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A Note on This Edition

Earlier drafts of this story were shared in serialized form on my blog and podcast. This published version of Collared: Volume 1.5 has been revised, professionally formatted, and is now offered as a short digital book. This volume bridges the events of Collared: Volume 1 and the upcoming Volume 2. If you’re new to the series, you may want to start with Volume 1, available in stores.

Unlike the other volumes in the Collared series, this one will remain available for free on my Ghost blog—both as a short digital book and as individual blog posts and podcast episodes. It contains scenes involving hypnosis, which some platforms interpret as implying dubious consent. As a result, they restrict its publication and may severely penalize the author. For this reason, it will not be distributed through commercial stores.

Volume 1 has already been published in stores, and Volume 2 will be released there in the future.

A Note on Consent

All scenes in this book depict fully consensual acts between informed adults. Erotic hypnosis, persuasion, and suggestion are used here within the bounds of negotiated kink. The protagonist, House Slave Fag, consents not only to the actions described but to the experience of being hypnotized and transformed. He chooses this role willingly and with awareness of its implications. It must be understood that there is ongoing enthusiastic consent on the protagonist’s part, with the ability to withdraw consent at any time.
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Modular massage bed for House Slave Fag’s hypnosis training session.

On Monday morning I got up early and made myself an espresso right away, because I haven’t had much sleep after the party and it wasn’t easy to wake up. I put the chastity cage back on and then had a protein smoothie for breakfast. I still had 20 minutes before Master was planning to wake up and I started to prepare his hearty breakfast. When he got out of his bedroom, he first went into the bathroom. That was my cue to set the warm food on the table for him. When that was done and he wasn’t out yet, I decided to sit down on the carpet in the living room, in the spot where I usually sat when I massaged his feet.

I’m not expected to wait for him on my knees. I’m allowed to get to my own business (as I have some of my own work to attend to). In fact, once when I waited for him like that, he asked me what I was doing on the floor, which made me feel more awkward. But sometimes, when I’ve been so thoroughly mind-fucked, especially after this very intense Folsom weekend, I just want to show my complete submission to him. At that moment, I felt more comfortable on the floor, than sitting on the sofa.

Master got out of the bathroom and sat at the table. He shot orders at his smart home appliances to read him the news and his notifications. I don’t like to use Siri and the likes, as it makes me feel like I’m bossing them around, and it’s just too weird for me as a sub. But when he does that, it seems natural. He manages us all and we all serve at his pleasure. It makes me feel just like one of the other objects he gives orders to and that we all know our place.

I greeted him, “good morning Sir.”

He replied, “good morning,” and ate his breakfast, while browsing through his phone.

When he was done, I cleaned up after him, while he got ready to go to work.

* * *

Ten minutes later, Master was out of his bedroom again, dressed for work. He took back the chastity key that I left for him on the stand and ordered me to show him the cage, for him to inspect that it was properly locked, or just to enjoy the sight.

“I want you to do the laundry this morning and clean the surfaces in the kitchen,” Master said. “There’s a change of plans, as I decided to move up your hypnosis session to today. I’m not giving you much work this morning, so you can have enough time to douche. Have my lunch ready at 1:00 pm. Master John will be here at 1:30 pm to bottom for me and pick you up. I want you to wear your tank top that says ‘Property of Master J.E.’ and your shortest shorts.

“May I wear a pullover over on my way there, Sir? I need to be discreet about this and I don’t want to offend the Uber driver on my way back tomorrow morning, or any straight people on the street that may find it harassing.”

Master seemed to ponder this for a moment. Then he said, “Yes, you may, but if you’re just worried about the straight people, then you’ll be wearing that tank top to the gay bars tomorrow.”

I wanted to protest about his plans for my public display but nothing came out. He always gets the better of me.

“Yes Sir,” I acknowledged, defeated.

“Good. Take with you everything you need for tonight.”

“Yes Sir,” I said.

Master took off in his car and I got to work on the laundry and cleaning right away. When I was done with the cleaning in the kitchen I got to some work emails. I really only took care of urgent stuff because I needed to leave enough time to douche between laundry loads. Douching took me forever but I was done by noon. I grabbed a quick lunch, if you could call it that – one fruit and vegetable drink, one protein shake and one espresso. By 1 pm, I was ready for my Master and for Master John.

I heard Master J.E.’s car entering into the driveway and he walked into the apartment soon after. I set his plate and sat down in the living room to get out of his way. When he was done, I cleared his plate and washed the dishes. He instructed me to get undressed and wait on all fours, while he went to his bedroom. A moment later he emerged again and he put a blindfold on me. This always stressed me a bit, but I knew what Master John looked like, from the other day, when we met him at the Folsom Street Fair. He was 6’4” (or 1.93m), white, muscular, smooth, in his mid-40s and with a 10” thick dick. This was going to be quick anyway, as my Master needed to get back to work.

I heard a knock on the door and Master J.E. walking over to open it. He exchanged a few words with Master John, which I didn’t hear, and then they both got closer to me.

“Kiss my feet,” Master J.E. said, his voice coming from in front of me. I leaned down to kiss. His feet were right there. I kissed his smooth warm skin and moved from his right foot to the left.

“Now kiss Master John’s feet, on your right,” Master J.E. ordered.

I heard a little shuffling as Master John took his flip flops off. I pivoted to the right and leaned down. I felt Master John’s big hand on my head, guiding me towards his feet. I kissed them both, so big.

“That’s a good boy,” my Master said. “Now suck my dick and make me hard.”

I turned left and leaned closer to him. I heard him unzip his pants and his hand was at the back of my head, guiding me towards his thick dick. I took it in and sucked it like it was the best lollypop in the world. I went up and down, making sure to take it all the way down my throat and covering as much surface with my tongue. It became thicker and harder moment by moment, until he said, “that’s enough” and I pulled off.

