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Using David

He had no idea.

He had no idea that he was about to drive right into a trap.

He had no idea that his ex-wife prepared something very special for him.

He had no idea that she intended to take him, restrain him, and show him the error of his ways. His ex-wife wanted him. More importantly, she had the resources necessary to keep him. She asked for a meeting, so he drove over.

Pretty soon, she was going to ask for so much more. She was going to ask him to become her property. She would touch him and play with him and show him exactly what kind of mistake he made when he let her go.

After all, he had his chance to be a good husband. He could have simply accepted his place in the world. He could have been an incredibly lucky man with a gorgeous wife who wished to make him happy. But since none of that worked out, he would have to settle on a different kind of relationship altogether, one resembling slavery more than marriage…

As he arrived at her place, he had no idea that he was about to lose his freedom.

As Adam guided his car down the long driveway, he couldn't help but experience another kick of jealousy in his gut. As the sun set, he kept glancing from left to right, taking in this palatial estate. From the finely manicured roses to the massive pool and the gigantic house, this was nothing less than a mansion.

When they first met, he never imagined Janet would end up in a place like this. And there he was, ready to hold out his hand for some more money.

"It never would have worked out," he said to no one in particular as he parked in front of the front doors.

He got out, and he worked to get his emotions under control. Closing his eyes for just a moment, he pictured Janet again. He imagined her freckled cheeks, her long black hair, and her vivid blue eyes. Damn, she had gorgeous eyes.

And again, she had an incredible body too.

Back in high school, Adam always wondered about those girls who managed to be smart, athletic, and beautiful. For the most part, he had been something of a geek, and the girls thought he was sweet, but he definitely had his shortfalls. Some of the girls seemed to be perfect.

Janet was definitely one of them.

He smirked for a moment, thinking less wholesome thoughts about the rest of her body. He remembered how good it felt to run his hands over her breasts, to kiss her lips, and to squeeze her ass. From her perfectly shaped legs to her flat stomach and the curves of her breasts…she was perfect.

And she was brilliant.

He looked around again, sweeping his gaze over the huge house. The six car garage and servants’ quarters off to the side made it abundantly clear that this house’s owner wielded the kind of fortune most people only dreamed of. Perhaps worst of all, Janet could actually afford something much larger.

She was rich, crazy rich. She had the kind of money needed to buy islands or countries. And Adam divorced her for it.

When they first got together, he had been so thrilled. He had counted himself as the luckiest man in the world. She was smart, beautiful, and funny. She was also very ambitious. While he worked to put her through school, she studied and learned so much. She put together one business plan after another even as she continued to work in biological chemistry.

After her graduation, it was Adam’s turned to go back to college. But he couldn't do it. As he walked up to her front door, he could feel his knuckles tighten once again. His throat actually clenched because he didn't like to think about his botched attempts at academia.

Janet glided through the entire experience. Adam, on the other hand, could barely pass most of his classes. Of course, his wife offered to help him, but he resented it. He resented her. He couldn't stand how she had done it so easily.

Of course, he still loved her, so he didn't say anything. But she could obviously sense that distance growing between them. So she tried to be a better wife for him. At the same time, she worked on her different businesses. Little by little, they started to get rich. And he knew that he was never going to contribute anything to their relationship.

By the time one of her servants opened the front door, Adam’s heart started pounding, his breathing turned shallow, and he wanted to hit something. Of course, he would never be violent with Janet, but breaking one of her vases might feel good.

The servant, a young woman in a black dress, escorted Adam through the house to one of the many sitting rooms. She asked him if he would like anything to eat or drink. He said no.

The girl remained completely impassive until she promised that Janet would be there within a few minutes.

"I know," Adam acknowledged with a barely contained sigh, “she’s very busy."

He refused to sit down. Instead, he ran his eyes over the bookshelf off on the side wall. He scanned the different titles, knowing full well that he would never understand any of the equations or scientific formulae contained in the pages.

He closed his eyes again, just for an instant. Really, he did nothing more than blank, but he could remember sitting at his computer. He logged in to their shared bank account, and he saw an outrageous number. So much money. None of it belonged to him.

That was it. That was the moment when he decided he needed a divorce. Yes, he loved this girl, but he couldn't tolerate it anymore. Call it masculine pride. Call it stupidity. But however you label his reasoning, he needed to get away.

