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Chapter 1

If it was possible for life to be both a whirlwind and strangely calm, that is what he had experienced over the past few weeks. He had gone from a bored barista who spent too much time gaming, or looking at porn, to a life that he could scarcely believe was possible, and which sometimes resembled porn.

He placed his Mistress’s drink, a caramel latte, in front of her and waited dutifully as she tasted the drink and then gestured for him to join her. In private his service would be far more ritualistic, but she had taught him that even in public he was to wait for permission before sitting down.

Mistress Emilie smiled at him over the brim of her latte, she was proud of her slave, her creation. He was handling their first foray out into public quite well. “Was she surprised to see you, slave?”

M blushed, and nodded slightly, she was still training him to keep his poise and she knew that it would take awhile for both the training, and the confidence she was working to impart in him to take hold. It was strange, she thought, she wanted him to be confident and happy, but she also wanted to be the reason for those things, and completely in control of him. She also knew well that if she explained that to him he would agree that it was what he wanted too. She wondered when it would click for him that, even though he didn’t know it, this or something like it had always been what he needed.

“Is it strange to be back here as a customer?” She asked, pulling out of her own thoughts and seeing him look around the cafe.

“A bit,” he admitted. “It is like I can see all the things I used to need to do, and they still need to be done. I guess eventually I will not notice them, or at least not wonder if I should be doing them.”

This was another funny thing about him, that she had realized almost the first time they interacted. While many might have described him as lazy, his father certainly had, it was not the case. He was not lazy and he wanted to be useful. He had been directionless. He was not that anymore. Although to the outside observer it might still appear so, as his direction now had little to do with what most people would think of.

One of the first things she had explained to him was that he was not going back to work or, for the moment, to school. She didn’t want there to be any authority other than her in his life and whether or not that would change was entirely up to her. She had, very quickly once he had moved in, put most of his things either in storage or donated them. She had also taken control of his rather meager bank account. He did not know this of course, but she would eventually be building up savings for him in case they ever had to part ways, though she had already grown quite attached and hoped deeply that it would never be necessary.

She had also replaced all of his clothes with things more pleasing to her. For everyday wear, in the event of leaving her spacious condo, there would be black chinos, polo shirts, and comfortable black boots. For more formal wear she had bought him a suit that would be appropriate for more classier venues or events. There were other things she expected he would need eventually, but those were still a ways off and she was still figuring out what looked best on him. She had his hair cut to her specifications and set up a standing appointment every three weeks for it to be maintained.

The final change she had made so far was the tattoo on the back of his neck. The fashion for years had been barcodes, some real, some facsimile, but she had yearned for something more modern, and readily accessible to an extent. She eventually settled on a QR code that led back to a page on her website, where she had posted pictures of them together and a comment box for people who scanned the code, the only way to access that specific page. She hoped one day that the page would be full of comments of people who had seen him, or them, out in the world and wanted a further peek into their life.

After they finished their drinks they stood to leave and she quietly reminded him to get the door. As his Mistress walked out the door Theresa waved. He smiled and gave her a half wave back. He wanted to talk to her more but he also didn’t quite know how to explain the changes in his life.

“You know, slave, I think your former coworker might be kind of sweet on you.” Mistress Emilie placed a hand on his lower back as she said it. “I wonder what she’d think of your cock cage, or some of the things I have planned for you.”

Slave M, that is how he thought of himself already, noticed the familiar feeling of warmth in his cheeks and squirmed lightly. “No, she never thought of me that way, Mistress.”

“Maybe true, but then you never looked as good as you do now either.” She guided him through the door of a local bookstore. “Maybe I should invite her over and show her how well trained you are.”

Now, in addition to blushing, M felt his cock starting to stir in its metal prison. The idea of being shown off was both exciting and embarrassing to him, a topic they had talked about some during his weeks of training. She guided him deeper into the store and soon she was handing him book after book. Once a half dozen titles had been chosen she led him to the counter and paid, once bagged, he carried the books and she led him out of the store.

