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Chapter One

Anger Issues

 

I was naked and kneeling behind my wife in the bathroom while she primped for her night out with her girlfriends when she dropped the first bomb.

“My friend Shirley is coming over tomorrow,” she said. “Her husband has been such a dick lately that she needs to take care of some anger issues.”

I cringed, but wisely kept my mouth shut. Taking care of anger issues was code speak for Shirley beating the hell out of me. If I complained my wife would only find some way to make it worse. I leaned forward and kissed her ass hoping that she would take pity on me. She laughed.

“I have to say, Arthur, that I love our life since you convinced me to take control of you,” my wife said. “I adore the freedom that regulating every moment of your existence gives me. I love not being tied down to worrying about your needs and I especially love going out and doing things while you are confined to the house doing chores and waiting to serve me when I get home. It’s just what you wanted, isn’t it?”

It wasn’t at all like I had imagined when I’d asked her but all that would happen if I disagreed and complained is that she would punish me, so I nodded.

“I have a really special surprise for you,” she said, dropping what would turn out to be the second bomb. “Follow me.”

I crawled behind her through her bedroom into the walk-in closet where I could see a dog cage in the corner. I looked at her in horror. Sure, I had asked to become her slave and be controlled and punished but I was still her husband and except for when we were alone and playing out my fantasy we were still a loving couple or, at least I thought so.

“Sally, what is this for?” I asked speaking totally out of turn and not addressing her properly.

“Sally?” she snapped. “Is that the proper way to address me?”

“I… I’m sorry, Miss Sally,” I stammered. “It just surprised me and…”

“Well, you can be assured that you are going to get a special reminder tomorrow when Shirley gets here,” she said coldly.

I hung my head.

“I decided that it was time to take your situation to the next level,” she said. “Tonight, I plan to find a hunk to bring home and fuck me and I wanted to make sure that you were safely out of the way while we romped about in the bedroom.”

“But, Miss Sally, I thought that we…”

“You thought that we were a loving couple and that his was a game?” she sneered, interrupting me. “Just how long did you think I was going to be willing to go without sex?”

“But…”

“Having you satisfy me with your tongue is nice, but it can’t take the place of a hard dick,” she said.

“I could…”

“No, you couldn’t,” she said. “You made it very clear that I was to make sure you were denied and whipped any time your little pee-pee even tried to get hard in that stupid cage you insisted that I make you wear.”

“It was supposed to make things more exciting between us,” I whined. 

“Well, it has,” she said. “I’m excited that I’m going to find some handsome guy with a big dick tonight to fuck my brains out while you cower in your cage in the closet and listen. I’m super excited. Now, get your ass in there so I can get out of here.”

I crawled into the cage; she locked me in and left.

 

***

 

Hours later I heard her come in. She was clearly drunk and from the racket they were making it was plain that she had someone with her. They were talking in whispers so I couldn’t make out what was said, but the other person was obviously male. It didn’t take long before I could hear the bed creak and then I was treated to almost an hour of frantic lovemaking. My wife had never been that vocal when we made love and it sickened me to realize that some stranger was giving her more pleasure than I ever had.

Instead of falling asleep when they finished I heard them whispering again. Then, the bed creaked, and I could hear footsteps approaching the closet. I couldn’t believe that she was going to expose me to a stranger! I tried to make myself as small as possible in the back corner of the cage.

“See!” I heard her say from the doorway of the closet. “I told you, Matthew, I told you I had him caged up in here while we fucked.”

“Matthew?” my mind screamed. “Surely she didn’t bring my work mate and best friend home?”

I looked up and my worst fears came true. My friend Matthew stood looking down at me with a shell-shocked look on his face. I blushed in embarrassment and hung my head. My wife dragged him into the closet and right over to the cage.

She opened a small door on the top of the cage and said, “Arthur, I want you to stick your head up through here.”

I must have hesitated because she then said, “Now, boy, or I’ll get the cattle prod.”

The cattle prod was one of the harsher things she used when she wanted to torture me or force me to do things I’d never do if I had free will. I didn’t want another experience with the dreadful thing, so I stuck my head up. She stepped into my face. Her pussy was right in front of me.

“I want you to clean me,” she said.

“There’s no way he’ll do that,” Matthew blurted.

“Now!” my wife demanded.

I looked. Her cunt hair contained a mass of cum and it was running down both legs. I knew I really didn’t have a choice, so I leaned in and began to lick.

“Unbelievable,” Matthew said.

“You think so?” my wife laughed. “He is going to do you next.”

That shut Matthew up. From the corner of my eye I could see him shaking his head in amazement.

When she was satisfied with my cleaning job she stepped back and pulled him into position.

“I know you don’t want me to use the cattle prod,” she said, “but I’m going to give you a further incentive. If you do exactly as I ask without any whining or complaining, I’ll let you have three minutes with Carlotta.”

Carlotta was the cheap blow-up doll that she allowed me to fuck on the rare occasions that she allowed me any relief. As degrading as it was my dick tried to erect thinking of three minutes in plastic heaven. I must have grunted in excitement because she laughed.

“I thought so,” she said. “Start with his balls. Real men love to have their balls sucked.”

I did as she asked. I tried to blank my mind to what I was doing and think ahead to the wonderful three minutes I was going to have.

She had me work on him for more than twenty minutes before she pulled me away. By then he had gotten hard and was moaning and asking her to please let me finish him off.

“Not this time, baby,” she said. “I think I want that beautiful thing in me right now but don’t worry, next time I’ll have him give you a world class blow job.”

I hated the words ‘next time’ because it implied that her time with him was not just a one-night stand to degrade me. It meant that she planned to see him again. 

At least when they finished with their next marathon round of sex they fell asleep. That meant I was stuck in the cage for the rest of the night, but it spared me having to suck his cum from my wife’s cunt and lick his balls and dick again.

 

***

 

The next day, as promised, her friend Shirley came over in the afternoon. I was in front of the couch on all fours serving as my wife’s footstool when she came in. I was shaking thinking about the beating that I was going to receive. 

“Hi, Shirl,” my wife said, “looking forward to relieving some of your anger issues?”

“I honestly don’t know what I’d do, Sally,” Shirley said, “if I didn’t have your husband to… help me get rid of my feelings for my husband.”

“Why don’t you just put your husband over your knee or over the couch or…?” my wife asked.

“I wish I could,” Shirley said. “I wish he had the same tendencies that your husband does. It sure would make my life easier.”

“What if we could get him in a situation where he has to let you?” my wife asked.

“He’d never agree,” Shirley said.

“Do we really need his agreement?” my wife laughed.

“I don’t understand,” Shirley said.

“How about if we could trick him into a circumstance where he didn’t have a choice?” my wife asked.

“I really can’t see any way that we could do that,” Shirley said.

“Shirley, your husband is a pig,” my wife said.

“I won’t argue with you there,” Shirley said. “It’s why I’m so mad all the time.”

“I mean he hits on me all the time and if I gave him any encouragement at all he’d be all over me,” my wife said.

“So?”

“So, why don’t I invite him over? I could make him think he’s going to get lucky and when I have him vulnerable we can…” my wife trailed off.

“I like it!” Shirley exclaimed.

 

***

 

Two hours later the stage was set. Shirley’s husband, Jerry, thought his wife had gone off to a Tupperware party and that I was out of town. My wife had called him up and asked him to come over to help her relight the pilot light on the hot water heater. I could hear the sexual desire in his voice when he accepted.

He came over right away. She had me in the cage in the closet and her friend, Shirley, was sitting on top of it without any panties on while I licked her pussy. When my wife let him in, even though they were downstairs, we could hear them clearly. He started hitting on her immediately.

“So, your pilot light needs… uh lighting?” he asked.

My wife played right into his crude innuendo.

“Can you handle that, Tony?” she asked.

“I can,” he said, “but can you handle the heat?” 

I wanted to gag.

“I don’t know,” my wife purred, “can I?”

“Things can get pretty hot,” he said.

“I’m sure,” my wife said. “I think I can handle it, but can you?”

“What do I need to do to show you that I can?” he asked.

“Well, why don’t you take off your clothes, so they don’t get burned,” my wife said.

“Huh?”

“Am I moving too fast for you, Tony?” she asked.

“Uh… take off my clothes?” he stammered.

“Yes.”

“What about you?” he asked.

“I’d like to see what you got before we go any further,” my wife said.

“I got plenty,” Tony bragged.

“I hear that a lot,” my wife laughed, “but I’m a Missouri girl.”

“Huh?”

“You keep saying that,” my wife said.

“What’s Missouri got to do with us getting it on?” Tony asked.

“It’s the ‘show me’ state, Tony,” my wife said disgustedly.

“Oh.”

“So?”

“Oh, uh, yeah, uh, okay,” Tony said.

We heard the rustle of clothes and then my wife said, “That’s it?”

“Huh?”

“Never mind,” my wife said, “let’s go up to my bedroom.”

“Come here, baby, and let me get you into the mood first,” Tony said.

“Hold on, big boy,” my wife said, “we need to establish some rules here.”

“I thought you wanted to get it on,” Tony whined.

“I do,” my wife responded, “but I want things to proceed at my pace so right now I want you to turn around and put your hands behind you.”

“Huh?”

“Do you want to fuck me, Tony?” my wife asked.

“Yes, of course.”

“Then turn around and put your hands behind you,” my wife said.

He must have done as she asked because almost immediately he complained, “Why did you cuff my hands?”

“I told you. I want things to move at my speed. I want to make sure that you don’t take advantage of me,” my wife said.

“But I won’t be able to… uh… play with your tits and…”

“One more thing,” my wife said, interrupting his train of drivel, “we need a collar and a leash to keep you in line.”

“Huh?”

“You have kind of a limited vocabulary, don’t you?” my wife laughed.

She must have gotten the collar and leash on him because presently we heard them coming up the stairs with him complaining about being dragged along. She pulled him past the bed and over to the closet entrance. The look on his face when he could see his wife sitting on my cage was priceless. He tried to rear back but my wife had a firm grip on the leash. Then he saw me in the cage and a shiver of fear went through him.

“Wh… what’s going on?” he stammered. 

“The end of you ever bullying me again,” Shirley said. “From now on and for the rest of your life you are going to be like Arthur. A slave who does whatever I want, whenever I want and however I want. You will learn to serve and obey me, or I will cut your fucking balls off.”

“You fucking bitches are crazy,” Tony screamed. “I’ll have your asses for this!”

“The only ass that’s going to be had is yours, Tony,” my wife said. “By the time we are finished training you all you will be like Arthur, a docile obedient servant.”

The next few hours were painful to watch. The proud, sure of himself male who had come over thinking he was going to have sex with my wife was gradually reduced to a quivering pitiful begging shell of a man who wanted nothing more than to lick whatever part of his female master’s anatomy that they wished. They whipped him, sodomized him, branded him and placed enough shackles and chains on him that he could never escape. 

When they were sure he was broken they pushed him into the cage with me and started leaving. Before they got out the door his wife looked back and said, “If I were you, Tony, I’d take advantage of that warm mouth in there with you because while we are out I’m planning on picking up a chastity belt for that thing between your legs and I can guarantee that you will seldom, if ever, have any chance to spurt your filthy seed ever again.”

I looked in horror as I saw the wheels turning in his head.




Chapter Two

Fixed

 

I had been awake, lying in my kennel in the living room, for an hour before my female owner got up. Her name was Masha and once upon a time we had been boyfriend and girlfriend. Then she hooked up with Jeffery and now I’m their dog. She crossed to my kennel and looked down on me. She only had panties on. Her beautiful breasts hung down almost in my face. I so badly wanted to touch them and lick them. The only time that happened was when Jeffery was away on a business trip. Then she would let me out of the kennel to lick and suck her and even sleep at the foot of her bed so that I could lick her ass in the morning to awaken her.

“How’s my boy this morning?” she asked.

I didn’t say anything because I couldn’t. Not long after I had been turned into their dog, Kathy, a friend of theirs, had been over and I had made the mistake of speaking, thinking I could elicit some sympathy for my situation and get saved. What happened was Kathy told them she knew someone who could ‘fix’ me and now I couldn’t speak.

“Are those little balls hurting a bit what with your thingy being all locked up?” she asked, putting her hand through the bars and stroking my head. “Don’t worry; it’s just a few more days till I’m sure that I can convince your master to let you have a little spurt.”

The reason my dick was locked up was because of Jeffery and, if he had his way, I would never be permitted to have any relief. He believed that I would spray my seed all over and make a mess. Plus, he knew that because of our previous relationship that Masha might actually let me fuck her when he was away.

I nuzzled her hand until she withdrew it. I fidgeted a little to let her know I wanted out, if nothing else I needed to pee badly. I didn’t dare let loose in my cage. I did that one time when the pressure was too much. Jeffery had beaten me until I could barely crawl and had then moved the kennel into the backyard and left me in it for almost a week. Living in shit and piss in addition to the beating had convinced me to never let that happen again.

“You know I can’t let you out yet, boy,” she said. “Master doesn’t like you loose unless he’s here to supervise.”

I knew that, I just never stopped hoping. 

 

 

“Of course, when he’s not around and we have our sweet playtimes together he doesn’t have to know. I certainly won’t tell because they are so special for me and I know you can’t tell,” she laughed.

In her way she was just as cruel as he was. It was him who first turned me into a dog, but she could have complained, and she didn’t. She could have stopped them from ‘fixing’ me and she didn’t. I could tell from how wet she was when he was gone, and we played, that she enjoyed having me in this position. She secretly enjoyed degrading me as much as he did.

Just then Jeffery came out of the bedroom wearing nothing but a loose robe with his dick wagging at half mast, crossed to my kennel and unlocked it.

“Come, boy,” he said, attaching my leash.

He dragged me through the living room and kitchen and out the back door into the back yard. Over by the fence was my ‘spot’. He led me there and waited.

My ‘spot’ was a hole in the ground with a heap of dirt at one end. I was expected to do my business and then use my ‘paws’ to scrape some dirt over it so it didn’t stink. I did what I had to.

“Good boy,” he praised me and then dragged me back inside.

In the living room he let go of my leash, grabbed Masha and threw her on the couch. I knew when he came out half-dressed and with a morning woody that this was probably going to happen. I hated it. I hated having to sit and watch while they made sweet love and I really hated what came after.

I watched. I watched because early on I would turn away, but Jeffery wasn’t having any of that. He wanted to degrade me by boning my ex right in front of me and he wanted to make sure I watched every gruesome moment. If I didn’t, I was punished. One of those had been enough also.

When they finished, he pushed her over next to him, so they were both in a sitting position next to each other on the couch facing me. Then he snapped his fingers.

“Come here, boy, and get your treat,” he said.

I crawled to the couch in front of Masha and waited.

“Here, boy,” she said softly, grabbing my hair, spreading her legs and pulling me in. “Lick up your very special treat that master made for you.”

I licked because the alternative was something I never wanted to experience again either. It was disgusting. I loved licking her cunt when we were alone but not when it was full of revolting cum.

“Good boy,” she purred as I lapped away at her hot sticky crotch.

Some mornings, and this turned out to one of them, she got so turned on by my licking that she kept me there for an additional orgasm. I didn’t mind because I loved doing that for her. The downside was that it seemed to excite Jeffery so that, by the time I finished, instead of just licking him clean I was pressed into service giving him a blow job. 

She screamed out her orgasm and I felt a flush of pride. It always seemed to me that I gave her better orgasms than he did. She let go of my hair and I moved back. My respite lasted about two seconds before Jeffery grabbed my hair and guided my mouth over his prick. He took much longer but finally he too pushed me away.

“Such a good boy,” he said, tousling my head. “Now go get back in your kennel as your masters are going out.”

I crawled back into my kennel and he locked me in.

 

***

 

Three days later they had a party. I was confined to my kennel for most of the duration. They had drinks and then a nice meal and then watched a movie on the television. 

There were two other couples. One new couple that had never been here before and the other couple that I knew were Rodger and his wife the bitch Kathy. I say she was a bitch because she was the one who knew someone that had ‘fixed’ my vocal chords. Rodger and Kathy pretty much ignored me, but the other couple were fascinated by my owners, Jeffery and Masha, having a human dog. At the end of the evening the guy approached my cage and looked at Jeffery.

“Did he ask you for this?” the guy asked.

“No, man,” Jeffery laughed, “can you imagine wanting to live like a dog?”

“Why is he in there then?” the new guy asked.

“Because we wanted a dog?” Jeffery said as if that explained everything.

“What’s that thing on his dick?” the guy asked.

“That’s a clever device to make sure we never have any accidents,” Jeffery said.

“Do you ever let him out of it to uh…?” the guy asked.

“If I had my way, his dick would never have any time out, but Masha is a softy,” Jeffery said. “She used to date him.”

“Wow!” the guy exclaimed. “How often do you let him uh…”

“Masha’s been bugging me to let him have some relief and he is about due,” Jeffery said. “Would you all like to see how we let him have his five minutes of pleasure?”

There was a chorus of yeses all around so Jeffery dragged me out of my kennel and unlocked the hateful device on my dick.

“Five minutes, boy,” he said, sitting on the couch.

I scrambled over to him, wrapped myself around his leg so that my dick was on his calf and began pumping.

“Oh my god,” the guy said.

“Yes,” Jeffery laughed, “can you imagine being so hard up that you’d hump another guy’s leg while a bunch of strangers looked on?”

“No way, man,” the guy laughed.

“Pretty fucking pitiful,” Jeffery said just as I unload weeks of frustration all over his leg.

I knew what to do. The five minutes included cleanup and if I exceeded it then my next release time was doubled. I bent right down and began licking.

“That’s disgusting,” the new guy said.

“What’s disgusting is that I have to let the little bastard do it,” Jeffery said. “And I’m pretty sure that when I’m gone, he gets at Masha although I have the key with me, so I know he’s not using that pitiful thing between his legs.”

I cringed at his words but kept licking.

“I wish I didn’t have to let him out at all, but Masha says because of his sex drive that it would be very unhealthy for him to not have some relief,” Jeffery said.

“I have a friend who can fix that,” the bitch Kathy said.

“What?” Jeffery asked.

“She’s very good at snipping little balls off of wimps like this boy here,” Kathy said. “I could have her stop by tomorrow. She’ll put him up on all fours on your kitchen table and in just a few minutes all of your concerns will be over with.”

I shuddered. I looked to Masha for hope that she would say no but she had a hungry look on her face and her eyes were glittering.

“Can we watch?” Masha asked.

“Not only can you watch but, if you want, she’ll let you do the actual snip part when she gets him prepped,” Kathy said.

Masha looked at me with an expression that looked like she was going to have an orgasm. I pleaded with my eyes.

“Did you hear that, boy?” Masha giggled. “You’re going to be ‘fixed’.”

If I could have whined, I would have.




Chapter Three

I’m Not Happy

 

“Bruce, we need to talk,” my wife said.

“Okay.”

“I’m not happy,” she said.

“Marsha, I don’t understand,” I said, “we have a great life and…”

“Our sex life sucks,” she interrupted.

“Honey, I try but…”

“I know but your dick is small, and you aren’t really interested in sex,” she interrupted again.