I heard him put a condom on and flip open a bottle of lube. A moment later he was fucking Master John. Then I felt Master John’s big hand again on the back of my head and it guided me towards his dick. I took his thick 10” dick into my mouth, and he thrust it down my throat, as my Master thrust into his ass. His dick filled my throat completely as he held my head closer. I held onto his big legs and then onto Master J.E.’s legs behind him. I wanted to please Master John, and make sure he does the best job of taking my Master’s dick in his ass. I sucked him for a long minute, till I heard my Master let out a growl, pushing harder into Master John, as Master John pushed harder into my throat. Suddenly I felt Master John’s warm cum flowing down my throat. I swallowed and sucked a bit more to make sure his dick was clean and then I was released from his grip.

Master J.E. took the blindfold off me and told me to get dressed. They were both already dressed. I put a jockstrap on, my tank top, very short shorts and a hoodie. I got a couple of smoothie bottles from the fridge into my bag with the rest of my stuff and waited by the door, where I put my shoes on.

Master J.E. spoke to Master John: “Take good care of my boy. No BB under any circumstances. As we said, you can whore him out to up to 5 guys to cover your costs. No pain. No violence. And since you asked for substances to assist his submission into hypnosis, I’ll allow him to consume alcohol just this once, since he’s not driving tonight, but I want him sober in the morning. Don’t overdo it. You can also use these two pills to help him relax – they’re over the counter, nothing illegal, but will help take the edge off. Oh, and I may drop by tonight to check on my boy.”

“Understood,” Master John said.

Master John walked to the door and walked out. I said goodbye to my Master and followed Master John. I got into his car and sat in the passenger’s seat beside him.

“Ready for your session, pussyboy?” Master John asked.

I felt nervous. “I guess so, Sir,” I replied.

“Don’t worry, you’ll be fine. I promise you no pain, it’s all safe, and you’ll leave happier,” he said.

“May I ask, Sir,” I mumbled, “isn’t there anything dangerous about it? The mindfuck, I mean?”

“No, nothing to worry about, I assure you,” Master John said. “Think about it this way. You’re already mind-fucked, aren’t you? There are a lot of things you do for your Master because he got into your head, that most people wouldn’t consider normal, right?”

“Umm, yes Sir,” I said. “I mean, there are a lot of things I do because I got mind-fucked, but I don’t know if I feel right about it 100%.”

“Well, you may be ashamed because of prudish societal norms against BDSM, but you don’t really have doubts about your place, being meant to serve and be used and degraded like the very submissive whore that you are, right?”

“No, Sir,” I replied. “Umm. I don’t really have doubts. Just afraid of getting messed up.”

“Don’t be,” Master John replied. “You enjoy this, you take pleasure, and that’s good for you. You just need to continue giving up your inhibitions. I’ll help you with that.”

“Yes Sir,” I said. “Thank you.”

“My pleasure, pussyboy!” Master John replied.

* * *

Soon we arrived at his place in the Castro. I got out of the car and followed Master John into his home. As soon as I entered, he ordered me to get naked. The only things on my body were the chastity cage, my collar and the temporary tattoos: “SLAVE” on the front below my belly button, and “PROPERTY OF MASTER J.E.” on my lower back. I asked for permission to store my smoothies in his fridge and then I followed him to the room where he set me up for my long session.

The room was very sparse, other than a few clean black-and-white photos of Mapplethorpe’s muscular men. In the center of the room there was this kind of white padded massage bed that seemed very modular. He positioned me in a very different way than you’d do for massage. When I lay down on it on my stomach, my upper body was raised and my ass stood out, with legs lowered, like being on all fours. My torso was raised a bit, so that I faced the wall, where a large flat screen was hanging. There was a hole in the center of the bed, where my crotch was and there was a wide basin underneath the bed, presumably to collect any bodily fluids from my dick.

Master John said, “Try not to think too much of yourself as ‘me’, but focus on your holes and their function of receiving dicks or dildos or fingers, or you can also focus your attention on whoever or whatever is penetrating you, just don’t think about yourself, because it will limit your capacity to receive. Understood?”

“Uhh, yes Sir… I think,” I said, hesitantly.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get the idea, and the hypnosis video will guide you through it,” Master John reassured me.

“What if I need to cum or pee, Sir?” I asked.

“You just go,” Master John replied. “That’s what the basin underneath the bed is for. Just let go, in fact, don’t think about your dick at all. After some time, the prolonged fucking and especially in strong intensity will push you to anal orgasm. It’s ok and you have permission from your Master to cum. It’s actually encouraged. I want you to learn to cum from being fucked without touching your dick. And if the rough fucking makes you pee too, that’s fine, just let go, don’t think about your dick at all.”

“Yes Sir,” I replied.

“Good boy,” he said. “Now take one of the pills your Master gave me and we’ll start,” Master John instructed. He put the pill into my mouth and then held a glass of water with a straw for me to sip from. I felt like a child being fed medicine. “Good,” he said after I swallowed. “The pill should start having an effect in 15 to 30 minutes, so I’ll start you easy. First, I’m going to plug the two fucking machines into your ass and mouth, but I won’t start moving them. I’ll see how you’re doing in a bit and then I’ll start the machines for the dildos to really fuck you.”

He started with the machine in front of me, a simple device with a normal sized dildo attached, that could push in and out. He brought it closer to my face. “Say ahhh,” he instructed.

I opened my mouth, and he pushed the dildo in, filling my mouth and a part of my throat. Then he walked to my other side and I could feel him lubing up my hole. Another dildo was pushed into my ass, presumably attached to another fucking machine. He dimmed the lights and the room became completely dark. He spoke from beside me but I couldn’t see him.