He divorced her, the judge ordered her to pay alimony, and he had been stumbling through life ever since. He didn't really do anything. Sometimes, he would buy car or a new laptop. Most of the time, he just sat around.

And he thought about Janet. A lot. Sometimes, he thought he made a mistake, but then he remembered that sensation of helplessness, knowing that his wife was so much better than he was.

Back in elementary school, there had been a commercial on TV. Some famous basketball player talked about how some people could be taller, some people could be faster, and some people could be smarter. But he emphasized at the very end of that no one, no one could ever be better.

Bullshit.

It might be hard to calculate, but some people could genuinely be better than others. Some people accomplished more, some people were faster and nicer and funnier. Aggregate all of the different traits together, and you could get a score for any given person.

Adam exhaled slowly, doing everything he could to get his temper under control. Then the door opened, and that black haired girl walked through it. She stopped just past the threshold.

"You look good," she said to him, her lips curving upward ever so slightly.

Adam turned back, and he marveled at her. She looked good too. Better than good. Amazing. For a second, he thought about how incredible it would feel to cross the distance between them, wrap his arms around her and kiss her. He would feel her soft lips, he would touch her back and feel her solidity.

"You called," he said, "I came."

"Thank you," she said. She came a little bit closer, but he didn't see any trepidation in her movements. Oh no, this girl was always confident, always calm. "I've been thinking a lot about you lately, Adam. I'm thinking about how things went down between us."

For just a second, he picked up on something, a hint of hurt in her voice. Perversely, and he savored that sound. Of course, he never would have admitted it to anyone else, but he liked knowing that he'd been able to hurt her on the way out. That way, it felt like he actually mattered.

"Janet, why am I here?"

She licked her lips. She ran her eyes over his body, moving from his feet toward his legs to his torso, and then to his face. "I've been thinking about our relationship. I've been thinking about how I don't like the way it ended."

"It wasn't your decision," he said. "Now I need to ask, why am I here? I've been polite, but I'm not really interested in hanging out in your mansion."

“Okay.” She came closer. “Have you been following any of my company’s research?”

He gritted his teeth. She had a company, an entire enterprise with thousands of employees. At this point, Janet didn’t even need to work to garner more and more. She could relax and let her minions produce for her.

“No.” He crossed his arms over her chest. His answer wasn’t entirely truthful; whenever he happened by a newspaper stand, he’d glance around, searching for the name of her company or a picture of his ex. For some reason, he had to pick at this wound.

“Okay,” she said, easily able to tell he was lying. “We’ve been working on Living Latex, a bio-synthetic material that can graft onto human skin within a matter of seconds and detach just as quickly. Essentially, it’s artificial flesh. It’ll change the way we treat burns and other injuries.”

“Congratulations. I’m sure you’ll get lots of humanitarian awards,” he said, his tone devoid of any joy. The same creeping jealousy snaked back into his gut, offering up one more reason why their relationship could never work.

"Yes," she said. "But there's more. There's something else. I didn't invite you here to brag about my accomplishments. I invited you here because I want you back," Janet told him. She crossed the room, and she touched one finger to his lips. "Adam, I know what you're going to say. I know that you're jealous of everything I’ve accomplished, but I don't care. I'm not going to let you go."

He stepped back, narrowing his eyes. "What do you mean?" It was a foolish question, but she had an answer.

"Adam, I love you, and I know you love me. But our relationship doesn't work because you feel embarrassed. You're worried that I'm too good for you. You don't think you're worthy of being my husband. Fine. Then you can be something else." Again, he saw that hurt in her expression. She may have always been diplomatic, even through the divorce proceedings, but something changed. For the first time, he saw the extent of that hurt inflicted on her when he said that he couldn't be married to her anymore.

"What, what are you talking about?" For the first time, Adam realized that this room only had one exit. More importantly, she was standing between him and it.

"I've been thinking about our relationship, and I've decided that since you can't be my husband, you're going to be my…bitch.”

"You're insane. You have to be insane if you think—”

"Quiet," she snapped at him, and he shut his mouth. "Adam, from now on, you're going to live in my house, and you're going to do what I say. I'm going to keep you here, and I'm going to play with you. But more importantly, I'm going to use you. Every day, you're going to know that you belong to me. It's not going to be a marriage of equals. We tried that. It didn't work. So we’re going to try something else. I'm going to be in charge, and you're going to obey."

As she spoke, a different kind of excitement lit her eyes. He could see it. He could also hear it in that note of dominating condescension in her voice. She was serious.