“You knew that when we got married,” I pointed out.

“I did, she said, “and I thought it would be okay but…”

“But what?” I asked.

“It’s not,” she said. “I need more.”

“Honey I’ll do whatever you want to help make it better,” I said.

“Do you trust me, Bruce?” she asked.

“Of course, baby.”

“I mean really trust me?”

“Just tell me what you want, and I’ll do it,” I said.

“Take off your clothes,” she said.

While my sex drive was certainly lower than hers, I did like what she just asked and that got my smaller than normal dick hard. I quickly stripped.

“Turn around,” she ordered.

I did as she asked, and, in a flash, she cuffed my hands behind my back. I whirled around and looked at her. She smiled and kissed me.

“Now kneel down in the bathroom and watch me as I get ready for my date,” she said.

“What? Date? No!” I said.

She slapped me, kicked me in the balls enough times that I was writhing on the ground in pain and then, while I was incapacitated she gagged me and put a chastity device on my dick. When I tried to get up she hauled me up, frog marched me into the bathroom and forced me down on my knees.

“I want you to watch me shower for my date,” she said. “When I have you better trained I’ll expect you to wash me.”

I watched in a daze as she stripped off her clothes and took a leisurely shower. After her shower she dried off and pushed me over to the vanity.

“I want you to kneel next to the counter and put your chest on my stool,” she said.

I did as she asked, which put me in a perfect position to serve as her seat to primp and put on her makeup. She plopped down on my back right where my hands were cuffed. My fingers were touching her cunt.

“Play with me while I get ready,” she said.

I wiggled my fingers in her pussy. I could tell that she like it because she wiggled, moaned and my fingers got wet.

When she was finished and dressed she clamped a collar around my neck and pulled me up.

“We are going to a party,” she said. “I want to show you something before we go.”

She produced a device that looked sort of like pliers except when she squeezed on them four points opened up. I looked at her blankly.

“This is an elastrator,” she said.

I didn’t understand and shook my head.

“If I put a band between these four points, open it up, put it around you balls and let it go you have only a few hours before you are a eunuch,” she explained.

I shuddered, began shaking my head and started to shiver.

“I knew that would get your attention. I just want you to understand that, if at the party, you don’t do everything I ask or anything that anyone else asks you to do, I plan to bring you home and put a band around those useless little droplets of yours until they turn black and fall off,” she said coldly.

I looked at her with genuine fear in my eyes. 

“Are we clear?” she asked.

I dropped to my knees and kissed her feet.

“I guess so,” she laughed. 

She attached a leash to my collar, pulled me back up and dragged me behind her to the garage. 

When we got there she popped the trunk and pushed me inside.

“Don’t disappoint me,” she said, slamming the lid.

 

***

 

An hour later she pulled me out of the trunk and dragged me to the front door of a very nice home. She rang, and the door was immediately opened by a naked wretch wearing nothing but a chastity belt like mine and a collar with a green tag.

He kneeled, kissed her feet and said, “Welcome, Mistress.”

My wife pushed past him and hauled me into the living room where there were other people lounging about. At first glance it looked like a gathering of couples. Men and women sitting on the love seats and couches, talking, snuggling and making out. The difference was that in each case the guys were extremely good looking and at each couple’s feet a poor slob was kneeling, outfitted much as I was, naked, chastised and collared. The only modification was none were gagged, and all had different color tags on their collars.

“Marsha, you made it,” a real hunk said, crushing my wife in a bear hug.

“I told you I’d be here, James,” she laughed.

“And this must be your…”

“This is my wimp of a husband who will learn his duties here tonight or will not be much of a man by tomorrow,” my wife said.

“He needs to be tagged,” James said. “What color?”

“Remind me again the significance of the colors,” my wife said.

“Red means he is off limits to everyone,” he explained. “White means he is off limits to everyone but can be used with your permission. Green means he is open to anyone for any normal use excluding gold which is the special use category. Gold is open season.”

“I’m thinking white to start but what are the extra duties included in special use?” my wife asked.

“It means anyone can whip him for any reason, use him as a toilet, fuck him, force him to…”

“I get it,” my wife interrupted. “I think white for now but if he gives me any trouble, I might change my mind.”

James clipped a white tag to my collar and immediately turned to my wife.

“Would you like to start him off by giving me a blow job?” he asked.

“James,” she said sharply, “I kind of wanted you ready to uh… make love to me.”

“Really?” he laughed. “By now you haven’t figured out that won’t slow me down a bit, well, maybe a tiny bit which just makes it better for you.”

My wife laughed and said, “Be my guest, James. I guess it makes sense for you to break him in and get him used to one of his duties when you move in with me.”

She’s planning on having a guy move in with us? Why doesn’t she just ask me for a divorce?

“Uh,” James said. “His mouth is occupied.”

My wife laughed and removed my gag and before James could plug it again, I said,” I’m not doing this, Marsha, just let me go and we can get a divorce and I’ll leave you to your lover.”

“God damn it, Bruce, I warned you what I’d do if you didn’t obey me without question while we were here. Now, you open your fucking mouth and let James in or by god when we get home, I’m going to use that elastrator on your nuts and you will no longer be a man,” she screamed.

“No, I won’t,” I replied.

“I can make him do it,” James said.

“Go ahead, it doesn’t make any difference. When we get home, I plan on making him a eunuch for how he’s embarrassed me tonight,” my wife said.

“That’s crazy,” I said. “I never agreed to this except under duress. You forced me here and now that I know you don’t love me anymore and want this… cretin for your lover, I just want out. Just let me go and you’ll never see me again.”

“That’s not going to happen, you stupid little shit, I happen to still love you but I need more,” she snapped. “So, I’m not going to let you go and when we get home, I’m going to band those puny little grapes you call balls and then maybe we’ll talk. In the meantime, you are going to suck my boyfriend off and then I’m going to change your tag to gold and let the whole party fuck you over.”

James grabbed my head and forced his fingers in my ears causing me to scream. When my mouth opened, he shoved his dick in and began pumping. It was disgusting. I had never even had thoughts of doing something like this and I hated it. It didn’t matter. He kept pumping until a vile load of his scum entered my mouth. Then, he managed to clamp his hand over my mouth until I had to swallow. I wanted to throw up.

When he finished my wife made a point of changing my tag to gold, grabbing James’s hand and walking away. As she got to the stairway to the bedrooms she looked back and said, “I hope you enjoy yourself, Bruce. I think you are about to do a lot of things that you’ve never dreamed of. If you happen to be free enough to get away from the sickos here that will be using and abusing you, try to get up to bedroom number three by eleven-thirty. I will want a cleanup boy by then and it might just make a difference in your future.”

They were hardly out of my sight before a brute of a guy stood in front of me and said, “Open that mouth, boy, I need to piss.”

I was not in position to resist so I opened, and he let an acrid load of piss into my mouth. I swallowed as best as I could but quite a bit dribbled out on the floor.

“God damn it,” he bellowed, “who taught you how to be a toilet? I’m going to beat your ass for that.”

He twisted me around and used his belt on my ass for the next ten minutes. I cried and begged and pleaded to no avail. After that there were a series of equally horrible encounters. When a break came, I dashed upstairs to bedroom three.

My wife and James were still going at it on the bed, so I scrunched down on the floor next to it. I must have made some noise because they noticed. My wife looked down with a cold stare.

“You’re early,” my wife said.

“Uh… I thought that maybe…”

“You thought that you wanted to get away from downstairs,” my wife interrupted. “You get your ass down there and don’t’ come back until you’ve at least given three guys blow jobs.”

“But, Marsha, I already have given…”

“I don’t give a shit,” she snapped. “You come back here after three blow jobs or I’ll just fucking leave you here until next week.”

I went downstairs and tried to get three guys to let me suck them off. I eventually succeeded, but at the cost of having some fat ugly bitch whip my ass and being forced to lick some hot bitch’s ass after she’d taken a dump. I got back at eleven forty-five.

“You’re late, asshole,” my wife complained.

“I did what you asked,” I said contritely.

“Get over here and clean me up,” she demanded.

I got down on her pussy and licked. It was nasty. When I thought I was through I backed away, but she just flipped over, presented her ass and told me to get back to work.

***

We got home at three in the morning. I was still in chastity and handcuffed. She let me out of the trunk and pushed me into the house, upstairs and had me kneel in the bathroom.

“I warned you, Bruce,” she said. “You disappointed me and now you are going to pay the ultimate price.”

“Marsha,” I pleaded, “we loved each other and maybe it’s gone wrong but there’s no reason to do this. Please just let me go.”

“Open your fucking legs or I’ll just kick those pimples you call balls into mush,” she snarled.

I spread my legs, she stepped in between them with the elastrator, threaded my balls through the opening and retracted the prongs. The pain was immediate. It hurt like nothing I had ever experienced, perhaps because of the mental image that I was going to lose my nuts if she didn’t change her mind. I tried to reason.

“Please, Marsha, please don’t do this,” I pleaded. “I’ll give you a no contest divorce. You can have everything. I’ll leave and never come back.”

“I don’t want a divorce,” she said, “I want you. I want you as my husband and my slave, but you really pissed me off tonight, so I guess I’m going to have you as my eunuch slave.”

I could feel my balls getting cold. If she didn’t cut the band, I was going to be sexless for life. I had to reach her.

“Marsha, I love you, I would do anything for you, but this really isn’t fair,” I said.

“You have about an hour before those things are dead,” she said. “I’m going to get a shower and read my book.”

It finally hit me that she really didn’t care, and it was up to me to save my manhood.

“Wait, please, Marsha,” I begged, “I’ll do whatever you want.”

She stopped and turned around.

“Anything?”

“Yes.”

“I want you to be my husband slave, do you agree?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“I want you to serve me and any boyfriend who is here without question,” she said.

“I agree.”

“I want you to serve us in any capacity that we want including as our clean up boy, our whipping boy or our toilet,” she said.

I gulped but said, “I agree.”

“And I want you to agree to go to those parties anytime I want to and serve as a gold tagged slave,” she said.

That had been horrible, and I bet would even be worse but what choice did I have? 

“I agree,” I said.

She picked up a razor blade, knelt between my legs and cut the band. The pain was incredible but at least I knew I was still a man.

“I’m so glad you came to your senses,” she said, kissing me. “Now why don’t you crawl in beside the bed and lay down. That is where you’ll sleep from now on unless I have a guest in which case I have a cage for you in the basement.”

I crawled in and lay down beside the bed. She stripped off and got under the covers and turned off the light.

“Good night sweetheart,” she said, “I love you.”

I thought about the entire night and everything that had transpired and then I said, “I love you too.”

Really, what else could I have said?”




Chapter Four

Lesbian Couple Seeking Straight Male Boarder

 

I was totally down on my luck, out of work, sleeping in my beater car when I saw the advertisement.

“Lesbian Couple Seeking Straight Male Boarder” the lead was. It offered free food and lodging in exchange for “chores”. It hit me on two levels. First, I desperately needed a place to stay and I was completely out of money. I didn’t have money for gas or food, so this was perfect. Second, living with two girls, especially if they turned out to be hot was a real bonus. Maybe they were a bit bi, in which case a potential threesome wasn’t out of the realm of possibility. I called the number listed.

“Hello,” a nice voice answered.

“Hi, I’m calling about your ad in the…”

“Yes?”

“Uh… I’m interested in the position,” I said.

“Your name?” the voice asked.

“Lucas,” I answered.

“Can you come at five?” the voice asked, “we have three applicants before you.”

I said I could. She gave me the address and hung up. The fact that here were three ahead of me wasn’t good. I stopped at a McDonalds and tried to freshen up, but it was hopeless. I’d been living in my car for a week and I kind of stunk. My clothes were a bit dirty and in bad shape with a few buttons missing and some holes. I didn’t think my chances were very good, but I needed this badly, so I psyched myself up to put up a good front.

 

***

 

I got to their house way early. In fact, I was so early that I watched the applicant before me come storming out of the house screaming something like ‘you bitches are fucking crazy if you think any guy will agree to…” I guess that meant I only had to worry about two other guys.

I rang their doorbell at exactly five and was greeted by a stunning blond girl in short shorts and a crop top.

“Hi, I’m Emma,” she said holding out her hand, “and you must be Lucas.”

“H…Hi,” I stammered.

She laughed and invited me in. Sitting on the couch was another spectacular example of womanhood with coal black hair.

“This is my partner, Olivia,” Emma said.

Olivia stood up and shook my hand. I tried to say something witty but being in the presence of these two beauties had me completely tongue-tied. They noticed, giggled and exchanged a meaningful look with each other.

“So why do you want this job, Lucas?” Emma asked.

“Uh… I’m… uh… a little down on my luck right now and…” 

“Down on your luck in what way?” Olivia asked.

“I… uh… lost my job,” I said.

“I see,” Emma said encouragingly, “and your apartment?”

“Uh… I kind of lost that too,” I said.

“Where are you staying?” Olivia asked.

“In my car,” I said, completely humiliated.

“And your possessions?” Emma asked.

“Uh… the few things I have are in my car,” I said.

“Don’t you have any family to help you?” Olivia asked.

“No, I was an only child and both my parents are dead,” I said.

They exchanged another one of those looks.

“So, you definitely need this job,” Emma said.

“Yes, ma’am, I do,” I answered. 

Both of their heads turned toward me with big smiles at my use of the ma’am.

“Well, you’re polite so you’ve got that going for you,” Olivia said, “and you certainly need a place to stay and probably food as well but we’re wondering if you have some other reason for wanting this job, do you, Lucas?”

“Uh… no… not really,” I stuttered.

“So, you didn’t entertain any thoughts of how great it would be to live with two hot women?” Emma asked.

“Uh…”

“Or the possibility of seeing us walking around in our underwear o perhaps naked?” Olivia asked.

“Uh…”

“Or perhaps spying on us making love?” Emma asked.

“Uh…”

“Or the big Kahuna, us inviting you to join us for a threesome?” Olivia asked.

“I’m sorry, I’ll just go,” I said, turning for the door.

“You’re hired,” Emma said.

“Huh?” I said stupidly.

“She said that you’re hired,” Olivia said, “that is if you still want the job after you hear our conditions.”

“Conditions?” I said dumbly.

“Yes, we have some very specific conditions that you will have to agree to before we will consent to have you here,” Emma said.

I couldn’t for the life of me think of anything I wouldn’t agree to. I needed this badly and, of course, I did hold out hopes that some of those other things would come true. I waited to hear what the conditions were.

“First, this is a full-time job, twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week, three-hundred sixty-five days a year,” Olivia said. “Now, of course, you won’t be actually working twenty-four hours a day, you will have time for personal stuff and to sleep but you will not be allowed to leave here once you start unless you quit, is that acceptable?”

I really didn’t have any friends or anywhere to go so, I nodded.

“Second, we will require you to wear a collar that will shock you if you attempt to cheat on that provision and sneak out for a beer or something,” Emma said. “Is that also acceptable?”

I didn’t have any money for beer anyway. I nodded again.

“Third, we will require you to remain naked at all times,” Olivia said. “Is that acceptable?”

“Naked?” I blurted. “Why?”

“It’s one of our conditions, do you want the job or not?” Emma snapped.

“I agree,” I said quickly.

“Fourth, you will address us a Ms. Emma and Ms. Olivia at all times, is that clear,” Ms. Emma said.

I nodded again.

“Fifth, you will wear a chastity belt at all times you are working for us,” Olivia said.

“A chastity belt? Why?” I asked.

“Because we know about you men and your filthy little habits and one of your ‘chores’ will be washing out our panties and we don’t want even the possibility of some potential pervert using them for his gratification,” Emma answered.

“But what about my… needs?” I whined.

“Unless you have committed an infraction of our rules that forces us to suspend your masturbation rights, we will allow you out of the belt once a week for twenty minutes when you are locked in your room,” Olivia said. “We will lock you in, pass the key through the door slot and expect it back in twenty minutes at which time we will verify that you are safely locked back up and let you out.”

“Only once a week?” I moaned.

“Do you want the job or not, Lucas?” Emma snapped. “We have three other interested parties.”

I knew that wasn’t right because I’d seen the third one leave in a huff, but I couldn’t see how bringing that up was any help to me. I didn’t like the idea of only once a week, but I really wanted the job.

“Okay,” I capitulated, “once a week.”

“Further, if you break any of our rules you will be punished,” Emma said.

“Punished?” I said in wonderment. “What do you mean by that?”

“We mean you will be spanked for infractions and, if they are severe enough we will suspend your masturbation privileges,” Emma clarified.

I gulped but kept my mouth shut.

“Finally, your room. It is in the basement. It contains a cot, a dresser, a chair, a lamp and a toilet and shower,” Olivia said. “You will be locked in your room each night when we have no further use of you and be let out electronically in the morning to prepare our breakfast, any questions?”

“Uh… besides cleaning your panties, what will my other duties be?” I asked.

“All of the normal household chores such as cleaning, moping, making beds, laundry, picking up after us, meals and any other thing we ask you to do,” Emma said.

“Oh.”

“So, what’s your answer? Do you want the job or not?” Olivia asked.

I wondered why these two were so rigid, but I really need this right now until I could somehow get on my feet. I nodded.

“Not good enough, Lucas,” Emma said tersely. “You need to tell us yes or no and politely.”

“Yes, Ms. Emma and Ms. Olivia I want the job,” I said.

They both smiled big smiles and hugged each other like they had won the lottery.

“Strip!” Ms. Olivia said coldly.

I looked at her blankly.

“Are you looking for a spanking already?” she asked.

I pulled my clothes off and stood in front of them completely embarrassed. My dick seemed to like it, however, as it was already half hard. 

“Exactly why that thing needs to be restrained, here, put this on.” Ms. Emma said in disgust, throwing me a bag.

I opened the bag and pulled out the most secure looking device I had ever seen. Solid stainless steel with some kind of lock and key that I’d never seen before. It took a bit, but I finally got it on, turned the key to lock it and handed it over.

“Now this,” Ms. Olivia said, handing me a steel collar.

It was hinged so I opened it up, spread it wide enough to fit around my neck, fitted the two ends together and pushed. I heard a click. I hadn’t seen a keyhole to unlock it, so I asked, “How does this come off?”

“It doesn’t,” Ms. Emma laughed.

“But what if I want to quit?” I asked.

“Do you want to quit already?” Ms. Olivia asked sweetly.

“Uh… no.”

“Then, let’s not worry about that right now,” she laughed.

“Next, we need to make something perfectly clear,” Ms. Emma said. “You are now our… hmmm… uh… employee and as such you need to conform to the rules we laid out earlier with a few additions. Most importunately, you will never, and I mean never speak without permission. If you need to ask a question you will approach, curtsey and wait to be acknowledged, is that clear? In fact, you will curtsey each and every time you enter a room where we are and before you leave. Is that crystal clear?”

“Yes, Ms. Emma,” I answered.

“Then and only then may you ask a question,” she said. It goes without saying that you will never speak except when we give you permission or when you are asked a direct question, is that clear?”

“Yes, Ms. Emma,” I said.