“I’m going to play a hypnosis video,” he said. “It may seem like it doesn’t have any effect and that you’re still thinking freely, but trust me, after a long time in this state, I’m going to mold you into a complete faggot whore,” Master John said. “I adjusted the voice in the video, so that it’ll sound like your Master, to complete your conditioned training to his voice, though you’re going to become objectively more submissive towards all Men and all dicks.”

I nodded to express my understanding, as I couldn’t speak anymore, with my mouth full.

“I’ll come check in on you from time to time, but if you need to call me, there’s a buzzer by your right hand. Try not to use it. I’m going to monitor you now for a couple of minutes, and then I’ll come back in twenty minutes to put noise-canceling earphones on your head, so you’ll hear absolutely nothing but the hypnosis video. It’ll help you immerse completely. In forty minutes, I’ll turn on the fucking machine, and in an hour we’ll be done with the session. Ready, boy?”

I nodded ‘Yes.’

He patted my head and said “good boy! You have nothing to worry about, you’ll have a lot of fun and we’re going to make a great faggot whore out of you.”

I wasn’t sure what to think anymore, I just braced for whatever was to come.

Master John turned on the flat screen and it started screening gay porn with a moving spiral pattern and words blinking, corresponding to what was being said. The voice was Master J.E.’s. He repeated short messages over and over: “You are a faggot. Men look down at you. Your natural place is at their feet. You feel good submitting to them. You feel your hole filled. You feel happy. You are a faggot. It feels good to be a faggot.” The screen showed guys being fucked, large dicks penetrating asses and mouths, each image growing larger and then fading out and being replaced by another one.

My Master’s voice continued: “When I tell you that you are a good boy, you feel so happy. You feel relaxed. All you want to do is please me. All you want to do is please Men. You are meant to serve. You are fulfilling your true purpose. This is how it should be. You are happy to serve cock. You are happy to worship cock. You are a faggot. You are a good boy. You are a hungry faggot. You will serve anyone I tell you to. You are grateful that I reward you with more dicks. You don’t need to play with your own dick. You are happy to lock your dick away. You are happy to give me the key to your chastity. You don’t need to worry about anything. You only need to get fucked. You only cum when you get fucked. You are a faggot.”

The images kept changing. I took the words in, deciding not to resist. It was what my Master wanted and I accepted it. I squeezed my hole a bit, pushing onto the dildo in my ass, and back, and at the same time moving an inch back and forth on the dildo in my mouth. I felt hornier, but also more relaxed, lighter. The pill was having its effect, thankfully, or it would have been harder to bear the repetitive messages. “You need to take cock. You crave cock. You want nothing but cock. You worship cock. You need cock. Any cock. Cock, cock, cock.”

It felt like an hour had passed by the time Master John put the headphones over my ears. He patted my head. He took the dildo out of my mouth and put a cup and a straw into my mouth. I sipped. It was a sweet fruity cocktail. It quenched my thirst as I’ve been spending a lot of spit on the dildo and the sugar gave me energy. I stopped after a couple of sips but he kept the straw to my mouth, and I took it to mean he expected me to finish the drink. I was a little worried I’d make myself want to pee, but I remembered what he said – I needed to let go and not to think about my dick. He put the dildo back into my mouth, patted my head again and left, I guess.

The spiraling hypnosis video continued. I was completely immersed in the sounds and images. My Master was saying through the headphones: “Your holes are meant for cocks. You only cum when you get fucked. You want to take cocks. You need to take cocks deep. Thick cocks. Fucking your holes. Your ass. Your mouth. Those are holes for Men to use. It makes you happy. You want more. You always want more. You want to please Men. You want them to be happy. You need to please Men.”

Time seemed to pass more quickly. I was more relaxed, buzzed now, actually. I enjoyed the feeling of having my ass and mouth full. The voice of my Master was reassuring. I felt safe. He continued: “You are a faggot. There is no shame. You live to serve. It feels good. It is good for you. You are a faggot. There is no shame. It is what you are. What you were meant to be.”

Master John was back. He caressed my ass, poured some more lube into my hole, and then I felt the dildo push in and out. Slowly, pushing just a little deeper with each thrust, and then he set a fixed pace, not as slow, but not too fast, so I could feel the dildo for the full length of my ass, as it pushed in and out, repeatedly. Then he turned on the fucking machine for my mouth, also starting slow, but then increasing its pace a bit, to match the machine fucking my ass. Master John patted my head once more and left. I continued staring at the screen as I was mechanically fucked from both sides, my ears being drilled with the repetitive messages in my Master’s voice: “You love getting fucked. You need to get fucked. You are a whore. You want to be whored out. You need Men to use you. You are a whore.”

This was more mind-fucking than anything I have ever experienced. I no longer had any attention span to process the images and voices, the words on the screen and the words of my Master. I was being repeatedly drilled by the fucking machines from both sides and my mind was focused on their synchronous movement, on receiving them. The words, the dicks I saw, they all went through me. I was a porous sponge, but I couldn’t take anymore. And as the image of the super wet sponge came to my mind I felt fluids come out of my dick. I didn’t resist, just as I was instructed. I couldn’t even if I wanted to. The cum just poured out, not in a sudden spurt, but like water flowing out of a faucet. I didn’t hold back and as soon as the cum was done, piss came out. All while the fucking machines kept on drilling my holes. Finally, I felt emptied and then the fucking machine stopped too.

Master John turned off the screen and slowly turned the light dimmer on. He took the headphones off my head. Suddenly it was quiet and I could hear my thoughts again. But I wasn’t ready for what happened next. He pulled the dildo out of my ass and then the other one out of my mouth, and I felt completely empty. A tear came down my cheek. Master John must have seen that, as he patted my head, and said “there there, you’ll adjust in a moment.” He put two fingers into my mouth and I felt relieved as I sucked hard onto them.

