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Chapter 1

Mistress Emilie smiled down at her slave, not that he could see it. She had spent the last couple of hours wrapping him up, first in gauze and then in duct tape, until his only access to the outside world was a tube sticking out of his mouth and two small nose holes. He was shrouded in darkness and completely deafened by earbuds, the padding, and the tape. If she wanted him to hear anything she could turn on the earbuds, but for the time being she wanted his world to be nothing but the void she had placed him in.

Her only regret was that she could not see his cock straining in its cock cage, though in a few days the cage, and his erections for the most part, would be a thing in the past. He didn’t know that yet; but he was going to find out soon. The first time she had castrated a slave she had, rightfully, worried about how he would take it. This time though, she felt confident that she would get nothing but quiet acceptance, possibly enthusiastic, for his fate.

What was most interesting about that to her was that when she had found him he had no experience at all, let alone knowledge of this lifestyle, but he had taken to it like a duck to water, and now he was totally engulfed in it. She felt certain that he was happier, and healthier, than he had ever been. When she had met him he was unsure of pretty much everything and one of the shyest people she had ever met, now he had a certain sense of self, even if it was entirely as her property. She had never seen someone allow their place in the world to be stripped from them so completely, so quickly. It was one of the most beautiful things she had ever experienced.

Even as she kicked at him gently with her bare feet, knowing he could feel it and do nothing at all as she toyed with him she sighed a little. She was definitely certain that he was happy, happier than he had ever been, and was even more certain that they would have a long and happy relationship, hopefully lifelong, but she did feel a small twinge of guilt that, as things stood, he would be castrated without ever fully experiencing what he was giving up on. She wondered if she should give him a chance to change that, but a tiny voice in her head also suggested that part of what made him so perfect was that he was forgoing that entire part of his life, changing that might change something in him and may even ruin their dynamic.

Finally she picked up her phone and turned on the app that would let her voice run to his earbuds.

“My sweet slave, I am so proud of you. You have done so well these past few weeks with your reading and accepting it as I took you out of the world.” She smiled as he started squirming, responding to her melodic voice.

“I have some news for you my dear. My friend from Montreal is visiting in a couple of days, do you know what that means?” He started moaning and squirming more urgently, she giggled lightly.

“I will take that as a yes.” She sighed happily, “won’t it be nice to not have to wear that silly cage anymore? I wonder how you will feel when I take you out into the world. I think you have realized by now, that will only happen once you have been changed.”

She emphasized the last word. It was the word she had settled on when discussing his impending castration. Unmanned had never really been accurate in her mind, as to her he had never been a man. Gelded, and even castrated, while accurate both felt somewhat crass to her and also didn’t capture the full meaning of what was happening. She was changing him. He would never be what he had been before he met her again, and to both of their minds it was a good thing.

“For now though, I don’t want you to think about that too much. I want you to just relax and enjoy what is happening to you now, I can tell from your squirming that you are.”

Slave M was enjoying it too. She had been pushing him into more and more intense bondage scenarios since taking him out of the cast bondage a couple of weeks earlier. He found himself needing this treatment, needing to feel less like a person all the time and loving the physical manifestation of her complete power over him. What was even more surprising to him was that he had fully embraced the idea of his impending castration.

At first he had been terrified, the thought of losing the arousal and desire that she brought out in him had made him sad. She had admitted that he would lose a lot of that, but not all of it, and that pleasure, arousal, and desire would still be part of his life. As he read and researched the topic more it only became more exciting and arousing to him. One thought that almost made him cum every time he pondered it was the fact that it would be this intense and permanent bond between the two of them, something they shared that other people would never fully understand.

Mistress Emilie was almost as constantly aroused as he was. It had been fun reducing him so completely through bondage, especially leaving him in casts for days on end and she was sure she would do it again. She had also loved the effect it had had on him. He had become more passive and docile, and even quieter than he had been previously. She loved the core of who he was, kind, thoughtful, and loving to help and please, but she was enjoying even more the process of stripping away what had previously been around that core and replacing it.

“Okay, slave, I am going out for coffee. You stay right there and enjoy listening to your mantras for a while.”

She pressed play on the phone and knew that her voice, and him repeating what was being said, would play through his ears on repeat for the next while. She checked his air holes and the tube in his mouth to be sure he would be safe, and then patted his chest happily.

“Don’t move while I am gone, pet. Not a muscle.” She said this, knowing he couldn’t hear it, still enjoying both her control and the bits of humor in it.

She heard faint mumbling coming from his hooded head and realized that he was trying to speak along with his mantras. She smiled, pleased that he was letting her rewrite so much of him and enjoying it as much as she was.

Slave M could not hear the door close as Mistress Emilie left him alone with his mantras. Soon, it didn’t matter, as he became lost in the words drumming against his mind. The recording, which held both of their voices, droned on and he quickly found himself repeating what was being said in time with his own words, the effect only being to etch them deeper into his mind, forming the creed he knew he would live by in an effort to please his Mistress.

You are property, not a free person.

You gave yourself willingly to this and accept it completely.

You are grateful to belong to Mistress Emilie.

Your body is not your own.

Your mind is not your own.

Your pleasure is not your own.

Service is its own reward. Pleasure is a gift.

You have no rights, any privilege is bestowed.

Mistress Emilie owns you completely.

You are not a man, you are a pet and a puppet.

To be castrated for Mistress Emilie is a great honor.

The mantras repeated over and over, the order blurred in his mind as he repeated them each time they were spoken. His cock strained endlessly in its cage, and the pleasure and arousal mixed with all of it, giving it greater meaning and convincing him even more of their absolute truth.


Chapter 2

While M struggled and writhed in his bondage, feeling the words that defined his place in the world burn deeper and deeper into his mind, Mistress Emilie wandered the two blocks to the coffee shop where they had first met. It was usually quiet in mid-afternoon and reading there, or just watching the street, was one of her favorite activities. It was one of the few places in her adopted city that reminded her of home.

A bell on the door jingled as she walked in and she smiled to see Theresa behind the counter. She had been slowly getting to know the girl since she had taken her coworker, and friend, as her property. Theresa didn’t know the extent of the relationship and was clearly surprised that this older, and beautiful woman had chosen Matthew out of all the guys she could have.

“Hey there Theresa, M says hello, he is a little tied up at the moment.” She walked up to the counter and watched as Thresa put together her latte.

Theresa had basically replaced M as her goto barista and if Emilie was being completely honest she was a little better at the job than he had been. Like M though, she felt like Theresa could have a more fulfilling life away from this place.

“Tied up, eh?” Theresa chuckled. “Literally? Or did he get a new job?”

Emilie gazed at the younger woman over the brim of her latte and grinned. “Wouldn’t you like to know?”

She laid a ten dollar bill on the counter, always over-tipping considerably when Theresa was working, and turned to head to her favorite table, where she had first met her slave and where she could comfortably watch the street.

“He-he’s okay though right?” Theresa’s voice cracked slightly as she spoke.

The pain and concern in the girl’s voice was enough to make Emilie turn around, smiling. “Of course he is dear. I am sure he will come see you soon. He misses you.”

Emilie knew they had been good friends and her slave did have more than a passing fondness for the girl, but in truth the further she wrapped him up in the trappings of her world and his place as her property the less he thought about his old life. However, Theresa was one of the only pieces of it that she really felt like reintroducing when it was time. Even completely devoted pieces of property need friends, afterall.

