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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 word, months ago, that was right. He remembered it now, how he had end 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, its 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 speed 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 flash back 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 bars 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 greet someone, then the silent sound of an exchanged kiss. He shuddered again at the image in his mine 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 voiced 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 business women I ran into a couple 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 business women? 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 ear only catching the last part of Michael's question.

“That's what the brand is for then huh?” Michael asked. Robert 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 business woman. 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 to 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

“Good Boy”

The chuffing noise was agitating in his ears, the flecks of slobber splattering against one cheek even more so. His knees hurt but he was growing accustomed to the ache. He spent almost all his time on them these days. He knelt before the food bowl next to an identical one that belong to what use to be HIS dog, Rupert who ate noisily beside him. He resigned himself to lower his face back into his own food bowl and lap up the wet muck that passed for his meals the past six months.

Rupert having finished his own food, nudge the bowl with his nose and when he found there was no more to be had a growl bubbled in his throat. James looked over from his slop to notice the growl was directed at him. With a rumbling snap of his jaws Rupert got louder as he moved towards James. Terrified of the large Rottweiler James backed quickly away and Rupert growled at him a final time before leaning his head down to noisily consume what was left of James’s food.

Behind James a cold and remorseless laugh sounded.

“It’s funny to see you in your most true form, submissive even to MY dog.” The woman’s voice put a special emphasis on the word “my”. It made an already frustrated James angrier. Rupert had been HIS dog, Maria hadn’t even wanted the Rottweiler in the first place. He kept his tongue however, six months of the shock collar around his throat had trained him to be silent, and several painful experiences with the one around his balls had taught him not to try anything physical either.

Maria, the woman he had once considered his wife now bent down and ruffle his hair with her hand as if fondly musing up a pet’s fur. “Such a good boy these days.”

James made a whimpering sound but his former wife now owner simply laughed at his misery. “I told you James that you should have started treating me better, but you didn’t. You just kept going out and partying, coming home drunk and wanting sex.” She stood up tall, towering over him. “Now it’s me getting all the sex though, isn’t it? You’re just a pet, an amusement for me and a reminder of my superiority.”

It was at that moment as he crouched at her feet, enduring her berating tirade of his former behavior that the front door to Maria’s house opened loudly and was soon followed by heavy footfalls of large work boots. This caused James to whimper again but Maria to squeal with girlish delight. She left the kitchen in a dash leaving her two dogs behind her and James could hear his former wife’s now vibrant and happy voice. “Honey, your finally home. It’s so good to see you.”

Even from the kitchen James could hear the wet noises of two people kissing and then the sound of a playful thud of hand on flesh as James’s once best friend, Brock smacked Maria on the ass and her corresponding yelp tinged with sexual excitement.

Brock had a deep laugh that sounded through the whole house. “Get on your knees slut, I’ve got a little welcoming home present for ya.” James winced and flinched as he heard the distinctive noise of a zipper being pulled down in the otherwise quiet house. They were quickly followed by the distinct sounds of wet sucking noises only moments later.

James retracted in on himself unable to stop listening to every faceted detail of sound that was his deepest shame, glad only that he at least was being spared the torture of being made to watch. As if hearing the thoughts inside his head Brock called out thunderously over the sounds of Maria eagerly sucking off his impressive cock.

“Dogs! Where the hell are ya you worthless animals. Don’t you know you’re supposed to meet your Master at the door when he comes home after work. Rupert! Rufus! Get your lazy tails in here.”

Like a rocket Rupert leapt to his feet and ran happily into the hallway to greet Brock. Knowing what was expected of him with a groan James went crawling after Rupert, trying to move as quickly as possible without ever getting up off all fours. He had made that mistake once before and Maria had used the remote for BOTH shock collars simultaneously, and repeatedly.

Reluctantly James came scrambling around the corner into the hallway, Rufus having easily beat him there and pulled up short at the scene. Brock had his wife down on her knees pinned against the wall, his cock shoved deep into Maria’s throat. With one of his giant meaty hands he pinned her arm above her head to the wall and with the other he was petting Rupert who was nuzzling at Brocks thigh fondly. Maria was concentrated entirely on Brocks large member and had her one free hand fondling Brock’s balls even as he throats fucked her. James had never seen her so willingly choking on a cock like that and so eagerly engaged in a blowjob. She hated giving blowjobs, or so he had always thought. She never wanted to blow him and the few times she had she had barely but forth any effort and certainly no enthusiasm.

It was all too much for James, his best friend was face fucking his wife and she was showing every sign of loving it. They were doing it in the house he worked so hard for, all the overtime in order to afford it for Maria and himself. It had been six months of this, six months of these displays of power over him, six months of eating food from the floor, sleeping at the foot of their bed, of being made to pee outside. Six months of not being able to speak and of being repetitively shocked for small or even made up infractions. Six months of not being able to have sex or even masturbate and to top it all off his damn dog held a higher position in this household than he did.

He raced forward and leapt up at Brock, thudding against his massive thigh as he tried to stand up and move forward at the same time. “Hey!!” Bellowed Brock as he was jostled by the impact. Rupert growled, Maria gagged, and James felt himself being smacked hard by the back of Brocks hand. “Bad dog!”

James’s tried to make a noise of rage but there was an instant feedback from the shock collar around his neck and it was followed moments later by the one wrapped tightly around his balls. His vision blurred, and he collapsed.

