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Happily Married

“Have you ever sucked dick, Dan?”

I didn’t like the question. She knew I had never sucked dick.

“No, Miss Farah.”

“Would you suck one for me?”

Was that a trick question? Did I have a choice? I was her slave for Christ’s sake.

“Yes, Miss Farah,” I answered with dread.

“Are you happy that you married me, Daniel?”

“Yes, Miss Farah.”

“Even though it means you can never have sex with me again?”

“Yes, Miss Farah.”

“Even with your thing locked up for months at a time?”

I thought about that one. We had been married three months. She let me fuck her on our wedding night and then caged my dick. It hadn’t been out since. I hated it but she didn’t want to hear that.

“Yes, Miss Farah,” I dutifully answered.

“I’m so glad, Dan, because I just love our life like this.”

I’m sure she did. I was her slave. Right now I was bathing her. Perhaps bathing wasn’t the correct term. She was in the shower and it was my job to wash every part of her. I did the important parts first with my tongue and then with the loofah. She was very particular if my tongue didn’t hit every spot just right. She was very particular about all of my duties, which seemed to grow daily.

Still I couldn’t complain. I had agreed to live like this. It was hard but I had her all to myself and that was enough for me. I finished bathing her, helped her out, and dried her off. She sat down on the bed and beckoned to me. I knew what that meant. I knelt between her legs.

“Daniel, we need to talk.”

The phrase ‘we need to talk’ sent a shiver down my spine. That was the phrase she used just before every single serious life changing moment in our lives had occurred. That was the phrase she had used just before she made me agree to never fuck her…or anyone…or anything else again. 

“Yes, Miss Farah?”

“Daniel, I need sex.”

I put my head between her legs and started to lick. She pushed me away.

“No, Dan, I mean that I’m a healthy young woman and I need to fuck.”

I looked at her with my eyes brimming. I had hoped for this. I had believed that eventually she would realize that she would need me. I moved in and started kissing her neck. She pushed me away again.

“Daniel, stop!” she demanded. “That’s not what I meant at all.”

I was confused. I looked at her and waited for her to continue.

“Daniel, I need a man to fuck me and since you can’t anymore I’m going to get a boyfriend.”

“But, Miss Farah, I…”

“Dan, you agreed to this.”

“I did?”

“Yes, you agreed to never make love to me again after our wedding night.”

“But, Miss Farah, I thought…”

“Oh, you silly,” she laughed, “you didn’t think that meant that I was never going to have sex again…  You did! Oh, Daniel, that’s so sweet but I have needs.”

“But what about my needs, Miss Farah?”

“Dan, you agreed.”

“But I didn’t think that meant a…boyfriend.”

“We need to move on in our relationship, Dan,” she said. 

“I could do that for you, Miss.”

“Don’t be silly. With that little dicklet?”

“Please, Miss, I…”

“Dan, I’m not asking your permission. I’m telling you that I intend to get a boyfriend.”

I put my head on her thigh. I had deluded myself into believing that this moment would never come. I had thought that if I kept her happy enough we could stay the way we were. She guided my head to her pussy and habit took over.

“Oh, baby,” she purred, “you do that so well. I’ll always want you to do that for me, it’s just sometimes a girl has to have a real man in her. You can understand that, can’t you, baby?”

I kept licking but nodded my head.

“He won’t get to do any of the things you do for me, baby,” she promised. “I just need a hard dick sometimes, okay, baby?”

I nodded again.

“There is one other thing,” she said softly.

I lifted my head to look at her but she pushed it back into her crotch.

“Don’t stop!” she said urgently. “I’ll tell you in a minute.”

I worked my magic. During the three months since we had married she had given me extensive training on how to please her. I used everything. When she was done she kept my head trapped between her thighs. I could smell her. It was one of my favorite times.

“You know how much I hate to suck dick, don’t you, honey?” she asked.

It was almost the first thing she had told me when we started going out together. I knew that she had never sucked mine. I nodded.

“But real men have needs,” she said, “and I know that my new boyfriend will want his dick sucked.”

I lapped gently at her pussy and waited for her to continue.

“I’m going to need you to learn how so that when he wants it you can do it for me,” she stated.

I raised my head and looked at her. Surely she was joking, but the whole conversation had started with her asking if I would. She wasn’t joking.

“Yes, Miss Farah,” I said despairingly.

“I have found someone who has agreed to train you,” she said.

“Miss Farah!”

“You need to learn how to do it right, Dan,” she said firmly. “I can’t have you embarrassing me.”

“Please, Miss Farah.”

“Daniel, I don’t want to hear another word!”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good. Now dress me because he’ll be here in ten minutes,” she stated.

Replacement Slave

The painfully searing jolt hit Matthew’s crotch while his mind was busy daydreaming about his old life. It caused him to swerve dangerously into oncoming traffic. He was still 100 miles from home at 3:30 on Sunday afternoon and he was in serious trouble. Thinking the bitch wouldn’t need him today he had made a quick trip to visit his daughter and now he was at least an hour and a half away. Mrs. Watson only allowed him a maximum of one hour from the first shock for him to be in position. Calling and begging wouldn’t do any good, in fact it only made it worse. 

Increasing his speed as much as he dared, he calculated just how the next hour and a half would play out. At 4:00 pm he would receive another jolt like the first, which, now that he knew it was coming, he could handle without losing control. Then at 4:30 she would increase the intensity to a level that he knew he couldn’t handle while driving, meaning he would have to plan on being stopped for that one. Half an hour later, when he would be close but still not there, she would send another at the same level. After that the intensity would go up again and again in five minute intervals until he was in position or his balls were fried off.

Reflecting on his present untenable position he remembered how he got here. It had been one of those days when his sexual needs were rampant, overwhelming his common sense. He had been in a funk to try something different. His fantasies usually ran to being controlled by some beautiful strict woman who wanted a naked man at her feet. Being whipped by her, forced to serve as her maid and used for her sexual pleasure, but only with his mouth. Then being left frustrated until she had him jack off for her amusement. It was a fantasy that he had pleasured himself to many times. That day his body hadn’t been satisfied with pretending, that day his body had been asking for the real thing.

The ad in the local sex contacts newspaper seemed perfect. 

‘Domineering SWF seeks sub male for play. Consensual only, no fee. Looking to explore my dominance. Send picture and contact info to Box 302.’

It took a week and countless sessions between his right hand and his dick until he finally screwed up his nerve to send a letter to the box number in the advertisement. He included a picture, his phone number, and a list of the kind of games he wanted to play. After a week had gone by and he hadn’t heard anything he felt a little disappointment but, after all, the prospect of relinquishing control, even in play, was a scary one, so his disappointment was tempered by a bit of relief.

When the phone rang late that Friday he picked it up thinking it was just his venomous ex-wife calling about alimony again with her usual bitchy ranting, so the soft woman’s voice on the other end surprised him.

“Hello, Matthew,” the voice said.

“Hello, who is this?” Matthew responded.

“Let’s just say I’m your new Mistress,” the voice chuckled, “but you may call me Mrs. Watson.”

“Pardon me?” Matthew gulped.

“You responded to my ad, Matthew, remember?” the woman said softly.

“Um, yes I, um…” he stuttered.

“Matthew, do you want to play some games with me?” she whispered. “Do you want to serve me, maybe have to bathe me and pamper me, lick me, maybe have me whip you a little and force you to masturbate for me?”

Matthew’s mind had gone into a haze of sexual ecstasy by the third word and any rational reasoning had left him. The woman was relating every one of the triggers that got his blood pumping, that excited him and made him hard and needy for relief. He could only stammer his acceptance. Yes, yes, yes, that is exactly what he wanted and he couldn’t agree fast enough when she suggested a place to meet.

“I’ve rented room 110 at the Flying J, Matthew,” she declared. “You will be there in one hour. Do you understand?

One part of Matthew’s brain held the niggling thought that things might be proceeding a bit fast, but the part of his anatomy that was in control overrode this stupid and non-productive thinking.

“Yes, Miss…I mean yes, Mrs. Watson, I do,” he babbled. “How will I know you, I mean where will you be?”

Speaking as if she hadn’t heard his question she continued, “When you enter the room I want you to strip off all of your clothes, lay on the bed and attach the cuffs you will see on the four corners first to your legs and then to your hands and then wait for me, do you understand?”

“But…but…I mean what happens if you don’t come?” he whined.

“Matthew, we are going to have to work on your obedience and the proper way to address me,” she said firmly, “now, do you want to play with me or not?” 

“Yes, Mrs. Watson,” he answered contritely.

“Good, one hour,” she reiterated.

“Yes, Mrs. Watson.”

“Oh, and one more thing,” she laughed.

“Yes, Mrs. Watson?” 

“Do not touch that little worm between your legs, do not masturbate before you arrive, are we clear on this?” she said with a hint of temper in her voice.

“Oh god, oh god, okay, I mean I promise I won’t, Mrs. Watson,” he stammered into a now dead phone.

What little bit of common sense that might have remained in his head was completely overshadowed by the burgeoning sexual fog that had enveloped his very being. This was it! This was exactly the fantasy that he had dreamed of and now he was going to have it!

The Flying J was only about five minutes from his house, leaving him nothing to do for the next fifty-five minutes but let his mind revolve around the endless possibilities of sexual fulfillment that awaited him. His dick got painfully hard, begging out for a hand of relief but he kept away from that, remembering the tinge of fury that he heard in her voice at the end of their conversation. He busied himself with mundane cleanup tasks around the house, glancing at the clock every few minutes and willing it to move faster. When the clock showed that he still had ten minutes left he could contain himself no longer and bolted for the motel.


Room 110 at the Flying J was located on the back corner of the dirt parking lot of the hotel, secluded from the view of the office and most of the other rooms. There were no other cars in the lot at all when he parked his car in front of the door five minutes early and the thought occurred to him that this might just be an elaborate hoax, but he stepped to the door and knocked anyway. When no one answered his knock he cautiously tried the knob and, finding the door unlocked, stepped into the room.

Room 110 was exactly like thousands of motel rooms anywhere. It had a small table by the door with two chairs, a king-sized bed with nightstand and a clock, and in the back, a bathroom with sink, tub and toilet. The major article of difference between this room and the countless others he had been in was that each of the four corner posts of the bed had steel handcuffs attached to them with one cuff left open. 

Matthew’s prick sprang to attention as his body processed the setting and his mind filled in the scene with what he imagined was going to happen in the next hour or so. He ripped at his clothes in his haste to get undressed and into the position that his new Mistress, Mrs. Watson, had told him to assume. He had a small amount of trouble getting the last cuff to click shut but within three minutes of entering the room he was completely helpless and certainly not going anywhere until someone showed up to set him free. The reality of his position was only now sinking in, he was trapped, he was vulnerable, he was powerless, he was completely defenseless and totally at the mercy of someone he had never met and had only talked to briefly on the phone. The fear of this terrifying reality only added fuel to his excitement causing his dick to throb with need.

When the door opened and she walked in she wasn’t what he had expected at all. Somehow in his thoughts Mrs. Watson was tall, slim, beautiful and sexy. The woman who walked through the door with a look on her face like a cat who had just captured a canary was short, squat and a fair bit on the fat side. She looked to be in her mid fifties and was wearing a mid-length dress that showed off stumpy legs. Her breasts were a bit large for his tastes and they sagged onto her stomach, which stuck out as if she were six months pregnant. Large arms, heavy neck and a face that was sagging a little with age. Her gray hair was done up in a severe style that set off her eyes which were the one feature that mesmerized him. Her eyes were cold unblinking cruel blue orbs that looked at Matthew as if he were nothing but a piece of meat. A twinge of fear curled up in his stomach and began a trip up his chest and the sexual bliss that he had been enjoying, the haze of ecstasy, was having a raging battle with his intellect. Intellect was winning.

“Hello, Matthew,” she said sweetly, “or perhaps I should say hello, slave, as that is what you are now, my slave.”

Matthew was too frightened and too at a loss for words to say anything so he just lay there waiting for her next move.

“Cat got your tongue, slave?” she laughed. “Well that’s not all this cat is going to have.”

Matthew closed his eyes as if the nightmare would go away.

“Let me tell you a story, slave,” she purred. “It’s about your new position in life.”

“When we’re finished here today,” she continued, “you will be my permanent slave. Oh, you will still have your life, sort of, but you will be at my beck and call forever. My husband served me for the past thirty years until he died last month and you are his replacement.”

Mathew was confused by her ranting, how could she keep him as a slave? She had to let him go sometime, didn’t she? The next hour or so was probably going to be a bit unpleasant but after that what could she do?

“First, however, I need to scratch this itch that is a month old now,” she chuckled.

Matthew watched in horror as she removed her clothing article by article revealing pound by pound a body that was nowhere near his ideal, nor one that he would have picked to date and certainly not part of any of the hot mean lean girls in his head. When she stood before him finally in all of her naked splendor it was worse than he had imagined. Her thighs were huge, her buttocks beyond bulbous, her breasts did hang down on her stomach and her stomach had a roll of fat that hung over her crotch almost obscuring her pussy.

She wasted no time in hoisting her bulk onto the bed, straddling his face and placing her hairy crotch over his mouth. Reaching back with one hand she grabbed his balls and gave them a squeeze that caused him to scream into her cunt.

“Oh, Jesus, I like that,” she said softly while rubbing her pussy deeper into his mouth. 

“Eat me or I’ll rip these off,” she demanded and squeezed his balls harder.

Matthew spent the next hour learning just what she liked. By the time she rolled off of his face, his mouth and tongue were sore and his jaw felt like he had been at the dentist. As she dressed she quietly hummed to herself, obviously completely satisfied and in the afterglow that comes with great sex.

When she was dressed she removed a strange contraption from her bag and spent some time securing it around Matthew’s waist and genitals. From what he could see looking down it completely encapsulated his prick and balls and was locked in place with recessed multi-tumbler high security locks.

“Slave, I know you are wondering what that is and what it might mean to you,” she giggled, “and I plan to show you the main features in just a moment but first…”

Her hand came out of her bag a second time with a nasty looking penis gag that she shoved into his mouth and buckled in place.

“Just a temporary measure while I demonstrate,” she said, pushing a button on the remote in her hand.

The reaction was instantaneous. It felt like someone had just set off a cattle prod on his balls. Matthew was wailing in agony.

“That, slave, is the lowest setting. The highest will fry those completely off. Do you need a further demonstration?”

Matthew frantically nodded his head from side to side in a vigorous no, he had the picture.

“Good,” she snickered. “It is, of course, also a chastity belt which will keep you from playing with that puny worm you have. I will grant you some release from time to time but you will have to earn it. I should warn you that my poor husband was very good after thirty years of serving me and he only got to beat his thing about once a month.”

“Anyway,” she continued, “everything you need to know about your new life is explained in the document I’m leaving for you. Read it and follow it carefully.”

She moved to the bed, removed the gag, placing it back in her bag, unlocked one cuff, placed the key in his hand and walked to the door.

Turning on her way out she said, “By the way, the belt is inescapable and will cut off your package if you try. Also, I know everything about you, your ex, your daughter, where you live, everything, and I have safeguards in place should you attempt to go to the authorities. At the very least you will lose your manhood. Accept that you are now going to live the dream that used to keep that little third leg sore all of the time and learn to enjoy those aspects that excited you.”

With that she was gone.

A stinging zap as bad as the first one brought Matthew out of his reverie and back to reality. Everything she had said that first day had come true, there had been no way out though he had tried and had been punished for it. It had taken six months before he had come to accept his new existence, recognizing that this would be his life forever or at least until she died. He still had his house, his job and his life but was at her instant beck and call any moment of the day like now. 

Somehow he got through the next hour, speeding to gain time, waiting by the side of the road for the blasts to his groin that incapacitated him for a few minutes and eventually arriving at the rear of her house where he parked his car as he had many times before. Stepping into the little shed against the outside of her back fence, he swiftly removed his clothes leaving only the horrible belt that was the blight on his existence and was not removable. Falling to his hands and knees he pushed through the doggie door that let him through the fence and crawled rapidly across her back yard and up onto her back porch to press the button that let her know he was in position.

When she appeared fifteen minutes later wearing nothing but a flimsy robe that did nothing to cover her disgustingly corpulent body he breathed a sigh of relief. The way she was dressed indicated that at least today wasn’t a day with multiple friends both male and female to serve, at least it wasn’t one of those hideously degrading days when she made him suck dick and lent him out to be dildo raped by her girl friends, but rather merely a day of endless repulsive oral worship.

“You’re late, slave,” she said coldly, “that’ll be another month of darkness for your worm.”

With a sick heart he followed her into the house for another session of hell.

The Broken Shower

“Do you guys want to get in the hot tub?” Mandy asked our guests.

It was the end of a lovely evening with our new friends John and Keri. We had only known them for two weeks but we seemed to be fast friends already. My wife’s suggestion would be a nice way to end the evening.

“We didn’t bring our suits,” Keri said disappointedly. 

“You don’t need them,” my wife said, “we never bother with suits.”

Keri piped right up, “That sounds great, Mandy, we’ll just go get a shower and be right there.”

“Uh…Keri,” I stuttered, “the downstairs shower is broken.”

“No problem, Brice,” she grinned, “we can shower with you guys. It’s not like we won’t see all of each other in the tub anyway.”

She had a point. We traipsed upstairs and got undressed. Our shower is big enough to sleep in. Multiple overhead jets, wall jets and even a hand held. It was easily big enough for four people to shower at the same time. I turned everything on and we got in.

The problem started right away. John was eyeing my wife and he got an erection. He casually pushed Keri down to her knees to take care of his need. Before she started sucking him Keri glanced at me with a little smile.

“I hope you aren’t embarrassed, Brice,” she said, “but I’m going to have to take care of this little problem before we join you guys in the tub. Otherwise John would embarrass himself.”

She wrapped her lips around his pole and I got an instant erection. It looked like I was going to be the one who was embarrassed because one of the things my wife never did was give me head. I was contemplating what to do about my erection when I felt her hand on my shoulder pushing me down.

“Oh shit,” I thought, “not that, not now, please!”

“I have to pee, honey,” was all she said.

I got in position hoping that John and Keri were too occupied to notice what was happening. They were, for the moment, but before my wife was done Keri had finished up with John and stepped over next to her.

“So you have him give you head before the tub also?” she laughed.


“No, I had to pee and I hate standing in it.”

“What?” she exclaimed. “He does that?”

“Yes,” my wife said softly.

“Can I go next?” Keri asked.

“Be my guest,” my wife said stepping to the side.

Keri grabbed my hair and pulled me into her cunt. My reflexes took over.

“Not much of a man, are we, Brice?” she said rhetorically. “We’ve got one like you at home. It’ll be nice to help Mandy develop you properly.”

I was occupied and didn’t answer but I thought about what she said. She had one like me at home? Develop me properly?

When Keri finished she reached down between my legs and captured my nuts. Squeezing them with enough pressure that I didn’t dare resist she dragged me into the bedroom.

“Up on the bed, Bricey-boy,” she demanded, holding firmly to my jewels.

I climbed up and faced the headboard. The pressure on my balls took my breath away. I couldn’t even sputter out a protest.

“Get our bag from downstairs, John,” she ordered.

He ran downstairs and came back with their bag.

“Cuffs his wrists,” she demanded.

He brought out two sets of handcuffs and pinned me to the headboard. She took a rawhide cord, wrapped it around my nuts and tied it to the footboard. Then she began stroking my dick.

“We’ll have to do something about this,” she said.

I thought that doing something about this meant that she was going to stroke me until I came. I was wrong. She stroked me until I was almost over the edge, then she stopped and squeezed my balls until I almost fainted. I looked back at my wife.

“What…wait…Mandy, tell them to stop,” I finally stammered.

“I don’t know, Brice, I kind of like you like that,” she laughed.

“Mandy!” I pleaded.

She ignored me.

“Keri,” she asked, “what did you mean you have one like him at home?”

“Oh,” she said offhandedly, “we have a slave like him at home who is our toilet, whipping boy and takes care of any other off beat needs that come up.”

“A slave?”

“Yes, just like him.”

“But he isn’t a slave,” my wife protested.

“You’re kidding, right?” she laughed.

“What do you mean?”

“He’s your toilet when you want to use him,” she stated.

“But…but that’s just because…”

“Keri, no real man would let you do that. He’s a slave whether you recognize it or not.”

“Really?”

“Yes,” Keri said, “and you need to take advantage.”

“Huh?”

“Does he eat you?” she asked.

“Uh…yes.”

“Whenever you want?”

“Well…uh, sometimes he wants to fuck instead and…”

“Oh for god’s sake, Mandy, don’t tell me you let this worm fuck you?”

“Uh…”

“Oh my god!” she exclaimed. 

“What?” my wife asked.

“You need my help,” Keri said.

“I do?”

“Yes,” Keri said decisively. “Do you whip him?”

“Whip him?”

“Yes.”

“Well…no,” my wife answered meekly.

“Mandy,” Keri said exasperatedly, “are you telling me that you use him as a toilet and you never whip him?” 

“I…I didn’t realize…”

“God damn it, Mandy, go and get one of his belts.”

“Huh?”

“Fuck it!” Keri said, pulling the belt out of my discarded pants.

“Use this on his ass,” she said, handing the belt to my wife.

“Uh…”

“Now, Mandy!”

My wife hit me with my belt. Everything was moving way too fast and down a path that I knew I wasn’t going to like. I looked back at my wife.

“Mandy,” I protested. “What are you doing?”

“Hit him harder,” Keri demanded.

The second smack really hurt and I screamed. Before I could recover my wife had blistered my ass twice more.

“Mandy!” I screeched. “Stop it right now!”

“Again,” urged Keri and my ass was set afire by my determined wife.

I started crying and then begging and then pleading for her to stop. It seemed to inflame her. I was lost. The cuffs held my hands and the rawhide held my ass up. I had to endure her beating. But then, all of a sudden she stopped.

“My god,” she said, “I…I need…”

I looked around. John and Keri were all over my wife, working her into a frenzy. She had dropped the belt and was in the throes of an orgasm induced by Keri’s fingers. When she collapsed on the floor, Keri pulled a strap-on out of the bag and put it on my wife while she was recovering. I opened my mouth to object and Keri gagged me with her panties. She lubed my ass and positioned my wife behind me.

“Take him, Mandy,” she ordered. “Show him that you are in charge from now on.”

In her sexual need my wife would have done anything. She rammed the eight inch monster up my rear passage and I started a continuous wail. But that only seemed to spur her on. She drove herself to three more orgasms at my expense. Meanwhile John and Keri fucked each other’s brains out right next to me. I was sore but worse I was frustrated. 

When the three of them were sated they took the time to undo me from the bed and put me in the closet. I was hogtied and left in the dark, while they went off to the hot tub and had a marathon lovemaking session all night long. All I could do was listen and groan in frustration.

***

In the morning Keri came into the closet and released me. She pulled my face into her pussy and relieved herself.

“You aren’t bad at that,” she said, “but you are going to get much better.”

“Better?” I questioned.

“Brice,” she said, ignoring my confusion. “Fix us breakfast. Make something really nice and do not touch that little worm that you think is a dick.”

“Keri,” I protested, “this has gone far enough…”

She slapped me, grabbed my balls and squeezed.

“Brice,” she said angrily, “your status around here has changed and the sooner you realize that the easier it will be for you. You are a slave now. If you don’t obey you will be punished.”

“What?”

“A slave, Brice,” she said sweetly. “You know, like a servant, sort of. But one who has no pay or status or say in anything that happens to him. Now get downstairs and fix us breakfast.”

“Keri…”

She squeezed harder and I crumpled under the pressure, whining.

“Breakfast now, Brice.”

I went downstairs in a daze. My life seemed to be like a snowball rolling downhill. I fixed them breakfast and waited. My hand strayed to my dick and it got hard. I thought about Keri’s warning but…I needed this. I dropped to my knees and let my hand work on my dick. I was so close to getting off when I heard them coming that I couldn’t stop. I spurted out my seed on the kitchen floor just as they came in.

“You little fucker,” Keri screamed grabbing a spatula from the counter and laying it on my ass.

I tried to get up but she grabbed my hair and pushed my face down into my own cum. The spatula was beating out a tattoo on my butt.

“I hope you enjoyed that, Bricey-boy, because that is the last orgasm you will have for a very long time. Now lick this mess up.”

She captured my balls again and kept my face on the floor. I licked until she was satisfied that I had gotten it all. Then she pushed me under the table.

“As long as you are licking up cum,” she said, “your wife’s cunt needs to be cleaned up.”

I moved between my wife’s legs when she spread them. I was aghast at the amount of cum dripping out of her pussy and smeared on her thighs. Looking at the task before me my stomach rebelled. I must have taken too long to start because Keri got mad.

“Lick her clean, you little fucker,” she said, shoving my face into my wife’s snatch. “Then you can do me and then I’m going to whip you for resisting.”

She held my face against my wife’s slit until I had started and then went back to eating and talking. I worked and listened.

“Mandy,” Keri said, “we’ve made a good start on settling Brice in to his new life but I think he could stand some concentrated training.”

“Sure but…I mean are you going to give me some pointers or what?” my wife asked.

“Better than that,” Keri laughed. “I’ll take him home with me for a few weeks and when he comes back you won’t believe the difference.”

“Take him home with you?” my wife said uncertainly.

“Yes, Mandy, but don’t worry. I’ll have John bring our slave over for you to use so you won’t feel neglected and you can get comfortable indulging any twisted desire that comes to you. When I bring Brice back you will be able to do anything you want to him.”

“Anything?” my wife asked greedily.

“Yes.”

“And he won’t complain?” she asked.

“Oh, he might complain,” Keri laughed, “but he’ll be a slave and he will obey or else.”

“Or else?”

“Yes. Do you remember me telling him that was his last orgasm for a long time?” Keri asked.

“Yes.”

“Well, when you see what I have planned for his dick you will understand.”

“Planned for his dick?” my wife asked wonderingly.

“Yes,” she laughed evilly. “When I get done with him he will be in constant pain and unable to have any sexual relief at all unless you allow it.”

“I’ll control his orgasms?” 

“Yes,” Keri said.

“And he’ll do anything I want?”

“Yes.”

“Anything?”

“Christ, Mandy, what did you have in mind?” Keri asked.

My wife whispered something to Mandy that I didn’t catch.

“Oh my god!” Keri exclaimed. “That’s…oh my, that’s…

“But can I?”

“Yes, Mandy, anything means anything.”

Plain Brown Wrapper




Chapter One: The Package

It took some time before I realized that my wife had arranged for the package that came to our mailbox. At the time I assumed that my interest in human ponies and my surfing of sites catering to that fetish had somehow placed me on a mailing list to receive such literature. The package arrived in a plain brown wrapper, was hand addressed to me and had no return address. The postmark was unreadable. When I opened it the only thing inside was a card with a picture of a man harnessed to a cart, being driven by a woman and a few lines of text.

Live your dream! Take your vacation with us!

Chance of a lifetime to put realism into your fantasies!

Be a pony for a week or more!

Follow the link below to find out more.

YOUR WIFE MUST AGREE AND ACCOMPANY YOU!

One time use password, view content as couple.

My heart was hammering on my chest wall like a live thing wanting out and I was hyperventilating. This card slammed head first into exactly the dream I coveted most. I had a clear vision of being forced to serve as a pony, living in a barn, being harnessed to a cart to provide entertainment and locomotion for women who didn’t care about me except as an animal. I wanted to live that vision badly. I had spent months searching the internet for a place like this. A place where I could go to satisfy my cravings in a safe environment, but had never found anything. Now here it was staring me in the face.

I read the card over and over as if there was some secret message, some clue that I had missed. The words finally blurred together and my mind focused on the one sentence that still kept this dream from me.

YOUR WIFE MUST AGREE AND ACCOMPANY YOU!

My wife might be a problem. She knew about my desires and I had convinced her to play a few games in the bedroom where she dominated me, but... There was this big but. She went through the motions without any fire behind her words. She whipped me without any real severity behind her blows. She listened and at least wasn’t disgusted but I never received the faintest signal that anything about my needs turned her on. I had also confided my secret wish to be kept as a pony, harnessed, whipped, driven and used, but she hadn’t seemed to get it. It seemed impossible that I could devise a way to convince her to go somewhere where she might be expected to participate for longer than the hour or two she had in the past. I sat down on the couch, counting the possibilities and coming up empty.

When she came through the door two hours later I was still running my brain through ways to approach her and nothing was working. I wanted this fiercely and I knew that I only had one chance to capture her interest and maybe her acceptance. Finally, in desperation, I broke out a bottle of wine, waited until she was on the second glass and just handed her the card.

She looked at it a long time before moving her eyes to mine and asking, “What is this, Jack, and where did you get it?”

“I, um, I’m not sure what it is, Carol. It came in the mail today, addressed to me.” 

“Why are you showing it to me?” she asked.

“I thought maybe it might be something we could look into,” I said hopefully.

“Look into?”

“You know… like… maybe check out… maybe go there,” I stammered.

“And do what?” she questioned.

“Um, well, um, I would get to be a pretend pony for a week,” I said.

“While I did what?” she demanded.

“Carol, I don’t know what,” I said. “Drive me around like your personal horse maybe, or relax, or read, I don’t know. Honey, you know this is one of my hottest buttons and we’ve never had a way to try this and…couldn’t we just sit down together and look?”

The pause was so long I thought I’d lost her. I assumed she was taking her time to find just the right words to let me down. I could feel the disappointment gather in my shoulders. My brain was already working overtime flitting through arguments when she surprised me.

“Okay,” she said, “but I’m not making any promises. We are just looking.”

Visions of living out my dream were hammering like giant breakers washing against my whole body. I rushed to the kitchen to bring the laptop back to the coffee table so we could follow the link. The link brought us to a sign-in page where we had to input the rather large password. That put us on a page with pictures of men in stalls, men harnessed behind carts and men in other training poses. My dick, which had been semi-hard anyway since the card arrived, threatened to bust through my jeans. My wife, ever the practical one, read the text.

The page gave a brief description of each picture and then stressed that this experience was couples only. At the bottom was a list of great activities for wives who didn’t want to just spend their time catering to their husband’s fantasies. There was a spa, hiking, pool, sauna, massages and real horseback riding to name a few. My wife was interested and I was euphoric. I could smell the hay, I could feel the harness…I was lost.

“It says that if we want to come they will send complete info via e-mail if we input our address and click here,” she said.

I seriously wanted to have my fingers flying over the keys but I held back waiting for my wife to decide. I needed her on board if this was going down as I wished.

“Well,” she said thoughtfully, “I guess it wouldn’t be too bad. I mean they do have all those other activities for me to do while you’re playing your silly games and there will be other women there…but…I don’t know. Our vacation is in just a few weeks and I kind of thought that we would be able to get some of the things done around here that need doing. I’m not sure…”

“Honey,” I interrupted, “I promise that I’ll take extra time between now and then to get everything done, I promise. Please, honey, I really want to do this, please.” 

Turning to look at me, her blue eyes held mine with an icy intensity I had never seen before. Something stirred inside of me. A vague discomfort started to form a hot little knot in my solar plexus and a flicker of doubt began forming in my mind. Both vanished when she spoke.

“If you really want this I guess we can go.”

In my haste to send our e-mail address I had to re-type it three times. My fingers were like thumbs and my mind was wafting off into uncharted desires and pleasures. I finally hit the send key and away it went into ether-land leaving us nothing but waiting.

It turned out the major waiting was for the start of our vacation as the place responded right away with clear instructions as to what we were to bring and how we were to get there. The chores I promised my wife turned out to be a blessing as they kept my mind occupied most of the time. When I had a few minutes alone, my thoughts always returned like a boomerang to the extended ecstasy that was coming and I was gone in a fog 

The trip was long but uneventful. First a flight to a hub, then a flight to an airport out west, and finally the last leg in an air taxi with another couple to our destination airport, a small town in the southwest. Our instructions were to leave the terminal and cross the street where there would be a tent set up. As we started across the street I was surprised that the other couple from the air taxi, Harold and Harriet, headed for the same tent. I looked carefully at his face and wondered if mine had the same murky, dazed look. He appeared as if his mind was in a stupor, his eyes were opaque in their inner focus and his complete demeanor seemed centered on some goal that only he could see.

The tent was a small portable totally enclosed structure erected at the back end of a fairly large horse trailer hitched to a van. Standing at the side, where a slit in the fabric allowed access to the tent, was a nice looking woman of about forty with a welcoming smile on her face. 