After a few minutes of thought Emilie decided to take some pity on the girl, she liked her a lot, and if she was going to be in M’s life she was going to have to understand it. Emilie just wasn’t sure the girl could actually handle it, and if that was the case it was better to get it out of the way now rather than find out the worst later. With the shop to themselves, Emilie took a deep breath and decided to bite the bullet. She looked over at Theresa and waved her over.

“It is pretty quiet right now and I know you have questions. Why don’t you sit with me for a few minutes?” She gestured to the seat across from her and the girl took it.

Emilie was nothing if not self aware, particularly regarding her own intelligence and beauty. She understood that she set standards that not a lot of people could meet, but despite that Theresa was clearly an attractive and bright girl. Like M had though, she seemed to lack direction and purpose.

“I know that you worry about him, and I know that you are probably wondering what I am doing with him.” Emilie leaned back and stared at the girl briefly, trying to assess how her words impacted her. “I promise I don’t mean him any harm.”

It occurred to her even as she said it that, from most people’s perspectives, the last statement wasn’t completely true. But most people would never understand their relationship, or Emilie at all.

“Look, I wondered a little, sure, but when you two came in here and he was all cleaned up he seemed…different. If you helped him get there, and I am sure you did, I can’t say that is a bad thing.” Theresa smiled at her, it was a smile that was completely without guile, and while Emilie could not say she shared that characteristic she certainly appreciated it in others.

“So you saw a change for the better then? Just in those few short weeks?” Emilie took a sip of her latte and waited.

“I did. To be honest, seeing him like that made me a little jealous.” Theresa looked down into her lap, blushing slightly.

“Oh?” Emilie feigned surprise. “Of me? Or him?”

“Um.. a little bit of both, I guess.” Theresa was surprised by her honesty.

Emilie was stunning, that was plain to anyone who saw her, and Theresa had always harbored a bit of a crush on Matthew, on M. She also realized though that seeing him with this stunning, smart, and probably rich, woman made Theresa wonder what he had that she didn’t. She had to face it, she was attracted to Emilie too.

“I see.” Emilie wondered idly if Theresa would still be jealous of M if she could see him now, or if she could see what was going to happen to him in just a couple of days. “Well, maybe I should give you a glimpse into our life together, though it might shock you.”

Theresa chuckled a bit, she considered herself more worldly than her old friend and didn’t think much Emilie could tell her would shock her. Through her laughter she looked up at Emillie, who was just smiling at her coolly, almost like she was assessing the girl, testing her.

“Shock me? What did you do to him? Make him your sexslave or something?” Theresa giggled again.

Emilie for her part said nothing for a moment, just grinning at the girl, whose laughter slowly died away replaced by blushing and suddenly finding interest in looking at anything in the shop, anything but the blond beauty who looked like she was about to devour her.

“Would that shock you Theresa? Would you be shocked if I took you back to my apartment and you found your old friend bound on the floor, not a thought in his head except for how badly he loves being my property?”

Theresa gulped and nodded. “I guess it would, yeah.”

“Would it shock you to find out that he did not see the tattoo on the back of his neck until after it was finished? That he had no say in it at all? Or maybe to find out that he eats out of dog dishes on the floor unless I am feeling generous. Would it shock you to find out that all of that is true and he is happier than he has ever been?” Emilie was getting on a roll now. She wasn’t angry at the girl, but she felt the need to make her point, and see where the girl would fall once it was all out.

“I wonder, if I took you back there and that is what you saw, would you want to join him? Would you want me to erase your old life the way I have erased his? Or would you want to learn from me and find some docile male pet of your own to toy with, torture, and use?” Emilie’s eyes bored holes directly into the girl’s soul as she sat back, again, and finished her latte.

“Are you…are you serious about all of that?” Theresa couldn’t believe what she was hearing, or how soaked her panties had become hearing it.

“All of that and more, my dear.” Emilie stood up. “Did he tell you about the gum?”

Theresa stood up with her, in part because she couldn’t handle the powerful woman looking down on her, it made her feel even smaller than she already did. “No, no he didn’t.”

Emilie chuckled at that. “He caught me making a prospective slave peel gum off the heel of my boot and chew it. I could tell just from M’s face he was turned on so before I left I pulled a half chewed piece of gum out of my mouth and placed it on the counter. I then watched as he picked it up and began chewing it. That was the last moment he had any freedom, though he didn’t realize it, or accept it, until a couple of days later.”

“Why would he do that?” Theresa asked, her eyes wide.

“He didn’t know it at the time, but he did it because he is submissive, and because the more he felt my power the more he wanted to be consumed by it. Now that is what is happening to him.”

“Fuck, that is actually really hot.” Theresa blurted out, no longer able to contain herself.

“Yes. It is.” Emilie smiled at her. “But you didn’t answer my question. Which would you want to be? Me? Or him?”

Again, Theresa found herself looking around the coffee shop, as if a bag of coffee or a souvenir mug was going to hold her answer. Finally, she looked back at the woman who had just completely blown her mind, and her idea of who her friend was.

“I honestly don’t know. It is so much that I have never even considered.” She shrugged. “If he is happy I am happy for him. He deserves someone who cares about him, and despite everything you just told me you clearly do.”

“Despite? Or because?” Emilie smiled kindly again. “I am sorry, I know I just dropped a lot on you. But things are accelerating in my life, and his, and when I saw you tonight I decided you needed to know a bit about what was happening. You should really think about the question. I could help you sort it out, either way.”

“Can I see him?” Theresa asked, feeling weird that she was asking this woman permission to see her friend, then again, he hadn’t been around in weeks, maybe because Emilie was keeping him in a cage or something.

Emilie sighed, pulled a pen from her purse, and wrote down her address on a napkin. “Come by tomorrow night around 7. You can just see what our life is like and if you have questions maybe he, or I, can answer them.”

Theresa nodded and took the napkin. “Thank you. I am nervous as all hell, but excited too.”

Emilie nodded back, “that is about how I would expect you to feel.”


Chapter 3

After Emilie left the coffee shop Theresa closed up and went home as well. She was excited to see M, and learn more about his relationship with Emilie the next day but was also a bundle of emotions and nerves about all of it. She didn’t know much about the BDSM scene aside from what she had seen in some awful movies and some random smut on the internet. It wasn’t that it didn’t interest her, it was just that she had never pursued the knowledge or experience. Coming face to face with Emilie, who she suspected knew a lot, was compelling and a little terrifying.

Later that night, bored and still curious, Theresa found herself wrapped in a blanket on her bed surfing the internet. She had found some random kink sites, and they offered some information but she really wanted specifics about Emilie. Eventually, not quite by sheer happenstance, she found the mysterious blond woman’s website and began to read.

One blog post, about chastity and its impact on men, really drew Theresa in, and she soon realized she had started touching herself without even fully realizing it. She continued to finger herself, feeling her juices flow freely, as she read about men with locked up cocks and all of the ways you could use them for your pleasure.

She was right on the edge of an orgasm when she got to the end of the post and saw an image of a woman with what looked like a truly cruel chastity belt locked on her, it was all metallic and solid with just a few holes drilled over where her cunt would go. Along with the picture was a couple of paragraphs about how female slaves could benefit from chastity too and how fun it was to keep a girl on edge for days, or even weeks.

Theresa fell back onto her bed grinding her hand fully into her pussy and bit back moans as she imagined a flurry of things, some contradictory to one another. She gasped into her pillow as an orgasm rolled over her, enveloping her body in pleasure and dulling her mind. She could not believe what this woman had awoken her and had no idea where it was going to lead. Part of her wondered if just reading this blog was enough to change her life forever.