“I hope this is going to be a fair and productive arrangement for all of us but make no mistake, we are totally in charge and if you betray our trust or break any of our rules, we will beat you until you wish you could die.”

“Where did that come from?” I thought. “I assumed I was an employee who… well, perhaps she is just worked up or something. Beat me until I wish… nah… it’s hyperbole.” 

“Fix our supper, slave,” she said.

“Slave?” my mind processed. “What the fuck?”

I didn’t understand what dynamic had changed, but I wasn’t ready for a confrontation yet so, I curtseyed and when off to the kitchen to fix their dinner.

I fixed dinner and served it. They totally ignored me while they ate which somehow caused my dick to stir. I was really turned on by them treating me like chattel. They noticed. The tried to be careful not to talk in front of me but I have excellent hearing and I overheard phrases. 

Things like:

“You were right, Emma, he’s perfect, he craves degradation so, we can probably...”

“I think we can move faster into turning him into our full-time slave, how about we…”

“I can’t believe some men are such wimps, we could use the… on him and…”

“I think we should invent reasons to whip him… upside down and…”

“Maybe we can take away his masturbation privileges on some whim and then… suck one of our… to get them back.”

“I can’t believe he hasn’t figured out that he is... I mean he can’t leave so he can’t earn…to get out and… collar doesn’t come off so, we can…”

By the end of dinner, I was in a state. I was worked up by being around these goddesses and the things I had overheard had both scared me and excited me. It hadn’t even been one day, and I desperately needed out of this belt. I was sure they realized that also because somehow their clothing kind of slipped so I saw flashes of tits and panties and… shit, this was driving me crazy.

“We’re going to bed, slave,” Ms. Olivia said. “We will require your assistance in helping us get ready.”

I followed them upstairs to the master suite. It was a huge room with a walk-in closet and an attached bathroom that was bigger than most bedrooms. Olivia walked in, sat down in an easy chair, picked up a magazine and began reading. Emma had me follow her into the bathroom.

“Undress me,” she said imperiously.

My dreams were coming true! I carefully removed her crop top under which she wasn’t wearing any bra. Her breasts were gorgeous. I then slid he short shorts down leaving only her cute pink panties. 

As I gently pulled them down, she said, “One of your duties will be cleaning our panties. We are very particular about the pre-cleaning phase and as such we will always supervise. After we are both ready for bed you will pre-clean each of our panties to our satisfaction.”

She then stepped to the toilet, sat down and pissed. When she was done, she crooked a finger at me.

“We never use toilet paper in this house when we have a slave in residence,” she said. “Lick me clean.” 

I was in heaven and spent more time than necessary making sure that she was squeaky clean. Finally, she pushed me away, stood up and walked out. Before I could decide if I was to follow her Olivia walked in and I repeated the same ritual with her. When she was done, she told me to pick up the clothes and put them in the hamper, but to bring the panties with me into the bedroom. When I got there, they were both seated, leaning forward with rapt looks on their faces.

“Kneel in front of us,” Olivia directed.

I knelt and waited deferentially.

“Before you hand wash our panties, we expect them to be pre-cleaned,” Emma said. “Turn them inside out so you can see the crotch.”

I did as she asked.

“Do you see that stuff in the gusset,” Olivia asked.

“Yes, Ms. Olivia,” I answered.

“That is vaginal discharge, mucus and sometimes a little blood when we are having our periods,” she explained. “You need to thoroughly remove that prior to hand washing.”

“I’m sorry, Ms. Olivia, I don’t understand,” I said.

“You will use your mouth to clean our panties before you wash them,” she said. “You will always kneel at our feet and perform this service under our supervision and, when you’ve completed a pair, you will kiss the feet of the person to whom they belong and hold them up for her inspection, is that clear?”

First, I had to lick them clean after they used the toilet and now, I had to clean their panties with my mouth? What had I gotten myself into? There was no point in putting up a fuss unless I was prepared to leave, which I wasn’t.

“Yes, Ms. Olivia, I understand,” I said and began cleaning the first pair.

It was unpleasant to say the least, but I dedicated myself to the task, took special care to be thorough and got through it. They were both very pleased.

“You seem to have a gift for this, Lucas,” Emma said, “which is good because once a month we like to have a party were two or three other lesbian couple friends come, each with a week’s worth of panties for our slave to clean. The next one is in two weeks and I’m sure by then you will have had enough practice that you won’t embarrass us.” 

I was going to have to clean other girls’ panties also? And a lot by the sound of it. My mouth and tongue were sore from just two pair, I couldn’t imagine.

“Now, finish cleaning up the kitchen, hand wash these two pair in the laundry sink and get your ass downstairs and lock yourself in,” Ms. Emma said. We have camera monitors all over the house to make sure you comply.”

I finished the kitchen, washed their panties and hung them to dry and then went downstairs and closed my door which locked automatically. I did my necessities and lay down in bed. That’s when the noises started. It took me a minute but then I realized it was them making love being piped in from their bedroom. I lay there trying not to listen, but my dick had other ideas. It tried to get hard in the tiny cage they had me trapped in which caused it to ache. I finally drifted off when they finished.

 

***

 

I was sound asleep the next morning when I heard the lock release on my door. I sprang up realizing that I was late. I should have been up, showered and ready. I did my business as fast as I could and raced to the kitchen to begin fixing their breakfast. They hadn’t specified if I was to set places at the table or bring it to them in bed so I set places and then carried a tray up to them figuring I could just bring it back down if they wanted to eat downstairs. They were both awake and looking angry.

“You’re late, slave,” Ms. Olivia said coldly.

“I’m so sorry, Miss,” I said. “I promise it will never happen again.”

“Really?” she sneered, “exactly why should we believe that?”

“Because I really want to be the best that I can be for you and…”

“Your job when that door unlocks is to race up here and serve us,” she interrupted. “That means you getting up before that and doing whatever you need too to be ready to walk out that door the moment it opens, is that clear to you?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said contritely.

“We’ve decided to accelerate your training,” Miss Emma said. “That means that instead of serving as our toilet paper you will be learning to become our toilet.”

“W…what?” I blubbered. “Miss Emma, that is… I…”

“Are you trying to piss me off?” she asked coldly. “You agreed to our conditions when you took the job.”

“But I never agreed to become your toilet,” I whined. “I don’t want to do that.”

“You don’t have a choice,” Ms. Olivia snapped. “Now get your ass into the bathroom and lay down under the special stool we use to…”

“No,” I said.

“Excuse me?” she said.

“I said no, I’m not going to do that. It’s disgusting,” I said.

“You’ve just lost your masturbation privileges until you earn them back,” Ms. Emma said. “You will not get them back until you are perfect in your toilet duties, have sucked one of our gay friends off and have taken fifty cuts with the cane without making a sound or moving.”

There was no way I was going to do any of that. I looked at her and said, “I think I made a mistake in taking this job. I quit.”

They both laughed and hugged each other. I didn’t see what was so funny.

“What’s so funny?” I asked.

“You can’t quit, Lucas,” she said sweetly. “You are a slave.”

“I don’t want to do this anymore,” I said. “Please remove my collar and this thing on my dick and I’ll leave quietly.”

“That thing on your dick isn’t coming off until you fulfill the conditions I outlined,” Ms. Emma said, “and the collar can’t be removed. It’s permanent.”

I remember noticing that it didn’t have a lock and her saying that it couldn’t come off, but surely there was some way to get it off. I could see they weren’t going to help me, so I decided that I’d leave and get a locksmith or someone to help me later.

I grabbed one of their robes and headed out. I got as far as the front door before a blast of electricity to my neck put me on the ground. When I recovered and got back up, I found both girls had followed me and were clearly enjoying my predicament  I lost it. Without thinking I rushed them. My intention was to overpower them and force them to let me go. 

I didn’t even get close before I found myself on the ground again clutching at my neck.

“That just cost you another blow job for one of our friends and fifty more with the cane,” Ms. Olivia said. “Now, unless you want to make things so bad for yourself that you will never dig out, I suggest that you crawl back into the bathroom and get under the stool.”

I was beaten. I crawled toward the bathroom.

 

***

 

Three months later I was nothing more than a shell of what I had been. I blindly obeyed any order I was given no matter how disgusting or degrading or hurtful to my ego. Over the past three months I had done things that I would have never imagined in my wildest dreams.

I was their toilet and, when they had company, I served their friends also. I had become a cock-sucker to any of their gay friends who dropped by. I bathed them, dressed them, cleaned their panties and the panties of their friends and occasionally licked their pussies.

I was whipped at least once a week and I had yet to ‘earn’ back my right to have a proper orgasm. Much of the time I served as nothing more than a piece of furniture. A stool for them to sit on or, as I was now, a coffee table for them and their guests to use while they partied. I was expected to hold my position for hours on end.

This particular party was attended by some friends who lived in San Francisco and were visiting Ms. Emma and Ms. Olivia for the first time in their new place here. There were three other lesbian couples but the one that bothered me the most was Ms. Helga and her partner, Ms. Debbie. Ms. Helga was fascinated by me and wouldn’t leave me alone.

After the sixth time she fondled my ass I heard Ms. Emma laugh.

“Like that, do you, Helga?” she asked.

“I’m fascinated,” I heard Helga say. “How do you get a guy to agree to do this?”

“Marketing,” Ms. Emma said.

“What?”

“It’s actually a trade secret,” Ms. Emma said. “We have a system that works for us.”

“I have to say I wish Debbie and I could have something like this in San Francisco,” Helga said. “The benefits would be… oh…”

“Want to buy him?” Ms. Emma asked.

“Huh?”

“I asked if you wanted to buy him?” she repeated.

Even in my completely subjugated state that seem too much for me. I jerked which spilled one of the drinks on my back. Ms. Emma bent down and grabbed my ear. She leaned in.

“If you fuck this up, I’m going to castrate you,” she snarled.

“Is he for sale?” Helga asked.

“Of course, he’s for sale,” Ms. Emma said.

“How much?”

“One hundred thousand,” Ms. Emma said. 

“You’re kidding,” Helga said.

“Okay, one hundred fifty thousand,” Ms. Emma said.

“I’m sorry, Emma,” Helga laughed, “You misunderstood. I wasn’t complaining I was just surprised that he was so cheap.”

“Special favor for a good friend,” Ms. Emma said.

“I’ll take him,” Helga said.

Just then I saw Ms. Olivia come into the room.

“What just happened?” she asked.

“I just sold our new slave to Helga,” Ms. Emma boasted.

“I love our life,” Ms. Olivia gushed, “but that means we have to find a new one.”

“Yeah, and train him,” Ms. Emma laughed.

“I love that part,” Ms. Olivia said.




Chapter Five

The Bitch that Owns Us

 

My wife and I were naked, in leg and arm shackles, on our hands and knees scrubbing the kitchen for the third time with toothbrushes when I heard the front door. The bitch was back. The reason we were scrubbing the floor is because we were her slaves. She owned us. We had come here for a fun kinky week of serving Mistress Chapman and she had decided to keep us. We hadn’t agreed but she didn’t care. That was two years ago.

“Hello, my pretties,” Ms. Chapman said as she entered the kitchen. “Have my little pets been good?”

Of course, we’d been good. Even though we’d been left alone, and I had seriously wanted to as least kiss my wife, I hadn’t dared. The bitch had cameras all over the house and I wasn’t prepared for the agony that would befall both of us if we indulged in any intimacy.

“I have a special surprise planned for you, Faggot,” she said. “I have a friend coming in a few minutes who is going to take care of your little problem.”

My little problem? I couldn’t imagine unless whoever was coming was going to give me a blow job. Just then the doorbell rang.

“Don’t go away my lovelies,” she snickered. “I’ll be right back.

Of course, we weren’t going anywhere. Escape was impossible. I’d tried in the early weeks and had paid dearly for it.

The next thing I heard were two sets of high heels and then a female voice exclaim, “What the fuck is that?”

“Those are my slaves,” Ms. Chapman said. “They are a married couple who came here and begged to become my slaves, although it isn’t much of a marriage anymore because I don’t ever allow them any intimate contact. Their names are Daniel and Jennifer, but I prefer to call them Faggot and Cunt.”

“And they like living like this?” the woman asked.

“Who gives a fuck if they like it or not, Mary, they’re slaves,” Ms. Chapman said.

“I just didn’t realize that in this day and age one could have slaves,” Mary said.

“Well… technically you are correct, but I get what I want,” Ms. Chapman said.

“Wow, it’s kind of exciting seeing two humans chained up like this and on their hands and knees,” Mary gushed.

“They’re not human, they are slaves,” Ms. Chapman barked. “Slaves, come greet my guest properly.”

We scrambled over as we had been trained and began kissing her feet. You could almost hear the wiggle in her voice. She liked it.

“Oh, Jesus,” she groaned, “I could get used to this.”

“It is addictive,” Ms. Chapman said blandly. “They are very good at licking other parts of the body also.”

“Oh my, really?” Mary said.

“Perhaps you can try one out later,” Ms. Chapman said. “For right now I’d like you to do the job I asked you here for.”

“Sure, where’s your male animal?” Mary asked looking around.

“He’s the one on the left,” Ms. Chapman laughed.

“What! No!” exclaimed Mary. “I thought you brought me here to castrate a male animal.”

“I did, that one,” Ms. Chapman said pointing to me.

“But… but… he’s a human,” Mary said.

“God damn it, slaves are not human, Mary,’ Ms. Chapman explained. “They are animals just like any pet you might have.”

“But…”

“Will you do it or not?” Ms. Chapman asked.

“Well… I…”

“I’ll tell you what,” Ms. Chapman said. “In addition to your normal fee I’ll let you borrow him for two weeks.”

“Two weeks?”

“Yes, just think of all of the twisted secret fantasies you could try out in two weeks,” Ms. Chapman said.

“Are you sure he won’t mind?” Mary asked.

“How many times do I have to tell you, Mary, he’s a fucking slave. He has no right to say what he likes or doesn’t like or what he wants or doesn’t want,” Ms. Chapman said.

“Why are you having him neutered?” Mary asked.

“Because I’m sick of having to deal with that thing between his legs,” Ms. Chapman said. “I never let him have and sexual satisfaction, so the damn thing is always dripping precum and making a mess. And then, if I’m not super vigilante, he goes sniffing around Cunt like a dog in heat, which I suppose he is but, I’m sick of it.”

“Oh… oh… okay. I’ll do it,” Mary said.

“Get up on the table, Faggot,” Ms. Chapman said harshly.

I climbed up on the table on my hands and knees. I was shaking like a leaf.

“Spread those fucking legs,” Ms. Chapman demanded.

I was almost convulsing I was so scared, but I didn’t dare disobey her. I spread my legs.

Mary put her bag on the table and began rummaging around. I looked down between my legs and saw her come out with what looked like an elastrator before Ms. Chapman snapped at me.

“Keep your fucking head up, boy, if you know what’s good for you,” she screamed.

I began shaking realizing that the bitch really did intend castrating me. I knew better than to speak but I couldn’t help myself.

“Please noooo,” I begged.

That brought a severe blow to my ass from the bitch’s whip.

“Did you just try to speak like you think you are still a man?” she asked coldly.

“Please, Miss, please don’t do this, please I don’t want to stop being a man,” I begged.

She hit me again and forced a gag into my mouth.

“Stop being a man?” she sneered. “You haven’t been a man for over two years.”

“Maybe I shouldn’t,” Mary said.

“I’ll let you have him for four weeks and after that you can come over once a week and you and I can play with both of them,” Ms. Chapman said by way of negotiation.

“Uh… oh… wow, four weeks?”

“Yes.”

“Okay,” Mary said.

“You keep that fucking head up, faggot,” Ms. Chapman reminded me.

I felt soft hands manipulating my balls, pulling on them and fondling them. It felt great but I knew she was just threading them through the band. Suddenly she must have let it loose because I felt a sharp pain. I jumped and screamed into my gag.

“They never like that part,” Mary laughed.

I looked down and saw they were already dark red and turning purple. I started to cry.

“How long does it take?” Ms. Chapman asked.

“They’ll be dead in a few hours and will fall off on their own eventually in a few weeks,” Mary said. “Since I’ll have him for that time, I can monitor his progress and take care of any complications.”

“That sounds great,” Ms. Chapman said. “Get down, Faggot.”

I climbed off the table in a daze. My world had been bad for two years but now it felt like it was over.

“Kiss your wife goodbye, Faggot,” Ms. Chapman said.

Still in a daze I crawled over to where my wife was kneeling. I could see that she was crying at my loss. I leaned in to kiss her beautiful lips.

“What the fuck do you think you are doing, Faggot,” Ms. Chapman screamed. “You know you are never allowed to kiss her on her lips. Are you just plain stupid? Cunt turn around and stick your ass up!”

My wife did as she was told. Her beautiful naked ass was in my face.

“That’s where animals like you two kiss each other,” Ms. Chapman said smugly. “Now get that tongue right in there and give her asshole a nice lick.”

In another life I liked doing that, but it had always been a precursor to bigger and better things like us fucking. Now it was just Ms. Chapman wanting to degrade me. I burrowed in and licked it.

“Now change places,” she demanded.

We did and I felt my wife’s soft tongue caress my ass. In spite of the degradation if felt heavenly.

“Can you imagine being in a position where you’d ever do such a degrading thing?” Ms. Chapman asked Mary.

“Never in a million years,” Mary replied.

“I told you they were animals,” Ms. Chapman laughed, “so, get over feeling squeamish and just do whatever you want to with him.”

“What can’t I do?” Mary asked.

“Well, I’d prefer if you don’t permanently maim him or kill him,” Ms. Chapman said. “Other than that, do whatever floats your boat.”

Ms. Chapman attached a leash to my permanent collar and handed to Mary.

“Have fun, sweetie,” Ms. Chapman said, giving her a kiss on the cheek. “See you in four weeks.”

“Come, Faggot,” Ms. Mary said sternly. “I have a few itches I need scratched.”

I followed her out to her car.




Chapter Six

The Toy Trunk

 

I stood looking at the trunk full of toys. Sex toys. Whips, collars, dildoes, handcuffs, shock collars, male chastity belts, gags… the list went on and on. I didn’t understand. I had been living with Marsha for three years and had never even seen this trunk much less the things it contained and more importantly the things that having such stuff implied. This was serious female domination paraphernalia and in our entire three years we had never engaged in anything but vanilla sex.

More importantly, in those three years, I had never seen this trunk. I thought I knew everything about her, but this was more than a surprise. Had she been hiding the trunk and just now forgotten to make sure it was tucked away? Or was I supposed to find it? 

I didn’t know if it had been intentional for her to have me discover it, but I did know that the idea that she might be into some kink involving female domination really struck a chord. I was… well, truthfully, my dick was ready to play if that was her intention.

Of course, it wasn’t as if she had left it out in the open for me to find. In fact, it had been tucked way in the back of her closet and if she hadn’t asked me to try and find her high heeled leather boots for our outing tonight, I might never have discovered it. Now, however, that the cat was out of the bag, there was no way I was going to pretend that I hadn’t found it. In fact, I had pulled the trunk out into the center of our bedroom and had all it’s tempting items out and available waiting for her arrival.

I heard her before she even got to the bedroom.