“I think it is time we get you started on some reading.” She pulled him close to her as they walked back past the coffee shop, towards her building. “I plan on keeping you by my side for quite a while and for that to be an adventure for both of us. That means you becoming just a bit more worldly.”

M sighed inwardly, of all the things she expected of him this might be the hardest for him, he had never been pushed to educate himself and she understood the world in a way he never considered. He also felt like the least he could do, for all she was giving him, was learn to fit into her world as seamlessly as possible.

“Yes, Mistress,” was all he said to convey those thoughts, though somehow he suspected that she understood.

“I know this is a shift for you, so little TV and computer time.” She continued to guide him through the front door of her building and to the elevators. “You are doing well though, I think you are going to find that even putting aside our activities, that the life I have planned for you is more fulfilling than the one you have left behind.”

He trusted her when she said that, in part because he had already accepted that her reality was now his reality but also because she had been right about everything so far, even the things that were uncomfortable and difficult for him.

“Besides,” she added, as she unlocked the front door and waited for him to hold it for her, “I have plans to help you adjust to the changes.”


Chapter 2

Once inside her beautiful home, his now too though he had not grown used to it, he put the books down on the counter and dutifully stripped, she rarely let him wear clothes inside the apartment. Soon he wore nothing but his metal collar and the strict chastity device he had grown increasingly used to wearing.

Once naked he folded the clothes neatly and set them aside before kneeling and placing his forehead to the floor. He waited there, his mind clearing of the outside world, until one of her booted feet appeared in front of him. He very slowly lifted his head and kissed the toe of her boot before looking up at the woman who had made him her property.

“You are learning so well, my pet.” Mistress Emilie smiled down at him. “I know these last few weeks have been a shocking change but I am so proud of you.”

He smiled back at her and whispered, “thank you, Mistress.”

In truth, as short a time as it had been he already could not imagine going back to how things had been before. To say he couldn’t remember would be a lie, but the details all blurred together, while his new life was sharp and clear in his vision.

“Now, I know that over the last few weeks I have been giving you some computer time every day. You have been able to check the news and other things that interest you. That stops today. For the time being, maybe permanently, I am going to choose all of the media you take in. This will help your mindset, and also help you focus on learning the things I want you to learn. Do you understand?”

The slave only nodded. They had settled into the idea that unnecessary words were not to be uttered, that way when he did speak it actually meant something to both of them. The truth was that Mistress Emilie enjoyed talking with the boy, but also knew she would enjoy it more once he was more properly educated.

“I have read each of the books. As you finish them we will discuss them and if I am happy with what you have taken from it you will be rewarded. If not, you will be punished, then we will start again. When you are not reading, or serving me, we will be working on other things, specifically expanding your horizons physically.”

The smile he saw now was all teeth and menace, he had learned in those first weeks what that look meant and somehow both dreaded it and hoped for it often. “I think, in fact, that that is where we will start.”

She licked her lips as she considered her next moves. So much of what had happened thus far had been carefully planned to get him to a place where she could have her fun. Sure, she had introduced him to various toys and tools, and used his body in various ways, but other than having him tattoo’d without him knowing it was going to happen she had not really pushed him physically. She wanted that to change, now.

She also wanted to limit him severely, and make the task of reading, and of anything really, a little more difficult for him. He didn’t know it yet, but the outing they just had would be his last one for a little while. She really wanted the outside world to feel distant to him, like something far away that he could visit occasionally, but wasn’t really a part of. It only took her a moment before she decided what to do.

“Follow, boy.” She said, leaving the living room and heading through the master bedroom to her ensuite bathroom.

Once there she had him kneel in front of the tub with his forearms resting on the edge. “Stay.”

She reappeared a few moments later, though he only enjoyed that view for a moment before she placed a spandex hood over his head, engulfing him in darkness. “This is going to be interesting,” she taunted him.

Soon he felt a cool lightweight cloth sleeve being put on each of his arms. He was curious, but knew better than to ask her what was coming. If she wanted him to know, she would have told him. Next he felt something thick and soft being wrapped around his arm, starting at the elbow and wrapping tightly around all of his fingers except his thumb. He heard the sound of shears and realized that what had been wrapped around his index finger had been cut back slightly.