*

Less than a mile away, Emilie was having her own fun, though she had not forgotten about Theresa and wondered how her slave would feel about his old friend seeing his new life. When she got home she was happy to see her slave lying exactly where she had left him. He was quietly murmuring his mantras, though she could not make it out through the thick wrapping she had covered him with, or the tube that was effectively gagging him. Based on the time she thought he was going through the recording for around the thirtieth time since she left, a lovely bit of conditioning for her slave.

Sighing happily to herself she poured herself a glass of pinot grigio and sat down on the couch to enjoy it, and the very subtle show her slave was giving her. She let him go through the recording one more time before shutting it off, leaving him once again in complete silence. Once she finished the glass of wine she went to the kitchen for her safety shears, intending to cut her pet out of his bondage, clean him up, and take him to bed for the night. She knew from previous experience that spending that much time mummified was a mind warping and exhausting experience for slaves.

When she returned to the living room she crouched beside him and put a hand on his chest, both to steady herself and to let him know she was there for him. She noticed in that moment that he was still whispering unintelligibly and suspected that it was still the mantras being repeated over and over. Her entire body tingled at that notion, that she had burned them into his brain so completely. Her pussy was on fire with need and she realized that before she let him out of his wrapping he was perfectly positioned to be enjoyed, and to give her the release she so suddenly craved.

Emilie quickly stood up, let her hair down from its usual tight ponytail and stripped off the leggings she had been wearing, along with her panties. She then straddled the mummified slave, who moaned quietly when he felt her weight press against his caged cock, which was itself pressed tight against his body due to the intense mummification she had put him through. She slowly started rocking back and forth, letting the slight protrusion of his caged manhood press into her and open her flowering pussy. She joined him in moaning as she rocked back and forth more urgently, covering his duct taped midsection in her juices and filling the room with the scent of her sex.

Soon she was basically riding her immobilized slave, and approaching the first of what she thought could be several orgasms. His moans were growing louder too and she found an intimacy in the fact that he was completely separated from her by the thick wrapping she had put him and had no real way to communicate. In reality all he could feel was the pressure of what she was doing and the cage would be keeping him from fully enjoying the moment. She felt the orgasms explode inside her, sending warmth throughout her body, she screamed as he juices gushed over his mummified form and settled back into a gentle rocking motion, wanting to enjoy the moment for all she could and build up slowly to another incredibly powerful orgasm.

Almost on a whim she picked up the phone and turned on the vocal app again.

“Slave,” she said, her voice raspier than he had ever heard it, “this is so good. I might have to keep you like this, just a toy for me to rub myself on when I can’t be bothered to find a real cock.”

He groaned inside his wrapping and she could feel him shuddering. His arousal was palpable even through the layers of gauze and tape. She started rocking harder again knowing it wouldn’t take her long to build up to another orgasm and wanting him to hear every moment of it.

“My poor little chastised toy, never to be inside a real woman, and soon to be permanently changed.” She started bouncing slightly on him, wanting to change his experience and bring herself to orgasm faster. “Just think slave, this is the closest your dick has ever been to being inside me, or anyone, and this is probably as close as it is going to get.”

She felt him spasm and wondered if he had cum just from her words. Part of her hoped he had. It would, on some level, make the moment even more intimate for her, and, she suspected, for him. Imagining that she was pressing his own cum into his slick, sweat covered, body is what pushed her over the edge to a second orgasm.

Finally sated, she slid off of her pet, grabbed the shears and slowly began to unwrap him. It took the better part an hour to unwrap him but eventually she had taken everything off but the wrapping around his head. She loved the look of him completely naked except for the chastity cage and an expressionless, identityless, face. The cruelest parts of her wanted to keep him like that forever. Afterall she owned all of him, and if she wanted to turn him into a faceless, senseless, creature it was her right to do so.

She carefully wiped his body clean of sweat, and yes cum, and she suspected a small bit of urine as well. She was pleased that he had orgasmed the way he had and intended to ask him about it another time. But for the moment she just wanted to enjoy him like this. She did think seriously about leaving his head wrapped for a day or two, maybe even through his castration, but decided that was too much and even with some changes would be a bit too unhealthy. Sighing to herself she carefully undid his head wrapping, promising herself that on another day she would leave him that way much, much longer.

As much as she enjoyed reducing him to a complete object, seeing his glazed eyes and the complete contentment with which he accepted his submission was more than worth unmasking him. She carefully dried his face of sweat and kissed his forehead, and his cheek, tenderly.

“I am so proud of you my sweet boy,” she whispered, “ that might be the most intense thing I have put you through and you handled it so well.”

Slave M tried to talk but instead only opened and closed his mouth several times, she watched with glee as he found difficulty connecting the thoughts in his mind to his words. Rather than let him continue to struggle she placed a single finger over his mouth.

“Hush now slave,” she hovered over him smiling, the omnipotent goddess that ruled his existence. “We will talk about so many things tomorrow morning, for now just enjoy these new feelings.”

He nodded, still trembling slightly from the experience and his body adjusting to the change in temperatures. She slowly helped him to his feet and led him not to the bedroom but to the bathroom, where she started a warm shower. She helped him into the tub and under the warm water, and then slid in behind him, wanting to remain close to him after the experience she had just given him.

She picked up a loofah and the coffee body wash she had decided he would use and carefully began soaping him up and rubbing him clean. He accepted everything she did passively and did not try to talk again. When she was finally finished he was clean to her liking and his body temperature had been suitably regulated.

She helped him out of the tub and lovingly dried him off with one of the plush soft towels she favored. Dry, and clean, but no closer to having fully recovered, she led him to the bedroom and cuddled up against him, draping one arm around his waist and cupping his balls and chastised cock. She heard his breathing change and knew he had drifted off to sleep quickly. She soon followed, enjoying thoughts of what would happen in the days to come.


Chapter 4

The next morning Mistress Emilie woke up still holding her slave’s chastised manhood. He was snuggled tightly into her and snoring quietly. She slowly pulled away and stretched languidly, and smiled to herself as she realized there would be much less to hold there in less than forty-eight hours. She felt excitement coursing through her, much like it might the day before a particularly exciting Christmas.

She let her pet lay there a few minutes longer before gently tapping his shoulder. He rolled over and looked at her, bleary eyed but smiling.

“It’s time to make me some coffee, pet. In fact make us both breakfast. We have some things to discuss. I have news.” She blew him a kiss and then retired to the ensuite bathroom where she started preparing herself for the day. As she put her makeup on and fixed her hair she wondered what her pet would think of his old friend visiting and finding out what his new life is really like.

She wandered back out into the bedroom and selected a black turtleneck and blue shiny cigarette pants to complete her outfit, and just as she finished getting dressed she caught the unmistakable scent of dill and eggs, her slave was making her a traditional omelet and she couldn’t be more pleased. When she had first met him he was a passable barista but did not know the first thing about cooking. She suspected in another year or so he would be able to make almost all of her favorite dishes as well as anyone she might ask to, which was really saying something.

Sauntering out of the bedroom, she smiled when M looked up at her, still naked, as she nearly always kept him. The open concept kitchen included a breakfast bar and she took a seat there, where she could look at his adorable, and increasingly toned, ass, while he cooked.