It wasn’t but ten minutes later that James found himself crammed inside a too small dog cage, the metal pressing painfully against his knees. The cage was tucked in between one of the couches and the living room wall. He couldn’t see Brock and Maria in the kitchen, but he could hear their voices. They were having a purposefully loud conversation, no doubt so that he had to hear the torment of their discussion over him as if he was an actual dog that had misbehaved.

“He is just high-spirited Brock, I don’t think he truly meant anything by it.” Maria’s placating voice sounded.

“Maria, I don’t like the idea of you alone with such a dangerous animal.” Brock responded his voice gruff and broad like the rest of him.

Maria gave a light and airy laugh full of fondness for Brock. “Brock he isn’t dangerous he just isn’t trained that well.” James’s balls recoiled a bit at that, he knew Maria would punish him severely with what she called “Obedience Training” for his transgression. It was however Brock’s next words that made his balls truly retract and a cold shiver to slide down his spine.

“Maybe we should have him neutered Maria, that might mellow him out a bit.”

The blood drained from James’s face with horror that only intensified when he heard his wife make an almost orgasmic sounding school girl laugh. “Oh, Brock that’s cruel of you.”

There was the sound of clothes rustling a bit and then Brocks gruff voice. “Yeah but the idea clearly has you wet.” Maria giggled in response. “Oh, Brock take me now, fuck me good.” There were more sounds of movement from the kitchen and then Maria’s protesting voice. “No, I can’t wait to get upstairs, fuck me on the Couch.”

James groan and moments later Brock and Maria came into the living room a whirl of clothes coming off right in front of his eyes. Brock roughly pushed Maria, now naked onto all fours onto the opposite couch facing James’s cage before saddling up behind her. Maria arched her ass up into the air, one hand between her legs rubbing her wet clit as Brock began to penetrate her doggy style. She began moaning, an unadulterated noise of passion and even gave a playful and mocking “Arrrhoooo noise” as Brock pounded her, he threw back his head and joined her with a laugh letting out his own much deeper and louder “Arrrhooooooooo” noise drowning out her and her moans. As he lowered his head back he glanced over at James huddled in the cold metal cage, forced to watch his best friend and wife fuck mockingly in front of him. He gave James’s an over exaggerated wink and held up his hand in the international okay sign. Then grabbed ahold of Maria’s thigh with a slap and really began vigorously giving it to her.

James couldn’t take his eyes off the scene and despite his utter humiliation and frustration as he watched them fuck he couldn’t help but feel aroused. It had just been too damn long since he had been allowed to cum. Even watching his best friend fuck his wife causes his less than average sized cock to shamefully stiffen. He finally put his head down and covered his eyes with his paws…. his hands, damn it his hands not his paws he thought furiously to himself. It was no use though he still had to hear them fucking like animals. It was only after three of his wife’s orgasms before they quit and fell asleep leaving James to his degrading quiet in the cramped cage.

James awoke painfully stiff to the sound of his dog cage being opened, the door in front of him unlatched by his wife’s expensively painted nails, no doubt with money from his former bank account. “Get up Rufus it’s time to come out.”

He shuddered at the dog name she had given him the night she had taken his freedoms away and reduced him to his station as the family’s pet. He achingly and awkwardly clambered out of the cage and as soon as he was all the way out his wife’s hand gently swatted the end of his nose. “Sit.” She commanded him, and he reluctantly sat back onto his haunches just like a dog would.

Maria paced silently back in forth in front of him like a disapproving authority figure for a moment before saying anything. The dread of what would come next from her mouth buried itself deep in James’s stomach and he began to hyperventilate as he thought about what Brock had suggested last night that had led to his and Maria’s energetic fucking on the couch.

“Relax.” Maria commanded him. “I’m not going to let him neuter you boy.” She said seeming to interpret James’s heavy breathing and thoughts. “Though Brock is very angry with you and if you misbehave like that Ever again I’ll let him take those useless little berries between your legs.”

James whimpered and recoiled as she spoke, but her voice cracked like a whip. “You will remain sitting at attention Rufus!” Her command had the desired effect as it often did on him and he hesitantly straightened back up.

“Good.” Maria said with a curt nod. “Now, listen very closely. I have an arrangement that will work out perfectly for the both of us.” James whimpered again, the last time she had said that he had ended up living his life as a dog.

“Hush!” She commanded in a stern tone. “You obviously need more Obedience Training though it seems my methods are only so effective.” Maria paused to let that sink in before continuing. “Fortunately, I have an acquaintance, Lady Margret the very one in fact that suggested I modify your behavior by making you my dog.” She smiled down at him and it was an evil vulpine thing. “You see she runs this little event every year or so, a Dog competition if you will. I’m going to enter you in this year’s event and you are going to perform for my flawlessly.” She held up a finger at him and repeated herself. “Flawlessly”

“This will prove to Brock that you are well trained and not a danger in need of being, snipped.” She made a little scissors motion with her fingers at him as she dragged the last word out, letting it reverberate in his mind.

James’s brain was reeling. She couldn’t be serious, she was going to enter him in a dog show? Surely even she wouldn’t want to humiliate him that strenuously and publicly. One glance at her cold eyes though told him she apparently did. In that moment he realized this was not some game she was playing with him. He was always and irrevocably just going to be a dog to her. His face fell in revelation and despair. The look of pleasure Maria derived from it standing above him seemed simply orgasmic.

