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Just a Number Now

His jaw ached, how long had he been here for? His nose caught a whiff of her wonderful fragrance as his head dipped down the length of the rubber phallic monster she wore strapped over her sex. His brain spun trying to figure out how he'd gotten here. Kneeling on the hardwood floor between his Mistress wife's legs, his cock buried underneath a layer of frilly silk and locked away behind a metal tube.

She grabbed his now lengthened hair, it had been months since it was short, he could remember that much. His tired brain clung to those words, months ago, that was right. He remembered it now, how he had ended up here.

“Honey, have you thought about it?” Robert asked his wife Amanda.

“Thought about what?” She asked as she removed her work clothes to shower.

“You know, about that thing we discussed the other day,” Robert said elusively.

“Close the door Robert, it's cold in here.” She said, with a sigh, Robert stopped leaning on the doorframe and closed the door. “So that’s a no then?” he asked.

“It’s not a no Robert, I just wanted to be warm.” She said stepping into the shower. “As a matter of fact, I have thought about it.”

His heart sped up a few beats. “You have?” he asked half unbelievingly.

“I have, but I think there should be some rules.” She said drily over the sounds of the shower.

“What kind of rules?” He asked, staring at his wife’s curvy silhouette through the shower curtain.

“The kind where if I locked you into chastity I get to decide when you are let out.” She said as if it were obvious. “and I get to decide what we do while you are locked up.”

Thinking this meant she would finally take charge while in the bedroom he readily agreed. “Yes of course, whatever you say dear.”

“That’s Mistress to you, Robert. Now go get the chastity cage and give me the key.”

Amanda yanked him forward by his hair as punishment for his moment of inattentiveness, dragging him back to his current reality. He choked and sputtered on the rubbery cock as it was pulled farther into his mouth and down his throat by her grasp.

“This won't do at all Robert.” She said her voice a derisive sing-song tone. “Michael will not be pleased if this is the best you can manage when I bring him over tonight.”

His heart thudded in utter terror. Was that tonight? He couldn't remember he had lost all track of time, his days spent doing his former wife’s laundry, cleaning her house, and attending to her needs as her sissy maid. Another flashback to a previous conversation.

He was kneeling at her feet in a new set of matching bra and panties she had bought for him, with his money of course. She sat at the vanity doing her makeup in the mirror. “Oh, Robert” Amanda said casually. “I almost forgot to tell you, I’ve been fucking someone else. Is that okay?”

Robert’s mind reeled, and he made a sound of dismay through the gag she had forced into his mouth earlier. He wanted to stand but the several painful sessions he had endured by her crop for such infractions had taught him better.

“I’ll take that as a yes, I’m glad you can be sensible about these things Robert. After all, with your cock locked up like that.” She nudged his chastity cage through his panties with her stockinged foot. “It’s completely useless to me and it only makes sense I’d need to find pleasure elsewhere.”

Robert’s vision went fuzzy as Amanda continued, his loving wife was fucking someone else and it was starting to sink in that this was no longer a game. She was never going to let him free. He was so lost he almost missed what Amanda said next.

“I’ve never liked giving blow jobs though, so You will be doing that for me. Michael is about three times your length, so I think it best that we start training you to suck cock using the strap on you bought me last year. I’ll generously give you thirty minutes of my time each day, so you don’t gag too much on Michael’s dick when he comes over in a couple of weeks.”

Robert lurched forward his hands pressing up against her smooth thigh. “Nooooo” he tried to cry through the gag.

She stood up instantly, slapping away his hands. “I thought that was a very generous offer from me Robert.” She shouted at him. “Go get my crop, I’m going to teach you some appreciation.”

Again, he was jerked back to reality as she shook him. “Robert, are you listening to me?”

She yanked him free from the cock, pulling him off by his hair and he gasped for breath. He had to do something, he had to reach her, he had to make her see sense. This hadn't been what he had asked for.

“Mistress...” he said beginning to speak but he was cut off as she backhanded him across the face, one of her rings scratching a thin line in his cheek. She stood up fully, the rubber cock bouncing as she did. “ROBERT!” She shouted at him indignantly. “I told you that you were never to speak unless told to do so!” She seized him by the hair pulling him from the room.

He stumbled, trying to get his feet under him to relieve the pressure on his scalp but his legs had gone numb and she tugged him in such a way that kept him purposefully off-balance. “No, please, I'm sorry Amanda.” he gasped out as she tugged him along. “ROBERT!?” She screeched again as if he had just committed some egregious sin in front of her eyes by using her name. She pulled him into the living room pushing him into the stockade in the corner and firmly shutting it. With an ominous CLICK, she locked it before stalking away in a fury.