Inside the tent were two card tables with two chairs each and two more women also about forty but with a striking difference. They both wore belts from which dangled cattle prods.

Each couple sat at a table and the greeter, who introduced herself to my wife as Glenda, asked us to fill out the papers in front of us. The first few sheets were standard releases and medical permission forms. The next was a contract that spelled out my consent to be treated as an animal, which got my heart racing and my dick throbbing. The last two documents were a little disturbing. The first was like a psychiatric commitment order giving my wife total control over me and the second was a general power of attorney giving my wife full rights to be in charge of all of our assets. Carol signed everything right away and sat back looking at me. I had some problems with the last two, reading and re-reading them as if the words would change. It seemed like a big step, and as badly as I wanted to do this, something in me was urging caution. My mind was made up for me when Harold and Harriet finished signing and were escorted into the rear of the horse trailer. I signed because he was going on an adventure and if he could, I certainly could too!

We had to wait about a half hour until they called us to the back of the horse trailer. Inside there was no trace of the other couple but I could see a partition and door halfway up the trailer and assumed they were beyond that. Other than Glenda and another woman with a cattle prod on her belt and a table filled with tack and other items, the room was bare.

Looking at me as if I were nothing but a piece of meat Glenda said firmly, “Take off your clothes.”

The moment of truth hit my groin like a lightning bolt that spread its heat all the way to my eyes. My vision clouded over and I felt like I needed to lie down. I stood in shock long enough that it must have irritated Glenda as I heard her repeat her command much more forcefully.

“I said take off your clothes!”

I mumbled an apology and took everything off. My penis was standing straight up causing me some embarrassment. Glenda seemed to take no notice as she cuffed my hands behind me, put a thick metal collar on my neck and chained my hands to it, leaving them in the middle of my back. A bridle type bit gag was buckled in my mouth effectively rendering me mute. When she started forcing my penis into the chastity tube my mind finally peeked its way out of the ‘feel-good’ cloud of vapor that was surrounding it, and the first niggling question wiggled out.

“Wait a minute,” I thought, “if this is a sexual fantasy for me, how do I get my rocks off with that thing on me?

I must have tried to turn away because Glenda grabbed my balls and twisted them painfully telling me to hold still while she finished installing and locking the hateful and unwanted tube on my dick. She stepped back and looked at me with a stare that was so lethal, so frightening that my balls tried to retract inside my body. 

“Welcome to your new life, pony,” she stated in a cold voice, “I hope it’s everything you wanted.”

Handing my reins to my wife she said, “Tether him up front and then come join us in the van, we have a long ride.”

As my wife pulled me through the door to the front part of the van I overheard the tail end of Harriet’s last sentence to Harold.

“…locked up forever, you will never get to cum again. Goodnight, pony, see you in the morning.”

Harriet left and, while my thoughts were busy trying to puzzle out the meaning of her last words, my wife tied my reins off to the post next to Harold. She stood next to me for a moment in silence, looking at me, touching my ass and fondling my tube. She snuggled up next to me and gave me a soft kiss on the cheek, then stepped back and waited until she had my full attention.

“I hope Harriet’s last words didn’t spoil my surprise,” she laughed. “You are now what you begged to become, but I’m afraid it’s for more than a week, considerably more. You are here for the rest of your life. The tube is permanent. You will never cum again…oooh, god that makes me hot. Tonight you will be put in the barn and tomorrow I will give you your new name and personally brand you. Sleep well, pony.”




Chapter Two: Reality Bites

Sleeping like a horse in a barn on a bed of hay hadn’t been in my fantasy. One of the main differences was that in my extended dream my right hand was free as was my dick and the whole scene lasted only as long as I could drag it out before making a mess on the sheets. That being the next major difference, sheets. There were no sheets. There was hay and hay was fucking uncomfortable and cold.

I woke up with the first bit of dawn stiff and chilly. As soon as there was enough light to see, I explored my new world. It was right out of my masturbation tango. I was in a stall that was ten feet square, hay on the floor with a water and feed trough in the front. The back wall and the two side walls were solid with the front wall reaching to my waist. There was a chain from the center of the back wall attached to my collar that allowed me to reach the front and lean out a bit. From that vantage point I could see the four stalls across from me and the two on either side. All were occupied by naked men attired as I was. Harold was lying down in the stall to my left and looked as if he had been crying all night.

My mind was still frantically trying to sort out my wife’s last words to me. Surely she couldn’t have been serious. We had been married for ten years and we loved each other. Okay, I had my needs but it was a game. Even so, her words reverberated in my head. 

“You are here for the rest of your life. The tube is permanent. You will never cum again……..tomorrow…new name…brand…”

“What the fuck had I gotten myself into?” I thought.

Then my saner side spoke to me, “Come on, Jack, settle down. She’s just giving you a taste of what you asked for and it worked, asshole, you’re scared shitless.”

I was scared shitless. Some deeper part of me wanted to believe that she was just toying with my head but there was abundant evidence to the contrary all around me. In two of the four stalls across from me the occupants were eating and I couldn’t see their backsides but in the other two they were pacing and the flash of ass as each turned around showed what looked like a permanent brand. One of the two had healed whip marks. These guys had been here for awhile. 

I sniffed at the feed trough. It appeared to be a mixture that reminded me of trail mix and tasting it confirmed my guess. “Surely I’m not expected to eat trail mix,” I thought, “I don’t eat trail mix in real life.”

I lapped up a little water and then paced my cell for the next few hours. Harold had gotten up and was yelling loudly into his bit gag but was not understandable. I discovered by watching one of the others that there was a bucket in the corner for nature’s calls. By the time anyone appeared I was bored and was sifting through the ways I could indicate to my wife that I got the point and wanted to go home.

The women entered at mid-morning. A group of seven, including my wife and Harriet, and they seemed in high spirits. The rest of the group disappeared from my consciousness as my wife entered my stall and I focused all of my attention on her. I moved to her side and tried shaking my head and nudging her to get across my point. She disregarded me completely as she grabbed a handful of feed from my trough, smelled it and threw it back.

“Ooooh, Jack,” she said, “trail mix? God, that makes me so hot I might have to go back to my room for a minute.”

She continued to ignore my mute pleadings as she walked around my new residence, noting the slop bucket and testing the security of the chain. Finally, she spun around like a little ballerina showing off for a crowd, faced me and did that little head-cock smile thing that always brought me to my knees.

“Do you have any idea how many mind-boggling orgasms I had last night thinking of you locked up like an animal out here? Oh my god, Jack, if I’d had any idea how much thinking of you like this...I mean with your penis locked up forever…I mean, oh shit, I’ll be back.”

Like some vapor she was gone and the reality of the other stalls crept back into my world. Next door Harriet had unhitched Harold from his chain and was leading him away speaking soothing words about branding him. Harold wasn’t soothed. He was kicking his legs and screaming into his bit. Ten minutes later his agonizing shriek drove straight to my desire and dread with one blow.

“Fuck,” I thought, “she really branded him.”

My wife came back with an afterglow on her face that in normal circumstances would have put a satisfied smile on my face. After all I’m the one who put it there, but not like I would have ever intended. I backed to the furthest corner of my prison like a skittish kitten confronted with a cobra. 

“Jack, Jack, Jack,” she repeated as if I was going to be calmed by the repetition of my name, “we have a lot to do today. I can’t keep running off to the house every time this overwhelms me so…we need to…god this makes me hot…shit. We need a plan so I can do my thing right here…god look at you, Jack, arms chained up, tube on that little…oh shit, I need...”

I remained backed into my corner wondering where this was going. The royal ‘we’ wasn’t working for me as this was clearly her show. 

“Jack, come here!” she said, pointing to a spot in front of her. 

I moved to the spot feeling like a lamb being moved into a position of slaughter. 

“Stand still,” she demanded. “From now on when I give the command ‘Still’ I want you to stand straight like that, legs apart, looking straight ahead until I give you the  command…um… ‘Released’…  Don’t fuck with me on this, Jack, I know you’ve got a brain and you better start using it. I can make your life way worse here than it’s going to be. I can make it fucking miserable instead of just horrible, so let’s try it…STILL!”

I was already standing like I thought she wanted but I snapped into a more rigid posture as if I were standing at parade rest for some drill sergeant. Suddenly, she jumped on my leg and started humping it like a dog.

“Who the fuck is this person pretending to be my wife?” I wondered. 

She dragged her orgasm out for five minutes before stepping away with a glow that seemed to radiate from her whole being. She backed up to the low front wall and sat down to recover.

“Released,” she whispered. “That wasn’t as good as going back to the bedroom and my dildo but it sure saved time.”

I fell to my knees and crawled to her. I put all of my ten years of living with this woman and knowing her intimately into whatever facial expressions, eye contact, snuggling and body language I thought might get through to her. A tiny smile crept into her face, a mean chuckle moved deep in her throat and she slowly shook her head from side to side.

“Jack,” she purred, “you’re not stupid. Look around you. Does this look like a game? Are you thinking that this is just me teaching you a lesson? Jack, after all the begging you did to come to a place like this are you trying to say you want to go home?”

I nodded my head vigorously and cranked up the pleading look in my eyes to where real tears started trickling out of them. Her smile and her chuckle disappeared. Her eyes found mine and they looked like two bottomless pits of icy blue ocean. There was no trace of pity, no hint of compassion. I wasn’t an object of her love anymore, I was an object.

“Forget your old life, Jack, it doesn’t exist any longer. You are my horse. You will live in this stall…uh…naked…oooh… eat trail mix…oh shit…wear a tube permanently on your dick…oh Jesus, oh Jesus your dick…I need… STILL!” she barked.

I jumped to my feet and into position. She threw herself on my leg and rubbed her pussy frantically up and down, with her fingernails digging into my opposite arm and her teeth playing a symphony on my shoulder and neck. She took her sweet time and when she was done she let go and collapsed backward onto the hay. 

I waited in position while she basked in the third afterglow. From my own experience I knew I was in serious trouble. Sex is a great Pavlovian teacher and my miserable future life was being reinforced by each great blast-off she achieved. Twisting the problem 360 degrees in my head didn’t help. It looked the same from every aspect and, in fact, if the positions were reversed the great sex would be clouding my rational judgment also.

She finally dragged herself from the hay. Unhitching my neck chain and attaching a leash she stepped to the door of my stall, tightening the lead.

“Released,” she said. “Now let’s go get you a brand and a new name.”    




Chapter Three: Branding

I don’t know what possessed me but as she led me outside the stall I ran forward into her, knocked her down, twisted around in a circle twice to yank the leash out of her hand and took off for the open barn door. I knew that every minute this present situation progressed was a minute further from any chance of freedom. I didn’t have a plan. I didn’t have a clue as to where we were in relation to the airport. My only thought was to run and maybe get into some woods or bushes thick enough to hide in. If I could hide perhaps I could make my way to where there were people, people other than these twisted ones, who would set me free. 

I went through the door in a flat out sprint as if I were running for my life, which I was. Two hundred yards ahead of me was a line of trees that looked thick enough. My delight was palpable. No one in front of me and I couldn’t hear any close pursuit. Then something wrapped itself around my legs and my face planted itself in the dirt. I was stunned, I was devastated and I was scared. My wife was going to be really pissed and her anger would put one more reason in her head to keep me like this.

I could hear footsteps approaching me leisurely and I wiggled over onto my side to see. Walking toward me with her hands on her hips and a big smile on her face was a cowgirl. She was wearing a red poncho, red sombrero, red wool skirt and black boots and was carrying a short red whip. She looked like the female version of a gaucho straight off the steppes of Argentina.

“Going somewhere?” she laughed as she reached down to my legs to remove whatever had brought me down.

It took her a minute as it was wrapped painfully tight. Finally, she stepped back and held it up for me to see. It was a three ball boleadora. This woman clearly had a fascination with the long gone cowboys of South America.

“Very effective, isn’t it?” she said. “It is better than the lariat used by American cowboys because it has a longer range for bringing down fleeing game or, as in this case, fleeing ponies.”

By now all of the other women including my wife had arrived. The others were amused but my wife was visibly angry, a cold angry, a frightening angry. She spoke softly but with so much venom in her voice that I wondered how I could have been married to her for ten years and not known that her soul contained such depths of hatred and evil.

“Jack,” she said, “you are going to be very sorry for that little display. We are going to change your attitude. We are going to turn you into a very docile and obedient boy before we are done and we are going to have lots of orgasms doing it.”

There she was using the royal ‘we’ again. It dawned on me that, like it or not, she was the de facto queen in my world now and I was her subject. She turned to the cowgirl and introduced herself.

“Hi,” she said putting out her hand, “my name is Carol. Thank you for stopping him.”

“Not a problem,” she laughed, “I’m Julia.”

“That was quite a throw, Julia. What is that thing you used?”

“Thank you, Carol,” she gushed. “It’s a three ball boleadora, originally used by gauchos to bring down game and, of course, cows for branding.”

“How appropriate,” my wife chuckled. “Where did you get it?”

“I made it myself,” Julia replied. “The two large balls are rocks wrapped in cowhide and the small one is one of my ex-boyfriend’s balls. After we broke up I made him into a one-trick pony. He is here now and if he doesn’t behave he won’t have any tricks left.”

That brought a giggle from my wife who then glanced down at me with cruel speculation in her eyes and said coldly, “Perhaps you can make me one sometime.”

“I’d love to,” Julia snickered, looking down at me, “it sure gentles them down to be thinking about losing the second one.”

That brought a big round of laughter from the group of ladies who had gathered to see the spectacle. Julia basked in her fifteen seconds of glory and I watched my options fade.

When the laughter died down my wife grabbed my leash, yanked me to my feet and hustled me back into the barn and into a side room where there was a bench and a Weber charcoal grill. No imagination needed here. It was chillingly apparent what was about to happen to my ass. My choices had been left back what seemed like eons ago when I had eagerly hit the send button to start this whole twisted story. I docilely lay face down on the bench and let her strap me on to it.

“Look, Jack,” she said, holding up a huge brand shaped into a letter ‘C’. “I had this made just for you and after your little outburst I plan to do both cheeks. Won’t that be fun?”

“Holy shit,” I thought, “the fucking thing is at least twice the size of the few brands I’ve seen on other rumps. Where did this hatred come from?”

Placing the brand into the coals she turned to me and said, “I’ll be back, Jack, when this is ready to blister your ass. Right now I have that little problem to take care of that keeps coming up when I picture you helpless like this. Think about it, Jack, you laying here waiting to scream and me screaming thinking about it…oh shit I have to go…”

The next twenty minutes were a personal hell as my mind built frightening scenes of what was about to happen into terrifying nightmares that made me ill. A trickle of tears turned to a torrent as reality hammered at my head. 

I was in such a stupor that I didn’t notice her return until she had taken the brand from the coals and was walking toward me with this wicked look on her face. The rational part of me was fascinated. Her face carried a fantastic combination of frenetic lust, after-glow, hatred and sadistic desire that was wrapped up into a look a film director would have killed for. My emotional side wanted out. Not any longer one of my choices.

When the brand hit my left cheek I screamed until thankfully I slipped off into a welcome unconsciousness and woke in hell. She had already replaced the brand in the coals and was sitting with her back to the wall and her hand buried in her snatch. Through the haze of my pain I still had time to wonder where this sex crazed personality had come from before she finished and retrieved the brand for the second round.

“Jack,” she said wickedly, “we’ve been thinking about how to punish you for that little outburst earlier and we’ve decided that just putting a brand on your other cheek isn’t doing enough for us so we have something special planned for when you wake up the next time.”

When the brand hit this time I was prepared for the excruciating pain, which was unfortunate, as I didn’t slip off into the sweet bliss of oblivion but remained conscious. I managed to scream myself hoarse while Carol used my pain as an aphrodisiac to further her twisted needs. When we had both recovered our sanity she walked over to a pile of branding irons on the table next to the grill, picked up an iron that had a very small letter ‘c’ on the end and placed it in the coals.

“A little final reward, Jack, for your outburst,” she purred. “When I get back that brand is going on that pitiful little thing between your legs so you will always remember who owns you. It will probably also make it useless but then I wasn’t planning on letting you ever use it again anyway. What’s more if you don’t start accepting your new life I’m going to have Julia make me one of those boleadora things.”

She turned at the door and looked back with another of those movie moments reflected in her face. Her slow satisfied smile did nothing for me but hammer home the hopelessness of my situation.

“Oh, by the way, Jaaack,” she said, dragging out my name sensuously, “after that little painful procedure to your dick you won’t be Jack any longer. You will be my horse and your new name will be…  Golly, Jack, I know how much you like a surprise so, think about it. What name could I have picked that is just right for your new station in life?” 




Chapter Four: Frustrated Voyeurs

I woke up the next morning back in my stall. Everything after the first brand hit my ass was fuzzy. I remembered the awful pain of the first two brands and then nothing at all after she came at me with the small one destined for my dick. The horrible pain of that one had pushed my mind once more into the safety of blessed unconsciousness. Somehow they must have dragged me back here.

Pain is like jet-lag I discovered, much worse the second day. I was lying on my side and it felt like my ass and my penis were on fire. I lay quietly for the next hour listening to the activity in the other stalls and wondering what new horrors were in store for me today.

Most of the other stalls had emptied out when I finally heard my wife’s voice. She was talking to someone and moving my way. I struggled to my feet so as not to anger her further and saw her in a lively conversation with Julia, the gaucho wanabee.

“…so I arranged for the package to be sent and he fell right into the trap,” my wife chuckled.

“Men are so stupid when it comes to their little thingies,” laughed Julia. “My boyfriend was so easy to trick. I just promised him that if he would come here for a week I would let him have me for a week to do whatever he wanted. That was six months and one ball ago.”

“Why did you decide to make him into your pony?” asked my wife.

“Things between us were stale and I wanted a change. Then I found some stories on the internet and…they got me excited, it was really hot to think about having a man like this and…” Julia paused looking at my wife, then continued, “Doesn’t this get you worked up?”

With an embarrassed flush my wife answered softly, “Yes, unbearably so sometimes. That’s why he’s here also.”

Looking directly at my wife Julia asked, “What do you do about it?”

“Um…ah…I uh…I, you know I…uh…I masturbate,” she stuttered self-consciously.

“So do I,” said Julia, “but have you ever thought of something more?”

“Like what?” my wife asked.


“Like with a person,” Julia replied.

“Well…I do use his leg when I can’t bear waiting,” my wife said quietly.

“No, I mean a real person, not a horse,” Julia said forcefully.

“But…but men aren’t allowed here, Julia,” my wife said with exasperation.

Spearing my wife with her eyes Julia said in a whisper, “I mean another woman, Carol.”

I’d like to say that all I saw was the flush of shame and embarrassment that flooded my wife’s cheeks, but I had lived with her for ten years and knew her signals. A soft glow of arousal was buried in her face and it was evident that Julia could see it also.

“No, of course not,” my wife said in an uncertain tone.

Julia quickly sidestepped forcing the issue by saying, “Me either, but maybe it would be fun to masturbate together sometime. It might make things even more intense.”

“Uh…maybe,” gulped my wife, “Um…should we hitch these guys up now?”

“Meet you out front,” said Julia walking off to get her pony.

Turning to me my wife looked at me a long time with that furtive smile on her lips that always drove me wild. I waited for the shoe to drop.

“Well, Jack,” she said, “here we are.”

My senses went on high alert. I tried to puzzle out what was happening. She had been adamant that she was renaming me some stupid secret horse name and yet she was still using ‘Jack’. The hopeless thought that she had been teasing me all along and wasn’t going to keep me here went by in my mind like a life ring passing a drowning man in a rip tide, but the pain in my ass and dick reminded me that this was no fleeting fancy. I waited for her to speak.


“Golly, Jack,” she snickered, “you are so easy to read it’s not any fun. No, we are not going home. The reason that I’m still calling you ‘Jack’ is I want to play a game with you.”

I didn’t have a clue what she was getting at but I was positive that whatever she had in mind wouldn’t be a fun game for me. I cocked my head to let her know I was interested.

“It’s simple really,” she stated, “You’ve lived with me for ten years and you know how my mind works. I am willing to give you a chance to guess what the new name I gave you is and if you do I’ll set you free. You don’t have to play but if you do I will give you a week to think about it and then let you have three guesses. One guess each day for three days. If you guess correctly we go home but if you don’t get it right I get to take one of your balls to make a boleadora.”

“I fucking knew it,” I thought, “Not really a game as the stakes were huge but…shit. Did I really have a choice?”

“You can tell me later today what you decide,” she said. “When I put you away just paw the ground and I’ll ask you again and you can shake your head yes or no.”

Unhooking me from the wall she led me from the stall and outside where a dozen or so carts were lined up waiting for beasts to pull them. She dragged me to one and hooked a belt that ran between the poles around my waist, attached reins to my bit-gag, picked a whip from the rack and settled herself into the cart.

“I’m as new to this as you are, pony,” she said, “but the commands all made sense to me so I’m sure they will to you. I know you don’t want this whip to hit that blistered ass much so be good and we’ll get along great.”

She yanked my head to the right and had me walk over next to Julia and her pony. He appeared to be the same thirtyish age as I and looked miserable. In addition to the brand on his left cheek, his butt sported many ugly looking welts that were evidence that Julia liked using the whip.

“I had the kitchen pack us a picnic,” Julia said motioning to the basket next to her. “I thought I would show you some of the trails around here and then we could end up at the stream where we’ve made a small dam to create a pool that is perfect for swimming.”

“But…I didn’t bring a suit,” my wife protested.

“Oh, Carol,” snorted Julia flicking her whip and moving off, “you don’t need a suit. The boys here won’t mind.”

The next two hours were exhilaration tempered with discontent. If I had been here as a temporary guest I would have been in heaven. Being used like this was one of my most intense fantasies and our ride was all that I had dreamed. I was expected to behave as an animal pulling a woman who thought of me only as a beast. I walked, jogged and ran at her command. The scenery was breathtaking. The trails were well groomed and not too difficult. When we stopped at various lookouts Julia gave both of us sugar cubes as treats. If this had been going to end with me getting to insert my frustrated member into my wife’s pussy it would have been all I desired. Instead I looked forward to no relief and a decision that was probably going to cost me one of my jewels. It spoiled the mood.

Early afternoon found us at a gem of a spot. Clear running water, a crystal pool, shade trees and a grassy spot for a blanket. After leading us to the stream to lap up some water, the other poor wretch and I were tethered to one of the shade trees and the women spread their blanket for a picnic. Julia immediately stripped off her clothes, revealing a voluptuously sexy body, walked into the pool and urged my wife to join her. It took a few minutes but my wife eventually took off her clothing and went in. My poor dick was in terminal arousal watching these two delicious women frolic in front of me. It strained in the tube to get erect with no success. I didn’t want to think about spending the rest of my life frustrated like this and I didn’t want my prick to keep hurting either but I couldn’t look away. Both of them were beauties. My wife’s clear pearly white skin, narrow soft hips and small perky breasts contrasted beautifully with Julia’s bronzed skin, larger firm twin orbs and womanly hips.

The girls cavorted around in the water for about ten minutes before running hand-in-hand back to the blanket and sprawling down in front of us. My wife had never looked more desirable to me. With her wet hair, beads of water running down her breasts, nipples erect from the cold water and her eyes alive with pleasure, my body ached for her.

Pointing our way Julia remarked, “Doesn’t that get you really worked up, Carol? Two men, chained up like beasts, at our beck and call and… look at those dicks. They want us so badly and can’t have us. God, that makes me so horny!”

I could see by the radiance moving up my wife’s neck that she felt the same but was too embarrassed to say anything. Julia casually pulled her dildo from her bag and began working it in and out of herself.

“Come on, Carol,” she demanded, “you know you’d be doing this if you were alone. Forget about me and…I…uh…Jesus…”

Julia fell back in the throes of a gigantic orgasm and my wife surreptitiously started using her finger on herself. She was lost in her own world in a matter of seconds. Julia, who had returned to some semblance of sanity, moved over and captured one of my wife’s nipples in her mouth and started sucking. My wife shuddered at the contact but didn’t push her away. In fact, she grabbed Carol’s head to insure that her mouth stayed in place while she worked herself over the edge of her own personal canyon.

A male wet dream was playing out in front of me and I couldn’t join in or even take a hand to my problem. I wanted to scream in frustration. I tried closing my eyes but my body had another agenda and forced them open. The show went on for the next hour as my wife got over her hang-ups about girl-girl sex and Julia pretended to get over hers. When playtime was over they drove us back toward the barn, stopping every now and then to kiss and fondle each other.

When we got back to the stables it was evident that the girls were planning on continuing their lovemaking in a comfortable bed. They couldn’t get us unhitched and locked back on our neck chains fast enough. I had to paw the ground repeatedly to get my wife’s attention as her mind was wafting away thinking about the carnal pleasure to come.

“What?” she said sharply went I finally managed to get her to notice me.

I shook my head vigorously up and down.

“Oh, the game!” she exclaimed. “I almost forgot. So, you want to play?”

I nodded again.

“Okay, Jack, but remember the rules. You get one week to think. Then you get three guesses and if you’re wrong I get to have one of your balls.”

I nodded again while the saner part of me screamed “NO!” inside my head.

“Ooooh, god that makes me hot and I know it will make Julia crazy also. Oh shit…got to go, Jack, see you tomorrow.”




Chapter Five: Guessing Names

I spent the night sleeping fitfully and trying to think of clever names. The more I thought the worse my situation seemed. Possible names multiplied in my head like amoeba in a nutrient rich culture. Each time I thought of one, ten more jumped out at me. I had no way to write the really great ones down and my memory wasn’t cooperating. I was lost and so was one ball if I went through with this stupid idea. I decided to try to get the message across to my wife that I had changed my mind. After all, my future here was not going to be pleasant but the loss of one-half of my manhood was a further horror that I was unwilling to accept.

The lovers showed up at noon. That they were now lovers would have been obvious to even the most out-of-touch, self absorbed, blissfully ignorant, isolated person on any planet. The public display of affection was embarrassing even to the other women. They were lost in each other and didn’t even notice.

When my wife finally took leave of her paramour and entered my stall I tried to get her attention by frantically pawing the ground with one leg. She finally came out of her cloud and noticed. Her amusement was like a shining beacon.

“What, Jack?” she said with a lilting chuckle in her voice.

I moved my head from side to side, but by her smile I could see she was miles ahead of me as usual.

“Changed your mind, did you?” she laughed. “Don’t want to lose one of those jewels you hold so dear?”

I slowly nodded up and down.

“I’m sorry, Jack, but I’m sure we made it clear that you only get one chance to say yes or no and we can’t allow you to change willy nilly. Besides, Jack, we make the rules around here and we can do whatever we want and we want a chance at one of those little gems, so you had better put that little brain of yours to work. One week, Jack, and then we will be looking for your first guess.”

I honestly didn’t know if she was still using the royal ‘We’ or if she was now referring to her new situation but I did know that I was probably going to be a contributor to a new boleadora. She was clearly ten steps ahead of me in the thinking department.

The girls had a picnic at the pond again where Julia’s pony and I were treated to an hour long live porn show on the blanket in front of us. It had now been four days since my last orgasm and my balls hurt all the time. I tried to think of names but all my mind wanted to imagine was putting my dick into the vision in front of me. 

During one of the girls’ breaks from the constant fondling, licking, and sucking on each other, Harriet trotted up with her pony Harold. He looked as miserable as I felt. By the whip marks on his rear end it looked as if Harriet was enjoying having her husband under her thumb. Her face was radiant as she climbed out of her cart and tethered Harold next to me.

“Come join us, Harriet,” my wife said motioning to the blanket.

“Thank you. My god this spot is gorgeous!” she exclaimed looking around.

“Very private too,” my wife remarked.

“Oh…uh, I’m sorry I didn’t mean to disturb you,” she stammered.

“I didn’t mean it like that,” my wife laughed, “besides we were taking a break anyway.”


“Uh…um…ah,” she stuttered.

“Relax, Harriet,” my wife demanded, “have some wine.”

“Thank you.”

They sat and drank and talked. Half-way through the second bottle Carol and Julia drifted off to swim again and Harriet walked over to where Harold was tethered. She rubbed against him and fondled his penis. It tried to get hard which caused him to wiggle in pain.

“Hurts, doesn’t it, Harold?” she whispered. “I just love seeing you like this. It makes up for all the frustration you caused me, all of those wham-bam moments. It’s going to get worse, I promise you.”

When the love birds returned hand in hand from the pool my wife remarked to Harriet, “I see you like teasing him.”

“Yes,” she replied, “I love keeping him sexually frustrated. It makes me feel… powerful.”

My wife looked at Harriet and, with a directness that she never displayed in her former life, asked, “But what about your frustration?”

Harriet turned beet red and couldn’t speak. The girls chuckled and waited for her to regain her composure.

“Oh, I…uh…I…uh…you know,” she choked out.

“Well, maybe you’ll meet someone,” Julia said wrapping her arm around my wife.

“I…uh…well, I’m not being judgmental but I…I’m not into women,” Harriet said.

“I didn’t think I was either,” laughed my wife, “and look at me now.” 

“I don’t think so and anyway I’ve heard there is a solution,” Harriet said.

Both my wife’s and Julia’s ears perked up with that statement and Julia asked, “A solution?”

“Yes, do you remember the woman who greeted us when we got here?”

“You mean Glenda?” my wife asked.

“Yes,” Harriet said. “She was telling me at lunch that one of the other women has designed a special bit that is better than the ones we presently use. It keeps them gagged and they can still eat but it also frees their mouth and tongue enough for sexual service.”

Jumping up and walking over to me with a radiant smile on her face my wife said, “Did you hear that, Jack? Your frustration level is going to go up some more.”

She stood close to me, fondling my caged penis. With my downward gaze I could see her firm breasts only inches away and below that her pubic hair covering what had become the center of my universe. I wasn’t looking forward to the torment but I desperately wanted to bury my face between her legs and use my mouth on her pussy.

Julia walked over with a pouty look on her face and whined, “But, Carol, what about us?”

“What about us?” my wife replied.

“I mean what do you need him for? It’d be like cheating, wouldn’t it?”

“Julia, are you jealous?” my wife laughed. “Tell me you’re not jealous. It will be like using a dildo.”

“No…no…I’m not jealous…it’s just…” Julia stammered.

“Oh, Julia, that’s so sweet but you’re being silly. It’ll be like when we masturbate together except we’ll use these guys,” she gushed. “Think about it, we’ll be getting off at the same time we are driving them wild with lust! I can hardly wait!”

I could see the thought of using me like that was driving her crazy. She wrapped her legs around my right leg, gave me the command ‘Still’ and rubbed herself to an orgasm in less than a minute. Julia turned away, I think because she was pissed, but Harriet was enthralled. She waited for my wife’s eyes to return from never-never land.

“Wow,” she blurted, “that was so cool. I’m going make Harold start doing that. At least until the new bits arrive.”

Later, back at the stable after she had chained me up for the night and topped off my trail mix, she reminded me of our bet. 

“Only six more days until your first guess, Jack,” she said, “and I’d like to make you an offer. If you’d like to double the bet right now I’d be willing to give you a hint a day for the next six days. Of course that means if you lose you will lose your whole package but I really don’t think you have any chance without me…um…pointing you in the right direction. How about it?”

I really wanted out of here but to bet both of my balls? I stood mute looking at her.

“I need a yes or a no, Jack.”

An old expression that my grandmother used to say came back to me. In for a penny, in for a pound. I was conflicted but my brain said, “What good is keeping one ball if it means living like this?”

I slowly nodded yes.




Chapter Six: The New Bit

The new bits arrived three days later. I had to admit they were pretty clever. The woman who had come up with the design was twenty-five and had brought her husband here for their honeymoon three months ago. His honeymoon was destined to go on for the rest of his life. She came up with the new bit because she missed the long oral sessions she indulged in before they got married.

My wife was in a dither that morning. She came early without her new lover, changed my bit, hitched me up and rode me off to a secluded spot on the trail that had a bench. She stopped me in front of the bench, jumped down, stripped off her shorts, sat down in front of me and spread heaven for me to see.

“Kneel down and get to work, Jack,” she demanded. “You used to be very good at this so I expect a stellar performance. There is no reward, of course, for a great job but you can count on punishment if I’m not convinced you did your best.”