She leaned down to pet his head fondly. “Oh, don’t worry dear pet, it’s not All bad. You see if you do well in the competition you get a little treat.”

He looked up at her again, uncertain as to if he was being tricked but still daring to hope.

“You see Lady Margaret is very, eccentric let’s say and she keeps a whole kennel full of dogs just like you. She likes to keep the best hounds and to that end at the end of the tournament she chooses the best male and female dogs and allows them to breed.”

James’s mind fuzzed and almost blanked as he was told this. Maria smiled and nudged his cock with her foot, the first touch his dick had experienced from her since she made him a mutt. It instantly and embarrassingly responded causing her to giggle at the pathetic-ness. “You will get to Use this pitiful thing, if only the one time.” She cupped his chin, forcing him to keep her eyes as she gently touched her toe to his balls. “Wouldn’t you like that? You could finally mount a Bitch.”

James’s heart hammered in his chest, the bizarre reality of the conversation he was having with his owner…former wife was just too much, but the chance to cum? The chance to cum in a female pushed the surreal nature of the situation from his mind and he nodded his head only half realizing he was agreeing to this humiliation. What other choice was there though he wondered.

Maria giggled again and retracted her foot. “Good Boy” she said patting him on the head. Now let’s start training you.

A few weeks later and James found himself being led by a leash out of the car and naked save for his collar onto grass. They were in a large field with a mansion of truly epic proportions in the near distance. James looked around forgetting his embarrassment for just a moment as he marveled at how big the place was. There were several cars park in neat rows along the grass and lots of finely dressed people walking about. Several of them wear leading other Dogs like him along behind them on leashes. Everyone simply carried on like this was a normal experience here at Lady Margaret’s estate. Maria tugged on James’s collar and gave him a warning look as she walked behind Brock who couldn’t stop laughing to himself.

Maria approached a registration booth while Brock went to get the pair something to drink. “I’m here to check in.” She said to the female attendant.

“Name and the name of your dog?” the attendant asked. The table was just high enough that James could really get a good look at her from his position on the ground next to it.

“My name is Maria Alvarez.” She said being sure to use her maiden name. “And my dog’s name is Rufus.” She said with a pleasant smile. The attendant stood up to survey James on the ground before her. “Sex?” she asked turning to look at Maria who stifled a giggle.

Sex, what the hell? James thought, clearly, she could see he was a male, his dick wasn’t that small.

“Male.” Maria responded still tittering. The attendant nodded curtly and sat back down. There were some scribbling noises from the table above James before the attendant said in a neutral, almost bored tone. “Take him to the kennels. They are on the west side of the event ground. Start time is in two hours.”

Maria thanked the attendant and rejoining Brock who had a champagne flute for her, they made their way to the kennels with James trailing along behind. Once they arrived at the kennels Maria turned him over to one of the handlers and the pair left laughing and talking.

The handler ushered James into one of the cages which were filled with various other dogs just like him. There must have been at least twenty or more of them. As James looked around he couldn’t see a single one that was female. Confused he concluded that they must be kept in a separate area. He spent the next two hours languishing in the cage as people came and went seeing to the dogs. The sounds and smells drifting from outside the kennel were ones of happiness and enjoyment. He longed for that freedom but knew it was a thing of the past. This was his place now, he tried to content himself with the fact if he won he would at least get to cum in someone. He took a secret pleasure in the fact it would be another woman other than his wife. It wasn’t much but maybe if he won he could in some small way get back at her for fucking his best friend.

Finally, after a seeming eternity of waiting Maria came into the kennel alone. She like the other owners had begun to file in and get their dogs ready to lead out on to the show grounds. She let him out of the kennel cage and removed the pair of shock collars with a stern and quiet warning. “You must look presentable and be naturally obedient when we get out on the field.” She said.

“If you fuck this up or disobey me remember the consequences.” She said making a snipping motion with her fingers. “If you do your best you may even get your rocks off at the end of the day. Understood?!”

James nodded his head and she ruffled his hair then lead him out onto the event grounds. There were several people, at least a hundred or more by James’s judgement surrounding the small event field behind a short fence. A judge’s booth stood off to one side and all the owners line up in front of it with their dogs. Maria told him to hold perfectly still as they had practiced as one of the judges stood up, presumably Lady Margaret and gave the opening speech, welcoming everyone to her home and event, instructing them all to enjoy the entertainment.

James tuned most of the speech out and looked ahead of him at the other dogs as best he could without moving his head. All he could see from behind was balls, not of one of the dogs in front of him was female. He assumed they must be standing in a different part of the line and was disappointed he couldn’t at least ogle a naked female ass.

A small revolver went off startling James, but Maria subtly hissed for him to pay attention and be still. The games began, and James spent the next several hours watching people lead their human dogs through obstacle courses, performing tricks, and obeying commands. Each series of events all the males would compete then be led off the field back into the kennels before the females were led out onto the field to complete the same event.

The events weren’t hard but incredibly humiliation as he was forced to demonstrate how to roll over, how to sit, how to fetch, how to play dead and how to run an obstacle course. The embarrassment turned him entirely red more than once as Maria put him through his paces with firm commands in front of such a large crowd who all applauded with courtesy as he and the other dogs performed. The whole time he tried to blank out the experience as it was happening, continuingly telling himself if he could just get through it he could finally fuck and get back at his wife. So, he did his utmost to perform perfectly and tried to swallow his pride and play to the crowd.