“Robert, did you find my boots?” she asked.

I kept my mouth shut and waited for her to enter our bedroom. When she did, she stopped and cocked her head.

“Oh,” she giggled.

“Oh?” I asked. “Is that all you have to say?”

“What am I supposed to say?” she said.

“You might want to explain this,” I said, gesturing at all the items I had spread out.

“Really?” she asked. “Why don’t you explain why it is that you’ve been snooping in my stuff.”

“I was looking for your boots, just like you asked,” I said.

“Oh, were they in that trunk?” she laughed.

“God damn it, Marsha,” I snapped, “you know perfectly well they weren’t in the trunk. I found the trunk looking for them and I want to know…”

“You found it and decided to invade my privacy,” she interrupted. “Is that it?”

She was right. I had really no business pawing through her things but now that the cat was out of the bag, I wanted answers. I hung my head contritely.

“I’m sorry, Marsha,” I said, “I found it and…”

“You just couldn’t resist snooping,” she said, finishing my sentence.

“Maybe I did, but we’ve been together three years and I never… I mean I can’t… I…”

“What are you trying to say, Robert?” she asked.

“What is this stuff?” I asked.

She laughed and said, “I know full good and well that you know exactly what that stuff is, and I can also see by the tent in your pants that you like what you see.”

“I… uh, I…”

“What’s your question, Robert?” she asked.

“Why do you have this stuff?”

“It’s from an earlier time in my life,” she answered.

“Were you a dominatrix?” I asked.

“No, not really” she laughed.

“Well, did you use this stuff on your last boyfriend?” I asked.

“Yes, I did, at the end of our relationship,” she said. “He… uh… asked me to.”

I didn’t know what else to say so I just looked at her.

“I see that your little pee pee is kind of standing up,” she laughed, “is this something that turns you on?”

It was. I liked our relationship and the sex we enjoyed but getting into some kink to spice up our relationship was high on my list. I wanted to pursue this.

“Do you think we could… uh… maybe play with these things sometime?” I asked.

“No,” she said firmly.

“But…”

“It’s not a game,” she said. “It can’t be just a fantasy that is meaningless.” 

“Huh?”

“It’s not a game, Robert,” she said again. “If we were just pretending then how would that be anything but just a phony play-acting scene where whenever one of us got bored, we could just call a halt?”

“But…”

“I get it that the idea excites you but I’m not willing to ‘play’ at it,” she said.

“It does excite me, a lot,” I said. “What do I have to do to… uh… make it so that we can…”

“Use some of these things?” she said, finishing my sentence.

“Yes!”

“Take off your clothes, get down on your knees and beg me to take you as my slave,” she said.

“Marsha!” I shouted. “You can’t be serious.”

“Did you find my boots?” she asked.

“Huh?”

“Did you find my boots?” she asked again. “I thought we might go to that new club on the west side of…”

“What is it with those god damn boots?” I yelled.

“I thought we might go out tonight and…”

“Why?” I asked.

She looked at me much like a cat must look at a mouse.

“Why what, Robert?” she asked.

“Why do I have to…?”

“I told you why, Robert” she said. “It needs to be… real.”

“Tell me again what I have to do, please,” I said.

“You need to take off all of your clothes, get down on your knees and beg me to take you as my slave,” she said.

I looked at her in disbelief, but my god damn dick was trying to rupture my pants. The idea of submitting to her and spicing up our sex life was winning. I wanted this badly.

“Did you find my boots?’ she asked sweetly.

That was it for me. I ripped my clothes off, dropped to my knees and begged, “Please, Marsha, please take me as your slave.”

She looked down at me with an expression of disdain that shot a torrent of desire to my groin that it nearly doubled me over. I was so ready for whatever she had planned.

“Turn around and give me your hands,” she said.

I did as she asked. She cuffed me and over the next few minutes I was festooned with so many things from the trunk that here was no way I could ever escape without her assistance. She stepped back with a huge smile of satisfaction.

“Let me tell you how this is going to work,” she said, smacking at my engorged penis. “You are now my slave and as such you have no rights. I plan to train you until you are the perfect slave and then sell you.”

“But, Marsha…”

She slapped my face.

“You are never to speak again unless responding to a direct question, is that clear?” she asked coldly.

This new side of her scared me and I didn’t know how to react, so I just nodded.

“This thing,” she said, slapping my dick again, “belongs to me and is never going to have an orgasm ever again. You probably think I’m kidding or that somehow you will sneak a beat off session in when I’m not looking but you have no idea how serious I am. I am going to give you a choice right now. You can beg me to place a permanent chastity device on that useless thing or I can leave it to you to never ever touch it. If you choose door number two and I ever catch you playing with yourself I will cut it off. Do you understand that?”

I was in shock. Cut it off? What the hell had I gotten myself into. This wasn’t what I expected or wanted. I raised my hand.

“I assume that you are raising your hand because you want to say something or ask a question,” she said.

I nodded.

“I’m going to allow it just this once,” she said, “but, frankly I never care a bit about anything a slave wants or needs so don’t even ever try it again. What?”

“I’m sorry, Marsha, I was totally confused about this slave thing. I guess I thought that we… Well, I was wrong, and I want to change my mind,” I said. “I love you and I want to forget the past few minutes and go back to the way we were if that’s okay with you.”

“It’s not,” she snapped. “Now, crawl over here and let’s start on your oral training.”

“But, Marsha, please, I…”

“If you persist in ignoring the no speaking rule, I’ll cut your tongue out,” she said. “Now, get the fuck over here and lick.” 

I crawled over and put my mouth between her legs. She grabbed the back of my head and pulled me in. As I began working on her pussy as if my life depended on it, which I was coming to believe wasn’t that far off reality, she placed a call on her cell.

The call picked up and I could faintly hear the other party say, “Hello?”

“Hi, Tommy, it’s me,” she said.

“Marsha? Is that you?”

“It is,” she said.

“What do you need, baby?” he asked.

“I need you to come fuck me,” she said. “Now!”

“You said you’d retired,” Tommy said.

“I know, I did but…”

“An opportunity came along?” Tommy joked.

“Sort of.”

“I thought you were in a committed relationship,” Tommy said.

“I am… was but…”

“The stupid bastard decided that he wanted to be a pretend slave, huh?” Tommy laughed.

“Um.”

“But you don’t do pretend, do you, Marsha?” Tommy laughed.

“Can you just get over here and fuck me?” my wife demanded.

“On my way, darling,” Tommy said. “Where is the lucky guy going to be?”

“I’ll put him under the bed,” my wife said.

 

***

 

Three hours later, after I had been treated to a marathon fuck fest involving her and Tommy and he had finally gone home, she dragged me out from under the bed and forced me to lick his cum from her pussy and her ass.

“I know this wasn’t exactly what you expected when you found my trunk,” she said, “but I’m glad you found it and that we ended up like this. Tomorrow we will start your training in earnest.”

I began crying and shaking my head. I wanted my life back. She patted my head and kissed my cheek.

“I’ll let you in on a little secret, slave,” she said softly. “I kind of made sure that my trunk was where you’d find it and I knew you couldn’t resist looking inside. I knew that you’d jump at the chance to become my slave.”

Despite her admonishments against talking I couldn’t resist whispering, “Why?”

“I was bored,” she said.




Chapter Seven

Hold Your Head Up

 

It was a short walk next door to our good friends Bob and Cindy’s house for an evening of drinks, snacks and conversation. As I went to ring the doorbell my wife, Mary, stopped me.

“She said to just come right in, John,” my wife said. “She thought they might be in the kitchen, finishing up, and didn’t want to have to stop and answer the door.”

I grabbed the doorknob instead and pushed the door open. What greeted me was a total shock. Bob was strung up in the corner, naked and Cindy was beating his ass with a cane. We both stopped and stared.

“You fucking little piece of shit,” Cindy screamed, wailing on Bob’s now bleeding ass with her cane. “You just couldn’t be obedient and dutiful for once, so we could have a nice normal evening with friends. You had to…”

That’s when she noticed us standing there. She dropped the cane and held out her hands placatingly.

“I’m sorry you had to see that,” she said. “I didn’t realize how late it had gotten and…”

“We can go,” I interrupted, noticing that something about the scene was causing my dick to stir.

“Nonsense,” Cindy said. “The cat is out of the bag now. Why don’t you sit down while I finish up?”

I stood like a stone, but my wife grabbed my hand and dragged me to the couch. Cindy let poor Bob down and dragged him to where the coffee table normally went. As he turned toward us, I could see a ring in his nose and some contraption on his prick with a lock on it. Cindy put him on his hands and knees with his head up, staring into space. She then plopped down on the couch and promptly rested her legs on his back.

By now I had a raging hard-on which both women noticed. My wife let her hand drift to my crotch, which only made things worse. Cindy snorted.

“Do you know why I make him hold his head up when he’s in this position?” she asked me.

“Uh…”

“He is required to hold it like that so that if I happen to have a gentleman friend visiting who needs a blow job, Bob’s mouth is perfectly positioned,” she laughed. “I see that maybe you could use some relief. Would you like to use him?”

By now my dick was trying to break free of my jeans and my wife’s ministrations were causing me to lose my brainpower. I still had enough to realize that whipping it out and shoving it into Bob’s mouth was probably a very bad idea. I shook my head no.

“Well, if you change your mind the offer still stands,” she said sweetly, “Bob gives a mean blow job.”

I leaned into my wife’s ear and whispered that I really wanted to go home. She gave me a funny look, laughed and looked at Cindy and said, “We have to be going, Cindy, I think John needs some attention.”

We said our goodbyes, left and double timed it back to our house. Mary took my hand, led me to the couch, sat down and pulled me to stand in front of her.

“Why don’t you lose those clothes, big boy,” she said seductively.

I was naked in under thirty seconds.

“Kneel here in front of me,” she said.

I dropped to my knees and her hand snaked out and captured my raging hard-on. 

“Did you like that?” she asked.

I was occupied with her hand on my dick and wasn’t sure what she meant so I grunted, “Huh?”

“What you saw and Bob and Cindy’s, did you like it?” she asked.

“Uh, yeah.”

“Did it excite you to see Bob like that?” she asked, stroking me harder.

“Uh…”

“Would you like to be my footstool?” she asked.

Right now, I would have agreed to anything, so I grunted out a yes. She pulled me around to where I was on my hands and knees in front of her. She still had her hand stroking my dick.

“Now, I want you to keep your head up,” she said.

I raised my head and concentrated on her ministrations.

“Do you know why I want you to keep your head up?” she asked.

“Uh…”

“I want you to keep your head up for the same reason that Cindy makes Bob keep his head up. I want you to keep your head up so that if I happen to have a gentleman friend over who wants a blow job you will be in position to take care of him,” she said increasing her pace.

Something about that visual brought a sharp pang of desire to my crotch and I almost went over the top. The image was so intense that I dropped my head. Mary let go of my dick, grabbed my balls and squeezed.

“I told you to keep your head up,” she said angrily. “Don’t make me tell you again.”

I raised my head and her hand returned to stroking me. In a few minutes I was close again. I guess she could tell because she removed her hand and put her feet up on my back.

“Let’s let you cool down for a minute,” she said, picking up her magazine.

I started to get antsy after only a couple of minutes. She then removed one foot from my back and began rubbing my dick with it. It wasn’t quite as much stimulation as her hand, but it felt nice. I started humping her foot and in the process my head dropped again. The reaction was instantaneous. She dropped her feet to the floor and grabbed my balls so forcefully that I almost collapsed.

“I warned you to keep your head up,” she screeched. “I warned you to not make me tell you again.”

Her hand had a death grip on my balls. I couldn’t move while I felt her wrap something like a steel wire around them, stand up, attach two metal clips in my nostrils and thread the wire through my ass cheeks, attach it and pull it tight. The effect was to force me to keep my head up to keep from pulling painfully on my balls and my nostrils.

“Now, I want you to remain like that until I finish my article,” she said, picking up her magazine and settling back on the couch with her feet on my back.

I held my position for the next fifteen minutes. Every minute or so her foot would engage my cock long enough for it to remain hard. When she finally put her magazine down, I was trembling with need. She leaned forward and put her hand back on my dick and began stroking.

“Put your hands behind your back,” she said sweetly.

It was awkward, but I eased back a bit and did it. I felt her fumbling with my hands and presently she had cuffed my hands behind me.

“Stand up,” she ordered.

I really had no choice, so I did as she asked. She pulled me to the corner of the room.

“Put your nose in the corner and don’t move,” she said.

I did as she asked. I felt her grab my dick and for a moment I thought that finally she was going to stroke me to completion but instead I felt a horrible pain on the end of my cock. I couldn’t look down because of the lead from my balls to my nostrils but it felt like an alligator clip had been placed on my frenum. In front of me I could see an eye hook, and, in a few seconds, she threaded a thin rope through it and pulled. The pain on the end of my dick was immediate. 

“Up on your toes,” she demanded.

When she was happy that I was stretched up as far as I could she tied the rope off.

“I can see that you are still enjoying this,” she said, slapping my still erect penis.

“M…Mary, I…”

“Shut your fucking mouth,” she snapped. “I could see at Cindy’s that you liked this. You are just like that wimp, Bob, you get all turned on by being abused and controlled.”

She put a collar around my neck saying, “I’m sick of you trying to speak so this collar is a dog shock collar that will shock you if you try to talk.”

“But…,” was all I managed before a ring of fire encircled my neck. It was all I could do to remain upright.

I wanted to tell her that she was wrong, but now it was impossible for me to speak. My whole being was focused on not hurting my cock and not destroying my balls. I was concentrating on trying to think of a way to let her know that she was wrong and that I didn’t like what was going on when the phone rang.

“Hello,” she answered.

My legs started to cramp.

“Yes, Cindy, it went just like you said,” my wife purred. “I now have him in the corner on his toes and I was just going to shed some clothes to get comfortable and then give him his first whipping.”

I was in shock. My first whipping? This had been planned?

“Thank you, Cindy,” she said. “Maybe tomorrow we can get together, and I can show you how obedient he has become. Love you too. Good night.”

She hung up the phone and stripped down to just her panties. She picked up what looked like a dressage whip and came over to me.

“That was Cindy,” my wife said softly in my ear. “She said that she could tell that this was what you wanted. That you wanted to be controlled like Bob. That you wanted to serve me and let me have other guys fuck me and…”

Her voice trailed off as she went off into some world of her own. I tried to shake my head to let her know that she was wrong but the way she had me trussed up prevented it. I began to cry.

“Oh, baby,” she said, touching my still rock-hard dick, “we are going to have so much fun.”

The next half hour was hell. She whipped me until my ass was bleeding all the while telling me how much I loved what she was doing. When she tired of that she used an industrial punch to pierce my septum and insert a solid ring through it, released the horrible clip on my penis and the tether between my balls and my nostrils, put my penis in some kind of device, let me kneel in front of her, clipped a leash to my nose ring and then led me crawling behind her on my knees to our bedroom.

“It’s time for you to show me some appreciation for everything I’ve done for you tonight to make your fantasies come to life,” she said, stripping off her panties and using the leash to pull my face into her crotch.

They weren’t my fantasies, but they were clearly hers. I had little choice but to do as she asked so I dutifully licked her. She must have been really worked up by what she had done to me because it was less than twenty seconds before she erupted into a howling orgasm. I kept licking because she hadn’t pushed me away and she hadn’t told me to stop. The second one came in only another two minutes. Then, she pushed me away.

“Wow,” she gushed. “I wish you had let me know sooner that you wanted this.”

I shook my head vigorously to let her know she was wrong. She laughed.

“Bullshit,” she said, nudging my trapped dick with her foot. “Penises don’t lie.”

Of course, being so close to her pussy and giving her such pleasure had aroused me. I shook my head again. She giggled.

“You can pretend all you like that you don’t want this, but I know better,” she said. “This is your new life, so you’d better get used to it.”

With that she pushed me down on the floor by the bed, attached the end of the leash to her ankle, pulled the covers over her and turned out the light.

“You’d better not move during the night and wake me,” she said, “or what I’ve done so far will seem like child’s play.”

She was snoring with a minute while I lay there in shock and pain.

 

Part Two

 

I must have fallen asleep because the next thing that happened was a fierce tug on my nose ring that was so painful that I yelped which caused the collar to shock me.

“Get up here and give me some wake-up kisses,” my wife said pulling firmly on the leash.

I struggled up and buried my face between her legs. Two orgasms later she pushed me away.

“Kneel up and put your head back,” she ordered.

I did as she asked wondering what new indignity she planned for me now. It didn’t take long. She stood up, placed a funnel in my mouth and then straddled it. Oh my god! She was going to pee in my mouth!

“Don’t you dare move or spill a drop or I’ll string you back up in the corner, whip you until you are bleeding and then leave you there until lunchtime,” she said coldly. “Of course, when I have you properly trained, we will dispense with this funnel.”

I was ashamed and lowered my eyes waiting for her to use me as her personal urinal.

“Eyes up!” she demanded. “You will look into my eyes as I relieve myself, is that clear?”

I nodded slightly and looked up into her smirking face. She had a cold cruel look that I had never seen in her before. I shuddered. 

“Cindy told me that you would love this,” she said. “I can see by your wiggling that she was right.”

My wiggling was my body reacting in total disgust to what she was about to do but she clearly chose to read it the way that suited her preconceived notions. She began to pee and I was so ashamed I couldn’t help myself and looked down. She stopped, removed the funnel and bitch slapped me.

“If I have to stop again it’s the corner,” she sneered. “Now look up and keep looking up.”

I did as she asked. The taste was horrible and the act was degrading but I kept looking at her and was careful not to spill any of her precious seed. When she finished, she had me crawl on my knees behind her to the kitchen.

“Once I’m sure I can trust you, I intend that you will be doing all of the chores around here including fixing my breakfast,” she said. “For now, I want you to crouch underneath the table and consume whatever scraps I throw down for you to eat.”

Halfway through breakfast, when I had managed to lick up some egg scraps and a toast crust, the phone rang.

“Hi, Cindy,” she gushed, “you were so right about him. He wants this so badly. I can’t believe I was so blind as to not see what a total wimp he is.”

She listened for a while and then said, “That sounds perfect! See you about six.”

After she finished her call, she dragged me out from under the table, back to the corner and strung me up again with my nose ring pulled taut causing me to stand on my toes.

“I think an hour will be good for you and then I’ll give you a five-minute break,” she said, leaving me to my misery. 

She alternated an hour on and five minutes off until lunchtime when she allowed me to eat scraps again under the table. The rest of the afternoon was a bit easier as she chained me up in her closet while she left to go shopping.

 

Part Three

 

She returned at four in a happy mood. She released me from the closet and had me bathe and dress her, after which I served as her footstool while she spent a half hour fussing with her makeup and talking to me.

“I’m so glad I found out about your little fetish,” she purred while using one hand to lightly caress my balls. “We are going to have so much fun exploring all of your twisted needs and desires.”

I still couldn’t speak because of the collar but I tried to let her know my displeasure but shaking my head. She laughed and spanked my ass with her hairbrush.

