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Chapter One

Daydreaming

 

“Are you staring at my ass?”

I moved my gaze from my girlfriend Karen’s naked bottom to see her reflection staring at me in the mirror. She had undressed to take a shower but had gotten sidetracked at the sink primping. As she stood there I had been indulging one of my favorite fantasies of pretending to kneel behind her and spend quality time kissing and fondling her luscious globes. 

“Wh... what?” I stammered.

“Stephen, I’ve been watching you for the past few minutes and you’ve been... lost. You’ve been focused on my ass like it was... ”

“I... I don’t know what you are talking about,” I blustered. “I was...  um... daydreaming.”

“Daydreaming about my ass is what it looked like to me.”

“Karen, I just... ”

“Bullshit, this isn’t the first time. I’ve watched you do it before,” she said.

“Karen... ”

“You get that goofy look like you do when you are horny and want... ”

“Look, I like the way you look and I was just... ”

“Having a fantasy involving my ass that got you hard.”

“H... huh?” I stammered.

“I can see your hard-on poking your towel out from here,” she said.

“I can’t help it if your body turns me on,” I said. “I thought you liked the fact that you turn me on.”

“I do, Stephen, but this is something else,” she said. “This is an obsession with my ass. It’s like...  It’s like you want to make love to it.”

“Karen, can we drop this?” I asked. “It’s making me uncomfortable.”

“Tell you what, ass boy,” she said. “I’m going to give you one chance. Come over here and kneel down behind me and do whatever it is you are lost in or never, and I mean never try to bring up whatever this obsession is with me again because it will be totally off the table between us.”

I had been going with Karen for only two months but things had progressed rapidly and we had moved in together last week. Her ass and my fantasies about it were a huge part of my attraction to her. I had hoped to eventually tell her that I want to caress and kiss and lick and pay attention to her lovely rear end but had been afraid that she might be disgusted. Many of my masturbation fantasies revolved around kneeling behind her at this very sink and licking her butt while she got ready to go out. I wanted to move but fear riveted me in place.

“I’m waiting, ass boy,” she said softly. “Your window closes forever in thirty seconds.”

“Karen,” I pleaded, “can’t we discuss this some other time?”

“There won’t be another time, butt boy,” she laughed. 

“Please,” I begged, “I will... ”

“Five...  four...  three... ”

“Wait!” I shouted.

I took two steps, dropped to my knees and buried my face in her crack. The jolt to my groin caused by finally being where I only dreamed of almost caused me to pass out. I was hyperventilating and she noticed.

“My, my, ass boy,” she chuckled, “I don’t think I’ve seen you this worked up ever. I think we need to talk.”

I didn’t want to talk; I just wanted to keep doing what I was doing. I was in heaven. Every other girlfriend I’d ever had walked out in disgust when they discovered I had an ass fetish. Most of them used the word ‘pervert’ when they left. I let out a sigh of contentment and kept kissing. My right hand found its way under the towel wrapped around my waist and began stroking my engorged member. She noticed.

“Are you masturbating?” she asked.

I started to answer but the beginning of an incredible orgasm was gathering in my crotch and all I could do was increase the tempo of my hand.

She twirled around, interrupting what had promised to be the most incredible orgasm ever and asked again, “Are you masturbating?”

I nodded.

“Stop!” she said sternly.

“Please,” I begged. “I was so close. Please let me finish.”

“Maybe in a minute,” she said, “but first I want to know more about this fixation.”

I looked at her with fear and hope my eyes. I badly wanted a girlfriend who would cater to my obsession but I was afraid. Afraid that she would walk out in disgust. Afraid that she would laugh. Afraid that she would indulge me but still make me feel like a pervert. But, I so wanted to have the ability of worshiping her ass as a part of our relationship that I decided to take a chance. 

“What do you want to know?” I asked.

She smiled, turned around presenting her ass to me and said, “Why don’t you go back to what you were doing while we explore this bottom mania of yours.”


I couldn’t believe my good luck. I put my face back on her ass and began kissing it. My hand found itself creeping under my towel to encircle my engorged dick.

“Are you playing with yourself again?” She asked.

“Uhhhhh”

“I don’t want you doing that,” she said. “I want you to concentrate on what I’m saying. Put both of your hands on my legs.”

I reluctantly stopped beating off and put both of my hands on her thighs. It didn’t allow me the pleasure of stroking myself but with my hands for leverage I could hold my face harder into her lovely bottom.

“Clearly this is something that’s really important to you,” she said. “In fact, I’d say that it’s something that you can’t control. Am I right?”

“Karen, I...  I... ”

“So you can’t, can you?”

“Karen, you don’t understand, I just need...  I just have to... ”

“Stephen, let’s start with you wanting to be on your knees licking my ass and addressing me as Karen. That’s not going to work. I think it would be more proper for you to call me ma’am or Miss Karen.”

“Look, Karen, I... ”

“Listen you little shit,” she interrupted, “if you want to continue to indulge yourself on a regular basis like this you’d better get it through your head that what I say is law. Got it?”

“But, Karen, I’m your boyfriend and we... ”

“When you’re on your knees licking my ass you are not my boyfriend,” she sneered. “Whether you like it or not you are just some slimeball who wants to lick my ass. If that doesn’t work for you stand up, otherwise you will address me properly. Do you get it?”

What she was asking seemed a little harsh but I didn’t want this opportunity to end so I reluctantly said, “yes, Miss, ...  Miss Karen.”

“Good,” she said happily. “Now, show me how good you are with that tongue.”

I applied myself, kissing and licking and losing myself in her beautiful ass. She began to laugh but I was in heaven.

“Wow, you really can’t get enough of that can you?” She giggled. “You better be careful though as I’m not sure how well I wiped this morning.”

I couldn’t help the involuntary reaction that went to the core of my being, knowing that I might be further degraded by licking a dirty ass. She noticed.

“Oh my,” she said. “I can see that the thought of you licking my ass if it’s really dirty from taking a dump is exciting. I guess, if this progresses, I won’t have to buy any more toilet paper.”

I moaned.

“Ohhhhh, my God, you want that, don’t you?”

I did and I didn’t. The thought of doing that overwhelmed me. On one hand it shot a bolt of lightning to the core of my being but on the other it scared me. The trouble was the fear part also caused my entire body to quiver. I hyperventilated.

“Well, butt boy, I’ll see what I can do about making your dreams come true.”

I tried to mumble into her butt that I really didn’t want that but, even I could tell that I was like Br’er Rabbit saying please don’t throw me in the Briarpatch.

She turned around and pushed me away from her.

“We have to have a serious discussion,” she said. “If you really want to have times that I allow you to do this perverted act that turns you on so much then you have to tell me now. I want to hear you beg. Convince me. Persuade me that you are worthy of kneeling at my feet and licking my ass.”

“Karen... ”

“God dammit, Stephen, I told you to speak to me respectfully.”

“But, Karen, I don’t see... ”

“You stupid little piece of crap,” she screamed, “I didn’t ask you to see anything. I told you that if we’re going to do this that anytime you are at my feet or, in fact, starting now, anytime we are alone you will address me properly.”

I didn’t know what to do. I was losing control of the situation. Somehow I had gone from being her boyfriend to being her lackey just because I wanted to kiss and fondle her butt. I knew this was a turning point for me. If I wanted to be her boyfriend I needed to get up off my knees and try and repair the situation. I looked up at her but she must have sensed my indecision as she turned halfway around and presented her beautiful ass to me, shoved it in my face, grabbed my hair and pulled me in. I was lost.

“Please, Miss Karen, please allow me to be your...  your...  person who worships your ass,” I begged.

“That’s it?” She said. “That’s your idea of begging me to do something so important to you?”

“Miss Karen, I don’t know how to say the right words but I will do anything you want if you let me indulge myself like that from time to time.”

“Anything?”

“Yes, ma’am, I promise. Anything.”

“All right, I agree, but that means that you will obey me absolutely and completely and anytime that you fail to follow my orders our deal is off. Do you understand?”

I nodded my head.

“Not good enough, butt boy,” she sneered, “I want to hear you say it. I want to hear you say that you will obey me.”

I could see my life going down in depravity as I said, “Miss Karen, from this day forward I agree to obey you absolutely and completely.”

She smiled an evil smile and said, “Let’s see if you’re serious. I’m going to give you a task and if you do it successfully I will let you kneel behind me and squirt your slime all over my legs while you indulge yourself on my bottom. How does that sound?”

“Anything, Miss Karen, I’ll do anything you want,” I begged.

“This is not a game, bottom boy,” she chuckled. “If you fail we are done with this need of yours.”

“Please, Miss Karen, I can do it.”

“Okay, I want you to go over to the corner of the bathroom and kneel there facing the wall.”

I crawled to the corner on my hands and knees and knelt up facing the wall. She stepped behind me and yanked my towel off.

“Put your hands behind your head and your nose in the corner,” she said. “I want you to stay like that until I return. Then we’ll see about indulging your little fantasy.”

“But, Miss Karen, how...  how long will I be here?”

“That’s really not your concern,” she laughed. “Your job is to wait here until I get back. But since this is your first time I’ll tell you I’m going out to dinner with a friend and then she and I are going to a club to see if we can get lucky. I should be back in about four hours. You better not have moved.”

I heard her take a quick shower, throw on some clothes and then she was gone. I couldn’t believe I was kneeling here, naked, waiting for a girl who only an hour ago had been my girlfriend and now was... I don’t know what she was now.

 

***

 

By the time I heard her come back into the house I was tired, sore, disgusted and sick of playing her game. All of the sexual tension that got me here in the first place had completely evaporated. I had been telling myself for the last hour that I should get up, put my clothes on and resume my life as a real person. Why I was still kneeling here on this cold bathroom floor was a mystery to me. But when the door opened downstairs the sexual flush that pounded through my body almost caused me to topple over. I waited shivering for Karen to come.

“So,” she said, “I see that you want this enough to obey me. Have you moved while I’ve been gone?”

“No, Miss Karen,” I said, “I’ve waited just as you... ”

“You really want this, don’t you?” She asked.

“Yes, Miss Karen”

“Crawl into the bedroom and wait at the end of the bed.”

I crawled into the bedroom, my heart beating 1000 beats a minute. Some part of me hated where my life was going but, some part of me was so turned on that nothing could have kept me from doing this. I heard her walking behind me.

“Before we get to what you want so badly I need you to do something for me,” she said. “I got lucky tonight and, in what I see is your new job, I need you to clean me up.”

“But, Karen,” I protested, “that’s not what... ”

“You stupid little turd,” she screamed. “First, address me properly and second, don’t ever try to resist what I want. You said you would do anything and if you don’t live up to that commitment then you can just get your ass right out of here, are we clear?”

“Yes, Miss Karen, I understand it’s just that... ”

“It’s just nothing my little butt licking boy. You will do what I say or you will be out in the street.”

“Yes, ma’am,” I said contritely.

“Wonderful,” she purred, sitting down in front of me on the bed and spreading her legs. “Get your face in here and clean me up. The sooner we finish with this phase, the sooner we can get to your obsession.”

I looked at the vision of her pussy in front of me and even though it was full of another man’s come it was my second most favorite fixation. The same twisted part of me that wanted to lick her ass also wanted this. I leaned forward and stuck my tongue into her cunt.

 

***

 

Thirty minutes and three screaming orgasms later, she pushed me away. At this point I was so worked up that all I wanted was to climb on top of her and put my dick into her pussy. I started to stand up to get on top when she pushed me back to the floor.

“Not a chance, butt boy,” she snarled. “There is no way that pitiful little thing is ever going inside of me again. Real men get to fuck me; butt lickers like you only get to beat their meat while tonguing my ass.”

I cringed back on the floor.

“Follow me back into the bathroom if you want your reward,” she said.

I crawled behind her into the bathroom. She stepped up to the sink, collected her toothbrush from the rack and began brushing her teeth.

“You have until I finish brushing to do your little perverted act,” she said.

I didn’t need to be told twice. I buried my face her ass, my hand a world wind on my penis. I had never had such intense sexual feelings before in my life. I felt as if the area of my crotch was a tornado so concentrated that it was going to lift me from the floor. My orgasm came almost instantaneously. I shot my seed on her legs, on the cabinet in front of me and on the floor. I fell backwards almost passing out from the force. It had been everything that I had ever dreamed of and I lay there basking in the afterglow of every fantasy that I had ever masturbated to.

“I’m going to bed,” she said. “After you’ve licked your mess up I want you to get a pillow and blanket and sleep right here on the floor. I want you to be ready for me in the morning.”

“R... ready?” I stammered.

“Yes,” she said. “Tomorrow I’m going to want to try that toilet paper fixation of yours.”

I shuddered at the bad turn that my life had taken but my dick jumped to attention.






Chapter Two

My College Roommate Part One

 

I’d been living alone for three years when my old college roommate called and asked if he and his girlfriend could come and stay with me until they could find a place of their own. It seems his company had transferred him on short notice. I had been rattling around alone in the three-bedroom ranch I owned ever since my wife had run off with my best friend three years ago. I had plenty of room and wanted some company so I readily agreed.

His girlfriend turned out to be a gem. She was smart, funny, easy going and above all she was stunning. I was very attracted and I knew she could tell. Almost from day one she went out of her way to tease me by being flirtatious and a bit risqué in what she wore around the house. The result of her actions was that I retreated to my bedroom frequently to use my hand to relieve the pressure. Matthew didn’t seem bothered at all by her behavior. In fact, he seemed to encourage it.

By the end of the third week I was following her around like a puppy dog and waiting on her hand and foot. I was aching to sample her charms even though I didn’t think it was never going to happen. 

Imagine my surprise when one night after dinner and two bottles of wine she sat down next to me on the couch, cuddled up and began rubbing her hand on my inner thigh. I got a hard on immediately.

“So, Robert,” she purred, moving her hand a little higher so that it lightly brushed the end of my dick, “you really like me, don’t you?”

“Jen... Jenifer,” I stammered, “I... uh... ”

I looked over to gauge Matt’s reaction. He was engrossed in the game. Jennifer leaned in and kissed my neck. I stopped breathing.

“Don’t you?” she asked again. 

“Yes,” I managed to croak out.

“Why are you being so cold then?” she asked, actively rubbing the end of my penis.

“Jennifer,” I choked, “what are you doing?”

“Just being friendly,” she laughed. “Don’t you like it?”

“Jennifer.”

“Look, Robert, I’ve seen the way you look at me... ”

“But,” I interrupted.

“And don’t think I haven’t noticed all those trips you make to your bedroom,” she continued. 

“But,” I repeated, completely at a loss for words.

“But what, Robert?”

I looked at Matt again and then back at her. She giggled.

“I need a shower, Robert,” she said. “Would you like to help?”

I was aghast. I knew Robert could hear her even if he wasn’t looking at us. Surely, he minded, didn’t he? I couldn’t speak. I nodded. She grabbed my hand and dragged me to my feet.

“Matthew,” she said, getting his attention as she dragged me toward the hall. “Robert is going to give me a shower.”

I wanted the floor to open up and swallow me. I knew my buddy was open-minded but I didn’t think it went far enough for him to sit watching a game while I was naked in the shower with his girlfriend.

“Matt,” I started. “I... ”

“Sounds good,” he interrupted me.

My jaw almost dislocated. My head was swimming. He didn’t mind? Yes. Yes. Yes.

“Want to come?” she asked him.

“Sure,” he said, getting up.

A wave of disappointment washed over me. I mean I was still going to be naked in the shower with her and get to run my soapy hands over that ripe body but...  Matt would be there and it wouldn’t be even close to what I had imagined. Still, it was better than showering alone.

“Let’s use my shower,” I suggested, finding my voice. “It’s way bigger than the guest one.”

 

***

 

Ten minutes later we were all naked and wet. I was in heaven. The promise that she displayed in clothing was born out in reality. Her body was sensational. I frantically grabbed the bar of soap and went right to washing her breasts. She smiled at me and stopped my hands.

“Why don’t you start with my feet and legs?” she asked sweetly.

I dropped to my knees and took each foot carefully in my hands and washed it hurriedly so that I could work my way up her legs to the good stuff. She and Matt were making out above me but I didn’t care, I was in heaven.

“I told you,” I heard her whisper.

I washed her claves and then started on her thighs. My being was centered on the next step.

“Would you do my ass next?” she asked.

I was headed for her pussy but her ass was the next best thing. I mumbled out my assent and gently caressed her magnificent globes. My lips involuntarily planted themselves on her butt and I kissed gently. I lost myself in thoughts of carrying her to bed.

“Oh, baby,” I heard her say loudly, “we have to do something about that.”

I glanced up to see what she was talking about and observed that Matthew had an impressive hard-on that she was massaging with her delicate hands. My own member, which had started growing from the time that we had finished undressing, pulsed to new heights at the thought of those hands touching me like that. 


In the next instant my hands were soaping air as Jennifer spun around and knelt down beside me. Her sensual lips found mine and her right hand trailed down between my ass cheeks and caressed my dick and balls.

“Oh my god,” I thought as my dreams seemed to be coming true.

Then her hand wrapped tightly around my balls and squeezed really hard. I yelped in pain and tried to buck her off but her left hand gathered a handful of my hair and I was trapped.

“Robert needs to be sucked off,” she whispered softly in my ear.

“What?” I sputtered.

“You need to suck him off,” she said.

“No,” I croaked.

She tightened her grip until I almost passed out.

“Please,” I quavered.

“Suck,” she demanded, using her grip on my hair to force my head to just in front of his raging hard on.

“No,” I said with clenched teeth.

She closed her hand tighter and when I opened my mouth to scream she rammed his dick down my throat. I tried to spit him out but she maneuvered me like I was a puppet. I sucked as she directed. I sucked until he spewed his seed down my throat.

“Good boy,” she purred, letting his dick slide out of my throat but maintaining her iron grip on my jewels.

“Please,” I begged. “You got what you wanted, now let me go.”

She ignored me, looking up at Matt and saying, “Go get the cuffs and collar, my hand is getting tired.”

“Cuffs, collar?” I thought. “That sound ominous and like they planned this scene.”

Matthew stepped out of the shower and within seconds my arms were cuffed behind me and my neck was encircled with a wide steel collar. Jennifer released my aching nuts and I collapsed on the shower floor. I looked up at my tormentor.

“Jennifer, what’s going on?” I croaked.

“Matt and I have been looking at places to rent, but things are kind of expensive here,” she said, “and you’ve got plenty of room so we... ”

“Jennifer,” I exploded, “what the fuck are you talking about? I’m asking why you... ”

“I’m getting to that,” she interrupted smoothly. “Do you want me to finish?” 

I closed my mouth.

“As I was saying, things here are expensive and you have plenty of room and you seem quite submissive so we decided to make you our little slave so we can live here rent free and have a servant to take care of any twisted needs we might have,” she said.

“Are you completely deranged?” I shouted. “You can’t make me your slave.”

“We can’t?” she laughed.

“No.”


“Robert,” she said softly, “I think things will go much smoother for you if you get it in your head that you belong to us now.”

“I don’t fucking belong to you,” I screeched. “Take this stuff off of me.”

“Do you want to spend the night chained up in the bathroom or are you going to start accepting your new place in life and sleep at the foot of our bed?” she asked completely ignoring my outburst.


“Sleep at the foot of your bed?” I sputtered incredulously.

“Well, technically it’s your bed because we are taking over the master suite,” she said.

“Let me loose you stupid cunt,” I raged.

“I guess that means the bathroom for you tonight, Robert,” she said nodding at Matt.

“Fuck you,” I said, climbing to my feet and stumbling for the door. “I’m going to... ”

My sentence was interrupted as Matt calmly cut my feet out from under me, hooked a chain to my collar, wrapped the other end around the toilet and locked it. I was trapped in the bathroom until they let me loose. I looked at Matt who had been my best friend in college.

“Matt?” I questioned. “I thought we were friends.”

He looked at me coldly.

“Do you remember when you fucked Melanie?” he asked.

Oh shit. Melanie had been the one girlfriend in college that he seemed to really love. I didn’t think he had ever known that I had taken her to bed.

“Melanie?” I asked with a sinking sensation.

“Yeah, Melanie.”

“I’m not sure... I... ”

He snorted and left the bathroom. I looked back at Jennifer who had one of those cat-ate-the-canary smiles on her face.

“Woopsh,” she giggled. “I don’t think he has forgiven you.”

“Jennifer,” I said calmly, deciding on a different tack. “This is crazy. If you guys need a place to stay and help or whatever I’m happy to help.”

“You are?”

“Yes,” I said, my confidence growing. “Whatever you need. I’ve been friends with Matt for years and if you guys need anything why...  what are friends for?

“That’s really nice, Robert,” she said warmly.

“Anything.”

“Super, Robert,” she said. “That’s really nice. I think that our new relationship is going to be great!”

“Do you?”

“Yes. I really hate it when I have to discipline a new slave,” she said.

“Huh?”

“I mean it is so much nicer when a new slave understands their place and cooperates.”

“Jennifer, I thought... ”

“That you could tell me that you would do anything for us and that would get you out of your situation?” she sneered.

“Well, no, I thought that we... ”

“Robert, do you remember what I told you a few minutes ago?”

I didn’t. My head was swimming with the order of magnitude change that had taken place in my life and my mind was totally focused on getting out of what looked like a life of servitude. I hated to act stupid but I didn’t have a clue.

“Uh... no,” I admitted.

“I told you that things will go much smoother for you the sooner that you accept that your life has changed and that you belong to us now,” she said.

“Jennifer, please,” I pleaded.

“Robert, I’m going to bed now,” she smiled. “I’ll see you in the morning.”






Chapter Three

My College Roommate Part Two

 

I spent a miserable night chained to the toilet. I finally got to sleep on the hard floor but woke up about five am when Jennifer came in to pee. She didn’t speak, did her business as if I weren’t there, flushed and wandered back into the bedroom. I lay awake until eight when I heard them talking.

“I want to make love to you also, Matt,” I heard Jennifer say, “but it’s more important that our new slave get used to his normal morning duties.”

“But, Jenn,” I heard Matt whine, “I’d rather... ”

“I know, sweetie, me too,” she said, “but trust me this is better for now. He needs to learn his place.”

“How many times have you done this?” Matt asked.

“Robert will be the fourth one I’ve trained,” she said.

“What happened to the others?” Matt asked.

“I sold them when I got tired of them,” Jennifer said, matter-of-factly.

“You sold them?”

“Yes.”

“But... you can’t really sell a person in this day and age... .can you?” Matt asked.

“Go get in the shower, Matt,” Jennifer said softly. “I want to get started.”

In a few seconds Matt brushed by me, started the shower and walked in. A few seconds later Jennifer came in, unlocked my chain, dragged me into the shower, grabbed my balls and hair.

“Same deal as yesterday,” she said. “Matt needs a blow job.”

I tried harder to resist but she squeezed until I gave in and opened my mouth.

“Good boy,” she purred as Matt fucked my face.

After he spurted I pretended to swallow and when she let go of my balls I turned and spat his load of cum in her face. The look she gave me was frightening.


“You are going to pay for that, you little fucker,” she said angrily.

“Screw you, Jennifer,” I said. “You can’t keep me locked up forever and when I get a chance to escape you are going to pay big time.”

“Robert,” she hissed, “you will either accept your new life or I will take steps to ‘gentle’ you so that you do.”

“Never,” I said.

“Your choice, boy.”

 

***

 

By the end of the second day I had figured out that the bitch was eventually going to break me. Some of the things she forced me to do were even worse than blowing my best friend. It seemed to me that my way out was Matt who appeared to be the weak link. He wasn’t hardened like she was to treating a person as a thing plus, in spite of Melanie, we had been good friends. The final item in my favor was that having a guy blowing him wasn’t doing it for him. He wanted to fuck Jennifer but she wouldn’t let him and he was whining about it. Late that day I got a chance to talk to him alone when she ran out to get her hair done. I hollered until he came into the bathroom to get me to shut up. 

“Matt,” I said reasonably. “I’m your friend. Are you really going to let her do this?”

“Remember Melanie?” he said coldly.

“Let’s just say that I did fuck her,” I said. “Is that enough reason for this?”

“I’m not going to discuss it,” he said. “This is her show.”

“Speaking of that, buddy,” I said. “This is her fourth time. Where’d she get the first three?”

That made him think for a minute, then he shook his head.

“No idea.”

“Want my guess?”

“Look, Robert, I’m not really interested in your... ”

“I bet they were all boyfriends,” I said.

“What?”

“I bet she was dating them and got tired of them and turned them into her personal playthings,” I said.

“That’s ridiculous,” he said.

“Is it?”

“Yes.”

“Why don’t you ask?” I said.

“Fuck you, Robert,” he said slamming the door.

 

***

 

It must have been eating at him because he started asking questions almost as soon as she walked through the door. I cringed when he started because he wasn’t very subtle and clearly didn’t realize how dangerous she was.

“So, Jenn,” he said, “this is your fourth... um... guy you’ve... um... ”

“What’s eating you, Matt?” she responded.

“Nothing...  I was just wondering where you found the first three,” he said.

“Just guys I knew that I kind of got bored with.”

“Friends?”

“What’s going on?” she asked.

“Just curious.”


“Stop thinking about that and fuck me, okay?”

That managed to distract him for thirty minutes before he started picking at it again. I wanted to scream at him to stop or at least be more subtle but that would have given away that I had put him up to it. I ground my teeth.

“Friends with benefits?” he asked.

“God damn it, Matt,” she said angrily, “why are you asking this stuff?”

“Well... Robert said that he bet that they were boyfriends that you got tired of and I was just worried because... ”

“Oh god no,” I thought

“Oh baby,” she purred. “You’re just being silly. I love you and you love me. Stop thinking so much and think about how much fun it is going to be to have someone that you can use to slake all of those kinky desires.”

“But, I don’t really have any kinky... ”

“Well, whatever desires.”

“But... ”

“Baby, I need to be fucked again,” she said. “Think you’re ‘up’ to it?”

That distracted him again. I was treated to an hour long love making session where she wore him out enough that it got very quiet for the next hour.

 

***

 

“Get up,” I heard her demand.

“Huh?”

“I said get the fuck up.”

“Jenn,” Matt whined, “what are you doing?”

“We’ve had a little change of plan,” she chuckled.

“Jenn, please... ” 

I heard clanking and banging. She came into the bathroom dragging Matthew behind her. He was locked up in a similar manner to my own restraints. She attached the end of his neck chain to the toilet and locked it.

“Welcome to your new life, Matthew,” she said.

“Why are you doing this?” he asked.

“I could tell from your questions that you weren’t going to leave it alone,” she explained. “It was only a matter of time until I got bored with you anyway.”

This wasn’t good. I lunged for her thinking our only chance was to take her down and then figure out how to escape. Unfortunately my neck chain yanked me back just before I had a good hold on her. She moved away with fire in her eyes.

“That’s it for you, boy,” she said.

She stepped from the room and returned immediately with a travel bag, flipped it open, pulled a taser out, causally stuck it on my leg and pulled the trigger. I watched, unable to move, as she went into the bag again and brought out some funny looking device, reached between my legs and did something.

“I warned you that if you didn’t settle down and begin accepting your new life I was going to have to ‘gentle’ you,” she said. “Blame yourself for what I just did.”

I was still paralyzed from the taser so it wasn’t possible for me to lower my head to see what she was talking about. I could see Robert staring between my legs in horror.

“I’ll do that to you if you don’t learn to behave,” she snapped at him.

As feeling returned to my extremities I was finally able to bring my head down enough to look between my legs. My ball sack was encircled by something that cut off all circulation. It looked like a plum, an angry plum.

“Please,” I croaked.

“Please?” 

“I’ll cooperate,” I said. “Please, I’ll be good... really good.”

“Yes, you will,” she laughed.






Chapter Four

We Need To Talk

 

“John, we need to talk.”

“About what, Janet?” I asked stupidly.

“I want you to do something for me,” she said.

“Do something for you?”

“Yes,” she said, pulling a small box from her purse. “I want you to wear this.”

She laid the box in front of me and looked expectant.

“Is this a present for me?” I asked.

“Sort of,” she laughed.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Open it and you’ll see,” she giggled.

Janet was my wife’s best friend. After my wife died I went through a very hard time. I wasn’t interested in dating, I wasn’t interested in women. In fact, I wasn’t interested in anything until I ran into Janet while I was shopping for the junk food that served as my meal most evenings. We got to talking and I discovered that she was recently divorced. 

One thing led to another, we started dating and six months later I asked her to move in with me. It wasn’t fireworks but the sex was good and it was nice having somebody to come home to and a warm body to sleep next to at night. I sensed she wasn’t completely satisfied but being still in the funk of losing my wife I never sat down with her to address the problem. 

“John?” she chided gently bringing me back to reality, “the box?”

I looked at her sheepishly and opened the box. At first glance I hadn’t a clue what I was holding in my hand but then the horror of it dawned on me. It was one of those chastity thingies that I had always thought were fantasies made up by horny weirdos. I looked up at her in fear. Even with the sex we shared I felt a desperate need to masturbate four or five times a day. The thought of wearing something like this that would make it so that I would not be able to was not anything I wanted.

“What...  What...  What?” I stammered.

“I want you to start wearing that,” she said.

“Wh...  Why?” I stammered.

“I thought it might spice things up for us,” she said.

“Spice things up?” I blathered not really knowing where this was going and how to stop it.

“Just when you’re out of the house,” she said soothingly. “We’ll leave the keys hanging on a hook in the kitchen so you can unlock yourself whenever you come home.”

“Uh”

“Look, John,” she said angrily. “I know how much you beat off but you will just be wearing it when you are at work so it won’t interfere with your “needs”, will it?”

The truth was I often went into the bathroom at work and rubbed one out but there was no way I could tell her that but even so why did she want this?

“I don’t understand, Janet, what’s the point? Don’t you trust me?”

“It’s not a matter of trust, John,” she said. “It’s just something that I think will make things sexier between us.”

“Huh?”

“I know how much you like to masturbate and the thought that I have you locked up, even if it is during a time when you couldn’t do anything anyway, is exciting to me.”

All I could think of was giving up the great orgasms that I managed to sneak in when everyone was out of the office and I had the bathroom to myself. Unfortunately by the look on her face it was clear that she had been thinking about this for a long time and there was no way, without coming clean about my adventures at work, that I was going to change her mind.

“The keys are going to be hanging on a hook in the kitchen?” I asked.

She threw her head back and laughed, “yes, Johnny boy,” she said.

“Well,” I said, “if it will make you...  um...  sexier...  I guess... ”

“So, put it on!” She demanded.

With a nagging feeling that what I was about to do was really going to come back and bite me in the ass I used the directions to assemble the components around the most important part of my anatomy. When I had it completely encasing my penis she clapped her hands gleefully, picked up the lock, threaded through the hole, and snapped it shut.

“Ooooooh,” she crooned, “that makes me so hot I want to make love right now. It’s too bad you’re all locked up.”

“That’s not fair,” I whined. “You said that I could unlock myself whenever I wanted to.”

“No, I said you could unlock yourself whenever you came home.”

“I’m home.”

“Look, Johnny,” she said, “what I meant was once you lock yourself up at home you can unlock yourself after you’ve left the house and returned.”

“But, if I’d known that I wouldn’t have... ”

“Shush, John boy, I need your tongue,” she purred. “I give you permission to unlock yourself later after I’ve gone to bed.”

With that she dragged me into her pussy for an hour and four orgasms. After she passed out I unlocked myself and squirted three times. Something about this new game she’d invented had really gotten my juices flowing.