Finally, it came time for the judges to make their decision with Lady Margaret presiding over the judgements. When his name was called as first place for the male dogs his heart leapt at the chance for sex, but the feeling was followed quickly on its heels with the absolute and total embarrassment of his degradation. Maria happily lead him up onto the winner’s platform to show him off. After a few minutes of cheers, announcements and praise he was led off and into a small room back behind the judges table.

Maria paused at the entrance to put his collar back on and pat his head. “I’m really proud of you Rufus, such a good boy.” She said her voice sweet and encouraging yet somehow scornful as well. She then turned and lead him into a cold stone room with several well-dressed people crammed into it. James’s sense of trepidation increased at the presences of so many people so closely scrutinizing him and witnessing his shame. Inside at the exact center of the cold stone room was a large metal table and James’s was made by Maria to hop up on it. The table was cold on his skin and the room was lit so that all the light shown on the table, leaving the observers in subtle shadows. He shivered, and his skin crawled as Maria hooked the other end of his leash to a link on the side of the table.

Several minutes went by and the observers chatted quietly to themselves, derisively yet lightly laughing at the display before them their comments politely scornful. James began to panic, and he searched the room to fiend Maria intently watching him with an almost hungry look of anticipation. She was pressed hard up against Brock, her ass occasionally shifting sexually against his crotch. One of his big muscled arms draped over her, holding her possessively to him.

Then the bitch was led in. A woman led another dog into the room and James’s was disappointed to see she wasn’t that attractive, she was almost completely flat chested and perhaps a little overweight. Her hair was long and flat with little volume to it covering her face. His disappointment turned to shock however when she was led up onto the table in front of him, to his surprise the bitch wasn’t a bitch at all. Balls dangled down between her legs and her cock was locked beneath a steel cage that completely covered it from view. The observers laughed and hollered their amusement as the bitch was latched into place in front of James, her asshole inches from his nose.

Lady Margaret’s voice sounded from just inside the door. “Ladies and Gentlemen, the breeding of this year’s winning dogs will now commence. Another round of laughter sounded from the room at this announcement. Maria called out to James, her voice taunting and cruel with Brock laughing his ass off behind her. “Go on Rufus! Fuck her good, this is the only Pussy you’ll ever get!” With that comment came another round of laughter from the pressing crowd and the cameras started going off clicking and flashing causing James to blink stupidly.

He resisted, horrified. No, no he couldn’t do this, no matter how bad he wanted to cum. He couldn’t, he wouldn’t. He made to back away from the feminized man in front of him, but Maria’s voice made him freeze in place. “If you get off that fucking table I’m taking you straight to the vet to be snipped.” There was a pause and silence amongst the crowd so that Maria’s now soft voice could easily be heard by everyone. “So, it’s your choice Rufus, either use it, or Lose it.”

James swallowed hard knowing he had no choice he slowly moved forward and began to mount the bitch in front of him, as his cock began to enter her ass, she shuddered beneath him, he closed his eyes with a shudder as he penetrated her, and the crowd laughed. The cameras began to click and flash again and Maria, his once wife shouted out to him. “Good Boy!!”

The End

Born of Scorn

After getting through the secluded entrance and having his name checked against the list Logan walked through a dark lit hallway and into the currently hottest and most exclusive club in the city. He grinned wolfishly as he surveyed the multilevel room filled with smoke and lights. The aroma of illicit substances wasn’t overpowering but it certainly wasn’t hidden, here among the elite the rules didn’t apply. It was the same for him Logan thought, the rules didn’t apply.

The music pulsed, and people danced. Most people wore black, the rest wore nothing at all, leather and electrical tape were a common theme. The bar dominated the room with the audio stage hanging just above and behind it. Situated around the room were secluded tables with comfortable booths. Looking up the narrow staircase he could see the more exotic furniture upstairs. He didn’t need to go up there to know what all he would find, saint Andrew’s crosses, spanking benches, wooden ponies and more. There was no point going up just yet though, not without some new toy to break anyway thought Logan as he headed towards the dance floor.

He moved through the pulsating crowd with accustomed ease. He fancied himself a shark cruising through the waters of his inferiors. Here he was king, and he knew that none could compete with him. As he moved among the dancers he saw a few he knew, giving nods of acknowledgement sparingly. He brushed close to one couple, the female a curly haired blonde named Charlotte, she looked hopefully at him with an overabundance of eagerness in her eyes, but he skewed her with a glance and she turned away crestfallen, moving from the dance floor and leaving a very confused beta dominant behind her.

Logan scoffed and continued his prowl through the crowd, he had meet Charlotte some six months ago and she had submitted to him easily, far too easily. At first it had been enjoyable but without any real way to push her and break her he had bored of her quickly and moved on. She still seemed hopeful every time she saw him, foolish thing. Let some lesser “Dominant” have her, he wasn’t interested in such a lack of challenge.