I got on my knees and leaned in. Satisfying my wife in this manner is actually something I enjoy and am fairly good at. I take pleasure in having her squirming and screaming as a result of my ministrations and the vicarious satisfaction is rewarding. Not as gratifying as the real thing but that clearly wasn’t happening anytime soon so I did my best. 

I brought her to the brink and held her there for almost ten minutes before I let her fall off the back side. One advantage of sex with a familiar partner instead of a stranger is that you know from practice what works and what doesn’t. I knew my wife’s body like a well worn road map and followed it to the peaks clearly marked in red. It took her fifteen minutes to recover enough to open her eyes and look at me.

“Golly, Jack,” she whispered, “you weren’t thinking that maybe I’d see the error of my ways, were you? That I realize what I was missing? That I would want that so badly that I would decide to set you free so we could go back of our old life?”

I was, of course. It hadn’t been conscious but I recognized that I had put extra effort hoping for that very outcome.

“Jack, you are so slow sometimes,” she chuckled. “I don’t need to set you free to get that. I can have it anytime I want.”

Disappointment must have flashed in my eyes because she laughed and pulled me back in for another session of temple worship. I was slightly pissed at her and tried to back off a tiny bit but a warning growl from her throat reminded me she was holding all of the cards and my balls. 

“Very nice, Jack,” she purred when she surfaced the second time, “I’m going to give you a special treat for that. Today’s hint is going to be better than average.”

This would be the third hint in as many days. The first two hadn’t made any sense at all and I was regretting my foolish decision to bet both of my baby-makers. I waited for another cryptic clue.

“This is a good one, Jack,” she exclaimed, “it doesn’t start with the letter ‘N’.”

“Shit,” I thought, “I had some great ones starting with ‘N’.” 

“Oh, Jack,” she crowed, “you look so disappointed. Did little Jacky have some good ones picked out?”

I nodded my head.

“Let me think,” she mused, “like…’No libido’ maybe or ‘Not a Chance’ or perhaps ‘Not Expected to Cum’?”

“Dammit!” I thought. “She had my number. I had thought of all three and was leaning toward the last one.”

“See, Jack,” she boasted, “great clue. Now you can concentrate on the other 25 letters in the alphabet.”

I could feel my balls trying to retract into my body. They were having a premonition that something was coming for them and they were trying to hide. What had I been thinking of? I floated off into a stupor as she drove me on the trail to the pond. 

There were three other carts at the pond when we arrived. Harriet, Julia and a younger woman whom I hadn’t seen before were having lunch on the blanket. Julia looked very angry.

“Hi, Harriet, hi, Jewel,” my wife said pleasantly.

Harriet started to speak but Julia jumped up and shouted, “Don’t fucking ‘hi Jewel’ me, you little whore.”

“Julia,” my wife said sweetly, “we’ve been over this. It’s like using a dildo. You aren’t angry when I use my dildo, why are you angry now?”

“Bullshit,” she screamed, “it’s not the same. He’s a guy and he’s your husband!”

“Jewel, sweetie,” my wife soothed, taking Julia in her arms, “it didn’t mean anything. It’s you I care about. I promise. Jewel, honey, you know you are going to want to use your boyfriend like that and I’m not going to care. You need to get over this, please, baby.”

Some of the anger left Julia’s face as my wife’s words and actions soothed her but if looks could kill I would have been a dead man. Those smoldering eyes looked at me with real hate. My wife turned to the third woman and stuck out her hand.

“Hi, I’m Carol.”


“Oh, hi,” she replied, “I’m Carmen.”

“How long have you been here, Carmen?” my wife asked.

“Three months,” she replied. “I came here with my new husband on our honeymoon.”

“Oh! You’re the one who invented the clever new bit,” my wife gushed.

“Uh…yes I am,” she stuttered.

“Wow! I just used it…I mean…it works great! Thank you!”

“You’re welcome,” Carmen blushed. “I’m glad it works for you. I had to come up with something. I’ve been going crazy the past few months.”

“How did you happen to end up here on your honeymoon anyway?” my wife asked bluntly.

“Well…,” Carmen said, “I just couldn’t see myself as a housewife and my boyfriend had these kinky ideas and I…well, I wasn’t really interested in coming here but he insisted. I think he thought he would act like a pony during the day and then get to be with me at night. Then we got here and I…um…it kind of drove me crazy to have him helpless like this and I…  I couldn’t keep my hands off of myself and I couldn’t imagine going back to my old life and…”

“Welcome to the club,” my wife joked. “It’s like an addiction, isn’t it?”

“Um, yes it is,” Carmen replied. “I mean it’s what he asked for and it’s not what I wanted and now I wouldn’t give it up although I’m sure he would like to. Funny how life works sometimes.”

Julia gradually got over being mad and the ladies spent the afternoon drinking wine, snacking and swimming in the pond. They all swam without suits which was a treat on the eyes except for Harriet who was kind of dumpy. Carmen made up for it with her sleek twenty-five year old frame. I noticed her husband refused to look at her. Too much torture I suppose.

As my wife was putting me away for the night Carmen walked over to my stall. She stepped through the gate, moved next to me and grabbed my balls.

“Which one of these are you planning to take?” she asked my wife.

“Oh, you haven’t heard,” my wife laughed. “I conned the stupid shit into betting both of them. I’m planning on making two of those cool throwing things that Julia has.”

She patted me on my still sore ass and said, “Only a few more days, Jack, and those sweet little globes are going to be mine.”

They walked away laughing while I sat in the corner and tried to think of names.




Chapter Seven: One Last Guess

I woke up on the day of my first guess from a nightmare where I was strapped to a frame with my legs spread and my wife was walking toward me with something that looked like a bolt cutter in her hands. That was going to be my reality if my brain didn’t come up with the right name. 

She had given me three more hints over the past three days that had been of questionable help. I knew for sure from her previous hint that it didn’t start with ‘N’ and now I was pretty sure that I could stay away from ‘E’ and ‘K’. Yesterdays hint had scared me because she told me that, in addition to her choice being clever, it was a real registered horse name. I knew that real horse names couldn’t have blatant sexual innuendos in them so that did eliminate choices like ‘Hump No More’ and ‘Balls R Gone’ but there were millions of horse names. 

She sauntered in around mid-morning and hitched me for our morning ride. The strange thing about my past week here is that even though I hated her for what she had done and what she was going to do I still loved her. Maybe it was just cum backing up into my brain but I still wanted her and looked forward to the stop on the way to the pond when I got to kneel between her legs and pleasure her.

When we arrived at the pond there were seven other ponies tethered under the trees and seven women frolicking in the pond. Instead of leaving me by the trees with the rest of the beasts she unhitched me and had me kneel next to the blanket on the grass. The women stopped their play and moved onto the blanket in front of me. Normally that much naked female flesh in such close proximity would have driven me wild but I knew what was coming and I was scared.

“Well, Jack,” my wife teased, “it’s time for your first guess and since most of these women know what your new name is they wanted to be in on the action. I’m going to make this simple. I will start through the alphabet slowly and when I get to the letter that you think it starts with nod and we’ll go from there. Do you understand?”

I nodded and she started droning through the alphabet. I stopped her right away on the letter ‘C’.

“Jack,” she laughed, “sometimes you are so clever!”

I didn’t know if she was teasing me or really meant it but I was committed.

“Okay, Jack,” she purred, “there are four real horse names that come to mind that start with the letter ‘C’. I’m going to say them and then you can tell me if one of them is one you were thinking of and then we’ll pick one. ‘Carol’s Pearl’, ‘Carol’s Treasures’, ‘Carol’s Jewel’ and ‘Captive Audience’. Is one of those your guess?”

“Shit,” I thought, “I hadn’t thought of the ‘Pearl’ one at all.” I nodded my head yes.

“Okay, now is it number one… two… three…”

I nodded my head at number three.

“Jack,” she exclaimed, “I’m so proud of you. Thinking of the fact that the original bet was for only one ball and using my name. Wow!”

A wave of relief washed over me. My nightmare was over. I was going home. I was going to get to make love to my wife again. I was…

“Jack,” my wife said wickedly, “when I said I was proud of you I meant for being so clever. I didn’t mean you were right. In fact, just to help you for the next guess I’ll tell you that it doesn’t even start with the letter ‘C’.”

My despair amused the group and my wife basked in the glow. When the chattering had died down she dragged me to my feet and pulled me toward the trees.

“I have a special treat for you today, Jack,” she said.

She led me to a bench that was hidden behind the trees, pushed me to my knees and clipped my leash to the foot rest.

“You are on pussy duty today,” she chuckled, “and I better get good reports or I’m taking away one of your guesses.”

The parade of pussy began right away and continued until each of the women had a turn at using my mouth. Last in line was Carmen who, with the typical impatience of youth, wasn’t happy that my reins held my head back from driving deep into her cunt. She unclipped them so that I could reach her better and when she left she forgot to refasten them. I was free!

I crawled slowly away from the bench and into the thicket behind it where I got to my feet and quietly moved away. It was ten minutes before I heard noises indicating that my absence had been discovered.

“Dammit, Jack,” my wife’s voice screeched, “you better get your ass back here right now!”

I kept running and the sounds of their pursuit got fainter. There was no way I was going back to that hell. I felt that if I could keep moving and stay free for at least a day I would be able to work myself to some sort of civilization. Surely I could find people who would be shocked by my plight and set me free. I hid out for a while until sunset and then walked through the night toward a faint glow on the horizon that I assumed was city lights. I found a hole early in the morning and spent the day on edge worrying that I would be discovered. I walked through the second night but my lack of water and food was taking a toll on my body.

Early the next morning I came upon a paved road. It didn’t look very traveled and I knew I’d have to be very careful about who I stopped in case it was one of the women searching for me. A few cars passed but they had women drivers and I didn’t dare chance it. Late in the morning salvation appeared in the form of a police cruiser. I stepped into the road in front of it. It screeched to a stop and the trooper got out.

“My god,” the trooper said, “what in the hell…?”

I walked up and shook my head and made grunting sounds but the message I tried to convey about removing my bit didn’t seem to register.

“Get in the car,” the trooper said, “and we’ll get you to where we can sort this out.”

I climbed into the back seat and slouched down so as not to be seen by anyone we might pass. My relief was palpable. I was saved. I was going back to real life. I must have dozed off as the slamming of the car door woke me. Then I heard Glenda’s voice and my world collapsed.

“Hi, Mabel,” Glenda said, “what brings you out here?”

“Lose something?” she asked laughingly.

“What do you mean?”

Trooper Mabel opened the rear door and gestured to me crouching in the back.

“I found this pony wandering about ten miles from here,” she said, “and I assumed it was one of yours.”

“Welcome back, Jack,” Glenda said icily. “You are going to be one sorry son-of-a-bitch.”

My wife joined the party and they dragged me from the vehicle and into the exercise room of the barn. There were rows of folding chairs facing a metal frame that I was strapped into with my legs spread wide apart and my head down between my legs. My balls were hanging only a foot from my face.

“You weren’t here yesterday for your guess, Jack,” my wife whispered, “so you forfeited it. You have one chance left. We are all going to meet right after lunch and if you guess wrong I’m taking those things. Think hard, Jack.”

When the ladies gathered several hours later I had my guess ready but didn’t hold out much hope. My wife started through the alphabet and when I nodded at the letter ‘J’ I could tell by the reaction of the crowd that I had hit the right letter. 

“Goddammit, ladies!” my wife screeched. “Are you trying to help him win?”

Silence descended on the room. I was thrilled. I was close. A faint twinkle of hope had returned.

“Okay, Jack,” she purred, “thanks to my friends here you know you have the right letter and to give you a chance I’m going to only give you four names to choose from, even though there are hundreds of horse names that start with Jack. But first a little incentive.”

Looking between my legs I could see her approaching me with a strange device. It looked like a very large pair of pliers that opened backwards stretching what appeared to be a thick hair tie into about a two inch square opening. She let my balls fall through the opening and then let go of the handles causing the band to snap tight around my nut sack. It hurt like hell.

“This is an elastrator, Jack, and I just used it to put a band on your balls. You have maybe an hour for me to cut it off before it won’t make any difference anymore. Now, the names.”

I tried to pay attention but the pain and the thought of what was happening to my balls was interfering with my concentration. When she got to the counting I had lost track of exactly which number was my guess. I nodded my head at number four and I could tell by the clapping and shouting that somehow I had gotten it right. Thank god the nightmare was over.

My wife crouched down between my legs with a scalpel that I assumed was to remove the band. She looked at me with the horribly cruel smile I had seen her display before and moved the blade to just below the band.

“You didn’t really think I was going to let you go, did you?” she snickered as she rested the blade on my flesh.

I passed out.




Chapter Eight: The Final Chapter

Consciousness came back in the form of an earthquake of shaking that felt as if the world was coming apart. I rolled over, opened my eyes and stared at the ceiling. The shaking continued but now I realized that it was someone’s hand on my shoulder trying to rouse me.

“Jack, wake up, wake up,” I heard a voice say.

I didn’t want to wake up to the nightmare my life had become so I closed my eyes again. The shaking continued.

“Jack, please wake up, please,” the voice insisted.

I opened my eyes again and the ceiling was still there. A glimmer of the tiniest spark pricked at my brain. “The ceiling?” the spark questioned.

“Jack, are you okay,” said a voice that sounded like my wife’s.

Thinking returned at a snail's pace. It was as if I had been walking in a dense fog and was finally able to see the faintest outline of something other than the pure white all around me. I looked around and my surroundings finally registered. I was in my bedroom.

“My bedroom?” I wondered and closed my eyes again.

“Jack,” my wife’s voice thundered, “this isn’t funny. I’m scared. Are you okay? Please say something. Please.”

I opened my eyes and the bedroom was still there. I turned to the hand that was shaking me and it was my wife’s. She was lying next to me in our bed with a frightened look on her face.

“What…what?” I stammered.

“Jack, can you hear me?” she asked.

“Where…where am I?” 

“Oh, Jack, you had me so worried,” she said. “You were having a nightmare and it took me forever to wake you.”

“A nightmare?” I asked stupidly.

“Yes. My god, Jack, it must have been horrible,” she sobbed. “You were thrashing and screaming and crying. It took me almost a half hour to wake you. I was so scared. What happened?”

Reality slammed into me like a forty foot wave at the Banzai pipeline. It washed over me bringing a feeling of relief that felt like a hot flush of pleasure that started at my toes and moved to the top of my head. “A nightmare,” my mind told me, “the whole thing was only a nightmare.”

I suppose that, if I had been something other than a typical guy, there were dozens of possible actions I could have taken right then. I only thought of one. My hand moved to the center of my universe and found two balls and a dick. Everything was intact! My hand stroked my unfettered penis and it immediately hardened into a rod that could have penetrated a steel wall. Foreplay was not in my vocabulary as I rolled over onto my wife and pinned her to the mattress. I captured her right nipple in my mouth and drove my needy member into her cunt.

My desire was such that her body responded within a few seconds and we fucked like rabbits for the next hour. We screwed each other like we were teenagers again. After my first two orgasms I found my stride and managed to make her scream like she was going to die through three massive climaxes. In many ways it was the best sex I had ever had and when it was over we lay there with the closeness that comes from knowing each other’s needs and satisfying them completely.

“Gosh, Jack,” she gushed after we both recovered, “that must have been some dream. Was it about some of those kinky things you like? Were you dreaming about being forced to serve as a pony?”

How close she guessed was disturbing. She never thought of things like that so why now? I was curious but I didn’t want to remember the horror and I certainly didn’t want to share so I closed my eyes and said nothing.

My life gradually returned to normal. We behaved like newlyweds for the next week but the ‘nightmare’ had changed something deep inside of me and thoughts of asking for any form of domination actually turned me off. I had learned a lesson and thanked my lucky stars that it had been so cheap.

When the package in the plain brown wrapper arrived in our mailbox about two weeks later I carried it into the house like it was a bomb waiting to go off. I set it carefully on the coffee table and stared at it for twenty minutes. I didn’t open it as I already knew what was inside. As in one of the lines from the poem by Robert Frost’s titled, “The Road not Taken”, two divergent paths opened in front of me. I already knew where the one in the package led. I chose the other.

I grabbed a small bag from the closet, put in a change of clothes and my passport. I walked to the bank and withdrew all of the money in our savings account. I grabbed a taxi to the airport and then a Delta flight to Mexico City where I bought a one way ticket to Cuba on Air Mexicana with cash. In Havana I again paid cash for another one way to Bogotá, Columbia and then on to…well, it doesn’t matter where.

I live in the islands now. I fish, do odd jobs and crew on a forty-five foot catamaran when they need a deckhand. I have an island girl-friend who I see once every week or so and make love to as if she is a jewel that needs to be cherished. After six months my nightmares have finally receded to the status of vaguely disturbing unpleasant memories. They don’t wake me up clutching at my chest for air anymore.

I came through the door that evening with a ten pound grouper that I had speared just minutes before in the tide pool out front. My thoughts were occupied with thinking of what I would fix to go with it for dinner when I saw the plain brown wrapped package sitting on my coffee table. My wife was perched on the couch. I looked from her to the package and the rush of fear stopped me dead in my tracks.

“Hi, Jack,” she laughed, “surprised to see me?”

Panic kept me from talking. I stared at her stupidly.

“I brought your mail, Jack,” she purred nodding toward the package. “When you didn’t come home I opened it for you. I knew it was something you’ve always wanted to do so I brought it here for us to make the arrangements to go there.”

It took about five seconds before the fight or flight response that is buried in all of us took over. I dropped the fish, scooped my passport from the desk and sprinted for my car. I was ten feet away from it when something wrapped itself around my legs and put me on the ground like a tree that had just been felled by a lumberjack. Before I could catch my breath my hands were wrenched behind me and cuffed together. A rough hand on my shoulder rolled me over and I looked up at the smiling face of the Gaucho girl of my nightmares. She leaned down, unwrapped her three ball boleadora from my legs and shoved a gag in my mouth. My wife sauntered out of the house with a satisfied smirk lighting up her face.

“I’m giving you what you were always begging me for, Jack,” she said. “I’m going to let you live out your dream of being captured and forced to serve as a dumb animal. I know you’re scared right now but you’ll thank me for this later. We are going to have so much fun and I just know you are going to love your new life.”

Come On, It’ll Be Fun

“Hi, Trent.” I heard the familiar voice as I was sitting in the BDSM club with a couple of my friends.

I turned so see who had spoken, and saw Sherry in the next booth. I thought Sherry was hot—great body, flashing eyes, all the right stuff—but we had never clicked.

“Hi, Sherry,” I said. “What brings you here?”

“Probably like you,” she said, “just watching the action and looking for someone to play with.”

“Yeah,” I said, “it’s pretty dead tonight.”

“Hey,” she said as if a great idea had just occurred to her, “why don’t we switch?”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“I play with you for an hour and then you play with me,” she said.

“I don’t know,” I mumbled.

“Come on, it’ll be fun.”

“Who goes first?” I asked.

“It doesn’t matter to me,” she said, offhandedly, “I figure whoever goes second is going to get the worst of it because the first person will want to make it worse.”

She had a point. If I went first then no matter what she did to me I could find ways to top her performance.

“Okay,” I said, “I’ll go first.”

I took off my clothes. She put me on the bar in the middle of the room and raised my hands so that my feet came off the floor. She cuffed my ankles together.

“Anytime you’ve had enough just say so,” she said gaily, picking up the single tail whip.

I couldn’t believe that a slip of a girl like her could hit so hard. She walked around me, whipping me everywhere. I could see the welts forming and when she hit my dick the first time I screamed for her to stop.

“But, Trent,” she laughed, “we still have fifty-five minutes before it’s your turn.”

“I know but you said anytime I had enough we could stop.”

“I meant I would stop whipping you but only if you agree to be my slave for the rest of the evening,” she explained.

“That’s not what we agreed to.” I pointed out.

“I know that, silly,” she laughed, “I’m just giving you a choice.”

“No, Sherry, I don’t want to do that. Now let me down.”

“Not yet, big boy, I have more time.”

She started whipping me again and harder. Some of the lashes had opened cuts and were bleeding. I pleaded with her to stop but she whipped me for five more minutes, then she hit my dick twice.

“Wow,” she gushed, finally taking a break, “this is hard work.”

“Please, Sherry, no more!” I cried out. The pain was becoming unbearable.

“Trent, I gave you an option. Agree to be my slave for the rest of the evening and I’ll stop.”

I really didn’t have a choice, seeing that she was going to cheerfully maim me. I nodded my head.

“Oh, Trent,” she giggled, “I’m so glad you agreed.”

Like I had a real choice? She dropped me to my feet and undid my ankles.

“Just a few things to make sure you obey,” she said.


She locked a collar around my throat, another around my ball sack, then she stepped back and showed me the remote in her hand.

“The one around your neck is a bark collar,” she explained. “It will activate if you try to speak and I can also activate it from this remote. The one on your nuts is an invisible fence collar that I can activate from the remote.”

She looked at me gleefully and pushed a button. It felt like a mule had kicked me in the nuts. I tried to scream and the collar around my neck gave me a jolt that almost caused me to pass out.

“Two for the price of one,” she chuckled. “Just one more item and we’re ready to get you started on your big adventure.”

She walked toward me with a piece of rawhide in her hand. On one end was what looked like a roach clip.

“I find that the frenum really hurts,” she said, clipping it to the skin on the underside of my penis next to the head.

I screamed, which caused the shock collar to zap me again. She threaded the rawhide through my buttocks and tied it off on the collar. Dropping me to the ground completely, she uncuffed me and clipped a leash to the rawhide.

“Let’s go walkies,” she said lifting the leash just enough to pull on my dick.

I raised my ass up to take the pressure off then followed her to the booth I had been in, where my roommates Jim and Frank looked at me shell-shocked.

“Who wants a blow job?” Sherry asked cheerily as we stopped at the booth.

Frank looked uncomfortable but Jim eyed me greedily.

“What do you mean?” Jim asked.

“Trent here confessed to me that he has always wanted to suck you guys off,” she lied.

I wanted to set them straight but I knew the collar would zap me. I started to shake my head but she anticipated that and shot me in the balls. I cringed waiting for her next move. She could see Frank wasn’t going for it but Jim was salivating.

“Actually, Jim,” she said expanding the lie, “he told me he has always secretly wanted to be your slave.”

Jim believed her and immediately unzipped his pants and pulled out his cock. I was powerless to stop Sherry as she used the leash to guide me so that my lips were touching it.

“Open!” she demanded punctuating her order with a tiny zap to my balls.

I opened my mouth and he slid right in. He grabbed my head and started pumping his prick in and out of my mouth. 

“Wow, Trent,” he effused, “I never knew. Don’t worry, baby, by tomorrow I will have you on a chain in my room and you can be a slave to your heart’s content.”

He stopped talking as he got closer to shooting. He grunted and his foul seed erupted in my mouth. I wanted to spit it out but the leash in Sherry’s hand held my mouth on him and I was forced to swallow.

“Frank?” she asked pulling me off of Jim. “Would you like a turn?”

“No thank you, Sherry,” Frank said.

“We’ll be off then,” she said, “I have some other things to introduce him too.”

“Wait!” Jim barked. “What about him being my slave?”

“Don’t worry, Jim,” she laughed, “when he comes home tonight just overpower him and chain him up.”

“Overpower him?”

“Yes, he wants to pretend that he is being forced. He will probably tell you some story about how I tricked him and that he doesn’t really want to. Don’t believe him. He wants it.”

He looked at me with lust in his eyes and said, “Don’t worry, Trent, no matter what, I’ll lock you down and use that pretty mouth.”

Sherry led me over to an unoccupied booth and sat, then she dragged me in between her legs and pulled my nose into her sopping wet panties.

“Choice time, Trent,” she said. “I can let you go and you can take your chances and probably suck dick all your life, or you can sign a formal contract to be my slave and suck pussy all your life. Which will it be?”

I hardly had to think about my answer, since there wasn’t really a choice. I stuck out my tongue.

Withered on the Vine

“Get in the trunk, wimp, I’m taking you to your new owner,” Mrs. Putnam said.

Three months ago I would have resisted, but three months ago I had been a man. Three months ago, in a fog of sexual need, I had answered her advertisement that promised a harmless afternoon of delight where I would be dominated and controlled. An afternoon where I would be forced to do unspeakable things and then be made to bring myself off while she watched. An afternoon that should have been a safe indulgence of my desires before returning to my humdrum life. That was how it started, but since that day, Mrs. Putnam has molded me into an unthinking creature who does as he is told instantly and without questioning why.

When she pulled me from the trunk three hours later and had me stand at attention, I got the first look at my new owner. She was a vision. Dressed in jeans and a tight green top exactly the color of her piercing eyes, she was forcefully appealing. She had a waspish narrow waist, slender shoulders, cute face framed by short black hair and high, softly formed breasts. She was exactly the kind of woman that my eyes would have gravitated to across a smoky bar. Precisely the kind of woman who would have gone home with me in my former life. My body flushed with desire.

“This one used to be a man I see,” the woman said, noticing my reaction.

“Not anymore,” laughed Mrs. Putnam. “Now he’s a wimp. In fact, that’s what I call him.”

“Well, thank you for bringing him, Wilma.”

“You’re welcome, Kathy,” Mrs. Putnam chuckled, “it’s always a pleasure doing business with you. Call me when you need the next one.”

After Mrs. Putnam left, my new owner walked around me looking me over carefully. Her hand went to my penis, which had been locked in a steel tube that I had tried many times without success to remove.

“How long since you have had an orgasm, wimp?” she asked.

“Th…three months, Miss Kathy,” I stuttered.

“Do you remember it?” she asked quietly.

“Wha…what? I’m sorry, Miss Kathy, I don’t understand.”

“Do you remember your last orgasm?” she said sharply.

“Yes, Miss, I do.”

“Well,” she laughed, “keep that memory sharp because it was the last orgasm you will ever have,” she said with finality.

My heart sank. I knew that having my penis locked up was part of controlling me but I had hoped that once in a while I would be allowed to pleasure myself. The thought of never being able to touch myself again was devastating.

“That’s not exactly all,” she laughed, noticing my reaction, “but you will see for yourself in just a bit.”

She pushed me to my knees, clipped a leash on my collar and dragged me behind her into the living room. In a frame in the corner was a bound, gagged, good looking man about my age. He was thrashing about as much as his restraints allowed and moaning into his gag. His arms were chained behind him and his legs were strapped to both sides of the frame leaving his crotch wide open. 

Miss Kathy dropped my leash, walked over to him, removed a key from her neck and unlocked the tube that constrained his dick. It immediately started to fill with blood, helped along by a few quick strokes from her hand. Erect, it was an impressive seven inches long with massive throbbing veins that looked as if ready to burst.

“Ooooh, pussy-boy,” she purred, “just look at that thing. Even knowing what’s going to happen it just can’t help itself.”

Pussy-boy just thrashed harder and made unintelligible noises into his gag that sounded a bit like, “Nooo, pleeease.”

Miss Kathy picked up a strange tool from the table beside him and pushed the two handles on it together, which caused a heavy-duty looking rubber band to stretch open. Holding the whole thing under his dangling balls she threaded them through the opening and released the handles. The band snapped shut tightly on his sack just above his balls trapping the blood and turning them dark red. It must have hurt like hell because he screamed through the gag and thrashed about even more.

“There we go, pussy,” she laughed fondling his balls which were by now turning a deep purple, “just like I promised you three years ago. Your last erection. Enjoy!”

She retrieved my leash from the floor and led me into the bathroom. Pussy was screaming constantly. The words ‘No’ and ‘please’ were definitely two words that were intelligible from the gibberish he was spouting. Miss Kathy didn’t seem to notice.

“Undress me,” she demanded, “I want a nice long bath and a pedicure. Take your time as it will be at least an hour before those things are dead.”

In a mind-numbing fog I slowly undressed her, revealing a body that was as I had imagined. In my former circumstances I would have brought this lovely creature home and this act would have been a prelude to a long serious lovemaking session. Instead I was kneeling here as her slave with never a chance of relief while another man was being castrated in the next room.

“That’ll be you in a few years when I get tired of you,” she whispered as she reached out and fondled my nuts. “You will get one more erection and then your little grapes will wither on the vine like his are.”

Two hours later after her bath, pedicure and manicure we returned to the living room. The poor bastard in the frame had stopped struggling. He was still crying softly but he had resigned himself to his fate. His ball sack was black and it was evident that his manhood was dead. My new owner picked up a scalpel and with one quick flick of her wrist his balls dropped into a jar that she placed on the mantel with four others. 

“You see,” she laughed, addressing both of us, “my slaves never leave here intact. It’s a rule I have.”

She undid his restraints and he fell in a heap.

“Crawl to the front door,” she commanded, “your new owner will be here shortly.”

Over the course of the next four years Miss Kathy had me in that frame many times but I worked hard at pleasing her to keep her interest. I made it my job to insure that she never got bored with me. I guess that somewhere along the way I had deluded myself into believing that I was so attentive, so obedient and such a perfect slave that the day would never come for me. Then one afternoon, I heard the unexpected sound of Mrs. Putnam’s voice coming from the garage and reality slammed into me like a freight train. When Kathy entered the house dragging another poor wretch I knew my time was up.

I screamed into the gag as best as I could when she walked over and unlocked my penis tube. My dick sprang to attention and I screamed louder as she picked up the elastrator and threaded my balls through the tautly stretched band.

“It’s a shame,” she said softly, kissing me lightly on the cheek, “because you have been the best but…a rule is a rule.”

The New Dog

“Miss Rice, Brian Johnson is here to see you.”

“Thank you, Mary. Please show him in and close the door. We are not to be disturbed.”


“Yes, Miss Rice,” Mary said, holding the door for Brian and then shutting it behind her.

Kathy Rice was a business owner who ran her company with an iron hand. Thirty years old and wildly successful she could be ruthless at getting what she wanted and she was fairly certain she wanted Brian. She watched him enter the room and stop.

“You wanted to see me, Miss Rice,” Brian said hesitantly.

“Yes, Brian, I did. Come over here and stand in front of my desk.”

Moving like a lamb to the slaughter Brian walked to her desk and waited for her to speak.

“We have a problem, Brian,” she said. “You are not working out and I am going to have to let you go.”

As Brian’s worst fears were realized his mind spun off into a haze of self pity and despair. He tried to talk but could only choke out a few agonizing sputters.

“Oh god nooo…please…please, Miss Rice…”

“I don’t have anything for you here, Brian. I need you to clear out your desk and leave,” she said sternly while watching his reaction for the signs she was hoping for.

“No, Miss, please don’t let me go. I’ll do anything. I won’t be able to get another job and I’ll lose my apartment and…oh god, please,” he said with tears running down his cheeks.

It seemed that her feelings about his malleability might be correct. It was time to test the waters. Moving around her desk to stand in front of him she looked him right in the eyes with a cruel stare and asked, “Anything?”

“Yes, Miss Rice,” he whispered, “anything.”

“Get down on your knees and kiss my shoes,” she said matter-of-factly.

“Whaaat?”

“You heard me, Brian, do it now or get out.”

Brian slowly sank to his knees, bent his head and reluctantly kissed her shoes. A flash of pleasure hit her groin as she recognized that her assessment of Brian was right on the money. Now to lead him down the path.

“Good start, Brian,” she laughed, “maybe I do have something for you after all.”

Brian felt a glimmer of hope and continued to kiss her feet ever more lovingly. She let him continue for a few moments and then walked back and sat at her desk.

“Crawl under my desk, Brian,” she said forcefully.

His head came up and he started to question her but the look on her face stopped him. He crawled around the desk and wedged himself under it. From his new vantage point he could see right up her dress.

“Oh my god,” he thought, “she isn’t wearing any panties.”

His dick sprang to attention and all of the lustful thoughts he harbored for her came rushing back. She was a very sexy woman and many times he had dreamed of being in this position. Well, not exactly this position but at least between her legs.

“Lick me, Brian,” she ordered.

He moved to the heaven that opened before him and was lost. In some recess of his brain he heard the office door open but he was on a mission now and didn’t waver.

“Mary, I…I… told you I wasn’t to be disturbed,” Kathy Rice said crossly while trying to maintain her composure. Brian’s tongue was like magic.

“I’m sorry, Miss Rice, but they need your signature on this contract right now,” Mary said contritely.

“Oh…um…okay, but…oh…uh, give it to me,” she stammered.

“Is something wrong, Ma’am,” Mary asked with concern.