He began shaking slightly, and she giggled to herself, enjoying his nervousness. She did the same thing to the other hand and then leaned in and whispered, “do you have any idea what I am doing to you, pet?”

He shook his head, though in truth he could guess. It seemed too weird to him for it to be possible though.

Humming to herself quietly she picked up a roll of black fiberglass wrap and opened the end, before slowly wrapping it around the padding on his right arm. She could tell he was feeling the weight of it as she wrapped it up and down the arm twice before molding it into place tightly, making sure that other than half of his index finger and his thumb his hand had been rendered essentially useless.

He could feel the fiberglass cast setting on the first arm and squealed slightly as she started on the second. As she continued wrapping he could feel her breath in his ear for a moment before she whispered, “animals like you don’t deserve hands.”

His cock was throbbing in its metal cage and his mind spun as something so clinical and cruel could also be so enticing and erotic. He lost himself in a daze of need, arousal and humiliation, and didn’t notice when she had finished, or that the fiberglass had hardened, before it was too late to do anything about it.

She took the hood off and allowed him a few moments to adjust to the light of the bathroom, and the rather drastic change she had made in his situation. He looked down at the heavy casts on both of his arms and realized that this made him next to useless. He tilted his head and looked at her, a slight pout on his lips.

“I like you, boy, or I wouldn’t have claimed you as my own and you have been making me proud. But let’s be honest. You are barely more than a beast when it comes to your understanding of the world. So you are going to live as a beast until that changes.” She tapped her thigh to express that she wished him to follow. “ Until you finish your books and learn what I wish you to learn from them you are going to be like this. It could be a couple of weeks, it could be a couple of years. I guess it could, conceivably, be the rest of your life. Though I hope not as that would mean I really misjudged you.”

She sauntered out of the bathroom, removing her clothes and throwing them aside as she went, by the time she got to the bed and sat on its edge she was completely naked. She traced a finger from her navel down to the small patch of blond pubic hair atop her otherwise naked pussy. A quiet moan escaped her lips as she watched her pet fumble with crawling to her, still figuring out how to move with the new appendages she had given him.

When he got to her he looked up and inhaled her musk, she smelled and tasted sweeter to him than anything ever had. She did not need to give him the order, but she did anyway, “pleasure me, pet.”

Unable to use his hands to aid him he nuzzled against her warm, wet vulva and worked his tongue inside her. He had done this enough over the last several weeks to learn what she enjoyed but it was different, and more difficult, without the use of his hands. It still did not take him long to flick his tongue lightly over her clit causing a jolt of excitement and pleasure.

“You fucking tease,” she growled, wrapped her fingers through his hair and grinding into his face.

Soon he could only lick, suck, and gasp for breath as she allowed. She grinded on his face over and over again, spreading her scent and juices all over him, he could feel her in his nose, his mouth, and all around his face. It was heaven to him. He had long since stopped trying to control his body and just licked and sucked mindlessly for what felt like hours.

His cock throbbed in his cage leaking a puddle of precum on the floor at her feet. Before too long she pulled him even tighter into her pussy, his nose and mouth engulfed entirely as she spasmed to a long rolling orgasm that might have sated her, if she were the kind of woman to be sated so easily.

She didn’t even have to look to know that he had made a mess at her feet. She pushed his head away from her still wet cunt.

“Clean up your mess and then join me in the living room,” she said, stepping around him and leaving the room.

He watched her saunter out of the bedroom, enjoying the sway of her ass and the perfect grace with which she always seemed to move. He then dutifully lowered his head to the floor and licked it clean of his precum and whatever of her juices had not made it onto his face or into his mouth. Their tastes mingled and combined in his mouth in a way that he had become used to but was sure he would always find utterly intoxicating.

He crawled from the bedroom to the living room where he found her standing in front of two bowls, one had water in it, thankfully with a few ice cubes, and the other had a brownish gruel that looked vaguely like oatmeal.