 

***

 

The next morning, at her insistence, I reluctantly put the hated appliance back on my dick and dutifully went to work. Of course with my penis totally unavailable all I could think of was when I could go home and unlock myself. I lasted until just after lunch before I faked sickness and left at two.

The keys were on the hook in the kitchen and I didn’t get any further before I dragged the detested thing off and frantically yanked on my member to relieve the unbelievable pressure. Over the course of the next few hours, before Janet got home, I abused myself multiple times. The specter of having to wear that thing seemed to ramp up my libido to heights that I had never experienced before. The worry of what if I couldn’t touch myself seemed to drag me back time and again to just one more.

That was pretty much how things went for the next two weeks. The upside was that I was in orgasm heaven. The downside was I was so worn out from pleasuring myself that I ignored Janet. I could see she was unhappy but I was so lost in my sexual fantasies that I never forced myself to address the problem. Then came the day that I came home and the keys weren’t hanging on the hook. I raged around the house all afternoon waiting for her to get home.

When she walked through the door it was all I could do to keep from grabbing her and shaking her and screaming at her. She smiled sweetly when she saw the fury in my face, walked past me into the living room and sat on the couch.

“We need to talk, John,” she said.

“Where are the keys, Janet?” I asked as civilly as I could.

“I have them in a safe place,” she answered.

“You promised that they would always hang in the kitchen,” I stated.

“I know that, John, but my plan to spice things up isn’t working quite as I expected so I want to change things a bit.”

“Change things?”

“Yes,” she said. “First, I want you to go into the bedroom, take off all your clothes and then come back here and kneel down in front of me.”

Getting naked was moving the right way toward what my body was calling for so I ran into the bedroom stripped and was on my knees in front of her in less than a minute. Looking up at her I noticed the keys that I so desperately wanted were hanging on a chain around her neck. My body relaxed a lot thinking that my release was only moments away.

“To begin with,” Janet said, “I want to ask you to always be naked when you’re home. Can you do that for me?”

I was fixated on the keys and probably would have agreed to almost anything. I nodded.

“Is that a yes, John?” She asked.


“Yes.”

“What I mean is I want you to undress in the garage when you get home and dress in the garage when you leave.”

“In the garage? But, Janet, why must I... ”

“Will you do it or not?” She interrupted.

“Yes, Janet, I will but, why?”

“Because I think it will be sexy to see you walking around here in nothing but your little chastity tube,” she chuckled.

“But, I thought that once I got home I was allowed to remove it,” I said forlornly.

“I’m getting to that,” she said.

I bit my lip and waited.

“Here’s what I want,” she said. “Whenever you want to masturbate I want you to come to me wherever I am, kneel down, bend over, kiss my feet and wait. When I give you permission to speak I want you to ask me first if you can be permitted to orally please me. If I say yes then, when I’m satisfied, I’ll give you the keys. If I say no then you may politely ask me if you may have the keys. I may give them to you or I may not. If I don’t you may approach me again after four hours have elapsed. You may then begin the process again by kneeling, kissing my feet and asking if you can pleasure me. Do you have any questions?”

“Who made you Queen?” I sneered, my anger at her outrageous demands overcoming my good sense. After all she still held the keys.

She stood up, walked into the kitchen, removed the chain from around her neck, took one of the two keys from the chain, threw it in the garbage disposal and turned it on. The grinding noise was horrible. Within a few seconds she turned the garbage disposal off, fished the key out and held it up.

“That’s once,” she said sweetly. “If I hear an outburst like that again I guess you’ll be spending the rest your life as a eunuch. Now, do you have any questions about our new arrangement?”

I did. I hated it. However, she held the only key left to the center of my universe and I wasn’t about to piss her off so I acted like I was going to be the little bitch boy that she wanted me to be thinking that when she let me out of this hateful device she would never convince me to put it back on again. To seal the deal and to allay any suspicions I moved quickly to where she was standing, knelt down and kissed her feet.

“You may speak,” she said imperiously.

“Janet, may I orally please you?”

“I think you should address me more formally,” she said. “I think Miss Janet would be more appropriate.”

Inside I was seething but I did not want to risk her grinding up the next key so I swallowed my pride and asked, “Miss Janet, may I have the great pleasure of pleasing you orally?”

The smirk on her face almost put me over the top but I swallowed my pride and followed her to the couch where she skinned off her panties, plopped down, spread her legs and waited for me to dive in. I did and spent the next hour pleasuring her. Don’t get me wrong I really like eating pussy but the blackmail part of what was going on got to me. When she was finally satisfied she leaned down and used her key to unlock me. I started to get up when she stopped me.

“Wait,” she snapped. “I want you to do it right here in front of me.”

I was so horny it really didn’t make any difference I just wanted to go so I grabbed my dick and within less than two minutes I spewed my seed all over the floor.

“Now,” she said softly, “I want you to lick it up.”

I was free of the hateful device and there was no fucking way I was going to lick my cum. I got up and walked away from her.

“Oh, Johnny boy,” she said softly, “you are making a big mistake if you don’t do as I ask.”

“Fuck you, Janet,” I said angrily. “I’m not playing your stupid ass games anymore.”

“But, Johnny, I thought... ”

“I don’t give a shit,” I said, “I am done with this spicing up our sex lives.”

 

***

 

In retrospect if I had any inkling of what the future was going to bring I’d have run for my life leaving my home and everything in it behind. But I didn’t.

Over the next few days things seemed to settle down and I thought we were past her silly games aimed at spicing up our sex lives. I continued to masturbate three or four times a day but the driving excitement that had existed just because of that hateful appliance that I had been forced to wear was missing. Janet was sweet and I was lulled into believing that all was well. On my birthday she fixed me a special dinner with lots to drink.

 

***

 

I woke up shivering, naked on the living room floor. I felt like a tank had run over me. I felt some kind of collar around my neck and looking down I could see my prick was encased in a much more secure looking device than the plastic tube we had been playing with. I got up and staggered into the bedroom where I found Janet sitting up in bed.

“What the fuck is this, Janet?” I demanded angrily pointing at the appliance surrounding my privates.

“It’s Miss Janet, slave,” she said sweetly.

“Slave? Fuck you, Janet,” I said turning away from her to the closet to find something to wear.

“What are you doing, slave?” she asked.

“I’m going to get some fucking clothes on and then go out and find somebody to remove this stupid thing around my penis,” I said. “When I get back you better not be in this house.”

“First, slaves don’t wear clothes ever,” she said. “And second, you are not going anywhere.”

“At the risk of being redundant, fuck you, Janet,” I said angrily. “It’s my house, it’s my life and I’ll do what I want.”

“Wrong, slave boy,” she said. “It’s not your life anymore. You belong to me and you’ll do what I want.”

It was clear that I was wasting my breath talking to her so I ignored her last statement reached in the closet, pulled out a pair of pants and went to put them on. The pain that hit my neck dropped me to the ground and almost caused me to pass out. When I recovered I found her standing over me with a remote control in her hand.

“As I said, slave boy, it’s not your life anymore. From now on you’ll do what I want when I want and how I want. Do you understand?” she sneered brandishing the remote in my face.

“Dammit, Janet, I... ”

The jolt that hit me this time was worse than the first one. I passed out for a few seconds. When I woke up she was still smiling sweetly and wiggling the remote.

“Do you have anything to say, slave?” she asked.

I was beaten. As long as this collar was around my neck I would have to kowtow to her desires. I decided to bide my time until I could either overpower her or somehow escape. I rolled over, crawled on my belly to her feet, kissed them and asked, “Miss Janet, may I have the pleasure of pleasing you orally?”

Janet clapped her hands gleefully and replied, “You may, slave, you may.”

 

***

 

An hour later, after I had given her three raging orgasms, she pushed me away and informed me it was time for bed. I looked at her disbelievingly.

“But, Miss Janet, you said that whenever you allowed me to pleasure you orally that I would be unlocked to... uhh... ”

“Play with that inadequate thing between your legs?” she sneered.

I nodded.

“That was before you defied me,” she said. “As punishment I’m thinking that you should serve one month in chastity before I release you. That’s assuming, of course, that you don’t do something to cause me to increase your lockup time.”

“But, Miss Janet, I’ll die,” I pleaded.

“I doubt that,” she giggled, “but, to give you an incentive I’ll let you have five minutes with your right hand as soon as you put a secure, locking barred door on the walk-in closet so that I can be sure that you are securely locked up at night.”

I was still thinking of how I might escape this horrible situation but somehow the thought of how fast I could get a cage built to further imprison me just so that I could masturbate was taking top priority.






Chapter Five

Possession

 

I heard the door open behind me. The bitch was home. I couldn’t help but shuddering, thankfully not enough to set off the motion sensors.

I heard two sets of heels enter and stop behind me. 

“Who’s that?” a young feminine voice asked.

“You mean what,” my owner answered.

“I mean...  what?”

“Yes,” she said. 

“But... ”

“But, what?” my owner asked.

“That’s a... man, Amanda.”

“No, Julie, it’s not.”

“It looks like a man.”

“Looks can be deceiving.”

“Still... ”

“Julie, I agree that even I use the pronoun ‘who’ or ‘he’ when referring to him as if that were a person but, it isn’t.”

“Amanda, I... ”

“Julie, trust me. That creature crouching there is not a man.”

“Okay...  so... what is... ... it?”

“One of my possessions.”

“Possessions?”

“Yes, like that lamp or that table.”

“Amanda, you can’t have a person as a possession.”

“That’s where you’re wrong, Julie,” Amanda said.

“But... ”

“But what, Julie?”

“This is just one of those kinky sex games, isn’t it?”

“Think so?”

“I mean...  you’re just showing off, right?” Julie said. “He has a real life when he isn’t playing these games with you... .right?”

“No, Julie,” the bitch said. “This is his life.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“And he... I mean he agreed to this?” Julie asked.

“Not exactly,” my owner laughed.

“What do you mean not exactly?” Julie asked.

“I’m sorry, Julie, I was just being cute,” my owner said. “The correct response is: No, he didn’t agree to this. He is here against his will.”

“I don’t understand,” Julie said. “Why does he... ? How do you... ?”

“Keep him here?”

“Yes.”

“He doesn’t have a choice,” Amanda said.

“That’s crazy,” Julie said. “What’s to keep him from just leaving?”

“I own him,” she said.

“You can’t own another person,” Julie said. 

“Think not?”

Damn it, Amanda,” Julie said, angrily, “why doesn’t he just get up and leave if he doesn’t want to be here?”

“He can’t.”

“Are we talking in circles?” Julie asked.

“I’m not.”

I heard Julie take a deep breath. I could sense her head shaking from side to side in confusion and exasperation. 

“Would you like a glass of wine?” Amanda asked.

The change of direction confused Julie.

“What?” she asked.

“Do you drink white or red?” Amanda asked.

“White.”

“Two whites, boy,” my owner said.

I jumped up, ran to the wet bar, snagged a bottle of white from the under counter refrigerator and had two glasses of nicely chilled wine ready for them in such a short time that I was sure that if I were in the “who wants to be a bartender” competition I would have won first place. Never-the-less the look my owner gave me as I presented the two glasses of wine caused my balls to retract. I returned to my position.

“Wow,” Julie said, taking a sip “I have never seen anyone do that so fast.”

“I thought he was disgustingly slow,” my owner said. “I’m considering punishing him for it.”

“Amanda, you have got to be joking,” Julie laughed. “If you thought that was slow it must be hell for him to please you.”

Julie was right. It was. I almost never made it through a day without incurring her wrath. I could feel my owner’s eyes on me but, she didn’t say anything more.

“Before you changed the subject to wine I had a question,” Julie said.

“Yes?”

“Why doesn’t he get up and leave?”

“I told you. He can’t.”

“But why?”

“Because I own him,” Amanda said.

“Amanda, I... .”

“Let me explain another way,” Amanda said. “Do you know who that creature is...  or rather was?”

“No.”

“That was my husband for ten years before I caught him cheating on me,” Amanda said.

“So, this is his penance?”


“No, Julie, it isn’t. That would imply that I forgave him and am letting him make it up to me. Instead I enslaved him.”

“How?”

“First I tricked him into trying some kinky stuff with me to spice up our sex life and when I finally got him to put that collar on I used it to compromise him so badly that he can’t leave. Then I took everything he owns away from him and divorced him.”

“Compromise?”


“Yes.”

“Like what?” Julie asked.

“The first thing I did was to set up ironclad proof that he was involved in child pornography. Then, I engineered evidence that he had committed a hit and run that resulted in a death and finally I arranged for an actress who appears underage to have sex with him on camera,” Amanda said.

“Why would he let you do that stuff?” Julie asked.

“That’s a shock collar around his neck. He didn’t have a choice.”

“So really he’s a prisoner and if he could figure out some way to circumvent the collar he’d leave,” Julie said.

“Think so?”

“Yes.”

“The collar isn’t even locked anymore, Julie,” Amanda said. 

“What?”

“Boy!” Amanda said sternly. “Take off that collar.”

I reached up, released the clasp, removed the collar from my neck, placed it in front of me and returned to position.

“If you like, boy, you may leave,” my owner said sweetly.

Oh god. I wanted so badly to leave but... . I couldn’t. I knew it. Amanda knew it and I sensed that Julie was beginning to understand.

“Or else put it back on,” Amanda said.

I snatched the collar back from the floor and snapped it in place.

“My god,” Julie said, breathlessly. “You really do own him.”

“I do.”

“What does he do?” Julie asked.

“You mean besides cooking, cleaning and serving wine?”

“Yes.”

“Anything I want him to. He bathes me, dresses me, takes care of my more intimate personal needs and my sexual needs and... . Well, I guess anything I want him to do no matter how mundane or perverted pretty much covers it.”

“He takes care of your sexual needs?”

“Yes.”

“But, what about that thing on his dick?”

“Oh, he doesn’t get to fuck me or anyone or anything ever,” Amanda laughed. “If I want to get laid I find a real man. His tongue, however, is quite talented for those itchy moments.”

“Oh.”

I could hear the catch in Julie’s voice that told me my condition under Amanda’s thumb was beginning to turn her on. 

“What... .um... .what do you mean when you say... ... intimate personal needs?”

“Are you a prude, Julie?” my owner asked.

“I don’t think so.”

“So, you’re not freaking out by the fact that I tricked my husband into slavery and then made him sign his life away?”

“Um.”

“And then took away everything he owned or controlled including his right to have sex and forced him to live like an inanimate object?” 

“Ooooh... .uh... no.” Julie sounded as if she were working up to an orgasm.

Amanda looked at her carefully for a moment but didn’t speak. It took a while but eventually Julie realized that she had something important to say and focused her attention on Amanda.

“At the risk of giving you too much information,” Amanda said. “An example of intimate personal service is that I have no toilet paper in the entire house.”

“No toilet paper?”

“No.”

“But, how do you... ?”

“How indeed?” Amanda laughed.

“Oh my,” Julie said, breathing heavily.

“Yes.”

Julie’s ragged breathing sounded as if she had just run the Boston marathon.

“Um, Amanda?” she asked.

“Yes?”

“I think my husband is cheating on me.”

“Really?”

“I wonder if you could help me.”

“Help you?”

“Yes,” Julie said, motioning at me. “I want one of those... uh... possessions.”






Chapter Six

My Wife

 

My wife had been acting strangely for about a month but, as I had been somewhat occupied having an affair with a girl from my work I hadn’t really been paying the kind of attention that I should have. When I walked through the door Friday night at 10 o’clock after being with my lady and claiming to my wife that I was working late it finally hit me full force that she was seriously pissed off at me. I tried to act as if nothing was wrong.

“Hi, baby,” I said cheerfully. “How was your day?”

She glared at me and said coldly, “Don’t you hi baby me, Mark.”

“What’s wrong, sweetie?” I said.

“And don’t sweetie me either,” she snapped.

“Marcia, did I do something wrong?”

“Mark, I want a divorce.” 

“What?”

“Mark, do you think I’m stupid?”

“Marcia... ”

“Or blind?”


“Marcia, I... ”

“Or totally without a sense of smell?”

“Huh?”

“Did you seriously believe that I wouldn’t find out you were fucking that slut secretary you hired a few months ago?” she said coldly.

“Marcia, I... ”

“At a loss for words are we?” she sneered.

I opened my mouth to speak but nothing came out. I shook my head and stared at her imploringly. In retrospect I realized that having an affair was incredibly stupid and wanted to tell her so. Not only did I still love her, a divorce would devastate me financially. I couldn’t afford for her to leave me as the bulk of everything that we owned including my business was in her name.

She looked at me and started laughing. 

“Are you starting to figure out how incredibly stupid you’ve been?” She asked.

I nodded, still unable to speak.


“Well, Mark, I am very angry and the only solution I can see is for us to divorce,” she said.

“Please, Marcia,” I begged. “I’ll do anything, anything you want, but please don’t divorce me.”

“Anything?”

I felt a glimmer of hope and nodded my head.

“Do you have any idea how hurt and humiliated I am?” she asked. “How much I want to lash out at you and punish you?”

“What do you want me to do,” I asked, “I’ll do anything you want.”

“There’s that word ‘anything’ again. Do you really mean it?” she asked

“Yes.”

“You’ll do anything I ask?” she asked.

“Try me,” I said.

“Okay, Mark, here’s how it’s going to go,” she said. “For the next week I’m going to punish you. Physically punish you. In addition, I’m going to have you do things for me, some of which you won’t like. If you obey and take your punishment and don’t refuse any of my requests then I’ll drop this divorce idea. But, if you tell me no, even once, the deal is off and I’ll take you for every penny you’ve got. Do you understand?”

“Yes, baby, I understand,” I said, feeling a wave of relief wash over me.

“Let’s start with that,” she said coldly. “You are not to call me by any term of endearment again. I will be addressed as Miss, Ma’am, or by my maiden name, Ms. Johnson.”

“Uh... ”

“Having trouble obeying me already?” She asked.

“Uh...  No, ma’am, I understand,” I stammered.

A brief smile flickered on her face before she said, “Let’s start by you taking off all of your clothing.”

“What?”

“It’s a simple request, Mark,” she said. “I told you I was going to have you do things that you wouldn’t like. Taking off your clothes is pretty mild compared to some of the things that I plan to do.”

I didn’t know where this was going but, she had always liked the way I looked as I was a buff guy with a larger than average penis. Perhaps she would get distracted and forget her anger. I slowly removed my clothes, folded them neatly and laid them on the couch. When I was completely naked I stood before her waiting for her next command.

“My, my,” she said. “I’ll bet that little slut that you’re screwing thinks you’re quite the catch.”

“Marcia, can’t we... ”

“Mark,” she interrupted, “you’re just making it worse for yourself addressing me like that. Get down on your fucking knees with your face in the floor.”

“But, Ms. Johnson, I... ”

“Now!” She screeched.

I dropped to my knees and buried my face in the floor. I didn’t like the way this was going but the alternative was worse.

“Now scoot forward, kiss my feet and tell me what you’re prepared to do to make this right,” she said.

I move forward until her feet were directly under my face and began lightly placing kisses on her toes.

“Anything you want, Miss,” I said softly.

“Well, the first thing I want to do is to spank you,” she said.

“Spank me?” I quavered.

“Actually, I want to whip you and cane you until you are crying like a baby,” she said. “Do you have any problems with that?”

“Marcia...  um; I mean Ms. Johnson, I’m sorry, is that really necessary?”

“Necessary? In my mind it is but I’ll leave it up to you. A simple yes or no is all you have to say,” she laughed. “Of course, just remember what a no means.”

It was clear that I really had no choice. If I said no I would be on the street. I whispered a faint, “yes.”

“What was that?” she asked. “I couldn’t hear you.”

“Yes,” I said loudly.

“I thought you’d see it my way,” she chuckled. “Follow me.”

She turned and started up the stairs. I started to rise to follow her when she whirled on me and screeched, “you will crawl on your hands and knees behind me like the piece of shit that you are.”

I dropped back to my hands and knees and followed her up the stairs and into our guest bedroom. The guest bed was gone and various pieces of equipment were scattered around the room. In the center was a pulley system with cuffs hanging from it. She led me to the center, attached the cuffs to my wrists and used a remote to tighten the cable attached to the ceiling to pull me up on my tiptoes. I could sense a relaxation in her attitude.

“Well, Mark,” she purred. “Or perhaps I should say well, slave boy, how do you like your new situation?”

Something about her attitude was really frightening me. She seemed so malevolent. Her demeanor scared me but I was afraid to speak.

“We are now going to begin your training,” she said. “It will probably take months for you to become the perfect obedient servant that I intend to turn you into.”

That was more than I could bear and even though I knew I shouldn’t speak I couldn’t resist saying, “Marcia, I thought... ”

She slapped my face back and forth three times.

“Have you forgotten how to address me?” She asked patiently.

“But, Marcia, I mean Ms. Johnson, you said that I only had to obey you for one week,” I said.

“I lied,” she laughed. “One week isn’t going to do it. I don’t ever intend to be humiliated like I have been by you over the last six months. When I’m through with training you will be the perfect husband...  or the perfect something anyway.”

I would have protested further but as I opened my mouth to speak she shoved a gag into it. She then turned, stepped over to the sideboard, picked up a cane and returned to my side.

“We are going to play a little game,” she said sweetly, “I’m going to give you 50 strokes with this cane after which I will take the gag out and give you an opportunity to beg me to place you in a chastity belt. If you don’t agree I’m going to re-gag you and give you 50 strokes more after which I will give you another chance to beg me to place you in chastity. When you finally agree, and I have no doubt that you will, your initial period of chastity will be 30 days times the number of times that I had to gag you. If you’re smart you’ll beg me after these first 50 but then if you were smart you wouldn’t be trussed up like this, would you?”

While my mind tried to process what she had just told me she stepped back and began hitting me, holding nothing back. The pain was like nothing I’d ever experienced in my life. It was as if someone was using a hot poker on my ass. I screamed. I begged. I pleaded and in the end I hung in my chains, limply sobbing.

She reached up, removed the gag and asked me sweetly, “are you ready to beg?”

“No, please, no more, I... ” I managed to get out before she stuffed the gag back in my mouth.

The next 50 were even worse will and I must have been only semi-conscious because all I could remember was the gag coming out of my mouth and being stuffed back in before the third 50 started. This might have gone on a few more times but I think she must’ve taken a little pity on me as I heard her say softly, “I can keep this up all day slave boy, do you want to beg me now?

I nodded my head.

“I’m waiting,” she said coldly.

“Please, Ms. Johnson, please...  Please...  Put that...  Um, chastity thingy on me,” I begged.

She kissed me on my cheek and snuggled up to me putting one hand around my dick. I could smell her perfume and in spite of my situation I started to get aroused.

“Are you sure?” she teased.

I didn’t trust myself to speak because of course I didn’t want that horrible chastity belt but I knew that if I said no I would be in deep trouble so I merely nodded my head.

“I can’t hear you, boy,” she said.

“Yes, um, um, please... ”

By now my prick was fully erect and although my ass was burning like I had been branded the ministrations of her hand was causing me to forget everything but the possibility of an orgasm.

“It seems like we have a problem, don’t we?” she laughed. “What are we going to do about it?”

“Um, couldn’t we... ”

“No silly,” she interrupted, “we couldn’t, don’t you remember that you are not allowed to have an orgasm for three months?”

“Oh, God, no, please, please not that,” I begged.

“I clearly explained the rules to you before we started,” she said. “You made me gag you three times, didn’t you?”

“But... ”

“Enough!” She said. “I need to get this chastity thing on you and here you are all hard and needy. This just won’t do. I want you to beg me to make you soft.” 

“Huh?”

“I want you to ask me nicely to make you soft so I can put this tube on your dick.” 

“But, Ms. Johnson, I really need... ”

“Fuck this,” she screeched, grabbing my hair with her left hand and pulling back causing me to arch my back. Her right hand slashed the cane down hard on my member. I spasmed and my penis tried to crawl inside my body. A few minutes later my love stick was firmly encased in a steel tube with a lock.

“Now,” she said, “we are going to play another game. This one involves you begging me to make you my slave for the rest of your life... ”






Chapter Seven

Banded and Tagged Part One

 

“Hey, Brandon, what cha doing?”

I had just put my key in the mailbox when she interrupted me. I knew that voice and the flush of desire that hit me nearly caused me to break the key off in the lock. I tried to turn it and my head at the same time, not succeeding one hundred percent at doing either properly. When I was finally able to focus on the direction of the voice I found my cute neighbor Katie, from 3A, standing at the top of the stairs. She had one hip cocked out in a sexy pose, wearing an almost see through blouse with a lacy black bra clearly visible and a tight black mini skirt so short that from my angle I could see her panties. My mail spewed from the box and dropped on the floor as my attention centered on her crotch.

Katie and her roommate Linda were the two terminally hot twenty year olds on the floor above me. I had wanted for the longest time to date either or both of them but I was somewhat shy and... . Well, I thought they were a couple and weren’t interested in men. This was the first time either had spoken to me. 

“Oh... Katie, uh... hi,” I said stupidly.

She shifted her hips back and forth causing my eyes to follow the movement of her panties. The treasure they covered was my complete focus so it took a moment before I realized she was speaking to me again.

“Brandon?”

“Huh?” 

“Do you want to?” she asked.

“Do I want to what?” 

“Brandon,” she said crossly. “Weren’t you listening?”

Listening? Not really. I had been looking at the triangle formed by her legs and the sheer film that covered the spot that I wanted. I couldn’t tell her that. I looked at her blankly until it was obvious that I had to say something.

“I’m sorry,” I lied, “the noise of the mail dropping on the floor was... ”

My sentence trailed off as she shifted her legs again. I sucked my breath in trying to keep from fainting. 

“Brandon, are you paying attention?”

I was but, not to what she was saying. The tone of her voice finally penetrated. I reluctantly dragged my gaze from the hem of her skirt to her face and tried to focus. Her knowing smirk and the deliberate swish of her hips, causing my eyes to flick downward for a third time, brought a flush to my face and a snicker from her lips.

“I guess not,” she said.

“I was, Katie, really,” I said, “it’s just that the mail... ”

“I asked if you wanted to hook up tonight with Linda and me,” she said.

Thoughts of a threesome immediately overwhelmed me. Hooking up has lots of meanings but for twenty year olds it is almost always a euphemism for having casual sex. I didn’t trust myself to speak so I nodded. 

“You do?” she said, wiggling her lower body and flashing even more.

“Yes,” I croaked.

She twisted around so that I could see her panty covered ass peeking from under her shirt, looked back over her shoulder and smiled.

“Come at eight,” she said, “and wear something easy to slip out of.”

My jaw dropped open and stayed that way as she turned her head and walked away.

 

***

 

I spent the rest of the afternoon and evening getting ready. I believed that this might be my one chance and I wanted to make it count. First, I showered and then slathered myself with aftershave. Then I decided that I smelled way too masculine so I showered again to wash it off. My rational was that if my belief that they were a lesbian couple was correct they might be repulsed by too much masculinity. After my second shower I found an almost empty bottle of a very girly perfume that an old flame had abandoned and used it.

I changed clothes three times before I was satisfied. Katie had said wear something easy to slip out of which definitely implied that we were going to get naked. I finally settled on a short sleeved zip up knit shirt and some really nice looking cotton pants with an elastic waist. I could slip them down and kick them off in less than two seconds. I didn’t bother with underwear.

 

***

 

At one minute to eight I was standing outside their door waiting to knock. I had been standing there for ten minutes, afraid to appear too eager if I knocked early. I glanced at my watch, decided it was time, raised my hand to knock and before I could and the door opened. 

“Right on time I see,” Katie said.

I looked at her and oh my! Her blouse was the same one she had been wearing earlier but the bra was missing. That meant I could see her nicely formed breasts and succulent perky nipples. I was mesmerized. The mini skirt was red instead of black and if anything it was shorter. I had to assume that if the evening was going down as I expected I would soon discover that she wasn’t wearing panties. I was ready. 

“Come in, Brandon” she said, grabbing my arm and pulling me in.

Linda was sitting on the couch and the way she was dressed shifted my attention from Katie. Linda was covered in nothing but a thong and some skimpy thing over her nipples. My dick pushed up and tented my thin cotton pants. I tried to cover by turning away but... 

“Are you happy to see us, Brandon?” Linda asked, her gaze riveted on my crotch.

I nodded. Katie dragged me to the couch, shoved me down next to Linda and sat on the opposite side. Both girls leaned in and began kissing my neck while two pair of hands found their way under my T-shirt. They didn’t bother unzipping it, just pulled it over my head. It didn’t make sense for things to be moving this fast but, I was afraid that if I tried to slow things down it would break the spell, so I relaxed and let my hands move lightly to their breasts. They let me fondle them for just a second before they both pushed me away.

“What?” I asked.

“You know that Linda and I are a couple, don’t you Brandon?” Katie asked.

I had thought so but at this point I didn’t know what difference that made or what to say so I waited for her to go on.

“We have a basic fear of men,” Linda said.

“Their macho ways frighten us,” Katie explained.

“But you seem different,” Linda said.


“More feminine, softer,” Katie said.

“Like that hot aftershave you have on,” Linda said. “It seems... almost girlish.”

I congratulated myself for taking that second shower. It had clearly been the right thing to do.

“We’ve been watching you for some time,” Katie said.

“Because we are curious about how it might be to have a man... ” Linda trailed off, twirling her fingers in my chest hairs and sliding downward toward my raging erection.

“So, we chose you to experiment with,” Katie said. “How does that sound to you?”

Oh my! Two drop dead gorgeous girls who want to experiment with me? Two girls, who were probably virgins, at the same time? I reached my arms out to both of them.

“Hold it a minute, Brandon,” Katie said, pushing me away. “It doesn’t work like that.”

“What’s wrong?” I asked.

“What’s wrong is that you are still a male, and stronger than us and we are still afraid,” Linda said.

“I promise I’ll behave,” I said. “I won’t make and aggressive moves and if one of you says stop I’ll stop immediately and... ”

“Not good enough,” Katie said, shaking her head.

A wave of disappointment started creeping up my legs. I didn’t think this had just been a tease but I was beginning to wonder.

“We need insurance,” Linda said.

“Insurance?”

“We... we want you controlled so that if...  things get out of hand we don’t end up... uh...  raped or something,” Katie explained.

“Like what?” I asked.

She produced a standard set of police handcuffs and waved them in my face. 

“Some minor restraints to even the odds,” she said.

The thought of my wrists locked up in those handcuffs slowed my headlong rush toward the romp in their bed that my mind had been focused on. Handcuffs?

“Are you cuffing me in the front or in the back?” I asked.

“We’re not trying to incapacitate you totally, silly,” Linda laughed. “We’re going to want those hands to... uh... you know.”

I knew and I wanted my hands in all of those places. I forgot about my objections, thrusting my wrists out in front of me. Katie ratcheted the cuff on my left wrist and Linda secured the right one. I sat back and waited for the fun to begin. Katie got up and moved away but I forgot about her because Linda grabbed my hands, placed them on her breasts, planted her lips on my mouth and began kissing me with such passion that the world went away. It didn’t return until I felt a new fumbling at my wrists and heard a click. Linda pushed me away, stood up and moved away.

I was so dazed from the make out session that it took a moment before I realized that both women had moved to the side of the room and my arms were being drawn to the ceiling. I didn’t panic until I was on my tiptoes.

“Wait,” I pleaded. “What’s going on?”

Katie moved to my left side and began licking my cheek like she was a puppy dog and my cheek was some well loved food. Linda stepped in and slipped a covering over my eyes. If they were trying to frighten and confuse me it was working because I was scared and blind. Of course I was also very turned on. Then one of them pulled my pants down and worked them off my legs. My erection was a flagpole. 

