that.”

It was a lot for Preston to take in and Master Robert could tell the boy was surprised, probably first that Master Botan was not gay, like Robert, but also at the extremes he and others would go to.

“Now do you understand better the part of this world that I come from, and why I was so comfortable with doing what I have done to you?”

Preston nodded quietly, and Master Robert could tell that the unasked question was what else are you going to do to me? The truth was that he didn’t have an answer for that, yet.


Chapter 15

Like the club in Paris, Master Botan’s club was down a side street of a side street and there was no sign to signal its existence. Master Robert wore all leather, which was unusual for him, and he kept his boy in the loose fitting white clothing he had picked out for the day. It wouldn’t matter as soon he would be naked save for cuffs and collar.

They were led down a hallway into a medium sized room with dim red lighting. As soon as they were inside Preston recognized the style as very similar to the dungeon that Robert had built in his home, it was clearly the inspiration for it, as was expected.

Master Robert turned to face him and took his face in his hands. He kissed his boy passionately, and firmly, and then pointed to a bench in the corner.

“Strip, and place your clothes there. Then come to where I am and kneel next to me.” He released the boy’s face.

The boy nodded quickly and did as was ordered. After he carefully undressed, folded his clothes and placed them on the bench in the corner he turned to see his Master sitting in what appeared to be a comfortable leather chair. He bounded to his side and looked for a place to kneel. On one side of the chair was a table followed by a second chair, on the other side was a strange wire box. Not sure what he was supposed to do, the boy kneeled in front of his Master.

“Tsk, Tsk,” His Master leaned forward close to the boy’s face. “I said beside me did I not.”

The boy looked again at the wire box, which was clearly big enough to kneel in. He nodded and repositioned himself so that he was kneeling in the center of a mesh wire square.

“Much better,” his master said. He patted the boy’s shoulder and then reached down and pulled on a piece of metal. This immediately caused the mesh wire to collapse inward, effectively trapping the boy’s legs in a kneeling position, and digging into the bruises and cuts on his thighs.

The boy winced in pain and immediately looked down, assessing the situation. He realized his legs were now bound tightly in sharp wire mesh, and that he was not only trapped in a kneeling position but it was going to be absolute torture. He looked up at his Master, saying nothing, but hoping the look in his eyes would gain him mercy. There was none to be found.

He whimpered quietly while his Master idly petted his head and waited. Soon a door opened. A slight man, wearing leathers that matched Master Robert’s entered the room. He was followed by two younger men, one crawling, one walking. They were both naked, save for collars. As they drew closer Preston gasped, but said nothing.

The one that was crawling, he quickly realized, had nothing left between his legs, he was completely hairless and where his genitals had once been there was simply a small hole with a spiral tattoo spinning out from it. He had thick heavy piercings hanging from his nipples. Additionally, he was gagged, Preston thought at first with a traditional ball gag, but as the slave came to a resting position on his knees Preston saw it was held in place with piercings of some sort as well.

The other slave had similarly pierced nipples and wore a thick heavy collar. A small penis hung limply between his legs, however he had neither balls nor a scrotum to hold them. Preston realized for the first time that castration was not just a possibility in the world he had entered but was perhaps quite common.

Master Robert stood and embraced the other man, who the boy knew must be Master Botan. They whispered to one another quietly for a moment, as the slave that was still standing dropped to his knees at Master Botan’s side. Both slaves kept their eyes on the floor, neither made any attempt to interact with Preston or Master Robert.

Not sure what else to do, Preston turned his eyes to the floor as well. He heard both men sit down and then a sharp voice.

“And this must be your slave, Robert.” Preston thought better of looking up at the man. “I am surprised you have left him intact.”

Master Robert placed his hand on the boy’s shaved head possessively. “We all have different tastes, Botan, and he isn’t exactly intact.”

“What do you mean? I see a rather large dick and two clearly full balls. Are you intact, slave?”

Now Preston looked to Master Robert, who only nodded to him.

“I think that depends on your definition, Master Botan,” he finally said, quietly, looking at the other man.

“Well, you either are or you aren’t.” The other man said sharply. “Explain yourself.”

Preston took a deep breath, he had never actually spoken about what Master Robert had done to him, and wasn’t sure he could explain it properly. “Master Robert has a penchant for medical interventions, Master Botan. He has used repeated shots, and increased needle sizes, to render my penis useless. The nerve damage, as near as we can tell, is permanent.”

Master Botan nodded. “Interesting. So you have all of your sexual desire, but your cock is useless?”

“Exactly as you said, Master Botan.”