"I'm a man, I'm never going to be—”

“You’re going to be used,” she promised. “Starting right now."

As she spoke, she unbuttoned her jeans. She pulled them down, and he saw something in her underwear, a bulge. Theoretically, Adam understood that he should've been leaving just then. Considering her resources, Janet could employ dozens or hundreds of security guards. If she decided that he shouldn't leave her estate, then she could make it very, very difficult.

And yet, he couldn't look away from her crotch. She pulled her panties down, and there was a cock right there, attached to her. "What, what is that?"

"Living Latex,” she promised, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. "You probably got confused in our relationship because you were always on top. You were always the man, penetrating me. Well, maybe you'll be more accepting of your new position once you get penetrated.”

Horrified and fascinated at the same time, Adam could only watch as she started to stroke that shaft. It inflated, getting harder. It looked so real. He couldn't tear his attention away from that penis.

"No," he started to say. He shook his head, and he snapped out of it.

Janet came closer, and she leaned in, whispering into his ear. "Don't worry. I'm sure you're going to enjoy being the girl."

That did it. He couldn't take this anymore. He just called out, "No. No! No way!” He started walking, cutting past her. Her hand shot out, grabbing his wrist, but he shrugged her off. He made it to the doorway, and then he glanced around the hall, getting confused because this place was enormous.

"Adam, I'm not going to let you leave. You belong to me now. In time, all the lawyers will take care of the paperwork. But you're going to stay here and you're going to do whatever I say."

He couldn't believe it. At first, he marched quickly, swinging his arms as he tried to figure out how to get out. After a few seconds, he started jogging, then running.

He found one hallway after another. He checked a couple of doors, they led into bedrooms or other wings of the house, areas he didn't recognize at all. None of this made any sense. When he first walked in here, he never imagined that it would become a maze.

Then he spotted the double doors leading outside. He rushed toward them. Seconds later, he grabbed the handle. Then he glanced over his shoulder, and he saw his ex-wife. She had her jeans pulled back into place.

"Adam, don't be silly. You're not going to get out of here. Just come back with me to my bedroom, and I'm going to show you what you're going to do for me. If you insist on running, I'm going to chase you. I'm going to have fun hunting you down."

A shiver ran down his spine. He knew that she would never really hurt him, but capture him? That wasn't outside the realms of possibility, especially because he knew Janet. He understood perfectly well that when she decided to do something, she pretty much always succeeded.

Adam pulled the door open, and he stepped outside. He looked into the driveway and realized his car was gone. A new wave of frustration washed over him as he grabbed his keys from his pocket. Clearly, Janet employed someone to hotwire his car so it could be moved.

He didn't care. He started walking. It would take a while to get back out onto the street, but he didn't care. Glancing around, he didn't see any security guards. For once, it seemed that Janet was just blustering. She couldn't really take him captive. She couldn't really hold in there against his will. His heart rate started to slow. His breathing became normal again.

Yeah, he was safe. He just had to walk out of there. Of course, if he really cared about the car, then he could sue her over it.

A big smile spread across his face when he realized something. For once, he was able to beat Janet. He didn't know what she really thought was going to happen inside her house, but now he was outside, and he was alone. As he walked away, he laughed, reveling in his supposedly victory.

Then he heard something, the clip-clop of hooves.

Turning around, he glanced over his shoulder, and he saw Janet. Mounted on a black horse, she grinned at him. More importantly, she had some kind of weapon in hand. Was that a tranquilizer gun?

His eyes widened for a moment as their eyes met. A predatory grin slid along her lips. No, he thought. No way. She wouldn't. She couldn't! She wouldn't do this. This is Janet were talking about. She would never do something like this.

"Ready or not, here I come," she called out to him.

Those words snapped him out of his reverie. The denial shattered, he turned, and he ran, swinging his arms and cutting his flattened hands through the air as he sprinted off.

But in the next couple of seconds, he heard the horse gallop, its heavy hooves kicking against the ground. Right away, he knew that he wouldn’t be able to out run that beast if he dashed away in a straight line. He cut to the right, into the bushes and trees.

He zigzagged through her gardens, running as hard as he could. Of course, because he kept turning left and right and left again, he couldn't get much speed going. But every few seconds, he heard the dull thunk of a tranquilizer dart slamming down. He never glanced back to see how close their shots had been.

Adam really didn't want to know.