“Why did you cover my eyes?” I asked.

“Isn’t it more exciting like that?” Linda asked.

I thought about it. It was, but I assumed that they were going to get undressed and I wanted to see them naked.

“Yes, but it isn’t as much fun if I can’t see you,” I whined.

“Don’t worry about having fun, Brandon,” Katie whispered, stroking my dick. “We are going to have lots of fun but we want what’s coming to be a surprise.”

“Katie, this has gone too far,” I said, “I want you to let me down.”

“Are you sure?” Linda asked, squeezing my hard on.

I nearly choked on the wave of desire that washed over me.

“Just say yes, Brandon,” Katie said.

In for a penny, in for I pound I thought. Why not?

“Yes,” I hissed.






Chapter Eight

Banded and Tagged Part Two

 

The doorbell rang. My fear factor went up by a factor of five. I was hanging by my wrists with only my toes touching the floor, completely nude, blind, and other people were going to see me? 

As each group entered I could feel them moving past me. The room filled up with people talking, laughing and drinking. Once in a while one of them would gently feel my ass. Every one of those hands felt soft like female hands. At least I hoped so. About a half an hour into the parade of hands there was a big fuss at the door and the pair of hands that came next spent more time feeling my ass, balls and enough time stroking my dick that it stood up and begged for release. Whoever it was slowed down just before I went over the edge.

“So this is your candidate, huh?” a female voice said still stroking lightly on my prick.

Candidate? What did that mean?

“Do you think you can convince him?” Katie asked.

“Look around you, Katie,” the voice chuckled, “all of those are mine. I’ve never had a refusal.”

All of what are hers? Refusal? What was she talking about?

She must have sensed my confusion because I felt her place her lips close to my ear and whisper, “Would you like to see, sweetie?”

I was so confused and frightened at this point that I couldn’t answer. It didn’t make any difference because she pulled the covering off of my eyes anyway. I blinked in the brightness for a second and then focused on her face. She was a very pretty woman about ten years older but her eyes were two cold points that looked at me as if I were nothing but an animal to experiment with. My dick shriveled out of her soft hand. She laughed. Her laugh was chilling, causing my balls to retract into my body.

“Ooooh, you are going to be so much fun,” she said.

“Katie?” I asked, looking over her shoulder to my neighbor from 3A. “Would you let me down? I want to go home.”

“And miss all the excitement?” she asked.

“Yes, please.”

“I’d like to but I can’t disappoint all of these people, Brandon,” she said. “I promised my friends a banding. You wouldn’t want to embarrass me, would you?”

“I’m not saying that. It’s just that... ... . What? A... b... band... banding?” I stammered.

I had heard about bandings. What male hadn’t in the past two years but they always seemed that they were nothing more than urban legends. Frightening, but not real. I had always thought that they were something made up to scare men after passage of the voluntary servitude law.

“Yes,” Katie said. “Where men who have agreed to voluntarily serve a woman are banded and tagged to show ownership.”

I shivered.

“Like these men,” She said, gesturing at the room/

I looked around. In groups or singly were nicely dressed women from all walks of life. Next to each was a man. Some were in frilly gowns and some were completely naked. Some were kneeling and some were on all fours. All of them had their genitals exposed and all of them had a wide metal band around their nut sack with a tag dangling from it. I whipped my head back to Katie.

“I do not volunteer, Katie,” I said firmly. “I refuse servitude.” 

I said those words because in the whispers about the law one of the things most quoted were those words. If you said them, you declined. Only if you were willing to say ‘I would like to voluntarily serve you until released’ and then sign a paper in front of ten witnesses could you be subject to the law. Katie’s face fell. She turned to the cold bitch who still had a grip on my shriveled penis.

“Martha,” she said disappointedly, “he said the words to refuse. We’ll have to let him go.”

“I didn’t hear anything,” Martha said. “Did any of the rest of you?”

There was a murmur of negative responses around the room.

“I’m sorry, Brandon,” Martha said. “Did you say something?”

I opened my mouth to repeat the words that would set me free. She closed her hand on my dick so hard all that came out was a scream. I caught my breath and tried again with the same result.

“Tut, tut,” she admonished. “We can’t have you screaming. A gag, please.”

I opened my mouth once more to get the words out and Linda stuffed a ball gag in it.

“Now, Brandon, any time you are ready to beg for voluntary servitude just nod your head a few times and I’ll...  let you speak,” Martha said. 

 

***

 

The next hour was hell. Why did I let them do what they did to me for an hour when it was clear that they were going to torture me until I agreed? I’m not stupid. I figured that out right away but, I knew that if I nodded my head too soon Martha would know that I was just trying to get the gag out so I could clearly say the words to decline and she would never let me. So, I put up with having most of the women in the room having a go at my ass and my more sensitive spots. Then I began my act that was designed to convince Martha that I was ready to break. She called a halt and sent Katie and Linda over, one on each side, rubbing up against me with their bodies, their lips planted next to each of my ears.

“Give in, Brandon,” Katie whispered, reaching down and stroking my nearly lifeless dick. “It won’t be that bad.”

“You’ll get to see us naked,” Linda said, placing her hand with Katie’s.

“And making love to each other,” Katie said.

“We’ll let you bathe us sometimes,” Linda said.

“And dry us.”

My penis stirred to life.

“And kiss our feet.”

“And our asses.”

My dick got harder.

“And, when you are really good, maybe our more special places,” Linda finished.

My dick was aching by now but my mind was telling me that if I agreed my life would be hell. I had to get the words out that would save me and I knew this was the moment that if I nodded everyone would believe I had capitulated so I nodded. 

“Oh, Brandon, you won’t be sorry,” Katie said, releasing my penis and turning to Martha.

“So,” Martha said, “you’re ready to beg?”

I nodded again and waited for her to remove my gag.

“Go ahead,” she said.

My head snapped up. I glared at her.

“Don’t worry, Brandon,” she said, “I’m very experienced in understanding words spoken by a person who is gagged. Go ahead and speak.”

I was fucked. I tried anyway. I tried to carefully enunciate every word and to my ears anyone listening would have heard...  ‘I do not volunteer. I refuse servitude.’ 

As soon as I finished Martha said, “I’m sure you all heard as I did that he has begged for voluntary servitude.”

When the cheering died down she lowered me down so that I was kneeling, put the ‘Agreement for Voluntary Servitude’ in front of me and handed me a pen. I thought I had one more chance but before I could form the second letter of ‘blackmail’ she ripped the pen from my hands.

“I need ten witnesses,” Martha said.

 

***

 

Five minutes later I was on all fours on the coffee table. In front of me was a band, a banding tool and a tag. I stared at them in horror as Linda put the band into the tool and stepped behind me.

“Just slip his nuts through one at a time,” I heard Martha say. “Then close the handles.”

“What if it’s too tight?” Linda asked.

“I measured him before I picked the band,” Martha said. “It’s perfect.”

I felt Linda’s hands as she worked my balls through the band, some pressure and then her lips on my cheek. Katie picked up the tag and dangled it in front of my eyes.

“Look, Brandon,” she said.

I looked. The tag read ‘Property of Katie and Linda’ with a serial number. I closed my eyes but even with them closed I could see her in my mind as she moved behind me. I felt a little tickle on my balls and then her lips on my cheek. She kissed me lightly and moved her mouth to my ear. 

“Wiggle your butt,” she said softly.

I had no idea what she wanted so I froze and waited.

“I said wiggle your ass,” she said with an undertone that frightened me.

I wiggled. I could feel the tag hit the inside of my thighs.

“Did you feel that, Brandon?’ she asked. “That tag hitting your legs? For the rest of your life whenever you move you will feel that tag and know you are nothing but a piece of property. Our property.”






Chapter Nine

My Ex Wife

 

“So, Brent, do you want to come in for a nightcap?”

I did and for the life of me I didn’t understand why. I had divorced this woman three years ago and had not seen her since, until tonight. Three days ago, out of the blue, she called and suggested we get together for dinner and ‘catch up on old times’. I was between girlfriends and bored and thought it might be fun to see how far downhill her life had gone without me. The evening had not gone as I had envisioned it.

For starters she had lost the hundred extra pounds she was carrying when we split. But it wasn’t just that. She was not the same woman. The dumpy, boring, timid, slow witted, poorly dressed, housewife that I had divorced had been replaced with a smart, vivacious, well dressed, sexy, woman-of-the-world. She had beguiled me all evening with her laughter, flirting and intimate behavior. Her naughty stories and double entendres had drawn me in to the point where I wanted her in the worst way. Even so I sure didn’t want her to know how much she had gotten to me so I tempered my response.

“I’m not sure, Sue,” I said carefully. “It is kind of late.”

She looked at me for a second, shook her head, laughed and said, “You are probably right, Brent, it is late, perhaps another time.”

She turned her back and put her key in the lock.

“Shit, shit, shit,” my mind screamed at me. This wasn’t going how I wanted at all. I was going to have to act fast or my big plans for getting her in the sack were toast.

“Uh... um... but,” I stammered, “it has been a long time since we’ve seen each other and... ”

She turned back and looked at me like the cat that ate the canary. 

“Is that a yes then?” she asked.

“Well, maybe just one,” I said.

“Great!” she smiled, opening the door and turning on lights.

 

***

 

An hour later I was on my second glass of wine, sitting beside her on the couch, with my arm casually draped on the back of the couch where my hand could accidentally touch her shoulder from time to time. I leaned in close whenever she spoke, smelling her perfume and trying to figure out how to make my move. Our conversation had covered a lot of topics but nothing had come up that I felt that I could steer toward a not so subtle ‘why don’t we get naked and horizontal’.

I was about to throw caution to the wind and just grab her and kiss her when she asked, “Do you ever think about us and what happened?”

“Finally,” I thought. “A perfect opening to move the conversation toward bed.” 

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Where we went wrong, for instance,” she said.

Were we went wrong was fairly clear to me. She changed from the fun, sexy, smart woman I married into the overweight slug that I divorced. I couldn’t very well say that to her, especially if I wanted the evening to end with us in her bed so I just looked at her and kept my mouth shut.

“I think I know,” she said.

“Oh?” I said carefully.

“Well, beside the fact that I kind of let myself go,” she said. “I think the other thing was a really big factor.”

My heartbeat went up a bit. There was only one ‘other thing’ I could think of but I found it hard to believe she was bringing up a subject that she had steadfastly refused to discuss during our entire marriage.

“Other thing?” 

“You know,” she said, “your kinky sex needs.”

“Oh, that other thing,” I laughed.

“Yes,” she said seriously. “That thing that I never acknowledged. That thing that I refused to talk about.”

“Well... ” 

“Do you still think about that stuff?” she asked.

Only all of the time but I was sure that an answer like that would kill the mood.

“Sometimes,” I said vaguely.

“I know it was really important to you,” she said. “I guess I wasn’t very fair to you.”

“Water under the bridge,” I said. “It doesn’t matter anymore.”

“Do you remember that four page letter you wrote me explaining your needs and laying out in detail all of the things you wanted me to do to you?” she asked.

I did. I had labored over it to try and make her understand how important it was to me. I nodded.

“I never read it,” she said.

I figured as much. She probably read the first few words, saw what it was about and stopped. I couldn’t trust myself to speak so I just nodded again.

“I have now,” she said.

I snapped my head around to see that she was looking at me intently.

“What?” I said.

“I still have it,” she said.

“Huh?”

“I still have it,” she repeated. “You know me, I never throw anything away. I found it about a year ago and read it.”

“And?”

“I found that it excited me,” she said matter-of-factly.

My dick stirred at that but my mind was swirling in confusion. Where was she going with this?

“The thought of having someone at my beck and call like that... ” she trailed off and squirmed in her seat.

I still didn’t have a clue why she was telling me this but I decided to keep my mouth shut and let her talk.

“Forcing them to do anything I want... ” she said breathlessly, “and punishing them when they don’t perform to my standards.”

She looked at me expectantly for what seemed an eternity. I felt a huge need to say something, anything to fill the empty space but I kept my lips sealed.

Finally she shook her head slightly and said, “I want that.”

My dick was straining in my pants and my heart was trying to beat its way out of my chest. I opened my mouth but nothing came out.

“Well?” she asked.

“W... w... what? I stammered.

“Do you want to be my slave, Brent?” she asked. 

I did. This was like a dream come true. This was someone I knew, had a history with and could trust. How she had managed to overcome the prudish background that had kept her from exploring kink while we were married was a mystery but I didn’t care. I could be her slave, serve her, be required to perform all sorts of degrading acts, be punished by her and then be forced to fuck her. Maybe we would even get remarried and be a lifestyle couple. 

“Yes,” I whispered.

“I thought you might,” she laughed.

I slipped off the couch, wrapped my arms around her legs and buried my head on her lap.

“What the fuck are you doing?” she snapped. I recoiled and put my head on the floor.

“Did I give you permission to touch me?” she asked angrily.

“No, Mistress,” I answered.

“You’ll be punished for that later,” she said.

Wow! This was great! I kept my face buried in the carpet and said, “Please forgive me, Mistress, it won’t happen again.”

“Take off your clothes,” my ex demanded.

“Huh?”

“Slaves don’t wear clothes,” she said. “Get them off.”

One part of my mind had the niggling thought that things were moving too fast but the little brain at the end of my dick was screaming yes yes yes. I started by stripping off my shirt, then my shoes, socks, pants and underwear. Within less than a minute I was naked, still on my knees in front of the couch.

“Wait right there and don’t move,” she said. “I’ll be right back.”

While she was gone the rational part of me began to question how fast things were moving. It seemed strange that she could have changed so much. A trickle of fear wiggled its way up my spine but when my right hand found its way on to my dick all of my fears were pushed into the background. I was so intent on my impending orgasm that I didn’t hear her return until she slapped the back of my head.

“You never could leave that thing alone, could you?” she asked. “Give me your hands.”

I snatched my hand away from my dick and put them both behind my back. She surprised me by ratcheting handcuffs on my wrists, trapping my hands behind me.

“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Shut the fuck up,” she said, slapping my head again.

Next, she put a collar around my throat, pulled my hands up into the small of my back and clipped them to a short chain from the collar. She stepped around in front of me and sat down, spreading her legs. While she had been gone she had changed into a very sexy tank top and a short skirt. It rode up to where I could almost see her cunt.

“Sit up straight and stop staring,” she demanded.

As I straightened she reached out with her left hand and captured my hard-on. I moaned which made her laugh.

“I’m afraid the next few hours are not going to be very pleasant for you,” she chuckled.

Squeezing my penis firmly she brought her right hand up. In it she has a wicked looking alligator clip with an eighteen inch long piece of rawhide attached. Before I could react she attached the clip to my foreskin. I screamed and start begging for her to please take it off. She slapped my face.

“I told you to shut up,” she said.

“But, Sue,” I blubbered, “that thing really hurts.”

She slapped me again and jerked the rawhide lead causing me to fall into her crotch.

“Shut up and lick me,” she demanded.

Her right hand kept unbearable pressure on my foreskin causing me to whimper while her left hand held a fistful of my hair which kept my mouth glued to her pussy. I felt helpless to do anything but lick her as she asked.

“Yeeessss,” she purred. “I’ve waited a long time for this and now you are going to make up for all of those quickies that left me unfulfilled.”

 

***

 

One hour and three orgasms later she pushed me away, stood up and used the foreskin lead to force me to stand and follow her. It was awkward with my hands chained behind me but I concentrated on keeping up because any time I fell behind it hurt like hell. 

She lead me upstairs and into one of the guest bedrooms. The view when I entered caused me to pause, but not for long with that damn clip on my dick. The bedroom had been converted into a dungeon. Any other time the sight of the spanking bench, St Andrews cross, suspension gear and so on would have caused an instant hard on but I was tired of this game. It was getting late, the end of my dick was really sore and I was ready to call it a night. She seemed to have other ideas. She lead me to the center of the room where there was a circle of plastic and before I could react, looped the end of the lead to a rope hanging from the ceiling, stepped to the wall where the other end came down and pulled it up which caused me to go up on my toes to keep her from ripping my foreskin off. This wasn’t what I thought I was signing up for.

“Sue, this isn’t doing it for me,” I complain. “Could you please just let me down so I can get home and get some sleep? I have to work tomorrow.”

She stepped close, kissed my cheek and said, “Hold that thought, Big Boy.”

Then she was gone, leaving me standing on my toes to keep from ruining the end of my dick. My calves and thighs started aching right away. 

 

***

 

I began hollering and begging after ten minutes and by the time a half an hour had gone by my pleas had turned to cursing and threats as to what I was going to do to her once I got loose. She finally walked back in about an hour later. She had clearly taken a shower, removed her makeup and changed again into an extremely sexy practically see through nightgown. Even with the pain my erection returned. She stepped to the wall, selected a wicked looking cane, then turned to me.

“Here’s what we are going to do, Brent,” she said softly. “I’m going to ask you nicely to do a few things for me and you are going to agree... Actually you are going to beg me to do them and then I’m going to let you down and put you in that cage in the corner for the night.”

“Are you fucking crazy, Sue?” I screamed. “This fucking hurts and I’m ready to go home.”

“You are home, Brent” she said.

“What?”

“You said you wanted to be my slave,” she said.

“We already played that game,” I said, “and I didn’t get to fuck you or even beat off.”

“This isn’t a game,” she said, calmly. “This is your life.”

“Let me down, Sue” I demanded. “This isn’t funny anymore.”

“I want you to beg to be my slave,” she said.

“Fuck you.”

I barely finished the last word before she slashed my left thigh with the cane. It was as if someone had branded me. I screamed.

“Beg.”

“F...fuck you,” I stammered.

The cane descended on my right thigh causing me to lose my balance for a second which ripped at the end of my dick.

“Sue, please stop this,” I begged.

“And keep you here forever,” she added.

SLASH

“And make you my chaste slaveboy maid.”

SLASH

“And give me everything you own.”

SLASH

“And agree to do every one of the vile kinky things in that letter you wrote.”

SLASH

“And any other sick things I can come up with.”

SLASH

“So, Brent, what do you say?”

By now my legs and ass were burning like I had been dipped in a vat of acid. I was almost passing out. The only thing keeping me upright was the knowledge of how badly my penis would be damaged if I collapsed. She stopped and waited for me to regain some composure.

“Sue,” I finally choked out, “I don’t know what sick twisted demented kinky game you are playing here but, I promise you that when I get out of here I am going to make you pay for this.”

“I’m only doing what you begged me for almost every day that we were married,” she said sweetly.

“I didn’t ask for this.”

“Actually, Brent, you did,” she said.

“Well, fuck you, Sue,” I said. “If you think I’m going to agree to that stuff you must be crazy.”

SLASH, SLASH, SLASH, SLASH

“Please, no more,” I begged.

“Are you ready to beg?”

“Never.”

“You will, eventually,” she said with confidence.

I shook my head.

She stepped to the wall again, picked out a large ball gag and stepped behind me.

“Open up, slaveboy,” she said.

I tried to resist but she held the gag in front of my mouth with one hand and yanked on the lead to my prick with the other. When I opened my mouth to scream she shoved it in.

“It’s late and I’m going to bed,” she said. “I’ll be back in the morning to ask again.”

She couldn’t. She wouldn’t. Leave me here all night? I’d never make it. I shook my head and pleaded through my gag. She smiled.

“I’m not bluffing, Brent,” she said. “You are going to be hanging here until you agree and if you collapse and rip that clip out I’m going to string you up again but this time by your balls.”

With that she walked to the door, turned out the light and said softly, “See you in the morning, slave.”

She closed and locked the door.






Chapter Ten

Change of Heart Part One

 

It had been a hard day at work so when I came through the door my first thought was directed toward fixing myself a stiff one. I was halfway to the wet bar before it penetrated my single-mindedness that something was different. My first clue was that I didn’t smell dinner. My second clue was that I could smell one of my wife’s better perfumes. I stopped and turned. She was sitting on the couch dressed in a thigh length white mini-skirt, black silk blouse and fuck me heels. Her hair was stylishly done and her face looked like a Hollywood makeup artist had been working on it for hours. 

“Did I forget that we are going out?” I asked.

“No.”

“Why are you so dressed up?” I asked.

“I have a date later,” she said.

“With who?”

“A new friend.”

“Have I met her?” I asked.

“Him,” she said.

“Him?”

“Come over here and sit down,” she said.

I crossed to the couch and sat next to her. Her perfume almost overwhelmed me. I leaned in to kiss her cheek and felt her stiffen. She gently pushed me away.

“Do you really want what you asked me for a couple of months ago?” she asked.

“Huh?”

“Bruce, were you so drunk that you don’t remember our discussion?”


“Ah... no... ”

“So you do?”

“Y... yes.”

“Is that yes you remember or yes, you really want to be my slave?”

That word sent a shot of electricity to my groin.

“Sally, I thought that... ”

“The whole idea disgusted me?”

I nodded.

“It did, but then I got to thinking about how hard it must have been for you to bring it up and how badly you must want it and... ”

She stopped talking and looked at me. My body was on fire thinking about one of my most secret dreams coming true. 

“And?” I asked.

“I looked into what you were asking me for and the thought of having my own personal slave began...  appealing to me,” she said.

“Really?”

“Yes...  so, do you still want to do this?”

“Oh, Sally, I... ”

“Yes or no, Bruce?” she snapped.

“Yes,” I whispered.

Her face was unreadable as she reached into a bag at her feet, pulled out a magazine, laid it on the coffee table in front of us and flipped it open to the first page. It showed a naked man serving drinks to three nicely dressed women.

“Doing things like this?” she asked.

I almost choked, “Yes.”

She flipped to the next page. That one had a picture of a woman in a lounger with a magazine in one hand and a whip in the other. A naked man crouched between her legs, eagerly at work licking her pussy.

“Or this?” she asked.

Oh my, “Yes.”

The next page was a man lying on his back while the woman above him crouched over him pissing in his mouth. My wife looked at me and tilted her head.

“Yes,” I croaked.

She flipped to the next page and it took my breath away. The hapless bastard on that page was on his hands and knees licking dog food from a female foot.

“Oh god,” I said.

“Like that also?”

“Yes.”

She closed the magazine. I almost whimpered. I wanted to see more.

“I might consider it,” she said, “if you convince me that you really want to be my slave.”

I slipped off the couch, knelt in front of her, lowered my head and kissed her feet.

“That’s it?” she sneered.

I raised my eyes and asked, “Please, Sally, what do you want me to do to convince you?”

“Stand up and take off all your clothes,” she said.

I have never in my life gotten undressed as fast as that moment. I really didn’t want to blow this chance. In less than fifteen seconds I stood before her completely naked, my dick pointing at my navel. She noticed.

“I see part of you wants this,” she giggled.

I dropped to my knees again, lowered my eyes and said, “Miss Sally, please take me as your slave.”

“Oooh,” she purred, “Miss Sally. I like that.”

I looked up.

“Does that mean yes, miss?” I asked.

“Well... ”

She let the moment drag out so long I thought my heart was going to seize up. Then she put her hand into the bag at her feet again and came out with a collar.

“If you are really serious then put your head down and let me place this around your neck.”

I swear my neck grew three inches as I stretched it out to insure that she knew that I wanted that collar and that she wouldn’t have any trouble putting it around my neck. She fitted it and I heard the click of a padlock. I swallowed hard and waited.

“Put this around your balls,” she said.

“What?” I asked, my head coming up.

“I want this locked around your balls,” she said, coldly.

I looked at what she was holding and the first trickle of uncertainty started in my stomach.

“My balls?” I asked.

“Just do it,” she snapped, dropping it at my feet.

“But, Sally, I... ”

The shock wave that circled my neck caused me to snap backwards, writhe on the floor and clutch at my throat. It seemed like forever but it probably wasn’t more than fifteen seconds before it stopped. I looked up. My wife was looking down at me with a remote control in her hand.

“Sally, what are you doing?” I asked.

“What you asked me to,” she said.

“Huh?”

“I’m making you my slave,” she said. “Put it on.”

“Sally, this isn’t exactly what... ”

With a flex of one finger she put me on the floor again.

“That’s Miss Sally, slave,” she said, “and if I have to ask you again I’m going to really hurt you.”

I scrambled over to where the tiny collar lay, picked it up and buckled it around my balls. She dropped a small brass lock at my feet.

“Lock it on.”

I didn’t hesitate. The click of the lock was like a knell of doom. The shock collar on my throat was bad enough but with this one in place she could force me to do absolutely anything she wanted.

“Now this,” she said, dropping a chastity cage on the floor in front of me.

“Miss Sally, please, that’s not part of my fantasy,” I said. “The whole idea of being your slave is... ”

The jolt to my nut sack made me howl like a banshee. She held her thumb on the button long enough that my balls throbbed when she stopped.

“Look, you stupid little shit,” she said, “I’m not doing this to accommodate any penile fantasy of yours. I’m doing this because the idea of owning a human being excites me. The idea of keeping a man naked and frustrated is so powerful that just as soon as I’ve got that pitiful little thing between your legs locked up and the paperwork signed we are going to act out page two in the magazine.”

“Paperwork?”

“Are you going to put that cage on or am I going to have to turn the level up on the remote?” she asked.

I picked the hateful thing off the floor, placed it over my dick and locked it. She reached into the bag one more time, came out with a sheaf of papers and placed them on the coffee table in front of me.

“Sign and date each page,” she said, laying a pen beside the papers.

I lifted the stack off of the table and started to read the first one. A short painful zap to my balls caused me to drop the entire pile.

“I didn’t ask you to read them,” she said. “I told you to sign them.”

“But, Miss Sally, that’s not fair,” I said. “I should at least be able to... ”

She wiggled the remote and I shut my mouth.

“I don’t give a shit about whether it’s fair or not,” she said. “You are just a slave and slaves have no rights anyway. You have no more rights than that coffee table.”

That statement was exactly how I had fantasized about being treated but now that it was happening the reality was scaring me badly. I shuddered.

“But, since I’m feeling generous, I’ll give you a brief summary of what you are signing while you are doing it,” she said.

I picked up the pen in resignation and began signing and dating the bottom of each page.

“The first one is a contract that details your agreement to become my unconditional slave,” she began. “You have no rights to anything whatsoever. I own you like I own the dresses in my closet and I can sell you to someone else if I get tired of you. I control what you wear, what you eat, when you sleep, when you shit and most importantly when, or perhaps I should say if ever, you get sexual relief.”

I looked up in horror at the end of that sentence. She laughed. 

“Then there are transfer papers for all of your assets, your share of this house, your IRA and your car. Last but not least are two general powers-of-attorney. The first gives me the right to act as your agent in any financial matter in case I’ve forgotten any material transfers and the last is one that grants me the power to order any modification to your body that I see fit.”

“Modification?”

“Yes, like having you castrated or giving you boobs or... ”

I threw the pen down and stood up. She seemed amused.

“I’ve changed my mind,” I said. “I don’t want to play this game.”

“It’s not a game, Bruce.”

“Whatever, I’m saying I don’t want to be your slave after all,” I said.

“Well that’s too fucking bad because slaves don’t get to make decisions like that,” she said. “Of course as your owner I have the power to set you free if I want to but I can tell you now that will never happen. If I ever get tired of you I’m sure I can make a lot of money selling you to someone who wants a slave.”

“Miss Sally, please,” I begged. “I made a stupid mistake asking for this and I’m asking you to forgive me and let us go back to being a loving couple.”

“I forgive you,” she said.

“You do?” I said, completely taken off guard.

“I forgive you this time for wasting my time with your stupid pleading but if you ever do it again I will string you up in the basement and whip you until you are bleeding,” she said.

“Sal...  Miss Sally, please,” I wailed, “please don’t do this.”

“I’m losing my patience,” she said, holding up both remotes.

I dropped my eyes to the pile of papers, picked up the pen and began signing again. My eyes were so filled with tears that the words were just a blur. When I finished the pile I sat back on my haunches and waited. She riffed through them to insure I hadn’t missed a page, set the sheaf back on the table, scooted to the end of the couch and pulled a Woman’s Day from the pile of magazines on the end table.

“Take my panties off,” she ordered.

She lifted her bottom from the couch enough for me to slip her panties down. I slid them off. Her glistening pussy looked delectable and in spite of the undercurrent of fear my dick tried to erect in its cage. It hurt.

“I have an hour before my new boyfriend picks me up. Let’s do that scene on page two where she reads her magazine while he gives her orgasms, shall we?” she asked, flipping the Woman’s Day open.

“New boyfriend?” 

“You didn’t think I was going to remain celibate just because you want to be my slave and never get to make love to me again, did you?” she asked.

“Never?” I said. “Sally, it was supposed to be a fantasy.”

“If you forget to use Miss in front of my name one more time I’m going to do page six,” she said.

“Page six?”

“It’s a picture of a guy being castrated.”

I was beaten. She held all of the cards. I bowed my head.

“Please forgive me, Miss Sally.”

“One last time,” she said.

“Thank you, Miss.”

“I want two orgasms before he gets here.”

“Yes, Miss Sally.”

“Great ones,” she said, opening her legs.

“Yes, Miss Sally.”

“I won’t need the whip, will I?”

“No, Miss,” I said.

“Get to work then,” she said.

I buried my face in her cunt.






Chapter Eleven

Change of Heart Part Two

 

Forty-five minutes later she pushed me away. She hadn’t let me stop at only two orgasms so my mouth and jaw were very sore. Even so I was perversely proud and happy about what I’d done for her. I had enjoyed making it great and for some reason it had tempered some of my fear. I waited patiently while she recovered, opened her eyes and glanced at the clock.

“Oh shit,” she said, “I’m late. Put my panties back on.”

I lifted her panties from the floor and held them as she stepped in, then pulled them up her legs. The scene was right out of my submissive fantasies which caused my dick to strain against its prison. Perhaps this wasn’t going to be so bad after all. I gently pulled her skirt back in place, brushed my lips against her leg and patiently waited for whatever came next.

She snapped a leash on my collar and pulled me toward the basement door. I scrambled on all fours to keep up.

“Hurry up, damn you,” she snapped, “I’m going to be late.”

“Miss Sally, I... ”

“Shut up and move, you piece of shit.”

I didn’t understand her anger after my performance but I did my best to keep up with her. She dragged me down the steps and to the far end of the basement where our storage room was located, opened the door, flipped on the light and pulled me inside. If I hadn’t already gotten the message that this wasn’t a game the sight that greeted me was more than enough.

All of the crap we normally kept in the room was gone. In its place was a sturdy metal jail cell that took up about a quarter of the space, containing a cot, toilet, sink and shower. The rest of the room had two comfortable sofa chairs, a couch that gave it a cozy feel except for the three other pieces of furniture that were clearly designed for much more wicked purposes. I recognized the spanking bench and the Saint Andrews Cross but the third one was unfamiliar.

On the left wall hung a host of whips, paddles, shackles and other dangerous looking implements. My balls tried to retreat into my body in fright. Where had all this stuff come from? I looked at her in trepidation.

“You still thought I was just pretending, didn’t you?” she chuckled.

“Miss Sally, please I... 

“Shut up and get inside,” she snapped.

I stepped into the cell. She shut the door behind me, placed a hardened steel security lock on the hasp and twisted the key twice to double lock it. I backed away from the door in horror.

“Welcome to your new home,” she said. “I promise to make it the hell that you asked me for.”

I dropped to my knees and looked up, pleadingly.

“Miss Sally,” I said. “It was a sexual fantasy that was supposed to... ”

“I’m not going to tell you again to shut up,” she interrupted. “When I have time I’m going to punish you for continuing to defy me.”