He had done it this time. The last time he had tried to talk to her as if he had been a person, at least in her eyes she had cut such gashes into his ass with her crop that he had been unable to sit for days. She didn't see him as a human anymore just as a piece of property and property did not speak, and it definitely didn't address her as if it had rights. He hung his head in shame, a tear or two falling for the life he wished to return to, but it was too late for that now.

She came back into the room, her heels clicking rapidly on the hardwood floors. Without preamble she locked the cuffs of a spreader bar around his ankles and began extending it, forcing his legs wide apart. “How dare you, Robert! How dare you use my name as if you were some kind of equal. I thought you had learned your lesson last time.” Again, he shuddered thinking of the memories. “I can see however I'm going to have to be far more vigorous in my behavioral coaching with you.” With that she yanked his panties down around his lower legs, stretching them out and he felt her spread his cheeks and spit venomously on his hole, the only lube he was likely to get. With that, she began shoving something phallic into his ass. He squealed and squirmed as she invaded him with the giant cock. She continued pushing it inside him and he felt like he was going to split in half. Finally, it stopped, and he felt her back away. “Hold it in.” She commanded

She then started in with the crop, no warning, no playful warm-up, just a single lash that cut the air with a wicked whistling before landing across his ass. He yelled, and the dildo slipped out slightly as he lost control of it in his pain. She stepped up and pushed it back into place with her palm. “Keep it in, every time it slips I'm starting over.” His mind reeled and panic set in as another lash landed across his bare ass.

An hour later he was exhausted, his ass cut to bloody ribbons and his voice gone hoarse from all the screaming. Amanda struck him contemptuously in the leg with the crop as she walked away causing his weakened legs to buckle, applying painful pressure to his neck and wrists that were still locked into the stockade. She had started over several times and he had lost count. His mind numb, the stockade facing the corner he could see little of the room save for the edge of the fireplace in his peripheral vision. She lay something in it, or at least part of the way, he could only make out a thin piece of metal laying outside the fireplace, its tip inside the fire. What the hell he thought, why was she leaving the poker propped in the fire like that?

There was a knock at the door and despite his exhaustion, he couldn't help but squirm at what he knew must be Michael’s arrival. He heard the door open and his Mistress's voice soft like it had once spoken to him greeted someone, then the silent sound of an exchanged kiss. He shuddered again at the image in his mind of his wife kissing another man. As the door shut, footsteps moved the short distance between the hallway and the living room, another deliberate pause and silence before a deep male voice chuckled. “Well, I only half-believed you until now.” Amanda spoke up playfully teasing “You didn't believe me at all, I even showed you pictures, and you still didn’t believe me.” She giggled. Inwardly Robert groaned but they just continued talking as if he wasn't there, wasn’t a person. “I know you did babe but, well seeing it in person is something else.”

More footsteps sounded, and Robert could sense two people standing behind him even though he couldn't see either of them. Michael’s voice sounded again, this time closer “He looks like he is in pain.”

“Does she?” His wife's voice responded. “I don't really care if she is, I'm about done with her, she is completely worthless,” Amanda responded.

“Her?” Michael asked.

“Sure,” Amanda responded. “See?” She walked up to Robert and pulled on his trapped cock inside its tiny metal cage so that Michael could get a better look.

“Damn babe.” Robert could almost hear the pang of sympathy in Michael's voice. “That's wicked.”

“Oh, he asked for it,” Amanda responded casually, giving Robert's balls a vicious squeeze that made his knees buckle before letting go.

“He did?” Michael asked incredulously. “I can't even imagine...”

Amanda's voice sounded close to where Michael's had been, and Robert suspected she was pressed up against his side. “I would never do that to you love, I like that large cock of yours FAR too much.

“Yeah?” Michael asked, clear arousal in his voice. There was a sound of a very wet kiss and Robert whimpered at the noise. The couple ignored him.

“Anyways” Amanda continued. “I've made up my mind, I'm selling her. I was going to keep her as a sissy maid and give her a new, more fitting name after her initiation in sucking cock, but she has demonstrated tonight that she can't be trained. So, I'm just going to sell her to that businesswomen I ran into a couple of weeks ago. Instead of a name, the little sissy will just get a number.”