“This is what you will eat and drink until you have finished your task of educating yourself a bit.” She sneered at him. “In your current state you couldn’t exactly eat like a person anyway. Enjoy your dinner.”

His head was now whirling even more. She had never spoken to him so roughly, not even when correcting him before this moment. He crawled over to the bowls and began to eat. Thankfully it was oatmeal, mostly bland, but at least it had some raisins in it. As he lowered his head to eat he thought about what had happened and felt himself welling up with emotion.

He did his best to eat without making a mess but it was hopeless, his face was not actually shaped to eat this way and the result was that, as he ate more of the bowl he felt oatmeal sticking to his face. Without warning, without realizing it was going to happen he began to sob. She had spent weeks building him up only to do this to him. Why?

As if hearing the unasked question she appeared in front of him. He looked up at her, his face a mess of oatmeal and tears. The tears began anew when she grinned down at him.

“The water will clean off your face, but then your water will taste like oatmeal. Quite a problem.” She walked away without another word, leaving him to contemplate further what she was doing and why, not to mention why despite the tears streaming down his face his cock was once again throbbing.

Eventually he finished eating and used the water bowl both to slake his thirst and clean up the mess that had been his face. It was only then that he noticed the bedroom door was closed. A blanket had been laid out beside it and one of the books was on the floor next to it. Siddhartha, by Herman Hesse.

With nothing else to do he curled up on the blanket and, with some difficulty, opened up the book and began to read. He vaguely remembered the story from cliff notes that he had used to pass an exam on the novel in high school. Reading the whole book was new to him though, and he wondered if she knew that. He slowly fumbled through the first few pages, figuring out how to hold the book down with one hand, or paw, while turning the pages painstakingly with the other. He read as long as he could before falling asleep.


Chapter 3

The next several days passed like this for slave M. He would read, eat oatmeal or similar slop from his bowl, and occasionally be used for pleasure or amusement by his Mistress. He was only a few chapters away from finishing the book, and surprised by how much he was enjoying it and taking away from the book when he decided to take a break to stretch. Mistress Emilie was out at the coffee shop, and he had once again gotten used to not leaving the confines of her apartment.

After doing what few yoga poses he could remember he decided to stand up and stretch his legs, he was walking around the living room, flexing his toes and calves when he heard the door open. He turned and smiled at his Mistress, before dropping to his knees and placing his head on the floor as he was taught to do whenever she returned home.

He stayed in this position for a few moments before feeling the warmth of her hand on the back of his head and then his neck.

“Such a well trained pet,” she said, offering her booted foot for the customary kiss.

After he kissed her boot she guided his head to look up at her, “but did I say you could stand without permission, beast?”

He gulped and shook his head. “No, Mistress.” He paused, then added, hopefully, “but you didn’t say I couldn’t either.”

She chuckled at that. The truth was she liked the occasional insolent streak he showed, even if she did intend to train it out of him. It was more fun this way. “No, but I did tell you that until you were properly educated you would live as the animal you are, so I think it was implicit.”

He may brat at her occasionally, but he knew better than to argue, and the truth was he didn’t want to anyway. “Yes, Mistress,” he responded quietly.

“I think we should make sure you don’t make that mistake again. Don’t you agree, pet?” Her voice was coated in sugar, which was enough to tell him that there was only one right answer.

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Good.” She tapped her foot on the floor. “Head down. Don’t move.”

He heard her in the bedroom rifling through one of her many toy boxes for a few moments before hearing the click of her heeled boots as she returned, standing behind him. He felt, rather than heard, her lower herself to the floor, he was sure with complete grace, before grabbing one of his feet.

“Point your toes outward, like a ballerina.” She commanded him.

He did as he was told and then felt a cloth sleeve being put over his leg.

“Please, Mistress,” he started.

“Hush, pet. This is how you learn.” He silenced his pleading, knowing it would do no good.