He weaved back and forth through the dance floor a couple of times, scoping out potentials, he spared a glance up towards the second floor and saw Natalia looking out over the railing, her long brown hair and sharp features causing him to smile. He remembered her, how she had been a challenge to break and just thinking about it stoked his lust. He could still hear her whimpering at the moment she finally broke to him. As if drawn by the intensity of his gaze at her she looked towards him then quickly away as if she hadn’t seen him. He however saw the moment of fear upon her lovely countenance. He smiled to himself and moved on, perhaps he would give her a call if the night didn’t pan out and demand she present herself to him at his penthouse. It had been awhile and generally he grew bored with them after they had been brought to see their true nature by the light of his dominance. However, her look of fear had been enough to capture his attention, at least for a night anyways.

Logan having now completed a few circuits of the floor, decided it was time to head for the bar. He could use a drink and besides, often the bar was the easiest place to find the neophytes. The ones who had never been to the club before and hung near the bar rather than venture into the more, unique and exotic parts of the club. It was a safe place for them where the social norms were similar to what they experience in the outside world. In other words, it was the perfect place to find his quarry, someone he could convince to come home with him, someone he could convince to sign the month-long submissive contract he had written, the one that would allow him to take and break the woman who signed it, proving his dominance over them and their rightful place at his feet.

He spotted her almost immediately as he approached the bar, a slim fit woman in a dark blue dress with pale luminous skin and natural dark hair done in a short bob. He could tell by the way she glanced about her that she was new to the club. She had the look of a newcomer, someone not yet accustomed to the exclusive styles and tastes of the place and its patrons. Perfect, he thought to himself, just what he was looking for, the new ones always made excellent little does and he would enjoy altering her to his tastes and watching her crumble.

He slid up to the bar next to her with the devil’s confidence and ordered two drinks before turning to her.

“Well hello there my dear, I don’t believe we’ve met yet.” He said in a confident tone as if she was supposed to instantly recognize him. He made sure to draw himself up to his full height, giving the smallest of tugs at his expensive suit collar to make sure it was in place.

“I…I’m sorry?” She stammered, clearly caught off guard and nervous by his forwardness and the foreign social rules she wasn’t accustomed to.

Excellent Logan thought smirking to himself inwardly.

“Oh no need to by sorry darling. My name’s Logan.” He said as the bartender slid him his drinks and he picked one up, holding it out for her as he said it.

“Oh, thank you.” The girl replied still overwhelmed she took the drink. “My name is Marcy.” She added.

“Charmed.” He responded, taking a sip of his drink and smiling at her. “And what exactly brings you here tonight Marcy?” He said staring her in the eyes to assert his control. “What is it that you desire from us?”

“Oh, I, well it’s just” she stuttered. “I’ve heard so much about this place and its, um uniqueness and I wanted to see for myself.” She finally finished.

“Well my dear I can assure you, the rumors about this place are quite true. Here is place where those in charge command and rule while the rest submit to their wants. No doubt you are here to experience that submission first hand?”

She flushed hard, the blood lighting up her pale cheeks. “Well I thought I might, you know, give it a try.”

“Excellent.” Logan replied, dark intentions glittering in his eyes.



Logan lounged on his couch in his penthouse suite, casually enjoying a drink and listening to a bit of music. Reaching towards the table he picked up his smartphone for the third time or so in the past hour to check and make sure it hadn’t lit up with a message when he wasn’t paying attention. Still no response from Marcy. Somewhat disappointed that she hadn’t responded to his tormenting texts commanding her to respond with pictures of her naked body that he constantly had enforced belong to him.

It gave him pause, but he finally decided he didn’t care. It had been several weeks since the end of her month-long contract of submission and he was starting to lose interest anyways. It always got dull for him after the high of breaking the girls, listening to their cries as he surpassed any limits they believed they had. It was always fun to watch the aftermath of that, but it would only be so long before he was more interested in getting another new potential submissive to her breaking point.

“The hell with it.” He said tossing his found onto the couch beside him. It was time to find a new toy, perhaps that pretty brunette he had seen at the club last time he was out. Not tonight though, it was getting late and he was rather tired. It wasn’t long before he drifted off to sleep upon the couch thinking about the next break.

The lock on his front door clicked open quietly. Two rather large men stalked quietly into the penthouse, moving through the large rooms till they found their target asleep on the couch. One clamped a massive hand over Logan’s mouth, waking him instantly. The other punched him hard in the gut, causing Logan to expel the air in his lungs, keeping him from crying out. The two men in masks quickly zip tied Logan’s hands together, along with his feet. While one of his abductors secured his limbs the other gagged him with a rag and pulled a bag over his head before cramming him in an extremely large duffle bag.

Logan struggled from inside the dark bag but received several body blows from one of the thugs causing him to give up his immediate resistance. The thugs quickly proceeded to their rental van and left quietly, locking up behind themselves. An hour later and Logan felt himself deposited roughly on a chair, he was quickly and efficiently bound into place before the hood was finally removed.

Before him stood the two burly men in their dark suits and ski masks, behind them a shorter slimmer figure standing in a confrontational position with her arms crossed looked at him disdainfully, Marcy. Her voice was cold and hard, authoritative. “Hello Logan.”

Logan immediately began struggling against his bounds, yelling into the rag he had been gagged with. Marcy’s eyes narrowed at him before she nodded to one of the bruisers. He pulled the rag out of Logan’s mouth and the moment Logan began to speak the other thug slugged him in the jaw.

“Enough.” Marcy commanded and they both stepped back. 

“Logan, do you know why you are here?” she asked calmly.