“Did you make yourself one too?” She knew he had a tendency to not cook for himself, instead eating something simple like cereal. Some people might prefer that in a slave, but she wanted him to learn to enjoy the same things she did, for a variety of reasons.

“Yes, Mistress.” He turned and smiled at her. “I know you want me to improve my eating habits, and not just healthwise.”

That he repeated almost verbatim what she had said to him a few days earlier also pleased her, she felt like he was increasingly substituting her thoughts for his own, rather than simply incorporating ideas into what was already in his mind. Her long term goal was for him to keep the personality that had made him so desirable while simultaneously giving up most preconceived ideas, and letting her thoughts gradually overtake his, like vines in a garden. It was a delicate dance, but one she was familiar enough with to trust her instincts.

She was almost lost in thoughts about just that when a plate magically appeared in front of her containing a perfectly fluffy french omelet and two pieces of rye toast, not quite the usual accompaniment but welcome nonetheless. Before she even took a bit she knew it would be perfect just from the look and smell.

Out of the corner of her eye she caught M standing with his own plate, obediently waiting for her to either gesture for him to sit next to her or point to the floor. She pretended not to notice and took a bite of the omelet, the texture and taste were perfect and she rocked her head back and forth with delight. Finally she looked at him and nodded approvingly, before gesturing for him to join her at the breakfast bar, a rarity for sure.

Once he seated himself and took a couple of bites of his breakfast she turned to him, still smiling.

“This really is a perfect breakfast my dear slave. In a different life you could have been a famous chef.”

He blushed at that, and looked down at his plate. Her approval had always been heart-stoppingly desirable to him but the longer he was fully under her power the more it meant, and he had already reached the point where little else mattered in the face of it.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he said quietly, trying to remain humble despite the pride at her approval swelling in him.

She hummed quietly, and he could tell she was working her way up to saying something. Finally, she jumped in. “So, I saw Theresa yesterday and she asked about you.”

He looked up at her, worry showing in his eyes. “Really? How is she? What did you say?”

She really loved the deer in headlights look in his eyes, and suspected it was about to get worse.

“Well, I told her a little bit about our life together, it really couldn’t be avoided. Not that you have a say in that anyway.” She added the last part almost as an afterthought, feeling the point needed to be made. “Anyway, long story short, slave, she is coming to visit tonight.”

“Coming to visit?” He asked, jaw suddenly slack. “Here?” 

“Yes, silly, here.” She shook her head. “Won’t that be nice? To see your old friend?”

She could see the mixed emotions running through his head as he took a bite of his omelet. It was clearly as much out of a need to compose his thoughts as out of hunger. She was fine with that.

“What does she know?” He finally asked her, quiet again.

“Honestly? She knows pretty much all of it. Not the details, but enough that nothing will surprise her. Part of the reason I invited her was so she could see for herself. In part I want her to know you are happy and healthy so she doesn’t worry about you. In part, frankly, I see things in her and I want her to know that there are whole other worlds she could explore if she wanted to.”

“Are you going to make her like me?” His voice was growing smaller by the moment, and Emilie wondered if he was asking because of jealousy or concern for his friend.

“I somehow doubt it,” she took his hand and patted it. “Even if I did something like that it wouldn’t be the same. You are mine, forever I hope. If I were to do something with her it would be more about teaching and showing her her options.”

He nodded at that, mollified by the affection, and the reminder that his place in her life was already deemed permanent.

“I am excited to see her,” he said finally. “I guess I just don’t want to shock her too much.”

“I don’t think you have much control over that, slave.” She giggled slightly. “I do want to hear your thoughts on what such a visit should look like though, not that your opinion is likely to change my plans.”

After breakfast, the slave cleaned up the kitchen and joined Mistress Emilie in the living room, this time sitting on the floor, huddled close to her legs where she could reach him to pet his head if she wanted. Eventually they spoke about Theresa's visit and settled on how it would likely go, while leaving the door open for the possibility that her comfort would require some changes to the evening’s activities.

“There is one more thing we need to talk about, slave, do you know what that is?” She smiled down at him, and pulled his hair lightly, forcing him to look up at her.

“Yes, Mistress,” he said quietly, trying desperately to avoid eye contact.

“Tell me, slave.” She adored him, but loved the emotional struggle he was going through and seeing that discomfort in his eyes was like an aphrodisiac.

“Dr. Bordeaux is coming tomorrow.” He said, evading the full answer.

“What does that mean, my dear pet? Don’t play coy with me.” She watched as tears pooled in the corners of his eyes and found herself overwhelmed by the duality of her love of power and her deepening affection for the sweet boy she had made her property.

“It means you are really doing it. It means that you are going to have her change me.” He shuddered as he said it.

She thought his reaction was well in line with the enormity of what was happening and believed fully that the emotional turmoil, the breaking of that part of him, was fundamental to making him who he was meant to be under her. None of that meant she didn’t want to comfort him through it though, and she pulled his head into her lap and held him there gently.

“Yes, slave, that change is happening. I need you to understand that that is final. It has been for a while.” She whispered quietly in his ear. “I am so proud of you for accepting it though, for choosing to be my property even knowing that was your fate.”

He shivered in her lap and sobbed quietly, but did not pull away. “Thank you Mistress. Thank you for making me yours.”

“I will not pretend that this part, and others that come after, won’t be hard. I promise though, slave, it is worth it. We are on a great adventure together and I truly believe at the end you will have experienced more pleasure than most people ever do.”

He felt comforted by that, though no less afraid. But in his heart he truly did believe her. Once he had settled down she directed him to stand, and sent him to change into the outfit they had chosen for the evening. He was to wear his heaviest boots, along with black rubber pants and a tight latex top that showed off his increasingly toned body. He knew she intended him to end up naked again well before Theresa left, but his Mistress wanted everything about the night to leave a lasting impression on the girl, the better to see how it would impact her.

Once he was dressed for the evening, Slave M was tasked with putting together a simple dinner that would show off how his cooking skills had been developing. He put together a salad with a homemade italian dressing, a roasted chicken, and crispy red potatoes. It was not fancy, but both he and his Mistress thought it would be pleasing and surprising to Theresa to find out that he had cooked.

Five minutes before she was set to arrive he set the table for two, along with a plate for himself at his Mistress’s feet. Once that was finished he knelt in view of the front door with his head bowed waiting for his friend’s arrival. Normally he would answer the door if someone was arriving but Mistress Emilie did not want there to be any uncontrolled interactions and that meant she wanted to answer the door and interact with Thresa first, as it would allow her to control everything and avoid anything jarring.

As he knelt there he found his mind racing with the possibilities of what would happen when Theresa saw him. He felt himself beginning to sweat as the possibility of hurting her or, worse, embarrassing his Mistress came to the forefront of his mind.

Before he could fully comprehend his own racing thoughts they were interrupted by a loud knock on the door.


Chapter 5

Slave M heard the door open and his Mistress’s voice filled his ears.

“Thank you for coming, Theresa. You are the first real guest we’ve had! Maybe even the first guest since I moved in.” Emilie smiled as she welcomed the younger woman in.

Emilie was impressed with Theresa’s outfit, she had chosen a nice pleated black skirt and a ruffled pink shirt, and sensible flats. She clearly wasn’t fashion forward, which was something they could work on if she wanted, but she had put some effort in and was able to clean up nicely.