“Cindy said you would pretend that you hated what I was doing so that you would feel forced into doing all of the things you’ve dreamed about,” my wife said. “Don’t worry, sweetie, I’ll make sure that I never let you trick me into believing your resistance is actually real.”

I slowly shook my head in defeat. She laughed again.

When she finished her makeup, she led me back into the living room and positioned me again in front of the couch, attaching the nose clips in my nose, pulling the lead tight and attaching it around my balls again.

“I hope I can get you trained to remember to hold your head up soon,” she said, “so we can dispense with this training device.”

I grunted my displeasure but all that got me was a ring of fire around my neck. She leaned in and kissed my cheek.

“I have guests coming, John,” she said. “I expect you on your best behavior. You do not want to experience what I will do if you disappoint me, do you understand?”

I nodded as best as I could considering the cruel thing holding my head up. Just then the doorbell rang, and she went off to answer it. 

“Cindy,” I heard my wife exclaim, “I’m so glad that you and your little maggot could come and see how John is coming along.”

I wanted to crawl into a hole and die thinking of Cindy seeing me like this. I had always secretly lusted after her and had subtly tried to give her signals that I was available if she wanted to fool around. Now I was going to be reduced to the same worm status as her husband in her eyes.

“That’s really clever, Mary,” I heard Cindy say. “It certainly solves the problem of making sure he holds his head up. You can’t believe how many beatings I had to give Bob before it became second nature.”

I could see in the hall mirror that she was leading Bob in on all fours like a dog. She positioned him in front of the couch like I was but with his ass backed up to mine. I then felt her attach something to my balls and realized that she had wired Bob’s balls and mine together, so we were trapped in position butt to butt with our heads up until someone let us go.

“The boys should be getting here anytime,” Cindy said.

“The boys?” my mind screamed. “They had guys coming?”

Before I had fully digested that piece of news the doorbell rang and both women scampered off to answer it. I heard a lot of giggling and what sounded like kissing and then they were back. In the mirror I could see our diminutive wives, accompanied by two very large good looking black guys.

“These are our… well, technically I guess they are our husbands but, as you can see, they are really nothing more than our slaves,” Cindy said.

“Why do you have them trussed up like that with their heads up?” I heard one of the guys ask.

“Whenever I’m home I keep my husband in this position so, in case I have a male friend over who wants a blow job, his mouth is perfectly positioned,” Cindy said. “Mary’s husband has just started his training which is why she has him in that little helper device to make sure his mouth is perfectly situated also.”

“Oh.”

“I know the plan was for us to go out to dinner and then dancing before coming back here for some… uh, fun,” Cindy said, “but, I think it would start the evening off on a good note if you boys took some of the sexual pressure off of yourselves so that it can build up again while we are out. What do you think?”

“What did you have in mind?” one of the guys asked.

“Mary and I would really get turned on by watching the two of you face fuck our slaves,” Cindy said. We’ll sit on the couch and watch and the one of you who busts his nut first will get a very special reward later.”

They didn’t need to be asked twice. I soon found myself with a giant black dick staring me in the face. I wanted to puke. My wife sat down on the couch, leaned in and licked my cheek.

“You better make this nice for him if you know what’s good for you,” she said, “and I want you to hold his cum in your mouth until I tell you to swallow, got it?”

The next five minutes were the worst I have ever experienced. Beside the fact that the whole thing was disgusting and degrading, his schlong was so big I was choking. The upshot was that choking caused the collar to fire which caused me to spasm which my abuser loved. In fact, I was sure that he intentionally forced me to choke in order to increase his pleasure. He finally shot what felt like gallons of cum into my mouth which I dutifully kept there.

“Let me see,” my wife said after he pulled out.

I opened my mouth carefully so that she could see the cum floating in it.

“That is absolutely lovely,” she laughed. “You looked like you were born to suck cock. We are going out now. We should be back in three or four hours. I’m going to ask to see that again when I get back and it better all still be there.”

“Oh my god!” I thought.

“That goes for you also, Bob,” Cindy said. “When we get back, we’ll check and then we will graciously let you boys have a cum swap fest so you can each sample some of both of these fine gentlemen’s seed.”

“A cum swap fest?” I shuddered. “I have to trade spit with Bob?”

“And then, later, we’ll let you boys do cleanup on our cunts after these nice men have had their way with us,” my wife said. “Perhaps we can switch, and you can clean Cindy. I know how much you’ve lusted after Cindy’s pussy, John. This will be your big chance.”

I did lust after Cindy’s pussy but not like that. Not as a lacky forced to lick another man’s cum from a pussy that I wanted to unload in. My level of disgust went up another notch. 

With that they left us kneeling in position with mouths full of cum and the prospect of nothing but hell in the future.




Chapter Eight

Marriage Counselor

 

“Alex, I think we should go to a marriage counselor,” my wife said completely out of the blue.

“A marriage counselor?” I blurted. “For what, Mira? Were you thinking that you might stop seeing Jack on the side?”

“No, of course not,” she said. “I think we might be able to work on some of the things I’ve asked you to do that you won’t do for me.”

“The last two were over-the-top,” I sneered. “No self-respecting husband would ever…”

“That’s what I mean,” she interrupted. “You have no feelings for my needs.”

“I don’t see how going to a marriage counselor will have any effect on changing my mind regarding your last two ridiculous requests,” I said.

“Could we at least try?” she asked moving close and stroking me. “It means a lot to me. So much that I will agree that if it comes out that the best thing is for me to give up my boyfriend then I will.”

I couldn’t imagine any reputable marriage counselor that would think that it was healthy for one party in a marriage to be seeing someone else, so I agreed to go.

 

***

 

The next day we drove to an upscale part of town and turned into a lovely ranch house. I looked at my wife.

“Doesn’t she have an office?” I asked.

“Home office,” my wife said, brushing off the question.

We were met at the door by a super good-looking woman in a black bare midriff blouse, tight pink skirt and killer heels. She didn’t fit my preconceived notion of what a marriage counselor would look like.

“Mira, I’m so glad you convinced him to come,” the woman gushed, giving my wife a huge hug.

“This is Alex, my husband,” my wife said, “and this is our counselor, Ms. Goodrich.”

I shook hands and followed the two women into the house. I couldn’t keep my eyes from looking at Ms. Goodrich’s incredible ass which was quite mesmerizing. In fact, I was practically drooling. When we got to the living room she turned around and looked at me.

“You’re not too sure of this are you, Alex?” she asked me.

“Uh… not really but I thought…”

“You don’t trust me do you, Alex?” she interrupted.

“Well…”

“Why don’t we start first with something to build your trust?” she asked.

“I guess.”

“I want you to hold your hands out straight in front of you with the palms facing each other,” she said.

I lifted my arms and did as she asked.

“Now close your eyes tightly and tell me what you remember about how I’m dressed,” she said.

That was easy, but I knew I had to be careful, I couldn’t go on-and-on about how sexy she looked or actually get her clothing correct. I really needed to be cautious, so it didn’t look like I was slobbering all over her, which, of course, I was.

“Let me think,” I began, “you, uh… had on some… kind of a black top and…”

Just then what felt like handcuffs snapped closed on my wrists. My eyes flew open and I could see they were handcuffs with a sturdy chain attached. Ms. Goodrich turned and walked to a control box on the wall, pushed a button and the chain began retracting into the ceiling, eventually pulling me along and then up toward the ceiling. When I was straining on my toes, she removed her hand from the button.

“What’s going on?” I asked. “I didn’t agree to this. You need to let me down this instant.”

The two women ignored my complaints and immediately set about cutting my clothes off me. When I was completely naked, Ms. Goodrich walked over and sat on the couch while my wife leaned in and kissed my cheek.

“Do you remember those two little things I asked you to do for me?” she said sweetly.

“Of course I do,” I snapped, “and they weren’t little.”

“What were they?” she asked.

“You wanted me to agree to wear a chastity belt and to give Jack blow jobs whenever he wanted them,” I said.

“Well, that’s why we’re here, sweetie,” she said, “to get you to agree to those simple little things that will make our marriage so much better.”

“I told you before that I have no intention of doing either,” I said coldly. “It makes no sense that I should be the one to wear a chastity belt. After all I’m not the one cheating.”

“But you masturbate all the time and it feels like cheating to me,” she pouted. “I need to feel that you are being a good boy when I’m off with Jack and that’s the only thing that will make me feel secure.”

“That’s crazy, Mira,” I said, “you’re off cheating but you feel the need to not have to worry about me beating off which, by-the-way, is not cheating, and the other thing that’s beyond crazy is you expecting me to give that asshole blow jobs.”

“I explained that, Alex,” she said. “You know I don’t give blow jobs, I hate doing that and Jack is a normal healthy alpha male and he needs blow jobs from time to time.”

“Really? What about me?” I asked.

“That puny little thing doesn’t need blow jobs,” she said dismissively.

“But you think I should do that for him?” I asked incredulously.

“To make our marriage better,” she said.

“No! Let me down right now. I’m done,” I said.

“Alex, I need to ask you something very seriously,” my wife said.

“Let me down!”

“First I need to ask you something.”

“What?”

“Will you agree to wear a chastity belt and give Jack blow jobs?” she asked.

“Are you crazy, Mira?” I screamed. “I already said no. That means never!”

“I need you to agree or I’m going to have to leave you here with Ms. Goodrich for… marriage counseling,” my wife said.

“Leave me here?” I asked. “Are you insane? You can’t do that.”

“Yes or no. Alex?”

“Mira… please…”

“I guess that’s a no,” my wife said, shaking her head.

She walked over to the couch and looked down on Ms. Goodrich.

“When should I come back to pick him up?” she asked.

“Two weeks,” Ms. Goodrich said. “It actually will probably only take one, but I like to have a little fun after I have them broken.”

“Okay.”

My wife walked back over to where I was hanging, fondled my dick, kissed my cheek and said, “I guess the next time I see you this will be locked up and you will be begging me to suck Jack’s dick.”

“Mira, why are you doing this?” I asked.

“Why, to make our marriage better, Alex. Isn’t that why anyone would go to a marriage counselor?” she asked.

With that she gave Ms. Goodrich a peck on the cheek and was gone. I looked in horror at the woman who had complete control of me and shivered in fear. She got off the couch and came over to me.

“I think you made a horrible mistake, Alex,” she said. “Your wife gave you a simple choice. Agree to her quite reasonable demands or… me. I think as our time together unfolds you will realize that you should have agreed. But, you didn’t and now I’m going to use some counseling to convince you otherwise.”

I doubted that her use of the word counseling was the accepted use, but I kept my mouth shut waiting to see what she had planned.

“My problem is that my methods are so effective that you will probably be begging me within the first few… well, I was going to say minutes, but you might be stronger than you look so let’s say hours,” she said. “Even so, where’s the fun for me if you realize your mistake so quickly. I need the pleasure of breaking you to go on far longer than I think you will stand so…”

She stuffed a gag in my mouth, followed by wrapping my face with duct tape, leaving my nose to breathe through.

“There,” she said with satisfaction, “any time that you want to agree that you are willing to wear a chastity belt permanently and such your wife’s boyfriend’s dick whenever he wants just politely tell me so.”

My bladder let loose realizing that his sadistic bitch was planning on torturing me without letting me agree to her demands. She clearly didn’t care that I might have a change of heart and want to stop the pain. I was already beaten. I was ready to agree to my wife’s demands and whatever else I was asked. I began moaning and nodding my head and begging with my eyes. She laughed.

“Oh, are we scared?” she giggled. “Well, you should be. The next few days are going to be… the worst thing that has ever happened to you.”

Days?

 

***

 

She kept me hanging there for four days using various whips and other forms of pain producing implements on me. She didn’t feed me, but she did give me water. I was a broken man when she finally let me down, took the gag out and asked me, “So, Alex, tell me what you think about chastity and sucking dick.”

“Oh, please, Ms. Goodrich,” I blubbered, “please put me in chastity and let me suck my wife’s boyfriend’s dick.”

“Is that what you really want?” she asked.

“Yes, please,” I begged, “please call my wife and tell her that I will do whatever she asks of me. Please call her and have her take me home.”

“Not just yet, sweet boy,” she laughed. “I need you to show me just how much you really want to go home.”

I didn’t know what she wanted so I looked at her blankly.

“I think you need to spend the next week or so showing me how good you are with that tongue after I put that little thing between your legs in that chastity device that you want so badly,” she said.

“Yes, Miss, thank you, Miss,” I blathered.

“And, of course, I’ll need to train you properly in the proper way to give blow jobs,” she said matter-of-factly. “Luckily I have several well-hung friends who will be happy to help me with your training.”

 

***

 

The next week was a blur. A serious nightmare of me licking pussy and sucking dick when she wasn’t whipping me or training me to serve her as her domestic servant. The days always started with her dragging me from my cage and leading me into the living room to service her pussy so, when the last day came, I didn’t know until I was halfway across the living room and saw my wife sitting on the couch. It was a break in my training, but I couldn’t help myself. I pulled free from Ms. Goodrich, crawled to my wife and began kissing her bare knees.

“Wow,” my wife gushed, looking at Ms. Goodrich, “quite a change. You seem to have worked wonders with his attitude.”

“Show her your useless appendage,” Ms. Goodrich said to me.

I sprang backward, spread my legs and shoved my crotch out as I had been taught. My wife clapped her hands and laughed.

“Now tell her,” Ms. Goodrich said coldly.

“Please, Miss Mira, please keep me in chastity for as long as you want,” I said.

“If that’s what you really want, Alex,” my wife said solemnly.

“And the rest, fag-boy,” Ms. Goodrich prompted.

“And please give me the honor of sucking Jack’s dick whenever he wants some special relief,” I chanted the mantra that had been drilled into me.

“As you wish,” my wife said, “but actually I dumped the asshole, so you’ll have to make do with whoever the next one is.”

I hung my head. My wife stood up, grabbed my leash in preparation to leading me out when Ms. Goodrich made the move that we had both been expecting. She wrapped her left arm around my wife’s body, holding her in place, while her right hand came out from behind her with a rag that she slapped over my wife’s mouth. My wife began to struggle but the chloroform-soaked rag was too much, and she started to sag. 

I calmly reached into my wife’s purse for the hypo that I knew would be there, jabbed it into Ms. Goodrich’s thigh and pushed the plunger. Ms. Goodrich looked down in surprise, abandoned her attempt to fully subdue my wife with chloroform and used her right hand to pull the needle from her leg. It was too late, and she collapsed onto the floor. My wife sagged onto the couch, taking deep breaths to clear her head.

“Well,” she said shakily, “that went just as we expected, didn’t it?”

“It did,” I agreed.

“Get some of her stuff and chain her up,” my wife said. “The movers will be here shortly.”

I used some of the horrible shackles and hobble chains that the bitch had used on me and for good measure I gagged her. I took the chain containing the key to my chastity device from around her neck and was just about to insert in in the lock to remove the hateful thing from my dick when my wife spoke up.

“Let me see that for a second, will you?” she asked.

I handed her the key and chain which she promptly placed around her neck. I looked at her.

“I need that key to take this thing off,” I said calmly.

“I kind of like it,” my wife said. “During your training Ms. Goodrich sent me videos regularly and I have to say seeing you frustrated and forced to perform like a trained seal got me super excited. I think I want you to wear it.”

“That wasn’t what we decided when I agreed to help you trap this bitch who kidnapped your friend,” I said.

“I don’t care,” she said. “I want you locked up.”

“But…”

“And if I don’t get what I want I might just actually go out and find a boyfriend for you to give blow jobs to,” she said.

I didn’t like the look in her eye and I certainly didn’t like the prospect of permanent chastity. But I really didn’t like the idea of her getting a boyfriend and me becoming a cum dump. I was screwed. I hung my head in defeat and she laughed.

“While we’re waiting for the movers why don’t you just kneel down here in front of me and show me some of that oral training that I’ve been told you are so very good at,” she said, spreading her legs, grabbing my leash and pulling me into her crotch.




Chapter Nine

The Bet

 

I had been at the club all night waiting to play and now it was my turn at the table. I had spent almost the entire time watching an incredibly sexy older woman, whom I knew in passing, totally destroy the guys before me, that is, I knew her name, but we had never been introduced. Regardless, I was a great top board player and I had watched her play for more than two hours. I knew her strengths and I knew her weaknesses. I knew I could beat her. I stepped up and smiled.

“Bet?” she asked.

That was a bit strange because she hadn’t bet with anyone before me. The stakes were always the loser had to by the winner a beer. I looked at her quizzically.

“How about a friendly bet on the outcome?” she asked.

“A bet?”

“Yeah, like I’m so sure I can take you I’m willing to bet one thousand dollars that I will win,” she said.

“Thelma, I don’t have a thousand dollars,” I said.

“Aren’t you sure that you can beat me?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“So, it’s a sure thing so, why not bet me?” she asked.

“I don’t have a thousand dollars,” I said.

“All right, I’ll bet you a thousand against you serving me for twenty-four hours,” she said.

“Serving you?” I asked.

“Yes, if I win you have to come to my house and do whatever I want for a day,” she said.

“What does ‘do whatever you want’ mean?” I asked.

“I don’t know,” she laughed, “like, clean my house, or serve me drinks or… lick my pussy,” she said, seductively.

The last one got my attention. The thought of kneeling between her legs and satisfying her caused a shot of excitement to my groin. Of course, I was positive that I was going to win but, if the alternative was licking her pussy, how bad could it be?

“Let’s do this,” I said.

From her first lag I knew I was in trouble. I thought I was a good shuffleboard player, actually I thought I was a great shuffleboard player, but she destroyed me. It wasn’t a contest. Toward the end I finally managed to score two points, but I felt as if it was the spider playing with the fly. I think she let me have them to mock me. The final score was twenty-one to two. I was devastated.

“Come see me tomorrow at ten,” she said, handing me a card.

 

***

 

I rang her doorbell the next morning at ten. She promptly opened the door.

“I wasn’t sure you’d come,” she said.

Actually I hadn’t been sure either. I hadn’t wanted to but, welshing on the bet wasn’t in my nature and the possibility of licking her pussy was a big attraction. I smiled timidly.

“Go around the back and follow the instructions on the door,” she said, closing the front door in my face.

When I got around back I found a note telling me to take off all my clothes, fold them neatly and then crawl through the human sized doggy door. I almost turned around right then. Naked? Why? I hesitated long enough that I heard her shout through the door.

“Hurry up, boy,” she hollered. “I want to get started.”

I stripped, folded my clothes, dropped to my knees and crawled through the door. Before I got all the way inside a shot of electricity hit my rib cage and had me screaming and writhing in pain.

“This is a cattle prod,” she said. “If you don’t want to feel it again crawl to the table and climb up on it.”

I was shivering in fear, but I made my way to the table and climbed up. There was a post at the far end that stuck up about eighteen inches and had a half moon cradle on the end.

“Put your neck in the cradle,” she said.

I complied. She promptly buckled a strap across the back of my neck effectively trapping me. Then she cuffed my wrists and ankles to the corners of the table. If I had been a dog I was in the perfect grooming position. I finally found my voice.

“Thelma, what’s going on?” I asked. “I thought I was going to be like your servant for the day and maybe get to lick your pussy. Why do you have me tied up like this?”