She was so worked up from Brian’s tongue she couldn’t think straight. She slashed her signature on the document, handed it back to Mary and said, “No…I’m…uh, fine. Leave and I mean it this time. Do not come in here again.”

“Where did Mr. Johnson go?” Mary asked on her way out of the door.

“Shit…dammit, Mary, I…I fired him and he left by my…oh…private entrance. Now, please, just fucking leave!”

Kathy’s orgasm hit as the door slammed. The danger of almost getting caught had added to the thrill and the peaks were massive. When sanity returned she gazed down fondly on what she was sure was going to work out just as she planned.

“Come out, Brian, but stay on your knees,” she said. “I have an offer for you.”

Brian looked up at the powerful woman towering above him with trepidation. After all he had just heard her tell her secretary that he was fired. 

“What kind of an offer?” he wondered.

“Brian, I just sold my old dog and I need a new one,” Kathy said sweetly.

“Um, I don’t understand, Miss Rice. Do you want me to buy you a dog?”

“No, Brian, I mean I have a position for a dog.”

“A position?”

“Yes, Brian,” she said, “I want to offer you a position as my new dog.”

“Position…dog…” Brian stammered.

“Yes, Brian, I want you to be my dog. You would live with me. No more worries about rent. The position doesn’t pay anything but you would have uh…fringe benefits like what you just did.”

Brian’s thoughts were whirling around like they were in a clothes dryer. “Live with her as her dog? Fringe benefits? No more rent? Fringe benefits? Live with her? Dog? Fringe benefits?”

The mantra hammered at his head but the one message he kept coming back to was that he would have access to that delectable pussy that he had just pleasured. The dog part sounded kind of strange but pussy won.

“Um…I guess so, Miss Rice,” he said haltingly.

She moved to where he could look up her skirt to that triangle of pleasure that was driving his thinking and said, “No guessing, Brian, it’s either yes or leave now.”

“Yes, Miss Rice, I want to…um…be your…uh…dog.”

“Splendid,” she gushed, “take off your clothes.”

“What?”

“Your clothes, Brian, dogs don’t wear clothes.”

“But…”

“But nothing,” she barked, “take off your clothes now!”

Brian removed his clothing and knelt in front of her waiting for her next move. His dick was painfully erect and begging for relief. She took a thick collar out of her drawer and buckled it around his neck.

“You are my dog now, Brian, and from now on you will answer to ‘Scamper’, do you understand?”

“Y…” Brian’s world dissolved as a fierce band of pain wrapped itself around his neck, leaving him writhing on the floor.

“Dogs don’t talk, Scamper,” she cautioned. “In fact, my dogs don’t even bark. That is an obedience collar on your neck. It not only will shock you if you try to make a sound but I can also use this remote if you don’t obey. Nod your head if you understand.”

Brian nodded his head but he didn’t really understand. He had thought that he would be living with her as a pretend dog. That collar had hurt and there was nothing pretend about it.

“Good. Now get up on the table so I can finish outfitting you,” she said.

Brian climbed on the table wondering what else she had in mind. She got another item from the drawer and walked behind him and started forcing something over his penis.

“I know that new little dogs like you think it’s okay to play with their doggie dicks,” she chuckled, “but real dogs don’t masturbate so I’m putting this cage over your thingy so you can’t touch it. If you’re a good doggie perhaps someday I’ll breed you. Won’t that be a special treat?”

Brian’s mind shifted ahead in time to picture how his new life was going to be. He was going to be living with this beautiful, desirable, attractive, stunning woman with access to her charms, at least with his tongue, and not be able to pleasure himself. The hell of that opened before him like the mouth of a sperm whale preparing to swallow him whole. 

“All set, Scamper,” she chuckled, “now get back under my desk. You have a lot of work to do to keep me relaxed while I finish up here. Then I’ll take you to your new kennel. Oooh, I’m going to love having a new dog!”

Vanilla Bean

“Michael, I’m really glad you decided to come. Come on in.”

“Thanks, John, I…I’m really not sure about this,” I said.

“Don’t be silly. You’ll be fine. Remember you don’t have to do anything. You can just watch.”

“So you told me, John, but…”

“Michael, grab a drink and wander downstairs to the dungeon, sit down and watch,” he ordered. “Just watch out for Desiree. She can be dangerous.”

“Who’s she?”

“She’s a twenty-eight year old domme who will eat you alive if you give her a chance,” he laughed.

“A domme?”

“Michael, get a drink and go downstairs. You’ll figure it out.”

“How will I know this Desiree person?” I asked.

“Michael,” he laughed, “trust me. You’ll know from the instant she walks into the room.”

I picked a red wine off a tray in the kitchen and went downstairs to the basement. I didn’t know what to expect. I had known John and Marsha for three years. He was my best friend and she was right up there. I knew they had these Play Parties but this was the first one I had ever attended. 

I knew when John invited me that Play Party meant kink but how much, how far and what went on was out of my realm. I was a novice. A novice wannabe of what persuasion I wasn’t even sure. Thoughts of watching naked women being whipped turned me on. Thoughts of me wielding the flogger turned me on. On the other hand the desire to give up control and be the one on the receiving end was also appealing. I was confused. Planning to watch the show I headed for the stairs.

At the bottom of the stairs was another bar. Several people were perched on bar stools. Fifteen or so were sitting around in booths talking. I looked around but nothing seemed to be happening here so I carried my drink into the next room.

That’s where the action was. In the middle of the room was a middle aged guy hanging upside down being whipped and teased by a matronly looking woman in her forties. In the corner was a pretty girl in her twenties who was wound up in some intricate rope bondage. Every now and then a passerby would play with her a bit. Each time it was clear that she was about to come she would be left in frustration. On the back wall was a sixtyish woman being whipped lightly by a man her age who was probably her husband. The rest of the people in the room were standing around or sitting around watching.

John had been right. I knew Desiree the instant she walked in. She oozed dangerous. Some part of me was mesmerized and some part of me said run. She did a quick head swivel around the room and stopped on my eyes. While she looked at me appraisingly, I kept my gaze steady with hers. It became a pissing contest but I’d be dammed if I was going to be first to look away. We locked horns for a minute before she finally cocked her head to one side, laughed, winked and turned away. I felt stupid. I dropped my gaze to the floor and her stilettos stepped into my vision. My head snapped up.

“Hi there, vanilla bean,” she chuckled, “what’s your name?”

“Michael,” I replied.

“Why don’t you take off your clothes, Michael?”

“What?”

“Take off your clothes,” she said more firmly.

“Why?”

“So you’ll be dressed more properly for what I have in mind,” she said pleasantly.

“You’re kidding me, right?”

“No.”

“What did you have in mind?” I asked thinking two could play at this.

“I thought I’d cuff you to the back wall and cane you.”

A flush crept up my neck. I had never in my life met a woman this aggressive and I hadn’t a clue how to handle her. I was in way over my head.

“C…cane me?” I stuttered.

“Could be fun.”

“For you maybe,” I said wryly, “but what do I get out of it?”

“Me.”

“What?”

“Give me one hour to torture you a bit and then, if you haven’t decided to let me play with you longer, you get me in a private room for an hour,” she said.

The operative part of that sentence was ‘if you haven’t decided to let me play with you longer’ but I was caught up in the fantasy of having this creature. She wore a leather mini that barely covered her crotch, and on top, just a leather bra that barely covered her boobs. My mind was on my hour with her naked beneath me. I was tempted.

“What does torture me a bit mean?”

“As I said, just cane you.”

“With what?”

She stepped to the wall and plucked off a three foot long cane and handed it to me. I hefted it in my hands. It didn’t seem too substantial. It was like a dowel rod but with more flexibility. She bent over and put her face next to mine. I could smell her perfume. I could see her nipples. I was hooked.

“How about just a half hour?” she whispered.

“And I still get an hour?” I asked.

“Sure.”

“Okay,” I squeaked.

“Take off your clothes, Michael.”

I noticed that we had gathered a crowd. I was embarrassed but I stripped off my clothes and stood there naked. Desiree reached out and seized my penis and used it to pull me to the wall. She didn’t let go until my right hand was cuffed, then she secured the other, pushed a ball gag in my mouth and stepped back.

“The half hour starts now,” she purred.

The first blows came so rapidly that the pain from the first one didn’t register until after the third one had hit. That cane hurt worse than any pain I had ever had. Once when I was younger I had gotten third-degree burns on my foot in an industrial accident. At the time I thought I was going to die it hurt so badly. This was worse, much worse.

“Uuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuh, noooooooooooooo, pleeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeze,” I screamed into the gag.

She stopped after less than a minute and put her mouth next to my ear. She kissed me lightly.

“I’m going to cane you for ten minutes,” she said sweetly, “and then I’m going to give you a choice.”

She worked her way from the top of my ass to my thighs and down toward my calves until I passed out. I woke up with smelling salts under my nose. Just past her I could see John with a stricken look on his face. He stepped forward.

“What’s going on here, Desiree?” he demanded.

“Michael agreed that I could cane him for thirty minutes,” she said.

“Michael,” he said, addressing me, “is that true?”

I weakly nodded my head.

“You poor stupid bastard,” he said and stepped back.

Desiree leaned in and licked a tear off of my face.

“It’s only been four minutes, Michael,” she purred, “six more minutes and I’m going to give you an alternative.”

“Six more minutes, oh god, please no, I’ll die,” I thought, and then all rational thought went away as the pain burned into my soul.

I woke up again with smelling salts. She looked disappointed. My back, ass, thighs and calves felt like someone had poured lighter fluid on them and set them on fire.

“It’s only been eight minutes,” she whispered in my ear. “You have to try to stay conscious or we’ll be here all night.”

“Mmmmmmph,” I screamed into the gag.

“What?”

“Mmmmmmph,” I screamed again nodding my head up and down.

“Are you trying to say that you agree to my alternative?” she giggled.

I nodded vigorously.

“But you haven’t heard it yet,” she laughed.

I nodded harder.

“Well, I suppose I could give you the choice now. Would you like that?”

I nodded.

“Okay, you get one chance for me to stop. I take the gag off and you say ‘I agree of my own free will to be Desiree’s slave for one year’. If you say anything but that I’m putting the gag back in and finishing my twenty-two minutes.”

My world closed up. I knew I didn’t have a choice. There was no way I could survive even two more minutes. I nodded again and she removed the gag.

“I agree of my own free will to be Desiree’s slave for one year.”

The crowd gasped and I saw John turn and walk away. Desiree kissed my cheek.

“We are going to have so much fun the next year,” she said, “or at least I will. You have no idea of the sick, twisted, degrading things I have planned for you.”

“Desiree,” I whimpered.

“That’s Miss Desiree, vanilla bean,” she said sweetly. “Just one more little item and we can start your new life.”

I could feel her hands at my crotch and I looked down to see her securing a chastity tube on my penis. 

“There we go, vanilla bean, all locked up. No more orgasms are just one of the many hells to come.”

“What?’


“I never allow my slaves sexual relief,” she said as she un-cuffed me.

My legs were like spaghetti. I dropped to the floor in front of her and looked up. I could see her panties and my body responded.

“Like the view, vanilla bean? Don’t worry you’ll be an expert on that part of my anatomy by years end. In fact it will be a major attribute that will drive up the price when I sell you.”

“But…”


“But you thought it was only a year? That’s a year with me. Then I intend to sell you,” she said.

“But…”

“But how can I when you’ve only agreed to be a slave for a year? Don’t worry I’ll give you another opportunity like today to beg me to sell you into permanent slavery.”

A collar went around my neck, and she tightened the leash so that I had to follow.

“Let’s go,” she said, “I need to get you started on your training so that I can enjoy the rest of my evening.”

I crawled behind her on my hands and knees into the room with people drinking in booths. She walked over to the middle booth and handed my leash to one of the four guys in it.

“Terry,” she said, “I need you to train him to suck dick. Anyone can use him. I need him to be an expert by the end of the night because I’m having friends over tomorrow.”

Terry pulled the leash hard and my face ended up in his crotch. I could feel his hardening erection through his jeans. Desiree leaned down next to me and kissed my cheek.

“Right now you are probably thinking that this is so degrading and humiliating that there couldn’t be anything worse than this. You’d be wrong, vanilla bean. This is tame compared to some of the things I have planned for you.”

***

During the course of the evening I must have sucked forty dicks. There weren’t forty guys at the party but a lot of them used me twice, some three times and one guy four times. My mouth was sore but I could tell from results I was getting better.

Toward the end of the evening another dick appeared in front to me and I looked up briefly to see John staring at me with a strange needy look on his face.

“John, what the fuck?” I asked.

“I came to see what the fuss was all about,” he said.

“John, you’ve got to get me out of this, please.”

“Not possible,” he said shaking his head. “These people take very seriously the commitment you made. It was your choice. No one can set you free except Desiree and I seriously doubt that she will do that. You are a slave for the next year.”

“But, John, she forced me to say those words. She would have killed me. To top it off she is planning on making me beg to be sold into permanent slavery at the end of the year.”

“Stop calling me John, slave.” 

“But, John.”

“It’s Sir, slave. If you address me discourteously one more time I will ask your owner if I can punish you. Now, put that mouth I’ve heard about on me and begin.”

“But, Jo…Sir,” I wailed. “We were good friends. How can you make me do this?”

“The operative word is ‘were’,” he smiled. “As to why, it’s simple. Most of the subs around here are just dying for a chance to be degraded, to be forced to lick pussy or suck dick or act in demeaning manners. You can’t believe how much of a turn-on it is to have someone who is really being forced. My god I’ve wanted to come over here all night to look into those eyes while I shoot my load into your mouth.”

I was beaten and I knew it. I might be able to resist a year from now but I doubted it. As for now I was Desiree’s slave.

“Enough talking,” he said firmly. “Do me!”

I put his dick in my mouth. If I didn’t look up it wasn’t any different than the other forty times that night. That wasn’t good enough.

“Look at me!” he demanded.

I looked up and continued to suck. He must have seen the humiliation in my eyes because it didn’t take long before his seed was pumping its way down my throat.

“Oh my god,” he cried, “that look in your eyes. God I wish I had a real sub like you.”

His cock deflated and he pulled it out and put it away. He zipped his pants and was standing to leave when Desiree showed up.

“I see you got over being miffed,” she laughed.

“He was my best friend, Des. You could have taken it a little easier.”

“Not my style, John, and you know it.”

“I know,” he said sadly, “I should have warned him more sternly.”

“John, are you stupid?” she chuckled. “All of the warnings in the world wouldn’t have helped a weak little worm like that.”

“I suppose your right, Des.”

“By the way, are you coming to my party tomorrow?” she asked.

John looked down at me. A chillingly evil smile played around the edges of his eyes.

“I wouldn’t miss it for the world now,” he laughed.

“I didn’t think so,” she said grabbing my leash and pulling me from under the booth. “Let’s go, vanilla bean, I’m ready for tongue and bed.”

She walked slowly with me crawling behind her. Up the stairs and out through the living room. She stopped frequently on the way out to say good-bye and just to show me off. I kept my head down. I knew some of these people and I was deeply ashamed. At the door she stopped to talk to Marsha.

“Desiree, I see you’ve got another one,” she said looking down at me as if we had never been friends.

“Yes and just in time too. I sold my old slave yesterday,” she boasted.

“Do you have a name for it or do you just call it slave for now?”

A wave of horror washed over me. I had known this woman for three years and been on great terms with her. Now I was an ‘it’.

“I call him vanilla bean,” she laughed. “But you can call him whatever you want. Am I going to see you tomorrow?”

“What did John say?”

“He laughed and said he wouldn’t miss it,” she said.

“Well, I guess I will then,” Marsha said.

“Great, well, I’m off,” she said, “got to get some training in before I crash.”

I crawled behind her to her car. She opened the trunk, cocked her head and looked at me. I didn’t wait for the smile to leave her face since it was clear where I was supposed to ride. I got in the trunk and she slammed it.

***

When Desiree opened the trunk at her house I climbed out. She pulled the leash and we started for the house. My eyes strayed to her hemline or lack thereof. Her skirt was riding up and I could see a hint of her cheeks and her panties. I was as erect as I could get in the damn thing she had on my dick. I must have moaned as she stopped and looked back.

“Don’t worry,” she said pleasantly, “you’re going to get to learn how to worship that also.”

Once in her bedroom she had me undress her. As each article came off it validated my belief that she was one beautiful woman. If only I could have held out this could have been mine. I was stunned by the reversal of my fortunes in just a few short hours.

When she was naked she sat on the edge of the bed and pulled me in.

“Let’s start simple,” she laughed, “just lick.”

I licked. I lapped. I sucked. I nuzzled. I bit. I…

“Jesus,” she said when she finally pushed me away, “you are one frustrated sub, aren’t you?”

I wasn’t yet but I was going to be if she really planned to keep me locked in a chastity tube for the next year.She motioned to a sturdy dog cage in the corner.

“Get in there,” she said, “it’s your home for the next year.”

I crawled in and she locked the door. She lay down in her king-sized bed and turned off the lights. I wasn’t going anywhere so I closed my eyes and prayed for this to be a bad dream.

***

The next morning she unlocked my cage on the way to the bathroom and I crawled out and waited. I had no idea what she wanted next. I heard her pee and then her voice.

“In here, vanilla bean, I have a job for you.”

I crawled into the bathroom where she was sitting on the toilet with her legs spread. She pointed to her crotch.

“I need you to lick me clean, vanilla bean,” she said. “It’s one of your new duties.”

I leaned in and licked the drops from her slit. I cringed at the depravity of someone expecting another to perform such an act. I wondered what other debasing acts she had planned. When she walked out of the bathroom, she snapped her fingers at me to follow, then she flopped down on the bed, spread her legs and motioned. I knelt between them and used what I’d learned about her the night before. She seemed to like it.

“Time for my shower,” she announced and walked back into the bathroom.

Showering her was fun except for the frustration. I got to run my hands all over that nubile body. I got to soap her breasts, ass and pussy. I regretted again not being able to hold out as it might have meant that we could have been lovers. Now I was an animal and the recovery of man status was out of reach.

She had me spend the rest of the morning cleaning her house. She was very strict and my minor mistakes were rewarded with having me stick my ass up and her whipping it. I learned that she better not be able to stick a gloved hand under the lip of the toilet and find anything. It didn’t matter if it couldn’t be seen; it had better be clean.

At noon I fixed her lunch and crouched by her side while she ate. She seemed to forget my presence except for the occasional scrap that she would drop on the floor for me to eat. When she finished she put the rest down for me to eat and then pulled me back up to satisfy her with my tongue.

After her lunch and orgasm she drifted off to sleep. I lay down on the floor and waited. I realized that the next year I was going to be doing a lot of waiting.

***

“Time to get you ready for the party,” Desiree announced.

I had already been at the party preparation for an hour. I was kept busy setting the table, laying out snacks and drinks and setting up chairs around the TV. It seems she had home video of some place nearby where the dominants gathered to put their slaves through hell. I didn’t want to know. I figured that I’d find out soon enough anyway.

She had me crawl into the den. In front of the large easy chair was an eyebolt with a chain and collar, which she locked around my neck and then stepped back.

“Your job is to service anything that sits down in that chair,” she said sternly. “I don’t care if it is male or female or fat or ugly. If I have to discipline you after this because one of my guests is disappointed you will think that the session that got you here was like a feather’s touch. Am I clear?”

“Yes, Miss Desiree,” I said and I settled down to wait.

I heard the first guests arrive and it wasn’t but a few minutes before an overweight woman came in the room, hiked up her skirt and plopped down in front of me. She scooted forward and leaned way back so that her asshole was directly in front of me.

“I want that tongue up my ass,” she said, “until I make myself come.”

I tried not to think about how horrible that was. I closed off my mind, stuck out my tongue, and wormed it inside the tight hole.

“In and out like you’re fucking me,” she demanded while her fingers rapped out a tune on her clit.

I moved to her beat and in just a short time she screamed out her release and collapsed. I didn’t know what to do so I kept my tongue inserted. When she finally stirred it was clear that she was happy with what I had done.

“Wow, Desiree sure knows how to pick them,” she purred. “You can take your tongue out now.”

I withdrew my tongue and dropped my eyes. I couldn’t believe that I had been forced to perform such a degrading act. Desiree had said I had no idea what I was in store for the next year. I guess I didn’t. There were probably worse things to come.

Next up was Marsha. She didn’t acknowledge our past friendship, instead she sat down and had me get to work. For her I was a convenient dildo to relieve tension. When she was done she got up and left. She hadn’t said a word.

Her husband, and my best friend, John, was next. I could see the greedy panting desire in his eyes. He loved the fact that I felt so degraded doing this. He unzipped and was already rock hard.

“I like to have my balls licked first,” he said, “and then work your way up to the gold.”

I tried to keep my eyes down but like that last time he wasn’t having any.

“Get your fucking eyes up and keep them up,” he demanded.

He was so turned on by having an unwilling sub sucking him that he shot in under two minutes again. Then as he zipped up to go, he tousled my head.

“I wish you were mine, boy,” he said, “I love the feeling I get when I look in your eyes.”

It was a steady parade from then on. I didn’t keep track. One after another they had me service them. I was numb by the time I could hear them starting to leave. When it seemed as if everyone had gone Desiree came back in and looked at me with the strangest look.

“Well, vanilla bean, it looks like you have dodged the bullet,” she said.

I didn’t have a clue. What bullet?

“I like to keep my slaves for a year before I sell them but I just got an offer that was way too good to refuse,” she explained.

Marsha and John came back in the room. The look on John’s face was frightening. He looked at me like I was cocaine and he was two days past his last fix. 

“Nooooooooo,” my mind screamed.

Desiree must have sensed my terror because she crossed to me and knelt down beside me. She pulled me around until my eyes were locked with hers. I couldn’t believe that a woman of her age could have such depth. She gentled me like I was a raging bull with red capes flashing all around and the toreador needed him to stop. I stopped.

“If you stay with me I’m going to make you agree to permanent slavery,” she said. “They will let you go after the year is up.”

A tiny pinprick of hope flicked into my brain. I had only been a slave for a day and I fucking hated it. I didn’t want to be one for another year but forever was a concept that I couldn’t wrap my mind around at all. I had to believe that for whatever reason she meant well. Anything else was a road to madness.

“Thank you, Desiree,” I said.

“That’s Miss Desiree, asshole,” she said, “and…why don’t you look me up when you’re free again?”

I shuddered.

Toilet Bowl




Chapter One

I was in the basement of ‘Kinks and Things’, our local BDSM club, sipping on a glass of red wine and watching some guy whipping his wife when my view was interrupted by a crotch. It was a hot looking crotch barely covered by a mini-skirt, which had stepped six inches in front of me and blocked my view. I slowly raised my eyes past a tight bare midriff and small soft breasts barely restrained in a halter top to encounter a vision.

“Hi,” the vision said. “My name is Debbie.”

“Uh…hi…uh…Debbie,” I stuttered.

“You’re Darryl, right?”

“Uh…yes.”

“Well, Darryl, I’m looking for someone to abuse tonight and you just look like you might be game.”

“What?”

“A little session on the wall, maybe?” she said cocking her head toward the wall behind her where the guy was now using a quirt on his wife’s tits.

“A session?” I asked.

“Are you being coy with me, Darryl?”

“I don’t understand,” I said.

“Darryl,” she laughed, “I’m a good judge of character and you are clearly a sub looking to be topped by someone.

She was right. I had tried for years to get my wife to indulge me but she just thought the whole thing was stupid. It was hard enough to get her to come to this club so that I could at least indulge myself vicariously.

“I…I…want…”

“You want?”

“I want to but…” I admitted.

“But you’re afraid?” she laughed.

“Well, that too but…I need to ask my wife,” I said ashamedly.

“You need to ask your wife if I can whip you?” she teased.

“Yes.”

“I took care of that for you, Darryl,” she chuckled.

“What?”

“Is your wife the cute woman in the black skirt and white blouse that you came in with?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“I asked her and she said ‘be my guest, the little bastard deserves it’,” Debbie said. “She seems kind of pissed at you.”

“You asked my wife and she told you okay?”

“Are you slow, Darryl? Or is that just a delaying tactic?”

“I’ll be right back,” I told the vision and I set off to find my wife.

I didn’t bother looking in the rest of the basement as my wife never came down here. I found her upstairs in the more vanilla part of the club sipping a vodka tonic and talking to a hunk at the bar. She looked up as I approached.

“Hi, Debbie,” she said looking past me, “I see you found him.”

I whirled around and the vision was right behind me.

“Yes,” she laughed, “he said he had to ask you.”

“I don’t know why,” my wife said bitterly, “the little bastard doesn’t consult me about anything else.”

“Cheryl,” I whined, “that’s not true I…”

“Zip it, Darryl, I’m sick of your bullshit. If you want to play one of your sick games with Debbie, be my guest.”

“Cheryl…” I started but she had turned back to the hunk.

“So what do you think?” said a voice at my ear.

My dick knew what it wanted. A session on the wall with this one was exactly it. I nodded.

“Let’s go, Darryl,” Debbie said and she turned for the basement stairs.

After I stripped, she cuffed me to the wall and then spent some time lightly running her hands over my naked body. She paid particular attention to my dick. I was in heaven. I had wanted this feeling of helplessness for so long and my penis was aching for relief. I was bucking and straining to get enough pressure from her straying hands to get me over the edge. 

Then she licked my ear. “You’re pretty stupid, aren’t you, Darryl?” she murmured.

“W…what?” I said through my sexual fog.

“You let me get you into this position without knowing who I am or what I might do or how long I might do it.”

“But I…”

“But you what, Darryl?”

“I thought…”

“No, Darryl, that’s precisely the great thing about subs like you,” she tittered, “you don’t fucking think.”

My fog started to dissipate and I looked at her. A cruel smile played around her lips and my balls tried to contract into my body. I wanted out.

“Uh, Debbie,” I said carefully, “I’ve changed my mind about this.”

“Have you now?” she laughed.

“Uh, yes.”

“Okay,” she said sweetly, “just say your safeword and the scene is over.”

“I forgot to…uh…”

“Yes, you did forget, didn’t you? Just like you forgot to discuss limits, right, Darryl?”

“Debbie, please…”

“Please isn’t going to work, Darryl,” she said, “and if you want any leniency from me at all I’d suggest that you start addressing me more politely.”

“Please, Miss Debbie…”

“That’s much better but still, without any safeword and no limits I can pretty much do whatever I want for as long as I want, can’t I, Darryl?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Good,” she said happily, “we’re agreed then. Let’s start with the cane just so you know what I’m capable of and then we can get you set up for your duties for the rest of the week.”

“Week?”

“Oh, Darryl,” she said softly caressing my cheek, “you have no idea how drastically your life has changed, do you?”

“I didn’t agree to a week,” I protested.

“You didn’t set any limits, Darryl.”

“My wife didn’t mean that you could have me for a week,” I complained. “She won’t agree.”

“I bet I can convince her,” she laughed.

“Please, Miss, you’re scaring me,” I wailed.

“Hold that thought, Darryl,” she chuckled swishing the cane through the air, “it gets worse.”

I had never been able to get my wife to whip me, but that didn’t mean I hadn’t tried whipping myself. I had a riding crop at home that I had used on my ass. It was awkward to get a good swing at myself but I had managed to hit myself hard enough to hurt. The first stroke of the cane was way beyond any meager blow I had managed. I screamed.

“I know it hurts, Darryl,” Debbie purred after the first five had left angry purple welts on my ass and thighs, “but I’m really not hitting you very hard. I suggest that you decide to be on your best behavior and I won’t show you what hard really is.”

She slashed at my ass again and it felt like a flamethrower had striped across my back.

“Oh gaawwwd, pleeease, Miss Debbie,” I begged, “pleeeease no more, pleeeease.”

“Are we going to be very obedient then, Darryl?” she asked softly while lashing out again.

“Oooooh, ooooh, ooooh, yes, Miss, I promise.”

“Really promise?” she asked with another cut to my ass.

“Oooooow, yes, yes, yes, please, Miss, I promise.”

“Okay, Darryl,” she said, putting the cane back on the rack, “but if I have to bring you back here you will need medical attention before I’m finished.”

I couldn’t stand. The reality of being whipped was nothing like any of my fantasies had been. I hung limply until she cut me down and then lay there and wished for unconsciousness. She didn’t let me rest. She put a heavy leather collar on my neck, attached a leash and pulled me to all fours.

“Now for some introductions so the ladies here know that you are available and we’ll get you to your new station in life,” she said dragging me behind her.

We went from room to room and the conversations were pretty similar. First a greeting and then curiosity about me and then happiness when they found out I was the ‘new bowl’. I hadn’t a clue what that meant but based on what had happened to me thus far I knew it wasn’t going to be anything pleasant.

After Debbie had shown me off to about ten different women she pulled me to the woman’s bathroom. I had heard that this downstairs women’s bathroom was quite opulent and had also overheard hints that something special was involved with it but exactly what had never been spoken of.

Inside it was very nicely appointed. Three sinks, wall-to-wall mirrors, two vanity tables for makeup and six toilet stalls. I assumed that Debbie needed to go and that she was dragging me along because she didn’t want me out of her sight. Several of the doors were open and the stools were unoccupied but instead of using one of those she pulled me to the end stall that had an out-of-order sign on it.

“Well, Darryl,” she purred, “time for your moment of truth. This is where you will be living for the next week.”

“She is going to have me live in a toilet stall? What is the point of that?” I wondered.

She pushed the door open and it didn’t look like any toilet I’d ever seen. First there wasn’t a stool. Or actually there seemed to be something with a seat but it was folded up on the wall. Below it was a strange bench that jutted out into the stall almost to the door. I didn’t see how this would work at all.

“Get up and lie down on your back on the bench,” she ordered.

I stood up and could see that the bench had what looked like a toilet bowl about where my ass ended up when I lay down. As soon as I was in position Debbie locked my ankles and wrists to the sides of the bench. Next she rotated the stool down over my head and bolted it down. Then she pulled a chain down from over head that had an alligator clip on it.

“This is going to hurt, Darryl,” she said and attached the clip to the underside of my penis up by the head. 

I screamed and begged her to remove it. She laughed and rolled the bench into the wall. There was a mirror on the ceiling so I could see the full effect. I was in exactly the position as the toilet bowls in the other stalls.

“Now to demonstrate your duties for the week,” she said.

She turned around, lifted her mini, pulled down her panties and sat down on the rim above my head. I was about three inches below her crotch with a perfect view of her pussy.

“She’s going to piss on me,” I thought. 

Her right hand reached down and pumped a lever next to her thigh and my head ratcheted upward until my mouth was firmly pressed into her cunt.

“Open up, Darryl,” she demanded, “I have to pee.”

Drinking her pee wasn’t anything I wanted to do so I kept my mouth firmly shut. She was looking down at me and I could see the amusement in her eyes. She reached up and grabbed the chain that was dangling from the ceiling and pulled it. The alligator clip bit into my penis and I screamed. I opened my mouth.

“Now make a seal so that you don’t spill any,” she said sweetly.

I kept my mouth open and tightly sealed on her slit. She let loose and her warm pee started filling my mouth. I was sickened and disgusted. Her eyes were on fire watching me. Just when I thought my mouth would overflow she stopped.

“Swallow quickly and reseal,” she said.

I did as she asked. Over the course of the next few minutes we repeated that cycle until she had emptied her bladder.

“Now, Lick me clean,” she ordered.

I did and when she was satisfied she used the lever to drop my head, stood up and pulled up her panties. She turned around and looked down on me.

“Not bad for your first time,” she said. “You are going to be quite good by week’s end.”

She smiled and walked out. The door banged open almost immediately and one of the women we had talked to on my tour through the club with Debbie grinned down at me.

“So, you’re the new toilet bowl. I hope you’re a fast learner because I really have to pee.”




Chapter Two

I had a steady stream of customers for the next two hours. Word had gotten around and it seemed that every woman here wanted a chance to use the new toilet bowl. I was disgusted, but eventually the nearness to so much pussy got to me and my dick was sporting a permanent hard-on. I couldn’t imagine lying here for a week with this kind of stimulation and not being able to touch myself. I was already shaking with desire but, try as I might, the cuff on my right hand wouldn’t allow me to reach my penis.

Things were slower for the next hour but that just meant that the women took their time relieving themselves in my mouth and then stayed for me to lick them to orgasms. It was a pleasant task but just served to frustrate me more. I wanted out of this prison and hoped that all the talk about leaving me here for a week was just to scare me.