My wife had always had a mean streak but it hardly ever had it been directed at me and I certainly had never been in a position where she could vent her unrestrained temper at me. I was now and it seemed like damage control was in order. I assumed a very penitent attitude.

“I’m sorry, Miss Sally,” I said contritely, “I’m sorry if I’ve offended you. I’m proud to be your slave and... ”

“Stuff it, you little worm,” she said. “No amount of sucking up in the world is going to save you from some of the things I have planned.”

I put my head down and tried to think of another tack.

“Look around you, slave boy,” she said. “Doesn’t this speak volumes? Can’t you see how long I’ve been planning this?”

I could and it frightened me. I nodded.

“I almost wish that I didn’t have a date tonight so that I could get started turning you into the obedient servant that I’ve been dreaming about for the past few months,” she said. “But I do have a date and I can’t keep him waiting. Unlike you he is a real tiger in bed.”

Her last sentence twisted my heart. I had no idea that she had this much anger toward me but more importantly I had no idea that she had been cheating. I thought we were in love and... . The rest of my thought went away as I saw the cruel smile on her lips. 

“A real tiger,” she repeated, driving the stake deeper in my heart.

I shook my head in despair and choked out, “I’m sorry.”

“Don’t worry,” she said. “I’m going to give you lots of ways to make it up to me.”

She walked to the door, turned and made a big show or hanging the key to my cell on a hook next to the door jam.

“I want you to know that if you can retrieve this key and escape from this room I will agree to tear up all of those papers and... ”

She paused and smiled like a cat who had just consumed a canary.

“Be your slave,” she said.

I cocked my head questioningly.

“I’m serious,” she said. “You can keep me in that cell and do whatever you want to me.”

“But, Sal... Miss Sally, I don’t want to have you as my... ”

“Or whatever,” she said. “But if you are still in this room when I get back I’m going to assume that you really want the hell I have planned for you.”

I glanced quickly around the room and my mind easily put together at least three ways that I could retrieve the keys. She wasn’t stupid. She knew I could get the keys. A wave of relief washed over me as I realized that she had set this whole thing up to scare the shit out of me. My penis pushed its way painfully into its cage and my heart hammered in my chest.

“Thank you, Miss,” I said.

“For what?”

“For being so...  wonderful,” I said.

“Think so?” she said.

I nodded.

“Well, I guess we’ll see when I get back from my date with Dan,” she said.

A pulse of uncertainty washed over me. Dan was her boss. He was a man’s man and had always made me uncomfortable with the attention he paid my wife.

“Dan?”

“Did you know his dick is eight inches long?” she asked.

I did because I’d seen him in the locker room but...  I thought about it and my concern lessened as I decided that there were other ways she could have discovered his dick size and that she was probably still fucking with my mind. I was forming my response when the doorbell rang. She looked at me and smiled her evil smile.

“That must be Dan,” she said. 

I didn’t know what she wanted me to say. It seemed to me that it was probably one of her girlfriends acting out our scene but I didn’t know what my lines were so I didn’t say anything.

“Cat got your tongue?” she asked.

“No, Miss.”

“Aren’t you going to wish me good fuck?”

“Fuck?”

“With Dan,” she said.

I was getting tired of this game but my body wasn’t, it responded. The thought of her fucking her boss while I was locked up in the basement was so erotic I flushed like I was about to cum. She noticed and laughed.

“I can see that you are really going to like being my cleanup boy,” she said.

Her cleanup boy? Wow, that pushed some buttons. I nearly choked.

“Are you going out?” I asked.

“Aren’t we forgetting something?” she asked coldly.

I realized that in my relief I had gotten completely out of character. 

“Sorry, Miss Sally,” I apologized, “I... ”

“Stop blathering,” she said. “No, we are not. We will be upstairs in the bedroom.”

I waited.

“If you get out of here you can join us,” she said. “We can have a threesome.”

I thought about a threesome with one of her girlfriends. I liked all of them but I really hoped that her friend Marie was the one. I looked at her eagerly which caused her to laugh.

“Well, I guess we’ll see,” she said.

I nodded with enthusiasm which elicited another laugh. She opened the door and turned.

“But,” she said. “If you don’t get out of here I want you lying on that cot face up with your mouth wide open to accept my offering.”


“You’re offering?” I couldn’t help asking.

“Dan is going to fuck me, Bruce,” she said. “It is a slave’s job to clean his Mistress.”

Now that I knew the real outcome of the evening her fucking with my mind by suggesting that Dan was really coming just inflamed me further. I thought my prick would burst out of its cage I was so excited. I gulped and nodded. She closed the door.

 

***

 

I waited almost an hour after she left to break out of my cell. I wanted to give her and her girlfriend plenty of time to get comfortable before I joined them in bed. I couldn’t discern who was with her but I heard the small talk and then the first pregnant pauses that made me think that something more intimate was going on. When the bed started to squeak I pulled the mattress off of my bed, broke the cot down and used one side rail to knock the keys off of the hook and drag them to me. I unlocked the cell door and walked to the storage room door. I could hear them going at it above me and it fueled my desire.

The shock to my neck and my balls as I tried to pass through the outer door caused me to pass out. I woke up a few minutes later and tried again with same result. When I woke up again I returned to my cell, put the cot back together and lay down.

 

***

 

I was still lying there two hours later when my wife came through the door. She was nude and plainly had been thoroughly fucked.

“I told you to have your mouth open,” she said.

I opened my mouth.

“I think you’re beginning to learn, aren’t you, slave?” she asked, planting her pussy on my face. 

 






Chapter Twelve

Your Choice Part One

 

“What are you doing, Mark?”

That slammed into the middle of my fantasy and startled me out of my impending orgasm. I opened my eyes. My wife was standing over me with our web cam in her hand. I must have looked quite stunning, lying on our bed dressed in my heels, stockings and garter belt with my hand wrapped around my dick.

“I...  I thought you were shopping,” I stammered, reaching for the sheet to cover myself.

“I was,” she said, sweetly. “I bought you some very pretty things.”

“Huh?”

“For your little fantasy,” she explained, zooming in on my crotch. 

“My fantasy?” I asked.

“Yes,” she said happily. “You know, the one where you pretend to be my maid.” 

“Marsha,” I said angrily, “could you turn that thing off and give me a minute?”

“Oh,” she smirked, “weren’t you finished?”

I wasn’t and she damn well knew it. My big moment was ruined but she clearly wasn’t going to stop embarrassing me. I swung off the bed, dragging the sheet to cover myself, and headed for the bathroom. She followed me, still pointing the camera.

“Aren’t you going to?” she asked.

“Going to what?” I asked, whirling on her.

“You know,” she chuckled, “finish playing with yourself.”

“Marsha,” I snapped. “Could you just leave me alone?”

“But my friends will be so disappointed,” she laughed.

“Your friends?” I asked.

“Yes, I promised them a cool video of you in drag, masturbating.”

“You’re kidding, right?” I asked.

“Mark,” she said, wiggling the camera, “does this look like I’m kidding?”

I guess I had been kind of slow and focused on my own needs. I thought about the implications of the camera and didn’t like the path my brain was moving down.

“Marsha,” I said firmly. “That thing isn’t live, is it?”

“Well... ”

“Well what?” I demanded.

“Sort of,” she confessed.

“Sort of? What the hell does that mean?” 

“That means that if you don’t stop being an asshole and beat off for me I’m going to send what I have out to everyone we both know,” she said coldly.

“Marsha,” I bleated, “what are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about you rubbing on that little thing until it squirts its last squirt,” she explained.

“Last squirt,” I yelped, my mind focusing on the part of her last sentence that stood out.

“Well, I might let you have a tug once in a while for a special occasion,” she giggled.

“Marsha, are you completely deranged?”

“Deranged?” she asked, shaking her head. “Am I the one standing here in a push up bra, stockings, garter belt, lacy panties with a cock dribbling some kind of sticky looking fluid all down their leg?”

“That’s it,” I shouted, grabbing the camera from her hand. “This has gone far enough.”

“So, does this mean you want me to send what I have so far?” she asked sweetly.

“Marsha, I don’t know what you are playing at but you aren’t sending anything. I have the camera,” I said, waving it in her face.

“So?”

“So, how do you plan to blackmail me without this?” I asked.

“That’s a web camera, Mark,” she said.

She was right. It was hooked wirelessly to our computer and everything it recorded went on the hard drive or directly onto the internet if it was live. I felt the blood leave my face. I whirled and hobbled toward the living room as fast as I could on the four inch stilettos that I was wearing. She followed but I got to the computer before she could and unplugged it. I tossed the camera back to her.

“Game, set and match,” I said smugly.

“I sure wish you hadn’t done that,” she said, shaking her head.

“Because you thought you could make me beat off in front of the camera for you to use against me?” I said jovially.

“No, because I had that recording going to an on-line site on a delay that if I didn’t send a stop to would go out automatically to your boss and your parents and... ”

“What?” I screeched. “Are you insane?”

“Mark, I’m getting a bit tired of your attitude.”

“My attitude? My attitude?” I sputtered. “I think that you... ”

“That is exactly what your problem is, Mark, you don’t think!”

I thought about her telling me that the last half an hour or so of what I had been doing was out in ether space and ready to go to...  My mind didn’t want to think about to whom. I toned down my attitude and looked at her.

“How long?” I asked carefully.

“How long for what?” she asked.

“Marsha, don’t act coy. I’ve got the picture. How long before...  what you’ve recorded so far goes out?”

She made a show of looking at her watch several times and looking up as if she were calculating. It had the desired effect as my anxiety level went through the roof.

“Um...  we have enough time for you to jack off for me,” she said.

“Marsha, there is no way... ”

I was talking to a blank space as she had turned and walked back into our bedroom. I followed.

“Marsha,” I said placatingly, “what do I have to do to get you to stop this nonsense.”

“Don’t you mean your nonsense?” she asked, turning to confront me.

“Marsha,” I pleaded.

She raised the camera and pushed the record button. The red light came on that showed it was recording.

“Squirt for me,” she said.

I had just pulled the plug on our computer so I knew that the signal wasn’t going anywhere. What could it hurt? I needed a wank and she had interrupted me and...  I wrapped my hand around my dick and let my mind drift into fantasy land. I thought about what was happening and, now that it wasn’t a real threat, what she was making me do was so much like some of the masturbation scenarios that got me needy all the time that within seconds I was lost. 

“Catch it in your hand,” she yelled just as I started to spurt.

I managed to get my left hand out and catch the bulk of my seed. Some of it dribbled onto the floor but I was way too far gone to worry about that. She filmed until I finished and then I saw the red light go out.

“Very nice, Mark,” she praised. “Now lick your hand clean and get down and lick the mess you left on the floor.”

I looked at her and shook my head. Now that the need had left me I wasn’t into playing her game anymore.

“Marsha, I did what you asked,” I said reasonably. “Can we just turn the computer back on and delete the earlier stuff?”

“Sure,” she said agreeably. “After you lick up your mess.”

I thought about the earlier recording still hanging over my head. I dipped my head down and started licking my hand.

“Wait,” she cried. “I want this on camera.”

I waited for her to turn the video back on and film while I licked my hand and the floor. Thoughts of what I was going to do to her after I got the other footage deleted helped me get through the disgusting next few minutes.

When she was satisfied with my cleanup we went back into the living room and I rebooted the computer. I opened the webcam application and searched but I couldn’t find any recent activity. I looked at her in confusion.

“What’s the matter, baby?” she cooed. “Something missing?”

“So this was all a big joke and you weren’t really recording me?” I asked accusingly.

“Why would you say that?” she asked.

“Because the web cam has zero activity.”

“Really?”

“Okay, Marsha, I hope you had fun because I want you out of this house tonight.”

“Have you looked at your new room?” she asked, ignoring me.

“Marsha, what the hell are you talking about?”

“Marc, I bought you a pretty new outfit for your new job and redid the guest room for you, aren’t you interested?” she asked.

“I don’t know what you are playing at but I want you out of my house now!” I demanded.

“Your house?”

“Yes, I’m the head of this house and the wage earner... ”

“You’re my maid now, Mark,” she interrupted.

Wow, that shot a spike to my groin that nearly doubled me over but I didn’t allow that delicious distraction to sway me from reality. I kept my cool.

“Huh?” I said.

“My maid, all the stuff you like to dress up in, serving me and my friends, swishing around, denied sex, humiliated and forced to... ?”

“Marsha, are you deranged?” I asked.

“Mark, are you being repetitive?” she responded.

“What?”


“You already used deranged,” she explained.

“Blah, blah, blah,” I said. “So what. You’ve got nothing.”

“Because you shut off the computer?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Well... ”

“Well, what?” I asked.

“Uh... the web cam was hooked up to... ”

A tsunami of reality slammed into my forehead. Please god no circled in my brain.

“... to... ?”

“My friend Judy’s computer,” she said.

“Marsha,” I pleaded.


“Oh, Mark,” she squealed. “I love that tone of voice.”

“Marsha, please... ”

“Oooooooh, I really like that,” she purred.

“You can’t.” I begged.

“I can.” she laughed.

I dropped to my knees in capitulation. I knew that until I had some way to overcome her advantage I was going to do whatever she wanted. I kissed her feet.

“Good start, Mark, but I need you to get ready.”

“Ready?’

“Yes, I have guests coming and I expect you to be the perfect maid for my party.”

“I’m not going to do it, Marsha, it’s not right and it’s not fair.”

“I’m not going to argue with you, Marc. But if you don’t everything goes out to... ”

“Marsha, pleeeeeease,” I begged.

“Mark, your new outfit is in the guest room and I expect you to help me bathe and dress and be greeting my guests within an hour. If not, I will destroy you.”

“But... ”

“Along with your new outfit there is a chastity tube that I expect to see on you when you report for duty. Your choice,” she smiled.

I looked at the steel in her eyes and wondered what had happened to the relationship we had. I shook my head mutely.

“Okay, Mark,” she said angrily, flipping open her phone and pushing a speed dial number. “I’m calling Judy.”

I wanted to speak but I was shell shocked. 

“Hello, Judy,” Marsha said. “I’m calling about... ”

“Wait,” I interrupted. “I’m going.”

“Hold on a second, Judy,” she said covering the phone with her other hand. “You’re going to obey?”

“Yes,” I said in resignation.

“I’m waiting,” she said impatiently.

I turned for the guest room. 






Chapter Thirteen

Your Choice Part Two

 

I hobbled up the stairs to the guest room. The arrangement on the bed caused me to stop at the door in shock. Draped sweetly on the bed was a French maid’s uniform complete with a wig, cap, net stockings, garter belt and a pair of red four inch fuck-me stilettos. On top of the uniform was a chastity tube. I considered my options and where the path I was being herded down was leading. I realized with certainty that if I did what she was asking I was going to be her maid permanently. This wasn’t one of my masturbation fantasies; this was real and forever. If I put on that outfit and minced around serving her guests tonight I would be forever committed. 

But my life wasn’t yet over. I still had a way to extricate myself from this mess. If I could get out of the house and next door to Judy’s and get my hands on her computer to destroy the evidence my wife would no longer have a hold on me. 

The first issue was clothing. I couldn’t go over there dressed as I was and my problem was that all of my clothes were downstairs where my wife was. I rummaged through the guest closet and found a ratty green robe that belonged to her. It was super snug but at least it covered up most of the ridiculous outfit I was wearing.

I quietly opened the second floor window. The edge of the carport was just outside and from there it was a short drop to the ground. A plan took shape in my head. I would run over to Judy’s, break in, force her into the closet to put her out of action, wipe her hard drive and any other drives I found and come back a free man. I was gleefully climbing out of the window onto the carport when Marsha sauntered into the room with her cell phone plastered to her ear.

“He’s doing exactly what I said he would,” she chuckled into the phone. “Go ahead and send the files.”

“Wait,” I pleaded, halfway out the window.

“Hold on a minute, Judy, he might be having second thoughts,” my wife said.

“Marsha, please don’t do this,” I begged.

“Step back inside and take off the robe, Mark,” she said.

I climbed back into the room, shrugged the robe off and laid it on the bed next to the uniform. She closed her phone.

“Now put your hands behind your neck and pay attention to what I’m going to say,” she instructed.

I did as she asked. I felt stupid and extremely vulnerable standing there in my heels, stockings and bra with my dick hanging out.

“Very sexy,” she laughed.

I blushed but the humiliation of my position shot a twinge to my groin causing an involuntary groan to escape my lips. It made my wife giggle.

“I’m going to tell you how your life is going to be from now on,” she said, “and if your dick stays soft to the end of my narrative then I’ll believe that this isn’t what you really want. But, if it stands up like the iron pole I am expecting it to you will live the rest of your life as my maid.”

“Marsha,” I protested. “That’s not fair. I admit that... well, the thought of being forced to...ah... serve as a maid is exciting but I don’t want to really live like that.”

“That should be easy then,” she said matter-of-factly. “All you have to do think about the horror your life would really be as my servant and that should scare you so badly that you will shrivel right up.”

“But... ”

“Your alternative is that I tell Judy to send out the videos,” she interrupted.

“But that will ruin me,” I wailed, “I’ll lose my job and my friends and... ”

“Then don’t get hard,” she snapped.

I was certainly frightened enough right now that my little guy had shriveled up like a grape that had been out in the hot sun of the Sahara desert for a week. In fact, my dick could have won first place in the Guinness Book of Records as the world’s smallest penis. It gave me some hope that perhaps I could get past this nonsense. I waited for her to speak.

“Here’s what I plan,” she started. “I’m going to have you quit your job and become my full time maid. Your new job will be to serve me. You will get up at six each morning, dress in your uniform, prepare my breakfast, wake me gently by licking my ass until I rouse and then, when I roll over, you will... ”

“Oh my god,” I thought, as her words hammered at my innermost fantasy, “I... ”

The rest of my thoughts were lost as I looked down and watched my dick stand up and reach for the sky. I tried to mentally drown out her words but my brain had other ideas. It kept listening. What she was saying drove so far into what I had masturbated to so many times that it was as if she knew my innermost needs and spoke directly to them. All I wanted by her third sentence was to wrap my hand around my dick and rub myself until that blissful explosion overpowered me. It was her silence that finally brought me out of my reverie.

“Wow,” my wife said, looking at my penis and shaking her head. “I only got to the part about you getting me out of bed and bathing me in the morning. I had the rest of the day to talk about and then the parties and serving my friends and getting me ready for dates and... ”

She stopped in amazement as my penis got even harder. It was now so stiff and red and pulsing that it looked as if it were going to explode. I dropped my eyes in shame.

“This really turns you on, doesn’t it, Mark,” she said softly.

“Marsha, please, don’t do this,” I begged.

“But it’s what you want, Mark. I can see that.”

“I don’t,” I wailed. It’s just a fantasy to jack off to.”

“Well, you won’t be doing a lot of that anymore,” she laughed.

“Marsha... ”

“Put the tube on that thing and get dressed,” she said firmly, holding her phone up to remind me of the consequences of refusal.

It took me ten minutes to force the tube thing over my turgid member. She stood there the entire time with a satisfied smile on her face. Then she watched while I stripped off the outfit I had been wearing and dressed myself in the sexy maid’s outfit that she had purchased for me. When I was finished I stood waiting for her to tell me what to do next.

“Not bad,” she said admiringly. “It’s clear that you have had a lot of practice putting stockings on, haven’t you, Mark?”

I blushed and hung my head.

“Next, I want you to bathe me and get me ready for my guests,” she said. “Go run my bath and call me when it is ready.”

I followed her downstairs. She walked off into the living room while I went to the master suite that we had shared until today to run her bath.

 

***

 

Ten minutes later I came back to the living room to find her. She was seated on the couch reading a magazine and didn’t bother to look up as I entered. I cleared my throat but she continued reading.

“Marsha,” I said.

She turned her face to me with venom in her eyes.

“Is that the way a maid would address her mistress?” she asked coldly.

“Uh... ”

“That was a rhetorical question, Mark,” she snapped. “Of course it isn’t.”

“Well... ” I said timidly.

“A proper maid first curtseys when she enters the room and then waits for her Mistress to acknowledge her presence.”

“Marsha... ”

“And then, when she is acknowledged, she addresses her Mistress properly,” she interrupted. “You may address me as Miss Anderson.”

“What?” I asked disbelievingly.

“What part of that was difficult for you to understand, Mark?” 

I shook my head dumbly. In all the years I had lived with this woman I had never seen this cruel streak. Unbidden tears welled up in my eyes.

“Why don’t you go out and try that again?” she ordered.

I backed out of the room, wiping the tears from my cheeks. When I had recovered I reentered, stopped at the door, curtseyed clumsily and waited. She made me wait five minutes before she looked up.

“Yes?” she asked imperiously.

“Your bath is ready, Miss... Miss Anderson,” I stuttered.

“Excellent,” she said as if she were some Countess in medieval times addressing a servant.

She rose and walked by me toward the Master suite, leaving me to totter in her wake. She stopped in the middle of the bathroom and looked at me expectantly. I looked back at her, wondering what I was supposed to do.

“Undress me you stupid creature,” she demanded.

“Undress her?” my mind screamed.

Almost every fantasy I’d ever had of pretending to serve as a maid to some imperious woman had those words in them. ‘Undress me, slave’ was a mantra that was like a lightning bolt that started in my chest and ended in my dick. My body reacted with a rush to my groin that took so much blood from my brain that I almost fainted. I stumbled to her and carefully put my hands on the top button of her blouse, unbuttoning each in turn and gently pulling it off. She was wearing a red lace pushup bra that I reached for next. She slapped my hands away.

“Skirt, girl,” she said imperiously.

In a trance I dropped to my knees beside her, unfastened her skirt and let it slide down her legs, carefully holding it as she stepped away from it. She was wearing a matching red lace bikini pair of panties and that was my undoing. Instead of standing up I wrapped my hands around her waist, captured both of her plump cheeks in my hands and buried my face in her crotch.

“What do you think you are doing?” she asked coldly.

“Oh, Marsha, I mean, Miss Anderson,” I corrected, “I’m sorry I just can’t help myself. You are so beautiful and I so want to... ”

“To what?”

“To make love to you,” I said truthfully.

“We don’t have time right now,” she said sweetly, “but my little girl will have hours and hours of quality time kneeling between her Mistresses legs and pleasuring her.”

“But I meant... uh... you know.”

“What?” she asked.

“Like I...  used to,” I said hopefully.

“Like a man?”

“Yes.”

“Don’t be silly, Mark,” she laughed. “You will never put that little thing inside of me or anyone or anything ever again.”

Those were another set of words that had played over and over in my head in the past as I had frantically rubbed myself to completion. The words that I would forever be denied excited me except...  she seemed to really mean it. No more sex? Ever? I sobbed involuntarily.

“Miss Anderson, please, I don’t know what I did to have you treat me like this but... never?”

“I told you, Mark, I will occasionally allow you to play with yourself if... ”

“Oh thank you, Miss,” I interrupted before she could finish, realizing as I did how far my world had shrunk to be content and actually thanking her for the promise that infrequently, if I was good, I would be allowed to pleasure myself.

“If,” she continued with a touch of anger, “you are obedient and I am feeling magnanimous.”

“Yes, Miss,” I said meekly.

“Finish undressing me.”

I reached up from my position at her feet and unsnapped her bra which she shrugged off into my hands. Next, I slid her panties down and carefully held them as she stepped out of them. Finally, I gently removed her high heels and waited with my head bowed.

“Assist me into the bath,” she said.

I raised my hand to steady her as she stepped into the tub. My head came up and the view of her lovely body was right out of a scene that I had imagined hundreds of times. I’d forgotten how incredibly lovely my wife was. I had taken her for granted for so many years but, at that instant, I realized how deeply I loved her and how wrong this path would be if it continued. I had to try and salvage what we once had.

“Marsha, I mean, Miss, I’m sorry, I’m truly sorry for... everything,” I said sincerely.

“Are you?”

“Yes.”

“That’s nice,” she said, submerging herself by stretching out full length, resting her head on the edge of the tub and closing her eyes.

“Isn’t there anything I can do?”

“Yes, bathe me,” she said drowsily.

“No, I mean isn’t there anything I can do for our future together?”

“Yes,” she said.

“There is?” I said, a kernel of hope growing in my chest.

She opened her eyes, sat up and looked at me. The kernel sprouted.

“Yes, Mark, there is,” she said. “You can stop fighting me and wrap your brain around the simple fact that you will be living out the rest of your life as my maid.”

My world crashed down.

“And while we are talking about you as my maid I don’t think that calling you Mark is appropriate, do you?”

I shook my head in despair which she took as agreement.

“Of course not,” she nodded. “From now on I shall call you Fifi which is much more fitting for a French maid such as yourself.”

“Fifi?” I questioned.

“Yes, now stop making me angry and bathe me.”






Chapter Fourteen

Your Choice Part Three

 

Bathing my wife as her servant was exquisite torture and drove home the vast difference between the early days of our marriage, when we had showered and bathed together as lovers, and my present situation. Of course those earlier times of intimacy had merely been foreplay, a blatant excuse for the mind bending sex that followed. Now things were different. Now she lay there passively with her eyes closed while I soaped her body. Now it wasn’t sexual at all, for her anyway. She didn’t get aroused but rather just sighed in pleasure as if it were perfectly normal for her to have a servant washing her. 

On the other hand my libido couldn’t help what happened to my body. Washing her lovely frame and especially her breasts with my slippery hands inflamed me. I had no control over the involuntary groans that escaped my lips. The excitement of being close to her nubile form also caused a hurtful but delicious pain as my penis pushed its way into the tube and was painfully squeezed. She didn’t help matters by occasionally slipping her hand out of the tub and playing with my balls and tickling the end of my dick.

“This really turns you on, doesn’t it, Fifi?” she purred, her hand doing another number on my member.

“Miss...  I... uh...  I... uh... ”

She giggled at my inability to speak.

“I knew it,” she said, confidently. “I researched the web sites you liked and the stories you read and I knew that you were dying to live as my maid. This is what you want, isn’t it?”

She punctuated the end of the last sentence by somehow tickling the head of my dick so intensely that I was certain that I was seconds from blowing my wad. A tiny sliver of rational thought wormed its way into my head. I tried to explain

“Noooooo, Miss,” I moaned. “I l... .love what you are doooooing but... ”

“Fifi,” she interrupted firmly. “You can protest as much as you like but I know better.”

“Miss, it was just a fantasy,” I wailed.

“Fifi, part of the excitement is feeling like you are being ‘forced’ to serve against your will, isn’t that right?”

“Yes, but... ”

“Then it’s a win win situation for both of us,” she said smugly.

“Huh?”

“You want to be forced to serve and I definitely love forcing you to serve as my maid.”

“Miss, I... ”

“That’s enough talking, Fifi,” she snapped. “Finish bathing me. I need to get ready for my guests.”

The word guests hit me hard but also gave me a ray of hope. She couldn’t possibly actually expose me to guests because then there was no hold on me. It made me realize that this was probably the fantasy that I had always wanted and that at some point, when she had punished me enough, the game would end. I finished washing her, rinsed her off, helped her out of the tub and dried her.

“Get me a fresh pair of panties and a bra from my dresser,” she demanded. “The green set.”

I scurried into the bedroom, got her underwear and hurried back. She was still standing where I left her, with her arms out waiting for the bra. I slipped it on, fastened it in the back and dropped to my knees with her panties.

“I could definitely get used to this,” she said as I held the panties for her to step into.

I pulled them up her legs and sat back on my heels waiting for her next order.

“I want you on your hands and knees in front of the sink,” she said.

I didn’t really understand why but I crawled to the sink. She walked behind me and, when I stopped moving, stepped over me and placed her firm ass on my back. She sat comfortably facing the sink. Glancing in the full length mirror in front of me I could see her in profile as she primped herself in the vanity mirror, fluffing her hair, applying her makeup and checking herself. When she was finished she stood up and walked off into the bedroom without a word. 

I didn’t know what she had planned next but clearly she didn’t require my services right this minute and it had been at least three hours since I had been to the bathroom. I jumped up and went to the toilet to relieve myself. The first thing I discovered was that with that infernal tube on my dick it was impossible to pee standing up. In exasperation I turned around and sat down on the toilet. I was just about to let loose when she reentered the bathroom.

“What do you think you’re doing?” she asked in a tone that caused my bladder to abort the relief that had been so close at hand.

“I... uh... peeing, Miss?”

“Did I give you permission to pee?” she asked.

“Permission?”

“Get off of there right now,” she demanded. 

I pushed myself off of the stool and prostrated myself in front of her.

“You don’t do anything in this house without my permission,” she snapped. “Including pee, is that clear?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said weakly.

“Whenever you need to do anything that I haven’t given you express orders to do you will ask,” she said.

“Miss, may I please... ”

“In order to gain permission to ask something of me,” she interrupted, “you will crawl to me on your hands and knees and kiss my feet until I acknowledge you.”

I crawled closer and put my lips on her right foot and kissed it. I heard her giggle and a wave of shame engulfed me. I kept kissing.

“Then, when I allow you to speak you will politely state your request.”

I kept my lips working on her feet. When a minute passed and she didn’t continue I stuck out my tongue and licked her toes.

“I think I like having a maid lick my feet,” she laughed.

I switched to her other foot and bathed it with my tongue also. 

“Did you have a request, Fifi?” she finally asked.

“Miss, may I please use the toilet?”


“You may,” she said imperiously.

I stood up and sat back down on the toilet. I was embarrassed to have her watch so I kept my eyes on the floor.

“What are you doing, Fifi?” she screeched, interrupting my flow again just as it was about to start and causing me to fall back at her feet.

“I thought you said... ”

“That you could relieve yourself?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“I did, but that toilet is mine and you are never to soil it with your filthy body. You will use the guest bathroom.”

I stood up and backed out of the room with my head down in shame.

“I want you back here to dress me in three minutes,” I heard her say as I ran up the stairs.

 

***

 

Fifteen minutes later I had finished clothing her and we were downstairs in the kitchen. She had me fix her a drink and then she put me to work getting snacks and drinks from the refrigerator. It seemed to me that if she were just pretending that this was going a bit far and a kernel of worry started in my brain. I decided that if the doorbell actually rang I would bolt for the master bedroom, strip off my clothes and resign myself to having to start over somewhere. She would still be able to send out the video but at least I’d be spared the humiliation of performing in front of her friends.

I finished laying out the snacks and then waited for her to tell me that everything was just a joke. She smiled and motioned me over to her.

“Turn around, Fifi,” she said sweetly. “I need to fix a few more things.”

I turned around and felt her fumbling with the back of my dress. She was playing with the zipper. 

“Oh yes!” my mind leaped. “She is going to take it off and then... ”

I came out of my reverie as she locked a steel collar around my neck, dropped to the floor and attached shackles to my ankles. I had movement but it would be difficult to run trussed up like this. 

“Just a precaution,” she explained. “I don’t want you bolting when my guests arrive.”

I stood there looking at her dumbly. She had anticipated my actions and now I was fucked. It wasn’t a game or just her teaching me a lesson, it was real. I should have never gone down this path. In a few minutes her friends would see me like this and all of my compliance with her wishes to avoid her sending out the video would have been in vain. I should have walked away to begin with. I didn’t see how she would gain what she wanted because she wouldn’t have a hold on me anymore.

“Don’t worry, Fifi,” she said, reading my thoughts again, “I have no intention of letting them know who you really are. I want you as my maid way to badly to spoil the good thing I have going.”

I watched stupidly as she opened a drawer on the sideboard, pulled out a lifelike mask, put it on my face and locked it in the back. She finished just as the doorbell rang.

“See to my guests, Fifi,” my wife ordered.