For her part Theresa was immediately taken in by the open apartment with floor to ceiling windows and a beautiful view of the city. At first she didn’t even notice her old slave kneeling in the center of the floor, not looking up even as she walked in. When she saw him she wanted to run to him, pull him to his feet and pull him into her embrace, but something told her that would not be appropriate in the circumstances.

Instead she turned to Emilie and, surprising herself, talked about him almost as if he wasn’t there. “I see you were not underselling how under your control he is. I read quite a bit last night about your um…lifestyle. He is clearly well trained.”

Emilie smiled at the woman and took her by the hand, leading her to the table. “Yes, he is. Right now we are in a state of what might be called high protocol. He won’t move, or speak, until commanded to.”

“And he likes this?” Theresa took the seat that was offered as they spoke.

“I think so. You will get to find out for yourself later, but for now I think us girls should talk, and maybe eat, before it gets cold.”

Emilie poured them each a glass of white wine and gestured to the plates, which were already prepared. Theresa looked at the meal and gasped. She hadn’t eaten a truly home cooked meal in weeks.

“Emilie! Did you make this?” Theresa seemed elated. “I haven’t eaten anything that looks half as good in ages. That was so nice.”

“Thank you my dear,” Emilie smiled at her and took a sip of her wine. “But I didn’t make it. The slave did.” She chose that wording deliberately because she wanted Theresa to start thinking of him that way.

“Wait?? Matthew, I mean M, cooked this?” She practically shrieked. “He could barely make a coffee when he first started working at the shop. I think a sandwich was probably the extent of his food making skills, and not a good one.”

She carefully cut a piece of the chicken and took a tentative bite. You could almost see the flavors hit her taste buds just from the way her eyes lit up. “There is no way he cooked this! It is incredible.”

Emilie chucked to herself nodding, and then turned to face the rest of the room. “She approves of your cooking, pet. You may come eat now.”

At first Theresa was confused as there was clearly no place set for her friend, but then she saw him settle on the floor next to Emilie and realized there was a plate there for him. She watched in amazement as he kneeled before the plate of food in silence. Only looking up at his Mistress for a moment and making what looked like a gesture of gratitude.

Once she was over her shock she settled back into eating and soon she and Emilie were conversing again. The longer they behaved as though the slave was not really there the more natural it felt to her. She was surprised about how easy and comfortable it felt.

“If I ask anything I shouldn’t, please don’t be offended? I still don’t really know how this all works.” Theresa took a sip of her wine, letting the warmth of it fortify her a bit. “What exactly are your plans for him long term? Or is this just his life now?”

Emilie looked at the young woman over the brim of her wine glass smiling as she contemplated all of the possible answers to that question, and which of them she wanted to admit to just now. Eventually she put the glass down and gave the other woman a serious glance.

“I think I will let you ask him about that a little bit later. What I can tell you is that, yes, this is essentially his life for now. He exists at my beck and call, in a reality that I am shaping. He hasn’t seen the news, or talked to anyone other than me in about a month. He spends his time serving me, reading, or being toyed with. I honestly think he is happier than he has ever been, but again, that is something I will allow you to ask him later.”

Theresa nodded, taking it in. “How do you afford all that?”

Emilie chucked, “where I am from it is rude to ask about money, but I have sources of income and the coffee shop wasn’t exactly making him rich, was it?”

“I’m sorry,” Theresa mumbled, suddenly blushing and mortified. “It just popped into my head.”

“It is fine dear.” Emilie patted her arm. “You have entered a very unfamiliar world. You are bound to have questions.”

“So many!” She practically yelled. “It is like I am in wonderland. I want to learn everything. I want to explore and meet all of the interesting characters.”

The younger woman’s enthusiasm pleased Emilie and made her feel like she had made the right choice.

“I am glad you feel that way. Here is what I think should happen next: I think that I should take my pet to the playroom and restrain him. You can speak with him there while I come out here to read. Maybe I will even leave a couple of toys out for you to try. If you do, I need you to be careful. He is my property and I would be very upset if you harmed him.”

Theresa was taken aback by the possibility but also excited to get some alone time with her friend. She did want to check on him, that was one of the main reasons she had come. She nodded her agreement and soon Emilie was leading her towards the back of the apartment, the slave crawling behind them.

When they arrived in the play space Theresa was shocked by the variety of furniture and implements that were kept there. The rest of the apartment was a display of taste, class, and restraint, but this room was the opposite. Essentially an ode to hedonism, decadence, and excess.

“Theresa, why don’t you be a dear and sit there for now.” Mistress Emilie pointed to a massage table at the side of the room; only as Theresa sat down on it did she realize the underside of the table was a cage.

“Now, slave, strip.” Mistress Emilie snapped her fingers.

To Theresa’s surprise her friend, or former friend, she didn't know how to think of him just then, stood up and began stripping himself of the heavy boots and rubber clothing he was wearing. As he removed each piece of clothing he folded it carefully and put it to the side. In a few short moments he was standing, naked, with his hands behind his back. Theresa took in his beautifully toned body, and found her feelings for M peaking once again. Where her eyes ultimately settled was his groin, where his cock was trapped in a steel tube, pointed downward.

Her brief research informed her of chastity devices so she was not completely surprised, but seeing it in person was compelling and fascinating in a way she did not expect. She took in a breath, and realized she was intensely aroused by the situation, which included her friend’s embarrassment. He was blushing deeply, and she only belatedly realized it was because she had never seen him naked before. 

“I guess that means I don’t get to fuck him?” She looked up at Emilie with a mock pout, eliciting a short chuckle.

“I am afraid not dear. That is something he has never done and never will.” Emilie patted her boy’s chest. “There are some sacrifices to be made for the life he has chosen and that is one of them.”

“Never?” Theresa was surprised to find out of his inexperience and she was not entirely sure which of them the question was even posed to.

“Never. You can ask him about that if you want more details.” It was the Mistress that answered though, not the slave. “For now though I think it is time to get him properly bound.”

She pointed to the St. Andrew’s Cross on one of the side walls and Slave M dutifully positioned himself with his back to it. The room was silent, and tense with anticipation, as Mistress Emilie wrapped a cuff around each of his appendages, in order, and clicked locks into place ensuring he would be stuck there until she decided otherwise.

“Now, I will leave you two alone to talk.” She kissed her slave’s cheek, the first show of outright affection Theresa had seen since she arrived. “I will be in the living room reading. When you are done we can talk some more before you leave.”

She exited the room, leaving Theresa looking at the helplessly bound slave, once one of her dearest friends, and wondered whether she wanted to talk to him or torture him. She wanted both, but she settled on talking.

“Okay Matthew, how are you really doing?” She stood up and got close to him, inspecting the bondage that held him in place and looking over his entirely delectable body.

“I am great Theresa, truly, but really please just call me M. Mistress doesn’t even usually call me that. Though she plans on having my name legally changed eventually.” He smiled at his old friend, truly happy to see her.

“M it is then.” She clicked her tongue. “Is it weird not having an identity, a name, anymore?”

“I have an identity…but it is different than it was before. I don’t really think of myself as something other than hers, her pet, her property, her slave.” He hoped he was explaining it well enough to her.

“What about a person? With hopes? Dreams? A future?” As Theresa looked at him she was suddenly worried again. He had this goofy happy look on his face, but his life was nothing like hers. Nothing like his was before.

“I don’t know if I really consider myself a person anymore.” He said quietly. “I know that sounds crazy but I am not sure how that all works yet. But I have dreams and hopes, and a future. It is just that they are all with her, and she is defining most, maybe all of it. Theresa, I know it sounds crazy. I really do. But I am happy, and more fulfilled than I ever was before.”