“Shut up, boy,” she said. “Slaves don’t speak without permission.”

“Slaves? What are you…”

I didn’t get the entire question out before she shoved a ring gag into my mouth and locked it behind my neck. As scared as I was, something about my situation was turning me on. My dick was rock hard. She noticed.

“You little subbie boys are all alike,” she giggled, fondling my penis. “I knew when I met you that you were perfect slave material.”

I shook my head. I wasn’t a slave. She laughed.

“We need to take care of this first,” she said, putting a bag of ice on my crotch.

After my dick deflated I felt her manipulating my penis and balls in something that felt super tight. She then got a belt like contraption out of the cupboard and strapped it around my waist and legs.

“This is an unbelievably secure combination,” she said. “First, I put that pitiful thing you call a dick into a cage that essentially compresses it down to about one inch. Then, the outer belt covers the whole frontal area making an impenetrable seal. There is a hole for your pee and a port to use to power wash your genitals, so you don’t get crotch rot, but you will never see or touch your dick ever again.”

I was shaking. Never? This was supposed to just be for one day. What was she talking about?

She then forced me to close my hands into fists, so she could place mitts on them, loosened my ankle cuffs so she could place knee pads on my knees and then bent my legs up and strapped my ankles to my thighs. Finally, she forced me to stick out my tongue, which she captured with vise grips long enough to pierce it and place a large ring through the hole. She stepped back to admire her work.

“Capturing a new slave always gets my juices flowing,” she panted. “I’m going to have to take a minute and do something about it.”

She walked over to the pantry door and opened it. Inside was a pretty girl in her twenties, kneeling on the floor with her hands cuffed behind her and a leash attached to a hook on the wall. Thelma grabbed the leash and dragged the girl out. As the poor thing stood up I could see that her pussy was incased in a similar belt arrangement like the one she had placed on me. Thelma noticed me staring and chuckled.

“This one’s been in that belt for six years now,” she said. “No orgasms in six years. Her frustration level is off the charts, which is a huge turn-on for me. I sometimes have her eat me for hours because of it.”

I watched in shock as she dragged the poor wretch over to kneel in front of one of the kitchen chairs, hiked up her skirt, sat down and dragged the girls face in between her legs. I looked on in growing frustration as this one-sided lesbian encounter went on in front of me. When she was finished she put the young lady back in the pantry and closed the door. Then, without a word she left me in my kneeling position on the table.

 

***

 

About an hour later I heard the doorbell, and, in a few minutes, she came in dragging a naked man with his hands cuffed behind his back. There was some kind of device covering his dick, but not as all-encompassing as mine.

“Well, Frank,” she said sweetly, “this is your lucky day. I have a new slave and as you brought the fee I require, you get to have one of the rare orgasms I allow you.”

She pulled a key from around her neck, unlocked him and shoved his dick into my mouth, warning me that I would be zapped with the cattle prod if I resisted.

“You have two minutes, Frank,” she said, stepping back.

Frank pumped his dick in and out of my mouth in a frenzy and in less than a minute spewed what seemed like at least a gallon of his foul seed into my mouth.

“Swallow,” she demanded, holding the prod close to my ass.

When I was through she locked Frank back up, uncuffed him, pushed his clothes into his arms and shoved him out the back door saying, “It’s ten thousand the next time I call, Frank, so you better save your bucks. It could be as soon as next month because I’ve got my eye on someone.”

After Frank left she got me down off the table, put a collar around my neck, clipped a leash to it and had me practice walking on all fours. It was awkward and very difficult and impossible to move very fast. When she tired of leading me around the house she sat down in a chair in the living room and let me lick her pussy for an hour. I found it painful because of the piercing in my tongue, but any time I flagged, she slapped my ass with a whip until I was licking to her satisfaction. 

At dinner time she fed me a can of dog food and some water, then tied my leash to the bathroom doorknob while she treated me to her getting ready to go out. I watched her undress and shower and then redress in a sexy outfit. It was hell to be treated to such a delicious view and not be able to do anything about it. She had a beautiful body and my penis really hurt trying to get erect in its tight confines.

When she was ready she grabbed my leash and pulled me toward the front door. It was too much. I balked.

“Listen, boy,” she said, angrily. “We can do this the easy way or the hard way but one way or the other you are going out to the club with me.”

That caused me to completely freeze. I shook my head. All my friends would be at the club. I couldn’t be seen like this. There was no way I was going. She picked up the cattle prod. I wasn’t stupid. I crawled to the door.

“That’s better,” she said. “I’m sorry that it has to be the club where all your former friends will see you, but your new owner insisted.”

“My new owner?” my mind screamed. “What new owner?”

I crawled behind her slowly on my hands and knees. My mind was in a turmoil. How had I gone from being a free single male to an owned slave in such a short time and who could this mysterious new owner be.

About halfway down the short three blocks to the club she pulled me over to a tree.

“Pee,” she ordered.

I was embarrassed and ashamed, but too much in fear of her to defy her anymore. I raised my leg and let the pee dribble out and down my leg. She laughed.

“Just think,” she giggled, “that is how you will go to the bathroom for the rest of your life.”

I hung my head in shame and crawled on behind her. All too soon we arrived at the club, went inside and through the main area toward the back. I could hear the snickers and laughter of my former friends as we went by. When we finally got to the back area of the club where she sat down in a booth I gladly crouched under the table at her feet because the tablecloth partially hid me from prying eyes.

Within moments a couple came and sat down in the booth next to Thelma. I shuddered because they surely knew I was there. I must have whimpered because Thelma leaned down under the table, patted my head and kissed my cheek.

“Greet your new owner,” she said. 

I looked at her blankly.

“The woman, boy, she’s your new owner,” she said. “Kiss her feet.”

“At least my owner is a woman,” I thought in relief, as the idea of belonging to a man turned my stomach.

I leaned down to kiss the woman’s dainty feet and noticed a butterfly tattoo on her ankle. 

“It couldn’t be,” I thought. “That looks exactly like my girlfriend’s ankle tattoo. Please nooooo!”

Just then my girlfriend, Judy, stuck her head below the table and said coldly, “You heard her you fucking asshole, kiss them!”

I began to cry but I leaned forward and kissed her feet lovingly. She beamed and patted my head.

“Good boy,” she said approvingly. “You are going to make such a nice doggy for me and my new boyfriend.”

“Her new boyfriend?” I speculated. “I thought she and I…”

“We started seeing each right other after he told me about that skank you were fucking behind my back,” she said, “and it has his idea to pay Thelma to capture you.”

I looked at his feet but didn’t have a clue who she was talking about. Hardly anyone knew about the fling I’d had. In reality, only two of my closest friends had known and I knew blood brothers would never rat on each other.

“I heard you got your first introduction to cock-sucking today,” Judy said. “Now that you’ve been broken in, my new boyfriend needs his dick sucked. When we get you to your new home this will be one of your regular duties.”

I watched in horror as she fished his dick out of his pants and manipulated it until it got hard. Then, she grabbed my hair and drove my mouth down on to it, moving my head up and down. I closed my eyes. He began to moan right away.

She flipped the tablecloth out of the way and said, “I want you to look into your new master’s eyes whenever you give him head.”

I opened my eyes and looked up. I went into shock. Her new boyfriend was my best friend, Rodger. I wanted to throw up. Why would he do this to me? He looked down and smiled cruelly. Judy spoke up.

“Thank god I had his shoulder to cry on when I found out,” she said.

He squirted his seed into my mouth and I didn’t even try to resist. I just swallowed. Judy patted my head again.

“You are going to be a treasure,” she said.

I began crying in earnest. 

“Thank you, Thelma, for all your work,” my ex said to Thelma. “It’s worth every penny and besides most of it was his money anyway.”

My money? She stole my money? I had saved almost a hundred grand.

“My pleasure, Judy,” Thelma said. “Feel free to bring him back anytime you think he needs a reminder of what he is now or whenever you need a dog sitter because you want to go off on vacation.”

After Judy and Rodger thanked Thelma again, Judy grabbed my leash.

“Heel, boy,” she said, dragging me out from under the table. “We are leaving but, on the way, I think we need to stop and chat with some of your old buddies just to see if any of them are up for a blow job.”

I crawled behind her to my new life.




Chapter Ten

I Want to be in Control

 

“Andrew, are you happy?” my wife asked.

I had just come home from working. I was on the second-to-last day of my usual two weeks on and after tomorrow I had two glorious weeks off stretching ahead of me. Her question caught me by surprise. We had been married seven years and a lot of the first blush of love had faded but I was at least content.

“I think so, Sherry,” I said. “Why, what is bothering you?”

“It just seems to me that we’ve lost that… spark,” she said.

“Maybe,” I agreed, “but we still love each other, and we have a nice life and…”

“Doesn’t it seem like it’s not enough?” she asked.

“Well…”

“Wouldn’t it be nice to kind of spice up our love life?” she asked.

“I guess.”

“Don’t you get bored just doing the same old thing?” she asked. “You know… like we only make love on Sunday morning and then…”

“What’s your point, Sherry?” I interrupted.

“The rest of the time you are beating off to those webs sites you find so fascinating,” she said.

“That’s not true,” I blustered.

“Bullshit, Andrew, you are doing it all of the time,” she said.

I didn’t like the way the conversation was going so I interrupted, “What kind of things were you thinking of?”

“I just think we should explore some alternatives,” she said.

“Like what?” I asked.

“How about some… kink or something to kind of kick start our relationship,” she said.

“Like what?” I asked again.

“I was thinking that we could change the dynamic between us and get some different excitement going,” she said.

“Change the dynamic?”

“Look, since we’ve been married you are always on top, you always initiate, you always…”

“So?”

“I want to try being in charge,” she said.

“In charge?”

“Yes, I would like for us to try a situation where I’m in charge of you,” she said. “I would tell you what to do. You would do more of the chores. I would direct you as to how and when and where we did anything, including making love.”

“That kind of sounds like you want me to be your servant,” I said.

“Well, sort of, but I’ve been reading about this kind of thing and I think it might regenerate our passion,” she said.

“How would that work?” I asked.

“Like, if I wanted to make love, I might tell you what I wanted and you would have to do it,” she said.

I kind of liked the sound of that. We didn’t make love anywhere near enough for my taste.

“Like, if you wanted your pussy licked you would just order me to do it and I would have to?” I asked. 

I asked that because I really liked licking her cunt and it never seemed to happen anymore.

“Yes, just like that,” she said.

“I might like that,” I said.

“Can we try it?” she asked.

I didn’t see how it could hurt and perhaps it might mean that we got horizontal more often, so I said, “Yes.”

“Well then, when you come home tomorrow for your two weeks off you will belong to me,” she said.

“Uh… okay.”

“I will get everything set up tomorrow before you get home,” she said. “Just remember when you walk through that door tomorrow you will do whatever I want.”

My dick got super hard at those words. I could see that perhaps this might be really exciting.

***

When I got home the next day, I parked my car next to hers in the garage, got out and started into the house. A note addressed to me was on the door leading into the mud-room/kitchen. It said:

 

Take off all your clothes

Put on the leg irons

Put on the waist belt and wrist shackles

Wait on all fours with your nose touching the floor

 

“Wow,” I thought, “she’s really into this.”

My dick had never been harder. I was panting in anticipation. I did as she asked and waited.

Within seconds the door opened, and she entered. I could see her out of the corners of my eyes as she reached down and buckled a collar around my neck and locked it on. Then, she scooped up my clothes, walked over to the trash bin and threw them in. That was too much, it made no sense. I struggled up to a kneeling position.

“What are you doing, Sherry?” I demanded. “Those clothes are practically brand new and…”

“Shut the fuck up, slave,” she said coldly. “You won’t be needing them anymore.”

She attached a leash to the collar and dragged me scrabbling on my knees through the kitchen/mud-room door. On the other side of the threshold she stopped, walked back into the garage and over to an electronic panel that hadn’t been there yesterday. She threw a few switches and then turned to me with a feral smile on her face.

“Try to come over here to me,” she said.

Trussed up as I was it wasn’t easy. I couldn’t actually stand completely upright. I hobbled toward her and, just as I started to cross the threshold, a fiery ring of pain encircled my neck. I clutched my neck and fell backward into the house. The pain quit immediately. She laughed.

“What you just experienced is a state-of-the-art electronic fence system that is designed to ensure that you never try to leave our new arrangement,” my wife said. “Now, crawl in and do the dishes.”

A lot of things went through my head in a flash. Something wasn’t right. This didn’t seem like a kinky game but more like that for some reason my wife had decided to make me her permanent slave. I evaluated and rejected dozens of scenarios in seconds and went with what I thought had the best outcome. 

I slammed the door and locked her in the garage. Then, I ran to the nearest house phone and tried to dial 911. Dead. Plan B. I grabbed the kitchen shears, placed them through the collar and began trying to cut the damn thing off. No luck because it was clearly metal reinforced. At the same time, I went for the front door, thinking that if nothing else I could run like hell out into the street, putting up with the pain until a neighbor called the police. 

A second ring of fire hit me before I got to the door and put me on the ground. I looked up to see my wife’s friend, Betsy, grinning down at me with a remote in her hand.

“I told her that you weren’t stupid and would probably try something like this,” she said.

My wife came in, having gotten through the kitchen door, she looked pissed. She grabbed the remote from Betsy and treated me to a minute of pain. When she let go of the button, she looked down at me.

“Are you ready to do the dishes, sweetie?” my wife asked.

I nodded.

“When you are finished, I want you to crawl out into the living room, kiss our feet and ask us politely what else we require,” she said.

This wasn’t going to work for me, there was no way that I was willing to be a slave to my wife, but for now I was beaten. I did the dishes and hobbled into the living room where they were waiting. Another ring of fire put me on the ground again.

“I told you to crawl,” my wife sneered.

I kept my head down so that she couldn’t see the anger in my eyes.

“Now crawl over here and kiss our feet,” she demanded.

I did as she asked.

“See, Sherry,” Betsy gushed, “I told you it would be easy. The little maggots only think with their dicks. When I decided to enslave my husband, Bert, it was exactly the same. I promised him a great night of kinky sex and then, wham he was my slave.”

Her husband? I had no idea that she had a husband. We had lived next door to her for over a year and I thought she lived alone.

“Just think of all the nasty things we can make our two slaves do now that I don’t have to pretend that I’m an old maid,” Betsy said.

“Just think of all the horrible things that are going to happen to you and my wife when I figure out how to turn the tables,” I thought, but I kept my head down and pretended I was whipped.

“You will need to get him into chastity right away,” Betsy said. “You need to make sure that their total existence is focused on you. Any pleasure they sneak just undermines your authority. In fact, it solidifies your control if the only way they can ever get sexual pleasure is if you allow it.”

“How often do you let Bert have… uh…?” my wife asked.

“About two or three times a year,” Betsy said, “and then only in some horribly degrading fashion.”

“Ooooh,” my wife gushed, “like what?’

“When I first enslaved him, I used to let him beat off in front of me, but I think he enjoyed that way too much,” Betsy laughed. “Now it’s something really degrading. The last time I allowed him to squirt I made him do it while he was licking the ass of a slave of a friend of mine.”

“Oh, my god,” my wife said. “That is sick.”

“What’s really sick is that they will do whatever demeaning thing you ask because the alternative is another six months or so without any relief,” Betsy said.

My wife looked at me and asked, “What do you think, Andrew, would you lick another guy’s ass to be able to have an orgasm?”

I wondered if the right thing to do right now would be to pretend to knuckle under in order to lay the ground work for her to relax and give me an opportunity to lull her into a mistake that would allow me to turn the tables. That thought went in and out of my mind in an instant. I knew it would make her suspicious.

“Never,” I said. “You will have to kill me first.”

She beamed, “You are going to be so much fun to break, Andrew.”

“You need to stop using his name,” Betsy said. “He isn’t human anymore. Men have names. Men have dicks. Men get to fuck women like us. He isn’t a man, he’s a slave.”

“What should I call him?” my wife asked.

“What he is,” Betsy said. “Slave, faggot, maggot, worm, asshole, the list is endless. After you have him suck off your boyfriend or lick his ass then cocksucker or ass-licker are appropriate. When you use him as your toilet then toilet is appropriate. Anything but his old name which is no longer fitting.”

“My boyfriend?” my wife asked?

“Sherry! Surely you don’t plan on giving up sex, do you?” Betsy asked.

“Well… I thought that…”

“Sherry!” Betsy interrupted. “Your slave can be used for licking your pussy but to have sex with him? He’s a fucking worm for god’s sake! Would you have sex with a worm? Besides, my boyfriend has a hunk friend who you are going to love.”

I saw my wife wiggle all over. It made me sick because I knew her, and I knew that wiggle meant the thought of some hunk plowing her was really pushing all her buttons.

 

***

 

The next week was hell. Betsy showed my wife how to make sure I was miserable most of the time. They put my dick in a chastity device that I soon discovered was so secure that nothing I tried allowed me enough stimulation to have an orgasm.

I was whipped daily to drive home my new status in life. They had me construct a room in the basement where I had a cot and a toilet and a shower. I was locked in there nightly. They trained me to do all the domestic chores. 

The worst part of each day was being forced to serve as a toilet for both my wife and Betsy. The hardest part of each day was being used to satisfy them each sexually while being denied myself. 

The final indignity was when Betsy brought Bert for his infrequent sexual release and I was forced to suck his cock. I seriously thought about committing suicide that day but my anger and desire for revenge kept me from going there.

During that first week, as I performed domestic chores, I collected things that I thought might come in handy in helping me to escape from this situation. It was a pitiful haul. I stole a knife from the kitchen, a roll of duct tape from the utility drawer, some nail clippers from the bathroom and an old cell phone and a charger. The phone was missing its SIM card, so it was useless. I hid my stash in the ceiling tiles in my basement room.

I hated what my life had become but had no idea how much worse it could be until I heard my wife on the phone. She was talking to Betsy who was helping her arrange date with Derick, the hunk that was a friend of Betsy’s boyfriend. I listened in horror as she set it up for him to pick her up tonight for an evening of dinner and dancing. 

I was in shock as she hung up walked into the kitchen where I was scrubbing the floor on my hands and knees. I looked up into her smiling face.

“I need you to help me get ready for my date,” she said.

As usual I kept my mouth shut and waited for directions.

“Follow me to my bedroom,” she said. 

I crawled behind her to ‘her’ bedroom which, of course, had been our bedroom before she decided that I was a better companion as her slave rather than her husband.

“Undress me,” she demanded.

I undressed her, showered her, knelt in front of the vanity on my hands and knees while she used me as a footstool as she did her hair and makeup and then I dressed her fit to kill for her date. I was sick to my stomach at what our marriage had become. She clearly wasn’t.

“What do you think, maggot?” she asked. “Do you think my new boyfriend is going to like what he sees?”

I hung my head.

“I asked you a question, maggot,” she snapped.

“You look beautiful, Miss,” I said truthfully, because she did.

“Good enough to fuck?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss,” I said.

“Would you like to fuck me, maggot?” she asked.

It was a trick question and I knew it. I hung my head.

