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Chapter 1

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. No matter how many times he thought about it though he came to the same conclusion. 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 on 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 2

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 Botanand his slave as well, 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 3

A few days later Preston found himself walking beside his Master through the streets of Berlin. 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 also a 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 that comfortable with. “Yes, Master. I understand,” was all he said.

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 4

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 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 him able to interact with the outside world, which is something I still desire for him, Botan, at least for now.” Even when talking to others, Preston realized, Robert liked to keep his options open, and his boy guessing.

“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 allowed 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 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 this space a little bit. It has been too long.”

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 soon his entire half-erect cock was 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. His orgasm complete, Preston felt bloated from the double load of cum that was coating his throat and 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.”

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.


This is the end, for the time being, of the story of Master Robert and his boy Preston. I may revisit these characters, as well as Master Botan and his slaves, in the future. Until then, you may enjoy this other stories I have written:

Extreme Femdom Volume 1: From Man to Castrated Pet

Extreme Femdom Volume 2: Three Slaves

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

Becoming Tryst: The Adventures of Val & Tryst #1

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