“Because you are a psycho bitch.” He spat. “When I get out of here I’m going to..”

“No.” She interrupted him, stepping forward so that the thugs loomed behind her. “You are here because you don’t listen. You didn’t listen to me when I said you were going too far, you didn’t listen to me when I said I had limits. You didn’t listen when I said I was done.”

“You signed a contract.” Logan protested loudly

“To hell with your contract.” Marcy snapped angrily. “I wanted out.”

“You won’t get away with this, I’m going to the police the moment I’m free.” Logan cursed.

“No, you aren’t Logan, we both know you can’t, for the same reasons I couldn’t. If it ever got out, what we did, and who we associate with at that club. We would be financially ruined. Neither one of us is about to give that up.”

He paused, this was true, hell he had used that same argument before with other girls he had broken when things had gotten a little out of hand. It was a damn convincing one, he couldn’t let the public eye hear about those things, worse yet the club had a way of making sure if anyone ever let their secrets slip they would go down.

Marcy’s smile sharpened as she saw the realization on his face. “I’m glad you understand the situation Logan, I really am, because you see I did learn something from my time spent with you. I learned I Love power, and I’m going to enjoy showing you just which one of is really the submissive.

Logan’s confidence faltered further, and a chill ran down his spine.

“You see Logan you are going to sign an identical contract to the one you had me sign only this time the roles with be reversed. You will be my submissive for one month. After that I will release you from my service.”

“And what if I refuse to sign?” He asked vehemently snarling at her.

“Well then.” She said placing a gentle hand upon one of the men’s arms. “I’ll just have to let these two have a gentlemanly discussion with you and explain the error of your ways and how you should properly treat a lady.”

The other thug casually cracked the knuckles of one meaty hand and Logan realized the implied beating he would take at the men’s hands would be brutal, perhaps even lethal. He wasn’t sure if Marcy would let it go that far but he could see true hatred in her eyes. He decided he wouldn’t risk it.

As if reading his mind, she had the thugs free Logan’s hand and give him a pen so that he could sloppily sign the contract she put before him. “Excellent” she said mocking him.

“Well gentleman, it looks like business is concluded.” Marcy said, addressing the thugs. “I no longer require your Immediate services.” She told them while sparing an eye for Logan, the implication not lost on him that she would bring them back if he tried to escape or go back on their contract.

One of the thugs nodded to her respectfully.

“It was a job well done, done so well in fact I think you have earned something on top of your normal payment. A free blowjob for each of you perhaps? Courtesy of my new submissive plaything?”

The thug’s grin beneath his mask could practically be heard as he said in a deep nasally voice. “We would enjoy that very much ma’am.” The lead thug immediately began unzipping his pants.

Logan’s mind reeled as he tried to process the rapidly occurring events. “Wait, wait you can’t possibly mean me? I don’t SUCK COCKS!!” He said in a near panicked voice.

“Oh, you do now.” Said Marcy in a pleasant voice as the second thug walked around behind Logan’s chair and leaned it forward, easily holding it and Logan’s weight in place so that his head was level with the other thugs now exposed and massive cock.

“No, no, no!” Logan protested. “I don’t suck cock.”

Marcy placed a hand on one hip as the lead thug drew closer to Logan’s face. “All subs suck cock, isn’t that what you “taught” me?” She asked derisively, mimicking Logan mockingly.

In a matter of fact voice she said, “I don’t see why you should be any different.” She turned and sat down dismissing his complaints.

“But!” Logan yelled at her as she eyed him coldly, but he was interrupted as the lead thug grabbed firmly ahold of Logan’s head with his vice like hands and shoved his massive cock into Logan’s mouth. It was incredibly huge, and Logan tried to scream as it blocked him from breathing properly, the man began to rigorously pump his massive member into Logan’s throat, just careful enough to not let Logan choke to the point of throwing up. Logan’s eyes watered, and he only dimly heard the men laughing when Marcy sweetly suggested Logan try breathing through his nose. It wasn’t but a few moments later that the thugs cock pulsed as he filled Logan’s belly with his salty slime. The thug held Logan in place, making sure he swallowed the load down before pulling out.

Logan breathed in the sweet air that had been denied him, gasping and crying as he tried to regain his breath he barely noticed as he was set down then picked back out as the second thug positioned himself to take his turn. “Wait” Logan tried to cry but again for the second time in the last ten minutes a massive cock was thrust into his mouth. A little more prepared for it Logan managed not to gag so much but he still struggled and lurched when the second man pumped his load into Logan.

As Logan tried to regain his breath, his throat burning. Tears, spit, and cum coating his mouth and nose Marcy thanked the two men and dismissed them. His vision was blurred for the moment, but she got close to him, so he could see her properly. “That was very good bitch, you did that so well I can barely believe it was your first time. Later perhaps I’ll let you do my boyfriend. I rather detest giving blowjobs, so I think you’ll make the perfect thing for him to use.”

Marcy then stood up and began cutting away his clothes, securing a metal collar around his throat along with hobbles for his hands and feet before finally undoing the bonds that had kept him in the chair. She tugged on the leash she had secured to his collar causing Logan to be jerked out of the chair and onto the floor. “Come on cumslut, I’m tired and ready to go to bed.