Robert's mind sounded with white noise as his wife spoke to her lover. Did he hear that right? Sell him? Sell him to who? Who was this businesswoman? Would she really sell him after so many years of a loving marriage? He was so concerned with what she had said he nearly missed the rest of the ongoing conversation. His ears only catching the last part of Michael's question.

“That's what the brand is for then huh?” Michael asked. Robert's head snapped up and struggled to look back causing Amanda to chuckle. “Yes, that's what it’s for but we can attend to that later. For now, come into my bedroom and fuck me.”

“Yes ma'am,” Michael responded, and he picked her up and carried her into the bedroom. They left the door open.

Sometime later after his wife's screams of passion had abated Robert felt someone's presence fill the room again. He stirred, his neck stiff, he tried to force will into his legs, to struggle, to fight in some way what he now suspected was coming, what he had mistaken to be a fire poker carelessly left in the flames.

He heard Amanda scoff as if she knew exactly what he was attempting. “It’s no use.” She said idly from over by the fire. He struggled to see her. “I've no use for a sissy maid who can't obey. Now instead of living out your days serving me and my lovers, you'll spend them as a number.” He whimpered, maybe if he stayed silent, maybe if he didn't protest she wouldn't go through with it. He saw her pick up the brand and inspect it in the farthest corners of his vision.

“You know, I don't even know what Margaret uses the chattel she purchases for. I didn't even bother to ask.” She said in a tone as if she was carrying on a completely normal conversation rather than talking of selling her husband to some businesswoman. Her footsteps drew closer and Robert shifted in his bonds uncomfortably. Surely, she wouldn't do this, surely, she wouldn't go this far. Somewhere, deep down perhaps she still had to have at least some love for him? Didn't she?

Again, as if in response to his thoughts she walked around in front of the stockade, gloriously naked, the dimming firelight playing off her pale soft flesh. Her pussy flush and red from her several rounds of sex with Michael. She leaned down, her face bare inches from hers, and locked eyes with Robert. Cold, heartless eyes, without a trace of pity or mercy. These weren't the eyes of the woman Robert had married, not anymore at least. This living goddess of a creature before him was something else entirely he thought with dismay. Until she spoke his name.

“Robert.” She said before giving him the barest brush of a kiss upon his cheek. It hurt more than any blow she had ever delivered to him. It sounded like her and it was the first loving contact he had experienced from her in months. He locked up in utter shock and a smile turned cruel spread across her lips. She stood up and walked behind him. “Suffer.” She finished as she drove the numbered brand against his ass cheek. The pain was incredible, there was the smell of sickeningly seared flesh, and he blacked out, collapsing into unconsciousness.

That was it thought Amanda as she watched Robert slump into unconsciousness bound in the stockade. She set the brand aside to cool and unlocked the stockade letting Robert slipped to the ground, so he didn't choke himself to death. She let him lay passed out on the hardwood floor, staring at her handiwork for just a moment before looking up to see Michael watching from the doorway.

“Wow.” He said. “I wasn't sure you'd go through with it.”

She shrugged. “That lady Margret offered a lot of money for him and I've no use for property that won't listen.” She said while thinking to herself, you'd better take careful note of that Michael or you could find yourself in the same position.

“Still isn't that your husband laying there?” Michael asked.

“No, that's just number 672 now.” She said. “Now come on, I think we can get another couple of orgasms in before the vehicle comes to pick it up.” She reached out to take his hand and lead him back into the bedroom. She left, leaving number 672 to lay on the cold hardwood floor, its naked ass up in the air with the angry red brand on it.

Robert blinked blurry eyes, he was so tired and sore, his ass throbbed with pain and his mind was muddled in exhaustion. There were loud sounds of doors slamming and looking out the side of a van he saw his wife standing there on the sidewalk of their house at night, counting out a large stack of cash. She looked up at him, catching his eye. She blew him a small and disparaging kiss as a large man blocked his sight, grabbing hold of the van's door and sliding it shut. Leaving Robert alone in complete darkness, wrapped in several layers of metal restraints. He felt the van rock a bit as the driver got in on his side, the passenger already apparently in his seat. A small window let in sound from the cabin of the van.

“Do you know what Margaret even does with these poor slobs?” The driver asked.

“Some, it ain’t pretty neither.” Replied the passenger darkly.

The driver’s voice became nervously pitched. “Like what?”

“Look kid, I know you’re new working for Lady Margret, but you really don’t want to go asking too many questions.”

“Why is that?” The driver asked.

The passenger glanced through the small window at Robert while addressing the driver “Because you probably want to keep your cock and balls.” Before sliding the window closed.

The End
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