“I brought you your lunch,” Master John said. “You must be exhausted.” He held the smoothie cup up and inserted the straw into my mouth.” I sipped and recovered some of my energy. When I was done, he set the cup down and said, “Now for your first dick as a fully trained faggot whore!”. He walked over, behind me, and I heard him unzip and put a condom on. He had no problem sliding in through my stretched hole, even with his thick 10” dick. It felt so good, the warmth of a human dick, the girth, the strength, as he thrust it deep inside me, pushing against the walls of my rectum. His big hands grabbed my buttocks as he thrust harder and harder, faster and faster.

“How does this feel, property of Master J.E.?” he asked, reading out the tattoo on my lower back.

“Feels amazing, Sir,” I said. “My hole is yours to use. I am a faggot. I need you to use me. I need to get fucked,” I added, more verbal than I ever was. Everything I heard in the last hour suddenly flowed out of my mouth. And as I thought again about words flowing out, cum flowed out of my dick through my chastity cage. “Ahhhh!” I yelled. “Sir J.E.! Sir J.E.!”

“It’s OK,” Master John reassured. “Let it flow.”

And I did, as I felt Master John tense up, his huge dick getting even more rigid inside my hole. “ARGH!” he roared, as he came, then leaned on my back, hugging me with the full weight of his 6’4” 200+ lbs body. “You did great, pussyboy,” he said.

After a short pause, contemplating what had just happened, I asked, “Sir? Am I going to leak fluids from now on just like that? Is that normal?”

“Don’t worry,” Master John reassured. “Your training will make it easier for you to cum from getting fucked. But you won’t cum spontaneously, without stimulation. And yes, this is normal. This is how it should be. Faggots cum from getting fucked. You don’t need to jerk off. Do you understand?”

“Yes Sir,” I replied. “I am a faggot.”

“Good boy,” he said. He patted my head and finally pulled out.

“Alright, that’s enough for now,” Master John said. “I’m going to let you freshen up and then you can take a nap before the gang comes over to use you.”
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House Slave Fag is listening to a hypnosis audio recording and is not really in a massage parlor, but is going to be fucked from all around.




I woke up from my late afternoon nap but couldn’t see anything, couldn’t speak as my mouth was full and I realized I was flat on my stomach with the heavy weight of Master John on me, his thick dick inside my ass, as he whispered in my ear, “good morning, pussyboy.”

I would have said “hello, Sir,” but I couldn’t. There was a dildo in my mouth.

“I want you to really get used to this feeling, boy,” Master John said. “You’re a vessel for Men’s dicks, two holes for them to use. Your eyes are covered because you don’t need to see who uses you, and you don’t need to appreciate what they look like, it’s not about you. Your Master has already approved everyone that’s coming to use you. Sensory deprivation will make this easier for you, and will help reinforce your training, to think of yourself as a hole, to receive pleasure only from getting penetrated and filled.”

I nodded to signal my understanding. Master John kissed my neck and said “good pussyboy,” as he thrust his huge dick deeper into my ass. I felt every inch of it as it pushed through my sphincter. I was comforted by the weight of his large, warm, muscular body on my back. His legs enveloped mine, as he thrust his dick faster and deeper inside. The dildo in my mouth prevented me from moaning loudly and only a pleading purr came out. He thrust faster and harder, and then he pushed deep and I felt so close to him as he pushed into me. Then he pulled out and got off me. Suddenly the dildo was pulled out of my mouth. I heard the flick of rubber and then felt the condom on my lips, as I realized Master John was emptying the contents of his condom into my mouth. I took his cum in and swallowed. Then he inserted his thick dick into my mouth and said “clean it.” I couldn’t move at all, I just sucked it as he moved it inside my mouth, pushing in and out, till he was satisfied that it was clean. “Good pussyboy,” he said and patted my head.

“Our guests will start arriving soon. I’m going to leave your blindfold on and I’ll put the headphones back on too. You won’t hear any of us, but you’ll continue hearing encouraging instructions from the earlier recording in the voice of your Master. I’ll reduce the intensity of the recording. It’s not meant to do further hypnosis to you, just to reinforce your place. Again, just let go. There’s nothing you need to do but take cocks. Remember that you’re safe with me. I’m watching you the whole time. Just take it and be compliant. At some point, your Master will be here to check on you too, so you want to make sure he’s satisfied too, even if you don’t know it’s him. That means you need to satisfy everyone.”

“Yes Sir,” I acknowledged.

Master John put the noise-canceling headphones back on my ears and I could hear Master J.E.’s recorded voice again: “You love cock. You want nothing but cock. You will suck any cock that I tell you to. You will bottom for anyone that I want you to. You are my slutty slave. You want nothing but cock.” This continued, as Master John shoved a dildo back into my mouth, as if it were a pacifier, but it was bigger than a pacifier. He pushed it in and out three times and I gave in to the feeling of my mouth being penetrated, my throat being filled. “You feel like a hole for Men’s dicks,” Master J.E.’s voice continued. “You will suck any cock that I tell you to. You will bottom for anyone that I want you to. You are my whore…”

I was lying flat on my stomach. Then I felt Master John’s thick and wet fingers rubbing my asshole with lube and pushing in. His lubed fingers easily slid inside my hole. He moved them around, making sure to lube me up good. Master J.E.’s voice said “You are my whore. You love taking dick for me.” Then a thick ribbed dildo pushed into my hole, slowly, and the recorded voice repeated: “You love taking dick for me. You love taking dick for me. You’ll take any dick for me.” When the dildo was fully inserted, it was pulled out a bit, and inserted again, repeating this a few times. As my hole widened, I relaxed, and I focused on my Master’s voice.