 

***

 

Fifteen minutes later my wife’s three best friends were seated on the couch with drinks in their hands, looking at me and tittering.

“Wow, Marsha,” my wife’s best friend Mary said, “I thought you were pulling my leg. Who is this... maid person and how did you find ‘her’?”

“Well, Mary, it’s a long story but I’ll simplify it. This creature is one of those sick guys who get off on dressing up like a French maid and being forced to serve women. Men like him get sexually excited by the humiliation of being feminized and serve their mistresses without charge just to be dominated. Mark and I found him on the internet.”

“Your husband Mark knows about this also?” Mary asked incredulously.

“Absolutely. He enjoys the... ah... ’special services’ that Fifi provides,” my wife laughed.

“Special services?”

“I’ll explain those in a minute,” my wife said.

“And it gets Fifi sexually excited to do this?” her friend Gloria asked. “Is that why ‘she’ has that big bulge pushing her dress out?”

“That’s a whole different story,” my wife laughed. “Some of them also like to be kept frustrated and not be allowed to have an erection nor masturbate.”


“You’re kidding me!”

“No, I’m not. I keep Fifi’s thing locked up constantly and only allow her relief about once a month if she has performed her maid duties properly,” my wife lied. 

“Locked up?”

“Show them, Fifi,” my wife demanded.

I looked at her and shook my head slightly. Surely she couldn’t... 

“Now, girl!” she said angrily, “or you know the consequences.”

I closed my eyes, reached down and lifted my skirt. The howls made me want to sink into the floor.

“Can we touch it?” Mary asked.

“Fifi,” my wife said, sternly.

Her tone of voice was enough to cause me to step forward to where I was in front of Mary. She reached out and felt my tube. I couldn’t help the erection that started growing. She squealed in delight.

“This really does turn him on, doesn’t it?” Mary said.

“Yep,” my wife said smugly.

“Where can I get one?” Mary asked.

“I can lend you Fifi from time to time,” my wife answered.

“Lend me?” my mind screamed. “What can she be thinking of?”

“But, Mary,” my wife said, “what about your husband? Do you think Jerry will mind?”

“I don’t know,” Mary said reflectively. “Let me call him.”

I dropped my skirt and stepped back three paces. I had to get out of here. Jerry was Mary’s husband but also my best friend. I started to turn toward the garage.

“Fifi,” my wife said menacingly, “don’t even think about it.”

I stopped moving and watched in horror as Mary took out her cell phone and invited Jerry over.

 

***

 

Five minutes later, when the door bell rang, I was still frozen in place.

“Answer it,” my wife’s voice penetrated my fog.

I shuffled to the door, opened it and tried to hide behind it. Jerry entered and pulled the door from my hands, exposing me.

“Wow!” he exclaimed. “I didn’t believe Mary when she told me.”

I didn’t dare speak as I was afraid he would recognize my voice. I watched dumbly as he walked past me into the living room. I stumbled along behind.

“I’ve heard of guys like this, Marsha,” he said to my wife. “How did you find him?”

“Let’s just say it came about from... uh... surfing the internet,” she giggled.

“And my buddy Mark knows about this and hasn’t filled me in?” Jerry pouted.

“I think he’s been waiting for just the right moment,” my wife laughed.

“Where is he anyway?” Jerry asked glancing around the room.

“Oh, he had to go out of town on business,” my wife said facetiously. “He’ll be back tomorrow.”


“Does your little fag maid like to... uh... you know... uh.”

“Like to what?” Jerry’s wife interjected.

“I think Jerry is asking about those ‘special services’ I mentioned earlier,” my wife giggled. “That’s another fantasy these guys have. You know, being forced to... ”

My wife stopped in mid sentence but her mouth told the whole story.

“Oh,” Mary blushed.

By now I was trembling so hard my legs were shaking. My wife noticed.

“Fifi, go into my bedroom and wait until I call you,” she said.

I shuffled off gratefully even though it meant that I would be unable to hear what other plans she might have in mind for me. I collapsed on the bed.

 

***

 

I woke to the sound of my cell phone ringing. It was on my dresser, well, what had been my dresser earlier today when this nightmare started. I hobbled to the bed, picked it up and looked at the caller ID. It was Jerry! Shit!

“Hello?”

“Mark it’s me, Jerry,” he said in my ear.

“Hi, Jerry,” I said carefully. “What’s up?”

“You’ll never guess where I am, buddy,” he gushed.

I knew where he was but I cringed and played along, “So, where are you?”

“I’m at your place, buddy, and guess who your wife just introduced me to.”

“Who?”


“Your little pansy serving girl,” he chortled.

“Oh.”

“And guess what, buddy?” he boomed. “She agreed to lend the little faggot to us for our Thursday night poker party this week. Isn’t that great? She tells me that the little sissy loves to give head and... ”

The rest of his sentence was lost as I heard my wife calling insistently from the living room. 






Chapter Fifteen

Once Upon a Time

 

“Once upon a time... ,” I intoned.

“Wait!”

“Wait what, Julie?”

“Brian, you can’t start a story like that.”

“I just did.”

“I know you did but you can’t,” Julie explained.

“Julie, you asked me to make up a story for you and that’s how it starts.”

“I want a story, but not like that,” she complained.

“Like what?” I asked.

“You can’t start it with ‘Once upon a time’,” she said angrily.

“Why not? Because it’s been done before?” I asked.

“No... it’s because that is so... ”

“Old fashioned?” I asked.

“Damn it, Brian, can’t you just start it normally?”

“Sure,” I said reasonably. “What’s a normal beginning?”

“How about: Many years ago... ,” she suggested.

“And that’s different from ‘Once upon a... ’”

“Brian, are you being dense?” she interrupted. “Of course it is.”

“Okay, so what comes next?” I asked.

“Brian, you’re the writer,” she said in exasperation. “You tell me what comes next.”

“In a land far away?” I ventured.

“That is so trite,” she said furiously.

“And ‘Many years ago’ isn’t?” I laughed.

She speared me with those emerald green eyes that always took my breath away. I stopped laughing.

“Do you plan on getting out of that belt again soon?” she asked coldly.

“Uh oh,” I thought. “This conversation isn’t going down any path I want to travel.”

I had foolishly let her talk me into wearing a chastity belt about two months ago. She had convinced me that it would improve our relationship. Since then our twice daily fuck sessions had become history. I was lucky if she let me out once a week and then only to masturbate. During the past two months I had only been allowed to screw her once. Of course she got hours of my tongue between her legs.

“Uh... um,” I stuttered. “I thought that... ”

“Because if you do,” she interrupted, “you’d better stop being such an asshole and help me write a story that I can use in my workshop class.”

“But, weren’t you supposed to write it?” I asked.

“Yes, but I’m allowed to have some... creative help,” she explained.

“So, creative help is I write it and you type it?” I quipped, knowing as the words left my mouth that my glib tongue was probably dooming me to additional celibacy.

“One week,” she snapped.

“One week?” I asked. “What does that mean?”

“That means that you are not allowed out of that belt for one week from now for being such a macho dickhead and you will sleep in the basement.”

“Julie,” I pleaded, “It’s already been a week and... 

“I don’t care,” she said.

“But, honey, I was just kidding.”

“I’m not,” she said.

“Julie,” I wailed.

Her eyes looked like green ice cubes. I was fighting a losing battle because I knew her well and once she made up her mind about something it was almost impossible to change it. The thought of being locked up for another week and banned from our room sobered me completely. 

“Many years ago in a land forgotten by time,” I ventured.

“Yes!” she exclaimed, clapping her hands together. “I like it. What’s next?”

“Julie, what’s this story about?” I asked.

“I want it to be about a good king who has only one son. The king is getting old and he wants to find a wife for his son before he dies. He invites all of the eligible women in the kingdom to a ball for the prince to choose a bride.”

“Hasn’t that story already been written?” I asked.

“No.”

“It seems very familiar,” I said carefully.

“It can’t be. I just made it up,” Julie said.

“Oh... okay, then what?” I asked.

“Then there’s this evil stepmother who has three ugly daughters and one beautiful step-daughter who she hates. She lets her daughters go to the ball but forces the step-daughter to stay home.”

“You’re kidding me, right?” I laughed.

“Are you trying to say that plot isn’t a good one?” she asked coldly.

I thought about her increasing my time in the belt if I explained and common sense won out. I was not going to make her angry.

“I think it’s a great one,” I said truthfully.

“Good. Now we have to invent some way that the step-daughter can sneak away and get to the ball,” she mused.

“How about a fairy godmother?” I suggested, facetiously.

“That’s a great idea,” Julie gushed. “She can have a magic wand and make everything happen.”

“Like what?” I asked.

“Like... she can change the step-daughter’s dress into a beautiful gown and give her some great jewelry and... well, I don’t know, I’m the idea person, you’re the writer,” she said. “Just fill in the details.”

“Sure,” I laughed, “the easy part, a few details here and there.”

“Right.”

“How does she get to the ball?” I asked.

“Brian, do I have to think of everything?” she snapped. “Use your imagination!”

“Okay, how about the fairy godmother changes a pumpkin into a coach and uses her wand on some mice to... ”

“Brian, are you trying for two weeks?” Julie interrupted angrily. 

“Huh?”

“That’s stupid and you know it. It needs to be more believable than that,” she said firmly.

“More believable?”

“Yes.”

“Like... .?”

“Like a magic carpet for instance,” she said.

“A magic carpet? Isn’t that a different story?”

“Okay, smart ass, two weeks,” she said.

“What? Julie, that’s not fair. I’m trying to help you,” I whined.

“No you’re not,” she said. “You’re being annoying because I came up with this killer plot. You’re just jealous of how clever I am.”

“Julie, please.”

“Don’t say that word again or I’ll make it three weeks,” she said.

I shut my mouth and looked at her expectantly. 

“Now, we’ve got her to the ball and of course the Prince will want to dance and then... ” she trailed off.

“The clock strikes midnight?” I suggested tentatively. 

“What does that have to do with anything?” she asked.

“Uh... the spell is broken at midnight?”

“What spell?” 

“Her dress?” 

“Oh my god, yes!” she exclaimed. “She has to get out of there before the clock finishes or she will be back in her ugly clothes and the Prince won’t want her and...”

She stopped and looked at me in consternation.

“What?” I asked.

“We’ve painted ourselves into a corner, Brian,” she informed me. “If she runs out and changes back to what she was how is the Prince ever going to find her?”

“She leaves something behind that only she has the matching one?” I said hopefully.

“Why would she do that?” she asked.

“By accident?”

“Like what?”

I thought about suggesting glass slippers but who knew how that might go over. I didn’t even know if the heroine in her mind was wearing glass slippers. I didn’t want to risk three weeks so I kept my mouth shut and shrugged.

“Brian, this is why I’m the idea person and you are just a hack writer,” she said smugly. “What would be logical for her to lose as she is running out?”

“Uh... a shoe?” I ventured.

“A shoe? A shoe? Brian, that is so stupid. Why would a shoe fall off? No one would believe something like that,” she said in disgust. 

“Well, I... ”

“No, she loses an earring,” she declared. “Women lose earrings all the time. She loses a Chan Luu one-of-a-kind diamond earring.”

“A Chan Luu?” I said in wonderment. “Was he even born then?”

She looked at me and the beam of frigid air that emanated from those two beautiful eyes stopped my heart for a second.

“It’s a good thing I’m so happy about my story or I swear that would have cost you big time.”

“Sorry,” I said. “I was just worried about your readers having trouble with the time-line.”

“It’s fiction, Brian,” she sneered. “They will overlook minor things like that.”

“Oh.”

“So,...  how does he find her?” she mused.

“Uh... he puts an ad in Craig’s list?” I suggested.

“Sometimes I wonder what I ever saw in you, Brian,” she said coldly. “This is a kingdom in a land far away forgotten by time. They don’t have Craig’s list.”

“But they do have Chan Luu earrings,” I said under my breath.

“What?”

“I was agreeing with you, Julie,” I said placatingly. “That was a stupid suggestion.”

“So? How does he find her?” she asked.

“A proclamation?” 

“Exactly!” she exclaimed. “He sends out a proclamation saying he is looking for a Chan Luu earring and all of the women in the Kingdom bring out their Chan Luu earrings but only hers matches so he knows that she’s the one and they live happily ever after.”

“Wow!”

“Yes, wow!” she said smugly. “Now type that up for me because I need it for class tomorrow.”

She went upstairs to bed while I sat at my computer trying to make sense out of the past hour. I left the finished piece on her purse and crept off to the basement for the first of at least two weeks of sleeping alone, my dick aching in its prison.

 

***

 

By four the next afternoon I was on pins and needles. Her class had been from one to two and she should have been home by three at the latest. When she finally did come through the door I could see that something was wrong.

“So, how did it go?” I asked, dreading her answer.


“How did it go?” she said. “It went horribly.”

“Horribly?”

“Yes. They said something about plagiarism. Evidently someone named Disney has a similar story and the professor said that just changing a pumpkin to a magic carpet and slippers to earrings wasn’t enough to make it a new story.”

“Oh.”

“Is that your response? Oh?”

I shrugged.

“The good thing was that Barry was so impressed with how clever I am that he gave me an A on it anyway,” she beamed.

“Barry?”

“The professor,” she explained. “He thinks I have great promise as a writer. He’s taking me to dinner tonight to discuss my career.”

“Dinner?”

“Yes, and then I plan on bringing him back here to spend the night with me.”

“Spend the night?” I repeated dumbly.

“You don’t expect me to do without just because you’re serving a two month sentence, do you?”

“Two months?”

“I told Barry that you typed my story and he says that you should have noted the similarities between it and that Disney guy and said something,” she said.

“But, Julie, I... ”

“He says that you probably did it on purpose because you are jealous of my writing ability.”

“But, Julie,” I wailed, “two months?” 

“If you’re good,” she said.






Chapter Sixteen

In the Dog House

 

“Go for training? What do you mean training, Mildred?”

“It’s supposed to make you a better husband, Jerry,” Mildred said.

“What you mean a better husband?” I asked. “I thought you liked me the way I am.”

“I do, honey, but I just think that you could be...”

“Be what?”

“I don’t know. Two of my new club friends tell me that this woman has done wonders for their husbands. I just thought we should try it,” she pleaded.

“Have you met any of the husbands?” I asked.

“Yes.”

“And?”

“I was very impressed by how... attentive and... obedient they are,” she said.

“Obedient? What do you mean, obedient?” I asked.

“Oh... I just mean that... that they are better husbands,” she said.

“Better husbands? Don’t you think I’m a good husband?” I asked.

“Jerry, please just go with me and talk to her,” she begged.

I didn’t like it but what could it hurt? I grumbled about it but when she got up to go I followed her to the car.

 

***

 

An hour later we pulled in the driveway of a little ranch house in the suburbs. As we got out of the car the door opened and a very nice looking woman greeted us.

“Mildred, I see you found me okay,” the woman said warmly.


“Your directions were super, Samantha,” my wife said.

“And this must be Jerry,” Samantha said, smiling at me. “I’m glad you came, Jerry.”

I mumbled hello and shook her hand. I was still confused as to why my wife brought me here. I thought we had a good marriage and I couldn’t imagine what kind of training I needed.

In the living room or Mildred and I sat on the couch while Samantha went into the kitchen to fix drinks. She returned carrying a tray with three tall frosty drinks. She handed me one, handed Mildred one and then sat on the love seat opposite us with hers. I took a big slug. It went down so well I took another.

“Has Mildred explained my program?” Samantha asked.

“No, not really. Just in general terms,” I answered. “What is it you do?”

“Well, basically I make husbands into much more...  desirable partners,” she laughed.

“I don’t get it,” I said, testily, taking another sip.

“Of course, you don’t,” she chuckled, “that’s because you’re a man.”

“Huh?”

“Haven’t you two been fighting a lot lately?” she asked, changing the subject.

“All couples fight.”

“Really? So, you think that’s normal?” she smiled.

“I guess.”

“And do you also think is normal to treat her like shit?” she asked.

“What are you talking about?”

“I’m talking about how dissatisfied your wife is with the state of your marriage,” she said.

“Look, Samantha, I don’t know what she’s told you but I wouldn’t have come here if I’ve thought I was going to be abused like this,” I said angrily, finishing my drink. “Why don’t you just tell me what your fucking program is so we can get out of here?”

“It’s simple, Jerry, I turn pieces of shit like you into obedient pets,” she said sweetly.

“Pets? Are you on something?” I asked.

“No, but you are,” she chuckled.

“I’m on something?” I thought. “This woman is seriously deranged.”

“Mildred,” I said, standing up, “we’re out of here.”

Neither my wife nor Samantha got up. I tried to walk to the door but my body wouldn’t move. I felt as if I’d been drugged.

“Go out into the garage, Jerry. Take off all your clothes, throw them in the garbage and crawl back in here to us,” Samantha said softly.

I wanted to protest but found myself turning and walking to the garage. Once there I stripped off all of my clothing, threw it in the dumpster, lowered myself to my hands and knees and crawled back to where they were sitting.

“Good boy,” Samantha purred, stroking my head.

I whimpered and tried to back away but my body wouldn’t obey me. I watched in horror as she locked a collar around my neck and forced strange fingerless mitts on my hands, locking them on.

“Get up on the table, boy,” she whispered.

I climbed onto the coffee table and shivered in fright as she locked a harness on my wrists and ankles that clearly would not allow me to stand. Finally I felt her putting something on my penis and the click of another lock.

“You can get down now, boy,” she said.

I climbed down and waited. I had no idea why I couldn’t move. I didn’t like the direction my life was going and I didn’t have a clue how to stop it. I tried to break the spell but I couldn’t. Something in the drink she gave me must have paralyzed me. Samantha got up from the couch and looked down at me.

“I want you to follow me whenever I give the command: Heel!” she said. “You are to stay on my left side and keep your eyes trained on my left ass cheek. Do you understand?”

Not really. My brain was having trouble comprehending my situation and what she meant. I looked at her but didn’t say anything. She smiled, turned and looked back at me.

“Heel!” she said, walking across the room.

It was like someone had taken over my body. I followed her as if my eyes were connected to her ass by a rigid but invisible beam. She walked around the room twice, stopping and turning and backing up just to demonstrate that I was joined to her like a Siamese twin.

“I think we have a good start, Mildred,” Samantha laughed. “Of course, I’ll have to use the cattle prod and a few other things when the drug wears off.”

“When will he be ready?”

“How ready are we talking about?” Samantha asked.

“I want him to be like Janice’s husband,” my wife said.

“Oh, my!” Samantha said, shaking her head. “Every independent thought has been ruthlessly beaten out of him. He is... truly an animal.”

“Yes,” my wife said forcefully, “that’s what I want!”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes, god damn it,” she growled. “I want him to grovel.”

“Not a problem, Mildred,” she said, “it just takes longer.”

“How long?” my wife said impatiently.

“Why don’t you come back in six weeks?” Samantha suggested.

“Six weeks?”

“Mildred, what’s the big deal anyway? What’s wrong with six weeks?”

“My new friends are having a party on the 20th of next month and I wanted to show him off,” my wife explained.

“Oh,” Samantha giggled. “Don’t worry, that might be really good for his training. You can borrow him for the night and if you return him with a ‘bad’ report I can use it to... intensify his program.”

I was listening to this exchange with growing concern. Up until now I had been in a blind obedient stupor but as the drug wore off I found I could move. I looked around for a way out.

“Uh oh,” Samantha said, “the drugs are wearing off. I’m going to have to pay attention to your pet. Can you see yourself out?”

“Sure, but I’ve got to have him for my party, okay?” my wife asked.

“Don’t worry, Mildred, he’ll be pretty obedient by then,” Samantha laughed.

I didn’t know what else to do so, as my wife got to the door and opened it, I made a dash for freedom, well more like a crawl for freedom. I got just across the threshold before a stinging bolt of lightning hit my right ass cheek and paralyzed me. As soon as my muscles stopped twitching I rolled over and looked up. Samantha was standing over me with an evil smile on her face and a cattle prod in her hand.

“Bad doggy,” she scolded. 

I ignored her and tried to skooch myself out the door. She chuckled, put the cattle prod to my crotch and zapped me again. I screamed and grabbed my balls, thinking they had been fried off.

“Back inside, doggie,” she said pleasantly.

“F... fuck... you,” I choked out.

She put the prod to my neck and pulled the trigger again. My hands went from my balls to my neck.

“That’s another thing,” she said. “Doggies don’t talk. They bark or make other appropriate doggie sounds.”


I got the point. When I could move I swiveled around and crawled back through the doorway past my wife who had been standing there all the time.

“Wow,” I heard my wife say, “you got him to give up so easily.”

“Oh, don’t misunderstand, Mildred,” Samantha laughed, “he hasn’t given up yet. He’s just taking the path of least resistance for now thinking that he will get a chance to escape later.”

I had been thinking that. She had to sleep sometime or have a moment of inattention or make a mistake and when she did... 

“But I will completely eliminate any trace of resistance from him before I’m through,” she said. “He will be a dog and nothing more.”

“In your dreams,” I thought. “There is no way that using a cattle prod on me is going to break my spirit.”

“Of course, he doesn’t think so right now but then he hasn’t seen what I’m capable of,” Samantha said.

“So, I can come back on the 20th and he’ll be... ready?” my wife asked.

“He’ll be... malleable,” Samantha chuckled, “but... ready the way you really want him will take a few more weeks after that.”

“I guess I can be patient,” my wife said.

“Are you really sure you don’t want him to still have some independent thought?” Samantha asked.

“I don’t know,” my wife said. “I guess I can ask.”

“Ask?” I wondered. “Ask who? Me?”

“Jerry, what do you think? Do you want to be my cooperative dog or my mindless one?” my wife asked.

I looked at her but kept my mouth shut. Samantha still had that wicked cattle prod in her hand and I wasn’t risking another jolt.

“Jerry,” my wife said testily, “I asked you a question and I expect an answer.”

I looked at the cattle prod and dropped my eyes to the floor.

“I think he’s afraid to answer, Mildred,” Samantha giggled. 

“Oh!” my wife exclaimed when she realized my predicament. “Jerry, you may answer. I promise that Samantha will not hurt you.”

I looked again at the cattle prod and shuddered. Mildred took the prod from Samantha’s hand and laid it down next to me.

“Answer me, Jerry,” she demanded.

“Mildred, why are you doing this?” I asked.

“That wasn’t the question, Jerry.”

“Mildred, if you let me go right now I won’t... ”

“God damn it, Jerry,” she interrupted, “I have no intention of ‘letting you go’ as you term it. The question is do you want to be my dog willingly or should I let her break you?”

“Mildred, I don’t know what you think she can do but when I get free I am going to... ”

I stopped talking. She had picked the prod back up and pointed it at me.

“Dog or mindless dog?” she snapped.

“Mildred... ”

“Fuck it then! Mindless dog,” she said, putting the prod on my chest and pulling the trigger.

I writhed on the floor watching as she handed the prod back to Samantha and walked out the door without ever looking back at me. 

“I think you pissed her off, Jerry,” Samantha said.

I wanted to say ‘fuck you’ but I knew that she’d just use the prod on me again so I glared at her instead. She laughed and motioned toward the house. I didn’t need to be told twice. I crawled back into the living room.

“Crawl into the kitchen and out the back door, Jerry,” she said. “I need to get you set for the night.”

In the back yard was a large fenced dog run with razor wire at the top. Inside was an oversized dog house. In the center of the run was an eyebolt set into a large cement block with what looked like about fifty foot of chain attached to it. She led me into the run and locked the end of the chain to my collar.

“This is your home for the next few months, boy,” Samantha said. “You will sleep in the dog house and do your business in the corner. The chain is long enough to reach to the porch when I want the use of your doggie tongue or let you out for training. The sooner that you accept that your life as a man is over the easier things will be for you.”

I opened my mouth to say something but she held up her hand and stopped me.

“I’m not going to tell you again that, dogs don’t speak,” she said crossly. “If you insist on speaking I will have your vocal cords removed and that isn’t the only modification I’ll make if you give me trouble. Once in a while I do find that I have to permanently ‘gentle’ a dog by neutering it.”

Neuter? My balls tried to retract into my body and an involuntary whine escaped my lips. She laughed.

“I see that got your attention,” she chuckled. “I want you to check out your new home and settle in. I’m going out to dinner with friends and I’ll bring my leftovers home for your dinner.”

I gave her a horrified look.

“You think that having to eat my leftovers is bad?” she tittered. “Leftovers are a special treat. Normally all I feed my dogs is Purina dog chow.”

 

***

 

She came home about ten thirty. I was hungry and I was thirsty and I was really sick of crawling around like a dog. She got out of the car, walked over to my cage, unlocked it and walked to the porch. She sat down in a chair on the porch and smiled at me.

“Come here boy,” she said.

I crawled through the door of the run, across the yard to the porch, stopping at her feet.

“Hungry, boy?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Bark once for yes and twice for no,” she said.

I looked at her with embarrassment but the cattle prod was in her right hand and she was expecting me to answer.

“Arf,” I barked.

“Good boy,” she purred. “I brought you some of my dinner. Would you like that?”

She waited patiently until I finally barked out my response and then hiked up her dress so that I could see her pussy.

“First good doggies need to earn their treats,” she said sweetly. 

I looked at her cunt then back at her face. She was smiling but it was an evil smile.

“First dessert and then dinner,” she said. “Start licking, boy.”

I pushed my face between her legs and started licking. She started squirming and moaning right away. Evidently one of my duties as a dog was going to be oral service. I worked on bringing her to orgasm while my mind drifted off thinking of ways that I could escape. When I finished she pushed me away and placed a take away container down that contained some veggies, a piece of chicken and one red potato. I dove into it hungrily.

“Such a good boy,” she praised. “We are going to have so much fun together.”

“Like hell,” I thought.

“Does my doggie need something to drink?” she asked.

I was, in fact, quite thirsty. I’d been in that cage in the hot sun all afternoon and even after the sun went down it had been hot. She hadn’t left me anything to drink. I barked once.

“Poor baby,” she said. “I need to fix you up.”

She walked into the kitchen and came back carrying a doggie water dish. She hiked up her dress, placed the dish in between her legs and started pissing. I watched in horror as she almost filled it to the brim.

“Oh dear,” she giggled. “I guess I drank too much wine at dinner.”

She put the bowl down in front of me and I recoiled in disgust. I barked twice. She laughed.

“You better get used to it, boy,” she said, “because that’s all you’re going to ever get to drink.”

I barked twice again.

“And if it’s not gone in the morning I will be taking those measures I mentioned to gentle you down a bit,” she giggled.

I howled as it finally penetrated that I was never going to be anything but a dog again.

“See, I told you,” she said sweetly. “We are going to get on just fine.”






Chapter Seventeen

Binding Agreement

 

“J... Julie?” I said tentatively.

“Yes, Ryan?”

“I’m feeling kind of...”

“Kind of what, Ryan?”

“Julie, I really need some relief,” I said.

“Relief?”

“Julie, you know what I’m talking about,” I said exasperatedly.

“Oh, are you saying that you want to try for a chance at masturbating?” she asked.

“Julie, it’s been three months,” I whined.

“But are you really sure you want to take the chance?” she laughed.

“No.”

“No?”

“No, I’m not sure, but I’m going crazy,” I said.

“So?”

“So... I’m not sure, but I want to try,” I said reluctantly.

“Okay, Ryan, but remember our agreement,” she said.

How could I forget? When I married her two years ago she made me sign a binding agreement as to how our marriage would go. I got to have her as my wife and lover for the first month. I got to have sex with her as often and wherever and however I wanted. It had been heaven. After that my dick was hers. She kept it locked up. 

After that first month I could have relief by asking for it at any time but with a catch. I had to draw a ball from a sack that started out with ninety-nine white balls and one black ball. As long as I got a white ball I was allowed to masturbate. If I got the solitary black ball my life as a free man was over. If I drew the black ball I agreed to be castrated, become her slave, give up all my possessions, sign a divorce decree and be sold to whomever she wished. It was a punitive agreement but one that I had approved of because... well, I had been crazy for her and I’d thought that once I’d made love to her she would relent. I’d been wrong. 

Over the course of the past two years I had drawn twenty balls from that sack. All of them had been white. Every time I drew a ball my chances increased of drawing a black one, which meant that I had waited longer and longer between times I was willing to take the chance. Right now my chances were about one in eighty, not bad but not as good as they had been when I started.

“Julie, isn’t there any way...”

“That we can change our arrangement?” she interrupted. “No, Ryan, we’ve been over all that. You agreed to this before we got married. You took your month of having me however you wanted and now you take your chances.”

“I know, but...”

“Ryan, do you want to masturbate or not?”

I did want to. I knew it was tempting fate but it had been three months and I just couldn’t stand it any longer. I had to have some relief. I looked at her pleadingly but there was nothing but ice in her eyes.

“Yes,” I said.

“Go get in position then,” she said. “I’ll be there in a minute.”

I went into the third bedroom that we had modified specifically for this activity. I undressed, strapped myself into the frame and locked my wrists to the bar. She made me wait thirty minutes before she entered carrying the sack. She unlocked the device on my dick that insured I couldn’t cheat on our arrangement, opened the neck of the sack and placed it so that my right hand could reach in.

“It’s not too late, Ryan,” she chuckled. “As long as you don’t reach in and pull out a ball you’re not in jeopardy.”

I was scared. I contemplated not actually taking a ball but in the end my need overpowered my good sense. I wormed my hand into the bag and closed my hand around one. She pulled the sack away. I kept the ball tightly in my fist. Neither of us knew what color it was.

She put the sack down on the table, picked up the Burdizzo castrator and captured my balls with it. I looked down in horror.

“Julie,” I asked in alarm, “what are you doing?”

“Just getting ready,” she explained. “I have a feeling.”

“You have... you have a feeling?” I gulped.

“Yes,” she said happily. “I think it’s a black one.”

I looked at my fist with dread. The chances were huge that it was white but somehow my wife had an uncanny ability at times to see the future.

“Aren’t you going to open your hand?” she asked sweetly.

“Julie,” I asked uncertainly, “can I put it back and select another?”

“Ryan, that’s not part of our agreement.”

“I know but... just this once?”

She shook her head in exasperation but she laid the Burdizzo back on the table, picked up the sack and put it next to my right hand. I pushed my hand inside, dropped the ball I had and picked another. She laughed, put the sack on the table and the Burdizzo back around my balls.

“Okay,” she chuckled, “you got your second chance, now show me what you have.”

I slowly opened my fist to reveal a black ball. I stared at it in disbelief as it rolled out of my hand and fell to the floor. A searing pain hit me in my crotch as she closed the handles, destroying my manhood forever.

“I guess the first one must have been white,” she laughed.

I couldn’t believe that it come to this. My mind was in a daze as she unlocked my right hand and put the divorce papers in front of me to sign. She put a bark collar on my neck, shackles on my hands and feet and released me to drop to the floor on all fours.

“Well, slave,” she said, “it was fun while it lasted. Let’s put you in your new home while I go about arranging your new life.”

I tried to protest but the bark collar put me on my face.

“No more talking for you ever, slave,” she giggled.

She used a leash to lead me into the living room alcove and had me climb into the cage. That cage had been there from the first day I had moved in with her just waiting for the day I drew a black ball. Somehow I had never truly believed that it would end up being my home. I crawled in and lay down in shock. She locked the door.

“Don’t go away, sweetie,” she joked. “I need to call your new owners.”

“My new owners?” I wondered. That didn’t make sense. The chances had been slim that I was going to be available today. Yet she acted as if...  I watched in disbelief as she picked up the phone and dialed.