Things slowed down and I had not had a customer in ten minutes when I heard the outer door open. Debbie stepped into the stall and looked down at me.

“I’m hearing good things about you, Darryl,” she said.

“Miss Debbie,” I said politely, “please let me go.”

“Darryl,” she said softly, “this is your life. I knew from talking to your wife and looking at you that you wanted to be a slave. I just made it possible for you.”

“Miss Debbie, I do want to be a slave but not like this. Not as a public toilet.”

“Oh, don’t worry, Darryl,” she laughed, “this is just temporary, sort of a crash course.”

“A crash course?”

“Yes.”

“And then you are going to let me go?”

“No, Darryl,” she said firmly, “you are a slave now.”

I started crying. She turned around and sat down and used me. I had learned a lot in the past few hours and could tell she was pleased.

“Wow! You are really good at that,” she said.

“Please, Miss…”

“I want you to be quiet now, Darryl. Toilets do not talk except on the rare occasion that they are asked a direct question.”

“But…”

She yanked the chain and I screamed.

“If you persist in defying me I will put a torture device on your balls,” she snapped. “You will not like it. A lot of your customers will use it just to hear you scream. Is that what you want?”

I shook my head. She smiled.

“I have a surprise for you, Darryl. I’m going to bring your wife in here in a minute and teach her how to use our special toilet.”

I looked up at her questioningly. I couldn’t imagine that she could even convince my wife to come to the basement much less use an alternative facility such as I’d become. I thought about my wife using me as her toilet and it excited me. I also realized that it would give me a chance to talk my way out of here. Debbie was way ahead of me.

“My plan is to show her that she might like having you as her slave but I have to move softly so as to not scare her. If you speak and fuck this up I’m going to cut your dick off.”

My penis deflated with that thought. I could tell from her tone of voice that she was dead serious. I shuddered and closed my eyes.

I heard her leave and in under a minute the door opened again.

“Debbie,” I heard my wife say, “I’m not sure about this, I…”

“Cheryl, do you trust me?”

“Yes, Deb, but I’m not into all this slave stuff. I think it’s stupid.”


“Cheryl, just try this and if you don’t like it I promise I’ll leave you alone about this ‘slave stuff’.

“Okay.”

“Here’s what I want you to do, Cheryl,” Debbie said. “Go into stall six, pull down your panties and just sit down like you would if you were going to use a regular toilet.”

“Okay.”

“And don’t look down,” she admonished, “it’s just a toilet.’

My stall door opened and my wife came in. She looked hot in the cute black skirt and white blouse she was wearing and from this point of view I could see her skimpy black panties. My dick was pulsing and it was all I could do to keep from moaning.

She turned around, pulled down her panties and sat down. Her pussy was inches from my face and I wanted her. I willed her to look down but she sat rigidly looking straight ahead.

“Now, use the lever by your right hand to pump the ‘bowl’ up until it is comfortably tight against your crotch.”

“The ‘bowl’?” my wife questioned.

“It’s a figure of speech, Cheryl, just to keep the whole thing impersonal. There may be a real person down there but, after all, he’s just a toilet.”

“Oh,” my wife said and she pumped my face up into her snatch.

“Great! Doesn’t that feel nice?” Debbie asked.

“Um…yes but what do I do now?”

“Just pee like you usually do except stop after a few seconds so the toilet can flush,” Debbie chuckled.

“Flush?”

“Well, swallow I guess is more correct.”

“And then?”

“Keep on doing that until your bladder is empty.”

“And he’ll…uh…drink it all?”

“Of course, Cheryl, he’s a toilet.”

“Wow!”

I think perhaps because it was her first time it took longer than with some of the experienced women who had used me. The breaks between flushes were longer. While she peed they talked.

“So, Debbie, how did it go with my asshole of a husband?” my wife asked.

That brought a choking laugh from Debbie and a strangled, “Fine.”

“Did you whip him?”

“Oh yes,” Debbie said.

“Did you hurt him?”

“A little.”

“Only a little?” my wife said plaintively.

“I had other plans for him and I just wanted to get his attention,” Debbie said.

“What other plans?”

“I’ll show you in a bit,” Debbie said. “Why do you care how much I hurt him?”

“We’re not getting along and…”

“And?”

“He’s being an asshole about giving me a divorce,” my wife said.

“Why?”

“He has some stupid idea that I should make him my slave and have boyfriends and we don’t need a divorce.”

“Gosh, Cheryl, that sounds perfect. What don’t you like about it?”

“It’s this stupid slave thing,” Cheryl said. “I’d have to discipline him and force him to do things and it just seems like too much work.”

“Do you have a boyfriend?”

“W…What?” my wife stammered, clearly thrown by the change of direction.

“That was a simple question, Cheryl.”

“Well, yes, but Darryl doesn’t know,” my wife admitted.


Well Darryl knew now and he was pissed! Only the thought of what Debbie might do to my dick kept me quiet.

“Don’t you think that you and your boyfriend would like having a slave to take care of your every whim?” Debbie asked.

“I don’t know…”

“How about if he was just your toilet?” Debbie asked.

“Darryl would never agree to that,” my wife stated.

“What if he did?”

“It’s stupid to speculate about that. He wouldn’t.”

“Okay. Are you finished?”

“Yes.”

“All you have to do now is give the order ‘lick’ and he will clean you up with his tongue,” Debbie said.

“Lick,” my wife said and I started licking.

“You can look down now, Cheryl,” Debbie said.

My wife dropped her eyes to mine. The surprise turned to a calculating look right away. She looked up at Debbie.

“So he talked you into this to try to convince me that I might like it,” she said.

“Not exactly, Cheryl.”

“What then?”

“I tricked him into it and he hates it.”

My wife looked back down. Her smile widened and it sent a shiver of fright through my entire body. Her face was getting flushed.

“Hates it, huh? We might have something I can live with here,” my wife said grinding her cunt into my face.

“I thought we might,” Debbie purred.

“What’s the next step?”

“Leave him here for a week to get better at it while we fix your bathroom up for him.”

“Can I have a little privacy, Deb?” my wife asked, closing the stall door, “I think I need…uuuuh—”

***

A week later my wife and Debbie removed me from the club and brought me home. I didn’t see much as they had me ride in the trunk of the car. I arrived to find that the master bathroom had been redone so that the setup was just like where I had been kept at the club—without the stall. I tried to complain, but a couple of shots from the cattle prods they both carried had me convinced how futile that was. By days end I had been installed as a toilet in my own home.

“Funny how things worked out,” my wife mused later that afternoon as she was using me. “You got your wish to serve as a slave to me and my boyfriend and I got my wish too.”

She looked down at me.

“Want to know my wish?” she asked.

I nodded.

“That I could make you suffer for how you’ve treated me this past year,” she said, smugly. “So—have you anything to say, Darryl?”

“How long, Cheryl?”

“That’s Miss Cheryl, asshole, and I guess I’ll have to give you a break once in a while so I don’t kill you.”

“A break, Miss Cheryl?”

“Yeah, like in a cage in the basement or something.”

I didn’t like this at all! “Oh, please let me go, Miss Cheryl,” I begged.

“Nope. Never going to happen,” she laughed. “Besides I had to promise to lend you to Debbie for the club from time to time as payment for everything she’s done.”

“Lend me?”

“Yes.”

“Miss Cheryl, please…”

“Shut up now, Darryl, I have my boyfriend coming over and I don’t want to hear a peep. I plan to spring you on him—but just not yet.”

With that she was gone. I waited in silence for about a half hour when I heard the two come up the stairs and into the bedroom. It wasn’t long before there was moaning and screaming. He must have fucked her three times before it got quiet and I heard bare feet padding into the bathroom.


“Typical man,” she snorted, “asleep already.”

She looked great. With all of the mirrors on the walls and ceiling I could see her from multiple angles and every one of them was outstanding. She turned around and sat down but didn’t crank my face up.

“Well, Darryl, it seems I need a bit of cleanup,” she said spreading her legs.

As she opened her legs a huge wad of her lover’s cum oozed out of her pussy and started dripping toward my mouth. I shut it tightly.

“Oh, Darryl,” my wife said softly, “I think I’m going to really like it when you’re difficult.”

Then she reached up for the chain.

Just Pretend For Me

“Honey, my new friend, Juliette, is coming over today,” my wife said.

“So?”

“Um, she’s the friend I told you about who is…um…very dominant with her husband.”

“Uh huh…and?”

“I need you to do something for me,” she said using that wheedling tone she uses when she wants something I probably don’t want to do.

“What is it, dear?” I asked sweetly.

“Well, you know those toys we use when you want to pretend to be my slave?”

“The toys you hate because they’re ‘stupid’?” I laughed.

“Well…she was bragging the other day about all the things she makes her husband do and…”

“And you just naturally had to one up her, right, Marsha?” I said sarcastically.

“Mark, I just pretended like some of the things we’ve done were real.”

“Like what?”

“Um, well, I told her that I keep you in that chastity thingy all the time and only let you out once every two weeks.”

I couldn’t help myself, I laughed. Here was my vanilla wife who I practically had to bribe to pretend to do these things telling a friend that she kept me chaste.

“And what else?” I chuckled.

“Well, pretty much everything you’ve suggested,” she said softly.

“Everything?” I questioned. “Really? Everything?”

“Yes.”

“Such as?”

“Well, I told her that I whipped you if I was displeased and that you did all of the housework and bathed me and dressed me and…”

I stopped listening. Those were all things I wished we did more often. They always excited me even if I did have to turn my mind off to the fact that she was just pretending. I didn’t know where this was going, but I was thinking it might play into some of my fantasies and that couldn’t be all bad.

“So what do you need me to do?”

“I need you to just pretend for me, Mark,” she said. “I need you to be my ‘slave’ tonight while she’s here so I don’t look stupid.”

“And what do I get out of the deal?”

“Well, you get to play slave for the night and serve us,” she said.

“No.”

“What? Why not?”

“I didn’t mean no, I won’t do it, Marsha. I mean no, not for just one night. If I do this then we have to pretend like this more often. Maybe have her over more often.”

“Oh, Mark, I…I guess, but you know I don’t get much out of this game,” she whined, “I think it’s stupid and you know it.”

“Then why did you set yourself up like this?” I asked.

“I don’t know. She was just so…so fucking smug like she was the only one in the world who could possibly…I don’t know. Will you do it then if I agree to abuse you more often?”

“Yes.”

“Oh, honey, thank you.”

“What do you need me to do, Marsha?”

“She’s coming over at eight,” she said. “I need you in that chastity belt thing and nothing else. Make sure it’s locked on and give me the keys. Then I don’t know…what do you think?”

“I think that we should have some of the toys out so she can see them,” I suggested, “and then I should be in a position somewhere like you are using me or I am waiting to be used.”

“What do you mean?” she asked.

“For instance you could have me on my hands and knees as your table when she gets here. Another idea would be to have me standing in the corner with my nose to the wall like you were punishing me or had put me there to wait on whatever your next whim is.”

“Which one would be more comfortable for you, honey?” she asked concernedly.

“For chrissake, Marsha, I’m supposed to be your slave,” I snapped, “you don’t worry about my comfort.”

“Oh, well, I like the table idea and that shouldn’t be too bad for you,” she said.

When the doorbell rang at eight we were in position. I had laid out a few whips and paddles and one dildo. I had put on the chastity tube and made a necklace with the keys that I put around my wife’s neck. Lastly I had fixed her a drink and set up a serving tray for her to put on my back. We were the poster children for the superior female being served by a subservient male.

My wife put her glass down on my back and moved to the door. From my vantage point I could see the door when it opened and a shiver went down my spine at the vision that stepped through. Juliette was beautiful. Strikingly beautiful although she didn’t look like she was dominant at all. She was dressed in a normal looking skirt and blouse. She looked like the average housewife you see at the store, but something about her manner as she entered sent a warning signal of fear to my brain.

“Hi, Juliette,” my wife said holding out both hands in greeting, “did you have any trouble finding us?”

Juliette looked at my wife strangely and then glanced at me. There was something she didn’t like.

“No, no trouble,” she said softly.

“Come on in then and I’ll get you a drink,” my wife gushed.

“Doesn’t your slave fetch drinks?” she asked coldly.

“Uh…yes…but he’s being my table right now,” my wife stammered.

“So?” Juliette asked walking to the table and removing the tray. “I’ll have a white wine, slave.”

I didn’t dare stand. I wasn’t sure how to proceed. I crawled to the kitchen and poured a glass of wine, then I walked back in, kneeled in front of Juliette and handed her the wine, keeping my eyes downcast. When she took it I resumed my all fours position and she put the tray back on my back.

“He seems a little…a little too independent in some ways,” she said. “Hasn’t he been taught proper manners?”

“Um, yes, of course,” said my wife. “He’s very obedient.”

“How often did you say you let him out of his tube?” Juliette asked.


“Ah…about…uh, once every two weeks,” my wife extemporized.

“That might be part of the problem,” Juliette mused, “you might want to try once a month or even longer. My Harold is only allowed out once every three months and I will extend that for the slightest infraction. Believe me he is very attentive to my needs.”

If this woman was real then she was my wet dream. The problem was that the thought of two weeks had scared me. I couldn’t imagine poor Harold having to wait three months or more.

“How often did you say you whipped him?” she asked.

“Well, when he’s…uh…when he deserves it or…”

“Deserves it!” she bellowed. “He’s a fucking slave. He always deserves it. When was the last time, Marsha?”

“Oh…it was last night or maybe the night before,” she stammered.

“For heaven’s sake, Marsha, even if it was two nights ago you can’t be whipping him like you should.”

“What? Why do you say that?”

“Look at his ass, Marsha, there are no marks at all. A proper whipping from two days ago wouldn’t be healed yet.”

“Oh.”

I didn’t like the direction this whole conversation was taking. This woman hadn’t been in the house a half hour and already she was taking over. I hoped my wife could stand up to her. But I hoped wrong.

“What I think we should do,” she purred as she removed the tray from my back, “is let me give you a little demonstration of how to get a slave’s attention.”

She didn’t wait for my wife’s permission, but picked up the nearest implement that I had left around and hit me hard enough to cause me to crumple forward onto my face.

“Get up, slimeball,” she demanded, “and get up against that wall.”

The whip came down two more times before I could get to my feet and move to the wall. I didn’t know how to stand and my ass hurt so I rubbed it.

“Don’t you have any place to string him up?” she asked.

“Just the garage,” my wife answered thinking of the eye hook I had installed for her to string me up on.

“Perhaps later,” Juliette said, “right now he needs to stand with his hands behind his neck.”

I quickly moved my hands behind my neck. Her first three cuts had been way harder than my wife had ever hit me. They had really hurt.

Juliette moved so that her mouth was next to my left ear and hissed, “If those hands don’t stay up until I’m done I am going to tie you to the table and whip your balls for ten minutes.”

I was almost hoarse from screaming by the time Juliette threw the whip down and sat back on the couch. She seemed very pleased with herself.

“Do you see what I mean?” she asked my wife. “Can you see the difference already in his posture and behavior? He was just pretending to go through the motions before. Now he is really scared. Now he is starting to believe that you are in charge and can do what you want with him.”

My wife kept silent. I didn’t know if that was good or bad and I sure as hell didn’t dare turn around to find out. I stood facing the wall with the tears drying on my cheeks.

“I brought Harold with me just in case I needed him,” she announced. “He’s in the trunk. I’ll just pop out and get him. Be right back.”

I heard her leave, but I was too scared to move. I could hear my wife behind me and then she was right next to me.

“I’m sorry, Mark,” she whispered, “I didn’t know she’d be this aggressive. You’ll just have to be patient until she goes home tonight.”

“Patient…Jesus Christ, Marsha that woman is…”

I stopped talking because she had come back in. There was no way I wanted to risk another beating like I had just been given.

“Crawl in there and stand next to that other slave, worm,” she hollered at Harold.


He took his place next to me on the wall. I could only see him with my peripheral vision but what I could see was frightening. He was a beaten man. His cock was locked up in a device that looked like it could have been the model for Fort Knox. There were whip marks on all of the parts of his body that I could see and I could only see his front right side. I thought about running for it, but I was naked and in a chastity belt. Where would I go? I consoled myself with the fact that the bitch probably wouldn’t stay past midnight. I could do three more hours.

“Do you have any collars and locks and chain?” the bitch asked my wife.

“Uh, yes they’re in the garage for the nights I…uh…leave him there.”

We did in fact have a collar and chain to lock me in the garage when we played but she had never left me longer than two hours. It was a game after all.

“That’s perfect,” the bitch announced, “just the perfect place for him to spend the night. I’m going to put him out there and then I’ll be back to show you what a really well trained slave can do for you.”

I was dragged to the garage. She locked the collar around my neck and left me two feet of chain from the leg of the workbench. I couldn’t stand. I could just lie down but on cold hard cement. There was no water or food and no place to pee.

“There better not be pee on this floor in the morning, boy, or that whipping I just gave you will seem like I was caressing you compared to what will happen to you. Sleep well.”

She left me there. I was already shivering. 

“My god,” I thought, “I have three more hours out here before the bitch leaves and my wife comes for me.”

I had to pee badly but didn’t know how I could hide it except to lick it up and I wasn’t going to do that. Now that the pain of her vicious whipping had turned to a glow my dick was trying to get hard. I should have hidden a key out here but who knew. I consoled myself with thinking about midnight when my wife would release me. We could snuggle down in our bed and I could drive my dick into her love tunnel until we both screamed out our releases.

I had a digital clock on the workbench that I could see from the floor. I started worrying when it hit one o’clock and my wife didn’t come. Somewhere around three I finally drifted off into a fitful sleep.

At nine o’clock in the morning, the bitch nudged me awake with her bare foot. I looked up and saw that she was naked except for one of my wife’s robes that she was wearing unbelted. Around her neck was the necklace with the keys to my chastity. 

“Kiss my foot,” she ordered.

“What?” I said only half awake. She kicked me.

“Kiss my foot,” she repeated.

I kissed her foot. She unlocked the two foot chain and used it to drag me into the house.

“Things have changed a bit since last night,” she stated. “I have taken your wife under my wing to train her and I’m moving in until she has learned. Probably take about a year.”

As we entered the house I saw Harold in just about the same position he had been when I left last night. The difference was my wife. She was naked, on all fours with the tray on her back serving as a table.

“First level of training,” the bitch laughed, “serving as a slave. If she makes it past that stage then we start her training as a dominant. If she doesn’t…she’s a slave. Actually there is quite a demand for husband and wife slaves so I don’t really care if she does.”

Juliette sat down on the couch and spread her legs. She was a supremely together confident woman. Something my wife had never been and probably never would be. I glanced at my wife. I could see tears on her face and whip marks on her ass. Juliette motioned to her crotch.

“Now to start your training,” she said. “I am going to teach you how a little slimeball like you makes love to a real woman.”

She reached out, grabbed my hair and dragged me into her thighs.

Cleaner Shrimp

“Please, Tammy, can’t we...?”

“Brent, I…can’t, it just isn’t right like this.”

“But, Tammy, we can’t keep getting together like this and not…”

“Brent, I don’t know what else to do.”

“You could let me do more than just touch your breasts.”

“I can’t, Brent, not here like this.”

“But I’m so frustrated,” I whined.

“I am too, Brent, but…”

“Couldn’t we go somewhere?”

“Brent, we’ve been over this. Where could we go? You have a landlady who doesn’t allow guests and I have a roommate who is very strict.”

“Couldn’t we go to a motel?”

“Brent!”

“I’m sorry, Tammy, it’s just that I love you and I want to…”

“I want to also but…”

“What about your place? I could move in with you. We could explain to your roommate that…”

“Brent, I’ve told you about my roommate.”

“Tell me again, honey.”

“She…she expects certain things from me in order for me to live with her.”

“Tammy, you are an adult. You can do whatever you want.”

“I can and I can’t, Brent.”

“What do you mean?”

“I had to agree to certain conditions when I moved in with her.”

“Conditions?”

“Yes.”

“Like what?”

“Like I have to obey her rules inside the house.”

“Rules?”

“Yes.”

“What kind of rules?”

“I have to wear a special collar whenever I come inside.”

“A collar?”

“Yes.”

“And?”

“Uh…I have to be naked in the house.”

“Naked?”

“Yes.”

“Is that it?”

“Pretty much.”

“So what’s the big deal, Tammy?”

“Well…if you moved in you’d have to…”

“What?”

“Um…agree to…”

“God damn it, Tammy, what would I have to do?”

“Agree to the same things that I have to do, Brent.”

“So I’d have to wear some collar and…”

“Be naked, Brent.”

“And we could be together?”

“Well…”

“Yes or no, Tammy.”

“Yes, but…”

“But?” I demanded.

“She will expect you to help out around the house if you were going to live there.”

“That’s it? Help out? That’s it?”

“Brent, she can be very particular.”

“Tammy, are you going to be naked?”

“Yes, of course.”

“So, all I have to do is wear some silly collar and I get to be close to you and you’re naked?”

“Well, yes but she…”

“Oh yes and I have to help out around the house but that’s it?”

“Yes.”

“Let’s go!”

“Now?”

“Yes, Tammy, now!”

***

“Is she home?”

“I don’t know, Brent, but it doesn’t make any difference. The rules are the rules.”

“So?”

“So you need to get undressed and put this collar on.”

“And you?”

“Brent, we need to hurry.”

“Why?”

“Because I only have five minutes from the time I come in to be ready.”

“Do you need me to help you get undressed?”

“Brent!”

“Okay, okay, I get the picture. Where do I put my clothes…oh my god!”

“What, Brent?”

“What is that thing that is covering your pussy?”

“She makes me wear it so that I can’t touch myself.”

“Shit, Tammy, I thought that we would be able to make love.”

“Kneel, Brent, she’s here.”

“Kneel?” 

Tammy pushed me to my knees. I looked up and looking down on me was a slightly dumpy woman about ten years older than myself and Tammy. She didn’t look happy.

“Who the fuck is this, Tammy?” she said.

“Oh, Miss Monica, this is my friend that I’ve told you about.”

“Why wasn’t he kneeling?”

“I’m sorry, Miss Monica, I was just explaining to him…”

“Why doesn’t he have a chastity belt on?”

“I didn’t have time to explain all of the rules, Miss Monica. I’m sorry,” Tammy blubbered.

“What’s his name?” Miss Monica asked.

“It’s Brent, Miss,” Tammy said.

“Brent, put this on,” Miss Monica demanded, throwing a funny looking contraption at me.

I looked at it and it was clear that if I put it on it would restrict my penis from even having an erection. That wasn’t going to work for me. I looked up and shook my head.

“Look…um…Miss Monica, I…”

A jolt of pain hit my neck and the rest of my sentence was lost. I ended up lying on the floor clutching my neck.

“That wasn’t a suggestion, Brent. That was an order.”

“But…”

I barely got that word out before she zapped my neck again. I decided to save the discussion until I had a chance to overpower her or get out of this madhouse. I put the device on and looked up.

“Cuff him, Tammy,” Miss Monica said softly.

Tammy looked at me apologetically. She manacled my hands behind me.

“Welcome to your new job as our cleaner shrimp, Brent,” Miss Monica laughed.

Her statement didn’t make sense. I looked at her blankly.

“Do you know what a cleaner shrimp does, Brent?” 

“Huh?” I blurted, totally lost.

“Was there something in that sentence that you didn’t understand, Brent?”

“I guess not, Miss.”

“So, what is the job of a cleaner shrimp, Brent?”


“Uh…it cleans?”

“How?”

“With its mouth?”

“Correct, Brent,” she said as if I were her star pupil.

“I don’t understand what that has to do with me,” I said.

“You’re Tammy’s replacement.”

“Replacement?” I wondered.

“Yes, she has been my little cleanup drone until now.”

“Drone?”

“She was responsible for cleaning up all the things around her that needed it. Now it will be your job.”

“But I thought…”

“That she loved you?”

“Well…yes,” I said plaintively.

“She probably does love you for all of the things that you are now going to be doing for her,” she laughed.

“What kind of things?” I asked.

“Like cleaning cum from my pussy when I have lovers over for instance,” she chuckled.

“I’m not going to do that,” I said emphatically.

“Oh, you’ll do worse than that,” she said patiently.


“Or what? You’ll shock me?”

“I won’t have to shock you,” she said. “You’ll do it for me just because.”

“Look, I made a mistake coming here, but I’m not going to do what you want and you can’t keep me against my will so…”

“The first part of that sentence is correct,” she interrupted. “You made a mistake coming here. As for the rest I think you need a demonstration.”

She grabbed my hair and dragged me into the bathroom. It looked as if it hadn’t been cleaned in a while, especially the toilet bowl. She forced my head down so that my face was almost touching the water.

“It’s one of your jobs to keep the bathroom clean,” she said. “I want you to start with the bowl.”

I shook my head and waited for the shocking to start. I didn’t care how much she shocked me I wasn’t going to lick her damn toilet. Instead of a shock I felt her playing with my balls and then there was a stinging pain that caused me to jerk completely out of the bowl and end up lying on the floor. My balls were killing me. I looked down and my sack was banded by a tight green band. My nuts were an angry dark red.

“W…what?” I stammered.

“Have you ever heard of an elastrator?” she asked pleasantly.

I nodded.


“If I don’t cut that band off in about an hour your balls will die,” she said. “Start with just the bowl. I’ll be back in an hour and if it’s clean enough I’ll cut it off. Otherwise I’ll leave it on until it is.”

I looked at the mess in front of me and my stomach lurched but I knew what I’d be doing for the next hour.

“So, Tammy, you brought me a new cleaner shrimp and now I expect you want your reward, don’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Monica, please.”

“Okay, let’s get that belt off of you and I’ll let you have some quality time with your right hand.”

Monica looked back down at me and a cruel smile played around her lips. She reached down and fondled my balls. They had turned purple.

“Oh my. I’d say you only have about fifty minutes left, shrimp. Better get licking.”

The Agreement

Sadistically, my neck chain was long enough to allow me to reach the gap in the barn wall where I could see the kitchen window and the breakfast nook slider. My mind told me to leave it alone but my body forced me across the stable almost every morning to stand with one eye looking through the crack; hoping for a glimpse of her working at the sink or sitting at the table; praying for a flash of her body in an unbelted robe; standing for hours just to get a tantalizing brief peek at those soft breasts or her secret triangle. These were fleeting promises that were gone almost before they registered; all pleasures of the flesh now forever denied me since I signed the agreement.

Four years before, I had convinced my wife to let me live as her pony in the barn for a while. I persuaded her it would be something different, something that would spice up our lives. She would get the pony she always wanted and I could live out my fantasy. She liked the idea. Her only stipulation was that we needed an agreement that spelled out exactly how I would live, what her responsibilities where, how I was to be treated, why I would be disciplined and how we would finally end the game. An agreement to protect both of us, to insure that we both understood and lived up to our commitment.

I drafted the first agreement but she didn’t like it. She said it wasn’t comprehensive enough and she spent the next three weeks revising it. The final agreement was seven pages long and laid out in microscopic detail how I was to be dressed, fed, exercised and stabled. It spelled out clearly that I was to be treated as if I were a real horse at all times until I spoke the words that ended the contract. It was also very specific about what she was permitted to do if I disobeyed or tried to run away before I spoke those words.

The day I signed the agreement, I took off my clothes and let her chain me up. I was so excited, I fucked the wall to get myself off. She put a stop to that by putting a tube on my penis and telling me that horses don’t get off like that. She told me that if she ever got a filly I might be allowed to cover her but otherwise no relief. When I complained she put a bark collar on me explaining that horses don’t talk. 

Catch 22. I hadn’t been a horse for a week and I wanted out of the agreement but with the bark collar I couldn’t speak the words. I tried. I tried more than once but all that happened was I would wake up on the ground with her looking down at me, a satisfied smile on her face. So, four years and a lot of frustration later, my days consist of peeping at her through the crack and waiting for her to come to the barn. She always seemed to take great care in dressing nicely when she came.

Today her outfit was a sexy tank top and tight hip-hugging jeans that showed a flash of her slim waist. In some ways, having her standing close to me in cute show-off-your-great-body clothes with killer makeup and dick straightening perfume was worse than if she had been standing there with nothing on. I wanted her badly. I wanted to hold her, kiss her, throw her to the floor and fuck her, but she ignored me. I was her horse.

Our routine was always the same. Two hours of driving me around the extensive trails on our property ended with me tethered to a tree by the lake. A swim and picnic lunch for her while I stood in the shade. Then another hour of exercise as we worked our way back to the barn where she would put me back on that damn chain.

She never talked to me. After all I was just an animal and anyway I couldn’t talk back. Oh, she’d talk ‘at’ me, tell me I was a ‘good pony’, but she never talked directly to me. All of the information I had about her life was by observation or the rare times she would be on her cell within earshot. She never told me any details about her personal life.

Today was different. After unhitching me, chaining me up and filling my feed and water troughs she didn’t leave. She stood for a long time looking at me with her hands on her hips, her head cocked to one side and that drive-me-crazy smile on her lips.

“I have a boyfriend,” she finally whispered. 

I guess I knew deep inside that I was never going to get out of this situation, never be her husband again, never hold her again, but that drove it home like she had clubbed me with a bat. 

“It’s serious. I love him and he loves me.”

My world collapsed. I couldn’t have spoken even if I didn’t have that bark collar around my neck.

“I’m bringing him here today. He knows I have a pony but he doesn’t know how special my pony is. I have to get him to accept you because I’m not giving you up.”

Then she was gone, leaving me to wallow in the further horror that my life had become. I lay down in the hay and cried myself to sleep. I was still sleeping when her voice woke me.

“Get up, pony! Up! Right now!”

I had learned the hard way not to disobey. I rolled over and got my feet under me.

“Brian,” she said, “this is my pony.”

I could see the shock register in his face but it was replaced almost instantly by a growing hint of fascination. His face was flushed and he was breathing heavily. Disconcerted but not angry. Confused but not disgusted.

“Wow, quite a surprise, Emily,” he said. “I…um…wow!”

My wife looked at him expectantly but kept her mouth shut. I could see the questions running around in his eyes. They finally tumbled out of him all at once. 

“How did you…where…what’s the deal here, Emily? Does he like this? Who is he? Does he stay here all the time?”

“He’s my husband,” she answered, “and yes he stays here all the time.”

“Your husband!” he blurted, “I didn’t know you had a husband, what about us?”

“Brian, he’s a horse.”

“But…”

“But nothing, Brian,” she interrupted, “I love you and we can take care of that little technicality.”

“But what about him?” he asked. “Is he going to stay here or what?”

Pointing to a copy of the agreement that lay on a bench—which was out of the reach of my chain—she said, “It’s all right there in those papers. He can leave any time he wants. All he has to do I say ‘I want to be a man again’ and I will let him loose.”

“Oh, so he must really like living like this. Damn, I can’t believe it, to want to live like this. Wow!…Wow!…Can I talk to him about what it’s like?” he asked, looking at me.

“Sure,” she laughed, “he just can’t talk back.”

“You mean he’s not allowed to?”

“No, I mean he can’t,” she said. “That collar on his neck is a bark collar. He can’t make any sounds at all.”

“Then how could he tell you he wanted to leave?” he asked.

“He can’t.”

I could see Brian’s perception of my catch 22 situation dawn in his eyes. His disgust was gone and the fascination had morphed into an ugly look.

“So…  He might not want to live like this, but he can’t do anything about it,” he said. 

“Correct.”

“But surely he…I mean if it was me I’d do something,” he said. “I’d stop cooperating or I’d try to escape.”

“The agreement covers that,” my wife said quietly. “I can use whatever means necessary to make him obey or punish him for trying to escape.”

“That wouldn’t stop me,” Brian stated, “I’d keep on trying to escape.”

“Brian, I said whatever means I want to use to make him stop.”

“Has he ever tried to escape?” he asked.

“Once,” she replied. “He won’t try that again.”

“Why? What could be so terrible that it would be worse than living like this?”

A cruel smile played around the corners of her mouth. She looked at me with eyes that should have given Brian a signal to run for his life.

“Show him, pony.”

I walked forward, spread my legs and bent over backwards as far as I could, forcing my crotch into full view. My wife gently put her hand on my ball sack and pulled it up so that Brian could get a good look.

“When he tried to leave the first time I took one of these,” she said fondling the only ball I had left. 