“I asked you a question, slave,” she said coldly.

“Yes, Miss,” I whispered.

“Well, tough shit!” she barked. “Only real men get to fuck me, and you are definitely not a man anymore. You are a sniveling piece of shit who will never fuck anyone or anything again.”

That didn’t require an answer, so I kept my mouth shut. I was angry but also hurt that our marriage could have come to this.

“I’m being picked up in fifteen minutes,” she said. “We are going to dinner and then coming back here to fuck. While we are gone, I’m going to put you on your ‘perch’ so I don’t have to worry about you.”

I crawled behind her to the front door where my ‘perch’ was. It was basically a low table next to the front door with the end shoved up next to the wall. On the wall at just the right height was a mounted steel dildo. I climbed up on the table and put my mouth over the dildo. I heard the click of her activating the system which meant I was trapped in this position until she turned it off. There was nothing really holding me there except the minor problem that if I removed my mouth from the dildo it broke the contact and activated my shock collar. I heard a horn toot in the driveway.

“Bye, worm,” she said, smacking my ass and walking out the front door.

 

***

 

They came back about ten pm. I could tell they had been drinking. When they came through the door I could see in my peripheral vision as he shoved her up against the wall and kissed her thoroughly, running his hands up under her skirt and fondling her ass. I still couldn’t believe it had come to this.

They broke the kiss and I heard the click of her turning off the ‘perch’ system as she said, “Fix us a drink, slave.”

I got down from the ‘perch’. As I was crawling to the kitchen to do her bidding, I heard Derick speak to my wife.

“He really asked you to treat him like this?” Derick asked.

“He begged me,” my wife lied.

“And that thing on his dick? He asked for that too?” Derick asked.

“He begged me for that also,” my wife lied again. “He told me he wanted to be completely controlled.”

“How often do you let him… uh…? Derick asked.

“I have a friend who lets her slave have a squirt about every six months,” my wife said. “But I haven’t decided yet for him. I was thinking maybe never because, after all, he’s a slave. Why should a slave get any pleasure at all?”

It had only been a week of living hell and that little display hardened my resolve even further. I had to figure out a way to break out of here.

 

***

 

When I returned with the drinks, they were at it hot and heavy on the couch. I put the drinks beside each of them, knelt in front of them and waited.

“Footstool,” my wife said.

I got into position in front of the couch for them to rest their feet. They talked, drank and made out, completely ignoring me as if I were just another piece of furniture.

When they finished their drinks, they had me follow them to the bedroom.

“Undress me!” my wife demanded.

The next hour was hell. I was forced to watch as Derick ravished my wife. When they finally finished, I had counted three orgasms for my wife and two for Derick. They rolled off each other and my wife snapped her fingers.

“Come clean me up, slave,” she said.

My stomach turned over, but I knew there was no use in resisting as long as the cursed collar was around my neck and she had the remote. I crawled between her legs and began licking.

“Un-fucking believable,” Derick laughed. “I’ve heard of guys like this, but I thought it was just an urban legend.”

“He loves it,” my wife lied. “Don’t you, worm?”

What could I say? She would really punish me if I embarrassed her, so I said, “Yes, Miss Sherry.”

“Will he clean me also?” Derick asked.

“Of course,” my wife laughed. “He will pretend that he hates it but deep down he adores the degradation.”

“Wow, crazy!” Derick gushed.

When I pushed away from my wife’s cunt she pointed to Derick’s dick and snapped her fingers.

“Now him,” she said.

I shuddered and got to work. He eventually pushed me away and snuggled up to my wife again. I expected that I would have to sit through another session, but she surprised me.

“I want you to go downstairs and lock yourself in your room,” my wife said. “I will be down to let you out in the morning. Do not let me catch you out of your room or there will be hell to pay.”

I went downstairs with my mind in a turmoil. I never got this much freedom from her constant supervision and wondered how I could exploit it. I couldn’t run into the street as I had tried to do the first day because she had installed special locks on all the doors and windows that I couldn’t open without her keys. I was casting about for something when I saw Derick’s cell phone on the table next to his empty drink.

The phone was my ticket out. I thought about dialing 911, but I knew that after that last degradation, I didn’t just want to get out of this, I wanted revenge, so I dialed my best friend, Rodger, explained the situation in as few words as possible. I got his assurance that he would rescue me just as soon as he saw Derick leave in the morning. I then took the SIM card from Derick’s phone, went downstairs and locked myself in my room. I put the SIM card in the phone and powered it up to make sure it worked, and then hid it with the rest of the stuff.

 

***

 

She didn’t let me out until almost ten the next morning. I crawled behind her to the living room where she sat on the couch and spread her legs.

“Derick left you a present,” she joked.

As I moved in between her legs to do my duty the front door bell rang.

“Damn it,” she said. “That’s probably Derick. He must have forgotten something but, on the off chance he didn’t, I want you to get back down to your room and lock yourself in.”

I was pretty sure it was Rodger, but I did as she asked.

 

***

 

Forty-five minutes later I was beginning to get worried when the door opened. My wife and Rodger looked in at me.

“Wow,” he said, looking at me. “Unbelievable! When you called me, Andrew, I first thought you were tripped out or something, but as I began believing you, I saw the possibilities. You see, buddy, I’ve always lusted after your wife and now she and I have come to an understanding. I’m going to help her make sure you never try something like this ever again.”

I looked at them in horror. My chance at escape from this hell was lost because my best friend wanted my wife more than he wanted what was right? Then my wife had her say.

“You better believe that later today I’m going to punish you so severely that you will never think to defy me ever again,” my wife said coldly. “Right now, however, I’m going to reward Rodger for having the sense to come to me instead of freeing you.”

I clenched my teeth in anger and hatred at my friend for his betrayal. They laughed, slammed the door and locked me in.

When I was sure that they had gone off to celebrate their disgusting new sick union I got the cell phone down and did what I should have done in the first place. No, I didn’t call 911 because now I was really pissed. I called a Detective Agency that I had used regularly for work and explained what I wanted.

 

***

 

The door opened three hours later and David, the owner of the agency looked in at me.

“Wow, look at you,” he chuckled. “Maybe we should renegotiate my fee.”

I looked daggers at him.

“Just kidding, buddy,” he laughed. “Let’s get you out of those chains.”

He had keys for everything including the collar and the chastity belt. It wasn’t long before I was standing free, naked but at least free. He threw me some clothes I didn’t recognize.

“Couldn’t find any of your stuff,” he said, “so I took these off the guy who was with her.”

“She threw all of my stuff out,” I said. “She told me I’d never need clothing ever again. Where are they?”

He led me upstairs where both my wife and Rodger were trussed up on the floor. They were both very angry and would have been screaming if it weren’t for the fact that they were gagged. Two of his men were standing guard.

“Here are all of her keys to everything and also the keys to their restraints,” David said. “You can return the keys and restraints, or I can bill you.”

“Bill me,” I said. “I don’t think they are coming off anytime soon.”

“Good luck,” he laughed, and he and his men left.

 

***

 

It took almost three weeks to get everything set as far as taking care of the final disposition of my two captives. While I was waiting, I entertained myself by cutting off Rodger’s dick, frying it and feeding parts of it to both of them.

My wife begged and pleaded and tried to convince me that she had just been playing to spice up our love life. She swore that she never intended to have the scene last more than another week, but her bullshit fell on deaf ears. I tricked Betsy into opening her door, freed Bert and left him to render his own revenge.

I sold Rodger to a fat gay man who promised to sodomize him regularly. I sold my cheating wife to a rich foreigner who shipped her out of the country to a life of hell. 

After a few months I began dating again but I’ve yet to let any other woman get very close. I have trust issues.




Chapter Eleven

I Read Every Word

 

I had always wanted my wife to play domination games with me. I had asked her for years, but she had expressed zero interest. Then, one day, in a complete sexual fog, I sat down and wrote out, in detail, dozens of scenarios of exactly how I wanted to be treated, a manual, of sorts, of how I wanted a mistress to be, stapled the sheets together and left the package where she was sure to find it and read it. That had produced no result as well. Months later I had finally given up and forgotten about convincing her. I resigned myself to fantasies of the mind and contented myself with pretending when I was alone and masturbating to the loop running in my head.

Yet here she was sitting at the kitchen table with my manual in front of her and a strange smile on her face.

“I read every word,” she said. 

I looked at her but didn’t know what to say.

“Is this what you really want?” she asked pointing to my writing.

I nodded.

“Cat got your tongue?” she laughed.

“Sherry, I…”

“Bruce, I asked you a question,” she snapped. “Yes or no?”

“Uh… Yes?”

“Is that a question or do you mean yes?”

“I mean yes, Sherry.”

“Yes what?” she asked.

“Yes, it’s what I really want,” I said.

“Really?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Some of these things are… over-the-top,” she said. “You really want me to treat you this way?”

Some of them were extreme. The issue was that, once I had descended into my sexual fog, I had really let my imagination go wild. However, at this point, I didn’t want to get into the finer details or try to explain to her that some of them were just masturbation fantasies as, I could see that she was willing to try and be the Mistress that I had always wanted so, I just said, “Yes.”

“Take off your clothes!” she demanded.

“Huh?”

“Bruce, if you make me repeat myself you are going to experience some of those punishment examples sooner than you’d like,” she said.

I rapidly got rid of my clothing and stood in front of her trying to hide my erection.

“Get your hands away from that,” she snapped, “and get down on your knees.”

I put my hands to my sides and dropped to my knees.

“Whenever you are in this house you will be on your knees or your hands and knees unless you are doing something that requires you to stand, do you understand?”

“Yes,” I said.

“And that’s another thing,” she said, “from now on you are to address me as Ms. Sherry or Miss or Ma’am, is that clear?”

“Yes, Ms. Sherry,” I said.

“Always, no matter who is here,” she added.

“But… uh… Ms. Sherry what about your mom?” I asked.

“Always,” she repeated.

“Surely, she can’t mean that,” I thought. “After all this is just a game. She is probably just trying to scare me.”

She handed me a pen, pushed my pages of desires over to me and said, “Sign and date every page on the top and the bottom. I don’t want there to be any misunderstanding later.”

I did as she asked. She then reached into her purse and pulled out another sheaf of pages that she pushed at me.

“Same with these, slave” she said coldly.

I looked at them. This was way more than I had bargained on. In effect I would be penniless. My pension, the house, our savings, my car, my… I looked up at her. Two pitiless eyes stared back.

“I read every word you wrote, slave,” she said. “You said you wanted this. Now sign it or we are through.”

Again, I thought she was just making it real, so I signed. After all I could always tear them up later. How wrong I was. When I finished signing, she picked up her phone, texted something and within a minute the front doorbell rang. She scooped up the papers, walked to the door, handed them out to someone and then returned to her seat.

“That was a messenger who is taking them to my new lawyer’s office for safe keeping,” she said. “You are as of this moment my possession, my slave.”

“But, Sherry…”

“That’s Ms. Sherry, slave,” she said coldly. “Did you think this was a game for your enjoyment?”

I didn’t know what to say so I just looked at her.

“Fix my dinner,” she said.

I looked at her for a second then started to stand.

“Crawl to the kitchen on your hands and knees,” she said, “you may stand while you’re fixing and serving.”

I crawled to the kitchen with my very erect dick waging between my legs. So far, I liked being her slave or at least my dick did.

 

***

 

Two hours later I was standing at attention next to her while she finished her dinner. I was hungry. When she was through eating she pushed her plate away.

“Go get the two dog dishes I bought yesterday,” she said. “They’re on the floor of the pantry.”

I dropped to my knees and retrieved the two dishes, placing them at her feet. She scraped all her leftovers into one and poured some water in the other.

“You may eat, but no hands,” she said.

This was right out of my playbook and I was elated. I felt so degraded eating at her feet like this, but it was exactly what I wanted. Then I heard her on her cell.

“You were right,” I heard her say. “He signed everything.”

I blushed. She was sharing this with someone!

“Right now?” she asked. “Right now, he’s eating my leftovers from those dog dishes you had me buy.”

I shivered with embarrassment. How could she?

“Love you, too, sweetie, see you in two weeks,” she said, hanging up.

“Sweetie?” I thought. “Who could that be?”

“Clean up the kitchen and meet me in the living room in thirty minutes,” she said, leaving the table.

 

***

 

Thirty minutes later I crawled into the living room to find her sitting in my recliner looking at a movie on TV. As I got close she spread her legs revealing that she had no panties on under her mini-skirt. She reached out, grabbed my hair and dragged my face into her pussy.

“Eat,” she said, holding me in place.

For the next hour I worked on her pussy, bringing her to three orgasms. When the movie ended I thought that perhaps now I would be allowed a reward like being allowed to fuck her. I started to move up so that I could insert my raging hard-on into her but, she forcefully pushed me back down and looked at me.

“This pussy is off limits to your dick,” she said. “Actually, any pussy is off limits to your dick. Your dick will never enter any woman ever again. In fact, you will seldom be allowed to satisfy your urges and, when you are allowed an orgasm, it will be in some horribly degrading fashion. Isn’t that just exactly what you wrote down you wanted?”

I had, but it had only been a fantasy. I looked at her for pity. She laughed, stood up and motioned for me to follow her.

I crawled behind her into the back room and found that it had been remodeled. The junk was gone and in its place was a narrow cot and open toilet and single stall shower.

“This is your new room,” she said.

I shivered at the thought of being relegated to this cold place.

“Get up on the cot,” she said.

“But, Ms. Sherry I thought…”

“That you’d be sleeping with me?” she laughed.

“Well, I…”

“Slaves don’t sleep with their owners,” she said curtly. “Sometimes, if they are very good, they get to sleep on the floor at the foot of the bed, but tonight you will sleep here.”

I climbed up on the cot. She locked a collar around my neck with a chain that was imbedded in the concrete floor and long enough for me to reach the toilet. I looked at her with a little bit of fear forming in my gut. My dick had other ideas and was standing straight up, throbbing. She looked disgusted.

“That useless thing is why you are here, isn’t it?” she sneered. “Keep your hands off it.”

She snapped the light off and left. I looked around in the near darkness. Things had moved quickly and now I had gotten what I’d always asked for, but I was conflicted. After all, the whole purpose was to get worked up sexually and then… I thought about her telling me to leave my dick alone, but I was so worked up and… well, how would she know? I rolled over with my back to the door and began slowly and quietly stroking myself. Oh god, it felt sooo gooood. Oh, oh, oh just one more second and…

The door slammed open and she screamed, “What the fuck are you doing?”

I jerked my hand away, but it was too late.

“He told me you couldn’t be trusted,” she said.

“He?” I wondered.

“He told me I’d need to take firm measures,” she said, “and he was right.”

She grabbed my hands and cuffed them to the headboard, flipped me over and used her belt to beat my ass until I was crying and begging for her to please stop. Then, she flipped me back over and cuffed my feet to the foot of the bed. Finally, with an incredibly cruel smile on her face she took an alligator clip with a long lead, attached it to the soft underside of my dick and pulled it down so it pointed to the foot of the bed, tying it off on the footboard. I yelped in pain.

“Sweet dreams,” she chuckled and was gone again. 

 

 

Part Two

 

I was hauled out of a fitful sleep by a searing pain in my dick. I opened my mouth to scream and she planted her pussy on it.

“Drink,” she demanded, “and if you spill a drop I’m going to beat your ass again until it bleeds.”

I gulped her acrid morning piss as best as I could, but, of course, no matter how hard I tried a few drops dripped onto my cot. She noticed.

“You filthy piece of shit!” she screamed. “you will be sleeping in that for the next week and I’m going to make sure that you never waste my offering ever again.”

She flipped me over again and whipped me until I was crying uncontrollably. I was totally conflicted. My dick was throbbing because the treatment was what I had always craved and begged for, but, it hurt, and her manner was… too real. I mean it was as if she really didn’t care for me or my feelings. I wanted her to… I guess be firm but loving. I looked up at her with pleading eyes,

“Don’t even start, mister,” she sneered, “I read every word. This is what you asked for. This is what you begged for. You are a slave now, my slave for the rest of your life unless I decide to sell you.”

The words “unless I decide to sell you” almost gave me an orgasm but the rational part of my mind was screaming “get out, get out.”

As if reading my mind, she said, “You are probably thinking right now that this isn’t what you thought you wanted and plotting how to escape, aren’t you?”

I was, but admitting it seemed stupid. I shook my head which made her laugh.

“Of course you are,” she said. “Your dick is really liking what I’m saying and doing to you, but your little pea brain is screaming that you need to get out of here in case I really mean it when I say that this is for the rest of your life.”

She was right, but it was clear to me that if I had any chance of escaping at all it would be if she believed that I liked what she was doing. I shook my head again.

“I don’t believe you, but It doesn’t matter,” she said, “along with the hold I have over you financially I intend to keep you restrained in some fashion to ensure that you never stray.”

I looked up at her still believing that she was indulging in my fantasy and that, at some point, we would return to our life as husband and wife, however the cold look in her eyes forced a huge nugget of doubt into my brain. 

“Fix me breakfast,” she demanded, unlocking my chain.

I crawled into the kitchen to start her breakfast when I realized that she had threatened to keep me locked up in some fashion to keep me from escaping but, she had neglected to do so. Probably, as time went on she would make it more and more difficult for me to leave, but it seemed that as of right now I could just simply walk out the back door. I looked down at my dick. It was pointing straight up telling me how great things were. My mind, however, was saying run. I was naked but felt sure I could at least find a rag or something out back or in the garage to cover up with. I grabbed the door knob and turned it. The door wouldn’t open. Looking closely, I could see that a new dead bolt had been installed that required a key even from the inside.

“I thought so,” she said from the doorway.

I dropped my hand and fell to my knees, but the damage had been done. She had seen me trying to escape.

“Put these on,” she said, throwing some serious leg irons down in front of me.

I slipped them on my ankles. They were heavy, with locks and a very short chain between them. I wasn’t going anywhere in a hurry with them on.

“Breakfast,” she said and walked back into the dining room.

 

***

 

After breakfast while I ate the leftovers from my dog bowls she was again on her cell.

“You were right,” she said, “he tried to leave out the back.”

…

“Yes, I put him in the leg irons and I will put him in the cage before I go out,” she said.

…

“Do you really think that is necessary?” she asked

…

“Okay, I will, love you too.”

Things got quiet after she hung up. Finally, I couldn’t stand it and looked up. The wave of cold coming from her caused my balls to try and climb up into my body. My dick had other ideas and was rock hard.

“You brought this on yourself,” she said. “Come with me!”

I crawled behind her into her bedroom where she threw a pair of gloves at me and told me to put them on. When I had pulled them on she attached two small locks, they weren’t coming off until she wanted.

“Beat off!” she demanded.

I looked at her in confusion. She was going to let me… I didn’t have to be told twice. I grabbed my dick and began to stroke. It took only three strokes before I let go. My dick was on fire. I looked at the gloves and realized the palms were coated with… sandpaper.

“Keep stroking,” she ordered.

I opened my mouth and she screamed, “Not a word, asshole, you wanted to jack off so do it.”