He ran as hard as he could, slowly making his way toward the fence line. He just had to get to the gate. He could jump it, then he would be free. Then, he could go to the road, he could flag down someone, and he would be safe. Obviously, Janet couldn't hunt him down in front of witnesses.

Then he realized something. As he made his way past the last of the trees, there was a hundred foot clearing between the trees and the gate leading out onto the main road.

Panting hard, he glanced around. For the moment, he couldn't see her, nor could he hear her. He had to make a break for it.

Adam jumped out from behind his cover, and he swung his arms again, running as quickly as he could. He pumped his body hard, forcing out every drop of speed. Since divorcing Janet, he occasionally worked out. He wasn't a complete slug, but he knew that time wasn't on his side either as the heat spread over his body.

He ran hard, and he started to laugh, thinking that he might actually win. Then he heard the trotting hose. The horse started to run, and he glanced back. He saw his wife take aim, pointing her tranquilizer gun right at him.

She pulled the trigger, the dart flew, and it hit him right in the ass. The sting reverberated through his nervous system. He tried to pull the dart out, thinking that adrenaline would be able to overcome whatever compound she used on him. Only he forgot one vitally important detail. Janet was a chemist. She designed this concoction just for him.

He took another six steps before stumbling down, scraping his knees on the soft ground. "Don't worry. You're not going to have to worry much once you wake up. You’re mine now," she said, dismounting as he lost consciousness.

He woke up with an ache in his back. At first, Adam didn't understand. He tried to stand up, to lift his hands above his head and stretch out those kinks. It didn't work. When he tried to move, he felt stiff resistance around his neck and wrists.

Blinking his eyes open, he couldn't even rub his face with his palms. Whenever he tried to move, he couldn't. His legs were free, but his body was bent forward, his arms and neck trapped by something heavy.

"Oh, good. You're awake," she said. Even now, hearing her voice sent a tremble of excitement running through him.

His vision finally cleared, and he found himself in a small room. Aside from the chair where Janet sat, there didn't seem to be anything else. Just him, her, the chair, and whatever piece of furniture kept him stuck down.

"They’re stocks," Janet explained. "I've always been fascinated by these devices. Right now, you are bent forward, your cute little as is on display, and of course, your mouth is now at the perfect level."

Perfect level? Perfect level for what?

Adam couldn't bring himself to voice those questions. Instead, he glared back at his ex-wife. "Janet, unless you let me out right now, I'm going to—”

“What? What are you going to do?" Janet asked. She grabbed his hair, pulling his head up. She was so close, and that sting made it difficult for him to think, let alone speak. He was a man. He was supposed to be the one pulling her hair. He was supposed to be the one who threw her down onto the bed and took what he craved.

He had done it often enough during their marriage. Especially towards the end, when he could barely contain his jealousy, he loved degrading her in the bedroom. He liked holding her down, looking into her eyes and knowing that he was stronger. Outside, in the rest of the world, she could be as successful as she wanted because under the sheets, she belonged to him…at least until the sex ended.

"Think about it, Adam. You're a smart boy. One, I'm incredibly wealthy. That means I can put together an army of lawyers who will make pretty much any legal proceeding impossible. Two, you really don’t have any close friends or family. No one is going to notice you're gone. Three, no one would believe this anyway. Like you said, I'm a humanitarian. Hell, the local government is scared of me because they know if I relocate any of my facilities, I can take thousands of jobs with me."

Adam heard those words, and he felt that sinking sense of inferiority once again. He scrambled to come up with some reason why she wouldn't succeed. He blanked.

"Adam, you're going to be mine now. You see, I miss you. I still love you, so I’m not going to let you go."

"None of this, none of this makes sense," Adam Stoddard. At the same time, he yanked as hard as he could on the wooden stocks binding his neck and wrists. No matter how he moved, he wasn't going to be able to break those iron latches.

"It's really very simple. I'm going to keep you here, and you're going to become my servant. I'm going to let you sleep with me most of the time. Of course, if you misbehave, I'll probably install a cage in the bedroom. That way, I'll always have you with me, but you won't be able to get too annoying."

"Just let me go. You can find someone else," he rattled at her.

"I don't want someone else," she said, stroking her fingernails underneath his chin. "I want to you. You remember when we first got together? You were so sweet and devoted. You are going to be like that again."

"Never," he said.