I stayed in that position for a few minutes, till the dildo in my mouth was pulled out. My mouth was only gaping for a second, when an average dick was pushed inside. Hands grabbed behind my head and under my chin and the dick was thrust in and out, fucking my mouth harder and harder. Gradually it grew a little bigger. I sucked and let him use my mouth as he wanted, while I focused on my Master’s voice: “You love dick. You will suck any dick I tell you to. You are my whore.”

Then the dick was pulled out of my mouth. Nothing happened for a few seconds. Then a very thick dick was inserted into my mouth. I opened my mouth wider to accommodate the thick dick. At the same time, the ribbed dildo was being pulled out of my ass, slowly, one ridge at a time. When it was out, I felt so empty and a light breeze blew on my exposed hole. I instinctively got up on all fours, pushing out to present my hole. My ass was slapped and my attention was completely refocused on my ass. I pushed out again, and my ass was slapped once more. I got back down, flat on my stomach, and my ass wasn’t slapped again. A couple of fingers went inside my hole, probing, and then a dick pushed in. “You will take any dick for me,” my Master’s voice reiterated. “You love taking dick for me. You are my whore.” I focused on my Master’s voice as the two dicks kept fucking me from both ends.

Because the dick in my mouth was so wide, it took more of my attention, though the pounding in my ass continued. My Master’s voice kept saying “You love sucking dick,” and I kept sucking. It filled my mouth and I sucked, with all my hunger for this thick dick in my mouth. It pushed in and paused, as I felt cum sliding down my throat. The thick dick stayed in my throat for several seconds more and as cum continued flowing, I swallowed, so as not to choke, or offend its owner. The dick was pulled out of my mouth. I felt a pat on my head. And another dick was pushed into my mouth again.

It was easier to breathe with the new dick, though it grew a little thicker too, pretty quickly. It was pushed assertively into my throat and I sucked hard, sticking my tongue to it, so the owner would know I was trying to please him. The dick that was drilling my ass gave a few harder poundings, paused for a few seconds and pulled out. The dick in my mouth was then pulled out too and then another large thick dick took its place, sliding slowly into my mouth. As it pushed deep down my throat, I felt another dick push easily into my ass. It felt so smooth. I squeezed my hole, to feel it closer and I hoped it would pleasure the dick’s owner. I felt full from both sides, the large dick in my mouth sliding in and out but only a couple of inches. Its owner grabbed my throat, squeezing a bit, making me feel the dick even harder inside my throat. At the same time, my ass was grabbed and the dick was pushed harder into my ass. I felt the athletic body against my ass and a big guy fucking my face.

My ass was drilled harder and harder. The recorded voice of my Master said “You will take any dick for me. You love taking dick.” I focused on that and on receiving that dick. Suddenly the headphones were pulled off my ears and I heard the real voice of my Master say “Take it!” just as his cum flooded my hole. I wanted to call out his name, but it was a muffled sound with the other dick still deep in my throat.

Both dicks were pulled out of me at the same time. Then, I suppose it was Master J.E. feeding me his dick, as it tasted like cum. The other large thick dick pushed into my ass, wrapped I assumed, but it slid inside very smoothly on my Master’s cum. I wrapped my tongue on my Master’s dick, to show him my love for his dick. I was oblivious of the dick in my ass, though it was filling my hole. Master J.E. soon pulled his dick out and patted my head. Another dick took his place in my mouth. The headphones were placed back on my ears. The fucking continued—a couple more dicks for a little longer—fucking my throat, my ass and my mind.
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House Slave Fag is about to get a golden shower from Masters John & Juan.

The voice of my Master in the headphones stopped and I snapped out of my daze, realizing I was no longer being fucked. I felt the headphones being taken off my head, followed by the blindfold. The room was dark but a dim light was turned on and I could see the tall muscular shape of Master John approaching me, while I was still lying on my stomach.

“You’re free to get up and off the bed, pussyboy. How are you feeling?” Master John asked.

“Uh, umm, uh, Sir?” I was still getting back to my senses, but I slowly got off the “bed” to which I had been attached and on which I got thoroughly fucked for a good part of that day. I stood up, but felt a bit wobbly, a bit dizzy. Master John grabbed me, hugged me like a big bear.

“It’s ok, pussyboy. You did great and Master J.E. was very happy with you. You just need to get some nutrients and a good night’s sleep.”

“Hmm,” I hummed and smiled, happy my Master was pleased.

“Here, this is your evening smoothie,” he handed me a smoothie with a rainbow straw, still a part of my juice diet, so douching and bottoming will be quick and easy during this sex-packed week. “It has chamomile and lavender in it, and I also put in the second pill Master J.E. gave for you, so you can fully relax and get a really good night’s sleep. I want you to stay in this receptive state to absorb a little more training into your subconscious while you sleep,” he said, and I had no idea what he meant.

“Thank you, Sir,” I said, as I sipped the delicious smoothie.

Master John continued to hold me in his embrace, a huge 6’4” 200 lbs+ smooth muscular daddy. At 5’6” I was his very little spoon.

“You like being Daddy’s little spoon, don’t you pussyboy?” he said, reading my mind, as he patted the top of my head. “Don’t you, pussyboy?” he asked again, and I realized this was not a rhetorical question.

“Uh, yes Sir,” I replied. “I love being Daddy’s little spoon. You’re so big, Sir!”

“Yes, I am, pussyboy!” he said. “And you took Daddy’s 10 inch dick like a very good boy!”

“Umm,” I didn’t know what to say to that. I felt myself blushing and I just continued sipping on the smoothie.