“If he tries again I’ll take the other.”

I Accept

“Okay, Kevin, I accept. Take off your clothes.”

“Janet, I, ah…”


“Kevin, I said I accept. Take off your clothes.”

“But, Janet…”

“Kevin, how long have you been asking to be my slave?”

“Um, six months.”

“And what did I tell you the first time you asked?”

“You told me no, Janet.”

“And the second time?”

“No.”

And every time until the last time you asked, Kevin?”

“Until the last time you’ve always said no, Janet.”

“And what did I say the last time you asked?”

“You, ah, you said you’d think about,” he stammered.

“Well, I have thought about it and I accept,” she repeated.

“Janet, I…”

“How long have you been here before I got home, Kevin?” she asked changing the subject.

“About an hour.”

“Did you look in the bedroom?”

“Y...yes,” he stammered.

“Did you see the cage?”

“Y...yes.”

“Did you see the other things I bought?” she asked softly.


“Y…yes.”

“Did you see the whip on my nightstand, Kevin?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

“So what did you think my answer was going to be this time?” she laughed.

“Yes,” he said dropping his eyes.

She reached out with her index finger, placed it under his chin and lifted his head until he was forced to look directly into her flat, frigid eyes.

“So, Kevin, I accept. Now take off your fucking clothes!”


He slowly unbuttoned his shirt, kicked off his shoes, skinned down his jeans and boxers. He stood before her nude. His dick was already starting to rise and he covered it with his hands.

“Put your hands behind your head, Kevin, and leave them there,” she said sternly.

He put his hands behind his neck and laced his fingers together. His body blushed beet red and his dick rose up so it pointed out like a giant finger.

“Very nice, Kevin,” she said. “Now go over and kneel by the couch. I have some things to do.”

While Kevin kneeled by the couch, Janet fixed herself some lunch and thumbed through the mail. Her going about her business as if he weren’t there inflamed him. His dick was throbbing and he wanted badly to touch it.

When she finished lunch she put her dishes in the sink, washed her hands and then stepped to a spot next to him.

“I am going out for a while, Kevin,” she said. “I want you to think about your decision while I’m gone. I want you to be sure because if you are still here when I get back I don’t intend to let you go. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Janet.”

“That’s another thing, Kevin. If you are still here when I get back you will address me more politely. You will call me Miss Janet or Ma’am. Are we clear about this?”

“Yes, Ja…Ma’am,” he answered.

“One last thing before I go,” she remarked. “If you are going to stay I want you to remain as you are. You will keep those hands locked behind your head. You will not touch your penis. You will not jack-off. This is your first test and it will affect our entire relationship. Are we clear?”

“Yes, ma’am.”


“Good! I’m going to be out for about three hours. I want you to think about if this is what you really want. I want you to think about that whip, Kevin, because I will be using it. I want you to think about that cage, Kevin, because you will be spending much of the rest of your life in it. Think very hard, Kevin, while I’m gone because if you are still here when I get back I don’t ever intend to let you go.”

She breezed out the door leaving poor Kevin shivering by the couch. His body was trembling with desire. He wanted so badly to touch himself. Just a stroke or two. What could it hurt?

He lasted for two hours before he couldn’t stand the tension anymore. His right hand came down and wrapped itself around his needy member.

“Oh, god, oh, oh,” he thought as he stroked himself ever closer before pulling his hand back.

He lasted only fifteen minutes until the next lapse. Then only ten. Then only five. He was lost in a haze of sexual need greater than anything he had ever experienced. He was so preoccupied that he didn’t hear her come through the door and only noticed her when she was standing in front of him. He snatched his hand away as if it had been touching hot coals.


“So, Kevin,” she said mildly, “we can’t follow instructions, can we?”

“I’m sorry Miss…”

“Shut up!” she snapped. “You are a slave now and I expect you to speak only when I ask you a direct question. Is that clear?”

“Yes, ma’am,” he replied.

“Remain where you are,” she ordered, “while I get ready to explain the hell that you just bought into.”

For the next thirty minutes Janet wandered around her apartment as if she were alone. She picked up a magazine and read it while she leisurely unbuttoned her blouse, removed it and went into the bedroom. Returning to the living room where Kevin could see her she put the magazine on a table while she reached back and undid her bra strap. As her bra slid down her shoulders revealing her pendulous breasts Kevin thought his heart would stop. His dick ached.

She whisked the bra off to the bedroom and he watched through the door as she removed her skirt revealing her trim bottom. He wanted her. She walked back into the room wearing nothing but a skimpy pair of yellow panties. She placed herself directly in front of him so that her crotch was inches from his face.

“Kiss me,” she said, putting her finger on her love triangle.

He gulped and moved his lips forward until they brushed her spot. He moved his mouth lightly on her heaven and he could smell her arousal.

“Very nice, slave,” she purred, “this is going to be a very nice arrangement.”

She stepped back into the bedroom and when she returned she was wearing nothing but a flimsy robe. It was unbuttoned revealing all of her ample womanly charms.

“What the fuck am I doing?” he wondered his thoughts boiling in his head. “I want her. I want to fuck her. Why did I ask to be her slave?”

She sat down on the couch in front of him, leaned forward and stroked his dick. He could feel the eruption coming.

“Do you like that, slave?” she chuckled.

“Yes…oh god yes, ma’am.”

“Well, here’s the deal,” she said matter-of-factly. “I am going to play with that thing for a while. Then I am going to let you put it between my claves and fuck them like they were a pussy until you cum. Then hell starts.”

She manipulated his cock until it was clear he was ready to shoot. Pulling him forward a little she captured his throbbing dick between her calves and squeezed.

“This is your last fuck ever, slave,” she whispered, “make it good.”

Poor Kevin was beside himself. It only took three thrusts before his rod was emptying itself all over her calves and thighs. He collapsed on her completely spent.

She pushed him away and held up something for him to see. It took a moment for his eyes to focus and another for the purpose of what she had in her hand to register.

“Oh my god nooooo!” his mind screamed.

Seeing the horror reflected in his eyes she smiled sweetly and said, “Yes, slave, it is a chastity cage. You will wear it from now on. I have been fantasizing about having that thing locked up. Keeping it small and helpless and continually frustrated. It will be an appendage that you will very seldom use again, if ever. I had thought about using it perhaps once a month but…you failed my first test.”

After Kevin’s mind blowing orgasm his organ deflated and Janet had no trouble pushing the cage onto his spent cock. Once she locked it on, insuring that no amount of manipulation would allow it freedom, Janet sat back and grinned. He looked down horrified. Tears formed in his eyes.

Janet leaned forward so that her breasts brushed his chest. She put her face next to his. Her tongue darted out and licked a tear.

“Was it good, Kevin?” she whispered. “Was it worth it? Will you always remember your last real, well, almost real fuck as worth the years of hell you face?”

He shook his head like he was trying to clear it, then he looked down and his world closed in.

“Like I said, slave, hell for you has started. I need you to bend down now and lick this mess off. Then you can help me get ready for my date, after which I am going to put you in your new home for the night. “

Janet leaned back and spread her legs, reached out and gathered in a handful of his hair and guided his face to her thighs.

Building A Better Boyfriend

“Please, Jackie, please don’t leave me. Please give me another chance.”

“Ryan, it’s not working. You’re…you’re…  I don’t know… you’re just not the way I want you to be.”

“Please, Jackie,” he pleaded, “I can change. Just tell me what you want me to do, how you want me to be and I’ll do it.”

“I don’t think you can change, Ryan, at least not the way I want you to.”

“Tell me what you want, please,” he begged.

“I want you to be more like my friend Mary’s …uh…boyfriend,” she said. “He went to a special school to learn…um…proper behavior and now he’s just perfect.”

“Jackie, I can be perfect for you too. Please, let me try. I can change.”

“Well… I don’t know,” she reflected, “maybe…maybe if you went to the school…”

“Oh god, Jackie, if that’s what it takes I’ll go.”

“Ryan, this isn’t a snap-your-fingers moment where you agree to go and I take you back,” she said angrily.

“I know, Jackie, but I really mean it. I’ll go.”

“If you’re truly serious then let’s go there right now!” she demanded.

“Right now?” he quavered.

“That’s exactly what I thought, Ryan,” she said depreciatingly. “You’ll say anything.”

“No, Jackie, I’m serious, I want to go but…right now?”

“Yes, right now or I’m leaving,” she said.

“Okay…ah, let’s…let’s go right now,” he said reluctantly.

“We’ll go in my car as you will be staying,” she said firmly.

“Staying?” 

“Yes, it’s an intensive course and you will be living there until you are… um… changed,” she said with a don’t-fuck-with-me tone that shut him up.

Two hours later they pulled into a ranch home in the suburbs, got out and rang the doorbell. A matronly woman in her forties answered the door, looked Ryan up and down with a cold flat stare then turned her attention to Jackie.

“May I help you, dear?” the woman asked.

“Hi, I’m Jackie, Mary’s friend,” Jackie said. “I think she called you?”

“Oh, yes she did. Hi, Jackie, I’m Mrs. Mabry. Please come in,” she said, holding the door.

Mrs. Mabry ushered them into a windowless room just inside the foyer which was bare except for a desk, two chairs, an empty box on the floor and a cabinet. She walked around behind the desk and motioned Jackie and Ryan to sit in the two seats in front.

“How can I help you, Jackie?” she asked.

“Its Ryan,” Jackie replied, “I don’t like the way he treats me. We’re not getting along and I was planning on leaving him but I saw how you helped Mary and I thought…I thought maybe I could give him a second chance if he came here. Do you think you can...make him…um…like you did for Mary?

“Jackie,” she laughed, “I have never had a failure.” 

Turning her icy gaze on Ryan, she asked, “What about you Ryan? Are you willing to change for Jackie?” 

“Mrs. Mabry,” he said passionately, “I love her and I’ll do whatever I can in order to keep her. I’ll do anything.”

“I have to tell you, Ryan,” Mrs. Mabry said, “that this is a very rigorous course and quite demanding at times. I am very particular. You have to be prepared to obey me instantly and without question. Do you understand?”


“Yes, Ma’am, I do and I will,” he said earnestly.

“Let’s get started then, shall we?” she said sweetly, pulling a stack of papers from her drawer and putting them in front of the couple. “These need to be signed first.”

Ryan started signing the stack of forms. The top four were standard release forms for medical and other records. Next came three blank sets of surgery consent forms. Ryan put his head up to ask but the two grim faces looking at him changed his mind and he signed. The last was a general power of attorney giving Jackie full power over everything he owned. His head came up again but this time Jackie spoke.

“Ryan, for this to work you are probably going to be here for months. I might have to make decisions for you and besides if you don’t trust me to handle something like this then we are wasting our time.”

“Oh, no, Jackie, I trust you, I do,” Ryan said, signing the final paper. “See, all signed. What’s next?”

“Remove all of your clothes, Ryan, and put them in the box next to you,” Mrs. Mabry said sternly.

“What…my clothes?”

“Yes, Ryan, your clothes,” she repeated. “I have a different outfit for you to wear. Also, what happened to your agreement to obey me instantly and without question?”

“I’m sorry, Mrs. Mabry, its just…” 

“Now, Ryan!” she said sharply.

Ryan stood up and slowly removed his clothing, placing everything in the box. When he was naked he stood awkwardly with his hands trying to cover his penis.

“Put your hands behind your back and stand still,” Mrs. Mabry ordered.

Ryan did as he was told and within minutes he had a collar on his neck and cuffs on his hands and legs. Chains from his collar held his hands in the middle of his back and leg chains allowed him very little walking movement. When he started to question why this was necessary Mrs. Mabry shoved a gag in his mouth. Finally, she pushed him to the floor and hooked a short chain from his collar to an eyebolt.

“There,” she said with satisfaction, “that should keep him while we finish the check-in process.”

Handing Jackie another paper from her desk drawer Mrs. Mabry said, “We need to go over what you want done with him.”

“What do you mean?” Jackie asked.

“It’s all on this sheet,” replied Mrs. Mabry. “Let’s just go through it. The first section is a list of the standard training I always give. No decisions necessary. Trust me these are all things you want. The next five sections are options.

“Options?” Jackie asked.

“Yes, for instance, do you want number two, fellatio training?”

“F…fellatio training?” stammered Jackie.

“Dick sucking. Do you want him be able to suck dick, for example?”

“Oh my god…yes! My new boyfriend will be ecstatic!”

“Alright, what about number three, permanent body modifications?” Mrs. Mabry asked.

“My god, you do this stuff?” Jackie exclaimed. “Breast enhancement…penis remov…holy shit! No, um, I don’t think so, at least not now.”

“You can bring him back later if you change your mind,” Mrs. Mabry said wryly. “What about number four?”

“Jesus! That’s kind of extreme, isn’t it?” Jackie sputtered.

“Some owners kind of like it,” Mrs. Mabry mused. “Well then, just pick one from section five and we’re done.”


“Um, what are these choices exactly?” Jackie asked.

“Those are for how you want his thing restrained. See, these are the different devices and then right here you check if you want me to make it permanent or just lock it up so you can let him out once in a while.”

“Um, I…I’m pretty sure Mary’s slave has this tube thingy… I think I want that one too, but with a lock so I can play with this cock sometimes. Yes, and with a key I can wear around my neck. That will be so cool!” Jackie gushed.

“Fine,” said Mrs. Mabry, “we’re done. Without body modifications this usually takes me only about three months, but why don’t you check back with me in four weeks and I’ll let you know.”

Jackie looked down at Ryan, who was red-faced and screaming into his gag at the turn his life had just taken, and said softly, “Well, Ryan, you did say you’d do anything. I am going to like you so much better and so will my new boyfriend. I’ll see you in three months.”

Don’t Wake the Others

“Ssssh”

“What?”

“Be quiet, Jimmy, I don’t want to disturb the others.”

“The others, what others, Sara?”

“The others who live here,” she whispered.

I looked around the apartment. It was an efficiency apartment. It had one main room with the kitchen, couch and a bed. There were two doors other than the one we came through. One was ajar and I could see a toilet. The other door had to be the closet.

“Where are they?” I whispered.

“I keep them in the closet.”

“Huh?”

“Just be quiet and get undressed.”

“What about you?” I asked.

“I’m going to get undressed too,” she laughed.

“Okay, you first,” I said.

“Jimmy, do you want to do this or not?”

“Well, of course but…”

“Tell you what. Let’s have a race and whoever is standing here naked first gets to tell the other one what to do.”

I had just met Sara tonight. She was…well to call her hot would be like calling Everest a nice day climb. Beautiful breasts, tight round ass. I planned to dive right in, so I nodded eagerly. She must have been wearing breakaway clothing because I didn’t even have my shirt off before that breathtaking body was taking my breath away. I gulped.

“I win! I win!” she said gleefully, clapping her hands.

I took off the rest of my clothes. She wasn’t a bit self-conscious but I was. I held my hands in front of myself, shielding my raging erection.

“Move your hands and let me see,” she demanded. 

Sheepishly, I put my hands by my side. When she bent down, I could feel her breath. I thought I was going to burst.

“Oooooooh,” she squealed, “he’s a big one.”

That was embarrassing. I was only a bit above average. 

“I love owning big ones,” she purred.

“What?”

“Nothing, Jimmy, I like your dick.”

“Oh.”

“Lie down on the bed so we can get started.”

I didn’t need a second summons to what that implied. I walked to the bed and lay down. She stretched out next to me and kissed my ear.

“Put your hands over your head, Jimmy.”

“Why?”

“Jimmy, you lost the bet. I get to tell you what I want.”

I put my hands over my head. She threw one leg over my chest and straddled it, then she moved her body up until her legs were on my shoulders and her pussy hairs were tickling my nose. I inhaled, instantly in heaven. So, I stuck my tongue out and tried to reach her slit. It was just out of reach.

“Not yet, big boy,” she chuckled, “first we need to get you secured.”

I felt the cuffs snap around my wrists. I struggled but not very hard. I wanted her and was willing to play whatever kinky game she needed. She slipped off my chest and in a flash my legs were cuffed.

“Finally,” she huffed and pulled her clothes back on.

“Sara, what are you doing?” I asked. “I thought…”

“That I was going to let that thing inside of me?”

“Yes.”

“Wrong.”

“But didn’t we come here to…”

“Fuck?”

“I thought so,” I said.

“You were mistaken.”

“Why did we come here then?” I asked.

“Acquisition.”

That didn’t make any sense. She saw my confusion.

“I like owning dicks,” she said.

“Huh?”

She pulled a metal contraption from under the bed and forced it over my dick. She put a security key in a hole underneath and ratcheted it like she was winding up a Raggedy Ann doll. Two high tech locks completed the process. One in the front and one underneath that must have gone through the ratchet shaft. My dick was squeezed to peanut size

“Houston, we have acquisition,” she intoned as if my dick was a NASA satellite that had been out of contact behind the moon.

Up till now I had been going with the flow. I had still believed that this was some game. 



“Sara,” I said plaintively, “I don’t understand the game. Why don’t you just let me go and maybe we can hook up some other time.”

“Just let me get my toys from the closet and everything will become clear,” she said unlocking the closet.

“Who locks their closet?” I thought.

“Out, toys,” she said.

Three naked guys and one half-naked girl crawled out. Actually, no one was completely naked. The guys all had things on their dicks like the one on mine that scrunched their dicks into pitiful imitations and the girl was dressed like a slut in heels, stockings and bustier. I thought I saw a flash of metal at her pussy but I wasn’t sure.

“Toys, meet Jimmy,” she beamed, showing off. 

They crawled to her and waited deferentially. All of them were gagged.

“Jimmy, meet some of my toys,” she giggled. “These are the ones I’m keeping here right now. The rest have lives…sort of.”

“Sara, this has gone far enough. I want to leave.”

“Jimmy, you’ll get to leave…sometime…or someday…just not right now.”

“Look, Sara,” I said, “your friends might like to pretend to be your little slaves but it doesn’t do a thing for me.”

“No they don’t, Jimmy.”

“Huh?”

“They don’t pretend about being my slaves and they don’t like it and they really hate never being able to have an orgasm.”

“What?”

“Oh, Jimmy, you’re going to be so much fun.”

“They never get orgasms?” I gulped.

“Only Jared. He’s my first,” she laughed.

“You’re fucking crazy,” I screamed.

“Am I? You’re the one still lying there,” she smugly pointed out.

She had lost me again. I was dealing with a serious head case. 

“Let me up then and I’ll leave,” I said reasonably.

“If that’s what you want.”

It couldn’t be that easy. Maybe it was. I looked at her. What was I missing?

“So you’ll just let me up and I can leave?”

“Uh huh.”

“And you’ll take this thing off my dick?”

“Yes.”

“And that’s it?”

“Yes, Jimmy, that’s it…except for your balls,” she said.

“My balls, what about my balls?”

“They stay here for my collection.”


“What?”

“Jimmy, have you ever sucked dick?”

This girl had more twists than Lombard Street. I didn’t like this turn of conversation and I hadn’t gotten an answer about my balls.

“No, but what about my balls?”

“Would you like to?”

“Sara, I need to know about my balls.”

“Jimmy, we’re talking about you sucking dick.”

“No, I have never sucked dick.”

“I got that, but would you like to?”

“No.”


“Why not?”

“God damn it, Sara, I came up here thinking we were going to make love. Then you tricked me into getting tied up. Then you put this thing on my dick. Then you show me your ‘toys’ and talk about keeping my balls in your collection. What’s the deal about sucking dick?”

“I just want to know why you don’t want to.”

“Because I’m a guy and the thought of sucking another guy’s dick is…repugnant.”


“Good.”

“Good?”

“Yes,” she said, “I hate it when I force a guy to suck and find out that he really likes to do it.”

“Sara, you are on the road to Mandalay and I am hitchhiking in Missouri. Just let me up and I’ll go.”

“Okay, just let me get a jar.”

“A jar?”

“Yes, for my collection,” she said motioning toward the mantle.

I had seen the jars when I had walked through the door but Miss hotter-than-habanera had distracted me. I looked carefully.

“Shit,” my brain screamed. “There are balls in those jars!”

“Wait!” I shrieked.

“Jimmy,” she said angrily, “you can’t keep changing your mind. Do you want to leave or not?”

“What are my options?”

“Oh, Jimmy, I knew we were going to get along.”

“Sara, please.”

She looked at me with the soft smile she had worn all night still on her face. It morphed into a cold bleak look that caused my balls to try and retract into my body.

“You don’t have any fucking options,” she said icily. “You are a toy now. Toys do what they are told.”

I nodded my head. I was too scared to speak. I had never met someone so twisted up. I looked at the ‘toys’ and knew they never had either before their bad luck. Her face softened. She morphed back into habanera chick. She looked at her toys.

“Joanie, perch!” she ordered.

Slut Girl leaped off the floor and climbed on to a low table by the door. Her head was facing the wall and her ass toward us. I could see her cunt. It was locked up with enough chains and rings and locks to keep even a mosquito out. A tag dangled from it. Sara clipped a short chain from the table to her tag. Joanie wasn’t going anywhere. 

“I keep Joanie here most of the time,” she explained, “except when I have new guests coming I don’t want to scare away. Most of my toys are dicks. She’s my one cunt.”

This couldn’t be real. Someone had slipped me acid. I willed myself to wake up.

“I just love this part,” Sara said.

I looked around the room. Slut Girl was still on her perch. The boy-toys were still crouched at her feet. I was still spread-eagled on the bed. I shook my head really hard. I had to wake up. Nothing changed.

“What part?” I asked pleasantly.

“The part when a new toy gets over the acid trip part and realizes that this is real.”

“What?”

“Jimmy, you are a treasure.”

I closed my eyes. It didn’t help. I could smell my fear and that made it more real.

“Do you want to eat me?” she asked.

“What?” I blustered, opening my eyes. It was hard to keep up.

“You did earlier, didn’t you?”

My mind flashed back to her pussy so close to my face. Back when I thought this was going down like a normal first night stand.

“Yes, Sara,” I said truthfully, “I did. I do.”

“I thought so,” she said, “I am going to want that.”

This sounded promising. I mean she was Chiquita Habanita. Maybe…

“I always like a toy to eat me when I come home from a marathon fuck session.”

“Huh?”

“Don’t worry, Jimmy, I’m pretty careful about that AIDS stuff and all.”

I closed my eyes again. Surely when I opened them I would be…  The knock on the door interrupted my hope for this nightmare to end. I opened my eyes, seeing a fat guy come in. He ripped his clothes off and dropped to his knees.

“Jared,” she giggled, “I knew you’d be here.”

“Are you going to let me..?”

“Have you been a good boy, Jared?”

“Sara, I…”

“That’s a yes, isn’t it, Jared?” she laughed. “I mean you really don’t have a choice, do you?”

Jared hung his head. His demeanor was just like the rest of the toys. He was broken.

“Jared is the one that turned me on to this new world,” Sara said, addressing me. “He came to me wanting me to lock up his dick and only let him out when I felt like it. He makes these high-tech things. It’s why he still gets to shoot, isn’t it, Jared?”

“Sara, I really need…”

“Oh, Jared, you’re always so impatient. You need to learn to savor life like I do.”

“Sara, please.”

“Jared is always so impatient,” she said looking at me.

I was having trouble keeping up. If she was going to let him jack off then what was the hold up.

“I like to build the suspense,” she said. “I always like the new toy to be confused.”

That was working. I was confused. 

“Okay, Jared, up!” she ordered.

Jared didn’t need any more encouragement. He climbed up on the bed. He was straddling my body and his crotch was inches from my face. I turned my head to the side.

“Jimmy,” Sara laughed, “you can’t turn your head. Jared needs your mouth for his dicklet.”

She reached over and released his chastity. I risked a look out of the corner of my eye. His dick was tiny. Even so I didn’t want it in my mouth.

“Jimmy, I need you to cooperate.”

“Sara, I’m not into sucking dick,” I said.

“I know that!” she exclaimed. “None of my toys were until I taught them.”

“I’m not trainable,” I screamed.

“Jimmy, don’t be silly. I’ve only had two failures.”

“Count me as number three,” I said.

“If you’re sure,” she said pensively.

“I’m sure.”

“Okay, just let me get my cutter.”

“Cutter?”

“Yes, for the end of your dick,” she said reasonably.

“What?”

“Look,” she demanded, taking a jar from the mantle.

I looked at the jar she was holding only a few inches from my face. It looked like…  Shit! That was the end of a penis in that jar!

“Is that real?” I asked.

“Jimmy, you’re so funny!”

“Can I change my mind?”

“I thought you wanted to be number three,” she said.

“That was before you showed me the jar,” I said.

“I guess, but all this back and forth is confusing me,” she said. “Are you sure this time?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Open your mouth for Jared’s monster peanut.”

I opened my mouth and Jared shoved his peanut in and started pumping. Sara picked up Jared’s belt and slammed it on his ass.

“Wait until I say go, Jared,” she said angrily.

Jared stopped in mid stroke; just the tip of peanut was in my mouth. It wasn’t any bigger than a lollipop. I didn’t care, it wasn’t anything I wanted in my mouth. She stood behind him and measured the distance to his ass.

“Go!” she said as the belt began hammering out a tattoo on his hind quarters.

“Sara,” he pleaded as the beating of his ass interrupted his rapture. “Please don’t whip me so hard I can’t concentrate.”

“Jared, you know the rules. No whippy no spurty.”

“Sara, please I need…”

“You big baby,” she admonished, “every time you tell me ‘I need…’”

“Stop!” she said and he stopped thrusting.

“Jimmy, can you curl your tongue?”

I spit his dicklet out and glared at her.

“What?”

“Can you curl your tongue? You know like this,” she said sticking her tongue out and wrapping it into a tube.

I stuck my tongue out and tried. It curled.

“Okay, let’s start again,” she said. “Curl your tongue around his peanut and we’ll be done here in a jiff.”

Jared started pumping. I curled my tongue and she beat his ass. He came in five strokes, shooting his sticky mess into my mouth. I watched her hoping she would look away but she kept her eyes on me to make sure I didn’t spit it out. I swallowed.

“Okay, Jared, you’ve had your fun, now get out,” she said as she locked his dick back up and handed him his clothes.

She pulled her clothes back off and suddenly it came back to me why I was lying here. She was almost worth having my cock restrained and swallowing peanut cum. I looked up as her cunt descended on my vision.

“My turn,” she giggled.

I licked and sucked that precious triangle. She might trick her toys in the first place but clearly her cunt was a drug. I became addicted in the first few seconds and when she finally had enough and took it away I was broken. I would have followed it anywhere.

“You can go, Jimmy,” she said.

“Go?”

“Yes, go. I’ll call you when I need you.”

“When?” I asked forlornly.

“Jimmy, you’re so silly. You don’t get to ask when. You’re just a toy now.” She tapped my locked up penis and smiled. 

Bad Blunder

“Wow, that was incredible,” he gushed, rolling off of her and onto his back, his penis already deflating.

“Was it, David? Was it really good for you?” she asked, glancing at the now useless shrunken member between his legs.

“Susan,” he effused, “it was mind-blowing. I would have never believed that I could have cum so hard and long like that, you are the greatest!”

“Uh huh,” she mused.

“Why? What’s the matter? Wasn’t it great for you too?”

“No, David,” she replied, “it wasn’t. In fact, it usually isn’t, and now I’m kind of worked up over here and you’ve just left me hanging.”

“What can I do, honey?” David asked. “I’ll do anything.”

“Well, since Mr. Happy there isn’t much use to me in his present withered state, you could start by putting your face down here right now and eating me to several nice orgasms.”

“Baby, you can’t be serious,” he exclaimed.

“And why not?” she questioned. “You’ve been rather good at that in the past. In fact, you are so good at it that I actually prefer your tongue. So, you ask what you can do, you can eat me!”

“But honey, I just came inside you,” he blustered.

“And the point of that statement is?” she queried, raising one of her pretty eyebrows.

“I would be eating my own cum. You can’t expect me to do that. Let’s get a shower first,” he pleaded.

“Are you saying that you are going to leave me hanging?” she asked.

“No, I want to make it good for you, I do, but let’s just clean up first.”

“Now, David! I want it right now, not in ten minutes!” she demanded.

“Baby, please,” he begged.

“Fuck you, David, I think we need a lesson here,” she declared.

Leaving him on the bed Susan walked to his closet and started rummaging through a box that was almost hidden way in the back, coming out with a set of handcuffs, a length of chain, two locks and a whip. She placed the handcuffs and the whip next to him on the bed, turned and put a stool under the eye-hook in the ceiling, stood on it and locked one end of the chain to the eye-hook. 

Turning to David she commanded, “Put those cuffs on, David, and come here!”

“Wait, what…”

“Did you think—that I didn’t know about those toys you keep hidden in the back of your closet?” she asked. “Did you think I didn’t know about the kinky games you used to play with your ex-girlfriend?”

“But…but…” he stammered.

“But nothing, David, I’m horny, frustrated, worked up, in need, and you fucking left me hanging and I’m pissed off about it and I plan to take out my frustrations on your ass, so get those cuffs on and get over here right now!” she barked.

“But…”

“The alternative is that I am leaving, however I can see by Mr. Happy’s reaction that this kind of turns you on so ‘but’ doesn’t really apply here, does it, David?” she said sweetly.

“Now, put on the fucking cuffs and get over here,” she repeated.

Locking the cuffs on his wrists he moved hesitantly to the stool next to her. Her forceful demeanor coupled with the nearness of her naked body, the sight of her succulent breasts and the smell of their recent lovemaking got his member achingly hard again and all he wanted was another go at making it good for her. 

Nuzzling her soft breasts gently, he suggested, “Baby, I think I’m ready again, couldn’t we…”

“No we couldn’t,” she said flatly.

Pulling him up on the stool and forcing his hands above his head, she locked the cuffs to the chain, then stepped down and kicked the stool out from under him leaving him dangling from the ceiling with just his toes touching the floor. She walked back to the bed, picked up the whip and turned to gaze at what was now a turned-on but extremely helpless male. Something wiggled deep inside of her, a feeling that welled up in her mid-section like a big lump of throbbing ache that wanted out. She could feel the wetness trickling down her legs and knew it wasn’t just his cum she was feeling. Some of the new moistness was mixed up with this unreal fresh feeling of power and excitement that threatened to overwhelm her as she gazed at him hanging there.

“Have you been whipped before, David?” she teased.

“Yes, Susan,” he replied.

Striding to him she laid a severe cut on his bottom and hissed, “That’s yes, Miss, you little shit.”

“Susan, what are you doing?” he asked with a hint of fear in his voice.

Laying two more stripes on his exposed rear she said, “I’m giving you a whipping for being such a shit to me and I suggest that you pay attention or you are going to have one sorry looking rear end before we are done. Also, it’s not Susan anymore, it’s Yes, Miss or Yes, Miss Susan, do you understand?”

Before he could respond she slashed his butt three more times and then stepped back expectantly.

“Oh, Jesus that hurts, oh please no more, please, Miss Susan,” he blubbered.

“That’s much nicer, David, much more respectful,” she purred. 

“I think we are on the way to teaching you some manners, aren’t we?” she inquired while feeling her pussy gushing now from this potent feeling inside her and his subservient tone.

“Oh yes, Miss, just please don’t whip me anymore,” he begged.

“I’m afraid that won’t be possible, David, as I want to make sure that we are clear about my wants and needs for the next time,” she taunted, rubbing the whip between her legs. “So, what I am going to do,” she continued, “is to whip that pitiful ass of yours until I’m convinced that you are really sorry for leaving me hanging and apologetic for not being willing to eat me because of some hang-up about your cum. I expect you to be enthusiastic about doing whatever is necessary in the future.”

“Please, Miss Susan, I’ve learned my lesson, you don’t need to whip me anymore,” he pleaded.

Ignoring his statement she blasted five quick ones on his cheeks and thighs leaving nasty looking red stripes and a bit of blood oozing from one that overlaid an earlier cut. David was wailing ‘please, Miss’ and ‘I’ve learned my lesson’ throughout to no avail.

“So,” she asked, “you aren’t going to leave me hanging ever again?”

“I’ll try not to, Miss”

“Try not to isn’t fucking good enough,” she stated and gave him five more.

“No, I won’t, I won’t,” he sobbed.