The other man nodded approvingly and turned back to Robert. “That is an interesting path, old friend.”

“It leaves me a lot more options. Castration, or nullification, while exciting, are so final. That isn’t to say they aren’t on the menu though, I may decide on one or the other eventually.” Even when talking to others, Preston realized, Robert liked to keep his options open, and his boy guessing. “That is why I haven’t done some of the other things I have considered as well. For now anyway, he still has the possibility of existing in the larger world.”

“Slave Peter still has that option as well,” Botan gestured to the slave that had walked in behind him, and then to the other. “Stephan had some problems remembering his place though and that has cost him his privileges in that regard.”

Master Robert looked at both slaves cooly, “Stephan is the one that kept standing when he wasn’t supposed to?”

Botan nodded.

Master Robert then turned to his boy. “Be thankful for the kneeling box keeping you where you belong. Botan’s other solution was more permanent.”

Preston looked to the kneeling slave, who still had not looked up from the ground, and couldn’t quite figure out what had been done to him. Master Robert saw him trying to sort it out and looked to Botan to sate the boy’s curiosity.

“Well you see, slave, Stephan here could not remember that he belonged on his knees, so I had my wife surgically alter his feet so that he can’t stand anymore. Now he doesn’t have to remember. Wasn’t that nice of me, Stephan?”

The slave did not look up, but quietly answered, “Yes Master Botan, thank you for making this slave’s life simpler and helping him be obedient.”

Preston shivered involuntarily at that, realizing that Master Botan and his slaves were on a whole separate plane of existence, even beyond what he and Master Robert, explored together. He then had a second though, were they that different? Robert could do anything to him, even what had been done to Stephan, and Preston didn’t think he would fight him. The realization helped him answer the question he had the day previous. He sunk deeper into his kneeling position and resumed looking at the floor as a calm flooded over him, he suddenly had his answer.

For his part, Master Robert saw it happen, and smiled to himself. This was part of why he wanted to bring his boy here, to see if that realization would hit he way it did. He felt a surge of pride for both the boy and how attuned they were to one another.

Robert looked to Master Botan and smiled. “Now I think it is time for me to enjoy my boy in his current circumstances.”

He then stood up and disrobed, standing in front of his boy. He stroked his own cock to a full erection as he stood over Preston smiling. “So which is it, person or object?”

His boy looked up at him, licking his lips and wide eyed, smiling despite the pain in his legs. “You were right Master, it is an in between place, but I think that is okay.”

“Good boy,” Master Robert moved forward and the boy willingly opened his mouth.

Master Botan looked on, approvingly as Robert use his boy’s face to pleasure himself, while the boy did his best to add pleasure to the moment, swirling his tongue around his Master’s ample cock as the man fucked his mouth fully.

Robert finished quickly, spurting inside Preston’s mouth and holding his head firmly against his cock until he swallowed it all and then licked his Master clean. As he pulled out he motioned for Botan, who stood up.

“Would you like to try out my boy, old friend?” Robert stepped out of the way.

Without answering, Botan removed his leathers and took the other man’s place in front of Preston. LIke the rest of him his cock was smaller than Roberts, and his age showed. He had a musky smell that was different from Robert’s as well, but Preston did his best to ignore it. He soon realized the older man was waiting, and Preston took the other man’s dick tentatively in his hands, and stroked it lightly before leaning forward, bringing his lips to the head of the other man’s cock.

Impatiently, Botan pushed forward and shoved his entire half-erect cock inside Preston’s mouth. He tentatively used the techniques he had learned under Robert’s guidance and brought the man to a more full erection, aiding it by gently fondling the other man’s balls as he did so.

Soon Master Botan was pumping in and out of Preston’s mouth enthusiastically, while Preston did his best to maintain suction, and keep the other man entertained and pleasured. Thankfully, like Robert, Botan came quickly. The orgasm complete, Preston felt bloated from the double load of cum that had slid down his throat and settled in his stomach, the other man pulled away from him without a word or gesture, moving over to his slave, Stephan.

“Clean your master’s cock you worthless dog,” Botan slapped the slave atop the head to get his attention. Both Robert and Preston winced at the harsh treatment, both silently in agreement that it was not their style.

When he was finished he sat back down and Robert joined him.

“How did he do?” Robert asked.

“He did fine. He still has things to learn, but he needs to perform to your standards not mine.” Botan shrugged. “I can see why you like him though.”

It felt weird to Preston that he was being talked about like he wasn’t there, but he knew this was part of his life now. He returned his gaze to the floor.

“Did you bring the rings?” Robert asked Botan.