“Yes, you did!” he said. “You were such a whore today, taking dick from your Master, from me and from five other guys!”

I had nothing to say to that.

“Keep sucking on that straw,” he said and easily inserted three thick fingers into my wide open hole, while I was still in his embrace.

“Hmmm,” I purred and continued sucking on the straw, but then I reached the end of the drink, and the air I sucked made a little noise.

He took the cup away with his free hand and set it aside. Then he cupped my chin with one hand and kissed me. His thick tongue penetrated my mouth, while his fingers played with my hole. I didn’t resist in any way. I just hugged him, feeling his amazing pecs and biceps, so happy to give myself to him.

Suddenly the doorbell rang.

“Are you expecting another guy, Sir?” I asked Master John, surprised.

“Yes boy,” he answered. “You can go and invite him in. I’ll finish clearing up this room.”

“But I’m naked, Sir,” I said back, not meaning for it to sound like a retort.

“Don’t be shy! You are a whore,” Master John recalled. “It’s a buddy of mine at the door and he won’t be offended by your nudity, pussyboy,” he added.

“Yes Sir,” I said, resigned, and headed out of the room toward the front door.

I really wanted to cover myself with something, but Master John was clear that it shouldn’t be an issue. I peeked out from behind the door as I opened it for the guest.

“Hello faggot!” the tall young guy at the door said to me gingerly.

“Umm, hello Sir,” I said, confused by his abruptness. “Please come in,” I invited him.

Now I was standing in front of him, without the door to hide me, and I instinctively covered my genitals, or rather, the chastity cage, though my little hand couldn’t hide everything. The guy in front of me was as tall as Master John, about 6’4”, Latino, in his early 20s, and also very buff but slimmer than Master John.

He flicked my hand away from my cage and grabbed the cage.

“You don’t need to be shy around me! I know all about you, you little bitch!”, he said, this cocky guy, twenty years younger than me!

“I’m sorry, Sir,” I said, automatically, not even sure what I was apologizing for.

“I bet you are, faggot,” he said. “Because you just want to be a good bitch for me!” he continued.

“Sir?” I asked, sort of, unable to respond with anything else.

“Do you have any doubt that you want to be a good bitch for me?” he asked, and I wasn’t sure if he was expecting an answer. “Do you?” he reiterated.

The answer was obvious. I looked at him, with his puffy pecs, broad shoulders and huge biceps. One of his nipples peeked from the side of his very exposing thin tank top.

“No Sir,” I said, finally.

“Of course not,” he asserted. “You’re a whore that’s already been fucked by 7 guys today and Master John has completed your training. You’re faggotized!”

All of a sudden I dropped to my knees. I looked at this cocky young man from below, now towering even higher above me, and I felt a certain bliss. I admired his muscular body and the authority he held over me. I felt completely powerless. In admiration.

Master John walked into the room just then. “Hey buddy,” he said and bumped shoulders with my new Master. “Why are you ruining the surprise?” he asked in a mix of a scold and a snicker.

“Sir?” I wondered.

“Master Juan just activated one of the hypnosis trigger words on you,” Master John explained. “I chose a word that is not often used in this specific conjugation, so the moment you hear the word ‘faggotized’ you can’t help but drop to your knees and you’re driven deeper into your sub headspace, even more than your usual submissive nature.”

“Oh, thank you Master Juan,” I said, again, not sure why.

Both of the Masters burst out laughing and Master Juan said “my pleasure!”

“Alright, enough of that,” Master John said. “It’s time for your bath, boy, because we want you clean before you climb into bed with us.”

“Sir? My apologies, I don’t mean to be rude,” I prefaced, “but I’m not supposed to have sex with any more guys, based on Master J.E.’s instructions, no?”

Young Master Juan laughed again. “I love how the faggot doesn’t even know who has used its holes,” he said, embarrassing me. “I was one of the five guys Master John invited to fuck you earlier, daddy. I fucked you so good and you swallowed my cum.”

“Oh,” I said, surprised.

“Yes,” Master Juan said. “Just think that there are four other guys out there that might run into you, who will recognize you and know that they fucked your cunt and mouth, while you won’t have a clue.”

“Oh,” I said again, embarrassed.

“That should make you happy,” Master Juan said. “Don’t forget your training. You are a whore!”

“Yes Sir,” I said.

“What’s that, faggot?” he asked. “Remember you are deep in your sub headspace.”

“Yes Sir, I am a whore,” I replied.

“And you are happy you can be my bitch again tonight, aren’t you, faggot?” he asked.

“Yes Sir!” I said more enthusiastically. “I am happy I can be your bitch again tonight!” I replied.

“I bet you are!” Master Juan said.

“You can stand up and walk after me to the bathroom,” Master John said to me and I followed him.

We entered the bathroom, with Master Juan right behind us. Master John pointed into the bathtub and I got inside.

“Lie down,” he instructed and I did as I was told.

Master John was actually still naked, so he wasted no time, aimed his dick at my chest and started to pee. I was surprised but not offended. I was in my sub headspace and I felt honored. Master Juan unzipped his fly and joined with a strong stream of piss aimed at my face.

“Open your mouth, pussyboy,” Master John said while he was getting my chest wet and then focusing on my chastity cage.

“Drink my piss, faggot,” Master Juan said as he aimed directly into my mouth. It was sweet and I drank a lot of it, whatever I could, though they got me soaked – my body, my face and my hair. I admired the two men pissing on me. So much piss was flowing from Master John’s 10 inch cock and I drank some of it too. But I was especially admiring Master Juan’s dick as he was closer to my face and I was eager to drink all I could from him. His dick was beautiful, large but not huge, a little thick and veiny. This was especially degrading as he was dressed and I was naked, soaked, lying in the bathtub, looking up at him. His pecs seemed even bigger than before and I could see his large nipples through the thin semi-transparent fabric of his baby blue tank top. I looked further up and met his smirking stare. “Did you like that?” he asked, as he shook his dick for the last few drops to land on my nose and lips.