Rubbing his buttocks lightly she marveled at how easy it had been to reduce him to a blubbering fool that would agree to anything to stop the whipping. Amazing how turned-on and alive she was feeling doing it. Her love spot was on fire, she needed an orgasm and she knew that waiting until she was willing to cut him down wasn’t an option, so she began rubbing herself with her free hand, thinking about all the perverted things she could get him to agree to.

“What about your cum, David, will you eat your cum for me?”

“I uh, I…”

“Wrong answer,” she chided.

This time she placed just one stroke on the end of his still engorged penis, which caused him to scream and it to deflate somewhat. Her hand worked furiously between her legs.

“Your cum, David?” she asked sweetly. “What about your cum?”

“I’ll eat it, Miss, I’ll eat it, I promise I’ll eat it just please don’t whip me anymore,” he beseeched. 

His pitiful whining voice begging her to stop and the view of his naked, helpless, whip marked body hanging in front of her—along with the action of her frantic hand—pushed her over into one of the most intense orgasms of her life. It had a mind of its own, going on and on, seemingly forever as she collapsed writhing on the floor, descending almost to the point of unconsciousness. When sanity finally returned she knew one thing and that was that she wanted that feeling, that power and that intensity forever. She’d do whatever it took to insure it. Looking at her new sex toy hanging from his wrists she realized where this desire was leading her. However, she didn’t really care that her toy was going to have to suffer because of it—as a matter of fact, that just made it better.

“So you will eat your cum whenever I ask?” she asked him softly.

“Yes, Miss, I promise just please don’t whip me anymore, please.”

“The whipping kind of depends on your answers to a few more questions I have,” she giggled.

“I’ll do it, please, please let me down,” he begged.

“Will you be my slave?”

“What…what…” he stammered.

The whip landed directly on his poor dick again, cutting off his stammering and eliciting a blood curdling scream from his lips. Her cunt responded with a wrench that got her attention once more as to how much she liked this new state of affairs, so she let her hand drift downward again.

“It was a simple question, David, will you be my slave?” she repeated.

“Oh god, oh god, oh… Yes, Miss, please I want to be your slave, please,” he bawled.

“Really, do you really mean it or are you just saying that to stop me from whipping you?”

“No please, Miss, I really mean it, please I want to be your slave,” he cried.

“Okay slave, I accept,” she stated. 

“Now, how to keep my new slave toy as my slave toy forever I wonder?” she mused to herself.

Taking a strange looking strap from the box in the closet and holding it in front of David she asked, “Do you know what this is, slave?”

“Miss, please…”

Another quick swipe to his penis had the poor boy howling again and her hand working a little harder on her secret spot.

“Oooh, slaveboy, I love it when you are slow to answer, it makes me so hot to whip you, now I’m curious if you can tell me what this is or do I need to make myself hotter?” She laughed.

“Please, Miss, it’s a shock collar,” he wailed.

“And what’s it for?” she asked pleasantly.

“Um, it was to um, play with,” he whispered.

“Play with how, slave?” she asked calmly.

“To pretend with, Miss, to pretend that I was a slave,” he answered.

“And how was it used boy? Where did it go?” she questioned.

“Um aah, well um, we locked it on my balls,” he stuttered.

“And who got to have the remote,” she asked with her finger moving rapidly on her bud.

“It was just a game, Miss…”

A slashing cut to his unfortunate prick stopped him in mid sentence, again screeching in pain and begging for her stop. The beginning of her next mind blowing orgasm was threatening to overwhelm her, making it hard to concentrate, so she removed her hand for a moment to savor her flush of desire and resume her questioning.


“The remote?” she whispered. 

“My girlfriend got to have the remote, but it was just a game, Miss,” he blathered.

“And this ‘game’ you played, when did she use it?”

“When I was bad or didn’t do what she wanted,” he whimpered.

“Beg me to lock it on you,” she demanded.

“Oh, Miss, please…”

His poor member was rewarded once more by a stinging swipe of the whip, causing it to finally shrivel into a meager imitation of a healthy male appendage. His screaming was constant and very stirring to her love triangle, making it an extreme effort of will on her part to not just give in to the pleasure that was only a finger flick or two away.

“Beg,” she hissed.

“Please…oh god…please lock it on me, Miss,” he capitulated.

Wrapping the small collar around his balls she pulled it tight enough that she was sure that he wouldn’t be able to pull through it and then retrieved another lock from the toy box and locked it on. The picture was too much for her brain. She couldn’t keep the image of her own slave, controlled now with a sure-fire device, her slave forever to do with as she pleased, to keep from invading the space she had tried to maintain to hold back her release. Her hand found that spot and did its thing without her being able to stop herself; and once again she was on the ground writhing in the throes of another staggering orgasm. 

“Jesus,” she thought before all rational thought left her, “I could get addicted to this.”

She allowed herself ten minutes of post orgasmic bliss before dragging herself from the floor and standing next to the poor bastard who, just less than an hour ago, had been her boyfriend and an equal. Now and forever, he would be just a plaything for her to act out on any twisted want or desire she might have.

“One last thing, slave, before I let you down,” she said while retrieving a final item from the box. Holding the small contraption in front of him she said, “I know you know what this is and I want you to beg me to put it on you and lock it up.”

A look of horror flashed across his face, and his mind, which was already whirling about in panic and terror, went into a mantra of denial. She couldn’t, she wouldn’t, oh my god no no no. He looked at her and understood in that moment that no amount of pleading, or begging, or resistance was going to do him any good. She had changed from the sweet soft pliant girl that had been his lover into some kind of she-devil. He recognized that he was going to forever be her slave and she was going to make him wear that damned thing he should have thrown out when his old girlfriend had left.

“Please, Miss,” he questioned, “please tell me how long.”

“Well, that wasn’t exactly the begging I asked for from my sweet little slave, but I like the question so, I guess I can tell you that I plan to keep that little thing, that never seemed to satisfy me, locked up for a long time, actually forever. Although, I might let it out once in a while for a little spurt if you’ve been especially good,” she chuckled. 

“Now beg!” she barked.

“Please, Miss…” he started.

“I thought you’d never ask,” she exclaimed and locked the chastity cage on his shrunken penis.

Placing the stool under him she helped him stand on it, released his hands from the chain and gently led him to the bed where she had him kneel. Walking around in front of him she sat down on the bed letting him look at her nakedness. She deliberately spread her legs, giving him a glimpse of that slice of heaven that, even in his beaten state his mind, he recognized as something that he desperately wanted to bury his cock into. She was a magnificently beautiful woman, smart and in control, displaying herself wantonly to him, causing his cock to rise in its prison. She grabbed his hair and moved his face to within inches of the object of his desire. He could feel her heat, he could smell her passion.

“Now,” she purred, “about that cum you said you’d eat.”

My Ex-Wife’s New Maid




Chapter One

We had been divorced for five years. It had been a very messy divorce. Susan had been ultra pissed at me for leaving her and had used every trick she could to make the process hell. The girl that I had left her for was history and I was rattling around feeling sorry for myself when the invitation came. Susan had invited me out for my birthday. ‘For dinner and to bury the hatchet’ had been her exact words. I didn’t have any reason not to go, so seven pm found me on her doorstep.

One of the perks she ended up with was the forty acres of land and the six thousand square foot house that lived on it. It was quite a lovely home and very isolated. I rang the doorbell and waited. Something didn’t make sense about this invitation but I decided I would wait and see what her ulterior motives might be. She was probably looking for more money.

“Hi, Bruce,” she said warmly as she opened the door and gave me a quick hug.

“Hi, Susan,” I responded.

Something was definitely up. After all, the last time we’d seen each other she had vowed to ‘get me’ no matter how much it cost and how long it took. I guess time does heal all wounds. I liked the new direction because if for no other reason it meant I wouldn’t have to continually watch my back.

Nothing much had changed in the five years since I’d set foot in the house. Well, all of the pictures of me and any of the things we’d collected together were gone but even so it felt like home. We had built this home together in the first flush of our love. Then we had drifted apart and I had an affair and in a flash the marriage was over.

“How have you been, Susan?” I asked after she had brought out a tray of cheese and crackers and a pitcher of drinks.

“First a toast, Bruce,” she said. “To our new lives.”

It sounded kind of sad but I dutifully raised my glass and drank. She took a sip and refilled my glass. I took another pull and looked at her.

“To our new lives?” I asked.

“Yes, Bruce,” she said looking at me intently.


I took another large gulp and she refilled me again. I was starting to feel the effects and thought that maybe I should back off a bit.

“Actually, Bruce,” she said relaxing her manner a little, “I should have said to your new life.”

That threw me. I didn’t have any career changes planned. In fact I wasn’t working at all at present so I had no idea what she was referring to.

“Uh, what new life might that be, Susan?”

“Your new life here as my servant girl,” she said smugly.

That didn’t make any sense but somehow my tongue had thickened up and I couldn’t speak. I tried to stand but my muscles wouldn’t work. I rolled off of the couch on to the floor.

***

I woke up the next morning on the floor next to our bed. Well, it had been our bed when she and I lived here together so I guess the right terminology was I woke up on the floor next to her bed. I was naked and there was something around my penis and my neck. I rolled over and got up on my hands and knees. My mind was fuzzy but I knew this wasn’t part of any plan I’d had when I came here last night. She seemed to be sleeping so I got all the way up and tiptoed toward the door, but then the pain to my neck put me on the floor.


“Just where the fuck do you think you’re going, Stacy?” she asked.

My neck felt like it was on fire. There was some kind of collar locked on it that I couldn’t remove. I looked up at her and got my breath.

“Susan…,” I began but the ring of fire enveloped my neck once more cutting off further speech.

“The proper form of address is ‘Miss Parsons’,” she said.

“Look, Susan,” I blustered, “I don’t know what…”

This time it felt like someone had held a branding iron to my nuts. When the pain finally subsided a bit I looked down and was appalled. There was a cage over my penis. I could barely see my dick and it was clear that until the cage came off I wouldn’t be using it. Below the cage my balls were banded with a collar that must have had a shocking device in it. Both had heavy duty padlocks securing them. I looked back up at my ex but kept my mouth shut. She smiled the most evil smile.

“Are we starting to get the picture, Stacy?” she asked sweetly.

I nodded.

“You always were a quick study,” she laughed.

I looked at her expectantly but held my tongue.

“Come over here, Stacy.”

I didn’t get the Stacy part but she wanted me by the bed and I didn’t want the fire so I crawled over.


“I hope you remember how to use that mouth on me,” she said, “because it’s your main morning duty from now on and I plan on punishing you if you don’t give me stellar performances.”

She spread her legs and looked at me eagerly. I leaned in and it was as if the past five years had never happened. I knew her body like an old friend. I knew all of the right buttons to push and pushed them hard. She screamed and writhed in ecstasy for almost an hour before she finally pushed me away.

“I see you haven’t forgotten what turns me on,” she purred.

“No, Miss Parsons,” I dutifully replied wondering where this was all leading.

“I’m going to enjoy having you between my legs each morning,” she mused, “so delicious!”

I didn’t think that statement called for a response so I said nothing. She lay in a heap for a while just looking at me.

“Do you remember how angry I was when you left me?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Parsons.”

“You left me for a girl ten years younger who you didn’t really love.”

“Yes, Miss Parsons,” I whispered.

“I vowed I would get you, do you remember?”

“Yes, Miss Parsons.”

“I’ve been planning this a long time, Stacy,” she said. “Nice name Stacy, don’t you think?”


“I don’t understand, Miss Parsons,” I said.

“It’s simple really, Stacy,” she explained, “This is a big house. I live alone. I need a maid and making you my maid gets me help and revenge at the same time. From now on and for the rest of your life you are going to be Stacy, my maid.”

“Please, Susan, what…”

The jolt to my groin stopped my speech and jackknifed me onto the floor. She waited until my breathing returned to normal.

“I could keep this up all day, you know. You will address me properly, Stacy,” she said coldly.

“But…Miss Parsons, I was your husband, we loved each other, how can you…”

I stopped when she held the remote up with her finger on the button. Her eyes looked right through me.

“Did you notice that every sentence you just spoke, every one of those pitiful pleadings all used the past tense, Stacy? What you are trying to remind me of is in the past. The distant past when I had a loving husband. I don’t have a husband any more. I have a maid and she better be an extremely obedient one. Is that clear?”

I looked at this woman with whom I had once shared a life and a bed. There wasn’t a trace of pity in her eyes. In her heart what she was going to make me do was fair payback for the pain I had caused. I bowed my head.

“Yes, Miss Parsons,” I choked out.

“Good! Now we need to get you into the proper uniform,” she chuckled. “In the next bedroom are written instructions and everything that you will need. I’m going to give you one hour, Stacy, and then I expect you standing here in front of my bed as my maid.”

I got up off the floor and walked slowly to the door. My mind was spinning. I thought about the remote in her hand and wondered about the range. Perhaps if I could get far enough away she couldn’t bring me down. Perhaps I could get to the road and flag down a passing motorist.

She must have seen something change in my body posture as she added, “By the way the house is surrounded by an electric fence that will set off both of the shock collars if you try to cross it. The setting is enough that we would have to amputate your balls.”

I’m sure she saw my shoulders slump. I could hear her evil chuckle as I left the room. In the next bedroom were a plethora of items laid on the bed. My eyes shied away from them immediately. I didn’t like what they implied and the direction my life had taken. On the dresser was a document addressed to Stacy. As that seemed to be my new name I took it and sat down to read.

I’m not going to rehash the whole catalog of horrors here. First and foremost it was a detailed list of what she expected of me as her maid and the punishments I would receive if I didn’t live up to her standards. Secondly, it was a complete description of how I was supposed to dress for her depending on my duties. It was frightening that she had taken so much time to put the whole package together. I glanced at the clock and saw that I had used ten minutes. I was going to have to hustle to make her deadline.

I went into the shower and covered my body from the neck down with the depilatory she had laid out. It stung. While I waited for it to work I took a razor and some foam and shaved the parts that I thought were going to need several applications. Twenty minutes later, smooth as a baby I dried off and began to dress.

I had never had a fetish for wearing my wife’s things, but I had seen her dress many times. I had some trouble with the stockings but finally remembered how she used to scrunch them up prior to pulling them on. The bra gave me a bit of trouble also until I figured out to hook it in front and then turn it around. I got the dress zipped and the wig on and stood up. The mirror showed a fairly nice looking girl looking back at me. I shook my head and sat down to put on some eyeliner and lipstick.

I had only three minutes left when I forced my feet into the four inch heels and buckled the straps. I looked in the mirror one last time and if I hadn’t know it was me I might have been turned on. I walked to her room.

Her instructions had been very clear. When entering a room I was to step inside, curtsey and wait to be recognized. She was reading in bed when I entered.

“I see you made the time limit, Stacy,” she laughed as she put down her paper and looked at me.

I kept my eyes averted and answered, “Yes, Miss Parsons.”

“Well, Stacy, I think that perhaps a slightly less formal address might be appropriate when it’s just the two of us. You may use ‘Yes, Miss’ or ‘Yes, Ma’am’ when we are alone.”

“She’s just flexing her muscles and thinking she’s being cute,” I thought. “Just wait until I get a chance to turn the tables.” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” I dutifully answered.

She looked at me intently. A deep self-satisfied smile crept up her lips.

“Bruce,” she said using my real name to make a point, “I know you well. I know that you are thinking that you will get a chance to overpower me and get out of being my maid. The sooner that you get over those foolish notions the easier it will be for you. Your old life is over. You belong to me now. I have been making this plan for three years and believe me there is nothing you can think of that I haven’t already thought of. I could tell you about my safeguards but what would be the fun in that? I know you’ll try anyway and when you do I’m going to enjoy punishing you.”

She paused for a minute to let her words sink in. I contemplated my life ahead and agreed with her. I would try to escape. I didn’t want to be her maid and I sure as hell didn’t want this cage on my dick. I was frustrated already.

As if sensing where my thoughts were going she said, “Oh yes, that cage on your dick is permanent. Right now your release schedule is once per month. Once a month I will let you have five minutes to jack-off.”

“Once a month? Jack-off? I’ll die. I have to escape.”

“Of course, that’s dependent on you being a good girl,” she laughed. “I will extend your release times if you aren’t perfect. But still that is pretty generous of me as I don’t have to let that little thing out at all, do I?”

I could see she was expecting me to answer. “No, Miss,” I said softly.

“A word of warning,” she said, “if you do try to escape you had better be sure that you make it out of here because, in addition to the torture I plan to put you through, an escape attempt doubles your release times.”

“Double?” 

“Now, Stacy, I want you to come over here and put your hands behind your neck. I want to see how silky smooth you are.”




Chapter Two

I stepped close to the bed and put my hands behind my head. I have never been the hard macho type but standing there with my smooth armpits was deeply humiliating. It was the pre-puberty embarrassment of no body hair but worse. She let her hands drift down my arms and into my armpits.

“Ooooh, Stacy, you’re so smooth,” she purred, “just like the little girl you are now.”

I blushed deeply. She let her hands drift to my chest. The bra I was wearing had been completely padded. My breasts looked real. She fondled them.

“Nice,” she purred, “but not as nice as the real thing. I have plans for these. Just think. In a few months you won’t need that padding anymore. Aren’t you excited?”

I knew she wanted an answer but my mind was screaming, “Excited about being turned into a freak?” 

“I plan to start you on hormones first to see how that goes. Then we’ll see if some further augmentation is required. I hope not because I love the feel of natural breasts, don’t you? I am going to love playing with your little titties when they start to become big girl ones.”

I couldn’t speak. She smiled that evil smile again and looked at my crotch.

“Lift your skirt, Stacy, and show me.”

I reached down and lifted my skirt. My legs really looked great in the stockings. The garter belt set off my waist and hips. The girly effect was spoiled by the cage in the center that imprisoned my dick.

As if reading my mind Susan said, “It kind of spoils the line, doesn’t it? Maybe we should plan to remove that useless appendage and really make you into a girl.”

“She can’t be serious,” I thought, shuddering uncontrollably, “that would be….shit, I have to find some way to escape.”

“Just kidding,” she laughed. “That is definitely not part of your future.”

My heart rate slowed down. I chose to believe her.

“You see, Stacy,” she said, “I think there will come a time when you will be so frustrated that you will beg me to remove it but, I like it confined like that. It will always be a constant reminder of what you are now. It will become an unending source of frustration and suffering.”

She reached in and caressed the head of my dick. I had always loved how soft her hands were and how they felt when she played with me. My dick hardened as much as its prison would allow. I groaned in frustration. She laughed.

“Run me a bath, Stacy, and call me when it’s ready,” she said, removing her hands and dismissing me like the servant I now was.

She and I had enjoyed many a bath together in the oversized tub in the master bath. It was with bittersweet memories that I started the water and found the bath beads she loved. My mind drifted into other places as I watched the bath fill and the foam level rise. The memories in this room threatened to overwhelm me. When the bath was just like she liked it I returned to the bedroom.

I curtseyed and said, “Your bath is ready, Miss.”

She glanced up from her magazine with a self-satisfied smile on her face. She put down the magazine and looked at me.

“Come help me up, girl,” she requested, holding out her hand.

“Fuck me,” I thought, “I have to help her up? I suppose she’ll have me wipe her ass also.”

I crossed to the bed and assisted her. She threw the covers back. As she swung her legs out I couldn’t help myself. The flash of her naked body had me panting for her. She was still the desirable woman I had been in love with before I fucked the whole thing up. She caught my glance and laughed, then she patted my crotch.

“That’s exactly why I’m going to let you keep that thing,” she said, “and why it’s going to stay locked up.”


I followed her into the bathroom with my head down. She had me kneel by the tub and used my shoulder to steady herself as she climbed in. She leaned back, let out a long sigh and closed her eyes.

“I have dreamed of this moment for so long,” she said. “For the past three years everything I’ve done was to plan for this day. Today is the day that you begin to pay me back for what you did to me. Today I can finally start to get over the hurt and disgrace and anger that you caused.”

She opened her eyes and looked at me. I had once seen those eyes look at me with the soft light of love. No longer. Now there was just a frosty hardness. Her eyes flickered from my face to my breasts and my smooth arms. She smiled and a flush crept up her face.

“Use your finger,” she ordered, “and suck on my nipples while you do.”

That act and then bathing her scrumptiously delectable body caused terminal arousal for the next hour. If this was how the rest of my life was destined to play out I wouldn’t be able to stand it. She had a three year head start on keeping me her slave, but I was already desperate. I would have to find a way out.

After her bath she had me dress her. I’ve never understood why someone would want a servant to dress them. It seems to me that it’s way easier to do it yourself but dress her I did. I had helped her dress in the past but those times had been just an excuse to touch her and help her back out of her clothing so that we could make love. This was torture. To hold out her panties while she stepped into them and then slide them up her legs to cover the spot that was becoming the center of my universe was torment. I was quivering with desire by the time she was dressed. She noticed and hummed happily to herself.

“Time for you to fix my lunch,” she announced. “I’ll have a salad. You’ll find shrimp and avocado in the fridge. Use whatever else suits your fancy but make it interesting for me. I’ll be on the sun porch. You will serve me there in thirty minutes.”

She walked out of the room like she was queen. I stood looking after her wondering how my life had taken this turn and what I might be able to do to change it when I noticed the remote. “She’s forgotten the remote,” my mind screamed.

The path to my salvation lay there in front of me. Surely with the remote I could disable the shock collars and escape. I walked over and looked at it. There was nothing sinister looking about it at all. In fact the buttons were all clearly marked and sure enough there was one labeled ‘disable system’. I picked it up. Nothing bad happened. I looked it over carefully. Something deep inside told me it couldn’t be this easy but I was frantic to escape this situation. I pressed the disable button.

The shocks to my nut sack and neck hit simultaneously and put me on the ground. I threw the remote away but they didn’t stop. I couldn’t help myself. I whimpered. Whimpering didn’t work. I cried but that didn’t work either. Then I screamed. The shocking was incapacitating. I lay there on the carpet writhing in pain as she strolled back into the room.

“You are so predictable,” she laughed. “Did you really think I ‘forgot’ the remote? That was your first lesson, designed to show you that I’m three years ahead of you. You cannot escape, Stacy. You are my servant for the rest of your pitiful life.”

She picked up the remote and pressed a series of the buttons and the pain stopped. Then she looked down at me with a big grin on her face and she dropped the remote next to me.

“You have twenty-five minutes to serve my lunch,” she said softly. “You can bring me the remote when you do. Also, you don’t want to find out what I will do if you’re late with my lunch so I’d get a move on.”

She walked out of the room. I got up and reached down gingerly for the remote like it was a cobra prepared to strike. I picked it up and turned to head for the kitchen and found her standing at the doorway watching me.

“Oh, by the way,” she chuckled. “That counts as an escape attempt. Your new release date is now two months and if you try another time I’ll double it again.”

I fell to my knees. I looked up at her. Surely there had to be some tiny spark that I could appeal to. I had to try.

“Susan…,” I began but her murderous glare stopped me.

“I have more than one remote, Stacy,” she said coldly.

“Miss Parsons,” I started over. “I’m sorry for what happened…”

“What happened? Like it just happened? Like you have no responsibility for what you did?”

“Okay, I’m sorry for what I did. I was…wrong. I let my…my…dick do my thinking and I ruined what we had. I’m sorry. We loved each other once. Can’t we start over? Please, can’t I do something. Isn’t there some way I can make this up to you?”

She looked at me, put her hands on her hips and cocked her head to one side. It was an endearing gesture that was a huge part of the good memories I had of her. She smiled an all-is-forgiven smile and my black mood started to lift.

“You are going to make it up to me, Stacy,” she laughed, “for the rest of your life.”

I had to really hustle to get her salad made in the time remaining but I didn’t want to find out what would happen if I didn’t make it on time. She was reading a magazine in the sun room when I served her. I arranged the food nicely and stood back waiting for orders. She ignored me and ate in silence while I waited.

“Very nice, Stacy,” she purred when she had finished. “I’m going to enjoy having a servant to do all the little chores I hate doing. Now, I want you to clean this up.”

I cleared her dishes and took them to the kitchen. I was just finishing up when she appeared at the door and stood watching me. I was blushing at her scrutiny but I didn’t stop until everything was spotless. When I was finished I turned and curtseyed.

“Stand over there, girl,” she said pointing to wall beside the fridge.

I walked over and saw that there was a small circle painted on the bare wall. I looked at her questioningly.


“Stand there with your legs spread and your nose on the circle,” she said.

I shifted my legs apart slightly and leaned into the wall so that my nose touched the circle.

“Put your hands behind your head,” she demanded. 

I placed my hands on my neck and interlaced my fingers. It wasn’t too uncomfortable, but it was hard keeping my nose pressed to the wall. I didn’t think I’d want to stand for long like this.

“This is the position I expect to find you in anytime I don’t have anything for you to do. If I need you I will call or ring the little summons bell I bought,” she said. “I think I’m going to take a short nap right now. I will probably ring for you in a couple of hours when I wake up and want some more of that delicious tongue.”

“Oh my god,” I thought, “she was going to expect me to spend hours each day like this?”

I shuddered at the perversity of it. To control another human being like that was wicked.

“Oh by the way, Stacy,” she purred, “I have a special surprise for you tonight. Someone that you haven’t seen in a long time is coming to pay their respects. To see what I’ve created. Doesn’t that sound yummy?”




Chapter Three

I stood with my nose pressed to the wall for three hours. I didn’t dare move. I had no idea what tricks she might have up her sleeve but I was sure that she would have some way of finding out if my nose came off that spot. After an hour my arms and legs were dead tired and by the time she finally rang I was trembling uncontrollably. My legs and calves were cramping from the position and from standing on four inch heels for so long.

I could barely walk when her summons came. I fell twice as my calves cramped up and put me on the ground. When I reached her room I entered and curtseyed. She was angry.

“I don’t like to be kept waiting, Stacy,” she said coldly. “When I ring I expect you to come immediately.”

“But, Miss Parsons…”

“And that’s another thing. I don’t want to hear any excuses, do I make myself clear?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said contritely.

“You used to keep me waiting when we were married,” she said. “It was always ‘just a minute’ for some stupid thing or another. I fucking hated it and I don’t intend to put up with it from a maid. Get your ass over here!”

She flipped back the covers, swung her legs off the bed and pointed to her lap. She had undressed before her nap. My mind focused on how great her body looked and how badly I wanted her.

“I said get over here, you little shit, and stop staring at my tits.”

I stepped next to her not knowing what to do. It was hard not to stare at her breasts. They were so soft, so firm so inviting…my dick wiggled in its prison. She smiled at me.

“On second thought, stare,” she laughed. “Anything that increases your frustration is a good thing.”

She reached up, grabbed my arm and guided me across her lap. She picked her hairbrush from the end table and brushed it lightly on my ass.

“I’m not going to tolerate bad behavior,” she said, bringing the brush down hard on my ass.

It stung and I let out an involuntary yelp. That seemed to please her. She increased the force of the next one. They hurt.

“Please, Miss Parsons, that hurts,” I whined.

“It’s supposed to,” she said, “that’s why it’s called punishment.”

“Ow, ow, ow, please no more,” I begged.

“This is nothing, you big baby,” she laughed. “This is just a warm-up. If you really piss me off I plan to hang you up by your wrists in the basement dungeon and whip you until you bleed.”

“Oh god, Miss, please I’m sorry. I won’t let it happen again.”


“So you say but I bet we have this lesson more than once.”

“Pleeeeeeze,” I pleaded.

She kept up the blows but reduced the force. They hurt but not as much. She slipped her hand under her left leg and started playing with the end of my dick. I loved those hands. My dick got as big as it could in the cage. I found myself sticking my ass out. I liked the combination of pain and pleasure. I moaned.


“You always were a slut,” she laughed, “only now you really are one.”

She stopped spanking me and shoved the handle of the hairbrush in my mouth.

“Get it wet,” she hissed as she moved it in and out. “It will hurt less.”

“No!” I thought. “She wasn’t going to…”

She was. She did. She buried the handle in my ass so far I could feel the bristles tickling my balls. I moaned louder.

“Doesn’t seem much like a real punishment, does it?” she murmured. “You’re all worked up and enjoying yourself.You’re getting close to shooting that sticky mess all over my thighs. The punishment part is that when you are ready to come, I’m going to stop.”

“She can’t, no I need this…”

I tried to hide from her how close I was but she knew. Just as I could feel an intense buildup starting in my lower abdomen she stopped. I wailed. She pulled the handle out and pushed me off of her lap.

“Clean this,” she demanded, handing me the brush.

I waddled to the bathroom and cleaned the brush. I remembered to curtsey when I returned.

“Watching you get all worked up like that got me hot,” she said. “Come here and lick me.”

She lay back on the pillows and I crawled between her legs. I gave her a repeat of the morning’s performance. She drifted off to sleep after the fourth or fifth one. I held my position so as to not disturb her.

“My god she’s beautiful,” I thought, watching her sleep. “How did I ever drift so far away? I’m sorry, Susan, I really am.” 

She must have sensed my thoughts. She opened her eyes and just for a moment I saw that love light shine. That soft open unforgettable look that one person gives when their soul is bare and completely available to another. Then the light died and an unforgiving hardness covered her face.

“Get up and run me another bath. We have a guest coming.”

I looked at her without moving. I tried to will the love back into her. I tried to project my sadness and repentance. She narrowed her eyes.

“Now!”

I hung my head and went to draw her bath. I don’t know what had crossed my mind. There was no hope. She had five years of hating me behind her and three years of planning how to punish me. In my heart I knew that repairing that kind of damage was a pipe dream.

Bath time was torture time again. Five years of not seeing that body everyday had blurred my memory. She was stunning. I’d forgotten just how stunning. I bathed her and tried to close my mind to my future but she was there in front of me. A constant reminder of the frustration that was mine. She looked up and I had to look away.

“Wow,” she gushed, “this is even better than this morning. I guess I’m getting used to being pampered and… wow!”

I wasn’t going to be able to do this, I realized. Her threats paled in comparison to the days of torture that lay ahead. There was no way I could live as her maid. My resolve hardened without my realization. I knew what I had to do. I had to convince her that we should start again or I would have to escape. A vague plan crystallized in my head.

After her bath I dressed her. I brought her a light supper and drink. After that she put my nose on the spot and I stood there while she watched TV. At eight I heard the doorbell and voices. Fifteen minutes later she came into the kitchen.

“Our guest is here, Stacy,” she purred.

I didn’t move.

“Come, girl,” she ordered.

I turned around and followed her to the living room. Seated on the couch was a good looking guy about ten years younger than I. He looked familiar.

“John,” she bubbled, “I want you to meet my new maid, Stacy.”

John looked up with a questioning look on his face. He nodded.

“Hello, Stacy,” he said politely. 

Susan laughed and collapsed on the couch. I didn’t get the joke but I was sure I wasn’t going to like it when I did.

“Look at Stacy carefully, John. Don’t you recognize her?”

John looked at me intently, but the puzzled look never left his face. He looked at Susan.

“I’m sorry, Susan,” he said, “but I don’t recognize her at all. Should I?”

“Well…maybe not in her present form. Lift your skirt, Stacy.”

“No, please,” I thought, “please don’t do this to me!”

“Now, Stacy,” she snapped.

I lifted my skirt but kept my eyes down. I knew I deserved some of what she was doing to me but this was cruel.

“My god!” he exclaimed, “she’s got a…I mean she’s a…”

“John,” my wife interrupted, “look at him carefully. You know him.”

“I do?” 


He looked at me intently. It took a while, but I could see the light dawn.

“Bruce?” he sputtered.

“Yes, John,” my wife said excitedly, “but she goes by Stacy now. She’s my maid.”

“Your…your maid?” he stuttered.

“Isn’t that great!” she exclaimed.

“I…I never knew. I thought that he…I mean he and my wife…”

“Oh shit,” I realized. “It’s John! The husband! Oh shit that’s why he looks familiar.”


“John,” my wife interrupted, “he’s not into pretending to be a girl. This is my payback for what he did to us.”

John’s eyes narrowed and his face hardened. He looked like he liked the thought. He smiled a smile that almost stopped my heart.

“So, you’re forcing him to be a maid?”

“Yes, and he hates it.”

“And that thing on his dick, is it permanent?”

“I have a key but with the way things are going I doubt that he’ll get to use it again.”

John looked like he was about to burst. I had only met him once while I was dating his wife, but it had been an uncomfortable meeting. He had tried to ram my car and I remembered his face. It had been distorted and screaming obscenities. He had been angry. He wasn’t angry now. He was elated.