Forcing Logan to crawl she leaded him to a set of stairs exiting the basement he had found himself in. He did his best chained up as she was to keep up, but she kept pulling the leash, jerking him off balance as they moved through her lavish home. Finally, after four flights of stairs she brought him into a large room with a beautiful four poster bed dominating the center. At the end of the bed sat a simple wood stool with a large dildo attached firmly to it.

“Here we are.” Marcy declared in a sing song voice. “My bed.” She said facing him towards the bed. “And yours.” She said dragging his head to look in the direction of the stool. “You will sit bound there all night while I sleep she told him.

“Wait no, that’s, I can’t that’s way too big. I can’t, I won’t!” Logan complained, fearful of the phallic monster upon the stool.

“Oh you can, and you will, besides subs have no limits, anal is always on the table, isn’t that what you told me?” She asked.

“Yes, I told you that, but you’re a girl, a submissive and I’m not.” Logan said, trying to weasel his way out of it.

“Did we forget already that you signed a contract stating specifically that you were in fact a submissive Logan? Now no more of this nonsense or we will start with the crop tonight rather than waiting for the morning. You remember the crop don’t you Logan?”

He did remember the crop, he had used it on her several times, she had begged him to stop but he hadn’t till she was crying, and her ass was marked with bloody bruises.

Marcy pulled him into a standing position then pushed him towards the stool.

“At least give me some lube.” Logan begged but Marcy just shook her head.

“No that takes time and I’m tired, besides you have to Earn lube. Now SIT!”

Fearfully Logan began to try and sit on the stool without penetrating himself, but Marcy reached forward and adjusted the dildo so that it penetrated his ass and the head slipped in slightly.

Ohhh Logan squealed despite himself, he paused, trying to slowly and gently lower himself, focused on the pain of the penetration and trying to avoid it he didn’t notice as Marcy slipped around behind him then she pulled down hard on his shoulders with all her weight, causing the dildo to slip up and into Logan’s ass, fully penetrating him in a single moment as his butt hit the stool. He screamed and immediately tried to stand back up, but Marcy just painfully pulled him down again and quickly locked his cuffs to the stool so that he couldn’t rise.

“There, that’s much better, now that you are all situated for the night.” She laughed “I can get ready for bed.” She moved over to her bedside while Logan squirmed on the phallic invader, whimpering in pain and began to undress. This caught Logan’s attention and despite himself he stopped struggling as much and began to get hard.

She turned to spare a glance at him and his erection and smiled. “See I knew you were a submissive at heart, look at that hard on from taking it in the ass.” Logan flushed in embarrassment as she deliberately mistook the situation for proof of his submissiveness. He groaned in embarrassment even more as she raised her phone and took a picture of his predicament.

She then slipped under the sheets, making sure that was all that covered her, and she began to slowly touch herself to the picture now on her phone. She knew what it was doing to him as she fondled herself under the sheets in front of him to his humiliation. Logan’s dick only grew harder in response and began leaking precum as Marcy herself hit her orgasm, soon after drifting into peaceful slumber.

Logan’s cock ached, and his ass screamed with pain he had never felt before. He wanted off the dildo almost as much as he wanted to stroke his cock to what he had just witnessed. Tomorrow he thought, tomorrow he would beg her for a little release. Surely, she didn’t expect him not to cum for an entire month, it wasn’t like he had done that to her.



Logan hung naked suspended from the ceiling by ropes, the centerpiece of Marcy’s massive living room where all the other guests mingled. Many of them people from the club, they sipped at their drinks, talked, and played with each other. Everything went on around him like any other of the club’s house parties but this one was different. Logan was exposed, exposed in front of them all, not just naked but displayed as a submissive for the entire club to see. He could never live this down and he knew it. He could see the absolute joy in several of the party goer’s eyes. Every now and then one of them one come by to make his predicament worse. His suspension ropes were hooked to a simple mechanism so that he could be lowered and raised at the guest’s pleasure. His mouth was kept open by an O ring style gag though he had long learned it was far better to suck the cock than face Marcy’s displeasure. His balls and ass were also easily accessible and next to him was a basket containing, lube, condoms, dildos, clothespins and other various items of torture with a sign instructing guests to use them and him at their leisure.

He hung there, keeping his head down in his shame and trying not to meet anyone’s eyes for it was all he had the power to do. He suddenly felt someone gently caressing his balls and it was rather pleasurable. It had been awhile since he had last cum and he had only done so under the most humiliating circumstances. He couldn’t see who was doing it, but he let out the slightest of moans that simply died in his throat Natalia’s face came into view out of the corner of his eye.

“What’s the matter Logan?” She asked still stroking his balls, now using her darkly painted nails, the sensation a bit sharper that before. “Not happy to see me?” She asked digging her nails into his balls fiercely.

Logan began to thrash, and squeal causing the surrounding guests to take notice and laugh at him. She let finally let go with a chuckle but then brought her hand up firmly to smack them as they dangled. Logan’s face went red with pain as he cried out from the pain. She grabbed him by the chin, her nails digging and pulled him face to face with her so that only he could hear her. “You know I still have faint scars on my pussy from what you did to me with that whip you little fuck.”

“Luckily my new boyfriend finds them exotic, but I would still desperately love to get some payback and my boyfriend has offered to help. I talked to Marcy and she said at midnight your contract expires with her though.”

Logan breathed a sigh of relief through the gag.