“Hello, Marge?” Julie said. “I told you he wouldn’t last much longer. He’s ready for you to pick up.”

“Marge?” my mind screamed. That woman was a Nazi and her husband wasn’t any better. I had only met them once when Julie had dragged me to their house for dinner a month ago and I had hated them on sight. There was something twisted and sadistic about them that I couldn’t put my finger on. I shuddered thinking about living as their slave.

“No, I’m sorry, Marge, you can’t. I’ve already destroyed them,” Julie laughed. “I couldn’t help myself when I saw that black ball.”

“She couldn’t help herself?”

“I know what you wanted but it was too good to pass up and it was part of our binding agreement,” she continued, “so I... ” 

I could hear Marge screeching at her through the phone. Julie pulled the phone from her ear and smiled at me while she waited for the tirade to end. When Marge sputtered out Julie put the phone back to her ear.

“Look, Marge, I said I was sorry,” Julie said. “He still has his thingy that you can torture and I’m sure that you’ll find plenty of other ways to slake your sadistic nature. Do you want him or not?”

She listened for another few seconds and hung up the phone.

“They are coming right over,” she said to me. “I think they are afraid if they don’t get you right away that I won’t leave anything for them to have fun with.”

 

***

 

When the doorbell rang thirty minutes later I was beside myself. It had finally sunk in how the rest of my life was going to be and I was frantically looking for a way out. Within seconds of the doorbell three pair of feet appeared in my field of vision. I backed to the rear of the cage which brought chuckles. Julie unlocked the cage door and beckoned me out. I crawled out and she handed my leash to Marge.

“Enjoy, Marge,” Julie said.

“Oh, we will,” she purred. “I have so many things planned.”

“I’ll bet you do,” my wife laughed.

“I just have one question, Julie, if I may, before we go,” Marge asked.

“Sure.”

“I know you said he was horny and was going to ask any time to be allowed to have a chance at masturbating,” Marge said, “but how were you so sure that he was going to pick a black ball?”

I wanted to know also how she had been so sure. I looked up and my wife was grinning down at me with the bag of balls in her hand.

“That was easy,” she giggled. “I took out insurance.”

“Insurance?” Marge asked.

She opened the bag and Marge looked in. She looked up into my wife’s face in astonishment.

“But... but, they’re all black,” Marge stuttered.


“Exactly!” my wife said smugly.






Chapter Eighteen

Sissy Maid

 

“Michelle, come here right now!”

I had been praying all afternoon that she wouldn’t really say those words. I had begged her not to. I had asked her to please not do this to me but, even as I had, I knew that I was wasting my breath. I opened my mouth, backed myself away from the wall and the huge dildo I had buried in my throat, let myself down from standing on my tiptoes and turned around to face the kitchen door.

My fiancé Julia had been out in the living room for over an hour listening to Carole, my bitch lesbian roommate, tell her lies about how I wanted to live as a sissy maid and all of the disgusting things I wanted her to do to me while I had been impaled on my ‘perch’. She had even shown her the video of me begging for it. 

Two months ago I had been forced to make that video and turn my life into the living hell it was now. I stopped in mid stride as I remembered.

 

***

 

I had come the night before home falling down drunk, gotten into a raging argument with my roommate Carole and ended up calling her a rug-munching bull dyke before I passed out fully dressed in my bed. When I woke up the next morning I was naked, lying on my back, hogtied, with her standing over me.

“Good, you’re awake,” she said pleasantly. “We can get started.”

She used her left hand to pull my nut sack out, slipped something over it and let go. It felt like a mule had kicked me in the balls.

“Owwwwww!” I screamed. “Stop, stop, you’re killing me.”

“No, not you,” she laughed, “just those useless jewels of yours.”

“What?”

“I just banded your balls,” she said. “They’ll be dead in an hour.”

“Huh? Noooooo, pleeeeese,” I pleaded. “Please don’t. Please take it off.”

“Why should I after last night?” she asked coldly.

“You can’t do this,” I said. “It’s... ..inhuman.”

“Is it?”

“Please, Carole,” I begged, “I’m sorry for what I said. I don’t want to lose my balls, please cut it off.”

“Why should I?” she asked.

“Carole, I said I was sorry.”


“Not good enough,” she said.

“What do you want me to say?”

“I wrote out what I want,” she said. “It’s on the dresser.”

She flipped me over and undid my feet, leaving my hands tied behind me.

“I’ll be waiting on the couch,” she said walking out of my bedroom.

I swung my legs over the side of the bed, stood up and rushed into the bathroom. Looking in the mirror on the back of the door. I could see my balls sack turning an angry purple. The band around it had squeezed down into a small circle that was completely cutting off circulation. It would need a razor blade and a steady hand to cut it off, neither of which I had. I walked back to the dresser and read her note.

Michael,

 

If the band doesn’t get taken off in one hour your balls will die. If you want to save them you need to walk out in the living room where I am sitting on the couch, kneel down in front of me and beg to be trained as my “Sissy Maid”. I will be videoing your performance and it had better look real or I will leave the band on.

 

Further, if I ask you a question you are to answer with ‘Yes’ or ‘I want to serve you’ as is appropriate. Do not fuck with me on this if you want to keep your manhood.

 

Carole

 

I shook my head for a minute as if somehow that would change things but the pain in my crotch finally drove me to the only action that was open to me. I walked out to the living room and kneeled between her legs.

“Please, C... Carole,” I stammered. “Please train me to be your ‘Sissy Maid’.”

“Michael,” she said acting, surprised, “I thought you were kidding. Do you really want me to do that?”

“Yes.”

“Why?”

“I want to serve you,” I intoned.

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“You mean you really want me to make you dress as a maid and force you to clean and do laundry and take care of me?” she asked.

“I want to serve you,” I said.

“And really punish you when you aren’t perfect?”

“Yes.”

“And satisfy me sexually with your tongue anytime I want?” she asked.

“What? I’ve got to... ugh,” I thought, but my mouth answered, “Yes.”

“And make you do all of those disgusting things you told me?” she asked.

“What disgusting things?” I wondered but I answered, “Yes.”

“I might like that,” she said. “But are you really sure?”

“I want to serve you,” I said getting desperate at this delay in getting the band off.

“Why don’t you show me?” she said.

It didn’t seem like either of the two answers I was allowed to use fit so I kept my mouth shut. She stood up, unzipped her jeans, pulled them down and kicked them off. Her panties followed. She sat back down and her unappetizing crotch was inches from my face.

“I’m waiting,” she said.

“Shit,” I thought. “I thought she was going to take the band off.”

I leaned forward and stuck my tongue out. I did so not want to do this but my balls were killing me and she clearly wasn’t going to save me until I did. I tried to take her over the top as fast as possible but she kept pushing me away to slow me down and took her sweet time getting there.

“Wow!” she said when she finally made it, “with a little training you are going to be really good at that.”

I was only half listening as I was worrying about my nuts. They didn’t hurt as much and were feeling cold. She reached down and fondled them.

“Just one more thing and I’ll believe you,” she said for the camera. “I need to pee.”

“What the fuck is she talking about?” I wondered. “What does having to piss have to do with getting the damn band off?”

“So, open your mouth and show me what you meant when you said you wanted to serve as my toilet,” she said.

I recoiled from her. I never said that. I started to shake my head when she leaned in and put her lips next to my left ear.

“You are going to drink my piss before I take that band off,” she whispered. “If you make me go use the toilet now then it will be another three or four hours before I have to go. I will leave the band on until then.”

A wave of nausea washed over me as I realized that I was going to have to do this. I closed my mind and opened my mouth. She pushed her pussy on to it.

“Good girl,” she purred and let her stream gush into my mouth. 

It was horrible. I swallowed as best as I could and consoled myself with thoughts of overpowering her and getting my revenge. When she finished she patted my head, got up and turned off the video.

“You did very well, Michelle,” she said. “You are going to make a lovely sissy maid.”

“In your fucking dreams,” I thought, but kept my thoughts to myself.

She pulled her clothing on, stepped into the kitchen and returned with a razor blade.

“Stand up,” she ordered, sitting back down on the couch.

I stood up. She took my balls in her left hand and carefully used the blade to nick the band which popped off so hard it smacked into my thigh and left a mark. The blood rushing back into my poor nuts caused a ‘pins and needles’ sensation that was almost as bad as the pain of the band. I consoled myself with the fact that if they had been dead I probably wouldn’t have felt anything.

“That was almost too long, Michelle,” she chuckled. “But I guess you are going to keep them for a while longer, not that they will be much use to you anymore.”

I had no idea what that meant. I was thinking that I might just rape the bitch when she untied my hands. I was seething for what she had put me through but still checked my tongue. There would be plenty of time for that and more when I was loose from her clutches. I waited for her to release my hands.

“I suppose you want me to release your hands now?” she said.

“Please.”

“Just a few more things and I will,” she chuckled.

She pulled a box from under the couch, opened it and before I could react had locked manacles on my ankles with a short hobble chain between them.

“Wait... what?” I stuttered.

“Just to make sure you don’t try to get away, sweetie,” she said reaching up with a collar from the box and putting it around my neck. I tried to twist away in vain.

“There, all set,” she said happily. “Turn around and I’ll untie you.”

I turned and she untied my hands. I turned back thinking that I would attack her now and worry about the stuff on me later. She was holding a remote control in her hand. I looked at it and something stopped me from pouncing on her.

“Thinking of hurting me, Michelle?” she asked.

I was but I hesitated. She seemed so confident. I looked at the remote and back to her face.

“Wondering about this little thing?” she laughed, wiggling the remote.

I nodded.

“It’s for that shock collar around your neck,” she said.

Shock collar? Shit! Where did she get this stuff? I changed my plan. I was going to bide my time and then run, well, hobble out of here as soon as she had a moment’s inattention.

“You see I’ve had this stuff for a while because it was my plan when you moved in to make you my maid,” she explained. “Then you got engaged and I thought... well, it doesn’t matter what I thought because after what happened last night you don’t deserve to live as a man.”

“Carole, I... ”

“And that’s another thing, Michelle,” she interrupted, “I’m your Mistress now and you will address me accordingly, do you understand?”

‘Do you understand’ was accompanied by her finger on one of the buttons on the remote. The pain that encircled my neck caused my knees to buckle.

“On the bed in my bedroom is your outfit,” she said. “Go put it on and come back out here and we will start your training.”

 

***

 

Three weeks later I knew her routine and god help me if I varied from it. The days started to blend together. During the first week I had tried to escape twice but she had been ready for me and the beatings had been brutal. After the second attempt she told me that if I tried again she would not only beat me but put the band back on and leave it until my balls fell off. I stopped trying.

The first morning of my fourth week of servitude had started like all of my mornings. I was up early to fix her tea and at precisely eight o’clock I went into her room, placed the tray on her end table and kneeled by the bed. Then, I put my head under the covers and gently licked her awake, starting with her ass and moving to her pussy when she rolled over and let me between her legs. Two orgasms later she pushed me away.

“Pour my tea now, Michelle,” she said.

I poured it and stood waiting for further orders. Sometimes she had me bathe her before breakfast and sometimes she only wanted breakfast and skipped the bath.

“Fix my usual breakfast,” she said. “I’ll be down in fifteen minutes.”

It was a breakfast only morning which was fine with me. She wasn’t a very attractive woman but I hadn’t been allowed an orgasm in three weeks and even her dumpy body was beginning to turn me on. I turned to go.

“Fix enough for two people,” she said. “I have a friend coming.”

I froze. I knew that she was eventually going to show me off but I had managed to stop thinking about it.

“Now, Michelle!” she boomed.

I was in a state of shock as I fixed food for two. Another person? One of her lesbian friends I supposed. She probably wanted to show off my oral abilities. I got everything ready, set the table and stood at attention. She swept in three minutes later in an unbuttoned robe and sat down.

“You may serve me now, Michelle,” she said imperiously, “my guest will be along shortly.”

I poured her coffee, served her plate and stepped back to wait. She ate slowly, reading her newspaper and totally ignoring me. I let my mind wander so I didn’t hear her the first time she spoke.

“Michelle,” she said angrily, “I said ‘toilet’.”


I came out of my daze, dropped to my knees, crawled under the table and planted mouth on her crotch. Her piss started almost immediately. I hated being used like this but I had gotten good at it. She finished, I licked her clean and got back up.

“More coffee,” she demanded.

As I poured her coffee the doorbell rang. It made me shiver and spilled coffee on the table. I backed up in horror.

“Well, Michelle,” she said in a voice that made my balls contract into my body, “I thought that we were past behavior like that. We will be having a little correction session later to remind you, aren’t you excited?”

No. I was quivering in fear. I thought we were through with correction sessions. My bladder threatened to let loose.

“Get the door, Michelle,” she said.

I opened the door to a fat, campy older guy who looked me up and down like I was candy and then walked right by me.

“Wow, Carole,” he said, “this one is... hot.”

“This one?” I thought. “She’s done this before?”

Actually that explained a lot. She had been way too prepared for her to have put all of this together overnight just because I called her a rug-munching...  

“Michelle,” she said angrily, “what the fuck are you doing? Serve our guest.”

 

***

 

Over the course of the next two months I had been turned into the perfect little obedient mincing tart that she wanted as a maid. All thought of resistance had been beaten out of me. I dressed like a girl, did my makeup like a girl, walked like a girl and talked like a girl.

During the months of training she had used her body and those of her many lesbian and gay friends to instruct me in complete body worship and toilet service. In addition to being an excellent maid, I was the consummate dildo and waste receptacle.

 

***

 

“Michelle, I said come here now!” Carole repeated bringing me back to the present and my coming humiliation. I resumed my path to the living room, entered and curtseyed.

“Yes, Miss,” I said, politely.

“Come and greet your fiancé,” she said.

I looked at my wife to be and, instead of shock or disgust, I saw a gleam in her eyes that scared me. I scurried over, knelt between her legs and kissed her feet.

“Michael,” she said, “I had no idea that this kind of thing turned you on so much.”

It didn’t but Carole had warned me what was in store for me if I didn’t play along. I vowed that when I finally got out of her grasp I would explain the whole thing to my fiancé and I could go back to living a normal life.

“Do you really like being a sissy?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Julia,” I dutifully answered.

“Wow, I like the sound of you calling me Miss Julia,” she gushed.

I didn’t like doing it but I remained silent.

“And do you really want to be forced to perform all of those disgusting acts like Carole says you do?” she asked.


I shuddered and stammered out another, “Y... yes, Miss.”

“And actually be my toilet?” she asked, wonderingly.

God no I didn’t want to be her toilet, I wanted to be her husband and have a normal life but I answered the only way I could, “Yes, Miss Julia.”

“I would never have imagined,” she said, “but I have to tell you that the thought of living out our lives together with you serving me like you want to is very exciting to me.”

Where was this coming from? I thought she was a normal girl and I thought she loved me.

“I certainly would have never thought that once we were married that you would want me to have boyfriends,” she mused.

Boyfriends? What the fuck?

“And to force you to service them?” she laughed. “I would never in a million years have thought that about you.”

I consoled myself with the belief that before any of that happened Carole would be out of our lives and I could explain to Julia what had happened.

“And don’t worry, Michael... I mean, Michelle, Carole has explained your need to pretend that you are being forced to do all of this,” Julia said. “I promise that I will never believe you when you try to tell me that this was all a lie and I promise I’ll never let you go.”






Chapter Nineteen

Breaking Point

 

Kara leaned down and licked a tear off my cheek. There were plenty of them to lick because I had been crying silently for the past half hour. Then her hand snaked down and tugged at the chain that led from my dick to my left nipple. I couldn’t help the moan that escaped my lips.

“Sit up straight, Jimmy,” she admonished. “I want you to look pretty for all of my friends.”

“Her friends?” I thought. “Half of them had been my friends only one week ago.”

I straightened my back, which caused both nipple chains to pull my dick up into even more of a parody of a healthy erection. The pressure caused the two nipple rings and the one in my penis to go from a constant dull ache to piercing anguish. I groaned out my discomfort.

“Be silent, Jimmy,” Kara said softly, “or we will have another ‘discovery’ session.

I shuddered. What we ‘discovered’ in those sessions was exactly how loud and long I could scream. I clamped down on the whimper that had started deep in my throat.

“Such a good boy,” she said running her hand down my back and caressing my ass.

I was kneeling naked on the cement patio next to where she was seated. My ass was resting on my heels, my hands were locked behind my head and my legs were spread wide. It was an obscene display of my body that left nothing to the imagination. In addition to the chains that held my dick pointing at my navel, my balls were tightly banded with a metal strip that caused them to look like a ripe plum. To finish off the package, a heavy metal collar had been welded around my neck. I belonged to her body and soul.

Today was my coming out party. One week ago I had been a free man. Then I had foolishly let her talk me into a sucker bet. As I waited for the next indignity my mind flashed back a week in time to when it had all started.

 

***

 

She had invited me for dinner out of the blue. I had been lusting after her luscious body for more than two years and she had never even allowed me to kiss her cheek so I had foolishly thought that finally I was getting somewhere. We had eaten a nice meal and were relaxing on the couch when she made the outrageous claim that got my attention. 

“What did you say?” I laughed.

“I said I could break you in less than an hour,” Kara smiled.

That was ridiculous. I had been through some real torture sessions in my life and I knew that, while anyone could be broken, there was no way she could get to my breaking point in an hour. I snorted.

“Would you like to make a little bet?” she asked coyly.

“What do I get if I win?” I asked pointedly.

“You get me,” she said. “I will become your permanent slave.”

I began to hyperventilate. She was a sensationally stunning woman. I had always wanted her. To have her as my slave? It was too good to pass up.

“And if I lose?” I asked.

“You’ll be broken, Jimmy,” she said matter-of-factly. “You’ll be my toy.”

I snorted again. Broken indeed!

“You’re on,” I said confidently.

“Get undressed, Jimmy,” she said softly.

I ripped my clothes off. I couldn’t wait to get started. One hour from now she was going to be my slave! My mind tumbled over all the delicious and degrading things I was going to make her do when she was mine.

Predictably, when I was naked, she strung me up by my wrists, cranked me up to where I was on my toes and started whipping me. She didn’t fuck around with the soft stuff but started right in with a paddle, then a single tail and finally switched to the cane. During the next forty minutes my whole body developed into one burning ball of agony. She stopped every few minutes and asked if I was ready to be her slave but I just kept shaking my head no. She chuckled each time like it was a joke I didn’t get and swung harder. After forty minutes I was in severe distress but nowhere near my breaking point and was counting the minutes until our roles were reversed.

With fifteen minutes to go she stopped and picked a narrow metal band out of her bag. Taking my balls in her left hand she slipped the band around my sack and snapped the ends together and squeezed. I could hear the clicking like the ratcheting of a handcuff as it tightened and pushed my balls out into a tight single ball.

“Wait a minute,” I protested. “How does that come off?”

“It doesn’t, sweetie,” she laughed. “I had it made just for you. See, it says: ‘Property of Miss Kara’. It can’t be removed without cutting your balls off.”

“God damn it, Kara,” I roared. “That’s not fair.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m not your slave,” I said.

“But you will be,” she hummed.

“Kara, you only have ten minutes left,” I said, “and I’m not even close.”

“You will be,” she giggled.

“You are not going to believe how much I am going to make you suffer for putting that thing on my balls when you’re mine,” I said coldly.

“Hold that thought, Jimmy-boy.”

She reached into the bag and came out with a sharpened metal rod that looked much like a kebob skewer.

“This is going to hurt a bit, sweet cakes,” she chuckled. “Just tell me when you want to be mine and I’ll stop.”

She put the point of the skewer on one side of the tight sack containing my two balls and, before I could react, pushed it right through them so the point came out the other side. I wanted to die. I had never experienced anything like it. It was beyond excruciating.

“Oooooh, Jimmy,” she purred, plainly turned on, “that really hurts doesn’t it? Watch this.”

With those words she wiggled it around in circles which tripled the agony. I wanted to pass out but she was way ahead of me and was waving smelling salts under my nose. I begged for her to stop.

“Give up yet?” she asked.

“Kara, please,” I pleaded.

“I think you might be damaged permanently if I have to keep doing this, don’t you?” she asked, twisting the skewer. “Are you ready to capitulate?”

“Pleeeease stop,” I begged.

“I take that as a no,” she laughed and pulled another skewer from the bag.

I watched in horror as she ran the next one through parallel to the first. My body jackknifed in spasms that I could no longer control. I couldn’t take another and I knew that she was going to continue poking them through my balls until her time ran out. My balls and my life would be destroyed. I bowed my head. I was beaten.

“I give up. I give up. I give up,” I chanted. “Stop just please stop.”

She stepped over to a video camera on a tripod and clicked it on.

“Jimmy,” she said sweetly, “for the camera, are you agreeing to be my slave?”

“Yes, yes, yes, I agree to be your slave,” I wailed. “Please just stop, just stop. I want to be your slave but pleeeeeease... ”

“Good enough, Jimmy,” she said, switching the video back off.

She reached into the bag and pulled out another skewer.

“Kara, what are you doing? I said I’d do it,” I blubbered.


“It’s Miss Kara now, Jimmy,” she said sternly.

“I’m sorry, Miss Kara, but I thought... ”

“That we were done?”

“Yes.”

“Well, I’m done with your balls but we need to fix up your...  permanent decorations,” she said.

“Huh?”

“This is going to hurt a bit, Jimmy,” she giggled, pinching my right nipple and stabbing the skewer through just below it.

Screaming did me no good because when that one was in place she did the left nipple and then reached in for yet another skewer. I looked at her in disbelief.

“Just one more, sweet boy, and we’ll be done... with the piercings anyway,” she said.

I watched incredulously as she grasped the end of my penis and stretched it away from my body. The skewer went through my penis behind the head before I could open my mouth to protest. I screamed instead.


“Now for your decorations,” she said, reaching into the bag and bringing out three rings, some chain and a propane torch.

 

***

 

“Time to go, Jimmy,” Kara said softly.

I couldn’t help myself. I wasn’t supposed to break my position but I fell forward, grabbed her legs and started sobbing. It was a week after I had become her slave and today was my coming out party. She had invited her friends to show me off.

“Please, Miss Kara, please don’t make me do this,” I pleaded.

“Jimmy,” she said soothingly, patting my head, “you are going to be fine.”

“Please, Miss Kara, not in front of my friends,” I begged.

“They aren’t your friends anymore, silly boy,” she said. “They’re your potential clients.”

“Cl... clients?” I stammered.

“Jimmy, what did think I’ve been training you for all week?” she asked.

I hadn’t really thought of what she had been doing, I had just put my mind in neutral and tried to get through it. I had spent hours between her legs learning exactly how she liked it but, I had assumed it was for her. She had also had me spend hours with my lips wrapped around her very lifelike dildo, punishing me until I could make the damn thing spurt in my mouth without setting off the built in alarm that sensed when my teeth scraped it too hard. Again I had assumed that she was just humiliating me for her own amusement. The word clients put everything in a completely different perspective. I was horrified.

“Miss Kara, couldn’t we work something out?” I asked.

“Like what, Jimmy?”

“I don’t know. I could pay you?”

“With what, Jimmy? I’ve already stripped you of everything you own,” she pointed out.

“I could go to work... ”

“You are going to go to work, sweetie, right now!” she giggled.

She pushed me away and turned for the door pulling on my leash. I scrambled to keep up with her. I knew the punishment if I let the leash get tight. We moved out on the patio and I could hear the conversation all around me stop. I knew everyone was looking at me and I wanted to die. She stopped just outside the door and my training took over. I closed the gap and began kissing her heels.

“That’s Jimmy!” I heard someone gasp.

That broke the silence and everyone started talking at once. Clearly she had kept it a secret who her latest pet was. I wanted to crawl in a hole.

“Come, boy,” she said tugging my leash.

I kept my eyes glued to her stilettos and followed obediently. She stopped next to a chair and before I could plant my lips on her shoes again she turned and lifted my head. I looked up into her grinning face and the tears started.

“Get into position for me now, sweetie,” she coaxed. “I want to display you for my friends.”

 

***

 

“Jimmy, did you hear me?”

Her words brought me back from my reflection. As the real world intruded it drove home that I wasn’t living a bad dream. The hard cement on my knees, the slight breeze caressing my balls, the agony emanating from my nipples and dick and my obscene position all reminded me it was real. I was a piece of meat on display.

“No, Miss, sorry,” I said.

“I said there are quite a few people who are clearly interested.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“One couple in particular,” she said gleefully.

“Yes, Miss.”


“I give you permission to turn your head slightly to the right so you can see who I mean.”

I inched my head to the right and was sickened. Standing about fifteen feet away with lust etched into their features was my ex-girlfriend, Carole, and her new boyfriend who was my former best friend, Frank. I turned my head back but not before I saw them start toward us. Within seconds my ex-girlfriend’s shapely and barely clad legs were inches from my face.

“Wow, Kara,” I heard her say, “who would have ever guessed that this asshole would want to be your slave.”

“Who, indeed?” Kara laughed. 

“Is he for sale?” Carole asked.

“Not just yet,” Kara replied. “I want to get my investment back first.”

“So, he’s... uh... for rent?”

“What did you have in mind?” Kara asked.

“How much for a blowjob?” Carole asked. “Frank needs a blowjob.”

“If you’ll do it right here I’ll let you have him for nothing,” Kara said.

“Why here?” Carole asked.

“It’ll be good for business,” Kara smiled.

“Deal!”

Kara leaned down and licked another tear from my cheek.

“Don’t disappoint me, Jimmy,” she cooed in my ear.

My ex-girlfriend stepped to the side and Frank stepped into her place. His crotch was inches from my face. I could see the outline of his growing dick trying to break out of his jeans. I was frozen. I started shaking my head. Carole reached over, unzipped his pants and fished him out. She pulled her hand away and I was staring at a throbbing one eyed monster. I whimpered and Kara leaned down and stroked my cheek.

“Come on, Jimmy,” she giggled, “he’s your friend. You have to make it nice for your friend. Just do it like we practiced.”

I whimpered and opened my mouth.






Chapter Twenty

A True Sadist Part One

 

It was torture time. It was subtle torture to be sure but torture non-the-less. The bitch was a dyed-in-the-wool sadist. Of course, she had told me that before I had agreed to be her live-in maid but I had no idea. I thought that meant that she liked to top and got off on humiliating men and whipping them when they displeased her. I didn’t know she truly meant that what got her off was pushing some poor bastard beyond his limits until he was blubbering. Taking a whole person and breaking them.

Anyway, subtle torture time was almost every night after dinner. I would stand at attention about three feet in front of the couch while she read her book. I was dressed in my maid’s uniform. A short frilly dress that did little to cover my ass or genitals, breast forms, wig and makeup, no panties, net stockings held up by a garter belt and four-inch fuck-me heels. The heels made my legs cramp like hell but that wasn’t the real torture. The real torture was that she always sat there in a flimsy robe that she kept unbelted. That meant that every time she crossed her legs or leaned over to take a sip of her drink or stretched or changed position I got tantalizing glimpses of her charms.

The reason that those glimpses were torture was the cruel thing that she had done to my dick. It wasn’t just encased in a chastity belt, which would have been bad enough, but she had pierced my dick in several places and those piercings were cleverly designed to cause excruciating pain if my boy tried to erect. Well, with a nubile twenty-five-year-old half naked hot body writhing in front of me what else would it try to do?

The only thing worse than the teasing torture was the real torture that came almost every evening right after. She had a need deep inside of her that could only be fulfilled by hearing someone scream in pain. Most nights that someone was me. We had a range of instruments in the dungeon and it was plain how bad her need was by which one she asked for. Last night it had been the single tail whip. My ass was still tingling from the session she had put me through. I looked at her in apprehension as she put her book down.

“Bring me the cane” she said.

I couldn’t help myself. My knees buckled and I planted my face in her crotch weeping uncontrollably. The cane was the worst of what she used. 

“Please, Miss Tara,” I begged, “not the cane. I’ll do anything you want but please, not the cane.”

“Brent,” she said crossly, “I’m feeling quite needy tonight and that means the cane. Now you can go and get it and we can get on with slaking my needs or you can continue to argue with me which will mean that I’m going to cancel your scheduled release tomorrow and then you still get the cane.”

“Cancel my release?” my mind screamed. It had been a month!

I jumped up and scurried for the cane. I could hear her giggling behind me. She knew just how to push my buttons. I grabbed the cane, returned to her feet and laid it in her lap. I took advantage of the moment by snuggling my face into her crotch. I inhaled her scent hoping it would help me through the pain.

“Get on the bench,” she said pushing me away.

Within minutes I had been firmly secured to the bench. She had flipped my dress up so that my ass was exposed and had belted me across the waist and thighs so that there was no way for me to avoid her blows. I was already crying and she hadn’t even started.

“What are you blubbering about, Brent?” she said crossly, “I haven’t even hit you yet.”

“I know, Miss, it’s just that you are so cruel and you always hurt me so badly.”

“It’s part of who I am, Brent,” she said. “You know that. I need this. I need to hear you scream in agony for me.”

“Please, Miss, couldn’t we just... ”

I didn’t finish my sentence because the first cut interrupted me. She never started softly and let me get used to how bad it was going to be. Her first stroke was always a hard one. I screeched and started pleading. She didn’t care. In fact, my pleading was like music to her ears. The thing that turned her on more than anything in the world was a slave such as myself, preferably a man, crying, weeping, howling and promising anything to get her to stop. It was her aphrodisiac. I tried not to give in to what she wanted to hear from me but she was too good at what she did. I screamed and begged and she hit me harder.

 


***

 

I knew something was up the next morning. When we were done with our normal morning routine, and I had bathed and dressed her, instead of giving me a list of chores to do while she was gone she put me on my ‘perch’. I hated the ‘perch’. It was nothing more than a huge dildo attached to the kitchen wall at about eye level. 

To be ‘on the perch’ meant that I had to put my mouth over the distasteful thing and remain there until released. Before she left she had me lift my skirt so that my striped ass was exposed and admonished me that ‘I’d better not move’.

 

***

 

Three hours later she finally returned. Because of the four-inch heels I was standing in and being forced to hold my position against the wall my legs were shivering like I was naked outside in a blizzard in Alaska. I was only minutes from collapsing.

“Holy shit, what... I mean who is that?” I heard a male voice exclaim.

“That’s my maid,” Tara said.

“What happened to her ass?”

“I was taking out my... frustrations,” Tara said.

“I thought you said that... ”

“I wanted you to come home with me to help me get rid of my frustrations?” Tara interrupted.

“Uh, yeah.”

“I do, sweetie,” she purred.

“But... ”

“Do you want me, Mike?” she asked.

“Oh god yes, baby, I do,” he exclaimed.

“Do you want to help me get rid of some frustration?”

“Yes.”

“Then be a good boy and come in the other room where we can play,” she said.

I don’t know how she does it. Well, actually, I do. She is a witch when it comes to getting men’s clothes off and getting them exactly where she wants them. It wasn’t even five minutes before she called.

“Girl, get in here,” she said.

I gratefully let myself off the ‘perch’. My mouth was sore from being wrapped around that monster for so long and my legs were shaky. I hobbled into the living room to find that she had done it again. Without a hair out of place on her head she had managed to get Mike naked and strung up by his wrists in the center of the room. Mikey wasn’t going anywhere until she let him down and that wouldn’t be until she had broken him. I almost felt sorry for him except that if she hadn’t succeeded in bringing a candidate like him home it would have been me hanging there.

“Yes, Miss,” I said, curtseying.

“Bring the penis whip, the single tail, the paddle, the cane and...  my bag,” she said.