Somehow she could see that was true. From what she had heard was reading, something he liked but did not do enough of before, and he had learned to cook, amazingly in fact. In many ways he was growing more in these circumstances than he had in the time she had known him at the coffee shop. Finally she nodded.

“Okay then, M.” She smiled at him. “What about sex? You’ve never?”

“Well, I have a lot of sex, sort of, just not that way, ya know?” She shook her head. “Almost everything Mistress and I do together is sexual in some way. We just don’t do that. I had an orgasm last night. But if I told you how it happened you wouldn’t believe me.”

“So tell me.” She put her hands on her hips.

He sighed, knowing it was going to sound weird, and knowing that other stuff was going to sound even weirder, if she had asked.

“Okay.” He took a deep breath. “I was tied up, and I don’t mean with rope. I was wrapped in gauze and duct tape, head to toe. You couldn’t see me at all. The only reason I could breathe was a tube in my mouth and two small nose holes. It was like I was just an object, which is how I feel, and how I want to feel a lot of the time anyway.”

He paused and looked at her. Her eyes were wide, and her breathing had deepened as well. He didn’t say anything but having been around his Mistress enough and having learned these things, he could smell her arousal.

“When my Mistress came home from seeing you she stripped her clothing off and straddled me like that, she rocked back and forth over my chastity cage and all I could feel was the pressure. There was no sensation really. As she got herself off on me over and over again she was talking to me though and it was so arousing and the whole situation had me feeling like I was in another place, it was almost an out of body experience. I felt this rush of arousal through me, there was no explosion really, not like when I used to masturbate. But the arousal just surged through me and it kept doing that. It was one of the most intense feelings I had ever felt. I kind of felt it come out of me too, but not really. I didn’t really know I had cum until my Mistress untaped me and found the mess.”

Theresa stared at him slack-jawed. She could not remember the last time she was so aroused. She couldn’t tell whether she wanted to be treated like him, treat someone like him, or just be allowed to see it all play out. She did know she would never see him the same again, no matter how much she liked him.

She stood up and walked over to him, overcome with lust, and the desire to treat him as what he now was rather than what she had seen him as before. She had to get on tiptoes for her mouth to be anywhere close to his ears.

“I have never been so fucking turned on, slave. Can you tell? Can you tell how aroused I am?”

She stepped back and put a hand on her chin, thinking, and waiting.

Hanging from the cross, M could do nothing but stare at his friend in shock. She had never talked to him like that. Then, she had never seen him like this, and he could tell that she would never again see him as he was before, which he supposed was part of the point. He was surprised to find his cock straining against his cage.

He gasped and let out a pained sigh. The feeling reminded him what was coming for him and being this close to Theresa, naked, made him suddenly starkly aware of what he was losing. In a sense, what he had already lost.

Sensing there was something going on she rushed back to him. She wanted to hold him, to hug him, but all she could do was pat his chest as a gesture of comfort. “What is it, M? What’s wrong?”

He sighed deeply, clearly fighting back tears. “Nothing is wrong exactly. You just…you don’t know what is happening tomorrow.”

“What is happening tomorrow? Tell me! Are you okay?”

“Yes, Theresa, I am fine.” He sighed again. “I don’t think you will understand.”

“Tell me. Tell me dammit.” Now she was worried nearly to tears.

“We settled on calling it changing me.” He knew he had to tell her but he had know idea how she was going to respond. “Her best friend from home is a surgeon. She is going to be here tomorrow. Tomorrow night…tomorrow night she is going to castrate me.”

She is going to what?” Theresa yelled loudly, and they both immediately heard Mistress Emilie jump to her feet. Seconds later she was coming through the door.

“What are you yelling about?” She looked more concerned than angry, but her voice was stern. “This is my home and we don’t yell here.”

Theresa turned to her, staring daggers. “But you cut my friend’s balls off here? You ruin his life? I thought you were good for him.”

She took a step towards Emilie, who backed up a step in return, stepping out the door and closing it with a loud click.

Theresa tried to open the door and found it locked.

“Theresa. I need you to calm down. Talk to him more if you must but you need to calm down or I will…I will not invite you back.”

“Why are you doing this to him?” She yelled through the door. “I don’t understand.”

“I know you don’t. I know.” Emilie’s voice softened. “I know to a normal person it seems monstrous. I swear it isn’t. Or maybe it is, but it is what he wants.”

Theresa turned back to him and mouthed “You want this?”

“It's more complicated than that, Theresa. But I know what I have agreed to. Please trust me. Please trust Emilie.” He looked at her with pleading eyes. “Don’t be mad. Please.”

Theresa took several deep breaths trying to calm herself then turned back to the door. “Okay, please let me out. I need to leave.”

There was no answer for several seconds and then the door opened. She rushed past Emilie, picked up her bag and headed towards the front door.

Emilie followed quickly. “Wait. Please? Talk to me more. I want you to understand.”

Theresa turned around, her face red, and tears streaming down it. “He was a normal guy. He worked hard. He played video games. He was my friend.”

Emilie grabbed a box of napkins from an end table and approached the girl cautiously, offering it almost as a peace offering.

“He is your friend. But he was not a normal guy. If he was a normal guy he wouldn’t be here.” Emilie gestured to the living room. “Please, sit and talk with me. I think you can understand”

“You seduced him,” Theresa almost spat the words, but she still walked into the living room and plopped down in a chair. “He doesn’t want this.”

Emilie looked at her, her face turning from soft to annoyed almost instantly. “How do you know what he wants?”

“I-I guess I don’t.” Theresa looked away from the other woman. The beautiful, brilliant, and scary woman. “I guess I just thought that…”

“You thought you and he would eventually get together, right?” Now Emilie had softened again. She understood the girl cared for her slave.

“Yeah. I guess I did.” Theresa sighed and held her head in her hands. “I know that is silly though. I never really tried and it probably wouldn’t have worked.”

“No. It wouldn’t have. And I promise he is happier now than he has ever been.” Emilie smiled at the girl. “I think you would be happy in our world too.”

The girl thought about that. She realized that at least one question had been answered that night though, she would never be a slave. “I don’t think so. I don’t want to be controlled. I don’t want to be changed.”

She spat the last word out, wanting Emilie to know just how strongly she felt about it.

“I know that.” Emilie stood up and walked over to the girl, then crouched down so they were at eye level. “You are not just strong but you are certain. You are clear in your values and thoughtful and full of empathy.”

The girl laughed bitterly at that. “And?”

Emilie cupped the girl's face in her hands so she was forced to look at her. “I think you could learn to be dominant. To be in control. To be like me, or maybe not like me, but definitely in control of someone like him.”

Theresa looked into the woman’s ice blue eyes and thought about that. She was not as beautiful as Emilie, she knew that, but she was attractive, and she was smart. She knew all of that.

“Really?” She asked.

Emilie nodded. “And if you want I would mentor you.”

Theresa was nervous, but intrigued. “How would that work? How would it start?”

“Well,” Emilie looked back towards the playroom. “This might sound like more than you want, but I think it could start with you coming back tomorrow. You can watch the castration, maybe even assist a little.”

Theresa’s mind was racing, she wasn’t sure she agreed with what was happening to M, but she also knew she cared about him and that it would be the most important, and most intimate, moment of his life. She wanted to be there for him if she could be. And maybe if she saw it she would understand.