“Which is why she agreed to give you to me and my man once the contract is up, so we could pay you back at length.” She growled at him, spinning his face towards the clock so that he could see it was nine fifty-four pm. “See you in a few hours bitch.” She said letting go and stalking angrily away.

He whimpered in fear his eyes focused on the clock as a different party goer stepped up behind him to ram a rather large dildo into his ass. Logan could only hope that the ass pounding would take figuratively forever because he knew Natalia was going to be much less forgiving.

The End

Caught

Bobby stroked his cock furiously, the silk panties wrapped tightly around his swollen member. He had to be quick. Someone could walk into the laundry room at any moment which meant he couldn’t slow down, not that he wanted to anyways.

Not ten minutes before Bobby had been looking out his apartment’s window as the sun began to set. He had been daydreaming when something caught his eye. The red head that lived in apartment seven, the one he had a huge crush on, exited her building with a large laundry bag. She was well shaped and had the most fantastic sprinkling of freckles upon her face. He could gaze at her for hours on end but had never worked up the nerve to approach her and talk to her. Once he had managed to wave at her in the parking lot but that was it.

Making a split decision he threw a few clothes, some of which were still clean into his laundry bag and bolted out the door to follow her. The apartment complex he lived in had a laundry room on site. He got inside the room just as she was loading her clothes into the washer. He would have loved to talk to her, but she was far too pretty for him to successfully hit on her. Instead Bobby had a different plan and he nervously waited for her to leave while he threw his own clothes into a washer, trying to look nonchalant.

Once she was out the door he didn’t wait more than a second or two before going over to her machine, lifting the lid and pulling out a skimpy pair of green panties that were just barely wet from the wash. Exactly what he was after, the very thought of the red head wearing them, the fact they were still soiled got him off and he quickly unfastened his jeans, pulled his cock out and wrapped the underwear around his dick.

He began jerking off into the panties, his mind going numb with pleasure. It was perfect, he could have his orgasm while living out his fetish of dirty panties, then throw them back in the wash and his neighbor would be none the wiser. He just had to hurry before someone else came in and caught him. He slumped forward, hunched over his cock as he pumped it furiously and he tried but failed to stifle a low groan of pleasure as he went.

Just as Bobby was about to climax, he felt a hand plunge down the back of his loosened pants, coming up between his legs to take a firm tight grip on his balls while another pushed on his back, making him bend over even more than he already was.

“Well, well, well” Said a low, sultry voice. “What have we here?”

Bobby froze in mid stroke, he knew that voice though she had never spoken to him. His red head neighbor from apartment seven. The one whose panties he currently had wrapped around his exposed dick. He was petrified but that didn’t stop his cock from stiffening further to an almost painful degree.

“It seems you have my panties good sir.” The red head said, her voice sounding close to his ear though he couldn’t see her.

“I…I……I can explain.” Bobby finally managed to stutter.

“Oh, so can I.” Said the red head, her voice low and intense. “It seems someone has a dirty panty fetish.”

Bobby’s face went bright red as she called him out. He didn’t know what to say, he didn’t know what to do. How could he have not heard her come back in? He should have waited longer, she must have seen him open her washer through the small window in the door.

“Oh, don’t stop on my account.” She said, her face must have been practically pressed against his ear because he could feel her breath on his neck now.

“In fact,” she purred. “I’m going to have to insist that you finish.” She gave his balls a sharp squeeze. “Now.”

Not knowing what else to do and more aroused than he could ever remember being in his entire life he began rapidly stroking his cock again. It wasn’t long before he was spilling his seed in thick, sticky ropes into her panties. The orgasm was absolutely incredible, and he felt as if his mind might shatter.

In his moment of bliss however he barely registered when his hot neighbor let him go. However, with a quick movement she turned him around and dropped him on his ass, his back up against the washing machine, his pants now hobbled around his ankles with his spent cock hanging out. He stared up at the voluptuous red head before him and she bent down, giving Bobby an excellent view of her cleavage and scooped up the panties he had soiled.

“Now, these still need to be cleaned.” She grabbed a bottle of laundry detergent and poured just a dot onto the soiled panties before stuffing them into Bobby’s gaping mouth before he could protest. She raised her phone and snapped a picture as evidence.

“Start swishing those around in your mouth.” She commanded him.

She had him dead to rights, she had a very compromising photo of him and she didn’t need to tell him how powerful a form of leverage she had upon him. With that photo she could blackmail him into practically anything. He began to swish the panties around in his mouth awkwardly, the soap foaming in his mouth making him snarl up his nose at the taste.

“Better get use to it” the sexy red head told him “because you are ‘hand washing’ all my panties from now on.”

The End
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For more stories by Mistress Wicket check out the following titles,

Just a Number Now (A Tale of Female Domination)

By Evie Wicket

ASIN: B07JPK4SNC

“Good Boy” (A Tale of Female Domination)

By Evie Wicket

ASIN: B07K6YVGZK

Born of Scorn (A Tale of Female Domination)

By Evie Wicket

ASIN: B07MFR1YL6

Hayride (A Tale of Female Domination)

By Evie Wicket

ASIN: B07MHQJ6XQ

Decadent Penance (A Tale of Female Domination)

By Evie Wicket

ASIN: B07KFQ89KZ

Silly Sissy Maid (A Tale of Female Domination)

By Evie Wicket

ASIN: B07M79KDNY
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