"Adam, let me show you something. Right now, you are bent over. I can have my way with you from the front or the back. Tell me, how would you like to be used?"

He thought she had to be kidding, but then she started to strip away her jeans. She pulled off her blouse and her bra. She kicked off her shoes and her socks until she stood there in front of him, absolutely naked. And she had her cock right there. Apparently, simply seeing him bent over like this was enough to arouse her.

Her stiff erection stood there, just a few scant inches away from his face. "How am I going to use you first? How am I going to claim you, Adam?"

He jerked and struggled, pulling from left to right and back again. He tried to lift the heavy wood from his body, but he failed each and every time. For the moment, it seemed to amuse his ex-wife to watch him struggle so valiantly.

As he pulled and yanked, she gently stroked her shaft. She moved her fingertips up and down that length. Then he realized something. She also had a scrotum. His wife laughed. "Oh yes," she promised. "This thing is fully functional."

"You can't do this!"

"I can," she promised again.

"You bitch!"

This time, her face fell. Anger replaced that excitement, so she walked around him. She disappeared from his line of sight. When he turned his head to the left or right, he could only see the heavy pieces of wood.

Apparently, the room wasn't as empty as he first supposed. He heard a drawer open, and she took something out. She smacked her palm, the sound echoing on the air.

"I also remember how when we started to drift apart, you would get mopey. I would tell you about some achievement of mine, and you would get depressed. Do you know how prophetic that was? After a while, I stopped telling you about my successes. You were supposed to be my husband. You were supposed to support me."

Although he couldn't see her, Adam had no problem picturing her shaking her head with disdain.

She grabbed his trousers, she pulled his belt free, and she dropped it to the floor. Next, she yanked down his pants, letting them bundle around his ankles. This was undignified, but that was the least of his problems.

"When you got all upset, sometimes I thought about just spanking you. I kept thinking that if you were going to act like some petulant kid, then that's how I should treat you." She sighed. "I guess now I get my chance."

"No, don't. Don't you dare!"

It was too late. She already pulled the paddle back, and then she brought it down in a swift arc. The polished wood slammed into his soft skin. At first, Adam just shut his eyes. He ignored those sensations shooting through his body. The pain receptors along his buttocks screamed out, but he refused to listen.

Inhaling and exhaling, he breathed through the sensations. Then she gently touched the paddle to his other buttock. "You get to make a choice, Adam. Do I pump your face or your ass? One way or another, you're going to be the girl. How do you want it?"

She allowed him one, two, three, four full seconds to offer a response. When he failed to do so, she smacked his ass again. But this time, she didn't stop.

The paddle crashed down against his backside. He tried to evade those strikes. He wiggled his hips to left, then to the right, but he didn't really have anywhere to go. Every time that paddle bit down, he fought to remain silent.

No, I'm not going to make a sound. I'm not going to give her the satisfaction. Those thoughts sounded so good in his head, but making them a reality became more and more impossible.

"You know, eventually, I am going to use your body. You can't stop me." She came up behind him, and she moved her shaft along his backside. She rubbed her erection over him, and he shivered, yanking and thrashing as hard as he could against the stocks. He made zero progress. He, changed nothing, but she giggled anyway, laughing at her captive.

"Oh, I suppose you're right. I need to get back to it." She smacked his ass again, hard enough to leave his skin a bright shade of crimson. He braced himself for another blow, only it didn't come for several more seconds. She was teasing him, making it impossible for him to brace himself. Then she smacked his ass five more times. Each one seemed more powerful than the last, and he snapped, gasping on that final strike.

Then it stopped, and she did something even worse. She came up behind him, and she gently ran her fingers along his tormented curves. She caressed him. Those soft tingles cut right through his nerves, making him squirm even more.

"I see you like this," she said.

And there, she had her hand between his legs. She grabbed his shaft.

"No, I don't appear to hate this. I hate everything you're doing to me," he stammered, trying to speak as quickly as he could. But he couldn't deny the physical evidence. There was his shaft, now in her hand, erect.

She didn't bother contradicting him. Instead, she just chuckled as she pulled her hand back. "Look at that. You got some of your excitement on my palm. I think you're going to have to clean that up for me."

"Fine. Just give me some soap and water," he started to say.

"No," she answered, her tone soft and easy-going. "I think we’re going to have to do something else. You're going to have to lick my palm clean." She came back around, and suddenly there was her dick right there in front of his face again.