“Yes Master Juan,” I said. “You have tasty piss, Sir. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, daddy,” Master Juan said, snickering.

“Alright,” Master John intervened. “Get rinsed and douche your hole too. No need to overdo it, since you’ve only been eating liquid foods. When you’re done, come to bed,” he said, and he and Master Juan got out of the bathroom.
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House Slave Fag in bed, thinking he’s with two Masters J.E.

Getting ready for bed at Master John’s place, I flossed, brushed, rinsed and douched. In the bedroom a few candles were flickering, letting out a warm little light. My two muscular Masters were standing in front of the bed on both sides. Their tall bodies cast huge shadows and I felt dwarfed by them.

Master John was holding an anal condom in a purple package and he motioned for me to lean forward on the bed.

“Put your hands on the bed, pussyboy,” he instructed. “I want to put this in your pussy, so that we can put our dicks inside you at any time without fussing around with a condom.”

I leaned forward as instructed, while he ripped the foil off the anal condom. He put it loosely on a medium sized dildo, not tight as with a regular condom, and then he pushed the wrapped dildo into my hole. He made sure to push it inside all the way and then a few times back and forth for good measure, making certain that the anal condom was held in place. I couldn’t help myself and I let out a moan.

“That’s enough, pussyboy,” Master John said and he pulled the dildo out. “The next time you’re fucked you’ll be fast asleep.”

“Sir?” I asked.

“That’s an important part of your training,” Master John explained. “Don’t get me wrong, I’m not a necrophiliac and I’m not into raping boys either. But getting fucked while you’re asleep will help reinforce your training through your subconscious, even if you might wake up at some point. Do I have your consent for that?”

“Yes Sir, of course,” I replied, almost offended by the idea that I’d ever want to say ‘no’ to him.

“Good,” he said. “I’m sure you’re already exhausted from all the drilling and mind-fucking you endured today, and together with the pill I gave you about half an hour ago, you should be ready to go into a very deep sleep quickly. You’re going to continue to hear a hypnosis recording in the voice of Master J.E. in your ears, but this time I’m giving you in-ear earphones instead of the bulky headphones, so you don’t wake up or drop them if you toss around in your sleep. They are set to change any outside human voices that you hear into Master J.E.’s voice. So when we boss you around, we’ll switch off the hypnosis and our voices will be changed to sound to you like him. You’ll be blindfolded at all times.”

“One more thing,” he added. “My hypnosis software is linked to your Fitbit watch, so it knows when you are in deep sleep and receptive to hypnosis and it pauses when you are more alert or even awake, so you don’t become more aware of the hypnosis. From your side though, everything will be seamless and you won’t know who’s talking to you. Master J.E. will pick you up in the morning. Now get into bed and put on the blindfold. Time to sleep. All clear, boy?”

“Yes Sir,” I replied. It was a lot to take in but I took the earphones from his hand, put them in and then got into bed and put the blindfold on. I was still locked in chastity and naked. I felt my big Masters get into bed as well on each side of me. Soon I was fast asleep.

* * *

At some point I thought I woke up with a dick in my mouth. “Suck it, boy!” It was Master J.E.’s voice. I looked up and it was him, athletic and somehow appearing bigger, taller than usual. I sucked eagerly, happy to please him, and then I felt a dick going into my ass too. It went in slowly, filling my hole, and its big owner embraced me from behind, pushing in, while whispering in my ear, “take it, boy!” – it was Master J.E. again! I looked up at Master J.E. who was still in front of me, feeding me. It was him. For a moment, between sucks, I looked back, and it was Master J.E. too! I realized I must still be asleep but this felt so vivid, like I was hallucinating rather than dreaming. The Master behind me seemed to sense my surprise and he said, “it’s ok. I’m your Master. Just take my dick. That’s all you need to do. Clear your mind, open your holes and embrace your Master’s dick in every hole.”

I tried not to over-analyze it and just sucked and bottomed for Master(s) J.E. and it made me happy, grateful. Then I felt my Master’s dick pulsing in my throat as he came. I sucked hard, keeping my lips tight on his dick, so as not to lose a drop, as I felt the taste of his cum on my tongue and the fluid flowing into my throat. It went on and on like I was drinking a full glass of cum as a smoothie. Finally the cum stopped flowing and I realized the fucking in my hole stopped too.

“What do you say?” Master J.E. asked, or at least, one of them did.

“Thank you, Sir!” I replied. “That was the most cum I have ever drunk! I’m so proud to be given so much cum by you, Sir.”

“That’s my boy!” he said. “Now you can go back to sleep.”

And just like that the room went dark and I went to sleep.

* * *

I woke up and the room was very bright. Actually, it didn’t feel like I was in the room but outdoors, still lying on my back but looking at the sky, not the ceiling. My legs were spread apart and my arms were stretched above my head. I looked down and realized I was on some kind of a sling. A white sling. Everything was white. My legs were tied in place though I couldn’t see any straps. My arms were tied as well somehow. It was difficult to raise my head, so maybe I didn’t get a good enough look, but I couldn’t see my dick. I remembered I was caged, but I couldn’t see the cage. Was I covered by some skin-toned jockstrap? I couldn’t see. Maybe I was still a little blurry from sleeping.

I then became aware that Master J.E. was in front of me, probing with his dick inside my hole.

“Good morning, boy,” he said.

“Oh, wow, good morning, Sir,” I said, as I felt his dick growing inside me.

“Are you happy to see me, boy?” he asked.