I tried. I wanted so badly to have a mind-blowing orgasm, but with each stroke it got worse. My dick began to deflate and bleed. I pleaded with my eyes for her to let me stop and eventually, when blood was dripping onto the floor she seemed satisfied.

“You may stop,” she said. 

I dropped my hand and whimpered.

“I’m going out for the day,” she said. “You will be locked in that cage in the corner until I get back because it’s clear that I can’t trust you not to try and escape. You may play with your little dicklette all you want while I’m gone.”

I crawled into the cage and she locked the door behind me.

I knew it was stupid but during the next few hours whenever my dick began to feel better I tried to gently coax an orgasm out. It was no good. The pain got unbearable long before I got close. This was not the life I had envisioned. I knew I didn’t want to live like this but how to get out of this situation. Then I realized that my salvation was only about ten feet away. I couldn’t get out of the cage, but the phone was there on her nightstand and if I could reach it and dial 911…

I found that if I leaped up and toward the phone the cage would move about two inches closer each time I did it. It took almost two hours but eventually I was close enough to reach through the bars and pick up the handset. Even with the papers I had signed and my consent I knew that she would be going to jail. I dialed 911 and waited.

“He said you’d try this,” she said when she answered.

My world imploded. They, or at least he, were miles ahead of me. I was afraid to talk.

“I read every word, you stupid little shit, and you are going to get everything you asked for,” she said and hung up.

 

***

 

Two weeks later I was a broken man. She kept the gloves on constantly and when I finally figured out that I could use my sheet to protect my hands and she caught me at it she calmly informed me that if I ever had an unauthorized orgasm, including a wet dream, she would have me castrated. I was in shock as I knew that sooner or later, as my frustration built, I would have an accident. I took a chance and tried to reason with her.

“Ms. Sherry, please, that’s not fair,” I pleaded. “I have no control over having a wet dream.”

She glared at me for about a minute and then said, “You’re right. He said I’d have to do something about that. Get up on the table.”

For the past two weeks it seemed that every move had been dictated by this mysterious ‘he’. I climbed up on the table on all fours. She put a plate below my dick and shoved something up my ass.

“In case your extensive reading about fetishes on the internet missed this one it’s called milking,” she said. “It will empty your balls so that you won’t have an accident.”

She manipulated me for around a half hour before she was satisfied.

“Look down!” she ordered.

I did and saw the plate was covered in cum.

“Lick it up!” she demanded. 

By now I had endured enough punishment for hesitating to act when given a command that I dropped my head immediately and began licking the disgusting mess. When I finished she had me get down and crawl to the front door where she attached my leash to an eyebolt.

“I’m going to get ready,” she said. “If someone comes before I get back, let them in.”

“If someone comes?” my mind screamed. “Someone who’ll see me like this? Please, no.” 

She came back an hour later. She was dressed to the nines in a sexy tight pale blue top with no bra, a short blue mini and matching four-inch heels. Her hair and makeup were perfect and for one moment I thought that this had all been a cruel game leading up to surprising me and welcoming me into her arms. Then the doorbell rang, and she jumped past me and threw it open.

“Brad,” she cooed, as an extremely good-looking man stepped through the door, took her in his arms and devoured her.

“Oh, Brad,” she said when they came up for air, “I’ve missed you so much. I’m so glad you’re here.”

“Wow, baby,” he exclaimed, “you look terrific.”

“Thanks, honey,” she said.

My head was spinning listening to their exchange. Clearly, she had been seeing this guy behind my back and, by their familiarity with each other, for quite a while. He looked down at me.

“So, you’re our slave,” he said. “I’m going to enjoy helping Sherry make all of your fantasies come to life.”

I couldn’t help myself. My bladder let loose and I began shivering in real fear.

“God damn it!” he said angrily. “You are going to learn.”

With that he grabbed the back of my neck and forced my face down into the puddle of piss.

“Lick that up, boy,” he ordered. “It will be good training for your eventual job as our permanent toilet.”

I had no choice but to lick and as I did I heard my wife say, “I read every word of his fantasies and believe me that one was definitely on his list.”




Chapter Twelve

We Both Wanted to be Submissive

 

My girlfriend and I were unfortunately both quite submissive. We had a wonderful, loving relationship, great fun together but something was lacking in the sex department. It was good but not great because each of us really yearned for the other to take charge. We tried switching roles and that helped a bit, but mostly for the one who got to be the bottom. It was a problem but not big enough to split us up. Then one day my girlfriend came home with a big smile on her face.

“Darrell, you’ll never guess what happened today,” she said.

“You won the lottery?” I joked.

“Better,” she said smugly.

“Lana, what could be better than winning the lottery?” I asked.

“Do you remember my friend, Sasha, that you met at that party downtown last week?” she asked.

“Sure, really nice-looking girl about your age, quite striking actually,” I said.

“Well, we had a girl day today and went shopping and…”

She let her sentence trail off and a dreamy look came into her eyes. I was intrigued. I had to admit that Sasha had some quality about her that attracted me a lot, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. I waited.

“We were downtown and going by that… that shop that sells lingerie and you know that other stuff,” she said.

“What other stuff?” I asked.

“You know like dildos and handcuffs and… whips and… other kinky stuff,” she said.

“And?”

“Well we went in and were browsing when she picked up a whip, put it under my chin and said that she bet I’d like it if she used it on my ass,” she said.

“And?”

“I was so turned on I couldn’t speak,” she said. “She could tell because she dragged me to the front of the store, bought the whip and then took me across the street for coffee.”

“Then what happened?” I asked.

“We sat and talked and somehow it was easy to confess my desires to be dominated,” she said. “Sasha barely spoke a word. She just let me pour out my needs and frustrations. I told her about us and how you were the same way and how…”

“You told her about us, about me?” I interrupted.

“I couldn’t help myself,” she whined. “Something about her made me talk and talk and talk.”

“Great,” I said angrily, “now we have someone who will… well, I don’t know what, but it can’t be good for that kind of secret to be out.”

“But it’s great!” she said. “She understands and in fact she said she was looking for some new slaves and wondered if we might be interested.”

“What! She was looking for some new slaves? Like… you just go shopping for new slaves? Like… this is a commodity that one searches for?” I shouted.

“Stop it Darrell,” she snapped. “Don’t you see that this is perfect. This is just what we need. Someone who understands and can dominate the both of us.”

“Well…”

“Come on, Darrell, you know you’re interested,” Lana said. “I could see the way you looked at her at the party. You knew there was something.”

“Well…”

“It’s something we could try… to see if we like it… to see if it works for us,” she pleaded.

I found my dick had gotten hard just thinking about submitting to Sasha so I grudgingly admitted, “I guess we could… uh… explore this, but I don’t know….”

“She gave me the whip and told me that if we were both interested to bring it to her house tonight and return it,” Lana said. “She promised me that if we came that regardless of what we decided that she would blister my ass with it to show me that no matter what that she is my superior from now on.”

“Wow!” I said. “She sounds like the real deal.”

“So, do you want to go?” she asked.

“What are you going to do if I’m not ready?” I asked.

“I want to go. I need to go to find out,” she said.

“Find out?”

“I think I… we need this,” she said. “I want to go to see.”

I couldn’t stop her and didn’t even try. I was interested and really turned on, but I couldn’t bring myself to go with her. I could hardly wait for her to get back so that we could make love. She finally got home a one in the morning and fell into my arms.

“Oh, Darrell,” she wailed, “it was so intense, so forceful, so satisfying, so… oh, god we need to go together and tell her we want to be her slaves.”

I started undressing her. She stood perfectly still and passive while I took off her top and bra and then watched me with an enigmatic smile on her lips while I undid her skirt and let it drop to the floor. She wasn’t completely naked. Her ass was striped with angry red slashes from a brutal whipping but the elephant in the room was the steel contraption that was around her waist and through her legs.

“What the hell is that?” I blurted.

“A chastity belt,” she answered.

“Why?”

“Sasha says my pussy belongs to her now,” Lana said.

“What? You can’t be serious,” I said.

“I am,” she said, “she told me to tell you that you will never enjoy me again unless she supervises us.”

“What about blow jobs?” I asked.

“Nothing, not even a hand job unless we are supervised by her,” she explained.

“That’s crazy, why did you agree to that?” I asked.

“I couldn’t help myself, she whipped me and made love to me and it was everything I, and I think you, wanted,” she said.

“I’ve been so worked up waiting for you and now… well, at least I can lay here with you and beat off,” I said.

“She said she couldn’t stop you from doing that, but that, if you did and then later decided to become her slave, she would make you stay chaste for six weeks as punishment,” Lana said.

“So, she’s controlling me, and I haven’t even agreed to become her slave yet,” I complained.

“She did say that if you agreed by tomorrow night that she would make sure you got a blow job,” Lana said.

We went to bed. I tossed and turned for a long time, not just because I was horny and frustrated but because while I was trying to resist become Sasha’s slave, it seemed inevitable and it aroused and frightened me.

 

Part Two

 

The next night we arrived at Sasha’s house at seven. She graciously invited us into her living room where she asked us to stand in front of her while she sat on the couch.

“Why are you here, Darrell?” Sasha asked.

“You know why,” I replied.

“I think I do,” she laughed, “but I need to hear it from you.”

“We want to become your slaves,” I said.

“Do you know what that means?” she asked.

“No, not really,” I admitted.

“It means that I will own you, body and soul,” she said. “It means that you will belong to me and will do anything I ask of you. Your sex life and, in fact, every aspect of your lives will be controlled by me. You will eat when I say, go to the bathroom when I allow it, serve myself and others as I direct and sleep when and where and with whomever I decide. You will be required to perform sex acts with others including slaves at my whim and you will be punished whenever and however I choose. You will be mine to do with as I please, including selling you. Do you understand?”

I gulped and nodded.

“Not good enough,” she snapped. “You will answer me, and you will address me properly. You may call me Mistress or Miss or Ms. Sasha or with some other deferential form of address. Now, let’s try that again. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Ms. Sasha,” I said, “I understand.”

“So, you understand what will be required of you,” she said coldly. “Then, I expect you to ask me properly from your knees.”

She settled back and waited. I glanced over at Lana who was looking straight ahead like she was a zombie.

“Don’t pay any attention to her,” Ms. Sasha barked. “She has already asked me properly and I have accepted her.

I didn’t see I had any choice. I would lose Lana if I walked out and I loved her too much for that. I dropped to my knees.

“Ms. Sasha, will you please do me the honor of accepting me as your slave?” I asked deferentially.

“I will,” she said imperiously. “You may kiss my feet to seal the understanding.

I leaned forward and reverentially kissed her dainty feet. My dick sprang to attention. She laughed.

“Stand up and strip, slave,” she said. “You too, girl.”

We both shed our clothes and stood before her naked. My dick was standing straight up and as hard as it had ever been in my entire life.

“Move back against the wall, slave,” Ms. Sasha said coldly.

I backed up to the wall where there were convenient permanent straps that she placed around my neck, wrists and ankles. I was fixed in place.

“I’m sure your lovely girlfriend didn’t allow you any sexual relief with her, but I wonder if you couldn’t resist the filthy habit all of you men have,” Ms. Sasha said. “Girl, did he play with himself last night?”

“No, Miss, he didn’t,” Lana said softly.

“That is very lucky for you, slave,” Ms. Sasha said, “because, even though I told your girlfriend that I would punish you with six weeks of celibacy, the more I thought about it after she left the angrier I became. I finally decided that if you had indulged yourself, I’d make you wait a year.”

I shuddered at that thought.

“Let that be a lesson to you, slave,” she said. “I’m in charge. The rules are my rules and if I want to be capricious and change them it’s my prerogative. Anyway, you didn’t so, I’m going to be fair and give you the reward I promised.”

She clapped her hands and a fat older gentleman came crawling out of the back on his hands and knees. He was naked except for a collar and what looked like a chastity belt on his penis. His back and ass were heavily marked indicating that he had been severely whipped. In another life he could have been a lawyer or a banker but here he was clearly a slave.

“This is Porky, one of my slaves who has a wife and a real life that he has to attend to when he isn’t serving me,” she chuckled. Actually, his wife pays me to whip him and keep him locked up while she enjoys herself using his money. I believe she is in the Caribbean right now with her lover, so, he has the pleasure of living here with me instead of at home. He stays here each night and all weekend and any other time that he isn’t needed to work at his bank job to earn money to keep her in the style to which she has become accustomed.”

I looked in horror at the poor wretch. Was this what my life was going to become?

“Well, I promised you a blow job and Porky here is excellent at giving them, so I hope you enjoy it,” she said.

I was sickened to think that some guy was going to suck me off. I shuddered. She must have noticed.

“Disgusting isn’t it?” she laughed. It must be degrading for a straight boy like you to be forced into a homosexual act, but I want you to know that even when I graciously allow you to have sex with your girlfriend it will be in some demeaning way. Slaves are never allowed to completely enjoy themselves.”

I trembled some more, and she laughed again.

“I want you to think of one very important thing while he is pleasuring you,” she said. “That will be you on your knees giving the blow job to the very next slave that I decide deserves such pleasure.”

I wanted to throw up. She was going to make me suck dicks? I guess I should have seen that coming based on how specific she’d been about her right to force us into sex acts with whomever she wished. 

“Start, Porky,” she said, and he wrapped his lips around my dick.

I closed my eyes and pretended that is was Lana’s mouth and started to get into it.

“Listen up, soon-to-be fag boy, you will open your eyes and look down at Porky,” she said, “and if you close them again or look away, I will have him stop and let you change places.”

I opened my eyes and looked down. Most of the pleasure was gone. I came but it wasn’t much of an orgasm at all. She noticed and laughed.

“Welcome to your new life, soon-to-be fag boy,” she giggled.

I blushed and hung my head and wondered if this was what I really wanted.

“Okay, girl, lock him up,” Ms. Sasha said.

My head snapped up. Lock me up? What did that mean? I soon found out. Lana took a bag from the counter and kneeled in front of me. She pulled out a steel chastity belt and moved to put it on.

“Wait,” Ms. Sasha said. “Before you put that on, I want you to put his little dicklette in your mouth and suck it enough to get him hard.”

Lana began sucking on my dick. It was heaven and I was hard again in seconds.

“Stop,” Ms. Sasha said, and Lana withdrew. “Did you like that, soon-to-be fag boy?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said.

“I want you to remember it fondly because that is the last time, she, or any female will ever put their mouth on your dick,” she said. “In my world the only way a male slave gets a blow job is from another male slave. I might let you fuck your girlfriend, but you will never have another blow job from her. The same goes for you ever getting to eat her pussy. That special place is strictly off limits to any man. Only a female slave or, on a very special occasion, myself, will ever have their mouth on her cunt ever again.”

I looked at her in disbelief. She grinned.

“Proceed, girl,” she said.

Within minutes I was locked up and the key handed to Ms. Sasha, who placed it around her neck.

“Let him down and let’s go to bed,” Ms. Sasha said, and Lana released me from the wall.

We followed her to her room.

 

 

Part Three

 

The next two weeks we settled into our roles as slaves for Ms. Sasha. Things weren’t all good, but they weren’t all bad either. During the second week I was forced to give a slave, that Ms. Sasha was rewarding, a blow job. I hated it but it wasn’t the end of the world. Ms. Sasha also kept track of every little thing that we did wrong and at the end of each week we were both whipped for our infractions. It wasn’t something you looked forward to, but we understood and tried to do better. She did reward us when we were especially good with some alone time with each other where we at least got to kiss and hug and fondle each other but, of course, the hated chastity belts kept us from any meaningful interaction.

I detested mornings the most when Ms. Sasha would get out of bed and sit on my girlfriend’s cage and have her lick her ass and then drag her out and have her kneel by the bed while she worked on Ms. Sasha’s pussy for at least two orgasms. I hated it because I had to watch from my cage and I really wished it were I that was the one kneeling there doing the licking.

She surprised us at the end of two weeks by dragging us on hands and knees into the living room where a very stern matronly woman sat.

“This is my Mother, Ms. Frieda, slaves,” Ms. Sasha said. “I’m giving you to her as a present.”

I was shocked. We were already being transferred to another owner? I had thought that… well, I guess I should have remembered her long statement when she told us what to expect if we agreed to become her slaves, but I had at least hoped to stay with her. Her mother scared me.

“But before I do, I want you to put on a little show for her,” she said.

She reached down under me and unlocked my belt, then did the same for Lana.

“Take off those belts and give us a show,” she said. “Mother thinks slaves are not human so don’t even try to fuck like normal people. She likes to see slaves doing it like dogs.”

It had over two weeks since I had made love to my girlfriend, so I didn’t have to be told twice, even as embarrassing as it was to be forced to perform such an intimate act in front of a stranger. I pulled my belt off and helped Lana with hers. Then, I crawled around behind her and mounted her without any foreplay. It only took a few minutes before both of us were approaching orgasm.

“Both of you look up at me,” Ms. Sasha’s mother demanded.

We looked up. She had a nasty smile on her face, enjoying our degradation.

“You may cum,” she said.

We both exploded, screaming.

“I want you to remain coupled until your dick goes down like real dogs do,” Ms. Frieda ordered.

I waited until my dick got soft and then I pulled out.

“Now, lick her clean from behind, like a dog,” Ms. Frieda said.

I looked over at Ms. Sasha because I knew that Lana’s pussy was off limits to my tongue.

“Don’t look at me, soon-to-be dog boy,” Ms. Sasha said. “You belong to my mother and she has different rules.”

I crouched down and began licking Lana’s pussy from behind. I loathed the two weeks’ worth of cum, but I was happy to be here again. Right away I could tell that she was working up to another orgasm.

“Finish her off, boy,” Ms. Frieda demanded.

I kept licking until Lana screamed and collapsed in front of me.

“That was very nice,” Ms. Frieda said clapping her hands. “You two will be my star attractions in the weekly shows I give for jaded friends and paying strangers. Of course, you will have other duties as well, as some of my guests like a bit of attention after the show. In addition, I like to have my pussy and ass licked regularly by either sex and I do enjoy a bit of discipline to keep my animals in line. You two will have very nice kennels to live in when I’m not using you.”

Kennels? We were going to live like dogs? 

“Put those belts back on and lock them up,” Ms. Frieda barked.

After we were both re-belted, Ms. Frieda pulled two leashes from her bag and attached them to our collars.

“Let me make this clear,” she said. “To me slaves are not human and will never do things that humans do. That means you will crawl everywhere as, only humans walk. It means you will eat on the floor from a dog bowl without using your hands because only humans sit at tables and eat with utensils. It means you will do your business in the back yard like animal do. I hope those examples are enough to make you understand how to act because you do not want to experience what happens if I ever catch you thinking you are anything but animals.”

She gave her daughter a kiss and then dragged us toward the door.

“Come along my little doggies,” she said. “We have a show to be ready for this weekend.”

I was scared to death of this woman and her thinking, but my dick had other ideas. It was already hard and trying to break loose from the cage. Looking at the flush on the neck and shoulders of my girlfriend I could see this treatment was exciting her also. I wanted to believe that we both hated what was happening to us but clearly our bodies had other notions. We followed behind our new owner. 

I heard Sasha laughing gaily behind us.
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