“Uh oh,” I thought. “If she wanted her bag then Mike was in for a horrible ride.”

I shuddered at the thought of what was coming and hustled to get her stuff. When I returned she was standing next to him and had stroked his cock to a throbbing erection.

“Why don’t we just start with this,” she said squeezing his pole and letting go.

“Tara,” Mike said shakily, “what’s going on?”

“What’s going on, Mike, is that I am going to... ruin you. When we get through today you will be just a shell of a man, kind of like my maid,” she said. “When I let you down from there you will be my slave.”

“Fuck you, Tara, let me down,” he screamed.

“Mikey, Mikey, Mikey,” she purred. “Didn’t you listen? I’m going let you down when you agree, and I really believe you, that you are my slave.”

“This has gone on long enough, Tara, let me down and I’ll leave and that’ll be the end of it.”

Her answer was to swing the penis whip and slash his penis hard. He screamed and I could feel the hum emanating from her body like an aura. It was almost like the pain she caused struck her like a rolling wave that washed over her and vibrated her body and stimulated her sex better than any instrument or regular sex could ever do. He was in trouble because when she got into that zone she didn’t quit until her body had hundreds of the peaks that those waves of pain caused.

She worked on him for more than an hour. After the penis whip, when his penis was a shriveled puny thing not worthy of further attention, she shifted to the paddle and then the single tail and finally the cane. He passed out twice but she just used smelling salts to revive him and continued. He was a good one for her because he took a lot of pain and still said no every time she asked if he was ready to agree to be her slave. She finally put the cane down and looked at him.

“Mikey, I wish it were easier to find ones like you,” she said. “Most of the wimps I pick up would have caved by now. You are a treasure.”

He lifted his head and looked at her with bleary eyes, “Are you going to let me go now?”

“Oh, Mikey, you’re so cute,” she giggled. “Of course not, now comes the really fun stuff.”

“Huh?”

“Mikey,” she whispered, “didn’t you believe me when I said I was going to destroy you? That I was going to completely break your will?”

“Fuck you.”

“Hold that thought,” she laughed and started pulling things from the bag.






Chapter Twenty-One

A True Sadist Part Two

 

Mike looked on with uncomprehending eyes at the array of instruments that Tara laid on the coffee table in front of him. He was about to learn what they were for and my stomach lurched just thinking of what he was going to go through in the next hour. She picked up the special glove she had made and pulled it on her right hand, then picked a carpet needle from the array and fixed it on the end of her right finger.

“This is much more painful than the regular way to do this,” she said gaily. “That’s why I like it so much.”

Her sexual excitement was like a fog in the air around her as she stepped up to his chest, pinched his right nipple in her left hand and drove the carpet needle through his right breast just behind the nipple. His screams were deafening. She collapsed against him deep into her climax.

“Did that hurt, Mikey?” she said when she finally recovered.

“Oh, god please, Tara, no more pleeeease,” he wailed.

“But you are so uneven,” she laughed, repeating the procedure on the other nipple.

By now he was sobbing uncontrollably. I had seen the signs before. He was almost ready to capitulate. She stripped the glove off and worked two permanent rings in place of the needles and then picked up the soldering gun.

“This is going to hurt a bit, baby,” she said matter-of-factly as she soldered the rings shut.

Of course, she didn’t use a heat-sink so the rings got hot and burn his nipples. She didn’t care it just got her hotter.

“No more, please, no more, Tara,” he begged when she stepped back. “I agree to be your slave.”


“I knew you would, sweetie, but we have a few more decorations to put on you before we’re finished.”

“No, please, I said I’ll be your slave.”

“I know, baby,” she soothed, “but we can’t stop now.”

She put the glove back on and used the carpet needles to pierce his cock in multiple places. First a frenum and then a frenum ladder, next a guiche and then to finish off a Prince Albert. With each one he had begged pitifully for her to ‘please stop’ and that he would be her ‘slave forever’ and do anything she might ask of him not matter how disgusting. He was a broken shell of a man just like she had promised.

I had seen her do more. In fact, my dick had more. I think she quit because even for her the stimulation was too much. Her body was wiped out by the waves of pleasure he had given her. As a final touch, she snapped a high tech, hardened steel lock between the guiche and the p.a., forcing his penis to point down between his legs and insuring that he would remain chaste.

“You realize, don’t you,” she said pleasantly, “that pitiful thing will never go inside of a woman again.”

He looked at her dumbly, looked down at his once proud member and nodded. Tears were dripping down both cheeks. She leaned in and licked one off.

“Almost done, Mikey,” she said which caused his head to snap up.

I’m sure he thought she had some more cruel torture for him as he began to whimper deep in his throat.

“I’m going to let you down and you are going to prove to me that you are really my slave by crawling to my maid and sucking her off.”

“Sucking... her? Off?” he stammered.

Tara turned to me and snapped, “Lift your skirt, girl!”

I lifted my skirt and he focused on my crotch. His face went white.

“That’s a guy.”

“Technically,” she giggled. “Do you have a problem or should I continue with things from my bag?”

He blanched and said hurriedly, “No, Miss, please I am your slave.”

She had me sit on the couch, undid my lock so my dick could get erect and released his wrists. He fell to the floor and wormed his way over to me.

“Make it a good show for me,” Tara said. “I’m making a nice video to show your friends in case you should ever cross me.”

He wrapped his lips around my pole and I lost myself in pleasure.

 

***

 

That night she consolidated her power over him by hanging him in the closet by his nipple rings so that he had to stand on tiptoes to keep the pressure off. His moans had emanated all night from the closet. They were matched by a deep satisfying humming coming from the bed where Tara slept. She had given me the special treat of sleeping on the floor by her and being allowed to worship her pussy before she went to sleep and again in the morning.

 

***

 

By the next afternoon Mike had settled deeper and deeper into being nothing but a slave. All thought of his former life had been brainwashed out of him. He lived for nothing but to serve Tara. 

When the doorbell rang at three he didn’t even look up. Tara glanced at me with a wicked smile and cocked her head at the door. I went to answer it.

“We are looking for Tara,” one of the three football types on the porch said. “She told us she had some information about Mike. He didn’t come home last night and... ”

He stopped talking as he looked past me to where Tara was sitting on the couch with Mike crouched at her feet.

“Mike?” the big guy bleated. “What happened?”

“Come in and have a seat, gentlemen,” Tara said sweetly. “Mike is fine.”

The three traipsed into the room and the two silent ones sat down. Big boy walked over to in front of Tara and stood looking down on her with his hands on his hips and a scowl on his face.

“What have you done to Mike?” he demanded.

“Changed his point of view,” Tara giggled.

“What?”

“Stand up, slave and show your roommates your new decorations,” she said.

Mike jumped to his feet and spread his arms and legs wide, displaying all the piercings and welts that Tara had festooned him with. Big boy was shocked into silence, staggered backward and collapsed in a chair.

“What... what happened to his dick?” big boy stammered.

“I just made it more... female friendly,” Tara laughed.

“What?”

“Tell your roommates what you are,” Tara demanded.

“I’m Miss Tara’s slave,” he intoned.

“Slave?” big boy said wonderingly. “What the fuck does that mean?”

“It means he will do anything I tell him to.”

“Anything?”

“Want a demonstration?”


“Huh?”

“Slave,” she said, looking at Mike, “suck him off.”

Mike dropped to his knees and scrambled forward like a man possessed. He had his hands on big boy’s crotch and was yanking his zipper down before big boy could recover. He batted Mike away.

“Wow!” big boy exclaimed. “He really was going to do it.”

“Of course.”

“What do you plan to do with him?”

“Send him home with you,” Tara said.


“What?”

“I’ve gotten what I want from him,” she said. “I’m sending him back to his old life... sort of.”

“Sort of?” big boy parroted.

“Yes, sort of. He still is mine and I will want him here about once a month to... uh... slake my special needs,” she said carefully. “In the meantime you can have him.”

“What do you mean?”

“I’m ordering him to obey the three of you as if the orders came from me. You can use him however you like.”

“You mean he’ll... um... suck our dicks anytime we want?” big boy asked.

“Of course, and any other thing you want,” Tara said smugly.

“Wow!”

“Yes, wow,” Tara laughed.

Big boy looked down on Mike and his eyes were feral. I shuddered just thinking of the abuse that Mike was going to suffer.

“Well, mister high and mighty Mikey,” big boy said. “Things sure have changed, haven’t they? I think I’ll move into your room seeing as you won’t be needing it anymore.”

Mike whimpered.

“Oh, don’t worry I’ll let you sleep in the closet.”






Chapter Twenty-Two

A Satisfactory Arrangement Part One

 

I was hanging by my wrists at “The Sadist’s Den”, our local BDSM club. My feet barely grazed the ground. Karin had strung me up and then stripped off my skimpy underwear so that I was completely naked. She had her soft twenty-five-year-old hand around my rampant cock and had teased me to within a stroke or two of an eruption. Every time I tried to buck into her hand to finish myself she removed it. I was going crazy.

“So, Trent, what’s it to be? Can I have free rein tonight?” she asked for the third time.

“Miss Karin, I don’t know, I’m kind of... afraid.”

“That’s what you keep saying, Trent. Don’t you trust me? It’s only until midnight. Come on it’ll be fun,” she purred.

I glanced at the clock. It was ten. How much trouble could happen in only two hours? She stroked some more. I gulped and nodded.

“You need to say it out loud, sweetie, so everyone can hear,” she said softly.

“Yes, Miss Karin,” I said loudly, “you may have free rein until midnight.”

She giggled and kissed my neck. I was in heaven. She was so fucking hot and I was living the dream. My mind flashed back to how I got here.

 

***

 

I’d been through three wives before it finally penetrated my feeble brain that marriage wasn’t for me. The first one had been too clingy, the second too jealous and the third had only married me only for my money. Worse, none of them had been willing to indulge my female domination fantasies even though I had been up front about my needs from the beginning of each relationship. The first one had thought it was disgusting, the second one claimed it was ‘stupid’ that a successful man such as myself would want to crawl at her feet and the third one had pretended a bit until she served the divorce papers and then had laughed at me.

I changed my tactics. Instead of looking for love first and then trying to turn the woman into a Domme I actively advertised for a Domme who I could hire on a semi-permanent basis. She would be paid to be my live-in companion with no love involved. It would be strictly a business relationship with me setting up the ground rules in advance to ensure that my need to be dominated was met. It would be a satisfactory arrangement for both parties.

I was surprised by the overwhelming response to my first advertisement. I got more than one hundred applicants. Many were wannabe Dommes with zero experience who were attracted by the generous salary, benefits and chance for travel that the position offered and were easy to eliminate. Then there were those that were older than I was looking for or didn’t meet my physical requirements or who came across as a bit slow and so forth. I whittled the list down to four possible candidates. 

I flew each of them in for an interview but I knew when I laid eyes on the second one that she was it. Tall, but not taller than I, well-proportioned but not fat, flaming red hair, green eyes and just the right look of cold amusement on her face. That look did me in. I went through the motions with the last two applicants but my mind was made up. 

She moved in the following week after she and my lawyer and I drew up ironclad documents that arranged for her salary but protected my money and, more importantly, spelled out exactly the kinds of acts she wasn’t allowed to make me do. 

 

***

 

The first three weeks were heaven. I had this stunning girl to cater to and lots of ways to do it. She was an exceptionally lovely, young but stern housemate who demanded service, exacting service and whipped me when I didn’t meet her every expectation. She made me clean, do laundry, scrub floors, give her pedicures, foot rubs and, well the list went on and on. I was her slave.

I wasn’t allowed to make love to her except with my tongue but even that was heaven. I kind of wished that I had written into the contract that she had to ‘force’ me to fuck her occasionally but I hadn’t. The problem was that the stimulation of being in her presence, especially when she made me bathe her, was almost too much at times. I found myself sneaking off at least four times a day just to relieve the pressures of being around her. I was living the dream of every sub male who craved to be controlled by a dominant female.

Then she found the lifestyle club and wanted to go there at least once a week. I didn’t like it. It was more like a circus than a real place. Everything seemed to be just for show. The place was full of people wearing strange outfits and pretending to be masters, mistresses and slaves when I knew that it was just a game and that when they went home they led normal lives. I liked the real aspect of my life with her. I liked that it didn’t end when we walked out of the door and got in our car but she insisted on going there and I went along.

 

***

 

The night everything changed had been like any other. I had spent the day on my hands and knees cleaning toilets. Then she had put me to work cleaning her shoes. That is to say she would go and put a pair of shoes on and sit down to watch some program while I crouched at her feet and used my tongue to lick them until they shined, including the soles. When she was satisfied that they were clean, off she would go again to the bedroom to change to another pair and the process would start all over again. By six in the evening my tongue was mega sore. I had thoroughly cleaned six pair and I knew that I wasn’t halfway through her store of shoes so I was happy when she grabbed me by the hair and moved my head in between her legs.

“Yes,” I thought, “a much better use for my tongue.”

I inhaled that woman scent and the whole miserable day disappeared. I don’t think I will ever be able to get enough of that smell. For a submissive man, it is truly an aphrodisiac. I put my tongue out to start and she pulled my head back so that there was no way I could reach her heaven. I whimpered out in desire.

“I want to go to the club tonight,” she said.

“Yes, Miss Karin.”

“And I want you to give me free rein,” she said.

“Free rein?” I asked looking up at her.

“Yes,” she said. “For tonight I want to be able to do anything I want with you.”

“But, Miss Karin, we have a contract and... ”

“I’m not going to do anything super horrible to you, I promise. I just want our scene to be more real.”

“I don’t... ”

“Don’t give me an answer yet, Trent,” she said sweetly. “Let’s wait until we are at the club. We need witnesses anyway if you decide to trust me.”

She pulled me back into her cleft and I lost myself giving her pleasure.

 

***

 

All of which brings us back to where I started this story. I said ‘yes’ and she giggled in my neck. Then she moved her hand from my dick to my balls and squeezed.

“Do you remember the two problems we had this past week, Trent?” she asked compressing my balls.

“Problems?”

“Yes, I summoned you two different times and you didn’t come right away,” she said, pulling downward painfully.

“Ow, sorry, Miss.”

“Isn’t it your job to come immediately when I call?” she said, rapping them with her knuckles.

“Miss, please that hurts,” I whined.

“Answer the question.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“So, why didn’t you?” she asked, squeezing really hard.

“I...  I came as soon as I could, Miss,” I stammered.

“What were you doing that you couldn’t come right away?” she asked sweetly, stroking my cock.

“I... I... I was... ”

“You were beating off weren’t you?”

“I... ”

“In fact, you do that quite a bit, don’t you?”

“I... ”

“Don’t you?” she said angrily, wrenching my balls.

“I can’t help myself, Miss.”

“You can’t help yourself?” she asked.

“I need to... I can’t stop.”

“Perhaps you need my help to stop,” she said coldly.

The implication of that statement slammed into me like a forty-foot wave at the bonsai pipeline.

“Your... help?” I gulped.

“Yes, so you don’t ever keep me waiting again.”

“I’ll be better, Miss, I promise,” I pleaded, not liking the direction the conversation was going. “I’ll never ever make you wait again.”

“No, you won’t because we are going to make sure that you aren’t otherwise occupied,” she smiled.

“Miss, I promise.”

“Let’s just make sure,” she said sweetly, stroking my rampant cock. “I want you to agree to wear a chastity belt for me.”

Agree to wear a chastity belt? That was like a death sentence. I couldn’t. I wouldn’t. I shook my head.

“You won’t?” she asked wonderingly.

“Miss,” I said tentatively, “our agreement was that... ”

“Trent,” she interrupted, “I know what our contract says but I’m asking you to modify it by agreeing right now to wear one for me.”

“Look,” I said with exasperation, “just whip me or whatever you have planned but I’m not going to agree to let you put a chastity belt on me.”

She looked at me for a minute and then turned away and moved to a table across the room that had five biker types at it. She leaned in and talked to them for a moment and presently all five stood up and moved with her to where I was hanging.

“Here he is,” she said. “You can do whatever you want with him until midnight.”

She smiled at me and turned toward the bar. I looked at her retreating back and then at the five leering faces that were looking at me like I was a piece of prime beef hanging on a hook for sale. I panicked.

“Miss Karin, what’s going on?” I wailed.

She turned around and looked at me with an evil smile on her face.

“I’m letting these men have you for the rest of the evening,” she said pleasantly.

“But they... ”

“Will fuck you up the ass and make you suck their dicks?” she laughed.

“Yes,” I gulped.

“I’m sure they will, and more,” she said turning away.

“But, Miss Karin, that’s not fair,” I blustered, “our agreement clearly spells out what my limits are and bi is definitely on that list. You promised that you would abide by that list. I can fire you and not pay you anything if you break our contract.”

She turned back and the amusement was plain on her face.

“I’m not breaking anything,” she smiled. “You agreed that for tonight I could do anything I wanted to you until midnight. That becomes an exception to our agreement.”

“But, I didn’t think... ”

“No, I sure you didn’t,” she interrupted, “but that’s the way it is and I have witnesses.”






Chapter Twenty-Three

A Satisfactory Arrangement Part Two

	

I looked at the five skinheads salivating over me and the wave of fear that hit me was worse than any emotion I had ever experienced. My mind projected the sickening acts I would be forced to perform for the remainder of the evening and bile rose in my throat. I looked at her with pleading eyes.

“Please, Miss Karin, isn’t there any way you would change your mind?” I asked politely. 

“Agree to be my full-time slave” she said.

“But, we have a contract,” I whined.

“Yes, and I’m asking that you extend it indefinitely.”

I thought about that. It wouldn’t mean anything as I could call my lawyer and void it. I went with the flow.

“Okay, I agree.”

“And agree to wear that chastity belt permanently,” she said.

“Permanently? I can’t. I need... ”

“To let that pitiful thing spurt once in a while?” she chuckled.

“At least once a day, Miss, or else I’ll... ”

“Die?” she asked. “Do you really think that cum buildup will cause you to die?”

“Please, Miss, I’ll go crazy.”

“I doubt it,” she laughed. “You will be very frustrated though.”

“How often will you let me... ”

“Put it on and I’ll let you out tomorrow for one orgasm and then we’ll see,” she said.

“But... after that?” I pleaded.

“Infrequently. It interferes with your service to me,” she snapped.

“I promise I will be super attentive from now on, I promise.”

“If that turns out to be the case I will give you chances to earn extra spurts,” she said sweetly. “But all bets are off if you don’t agree right now.”

I thought it through. I could not do it and let these Nazis sodomize me and make me perform god knows what perverted acts until midnight or agree. I knew that if I let them have their way I would be a broken man. I would never be the same. I would be a shell. I could never recover my self-esteem. Besides it didn’t mean anything to agree. I could call my lawyer and negate the whole thing. Actually, that was now a foregone conclusion, I had to call my lawyer and get rid of her.

“Okay.”

“Okay what, Trent?” she asked.

“Okay, I agree to wear that stupid chastity thing,” I said.

“Permanently?” she asked.

I nodded.

“I didn’t hear that, Trent,” she snapped.

“I agree to wear it permanently,” I whispered, sealing my fate.

“Great!” she exclaimed, clapping her hands.

She pulled a metal contraption out of her purse and worked a steel tube over my cock. Then out came an industrial strength lock that she threaded through the front to secure the whole thing on me.

“Wait a minute,” the leader of the pigs said, “you gave him to us.”

“And now I’ve taken him back,” she laughed, snapping the lock on the whole package. “Move along boys, show’s over.” 

She uncuffed me and I fell at her feet. I couldn’t believe what I had just agreed to. I had hired her to slake my desire for domination but I had never intended that the game would go this far. My lawyer was just a phone call away but the problem was that the damn device on my penis excited me. My forgone conclusion of calling him was being tempered by the tingling in my dick. 

 

***

 

I spent the rest of the evening at her feet. Most of the time she visited with a new friend named Carla whose slave of a husband was crouched at her feet. He was dressed the same as I. That is to say naked with exactly the same device wrapped around his genitals. 

By the time we were on the way home I had relaxed a little. I had determined that surely she had just been doing what I had hired her for by scaring the shit out of me. I was crouching in the doggie cage in the back of the van where I always traveled when we went anywhere because it was a big part of my fantasy to be treated like an animal but, I could still see her and talk to her.

“Wow, Karin,” I said, “that was really intense. Thank you for making it such a real scene.”

“It’s Miss Karin,” she snapped.

“What?”

“Address me properly or my promise to allow you a spurt tomorrow is history,” she said.


“Look, Karin,” I said pointedly, “I liked what you did tonight. I mean it was really frightening but you have to remember that I am actually your employer and... ”

“What? You’ll fire me?” she interrupted.

“Uh... yes.”

“Try it, asshole, and I’ll throw the key away.”

“You’re fired!” I screamed.

“And just how do you think you are going to enforce that?” she asked pleasantly.

“I’ll call my lawyer and invoke... ”

“Look, you stupid little shit,” she interrupted. “I have dozens of witnesses to your agreement tonight to be my permanent slave and remain in chastity the rest of your life and what makes you think I’m going to let you make any phone calls anyway?”

I shut my mouth. If I did nothing my failsafe with my lawyer would kick in and he would be calling on us in five months. The thought of five months in chastity caused me to shudder. I was going to have to use my backup plan.

 

***

 

She put me on the bench and whipped the shit out of me that night when we got home and then sodomized me and stuffed me in my cage in the basement. I sobbed myself to sleep. I knew she would sleep in the next morning and not disturb me until about ten so I consoled myself that by then I would have the wheels in motion to extricate myself from what had become a nightmare. 

At nine thirty, when I was sure that my lawyer would be up, I retrieved the emergency cell phone I had hidden in the floor of the cage and speed dialed his cell.

“Hello?”

“Charlie, it’s me,” I whispered.

“Trent?”

“Yes.”

“Trent, it’s nine thirty on Sunday morning. Why are you calling? I’m just getting ready to tee off.”

“Charlie, this is really important,” I hissed. “I need out of my contract with Karin. I need you to come and get me out of my house right now.”

“Get you out of your house?” he parroted. “That’s stupid. Just walk out the door, Trent.”

“Damn it, Charlie, if I could walk out I would,” I said angrily. “The bitch has me locked in a cage in the basement. I can’t just walk out.”

“Huh?”

“Charlie, now!” I screamed.

“Look, buddy,” he said consolingly, “These are really important clients. I can’t get there until after my golf match but then, I’ll be there. I promise.”

I wanted to protest and rag at him further but I was afraid that Karin would be down any minute. I hung up and put the phone back in its hiding place and hunkered down to wait.

 

***

 

The doorbell rang about two in the afternoon. It had to be Charlie but when nothing happened for another half hour I realized that it probably hadn’t been. Karin showed up at two thirty. By that time my bladder was bursting but I was still holding it. I had made the mistake once of letting it go into my doggie dish thinking that she would let me empty it in the toilet. Wrong! She had forced me to drink it and then had made me drink two additional gallons of water on top of it and then had left me caged for six more hours. The bitch was exactly the sadist I had advertised for but sadism was getting old. I wanted out. I had considered just peeing all over the cage since my lawyer was going to extricate me from this soon but I didn’t want to take any more chances. 

“Trent,” she said brightly, as she came down the basement steps, “do we need a wee?”

I nodded not daring to speak. Surely Charlie would be here soon.

“Use this,” she said, handing me a gallon jug.

I didn’t like it. Forcing me to piss in a jug instead of the toilet was a clear indication that she was going to make me consume my own pee but I didn’t have a choice. I needed to piss so I put the opening over the end of my dick and let loose. I half-filled it.

“You know what to do now, don’t you, Trent?” she said sweetly.

I did but it sickened me. What had I been thinking of that I was paying someone to do this to me. I put the jug to my lips and tilted it.

“You know, Trent,” she said reflectively as I consumed the vile liquid, “you are so good at drinking piss that I’m thinking I should train you to be my permanent toilet.”

“In your dreams,” I thought. “When Charlie gets me out of here I’m going to use my money to destroy you.” 

I finished and looked up at her. Thoughts of how I was going to take the bitch down consumed me.

“Let’s go, Trent,” she said gaily, “there is someone I want you to meet.”

She snapped the lead on my collar and I dutifully followed her up the stairs. As we got to the entrance to the living room she stopped me and looked down sternly.

“I want you to keep your eyes on the floor until I tell you that you can look up. Is that clear?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss.”

She dragged me into the room and over toward the couch. I was keeping my eyes on the floor but I could see two feet with wing-tips shoes on them sitting on the couch. I looked up a tiny bit and I could see the guy’s erection poking out of his pants.

“God damn it, Charlie, where are you?” I thought. “The bitch is going to make me blow one of her male friends.”

“Trent,” Karin purred, “I want you to meet your new... uh, friend. He and I made a deal that he could... uh, have you for one day every two weeks. He really likes to have his dick sucked.” 

I started a slow burn. She fucking knew that bi was not in the contract. She could try to force me but all I had to do was hold out until Charlie got her and... 

“You can look up now, Trent,” she giggled.

I looked up into the face of my friend and lawyer. Pure lust was etched on his features. His erection was sticking out of his pants like it was the Washington Monument. I glanced over to Karin.

“You never suspected that Charlie was gay and a Dom, did you?” she laughed. “In exchange for the services of your lovely mouth he has taken care of all the minor little sticking points of our contract. Aren’t you excited?”






Chapter Twenty-Four

Play Party Part One

 

I was sitting on the other end of the couch from my wife, listening to the sounds of someone being whipped in the basement when a twenty-five-year-old in a leather skirt and thigh-high boots sat down between us, put her hand on my leg and ran it up to where she could feel my erection. It startled me. I looked at her hand and then into her face.

“Does that turn you on?” she asked.

“Your hand?”

“No, not my hand,” she said coldly. “I meant the screaming coming from the basement.”

“I... ”

I glanced down at my lap.

“Is this your first play party?” she asked, changing the subject.

It was and there was no point in lying about it. I was here because my good friend Frank had invited us. My wife wasn’t the Domme I desperately wanted her to be and had been very reluctant to come. Frank overrode her objections by telling her that we could remain in the vanilla area upstairs and only check out the dungeon if we felt comfortable. I had been ready to go downstairs for an hour now but my wife didn’t want me to leave her alone. My imagination was running wild and I wanted to see and maybe play. I looked back up.

“Yes,” I mumbled.

“The proper response for a worm like you is yes, Miss Stacy,” she said firmly.

“Huh? I don’t... ”

“What’s your name?” she snapped.

“David... uh... Miss... ”

“Well, David, you are clearly a little maggot sub which means that you should address all superiors here politely, do you understand?”

“Uh... yes... Miss... uh... Stacy,” I stammered.

“Better,” she said smugly. “Now would you like to go downstairs with me and have a little session?”

“Session?”

“Yes,” she purred. “Something light, like me tying you up and spanking you.”

I could barely swallow my throat was so dry. I did want to but...  I was scared and my wife was with me and... 

“I don’t know,” I said.

“I think you do,” she laughed.

“I’m here with my wife,” I said lamely.

“So?”

“I need to ask her,” I said.

“So, find her and ask.”


I looked past Stacy to my wife who had been watching my exchange with a bemused smile. I opened my mouth to speak but my wife ignored me and put her hand on Stacy’s shoulder. Stacy turned in astonishment. 

“Hi, I’m Amanda,” my wife said. “I am this... how did you put it? Worm, wasn’t it? Yes, that was it. I am this ‘worm’s’ wife.”

“Oh, shit, I’m sorry, Amanda,” Stacy said with embarrassment, “I had no idea. I mean...  Damn, there is no way I would have put the two of you together. Really? He’s your husband?”

“I wonder about that sometimes myself,” my wife laughed.

“Amanda, you are so... well, you seem to be so much more of a... together woman and frankly he is nothing more than a clone of all of the little wimpy subs who come to these parties wanting to lick my feet...  Oh, wait, I’m sorry, is he your slave?” 

“No... I... ”

“Amanda!”

“What?”

“Are you telling me that you... shit!”

“What?”

“God damn it, Amanda, who does the housework in your house?”

“I... I do,” my wife stammered.

“You have got to be fucking kidding me,” Stacy shouted.

“What?”

“You have a little faggot-boy like this for a husband and you do the housework?” she said shaking her head. “What can you be thinking of?”

“But... ’

“But what, Amanda? It’s women’s work? He has a job and works hard all day? It takes me longer to show him than to just do it myself? I always have to do it over if he does it? He doesn’t think it’s fair if I make him? He just wants to relax when he comes home? What?”

“I don’t know,” my wife said contritely, “I just never... ”

“Has he asked you?” Stacy interrupted.


“Well... yes, sort of,” my wife replied, blushing.

“Sort of?”

“Yes. He wants me to make some twisted sexual game out of it,” my wife said.

“Like what?”

“Like forcing him to clean the bathroom nude on his hand and knees or vacuum the house wearing nothing but an apron and high heels or... ”

“And you haven’t let him?” Stacy said disbelievingly.

“It seems so stupid,” my wife said.

“It is stupid, Stacy, so what?”

“Huh?”

“It is stupid,” Stacy said. “I mean think of it. Some otherwise normal male wants to be humiliated and degraded, to be forced to crawl around naked in his own home, to be made to clean house and be whipped if he leaves one tiny piece of lint someplace that he can’t even reach, to be forced to serve as your toilet day or night, to have his orgasms controlled, to watch while you have sex with his best friend and then have to lick you clean afterwards... the list goes on and on. It is incredibly stupid but... ”

“But what?” my wife asked.

“Do you like pedicures?” Stacy asked.

“I thought we were talking about my husband’s stupid games,” my wife said.

“We are, Amanda,” Stacy laughed, “just humor me.”

“Okay. Yes. I adore pedicures.”

“Do you like to have him eat you?”

“Uh... uh... ” my wife stuttered and then turned beet red.

“Is that a yes, Amanda?”

She nodded.

“So, don’t you get it?”

“Get it?”

“Yes, Amanda. Don’t you get how you can use this obsession of his to have what you want?”

“Not really.”

“Just ‘force’ him to do what you want,” Stacy said.

“What?”

“The next time you want to be eaten just ‘force’ him to do it,” Stacy explained.

“That doesn’t work because he gets all excited and stops just when I’m... ready to...  and then he wants to... ”

“Amanda, you need help.”

“I do?”

“Yes.”

“Okay.”

“So, tell him yes,” Stacy said.

“Pardon me?”

“He said that he had to ask you if he could go downstairs with me,” Stacy said. “Tell him yes.”

My wife looked at me with a funny expression on her face and a flush of red started up her neck. I knew that flush because it meant she was getting aroused.

“Yes,” she said, looking at me.

“Amanda, honey,” I choked out. “I’m not sure I want to... ”

“David,” she interrupted, “you came to this party hoping for something exactly like this. I want you to go right now and do whatever she asks.”

Wow! My wife had never spoken to me like that before. My dick popped to attention and I began panting. I stood up.

“What do you think you’re doing, David?” Stacy asked coldly.

“Um... going with you?” I responded. 

“Not like that you aren’t,” Stacy sneered. “Get down on your hands and knees.”

Get down on my hands and knees? I looked around the room. It seemed as if everyone had stopped talking and was looking at me. I wanted to do this but... crawl in front of everyone? Right here? 

“Now, David,” Stacy said firmly.

I dropped to the floor and kept my eyes focused on her boots. My face felt like it was on fire and my cock felt like it was going to explode.

“Let’s go, David,” Stacy said softly and turned for the stairs.