“Oh yes, heavy gauge, just like my slaves.” The man chuckled and reached into a pocket pulling out too thick nipple rings and a large needle. “Do you want to do the honors?”

Master Robert thought about it and shook his head. “No, I think I would like to watch you. He needs to understand that being my property means that anyone can do as I wish with him.”

Preston gulped, and looked up, seeing the thick piercings.

Botan walked back up to him. “My slave’s would be whipped for such impertinence. Though I know Robert is kinder than me, and your curiosity makes sense.”

The other man crouched in front of him, Preston thought that it probably hurt, but was not surprised the man wouldn’t kneel, such a position would be beneath him after all. Robert stood up and stood behind Master Botan and watched as the man cruelly grabbed and twisted one of Preston’s nipples, causing him to yelp but more importantly causing blood to flow to the nipple making it stand out further from his chest.

Botan then slowly, excruciatingly, pushed the large needle through Preston’s nipple, using it to pull the thick nipple ring through. Preston felt tears in his eyes, and gritted his teeth until the process was complete. He then watched the man turn the piercing around and attach a ball, closing it off.

The second nipple was even more painful, whether it was because the boy knew what was coming or because Botan made it so he wasn’t sure. But soon the entire process was done. Master Botan then tugged sharply on both piercings, causing new pain to shoot through Preston’s chest.

The older man then grabbed his balls. “You did good, slave. Maybe next time your Master will let me take these useless things.”

Preston breathed a sigh of relief that this was not next time. “Thank you for piercing me Master Botan, I know it brings my Master pleasure.”

Preston wasn’t sure what to say, so he did his best to mimic the tone and style of Botan’s slave. Robert smiled, pleased.

Master Botan then stood up and again embraced his friend. “It is good to see you, friend. Breakfast for just the two of us tomorrow?”

Robert nodded at that. “Definitely. We don’t fly out for a couple of more days. It will be good to sit and talk with you.”

Botan just nodded and then snapped his fingers, which was enough to get his slaves to follow him as he left the room. Only when he was gone did Robert hit the button to release his boy from the wire mesh trap. Preston immediately collapsed to the ground, crying.

Robert sat on the floor next to him, rubbing his back. “You did well, boy. I know that was painful, and intense. I am very proud of you.”

Master Robert sat there with him on the floor until his boy was ready to get up and move around again. Once he was, Robert helped him get dressed and led him out of the dungeon. He kept one arm behind the boy, partially holding him up, as he could see that the pain of the kneeling trap, the piercings, and the enormity of everything was weighing on his precious property.


Epilogue

Two weeks later, Master Robert and his boy sat at the dining room table, having finished a gorgeous dinner of steak, asparagus, and potatoes that Master Robert had prepared. The piercings had finally healed enough that Preston was mostly comfortable with him, and the bruises on his thighs had faded to just be a slight memory.

Upon returning from Europe they had easily fallen into old patterns, though they both knew that, at least for Robert, things were going to get busy again soon. School would be starting up and he would once again be teaching classes.

“We need to talk about the future boy, your future.” Master Robert looked over at him.

“Yes, Master?” His boy asked. Robert was sure he had some thoughts of his own on the subject but the boy had become increasingly docile since their trip and it was not a change Robert was upset about.

“Well, you may not be going to law school. Though you could if you wanted.” Robert paused, “but have you considered going back to school for something else?”

The truth was that Preston hadn’t thought about it at all. He hadn’t thought about much other than his place as Robert’s boy, his pet, his property. “What do you have in mind, Master?”

“Well, if you don’t want to go to law school, you could always come back to the philosophy department.” Robert smiled at him. “You wouldn’t be able to take classes with me of course, but I am sure a Master’s and a PhD are well within your grasp if you wanted them.”

Preston thought about it for a moment and imagined teaching side by side with his Master, and what an interesting life that might be. He realized quickly that it was too late that semester to try though.

“Maybe next year?” He asked. “Or at least next semester.”

“Well yes, boy, it is too late this semester. And honestly, I want you to have a little more time to adjust to your new life. But I want you to think about it and if you decide on law school instead there are two close enough that our lives would not have to change much.”

Master Robert nodded at him and the boy knew that was a signal to clean up the table. He slowly went around the table picking up the dishes and silverware. He would think about it, a large part of him liked the idea of being back in school, and at least close to his Master. That was what was most important to him though, being close to Master Robert, always.

The End. For now.


If you enjoyed this story in its complete form please let me know what you thought at alyceimpelled@gmail.com You can also follow me on Twitter @alyceimpelled
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