He felt the padding wrapped around his leg next, followed by what he had learned was a fiberglass wrap that hardened quite quickly. It was light, but the way she double wrapped his arms, and how his leg added heft and weight to it. She wanted him to feel it there, and wanted that to impact him constantly.

He could feel the fiberglass start to harden before she even started on the other leg, he knew there was a moment where if he moved his foot he could adjust the shape of the cast, but he also knew how much trouble he would be in if he did so. He remained still.

Soon both of his legs were in newly hardened casts, matching his arms, and making it impossible for him to stand. He felt her use his backside to steady herself as she stood up. When she came around to stand in front of him he was surprised to see that she was also wearing a purple strap-on, a silicone cock bigger than his had ever been.

She grabbed the dildo the way a man might grab his own cock and pointed it at him. “Thank me for showing you your place, slave.”

He understood implicitly what she expected and slowly brought himself up to his knees so he could reach the strap-on. He started licking it tentatively before opening his mouth and doing his best to engulf it. He had never sucked a cock, or had his sucked, but he did his best to approximate what he thought was an appropriately enthusiastic blowjob.

Mistress Emilie looked down on the slave as he licked up and down the dildo before accepting it fully into his mouth and began bobbing up and down on it. She let this go on for a few moments before using one hand to apply slight but constant pressure to the back of his head until his face was fully impaled on the seven inch purple phallus. She felt his gag reflex engage but held him there firmly, as his face turned red and tears filled his eyes. She noted that despite the fear on his face precum was once again pooling up beneath his eternally caged cock.

She briefly considered holding him there until he passed out but eventually relented, as she released him he collapsed to the floor gulping in fast, indulgent breaths. She chuckled as she watched him lay on his side, simultaneously gasping for air and trying to adjust to the heavy fiberglass casts she had secured his limbs in. She poked at his chest with the point of her boot, slowly rolling him over onto his back. With the black wrapping around his arms and legs forcing him to splay them out to his sides she thought he looked vaguely like a puppy asking for belly rubs.

Instead of that though she stepped fully onto his chest with one heeled boot, driving the stiletto down next to his right nipple, eliciting a gasp of pain. She relished the look of fear in his eyes at that moment. She had spent the last several weeks taking control of his life, yes, but also building him up in many ways. Now she was tearing him down. First she had needed him to know he was wanted and cared for. Now though, now was the time for destruction, so she could truly build him up into the slave she knew he could be.

“Whatever happens from this moment forward, whatever your life looks like, whatever you become, is my decision, slave. I hope you understand just how true that is now.” She stared down at him while he nodded tentatively. She dug her heel deeper into his chest.

“Yes, Mistress,” his voice sounded smaller than she had ever heard it, except maybe that first time they spoke.

She removed the boot from his chest, noticing she had drawn a fleck of blood where she had dug the heel in. She moved her boot between his legs and started pressing it against his balls. He squirmed against her, trying to generate as much sensation as possible.

“They feel quite full, slave. Should we empty them for you?”

His eyes widened at that and he nodded enthusiastically. “Yes, please, Mistress.”

She kicked him lightly instead, normally not enough to cause pain but in his heightened state and with them trapped by the cage as they were it made him wince nonetheless.

“Maybe when you finish your first book, slave. Back to it.”

She turned and left him there, lying on his back in the living room. His face, he realized, was covered with her scent, and it mingled with his own scent to make the room smell like sex. Eventually, he was able to roll over and crawl, practically dragging his casted legs, to where the book had been left. Despite being exhausted and full of a deeper need than he had ever felt he began to slowly read again, each page took forever both because of his distraction and his difficulty in turning the pages with his useless hands.


Chapter 4

Hours later slave M found himself again on his back, this time in the center of his owner’s bed. She was pleased with the understanding he had taken away from Siddhartha and decided to reward him, and also to show him how much power she had over his body. His legs and arms, splayed out in the casts, were also strapped down to the bed, there was a pillow underneath him angling the lower part of his body upwards slightly.