She held her hand in front of his mouth. "Go ahead. Lick me clean," she commanded.

"No, I can't. I won't!"

Her other hand shot down, she fisted his hair, and she pulled his head up so that he had to look right into her eyes. "Lick my palm clean right now, slave."

Maybe it was the spanking. Maybe it was the use of his new title. Either way, he did it. She released him, and her palm was right there. He slid out his tongue, and he licked at her palm, just the way she wished.

"You see. It’s easy to do as you're told. From now on, this is all you have to do. Just follow every order I give you without any kind of hesitation, and you'll be very happy. I know that you never really wanted to divorce me. You just couldn't stand being jealous. This way, you don't have to be jealous because I'm your owner or you’re my slave. We aren't equals. You don't need to compare yourself to me anymore."

He heard those words, and his brows furrowed with frustration. At the same time, he kept licking up that salty, viscous liquid from her palm. Even when it was all gone, he kept going. And then she wiped her hand along his back.

"Adam, are you ready to give me a decision? Are you ready to tell me what your choice is going to be?"

"Janet, you can't make me do anything. You can't—”

Even as he said those words, she could tell that he didn't really mean them. He just licked his excitement from her hand. If he would do that, then he would do anything for her. Throughout her life, she had been a successful woman. Part of that came from being able to read other people. She could see her former husband. He was on the verge of accepting his new place.

She spanked him harder, paddling his ass. She vented her frustration. In court and even in the media, she had always been very diplomatic about her separation from her husband. She never called him names. She never said that he was a pathetic weakling for being unable to tolerate her success.

Now, she let all that hurt out. She paddled at his backside. He started gasping. He started yelping, and those sounds became a symphony to her ears. She savored every sound he made right up until that perfect crescendo. "Face!"

"What was that?" Janet asked.

"Use my face," he said.

"Okay. But now you're going to have to beg for it. Thank me for the privilege of giving me a blow job. You always loved it when I did that while we are together, didn't you?" She came back around, and she stroked his cheek, looking down at his mouth. Oh yes, it would feel so good to pump his face and show him what it felt like to be made to suck cock.

So many men craved blow jobs, but they never really thought about how dirty or embarrassing or degrading it could be. They were only interested in getting off. They only cared about their own selfish pleasures.

"I'm not going to beg," he said, his eyes damp after the spanking. Truthfully, even Adam didn't know if he could take anymore. The stinging kept reverberating through his backside. It dug down into his core, striking at his psyche.

"If you're not going to beg, then I'm going to spank," she promised. She started to circle around, but he called out her name at the last moment. "*Andrea!"

"What is it, slave?"

"Please, can I give you a blow job?" Adam asked in a small, timid little voice.

"Maybe," she purred.

"What?"

She touched his chin and guided his gaze back up to her beautiful face. He blinked through those unshed tears. "Adam, I will give you the privilege of sucking me off if you can beg better than that. Otherwise, we go back to the spankings."

He inhaled, his eyes widened slightly, and she could practically smell the fear radiating off of her ex-husband. When they were married, he was brave in the bedroom, but only because he was larger and stronger. Since she had taken away those paltry advantages, he didn't know how to react.

But then he closed his eyes. "Please, Janet, can I suck you off? Please, I really want to taste you. I will do a good job. Please, let me have this! Please, I want you. I want you so badly!"

He tried to say something else, only she grabbed him by his hair again, and she thrust her pelvis forward, sliding her shaft into his mouth. Suddenly, he had a dick between his lips.

"Suck. Suck like an eager whore,” she ordered.

His face flushed with humiliation, but he did it nonetheless. He started to move his tongue up and down her cock. Because the Living Latex fused to her body, she could feel every sensation. She loved the attention, the force of his lips and the wet give of his tongue. Oh yes, he was very good at this.

Within seconds, she wanted more. She shoved her shaft deeper into his mouth, brushing against the back of his throat. Almost immediately, he started to choke. "Breathe through it," she said, completely unsympathetic. "Relax your muscles. You can do it." As she spoke, she pulled back, only to thrust forward again a moment later.

Shutting his eyes, he had no choice. He inhaled through his nostrils, and he concentrated on relaxing the tension away from his neck. His throat muscles did ease up just as her shaft pumped into his mouth again, even deeper this time.

He sucked and licked as she pumped his face. She penetrated him, turning him into an eager little cock sucker.

