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Author’s Note

This is the first in a series that will explore the relationship between Dr. Robert Mason, a philosophy professor, and one of his former students as they explore an intense D/s dynamic that includes extreme acts of devotion and sacrifice in the name of finding the outer bounds of what devotion, submission, and mastery can look like.

This second volume explores the continued exploration of a TPE dynamic, and includes themes of chastity, medical play, and M/m sex. Some of this is darker and more intense than the first volume but the same themes of romance, and the same sense of humor are still present. I hope you enjoy.


Prologue

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 he would never 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 1

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 2

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.

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 you keep this appendage 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 3

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.

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, 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 never granted 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 4

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 and 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.

“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. You will never even have another feeling in this beautiful fucking cock.”

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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