She had left him there to contemplate his situation for sometime, and also so she could show him what she looked like in full dominatrix regalia, something she rarely did and he had not seen yet. He gasped when she entered the room and she could see from his eyes that he was stunned.

She was always beautiful, it was true, but there was something about the latex catsuit she had chosen for this moment, black, with blue highlights that matched her eyes. It was like her dominance, her power, and her lust were all turned up to a volume he had never experienced.  Her long blond hair was pulled into a ponytail towards the top of her head and hung to one side in a braid. Her blue eyes seemed to shine brighter as she swayed towards him, the purple dildo from earlier still present.

She made sure he could see as she carefully lubed up the purple strap-on before walking up to the foot of the bed and pressing it firmly against his asshole. She had plugged him often enough to know that his ass would open without too much difficulty but she wanted to take her time with this. It was a reward for him, true, but it was also meant to show him that whatever his old ideas about sex were, they were meaningless in her world.

She locked eyes with him and pressed slowly forward, practically letting her weight do the work of pushing his asshole open and allowing the dildo to slowly slide fully into him. She held his gaze the entire time. As she pushed deeper into him his lip began to quiver and he let out a quiet gasp. She grabbed his casted feet and lifted his legs allowing her to go just a bit deeper, she could see his cock trying to grow within the confines of its cage. Smiling, she pulled part of the way out of him and pushed back in only slightly faster than the first time.

In their weeks together she had subjected him to various toys and types of bondage and had him spend a fair bit of time plugged, but other than allowing him to pleasure her this was the first overtly sexual act she had subjected him to. She wanted him to understand, to the core, that what they were doing was not about sex even if it was constantly arousing to both of them. But she also wanted him to understand that sex was to be an undeniable part of their life together and that in that way she, and eventually others, would be taking him and using him over and over again. As she rammed into him a third time and his eyes fluttered she knew that it would be easy for him to love.

Seeing that he was deeply in the moment and that he was able to handle the dildo she had chosen she started working more steadily, driving into him over and over again watching his reactions to see what worked best for him. It was easy to tell every time she hit his prostate. His gasping and wiggling was beautiful to her. Soon he was trying to push forward to meet her as she fucked him, but with his legs held off the bed and his arms made nearly useless with the casts it was difficult for him to do much beyond wiggling helplessly.

She continued to increase the pace until she was fucking him vigorously. His breath became ragged and his stomach was covered with the precum oozing from his caged cock. With one of her hands she grabbed his balls and began squeezing and pulling them gently as she rocked into him over and over again.

Soon he was whimpering quietly as the fucking reached its apex. “Please, please Mistress. Please.”

She loved the way he begged even if he was too incoherent to know what he was even begging for. “Shhh, pet. Just enjoy it.”

She pulled almost completely out of him before slamming into him, almost violently. He gasped loudly and she did it again. On the third time it was more than his body could handle and ropes of cum shot from his caged cock covering his belly, chest and even reaching his face. The orgasm continued as she rocked into him several more times, slowing down and going more gently.

Finally finished she left the dildo buried to the hilt inside him. Leaning over him, pressing the dildo even further into his well used ass she scooped up a generous amount of the cum covering his belly and forced her fingers into his mouth.

“You did so good, slave. Now enjoy the taste of your reward.”

He dutifully licked her fingers clean several times as she continued to scoop up and feed him the results of his long denied and well earned orgasm.

“You are such a good cumslut, pet. I can’t wait to watch you eat another man’s. Or should I say just a man’s? You are, after all, just my beast.”

She watched the boy contemplate what that might look like, but he said nothing. She was certain no matter what she chose for him he would accept it, until eventually he would forget there had ever been a choice at all. That was the moment she was most excited to see, true and total acceptance of his place.


She allowed him to sleep curled up next to her in the bed that night, though she kicked back out to the living room early the next morning. She filled his food bowl with a cereal of cinnamon wheat squares and milk, refreshed his water and left him there so that she could get more rest.

After he ate the meal, he had gotten so used to eating like an animal that his brain no longer questioned it, besides in his current state he couldn’t really do much else anyway, he noticed that the second book had been laid out. A History of Eunuchs and Castrati was set out for him to read.