"You like that, don't you? Do you like the taste of my excitement? Do you like knowing that I can come in your mouth whenever I want to? Oh, and you know that you're going to swallow for me, don't you? That's one of my favorite parts!"

He whimpered, trying to shake his head, but he couldn't. She still held his skull in place as she buried her dick in his mouth. She pulled back and pumped forward, again and again. He didn't know how much more of this he could take.

But then, it got so much worse because she tapped him on the top of his head. He knew exactly what that meant. He tried to shout out, but he couldn't, not when he had this cock pressed down against his tongue.

"You know what that means," she taunted.

Then he felt it, the pulsating thrust. She blew her load, pumping him harder and faster. By now, she was no longer speaking. Instead, she closed her eyes as she panted, working her pelvis forward and back, again and again.

"Swallow," she commanded.

He did.

Like a desperate little slut, he swallowed down her load, gulping it one mouthful at a time until she finally pulled back. He was panting, the taste of her semen still hot on his tongue.

He slumped down, he closed his eyes, and he tried not to think. But this was going to be his one opportunity, he figured. "Look, you had your fun with me. Now you can let me go," Adam started to say. It had been just a few seconds, only now his ex-wife stood in front of him again, and she had a damp rag in her hand.

His eyes flickered wider. "What, what you going to do with—?”

Adam didn't get the chance to finish his question because she held the chloroform soaked rag up against his mouth and nose. He inhaled. Soon, he lost consciousness altogether.

"Wake up," she said, her breath warm against the soft skin of his ear.

Groggy, he lifted his eyelids and looked around. Immediately, he recognized this room as her bedroom. This bed used to belong to both of them. He'd given it to her in the divorce.

Instinctively, Adam attempted to move. He wanted to sit up, especially because he hated being down on his stomach. But when he tried, he failed. He could feel leather straps around his wrists, holding him down to the bed. At the same time, he struggled with his legs, not that it did any good.

"You're stuck," she said, stating the obvious.

Even so, Adam couldn't just give up. He started to wiggle from side to side, pulling on his restraints. The material holding him down stretched ever so slightly, but his range of movement was limited to a few paltry inches. Like it or not, he was stuck.

"I enjoyed that blow job," she said. "But now, I think I want some more from you," she told him.

A few seconds before, Adam had been groggy and unable to think. Now the adrenaline slashed through the cobwebs still clogging his brain.

"No, Janet. I did what you wanted. I played your stupid game. Now you have to let me go!"

"Who said anything about letting you go? I just wanted to paddle you until you broke so that you would know that I'm always going to be able to control you, Adam. Now you know, so it's time for me to claim you. You can think of this as a second wedding night, but when you wake up, you aren’t going to be my husband. You're going to be my slave. In fact, that reminds me." She hopped up from the bed, and she went over to one of the large dressers. She opened it, and she came back with something circular.

He could barely make it out at first. Then he understood.

It was a collar. It was a collar with a lock and several microchips. "What is that?"

"Just a little something I can use to make sure you don't try to wander off. You see, as long as you're wearing this, I'm going to be able to track you. Doesn't that sound lovely? You're never getting away."

Before he could formulate a response, she grabbed him by his hair, she pulled his head back, and she circled the collar around his throat. Next, she locked it on, and he heard the telltale click the padlock.

"You’re mine," she promised. "But don't worry. You're going to enjoy it. Every day, you're going to cook for me, you're going to clean for me, and you're always going to know your place. It's going to be so much easier than trying to be a successful man. You couldn't do that, could you? Even after we got our divorce, you still had to rely on those alimony checks."

Sealing his lips, he refused to answer. On some level, Adam tried to tell himself that silence was somehow more dignified. He couldn't quite make himself believe it.

She climbed up onto the bed, bracing herself between his legs. She pressed her fingernails down into his back, just below his shoulder blades. She scratched him lightly, making him shiver. "If I reach between your legs, are you going to be hard right now?”

He was. He could feel that erection pressed down against the mattress. Even so, he stayed silent, and she laughed, already certain of the answer. She didn't even bother to check. Then, she touched his ass. She squeezed his buttocks between her palms, savoring the feel of his body. "This is all mine now," she said. She touched the top of his head, that spot between his shoulder blades, and the small of his back. She stroked him, exploring him. "I missed this. I missed touching you."

"You're not going to be able to keep me like this."