She slowly nodded. “Okay. I can do that. I am scared, but I can do that.”

“Scared makes sense. I was scared for my first time too.” Emilie stood up. “I don’t mean to kick you out but tomorrow is going to be a big day. We should all get our rest and you should come back tomorrow.”

“Can I say goodbye to M?” She asked.

Emilie thought about it but decided it might trigger the other girl’s emotions again. “You will see him tomorrow. I will tell him you said goodbye. I think everything that happened was really emotional for him too.”

Theresa could see the sense in that, even if she didn’t like it. She nodded her agreement, stood up herself, and when offered she accepted a hug.

“Thank you for coming, Theresa. I knew it could get a little rocky but I think we all learned a lot tonight.”

“Goodnight Emilie. I guess I will see you tomorrow.” Thersa left the fortieth floor apartment, with a lot to think about, but surprised at the offer of mentorship she received. The next day was going to be very interesting.


Chapter 6

The next night came quickly for all of them and when Theresa entered the apartment she found it much changed, at least temporarily, from the day before. The first thing she noticed was that M was bound on what looked like a massage bench but with one side partially lifted so he was laying like he might in a hospital bed. She noticed that his chastity device had been removed and his cock was hard and red, to the point of straining, and sticking straight in the air.

The next thing she noticed was that Mistress Emilie and another woman, who was nearly her twin except for with auburn hair and deep brown eyes, were both dressed from head to toe in black latex. Theresa had chosen a black cocktail dress and still felt woefully under dressed.

“I am glad you came dear,” Mistress Emilie pulled her into a hug. “This is my friend Dr. Bordeaux she will be performing the operation.”

The other woman had a thick french-canadian accent. “Hello my dear. Emilie tells you that you are the slave’s friend? Are you sure you are okay with this?”

Theresa nodded, taking a deep breath. She had been thinking about it non-stop for nearly twenty-four hours. She had realized that her feelings for M had blocked a truth, that this is what he was meant for and, under Emilie’s mentorship, she might find her own place as well.

“Good. Then let’s get started.” She turned to face Slave M. “How are you feeling, slave? Wishing for a last orgasm?”

Slave M moaned loudly and nodded his head, and only then did Theresa notice he was gagged. She looked at Emilie, who was grinning at the scene before her. She stepped forward.

“That is too bad, slave. No orgasm for you. Well, not that you can feel anyway.” She picked up a syringe and injected him at several points around his groin.

The slave whimpered as the warmth and numbness spread through his entire groin and Theresa was sure she saw some tears in his eyes. She was surprised to find the cruelty of what was happening arousing, and wondered if Emilie was right about her.

Emilie turned to her and smiled warmly. “Would you like to do the honors of giving him his last orgasm in his current form?”

“I thought you said that wasn’t happening?” Theresa asked, confused.

Both of the other women laughed. “Oh it is happening, and he will even feel it despite what I said,” Emilie grinned. “It won’t feel like a normal orgasm though, and that is the point.”

She handed Theresa a strange wand looking device, with a metal ring that clearly was meant to go around M’s cock. 

“This will combine vibrations and electric pulses to bring him to orgasm. He will feel the arousal build and maybe the pressure of the release, but he won’t feel the explosion or experience true relief.” Emilie explained to her.

Theresa nodded and found herself excited. As she approached the slave he shook his head and moaned loudly. Something about it woke something up in her and forced her to laugh. She carefully placed the ring over his cock and pressed the button on the wand. She watched his cock jump and harden almost immediately. Tears welled up in his eyes and he moaned and squirmed.

Theresa found herself enjoying the arousal, shame, and embarrassment in his eyes and felt the urge to be truly sadistic for maybe the first time in her life.

“You know, slave. If you had been man enough to ask me out when you had the chance maybe you wouldn’t be losing your balls tonight.” She started moving the wand up and down his straining, but numb, cock. “Maybe we would have had a normal relationship. Maybe you would have gotten to use this thing once or twice. Then again, maybe you would have wound up here anyway. Maybe this was just your fate.”

Emilie and Dr. Bordeaux watched in fascination, whispering back and forth as the girl said all of this. Emilie audibly giggled when the first beads of cum leaked out her slave’s cock right as Theresa reminded him that he would never get to use his cock.

They stood back and let her bring him to two more orgasms all while describing how he deserved to lose his balls, and eventually telling him that she once fucked their manager, another of his now former friends, after he left work one day. He shook and moaned into his gag, his mind trying to absorb the discordance of his total degradation and the arousal and half release he was receiving.

After the third of his orgasms Emilie tapped her on the shoulder. She understood immediately and removed the wand from his red, agitated cock.

“Well, I hope you enjoyed that as much as I did slave. My panties are absolutely soaked and I am going to masturbate to this night for years.”

She backed up and Emilie came forward, cleaning up her slave, first around his groin, which needed to be sterile for what happened next and then his tear covered face.

Dr. Bordeaux leaned into Theresa and whispered, “that was a thing of beauty. Emilie told me what happened last night, I am shocked you had that in you.”

“I don’t know where it came from. But I realized what he is. And once that happened it all felt so natural.” She shrugged. “I am going to miss my friend. But I think I am really going to enjoy knowing Emilie’s slave.”

The doctor nodded at that, understanding. “If you feel that way I think you really did find your place. Well, it looks like I am up.”

She pulled on long black gloves and grabbed a leather case and a jar.

“Are you ready for this? Ready to be my next victim?” She smiled at M, strapped helplessly to the bench, as he shook his head wildly.

“Oh come on. You know you want this. Don’t you want to watch as I remove your manhood? I know you do.” Her voice was soft and seductive and the other two women watched raptly as, against all odds, M started getting hard again.

Emilie leaned over, “he is completely numb but so much of arousal is mental. He wants this, or wants to be completely mine, which is the same thing at this point. I have to warn you though, there is no way to know how he will react when they come off. He is strapped down the way he is so he will be forced to watch.”

Dr. Bordeau opened her case revealing a scalpel and several other tools. What she did next surprised Theresa but Emilie knew it was coming, she moved up to where the slave’s head was and removed the gag.

“I would like to hear you say it, slave.” She hovered over him and a moment later Emillie appeared next to her, smiling down at her property.

“Yes, slave, say it. Tell us the truth.” Mistress Emilie put a hand on his forehead and he took a deep breath, almost instantly relaxing at her touch.

“Please Doctor Bordeaux. Please change me. Please castrate me. Please help me become what my owner wishes me to be.” He seemed to relax even more deeply as he said the words and any doubt in Theresa’s mind that this is where he belonged dissipated.

“Good boy, since you asked so nicely I suppose I have to.” Dr. Bordeaux said before moving back down between his legs.

Mistress Emilie stayed by his head, repositioning so she could watch. “I am so proud of you, my pet. So very proud.”

They all watched as Dr. Bordeaux made a small incision in his scrotum and forced one of the testicles from it. Theresa had to look away for a moment, but steeled herself and turned back around in time to see the Doctor put a clamp on the cords that connected the testicle to M’s body. As had happened many times over the last twenty-four hours Theresa was surprised that she felt a surge of arousal as the woman slowly sliced through the cord, pulled the first ball away and placed it in the jar. The slave gasped and tried to turn his head away, the bondage made it impossible to do and he sobbed loudly.

“Slave, you need this. You know you need this.” Emilie looked down at him. “Breathe for me, slave.”