Have you ever tried to go down stairs on your hands and knees? It’s almost impossible! Our bodies aren’t made to do that. Our center of gravity makes it so we are just a hairs-breath from slipping and falling to the bottom with each step. She didn’t give a shit. She walked to the bottom like a queen and I carefully followed. We turned left at the foot of the stairs and entered the dungeon.

“Take off your clothes, David,” she said.

I had dreamed of this moment a long time but now that it had arrived I wasn’t so sure. There were at least fifteen people in the room and except for one girl who was kneeling next to a stout guy in leather and another one who was strapped on the whipping bench they all had clothes on. I felt embarrassed. I turned my head and looked up at Stacy.

“Are you afraid, David?” she purred.

“Yes, Miss Stacy,” I responded.

“David,” Stacy said to me firmly. “Look at me and forget everyone else. This is something you always wanted, isn’t it?”

I nodded.

“You’ve come this far,” she said quietly. “All you have to do is take off your clothes and ask to be my slave for the next hour.”

I kept my eyes on the floor as I pulled my clothing off. When I was naked I looked back up at her face trying to focus my attention on it and ignore the staring of the others in the room.

“Now you have to ask me, David,” she said.


“Miss Stacy, can... can I be your slave for the next hour?” I stammered.

“Perhaps,” she laughed.

“Huh?”

“Can I do whatever I want to you for the next hour?” she asked.

Whatever she wanted? For an hour? Jesus!! Giving up that kind of control was chilling. It caused me to start shaking like a junkie who had been deprived of his fix for a week. My bladder felt like it was going to let loose and yet it deep down inside of me it was exactly what I craved for and my dick was so pumped up with blood I thought it was going to detonate. Unfortunately, my throat closed down like I was having an allergic reaction and I couldn’t speak. I looked at her forlornly.

“I’m very disappointed, David,” she said, turning away from me.

I desperately cleared my throat.

“Wait,” I croaked.

She turned back to me and the feral look on her face caused my balls to retract into my body. 

“Yes?” she asked.

“Okay.”

“Okay what, David?” she snapped.

“Okay you can... do whatever you want for the next... next hour, Miss Stacy,” I stuttered.

“David, do you understand the rules of this party?” she asked.

“I... um... no, Miss.”

“A commitment like that is binding on you,” she explained. “Once you give your consent for an hour you can’t stop me in the middle. You can’t change your mind. Do you still consent, David?”

I gulped. She could do anything to me and I wouldn’t be able to stop her. I nodded my head.

“Nodding doesn’t cut it, David,” she said crossly. “You need to speak up.”

“I consent, Miss,” I said.

“To what, David?”

“To being your slave for the next hour,” I answered.

She looked around the room. Several people nodded to her affirming that they had heard my consent. The last trace of warmth fled from her eyes.






Chapter Twenty-Five

Play Party Part Two

 

“Over to the wall, slave,” she said coldly.

I crawled to the wall where she cuffed me up so that my toes barely touched the floor. She walked over to the toy rack and picked out a Spencer paddle which she brushed lightly on my ass.

“We have an hour, slave,” she purred. “I plan to spend the entire hour using this on your butt. Anytime you can’t stand it anymore let me know and I’ll give you an alternative.”

When I was in the sixth grade they still had corporeal punishment in school. I remember one time I did something wrong or bad and I received a ‘swat’ from the principal. It was through my pants and yet it wasn’t anything I had ever wanted to happen again. Her first blow was much worse. It took my breath away and I almost fainted. I wasn’t able to speak or react until after the fourth one.

“Wait,” I screamed, “please, wait!”

She stopped and leaned in close to me ear and whispered, “Yes, slave?”

“This isn’t... like I thought it would be,” I said.

“How did you think it would be, David?” she chuckled.

“You are really hurting me. I thought it was going to be... ”

“Pretend?”

“Well... ”

“I don’t do ‘pretend’, David. I punish,” she said.

“I don’t want to do this anymore,” I wailed.

She laughed, stepped back and blistered my ass five more times. It felt like my rear was on fire when she stopped. I was crying freely.

“I still have fifty more minutes, slave,” she giggled.

“Please, Miss Stacy, you said that you had an alternative.”

“I did?”

“Miss Stacy, please,” I begged.

“Well... ”

“Please, Miss, what’s the alternative?”


“Agree to be my slave for the rest of the evening and I won’t hurt you anymore except for placing one alligator clip on your body.”

“A clip? Where?”

“Never mind,” she said disgustedly, stepping back and swing the paddle against my flaming ass.

“Wait,” I pleaded, “I agree. Please stop, Miss, please.”

She put the paddle down and wrenched my head around so that I was facing several of the spectators that had gathered to watch.

“Tell them what you want,” she said.

I tried to extrapolate what more she had planned for me. Clearly the situation had escaladed far beyond what I had thought I was in for. My choices were simple. I could pick door number two which meant the rest of the evening under her thumb doing god knows what with a clip somewhere on my body or I could stick with door number one. Sticking with door number one meant forty-five more minutes of bone crushing pain which would probably cripple me. Unlike the contestants on “The Price is Right” I really didn’t have a choice.

“I want to be your slave for the rest of the night... but...  you promised no more pain,” I said.

“Yes, I did. Except for what, slave?” she sneered.

“One clip,” I answered.

“Where?”

“You didn’t say where, Miss,” I said.

“I didn’t, did I?” she laughed. “Can you guess?”

My mind raced to all the places that she could use a clip on me. There were so many and all of them excited me. She could put it on my nose to lead me around like... oh...  or on my nipple to... oh, oh... or on my dick to... ... oh, oh, oh my! I couldn’t speak anymore. I shook my head.

“Let’s go find out, shall we?” she chuckled, releasing my hands and letting me drop to the floor.

She walked to the far end of the dungeon to a door, opened it and motioned me inside. It was the size of a closet but it was completely bare except for a tubular frame in the center of the room. She guided me into the frame and strapped me in. I ended up on my knees with my hands cuffed behind me and my head held stationary about waist high staring at the top of the door. She ran a string with an alligator clip on one end through an eye-hook in the ceiling and let it drop down behind me. I could feel it gently bouncing off of my ass.

Next she crouched between my legs. I could feel her reach between them and then... wham! A biting sting hit the end of my penis. I screamed out in outrage and pain. I had tried this at home and it had never hurt this much.

“Miss Stacy, it hurts,” I complained.

“We agreed on one clip, David,” she said softly.

“But this one is really... ”

“Painful?” she laughed.

“Yes.”

“It has a special double strength spring so it won’t pull off easily,” she said.

“Pull off?” I asked stupidly.

“Yes, when your customers do this,” she said, yanking on the string dangling in front of her.

The pain to the end of my dick was so great that I could only let out a garbled yelp. I opened my mouth wide as if pulling on the end of my penis had activated a tendon that went from there to my jaw.

“Lovely,” she purred. “Perfect access to that sweet little mouth and tongue.”

She let go and I closed my mouth. The pain at the end of my prick subsided to a dull ache. She leaned in and kissed my cheek.

“You are here for the rest of the evening, slave,” she said. “Probably about everyone here will be in to try you out. I’ll be back later to see how you’re doing.”

 

***

 

The door had barely closed when it opened again and a rotund woman with piggy eyes walked in carrying a stool that she placed in front of me. She sat down on it. She hiked up her dress revealing a very hairy, smelly cunt. She reached up and pulled the string. I yelped, my mouth flew open involuntarily and she pushed her pussy into it.

“Lick! She demanded, jerking steadily on the string.

That scene repeated itself about every fifteen or twenty minutes for the next two hours when piggy eyes came back in and sat down again. I thought she was back for a repeat and tried to get my mouth in position before she could brutally pull on my dick. It didn’t do any good as she pulled on it anyway. The difference was instead of jerking she maintained a steady pull which had the effect of keeping my mouth wide open.

“There’s too long of a line upstairs at the bathroom,” she said, “so I’m going to use your mouth.”

She couldn’t be serious, could she? I tried to pull my head back. I tried to close my mouth but the incessant pressure kept me from doing so. She filled my mouth up with piss and then eased the pressure on the string. My mouth closed and I swallowed involuntarily.

“You are a natural at this,” she beamed, pulling the string down again and filling my mouth the second time.

She must have let the rest of the women know what she had done because I had a steady stream of bladders that needed to be emptied after that. I stopped looking at them and did my job with my eyes closed. 

Then the orgasm parade started again. Cunt after cunt was shoved in my face to be brought to at least one orgasm. Some stayed for two or three and would have stayed for more but the knocking on the door from the next in line eventually drove them out.

Late in the evening when the next customer didn’t sit right down I didn’t react right away. I kept waiting for the inevitable and when it didn’t happen I opened my eyes. My wife was looking down at me with an indolent smile on her face.

“Amanda,” I blurted. “You’ve got to help me get out of here.”

“David,” she smiled, “isn’t this what you’ve always wanted?”

“Not like this, Amanda,” I said. “These women are using me as their toilet and... ”

“I seem to remember that was one of the things you asked me to do,” she said.

“It was but... ”

“Along with forcing you to eat me and lick my ass and... ”

“Amanda, please, I’ll do all of those things for you just please get me out of here,” I begged.

“You’ll do all of those and all of the other twisted things you’ve asked me for?”

“Yes, Amanda, just please... ”

“Serve as my maid, clean my house... ”

“Amanda!”

“In other words, be my slave?” she asked sweetly.

“Yes, I’ll be your slave,” I agreed.

“I’m going to like that,” she said.

“Let me loose, honey,” I begged.

“I’m going to have to send you to be trained properly,” she mused.

“What?”

“You need to be trained properly now that you’ve agreed to be my slave,” she said.

“Trained?” I gulped. “Can’t we just do this together?”

“No, silly, I don’t know anything about having a slave. I’m going to have Stacy train you.”

“Stacy?”

“Yes. She says she can turn you into the perfect servant in just two weeks.”

“Amanda, you can’t,” I wailed.

“I can, David. Now that you are my slave I can do whatever I want with you,” she said firmly.

I started to protest but she reached up and pulled the string and my mouth opened for her.

“I need you to do something for me,” she giggled, easing the pressure a bit.

“Amanda,” I choked out, “I’ll eat you all you want when we get home. Please, let me loose.”

“You aren’t going home, David, and besides I need something else,” she said spreading her legs.

I looked down. Her cunt was a mess. It looked as if someone had poured a gallon of cum on it, around it and in it. I looked back up in horror.

“It’s Frank’s,” she said. “He’s moving in with us. You’re going to cleaning me a lot from now on, just like you begged for.”

She pulled down hard on the chain and mashed her pussy onto my tongue.






Chapter Twenty-Six

Slippery Slope Part One

 

“Look, Jennifer, I said I was sorry.”

“That’s not fucking good enough, Trent, and you know it.”

“But, honey, I... ”

“Don’t you fucking ‘honey’ me you slimeball.”

“Jennifer, I said I was sorry. What more do you want me to do?”

“I don’t know,” she said, “maybe make it up to me somehow?” 

“How?” I asked.

“Use your imagination, Trent,” she sneered. “I think some huge gesture might be a start but in the meantime don’t come near me and plan on sleeping in the guest bedroom.”

I didn’t know what the big deal was anyway. She had caught me masturbating. A lot of the reason I did was that she seemed to have lost interest in sex. Maybe once a month I could talk her into making love. I don’t know how she stood it that long because I certainly couldn’t. Perhaps she had a substitute, like masturbation, but I suppose that was okay because it was her. Actually, several times over the past few months when she’d come home from her usual Tuesday and Thursday night with the girls I could have sworn that she been royally fucked but that couldn’t be because... well, it just couldn’t.

 

***

 

The next morning I got up early and decided to surprise her with her favorite breakfast. I put it on a tray with a pot of tea and a single rose and delivered to her room just as she was waking up. I placed my offering on the end table and stood looking down expectantly. She glanced at it and then back at me. Her expression didn’t change.

“You may go,” she said imperiously, turning to the tray.

I hadn’t expected that this would get me completely out of the doghouse but I had thought it might soften her bearing a little. I backed out of the room a bit stunned. At the door she glanced back up at me.

“I expect you to knock before entering my room again, is that clear?” she asked coldly.

“Jennifer, I... ”

“A simple, yes ma’am is all that is required, Trent,” she snapped.

I looked at her dumbfounded. 

“Yes, ma’am? Was she kidding?” I wondered.


“I’m waiting, Trent.”

“Uh... uh, yes, ma’am,” I stuttered, closing the door behind me.

I returned to the kitchen and worked on cleaning up the mess that I’d made with my grand gesture. My mind was in turmoil. We had fought in the past but always by the next day we were kissy kissy again. If anything she seemed colder than yesterday. I needed to do something really outstanding to capture her attention and turn her feelings back to loving ones. 

 

***

 

After she left for work I decided to really treat her by completely cleaning the house and then cooking her favorite meal for dinner. I spent the day vacuuming, scrubbing, dusting and doing laundry. I went shopping in the afternoon to get the ingredients for supper and then spent the remainder of the day cooking.

When she walked through the door at six I was standing in the foyer waiting. I helped her off with her coat, hung it in the closet and then followed her into the living room where I had a glass of merlot waiting. I handed it to her and stepped back expectantly. She took a sip, looked at the glass appreciatively, picked up the remote and turned the news on. I waited patiently until she looked up.

“Is there something else, Trent?” she asked, coldly.

“I made your favorite dinner,” I said.

“Is that supposed to make me forgive you?” she laughed.

“Jennifer, I really think that... ”

“Serve me here,” she interrupted.

“What?”

“I’ll eat here,” she said dismissively, turning her attention back to the television.

I couldn’t help myself. The words ‘Yes, Ma’am’ were out of my mouth before I registered what I was saying. She glanced back up with a derisive smile and I backed out of the room, flushing with embarrassment.

 

***

 

I waited on her hand and foot all evening. I served her dinner, kept her wine glass full and catered to her every whim. After the movie ended, she got up, stretched and headed for what used to be our bedroom, completely ignoring me. I was beside myself. Surely I had done enough to warrant her forgiveness by now.

“Jennifer, don’t you have anything to say?” I wailed.

She turned at the bedroom door and smiled warmly.

“Yes, Trent, I do,” she said. “I have to say I’ve been very pleased with your attitude today. You have been very respectful. I couldn’t have asked for a nicer evening. You have attended me impeccably and I think... I think you are becoming an excellent servant. Thank you.”

“You’re welcome, Jen... ”

“I’ll have breakfast at seven tomorrow,” she said, dismissively, turning and closing her door.

“Becoming an excellent servant? Breakfast at seven?”

My mind prodded at the evening like it was a sore tooth that wasn’t quite bad enough to go to the dentist about but just couldn’t be left alone. I examined her parting remarks from every angle. On one hand I was pleased that she had softened her coldness me but... as her servant? And then...  ordering breakfast as if I really were her servant? I didn’t know what else to do so I set my alarm for six.

 

***

 

By the end of the first week I was in despair. I had thought that by now my efforts would have rewarded me with a return to the marital bed. Instead it seemed as if I was becoming a permanent fixture as my wife’s maid. Each time I tried to talk to her about it I got more cold shoulder and another task to do. I was now responsible for all of the household work and most of the outside chores including shopping and dry cleaning. She expected complete perfection and criticized me fiercely if any of my chores weren’t done and I wasn’t waiting for her by the door with a glass of wine when she got home.

By the end of the second week I was beginning to believe that my time as a servant was going to go on forever. That evening she took her glass of wine and sat down as usual on the couch and then, instead of turning on the television and dismissing me to finish fixing her supper, she motioned for me to stay. Relief washed over me. My time in purgatory was over. I sat down in the easy chair across from her and looked at her expectantly.

“Did I give you permission to sit?” she snapped.

I jumped out of the chair like I had been sitting on an electric burner. 

“Sorry, ma’am,” I said deferentially.

“I want to ask you something before you bring my dinner and I want a straight answer,” she said.

“Yes, miss?”

“Have you played with yourself in the past two weeks?”

“Ah... ”

“Trent, it was a simple question,” she said coldly. “Yes or no? Have you masturbated since I caught you?”

“Jennifer, I... ”

“Is that a yes?” she demanded.

“I couldn’t help myself,” I wailed. “You’ve been so cold and I... ”

“Trent,” she interrupted. “Do want to stay in the guest room forever?”

“No, ma’am,” I whispered.

“You’re acting like it.”

“Please, Jen... , ma’am, I’ve tried to make it up to you...”

“Yes, you have,” she said, “and then you spoil it by pleasuring yourself behind my back.”

“I’m sorry,” I said contritely. “What can I do? I’ll do anything.”

“Anything?”

“Yes, please, just tell me what you want.”

“I like having you as my servant,” she said reflectively. “I think you should make it up to me by becoming my slave for one month.”

“Slave?”

“Yes, for a month.”

“And then you’ll forgive me?” I asked.

“We’ll see,” she said cryptically.

“What do I have to... ah... do, exactly?”

“Anything I want,” she snapped. 

“I’m practically her slave now anyway,” I thought. “I’ve been waiting on her hand and foot for two weeks. I might as well agree to be her ‘slave’ for another month if that means she’ll finally forgive me.”

I nodded my acceptance.

“Does that mean that you agree to be my slave for the next month?” she asked.

“Yes, ma’am,” I said.

“Say it!” she demanded. 

“I agree to be... uh... your... uh... slave,” I said.

“For a month?” she asked sweetly.

“Um... yes.”

“To obey me without question no matter what I demand?”

“Jennifer... ”

“Never mind, Trent. Why don’t you just move all your things to the guest room permanently,” she snapped.

“No, please, I agree. I... I will obey you. I promise.”

“Good,” she said. “Strip!”

“Huh?”

“Trent,” she said icily. “You are my slave now. Slaves don’t have the word ‘huh’ in their vocabulary. The proper response is ‘Yes, ma’am’.”

“Y... yes, ma’am,” I said reaching for the buttons on my shirt.

When I was naked I stood in front of her with my hands covering myself like a schoolboy. She snorted and dropped something in front of me.

“Put that on,” she demanded.

I picked it up and looked at her.

“But... it’s a... chastity belt.”

“So?”

“How will I... ?”

“You won’t,” she said smugly. “That’s the point. No more cheating on me behind my back.”

I reluctantly pushed it over my penis. It compressed my dick into a tiny, uncomfortable tube and left my ball sack dangling like a miniature balloon between my legs. It had a built-in lock that looked like it needed a special key to operate. As it clicked shut it sounded like a knell of doom. Now she literally had me by the balls. I didn’t have a clue as to how to reverse the slippery slope that my life was sliding down nor why it was headed that direction. All I knew was that I was going to have to be a good boy for the next month and then hope that this nightmare would end and we could go back to the loving couple that... 

“On the back of my bedroom closet door you will find the outfit I expect you to wear,” Jennifer said, breaking in to my daydreaming.

“Huh?”

“Trent!” she snarled. “I’m going to punish you for using that word.”

“Punish me?”

“Every time you use it,” she said.

“But... ’

“Get dressed and serve my dinner,” she interrupted.

On the back of her closet door I found a dress. Actually it was a maid’s uniform complete with corset, stockings, wig and four inch heels. At first I thought it had to be a mistake but when I saw the padlocks that would keep me from taking the heels off I knew that it really was intended for me. In a daze I donned the ridiculous outfit and returned to the living room. She looked me over critically.

“I want you to start using liner, eye shadow, blush and lipstick by tomorrow,” she said.

“Makeup?” I protested. “Jennifer, I’m a guy. Besides I don’t have the faintest idea how to... ”

She held up her hand to stop me.

“I think addressing me as ‘Miss Jennifer’ is more appropriate given your new status,” she said, “and, if you can’t figure out by yourself how to put makeup on, I’ll have my friend Mabel come over and show you.”

I blanched. Her friend Mabel owned the local beauty salon and was the world’s biggest gossip. I would be a laughing stock.

“Please, Miss,” I begged. “Do I have to?”

“And pluck your eyebrows and shave under your arms,” she said.

“What?”

“And shave your legs.”

I opened my mouth to protest and realized that she was going to keep adding more things until I stopped. I closed my mouth and waited.

“I’ll have dinner now,” she said, picking up the remote and turning to the television.






Chapter Twenty-Seven

Slippery Slope Part Two

 

My situation only got worse. Over the next week she barely spoke to me except to give me orders and she rarely had any contact with me except to whip me. The first time was the very next day when I foolishly responded with ‘huh?’ to one of her requests. 

She had clearly been ready to discipline me as I barely had the word out of my mouth when she had me spun around and my hands cuffed. She then followed with a lead from the ceiling which forced my arms up and my head down, leaving my ass exposed. She finished off with a ball gag. I tried to protest but only muffled bleating came through the gag.

“I warned you about using that word, slave,” she said coldly, using a riding crop on my butt.

By the time she released me ten minutes later I vowed to myself that I would never give her a reason to do that ever again. I tried but it didn’t make any difference because even when I was perfect she made up excuses to whip me. Within a few days my ass settled into a deep purple shade and I walked with a constant waddle.

 

***

 

Friday afternoon at the end of my first week of being her slave she informed me that she would be having several of her friends over for a party and that I would be serving in my capacity as maid. There was no way I was going to expose myself like that. I revolted.

“No, Jennifer,” I said firmly. “This has gone on long enough. I refuse to continue this farce. I refuse to continue being your slave and whipping boy. I quit and I want a divorce.”

I should have known it wouldn’t be that easy. I should have known she’d be prepared for an outburst like that. Within seconds she had me spun around, cuffed and was pulling my arms up behind me.

“God damn it, Jennifer, stop it,” I demanded. “I told you I wasn’t playing this game any more.”

“It’s not a game, Trent,” she said mildly. “You are my slave and slaves can’t just quit.”

“I can and I am going to,” I snapped. “You will have to let me down sometime and when you do I’m out of here.”

“As punishment for this little outburst I want you to agree to be my slave for an additional six months,” she said.

“You’re out of your mind, Jennifer,” I sneered. “I’m not agreeing to one more minute like this.”

“You will,” she said cryptically, walking into the bathroom.

When she returned a minute later she was carrying an enema bag. She hooked it on the rope that held my arms up toward the ceiling and inserted the nozzle into my anus. I heard a click and immediately felt something cold entering my bowels.

“What are you doing?” I quavered.

“Helping you decide to be my slave for another year,” she laughed.

“I thought you said six months,” I sputtered.

“I did but I don’t like your attitude,” she said.

“It doesn’t make any difference,” I said angrily. “I’m not agreeing to even one more day much less a year.”

“We’ll see,” she giggled.

When the first bag was empty she went into the kitchen, got a pitcher of water and filled it back up. I was feeling like I had eaten too much. My intestines were cramping up and causing shooting pains.

“Jennifer,” I begged, “please stop. That is really starting to hurt.”

She got another pitcher and topped the bag off again. I was in serious pain. My stomach hurt and I wanted desperately to run to the toilet. She ignored my pleading and filled the bag twice more before she clicked the tube shut.

“Since this is your first time I’ll take it easy on you,” she said, “but every time I have to do this in the future I’ll be adding two additional quarts.”

“Take it easy? In the future? Two more quarts?” 

My mind was in turmoil and my lower digestive tract felt like someone had their hands inside of me squeezing. I gritted my teeth. She pulled the nozzle out of my asshole and, before I could even think of releasing the gallons of water filling my intestines, deftly shoved a large plug in. She followed that with a belt that she threaded between my legs and locked around my waist. I glanced at it and realized that it would take my industrial strength bolt cutters in the garage to remove and until I did the plug was staying in me.

“Ready to agree to another year, Trent?” she asked.

“Let me go now, Jennifer,” I said through gritted teeth, “and I won’t press charges.”

“You’ve got this totally wrong, Trent,” she laughed. “I’m the one holding all of the aces. If you agree now and I’ll let you empty your bowels before you serve my party, otherwise all bets are off.”

“No.”

“That was your last chance,” she said pleasantly and walked off.

She came back in ten minutes dragging a chain behind her at the end of which was a steel collar. She locked the collar around my neck and stepped back.

“The chain is long enough for you to reach the few places in the house that I am going to allow you to go,” she said, releasing my arms and dropping me to the floor.

I was free! Well, not really but as soon as I got to the garage and my tools I could cut myself loose and get out of this nightmare.

I ran through the house to the entrance to the garage. I threw open the door and, as I tried to enter, the chain came up short and yanked me over on my back. I got up and moved to the limit of the chain. I could see into the garage but I couldn’t reach anything that would help me.

I turned and ran back into the kitchen and picked up the phone and dialed 911. I waited but nothing happened. I looked at the phone.

“I disconnected it,” Jennifer said.

I whirled and looked behind me. She was standing in the doorway with a smirk on her face. I started for her and her hand came up with a cattle prod in it.

“Going somewhere?” she asked.

“Jennifer, I... ”

She pulled the trigger and a hellish zap of electricity came out of the end of the rod. It scared the bejesus out of me. I dropped to my knees. A wave of pain washed over my gut.

“So, have you decided?” she asked.

“Jennifer, this really hurts. Please let me go,” I begged.

“Trent, the plug comes out four hours after you agree if you agree in the next five minutes,” she said calmly. “After that it’s five hours and so on.”

“Four hours?” my mind screamed. “Oh god I can’t even do four more minutes. I have to go.”

“I’m waiting, Trent,” she prodded.

I didn’t have any choice. I was going to have to agree and then find some way to escape later. 

“Okay, Miss Jennifer, I agree,” I said.

“To what?”

“I agree to be y... your ... slave for another year,” I stammered.

“Now wasn’t that easy, Trent?” she beamed.

“But please, Miss, please let me... ”

“Four hours, Trent,” she snapped.

“Miss Jennifer, please,” I wailed.

“Okay, five hours,” she said coldly.

That shut me up. I was in a lose lose situation. I thought about it and decided that if I could get close enough to her I could take the cattle prod away and overpower her. Then I could force her to show me where the keys were and I could get out of this hell hole forever. I hung my head and waited.

“My friends will be arriving in an hour,” she said. “I want you to fix some hor d’oerves and chill some white wine. We will be gathering in the living room.”

“Yes, Miss Jennifer,” I said dutifully.

“And one more thing, Trent,” she said.

“Yes, Miss?”

“I don’t think Trent is a proper name for a maid so I will be calling you Trini from now on, is that understood.”

“Trini, Miss?” I gulped.

“Yes, Trini,” she smiled. “Now, get to work. I expect something nice.”

In order to get to the kitchen I had to move right past where she was standing. I kept my head down deferentially and moved carefully as if I were going past her and into the kitchen to work. At the last moment I whirled, batted the prod from her hand and closed my hands around her neck. A searing pain hit me around the throat. My legs buckled and I fell to the floor.






Chapter Twenty-Eight

Slippery Slope Part Three

 

I woke up looking into her grinning face. She had retrieved the cattle prod and was poking my crotch with it. I didn’t know what had happened but I suspected that she had some kind of failsafe built into the collar.

“You surely didn’t think I was that stupid, did you Trini?” she laughed. 

“I’m sorry, Miss Jennifer, I don’t know what came over me. I... 

“You have no idea how sorry you are going to be for that little outburst, Trini girl, no idea at all but, for starters, you are going to hold that load inside of you until bedtime.”

“Bedtime? I’ll die!” I thought.

“Miss Jennifer, please, you can’t make me hold this until... ”

“That’s enough you little tramp,” she interrupted. “Go fix your makeup and get things ready for my guests. One more word from you and I will make you hold it until morning.”

I scurried off to do as she asked. I was in severe pain. My stomach was cramping and sloshing around like I was carrying an ocean inside of me. The thought of her making good on a threat of making me wait until the morning was enough to completely focus my mind on just getting through the night.

 

***

 

Her get together with her friends went splendidly. It went splendidly for her anyway. For me it was torture. I knew most of the women who came as they were the wives of my friends. They took great delight in my predicament and teased me unmercifully. Especially horrible was the fondling of my encased dick but what was over the top was rubbing my belly and making comments about me looking like I was ‘six months along’.


Every time they prodded my tummy I was in agony. It was like Montezuma’s revenge on steroids except I had all of the stomach cramping without even the tiny bit of relief of being able to sit on a toilet and expel something. I did the last two hours before bed on autopilot. I was so spaced out by the end that I hadn’t realized every person had left until my wife got my attention by dangling the key to the belt in front of me.

“You may get rid of that and then go to bed. Wake me with your tongue at eight,” she said, walking off to what used to be our bedroom.

I went into the bathroom, unlocked the belt and pulled the hated plug from my ass. I couldn’t believe the volume of waste that came out of me. The relief was unreal but I sat on the toilet for three hours before the camping subsided enough for me to be able to lie down.

I woke her at eight and gave her some of the best sex we’d ever had. Well, some of the best sex she’d ever had because for me it was nothing but frustration. I couldn’t imagine a year of living like this and I had no clue how things had gotten this bad so fast or what to do about it.

 

***

 

When the doorbell rang at four in the afternoon I was actually happy to answer it. It meant exposing myself in the ridiculous outfit she made me wear but at least it was a break from the stupid menial job I was doing. She had kept me on my knees all day cleaning the master bathroom grout with a toothbrush. Then, after the fourth time she was unsatisfied with how it looked, she had taken the toothbrush away and told me to use my tongue. Any break was welcome.


I opened the door to a hunk of a guy who looked me up and down and smirked.

“You must be the faggot sissy husband she told me about,” he said.

“Par... pardon me?” I stammered.

“Tell Jennifer that Brad is here,” he said imperiously.

“Huh?”

“She did say you were a bit dense,” he said. “Never mind I’ll find her myself.”

He brushed past me and went into the house, shouting out her name. I followed behind him.

“I’m in here, honey,” I heard my wife say from the bedroom.

He turned and passed through the house and into the Master bedroom. He slammed the door in my face. 

“I’m in here, honey?” I thought. “What’s that all about?”

I looked at the closed door in front of me but I didn’t dare open it. It was her space now and I was never permitted to enter unless she had directed me to clean. I knocked timidly.

“Come,” my wife said.

I opened the door and curtseyed. Brad and my wife were lip locked. I stood in shock until they broke their embrace and she turned to me.

“What is it Trini?” she snapped.

“Jennifer,” I blurted, forgetting my training, “what’s going on?”

“It’s Miss Jennifer you little bitch.”

“Miss Jennifer,” I corrected, “what’s going on?”

“Not that it is any of your business but my boyfriend Brad is moving in with us,” she said.

“Boyfriend? Moving in?” I stammered.

“Yes,” she said coldly. “Do you have a problem with that?”

“But, Miss, we’re married... ”

“So?”

“You can’t have a boyfriend,” I wailed.

“Trini, do you expect me to go an entire year without sex?” she asked.

“No, of course not but I can... ”

“How?”

“What?”

“How are you going to make love to me with that thing on your... undersized dick?”

“I thought... ”

“That I was going to take that thing off and let you poke that puny excuse for a penis into me so that I could be frustrated while you made a mess in my pussy?” she sneered.

“Puny?” I asked.

“Brad,” she said, turning to her ‘boyfriend’, “show him what a real man’s dick looks like.”

Brad didn’t even blink. He unzipped his jeans and pulled his cock out. I was shocked as this giant cobra unfolded in front of me. I gulped and looked back at my wife.

“See what I mean, Trini?’ she said.

I looked back at Brad’s crotch and the cobra had gotten larger and its eye was pointed right at me.

“I think she likes it,” I heard Brad say.

I wanted to look away but the sight had me mesmerized. I had never seen a dick so huge. I wondered what it would be like to... 

“Does she suck dick?” Brad asked.

“I don’t know, sweetie,” my wife said, “but I’m sure she can be trained.”

He reached out, pushed me to the floor and grabbed my head.
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