He looked at the title a second time and gulped, he may not be as worldly as she would like, but he knew what a eunuch was and while discussion of it had been kept to a minimum he knew from reading her blog that it was likely she would eventually take his balls. The truth was that the thought had occupied so much space in his mind since they had talked about it that first time.

He was certain that she would eventually do it, in part because she had before, and he didn’t understand why the idea was both arousing and frightening to him. As he opened the book and began to read the first pages he realized, on some level, that he could still stop all of this and go back to his old life. He also knew, deep in his heart, that if he was forced to choose he would choose to be cut for her rather than going back. Somehow, he was certain this was where he belonged.

The first book had been a challenging read for him, but this book was more interesting, in part because it was revealing some things about what might be his eventual fate. He was so engrossed that he didn’t notice that his Mistress had come out of the bedroom and sat down on the couch, pulling her legs up underneath herself. She sat for a while just watching him read and smiled when he eventually turned and saw her.

She patted the couch by her legs and he pushed the book over to the couch and was soon reading at her feet while she would occasionally play with his hair or rub his neck affectionately.

“How does it feel to know that you are going to be part of the history you are reading about right now, in a way?” She interrupted his reading.

He didn’t look up right away, but she saw his breath and knew he was contemplating that thought, and had probably been contemplating it since he saw what book she had chosen for him to start next. Finally, he looked up at her, his eyes wet.

“I have been thinking about it all morning, Mistress.” He sighed, quietly, “it scares me but I also know that I would accept it.”

She leaned forward and grabbed his chin gently, holding his face so that he could only look at her. “I know you will, and I love knowing that. I love it even more knowing that you will never experience the things that men in this world experience. Remind me again, pet, have you ever been on a real date, other than with me?”

He shook his head and whimpered, “no, Mistress.”

She laughed, though no cruelly. “You are going to be my most perfect creation, pet. I am so excited for all of it, and some of it is going to happen sooner than you think.”

He swallowed heavily at that thought and cast his eyes downward. “How soon, Mistress?”

She smiled down at him, released his chin and brushed his cheek with her hand. “You don’t need to know that. Just know that it will happen when I want it to, and that I have already decided.”

He nodded quietly and seemed to be even more contemplative.

“Back to your reading now, slave.” She leaned back into the couch languidly, “you have so much to learn.”

He went back to his reading, much more slowly now, distracted by the added thoughts she had put in his head. She watched knowingly as his cock grew and strained inside its cage, and imagined the look in his eyes as he watched his own testicles being removed.

He did not look up as she reached between her own legs and began fingering her wet pussy. In many ways castration would be the real beginning of their relationship and his enslavement, it was also one of her favorite benchmarks, one she had been lucky enough to enjoy twice and was looking forward to a third time.

She watched him read for a while longer before deciding his attention was needed elsewhere, urgently.

“Slave, it is time to pleasure me.”

Her voice was husky with need and he turned around immediately, pushing his book aside, soon he was balanced on his casted legs with his arms on either side of her legs. This time, with no preamble, she took him by his head and guided him roughly into her wet cunt.

She rubbed hard against his face as he worked his tongue across her clit over and over again. She leaned her head back and looked at the ceiling, imagining the moment when his chance at manhood was taken from him permanently. Her friend would be visiting in three weeks, and the new slave would be ready by then, whether he knew it or not.


I am so enjoying writing this story though it is not the story I set out to tell. Originally, I just imagined a short little ditty about a shy boy in a coffee shop being enslaved and quickly castrated by a dominant woman. Sometimes though, characters don’t go where you expect them to and in this case I have found both of these characters to have more of a story to tell. I hope you are enjoying the journey with me. Part 3 will be coming soon!

Until then, I hope you enjoy these 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

From College Student to Diapered Sissy: The Melodie Anne Story

Programmed into Diaper Slavery: A Silicon Valley Femdom Story

Becoming Tryst: The Adventures of Val & Tryst #1

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

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