He took several deep breaths and seemed to be calming down. Theresa got closer and looked at the jar with fascination. She realized in a moment that the things that made her old friend a man, or would have, would soon both be in that jar, she guessed to be disposed of, and he would never be what he could have been. If it had been appropriate she would have reached into her pants right there and started fingering herself.

“Okay, my dear.” Dr. Bordeaux’s voice was clear and emotionless. “You really want to watch this next part, because it is the end of your manhood and the true beginning of your life as property. An object. An it.”

Theresa winced at that, but also found it fascinatingly hot. It seemed that the more she learned about herself the more questions she had about all of it, and she wondered more about where she would end up.

“She is right, my beautiful pet, you need to watch this. You need to understand.” Emilie whispered in his ear.

M took a deep breath and watched as Dr. Bordeaux popped the other testicle out of his scrotum, clamped the cord, and slowly drew the scalpel through the cord. Rather than feeling anguish, shame, or fear, any of the things he thought he would feel there was a surge of acceptance and something felt strangely like arousal.

His head swam and he closed his eyes for a moment, taking it in. He did not see it but smelled the burning of a cauterization pen on the cords before the clamps were removed. He did not continue to watch as the woman tightened his scrotum significantly before sewing it shut. Instead he locked eyes with his Mistress.

Her affection for him, and his for her, was palpable.

“Thank you, Mistress,” he whispered. “I didn’t know.”

“I know, slave. You couldn’t.” She leaned over and kissed him deeply, before pulling away. “I am so proud of you.”

She continued to gaze down at him and watched as his eyes fluttered. Overcome with everything that had happened he let sleep overcome him.

The Doctor cleaned up her tools and held up the jar smiling. “Thank you for giving me another trophy, my dear Emilie. I know you hope this is the last, but if you ever take a second slave, or need to replace this one, I will be happy to be back.”

Emilie laughed and hugged her friend. She felt drunk, as she always did after a castration. “Thank you, ma chère. I am glad I could provide another trophy for your collection.”

“Wait” Theresa looked at them shocked. “You keep them?”

She was incredulous, but more curious than anything. Both of the other women laughed loudly.

Dr. Bordeau went to her purse and put her tools, and the jar, away and came up holding what looked like a necklace. “Of course I do, silly.”

Theresa took a closer look at the necklace and realized that the pendant in the center of it was definitely a bronzed testicle.

“Fuck,” she breathed. “Okay, why is that the hottest thing I have ever seen?”

Dr. Bordeaux leaned in and whispered into the girl’s ear, “because you are one of us. Accept it.”

Before she pulled back she bit the girl’s ear lightly, sending an electric shock of arousal running through her.

“Well, that leaves me wiped,” Dr. Bordeaux whirled and looked at Emilie. “Should we retire to the bedroom? Should she join us?”

Emilie bit her lip, thinking, then turned to Theresa. “That is up to you. Leave if you want or come join us for some pleasure before bed. It is a bit of a tradition.”

Theresa was, if it was possible, even more surprised by the invitation to the bedroom then she was by everything that had led to it. She had to admit both of the other women were incredibly hot too, and she was not one to pass up on an opportunity like that.

She walked over to the other two women. “I have a lot to learn from both of you I think.”

Dr Bordeaux put an arm around the girl as they all walked towards the bedroom. “You have no idea.”


Epilogue

Theresa sat behind the counter at the coffee shop. It was just before close and everyone had left. She did what she had been doing for the last two days, mentally replaying the events of that night over and over again. From torturing her old friend, to watching his gelding, to going to bed, and waking up in a tangle some hours later, with two of the most beautiful women she had ever seen.

Her pussy was still tingling from the pleasure they had shown her and she knew her life was changed forever. She realized of course, that she wasn’t the only one. She wished she could close up so she could either go home, or sneak into the back to masturbate. Her reverie was suddenly interrupted by the bell of the door signaling she had a customer.

She looked up and was surprised to see three familiar faces walking in. Emilie and Dr. Bordeaux, with Slave M between them, and walking quite gingerly. Her face immediately lit up in a smile.

“Drinks?” she asked. “Pastries?”

Emilie smiled, and shook her head, “actually we are heading to dinner and then Dr. Bordeaux is heading to the airport. But she wanted to say goodbye and I wanted you to see that my pet was doing alright”

As she said that M smiled weakly, and waved. She could see that he felt changed by what had happened, and wondered how he felt about the role she had played in it. She could tell it wasn’t the time to ask.

Emilie and Slave M went to their usual table and sat down, but Dr. Bordeaux remained at the counter.

Theresa felt shy and coy in her presence, she couldn't help but remember how the other woman had brought her to several orgasms, more than she could count really, in Emilie’s massive bed just two nights previous.

Dr. Bordeaux beckoned her forward with a crooked finger and Theresa felt like she had no choice but to step forward and lean over the counter. When she did Dr. Bordeaux grabbed her and pulled her into a deep passionate kiss. When she finally let her go she was completely breathless and her head was spinning.

“I have a gift for you, ma chère” Dr. Bordeaux reached into her purse and pulled out a jewelry case, handing it to the surprised girl.

“Is this?” Theresa asked, not believing it until she opened the case and saw a thin gold chain holding what could only be a bronzed testicle. It was such a surreal thing to hold.

“His?” She asked, motioning with her head towards the table.

“Of course, silly goose.” Dr. Bordeaux pulled her forward for another kiss, and then whispered in her ear, “and every time he sees you wearing it he will know.”

Theresa felt her pussy buzz with pleasure at that thought. It was sadistic and exciting and if she didn’t already know she was sure she had been changed completely.

“Thank you so much Dr. Bordeaux.” She held the necklace close to her chest. “I will treasure it always.”

“Oh I know,” The other woman smiled at her, “and please, call me Amanda.”

Theresa blushed. She couldn’t believe after all they had been through she was only now hearing the woman’s first name.

“Thank you Amanda. I hope I will see you again.” She blushed deeply, imagining so many things that could pass between them.

“You will. I will come here and you will come visit me soon too.” Amanda Bordeaux pulled a card from her purse and placed it on the counter. “Email me or call me anytime. We are going to be friends for a very long time.”

“Friends…” Theresa mumbled blushing, the word having developed a new meaning for her in recent days. “Yes we will.”

The doctor took her hand and held it for a brief moment before pulling away. “Soon,” she said.

Mistress Emilie and Slave M stood up to join her and soon they were all leaving together. Theresa watched them go, feeling like they were all now almost family, and excited for where her life might go next.

*

As they walked to dinner, Slave M found himself being pulled into the embrace of his Mistress, his owner. Everything, even walking, felt different. He couldn’t help but smile though, even as he felt the soreness of what he had lost. He knew he was exactly where he belonged and everything was as it should be. He suddenly felt overwhelmed by emotion.

“Thank you Dr. Bordeaux. Truly.” He found himself talking unbidden for the first time in weeks. “And thank you Mistress. I know I might be punished for speaking unprompted but I had to say this. I am so glad I am your property. I am so glad for all of it.”

Neither Emilie or Dr. Bordeaux said anything but they both smiled, excited for M to be embracing his future and his true place in the world.


This is the end of The Making of Slave M. Though as always it is possible that these characters will appear again in the future. I hope you enjoyed it. This story is evidence that sometimes characters tell you where they are going instead of vice versa and like Theresa I feel like they are part of my family now. I am somewhat sad to reach the end of the story, or at least this part of it. Please tell me what you think by emailing me at alyceimpelled@gmail.com
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