“Yes, Sir, of course,” I said, and let out a gasp as he pushed deeper inside me. “I’m very happy to see you, Sir.”

“What makes you happy to see me?” he continued, while still fucking me, slowly.

“Well, Sir!” I almost yelled, as I felt his dick fully fill my hole. “You’re my Master. You’re the person that has the most power over me. Your power, your authority, I love it, Sir.”

“You love to submit to my authority, don’t you, boy?” he asked and pushed in again.

“Yes Sir,” I replied. “No one is as dominant as you. No one controls me like you do, Sir.”

“You like that I control you,” he reiterated. “That I breed you,” he pressed in, again and again. “That I feed you,” he added, as he inserted two fingers into my mouth.

I just nodded affirmatively as I sucked on his fingers and accepted his dick fucking my hole.

He took his fingers out of my mouth and another dick was inserted into my mouth instead. It got deep into my throat so quickly that I almost choked. Then it drew back out and in again, slowly, but going all the way in. I was deepthroating it, rather smoothly, while I continued getting fucked.

“You love sucking my dick,” Master J.E. said. “Don’t you, boy?”

The voice was coming from the man fucking my throat!

“You love your Master’s cock, don’t you, boy?” he continued.

I only hummed in agreement, as his dick was deep in my throat. I couldn’t see him and I was wondering if I was still sleeping. Or maybe I was awake, and Master J.E. really was fucking my ass, but the earphones were still in and only changing the voice of the man fucking my throat? I couldn’t tell. I realized it didn’t matter. This was what I’d signed up for.

Then I heard Master J.E.’s voice from above me, “are you ready?” and I just hummed and continued sucking. The other Master J.E. fucking my ass said “I’m ready too.” His drilling pace in my ass got faster and harder, while I could feel (his) dick in my throat pulsing again and again. Then I felt the thick fluid sliding down my throat. Then I realized I felt warm and wet in my hole too.

The dick in my mouth pulled out and I immediately called out, “Sir J.E.!” as I realized it must have been him fucking me, the only one who would breed me.

He chuckled, “you really are happy to see me!” he said.

I felt the earphones being pulled out of my ears and my arms and legs being untied. The sling was lowered to the grass, with me still on it. Master J.E. lay on top of me, reinserted his dick into my wet and now loose hole, and kissed me. I hugged him back and said “thank you, Sir.”

He wiped a tear from my cheek and asked “what is that for, boy?”

“I’m just happy to see you, Sir. To feel you inside me,” I replied. “I’m so happy to be yours.”

“As you should be, boy. Looks like your training went well. I’m very happy to own you too, boy.”
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    About the Author
  


  
    I began sharing my journey into submission as a gay man purely for the fun of it, eager to let everyone know just how submissive I could get. Storytelling itself encouraged me to be bolder and more persistent in pursuing kinky fun and fulfilling my role as a sub. Along the way, I discovered that fans were having so much fun with my stories too—sometimes a little too much fun! One locked sub shared that he had a hard time listening to my podcast, unless he was able to unlock, because he’d get too hard…

What I didn’t expect was how empowering my content would be for others. Some of you told me how my journey inspired you to follow your own desires and explore new areas of kink. That knowledge motivates me to keep sharing, knowing the good my blog and stories can bring to you.
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    Also by HSF
  


  
    House Slave Fag writes, blogs, and podcasts about submission—not just as a fantasy, but as a lived experience. His work blends storytelling, kink, and personal growth, offering readers a glimpse into the erotic and the transformative.
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              https://books2read.com/u/bQoBKZ?store=apple&format=EBOOK
            
          

        

        
          
            It all begins at the Folsom Street Fair in San Francisco and then dives into HSF’s growing submission — from public displays to intimate encounters at a bar, a pool party, and even scenes of service under his Master’s sports team. Intimate, raw, and reverent, it’s not just about what happened — it’s about everything he hoped would happen next in real life.
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            When HSF first spotted Master Jay’s handsome, gym-toned photos online, he assumed they were nothing more than thirst traps — clean, confident, and far too classy for a sub like him to approach. But a deeper look revealed a potential Dominant streak. Within a week, Master Jay had begun to assert control, unlocking desires that HSF had kept locked away for months.

Meeting Master Jay is a raw and intimate imagining of their first encounter — a story that blurs the line between longing and submission, fantasy and possibility.
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          Master John’s Tales: Volume 1 (Coming Soon!)
        

        

        

        
          
            In this first volume of Master John’s Tales, three very different subs each face their own initiation: Mike, a 23-year-old twink learning to become a slave; Paulo, 36, discovering how to serve without sex; and HSF himself, pushed into full obedience under Master John’s exacting control. Bold, unapologetic, and Dominant to the core, these are the stories of how real subs are trained.
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          Tranced & Transformed: Volume 1
        

        

        

        
          
            When HSF first meets the commanding Black Master Maximus, he doesn’t expect to be broken so completely — or so willingly. What begins as a weekend visit quickly spirals into full-blown submission, as the masculine sub is locked in chastity, hypnotically reprogrammed, and trained to be used and shared.

Tranced & Transformed: Volume 1 is a raw, explicit fantasy of feminization, hypnosis, and obedience.

Available only at HouseSlaveFag.ghost.io/books.
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          Tranced & Transformed: Volume 2
        

        

        

        
          
            HSF’s transformation continues in Tranced & Transformed: Volume 2, as Master Aaron takes over and pushes him further into public sissification. From workouts in the Black New World Order gym to xxx photo shoots and corporate submission, HSF finds that the deeper he goes, the more natural it feels to serve.

This volume is a raw, explicit fantasy of humiliation, obedience, and erotic mind control — the next step in forced feminization into total submission.

Available only at HouseSlaveFag.ghost.io/books.
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