"Yeah, I can. And if you keep saying silly things, I'm going to have to get you a shock collar. What you think of that? I would be able to program in the specific sounds you'd be allowed to make. And if you tried to say anything else—if you tried to insist that you were going to get away, the device would just shock you, making sure you stayed nice and quiet."

He locked his teeth together, uncertain how to respond. Part of him wanted to insist that such a thing couldn't be possible. But this was Janet. He knew that when she set her mind to something, she could and pretty much always would succeed.

So he stayed quiet.

She moved up toward the top of the bed, and she glanced down at his handsome face. She picked up a bottle of lubricant, and then she squirted some of the material onto her fingertips. "This is going to be fun. Your member how many times you begged me for anal sex? I said no. Well, guess what? This time I'm going to say yes. You're going to get lots and lots of anal sex. I'm going to fuck you so hard, Adam."

"No, don't. Please, no, not like that. Please, can't I just give you a blow job again?" Adam asked, the desperation creeping into his voice.

"No, this is what I want," she said to him.

Twisting his body from side to side, he tried to evade her, but he was strapped down to the bed, face down. He couldn't possibly get away from his beautiful wife. And then he felt it, her hand on his backside. She parted his cheeks, and then she pressed her fingertips down toward his entrance. She started to finger him, pressing one digit down into his opening. Then two. Then three.

She forced his body to relax.

"How about this, Adam? I have a little challenge for you. If you can convince me that you really don't want to be here, then I will let you go. I will even take that collar off of you."

"How? How do I do that?" He sounded so pathetically desperate!

His ex-wife chuckled. "It's simple. Keep yourself from coming while I use you. When we’re done, I'm going to roll you over. If I see that you've had an orgasm, then you obviously like this. That's all there is to it."

Inhaling and exhaling, he concentrated on his breathing. He could do this, he told himself. And yet, there was that lingering doubt at the back of his mind, especially as she reached down, penetrating him with only her fingers. If he really didn't like this, then why did his cock remain stiff? Why could he feel the tendrils of excitement coiling through his body, getting him ready to orgasm?

As she stroked him with her fingers, she studied his body. Like it or not, the tension started to dissipate. He was opening up, relaxing. She pulled her hand away, and he almost groaned with disappointment. But then, she only had to apply some of the lubricant to her own dick.

She came up behind him, she kissed his back, and then she gently nipped at the side of his neck. Guiding her shaft with her hand, she lowered her hips down. He could feel the tip of her cock against his backside. She pressed down, deeper, past his butt cheeks.

"No, Janet. Please, don't do this. I'm better than this!"

"Funny,” she breathed into his ear. "Because you always wanted to do this to me." Then she pushed herself down, deep into his ass. She only went down an inch. And she pulled back. She worked him slowly, giving his body time to adjust and stretch.

At the same time, he could feel the weight of her body on top of him. She didn't bother trying to hold herself up. Instead, she pressed down into him even as her member worked deeper and deeper. Adam didn't know if he should squirm or not. Should he struggle against her? Or should he simply lay there and let this happen?

He didn't know.

Confusion spread through him because it started to feel good. At first, there was the tension of her girth forcing its way into his body, but he started to enjoy it. He couldn't help himself!

Over and over again, he told himself that he was better than this. Adam shouldn't have enjoyed even a second of this, but he couldn't stop those sensations from dancing along his body. Mouth dry, he inhaled and exhaled, doing everything he could to shove them aside.

It didn't work. "That's right," she exhaled into his year. "You like that, don't you? You like being my little fuck toy. From now on, you're going to be my fuck puppet. I'm going to keep you collared and leashed. I'm going to make sure you’re naked all the time. Whenever I want something from you, I'm going to tell you, and you're going to do it. I'll tell you to get on your knees, and you'll do it. Your mouth will be open and ready for me. Or I'll tell you to bend over and get down on your hands and knees. This is going to be your life now!”

That promise lingered on the air as she pumped harder and faster, burying her cock deep inside of him. At the same time, he fought so hard to hold out.

He failed.

Because this was his beautiful wife and she always got whatever she wanted, he lost control. She pounded her shaft deep into his body until she came. And as those pulsations rammed through him, he couldn't stop himself.

Finished, she growled as she pulled back.

When she rolled him onto his side, he didn't struggle. She saw that pool of his ejaculate beneath him. She threw her head back and she laughed.

"What does this mean?"

His eyes opened, and he looked right at her. "It means I belong to you," Adam confessed, defeated.

The End
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