“Susan, you are quite a woman,” he rejoiced, “I can’t tell you how happy this makes me. I have been so angry since…well probably like you and to see the little bastard like this…”

“I’m glad you like my surprise,” she laughed, “I’ve been planning this day for a long time.”

“Thank you for this, Susan, thank you.”

“You’re welcome, John, but I wonder if you might do one little thing for me to…to kind of drive the final stake and…humiliate him so completely that he will never, never, never think he is a man again.”

“What?”

“I want him to suck your dick.”

“Jesus Christ, Susan,” he blurted, “I’m still angry, but you can’t…my god.”

I looked at my ex. She wouldn’t look at me. Surely she wasn’t serious. I stared at her intently but she ignored me.

“Will you do it?”

“Susan,” he wailed, “I don’t know, I…”

“Look, John,” she interrupted, “he fucked your wife and she left you. Don’t you want to get back at him?” 

“Well…I thought I did, but…have a guy suck me?”

“John, he’s a girl now. Look at him. If I hadn’t shown you his locked up thingy you would never have known. Make him suck your dick!”

John looked uncomfortable, but my wife had put herself on the couch next to him and was rubbing his leg. What the hell is it anyway that causes guys to lose their minds when a woman puts their hands between their legs? His eyes glazed over and his breathing was coming in spurts. I was in trouble.

“Uh…okay.”

“Stacy, down!” she ordered and I sank between his legs with the blood rushing to my head so hard I thought I was going to pass out.

“Unzip him, bitch!”

I pulled his penis out of his pants and looked up at my wife. I pleaded with my eyes. She looked angry but confused. I waited for salvation but her eyes glazed over.

“Suck it!” she demanded.

I put my mouth on his dick and let my mind drift far away. 

“How had I ever engendered this much hate?” I wondered but I did what she wanted. 

I don’t remember much of the rest of the evening. He came in my mouth and I swallowed. I served them. I went through the motions but I was dead inside. By the end of the evening I really didn’t care anymore. I waited until he left and then followed her into the bedroom. As she turned to have me undress her I grabbed her around the shoulders and threw her on the bed.

“Susan,” I said, “you’ve gotten what you want. I feel so degraded and humiliated that I don’t think I’ll ever recover. In fact I’m not sure I want to. I can’t live like this. I can’t be your maid. Whether you believe it or not I’ve learned my lesson. I made a horrible mistake and I will regret it for the rest of my life but…  I love you. Even with what you’ve just done to me I love you.”

She struggled but not very hard. I could see in her eyes that she was listening but she didn’t speak.

“I understand that you can’t forgive me,” I continued. “I accept that but I’m not staying. I’m walking out that door and I don’t give a shit if your fence zaps me. If that’s what you want then I’ll be a eunuch, but I can’t be your slave. Goodbye. Susan. I love you and I’m sorry.” 

I let her go and stood up. She didn’t move. I turned and walked to the door.

“Bruce,” she said as I got to the door, “don’t go.”

I turned and looked at her.

“I’m not going to be your slave, Susan.”

“Bruce, I’m not sure…I… Bruce, you really hurt me.”

“I know. I’m sorry, Susan.”

“Don’t leave. I need to think. Why don’t you stay in the guest room and we’ll talk in the morning?”

Bruce. She called me Bruce. It was a start.

A Horse with No Name

“Kathy, I found a place.”

“A place?”

“You know a horse ranch.”

“A horse ranch?”

“Yes, where I can pretend to be a horse and you can drive me.”

“Kyle! Are you still on that stupid pony kick?”

“Honey, you promised that if I found a place you’d give it a try.”

“That’s because I thought it was just bullshit,” she said scathingly. “I never believed there really were places like that.”

“Kathy, you promised.”

“Can’t you go by yourself?”

“No, they won’t let me,” I said disappointedly. “I have to have a driver.”

“Fuck! Kyle, why do you want to do this anyway?” she screeched. “It seems really dumb to me, running around naked pulling someone in a cart.”

“Please, Kathy, you promised!”

“How long?”

“What?”

“How long to we have to be there?” she asked.

“Well, we could go for a week…” 

I backpedaled as I saw the expression on her face. I wasn’t talking her into a week. I scaled back my desires.

“…or just a weekend,” I finished.

“Fine, but just this once!” she said firmly.

I doubted that once would be enough for me but I left that for later. I focused on the coming culmination of living out my dream. The weekend couldn’t come fast enough for me. 

I packed some outfits for my wife that I thought she might like. Some riding outfits, of course, and some nice dress up clothes for the evenings. The farm had written that there would be other horse owners and they had activities in the evenings when the ponies were stabled for the night. Who knows she might hit it off with some of the other women and enjoy herself.

On Friday afternoon we made the drive. My wife was plainly pissed at being dragged along and refused to speak to me for almost the entire trip. I amused myself by running through scenarios in my head. My dick was throbbing in my shorts. She eventually noticed and had to comment.

“Kind of worked up, aren’t we, Kyle?”

I ignored her comment and said, “Thank you, Kathy.” 

“For what?”

“For doing this for me. You just don’t know how excited the thought of doing this makes me,” I said.

“So I see,” she said dryly, “but how does a horse get to use his thing when it’s all worked up like that?”

I hadn’t really thought about that. I assumed that perhaps at night I would be able to play with myself, but I really didn’t know.

“I don’t know, honey,” I said, “but it’s only for the weekend and then…”

“And then?”

“Well, I thought that you and I…”

“We’ll see how pissed off I am when the weekend is over,” she stated flatly.

We drove the rest of the way in silence. At dusk we turned into the drive and stopped in an open area between the barn and the house. A fiftyish woman in riding clothes was standing in the circle along with a younger version of herself that I assumed was her daughter. I got my wife’s bag from the back and stepped up to the women. They greeted my wife, ignoring me.

“Hi, Kathy, I’m Helga,” the older one said, “and this is my daughter, Clara. We’re glad you could join us.”

“Hi, I’m…uh…glad to be here.”

“No need to be nervous, Kathy,” Helga said. “We’re all friends here.”

“Um, okay,” my wife answered.

“Have your horse strip please, Kathy,” Helga ordered, “we don’t allow ponies any clothing on the farm.”

Kathy looked at me. I pulled my clothes off and threw them in the car. I was embarrassed but the degradation had me sporting a huge boner. Both women looked at it distastefully.

“What’s its name?” Helga asked my wife.

“Uh…he doesn’t have one,” my wife stammered.

“Clara, put no name in the barn for the night, will you?” Helga asked sweetly, “and then join us in the house.”

I followed Clara to the barn. We stopped in the tack room. When she was done I was effectively totally at her mercy. My upper body was in a harness. My arms were chained up behind my back and my mouth was filled with a bit that rendered speech impossible. As a final touch she had looped rawhide around the end of my dick and tied it to my belt. My penis was pointing straight up at my belly button. I wasn’t going to be able to get any stimulation with it like that and my balls were horribly exposed. She fondled them and looked in my eyes.

“We don’t get a lot of stallions here,” she said chillingly. “Most of the owners prefer gelded ponies.”

That caused my balls to try to shrivel up. Whatever could she be talking about? I thought this was a play ranch.

We entered the main barn, she put me in a stall, locked my collar to a chain and left. I looked around. Eight other stalls had ponies in them. They were all male, but with the low walls so I couldn’t tell about the gelding. I rummaged around for a bit, but there was nothing to do so eventually I lay down in the straw and slept.

***

I was up at first light as were the others. There was some kind of feed in the trough in front of me and a bucket of water. In the rear corner was a bench that had a slop pail under it. I did my business and waited for someone to come. 

When the sun was up enough that it was streaming in the door, a really sexy looking thirty year old came in. She was dressed in jodhpurs, black riding boots and a white blouse. Her clothing was right out of my fantasy and my dick took notice. She stopped and looked me and her gaze caused my dick to deflate. This was one cold bitch. She pulled the guy out of the stall right across from me. He looked the right age to be her husband and definitely still had all of his equipment. His back bore testament to the fact that she knew how to use the whip she carried.

Fifteen minutes later my wife showed up with Clara, who helped her get me situated between the rails of a cart, handed her a trail map and told her to have fun. My wife stepped in front of me and patted my cheek.

“I hope you’re having fun, Kyle,” she laughed, “out here in the cold barn sleeping on straw because I really had a nice time last night. I hit it off big time with one of the other guests. You were right, this is fun!”

She drove me around the trails, but it was easy. Once in a while she’d have me run, but I think she worried about wearing me out so mostly I walked. It was relaxing and I was glad we had come. She stopped by a stream with some grass and a bench, tethered me and went in for a swim. I basked in the sun and let my mind wander. My situation and the glimpses of my wife’s naked body as she cavorted in the water combined to have me throbbing. 

“The next time I need to get Kathy to play with me a little when we’re out like this,” I thought. “That would be perfect!”

I heard a cart coming down the trail and looked around to see. It was the sexy bitch. She was driving her steed like they were fleeing from a forest fire. Sweat was running off his body and his eyes looked like two giant saucers. He ran at me until there seemed there was no way for him to stop without colliding and then she yanked his reins and he stopped just inches from my face. She jumped down, tethered him next to me and strolled over to the stream.

I couldn’t help it. I shuddered at her horse’s condition. He was panting, his face was red and blood was trickling down his body from where she had opened cuts with her whip. He looked miserable. 

“Hey, Kathy,” sexy bitch said, “are you having fun?”

“Oh, hi, Marta, yes, yes, yes,” she gushed, “this is super.”

“I knew you’d love it.”

“It’s very relaxing and…I don’t know, but…its kind of fun not to have to worry about him.”

“Kathy, why don’t we trade?” Marta asked.

“Trade?”

“Yes, I’ll take your husband and you take mine and we can talk about what we did at dinner,” Marta suggested.

I looked at her horse and then at my wife. I shook my head. Surely she could see the woman was out of control. My wife looked at my fear and smiled.

“Sure, Marta,” she said, “I think he might enjoy it. He’s been begging to be treated like an animal and I’m too soft.”

I tried to scream through my bit but I was wasting my time. Marta grabbed my lead, climbed aboard and we were off before my wife could think about changing her mind.

The rest of the day was hell. I ran and I ran. She whipped me and I screamed. We stopped and I had to kneel and eat her. The day was everything that I had dreamed of but I was glad when it was over and she put me away. I cried myself to sleep and thanked god that the weekend was over. Tomorrow was Sunday and we would be going home.

In the morning Marta was first in the barn again. She led her poor suffering husband out while I waited for my wife, happy to be leaving this place. Marta came back and unchained me from the wall and led me out of the barn.

“I have a surprise for you,” Marta said. “You are going to live at my farm for the next week. Your wife has decided to visit me.”

I tried to rebel but she just dragged me into her horse trailer. Her husband was already tethered there and as soon as I was cinched up next to him she shut the door. We were two horses waiting to be moved. My wife showed up and we set off.

Somewhere along the way we stopped for gas and it finally penetrated my sense brain what was going on. During the fill-up my wife and Marta were standing at the pump kissing! Maybe my wife didn’t know that I could see them through the tinted windows but Marta surely did. She was just letting me know that I had been replaced.

When we unloaded at her barn my wife was so worked up she didn’t care anymore. She was clinging to Marta and rubbing her body against her. They could barely contain themselves long enough to put us away for the night and they were off. I lay down in the hay thinking of my wife and Marta making love in her warm bed. I was sick with despair. Sleep was a stranger.

***

I heard them coming long before I could see them. It was full light and I could hear Marta’s sharp voice.

“Move it, bitch! Get those knees up! Shoulders back! Head, god damn it!” I heard her screaming.

The barn door opened and Marta entered with my wife stumbling in front of her. Kathy was naked and crying. Her arms were strapped severely behind her. Marta was herding her along with a whip.

They stopped in front of Marta’s husband and she shoved my wife to her knees and forced her face into the guy’s dick.

“Suck him, bitch,” she ordered. “You need to learn.”

I watched my wife suck dick. She hated sucking dick. She never sucked mine. Marta came over to me and looked at me.

“I can’t believe that you two fell into my lap,” she purred. “I had an order for a husband and wife team and I didn’t know what I was going to do. Then…well, your wife was kind of looking for love, wasn’t she? I hope I made her happy last night because it’s going to have to last her for the rest of her life. The couple who want you two are very sadistic.”

“They are very sadistic?” I thought, “As in, you are fucking Polly Pureheart?”

“Only one other problem,” she said picking up an instrument that looked like a pair of fire tongs and moving in front of me. “The husband hates stallions.”

Are You Going to Lick Me or Just Look?

“Are you going to lick me or just look?”

My head snapped up.

“What?”

“Very suave,” she laughed, “look up, shake your head and act like you don’t know what I’m talking about.”

“I…”

“You…?”

“I didn’t realize…”

“Mike, we’ve been in this hot tub for twenty minutes and when you haven’t been looking at my tits you’ve been looking at my crotch and you didn’t realize?”

“Look, Pam, I…”

“Mike, I want an answer.”

“What?”

“Are you going to lick me or just look?”

She shifted her body onto the edge of the tub and spread her legs. I couldn’t help myself. I looked and I wanted to put my mouth there.

“Pam, I can’t,” I whispered.

“And that is because…?”

“Pam, you are my wife’s best friend.”

“Mike, she died six months ago.”

“I know but…”

“Mike, how many times have we been in this tub?”

“Uh, a lot I guess.”

“How many times have we been in this tub naked?”

“I don’t know…um…a lot?”

“Every time, Mike, we’ve never worn suits.”

“Oh.”

“And every time you look but, not like tonight. Tonight you seem obsessed.”

“I’m sorry, Pam, I…”

“You…?”

“Pam, I’ve always thought you were…”

“Hot?”

“Y…yes.”

“And?”

“Pam, I’m not ready.”

“Really? You’re not ready? You’re staring at my pussy like its fucking Haagen-Dazs and you’re an ice cream junkie and you’re not ready? Well screw you, Mike, I’m ready. So kneel down here and get your god damn mouth on me.”

“Pam…”

“That was not a suggestion. Get your fucking mouth down here now!”

I knelt between her legs. She pulled my mouth into her crotch. I didn’t know how badly I had wanted to be there until I was. My right hand found my dick.

“What the fuck are you doing?” she said pulling my mouth off of her and spearing me with her eyes.

“What?”

“Your right hand, Mike.”

“I…”

“You…?”

“I thought…”

“You thought wrong, Mike. This is about me.”

“Uh…okay.”

“Put your hands under my ass.”

“What?”

“I’m getting sick of that word. Put your hands under my ass.”

She lifted herself up enough for me to rest my hands on the edge of the tub and then sat on them. They were trapped unless I wanted to yank them out. She guided my mouth back onto her pussy.

“Finally,” she breathed.

She kept me there for an hour. I don’t know how many she had. I didn’t keep track. When she was finished she stood up.

“Time for bed, Mike,” she said.

I followed her into my bedroom. She looked at my dick. It had been pointing at my navel for an hour and needed some attention.

“We should do something about that, shouldn’t we?”

I nodded.

“Go get my bag from downstairs and hurry.”

I didn’t need to be told to hurry. I flew downstairs to the room she usually stayed in and grabbed her bag. I was back before she moved.

“Turn around and put your hands behind you,” she said softly.

“What?”

“Mike, I really hate that word.”


“Sorry.”

“Turn around.”

I turned around and put my hands behind me. She had the handcuffs on my wrists before I knew what she was doing. I whipped back around and looked at her.

“What are you doing?”

“Just making sure that you don’t have an accident.”

“What?”

“Mike, if I hear that one more time I’m going to gag you.”

“But, Pam, I thought we were going to make love.”

“We did.”

“No, I mean…”


“You mean put that thing in me?” she laughed. “In your dreams maybe.”

“But…”

She buckled a collar around my neck and clipped a leash to it.

“Kneel.”

“What?”

“Fuck it,” she said reaching into her bag and retrieving a ball gag. It went in my mouth.

“Mmmph,” I said.

“I like that way better than ‘what’,” she chuckled.

She pushed me to the floor and clipped the other end of the leash to the foot of the bed. She put a pillow and blanket beside me.

“Give me a kiss goodnight,” she said putting her pussy in front of my face.

“Mmmmph.”

“A sniff then,” she giggled, pulling my face into her crotch.

I sniffed. I inhaled. It was heaven. I wanted more. She pushed me away and climbed into my bed.

“Good night, Mike.”

“Mmmmph,” I grunted through the gag.

“Oh, Mike, that’s so sweet!”

I didn’t have a clue what she was referring to. I tried again.

“Mmmmph.”

“No more tonight, sweetie. You can lick me again in the morning.”

She turned out the light.

Our New Friends

“Barb, you’ve just earned a special session tonight after our guests leave.”

“James, please, I’m sorry. It was an accident.”

“That will be double for talking back, Barb,” James said coldly.

I watched this exchange and didn’t know what to make of it. We had only met James and Barb three weeks ago at the club. We seemed to hit it off right away and had gone out with them twice since. This was our first time in their house and the vibes seemed strange. As Barb left the room my curiosity got the better of me.

“What’s that all about, James?” I asked.

“It’s nothing, Kevin,” he said dismissively.

“It didn’t sound like nothing,” I insisted, “it sounded like you were going to spank her or something.”

He looked at me intently. He seemed to be making up his mind. I was curious but decided that he’d tell me in his own good time. I looked back expectantly.

“Look, Kevin,” he said, “Barb and I have a special relationship and I guess if we are going to be friends it will come out sooner or later.”

“Special relationship?” I parroted. 

“Yes, she’s my slave.”

That word hit me like a sucker punch. I looked at him and shook my head.

“Slave?” I croaked.

“Yes, Kevin, as in…I own her.”

“O…own her?” I stammered.

“Is the concept too much for you, Kevin?” he asked laughing.

“Well…no…but…you seem so normal.”

“I give her a lot of freedom when we’re out but here she knows the rules,” he stated. “In fact, I normally don’t allow her to wear clothing in the house. Only when we have guests who don’t know about our relationship.”

“Wow! I don’t know what to say. She’s your slave!” I gushed just as my wife walked back into the room.

“Who’s a slave?” my wife asked.

“Julie!” I exclaimed, realizing she had overheard the last part of our conversation.

“Kevin, what are you guys talking about?”

“Uh…we were just talking.”

“Uh huh, I heard you,” she said, “you were all excited. Something about someone being someone else’s slave.”

“I…I think you must have misunderstood,” I stammered.

“No, Kevin, I didn’t,” she said angrily.

James had been watching this whole exchange with a bemused look on his face. When we stopped he held up his hand.

“Look, this is silly,” he said, “I’ve already told your husband. It’s not something that we are really going to be able to hide if we are going to be friends. Let me just clear the air.”

He reached down to the coffee table and picked up a small bell which he rang twice and then returned to the table. He turned and looked expectantly to the kitchen door. We followed his gaze. A minute passed and nothing happened.

“Barb!” he shouted, “you have embarrassed me. You know fucking good and well what that bell means. Don’t make me ring it again.”

He had barely finished talking before Barb came out of the kitchen. Well, the correct term is Barb crawled out of the kitchen on her hands and knees as fast as she could to his side. She was naked except for a collar and high heel shoes. She nuzzled his claves and kissed his feet.

“Barb!” my wife exploded, “what are you doing?”

Barb didn’t even look up. She kept kissing James’s feet. I was getting my first view of her body without clothes and I liked what I saw. James smiled at my wife.

“You wanted to know about someone being someone else’s slave, Julie,” he said sardonically. “Now you know.”

“What? How? I don’t…” my wife blustered, clearly confused.

“It’s simple, Julie. Barb is my slave.”

My wife’s face was red and she was breathing through her mouth. I could see that she was turned on but by what aspect I wasn’t sure. James didn’t wonder. He went straight to the point.

“Julie, does this turn you on?” he asked.

“Well…” she faltered. “Ye…yes.”

“Would you like it if that were you, naked at Kevin’s feet?” he asked softly.

Her head came up. The flush of desire changed to a tinge of anger. Her lips narrowed and she looked at him coldly.

“No, James, I wouldn’t” she said flatly.

That confused him. The shock of her statement was echoed on his face. He had been so sure.

“Wh…what?” he stammered. “You wouldn’t?”

“No, James, I wouldn’t.”

“But you said…”

“I know what I said, James,” she laughed, “I said it turned me on.”

“I don’t understand.”

“I like seeing her like that,” she said, “I didn’t know having someone naked and subservient like that would be so…so…Christ, I feel like there is some bubble in my chest trying to break out.”

“Oh,” he mumbled at a loss for what to say next.

“You know,” my wife said, “Kevin has bugged me forever to play games like this with him but I thought it would just be stupid so we never have.”

James head came up and the smile returned to his face.

“So,” he said, “he’s asked you to be his little slave and you thought…”

“James,” she interrupted, “are you totally stupid or just so into your own world, you aren’t listening?”

“Huh?”

“He wants to be my slave, not the other way around,” she said scathingly. “You’d never catch me on my knees like that. It’s degrading!”

You could see the conflict and confusion run through James’s eyes like a bubbling stream. He shook his head and started again.

“Let me get this straight,” he started. “It’s a turn-on for Kevin to think of being naked at your feet but you’ve always thought it was a stupid idea.”

“Yes.”

“But now seeing Barb in that position turns you on.”

“Yes.”

He looked at me speculatively. I could almost hear the gears turning. He reached out and captured my wife’s arm, forcing her to look at him.

“Take Kevin in the den and make him strip for you,” he ordered. “Then put one of the collars that are in the closet on him, hook a leash on it and bring him back out here.”

My wife hesitated. She looked at me and her eyes narrowed into a flinty stare. She glanced at Barb still kneeling at their feet and a flush started up her neck. You could see the possibilities bouncing around like ping pong balls at a world match. My stomach was in knots. I had asked for this, but now I wasn’t sure. She snapped her fingers at me and turned toward the den. What could I do? I followed meekly.

Ten minutes later I was in the situation I had begged her for so many times. I crouched naked at her feet while she selected a collar from the closet and buckled it on my neck. I was scared, but my dick wasn’t. It was pointed at my navel and felt like it was going to explode.

“Wow,” she said, snapping a leash on the collar and dragging me tight against her thighs, “we should have done this ages ago. I’m going to punish you later for not being more insistent in making me try this.”

“But…”

“Shut the fuck up, Kevin,” she screamed, pulling the leash tighter. “From now on you talk only when I ask a question, got it?”

“Yes, Julie,” I said meekly.

“And that’s another thing,” she said, “it’s Miss Julie from now on.”

I didn’t answer. This whole thing was moving much too rapidly and I was having trouble keeping up. She didn’t bother waiting for my response but pulled me behind her back into the living room.

“Julie,” James beamed, “you look… wow… you look transformed!”


Julie wiggled like she was a schoolgirl about to receive her first kiss. She was unmistakably excited and turned on. So was I.

“I don’t know why I didn’t let him talk me into this sooner,” she gushed, “but I told him in the den that I plan to punish him for it.”

“Spoken like a true dominant,” James laughed. “Poor slaves, damned if they do and damned if they don’t.”

“Yes, well, he did beg for this,” she stated, “though it is probably going to go farther than he ever imagined or wanted. What do you do when you want to teach Barb a lesson?”

“That kind of depends on what she did and how I’m feeling,” he mused. “If I’m really angry I chain her to the wall in our playroom and whip her. If I’m feeling horny and I just want to teach her some manners I like to spank her and tease her at the same time.”

“I like the first one,” my wife said decisively, “but…I might like to try the second one out on her later if...”

“Julie,” James chuckled, “we have plenty of time for you to try everything. Let’s start with you satisfying yourself one itch at a time.”

The playroom wasn’t like any playroom I’d ever seen. It was obviously outfitted with one purpose in mind. Pain and pleasure.

James and Julie cuffed us side by side to the wall and then stepped back. I thought the next step was going to be some sort of ass whipping, but I was wrong. When they stepped back to admire the two naked wretches hanging in front of them some spark passed between them. Touching turned to kissing, which turned to grab ass, and then they were gone. We hung there for thirty minutes while the sound of their vigorous lovemaking wafted its way from the bedroom. I tried to talk to Barb but she just cried softly and refused to speak.

Julie looked thoroughly fucked when she came back. She was wearing a flimsy unbelted robe that showed her off beautifully. James smiled at me but it was an evil grin that punched to my soul.

“I have a little clean-up job for you when I let you down,” my wife said smugly. “I seem to remember that it was part of those silly fantasies you used to talk to me about. I guess we’ll see how much you like the real thing.”

She picked up a riding quirt and swished it through the air experimentally. It sounded scary and I clenched my ass cheeks involuntarily. She used that quirt on my ass for the next ten minutes, punctuating her blows with short remarks about how I deserved what I was getting. It hurt and left marks, but the pain level wasn’t too bad and just added to my fire. My dick was dribbling by the time she put the whip down.

James shook his head when she was finished. He walked over, kissed her and removed the whip from her hands. She was breathing hard and visibly turned-on.

“Julie,” he said sweetly, “I think he enjoyed that way too much. Look at his dick.”


“Well,” she panted, “it was my first time and…”

“Can I have a go at him, Julie?”

“Uh, sure.”

“Kevin,” he said, addressing me, “I want you to understand something. Things have changed for you. You are no longer a free man. You are a slave. You belong to your wife now. I intend to help her to make you understand your new position in life. I know that you are confused right now and perhaps think that this is some game that is going to end later today, but you are wrong. This is never going to end for you and the sooner you accept that the faster you will be able to move on with what is now your life.”

His soliloquy wasn’t designed for me to respond so I didn’t. I wouldn’t have known what to say anyway. The whole scene had me unbearably turned on and thoughts of ‘getting out of my new life’ were not foremost in my head. 

Suddenly, he started whipping me and by the third cut he had me screaming. By the tenth I was out of my mind in pain and begging for him to please stop. By the twentieth, my dick had shriveled to the size of a peanut and I was promising that I would do ‘anything’ if he would stop.

I must have passed out. I don’t know when he stopped, but when I regained consciousness he was seated on the couch making out with my wife. They were going at it hot and heavy when he noticed I was looking at them. He smiled that evil smile.

“He’s back, Julie,” he chortled.

She turned and looked at me, but her eyes were glazed over. She turned back and grabbed at him like he was a lifesaver and she was drowning. I hurt all over and my sexual high was gone.

“Just a minute, Jewel,” he laughed, “we can do that in a minute. First you need to put his prick away.”

He picked up a plastic device from the coffee table and handed it to her. She back at him blankly.

“Push his balls through here,” he demonstrated, “and then put this over his dick and pop the lock through right here.”

She walked over and did as he asked while I looked down horrified. That wasn’t part of my plan. I didn’t want my dick locked up. This had gone far enough.

“Julie…” I started but she shoved her face right next to mine so that her lips were inches away.

“It’s part of the whole package, Kevin,” she purred. “Remember all of those stories you used to have me read when you were trying to get me to do these things?”

“But…”

She stuck her index finger on my lips like I was a little boy being shushed. I stopped talking.

“But nothing, Kevin,” she whispered, “this is your new life. No more talking, remember? I will have James whip you again if I hear one more word, clear?”

I didn’t trust myself to speak. Just saying yes was apt to lead to begging her to let me go. I nodded. She reached up and released my hands from the wall and I fell to my knees in front of her. My face was close to her pussy and I could smell her heat and his cum. She gathered a handful of my hair and drew my mouth into her heaven.

“Gently,” she admonished.

Nailed To A Board

“Crawl out here, you piece of shit.”

My wife opened my cage door and I crawled out. I was stiff from being cooped up all day and tried to flex my limbs a little. She looked down at me.

“Is my little faggot-boy stiff?” she said coldly.

She didn’t want to hear any complaining so I lied, “No, Miss Dawn.”

“That’s good because I’m thinking of leaving you in there for a weekend sometime when Thomas and I decide to go to the beach.”

I trembled at the thought of being cooped up in that cage all weekend but again wisely kept my mouth shut.

“I have a surprise for you, boy,” she said softly, “we’re going out tonight.”

I didn’t like the ‘we’ part of that sentence. Usually she went out alone. If I went with her it always meant an evening of torture or degradation. I hung my head.

“My new friend, Kara, has invited us over to play,” she said.

My wife was sadistic but she was an angel compared to what I had heard from her about her friend Kara. I had never met Kara but the stories my wife had told me were chilling and they seemed to bring out the worst in her. It was always a night of pain and suffering for me after she visited Kara and now I was going to meet the bitch first hand.

“Evidently her pitiful excuse for a husband has earned a spurt and she wants to show me how she grants it.”

I looked down at my cock cage. It had been six months since my last release. She had told me after that one that she wasn’t sure if she was ever going to let me have another. I looked at her.

“Thinking about your dick again?” she sneered. “You pitiful faggots are all alike. Real men get to use their dicks, not faggot-boys.”

I really don’t know how I allowed myself to get into this position. We had started off as a normal married couple, but somewhere along the way she took more and more control until now she ruled me with an iron hand. I was her servant and whipping boy and, when she had a lover over, their clean-up boy. 

“I need you to bathe and dress me, faggot,” she said. “You will be going au natural.”

That wasn’t unusual as she hardly ever let me wear clothes anymore. I crawled to the bathroom and started the water. When she entered five minutes later the sight of her voluptuous body caused my dick to strain against its cage. She noticed.

“It’s about time for a little teasing session, isn’t it?” she laughed.

I hated those sessions and craved them at the same time. She would strap me down, take off the cage and play with me for hours, bringing me to the point of orgasm time and again and never letting me go. In fact, it was during one of those sessions six months ago that she screwed up and pushed me over the edge. She was so pissed off at me and herself that she made the pronouncement that she doubted if she would ever grant me release again. I hoped that she relented because I was going crazy.

After her bath I dressed her which didn’t help my excitement level at all. She loved having me put something on her and then decide to have me take it off so that she could try on something else. She finally settled on an outfit and we were ready.

I crawled behind her to the car where she opened the trunk. I never rode in the car anymore either. I crawled in and spent the next hour cramped up in darkness.

***

Just the sight of Kara when she opened the door was enough to scare me. She was an imposing battle-axe of a woman with greedy little evil eyes. I tried to make myself inconspicuous.


“Hi, Dawn, come on in,” she said, holding the door. “Glad you could come.”

“Hi, Kara,” my wife said. “Thanks for inviting me. This sounds like it’s going to be fun.”

“Oh, it is…for us anyway. Have you told faggot-boy what’s in store?”

“No, Kara, I kind of wanted to surprise him.”

“Good idea,” Kara said, “it gives it much more impact that way.”

I didn’t have a clue what they were talking about but it didn’t sound good. I hoped that whatever the surprise was it was for her poor wretch and not me. I trailed along behind them into the house where I got my first glimpse of her husband.

He was a portly guy about ten years older than she was with gray hair, a pot belly and skinny legs. I couldn’t see a chastity device at his crotch and in looking further I found that I couldn’t see if he even had a dick. He looked more like he had a cunt. I started shaking uncontrollably. Surely my wife wasn’t planning on cutting off my dick. She saw my reaction and chuckled.

“Look, Kara,” she said with a smile, “the surprise is working. He’s scared shitless.”

“He should be,” Kara replied.

The women spent the next hour visiting while we fetched drinks. I kept trying to figure out what had happened to her husband’s crotch but never got a good look. Eventually Kara was ready for the main show. She stood up and beckoned.

“Get up, worm,” she demanded.

He stood up and she cuffed him to some chains that she cranked up until he was on tiptoes. She then picked out a cane from a selection in a wastebasket and swished it around a few times to test it.

Speaking to my wife she said, “Before worm gets his release I like to warm him up. I make him beg for it and if he doesn’t convince me he has to wait another year. Today’s his fifty-third birthday so he gets fifty-three of my best.”

“A year?” I thought. “She makes him go a year?”

“Okay, worm,” she purred, “beg me!”

“Please, Miss Kara, please cane me.”

“How many, worm?”

“Please, Miss Kara, please give me fifty-three.”

“Only fifty-three?” she said sweetly.

“Oh…oh…Miss Kara, please give me as many as you feel are appropriate,” he sobbed.

“How about fifty-three from me and fifty-three from Miss Dawn?” she whispered.

Worm’s face went white. Mine would have too. Fifty-three from a cane were bad enough but to double it? He trembled for a minute but he really had no choice. If he didn’t agree he was facing another year before he would be allowed an orgasm. He nodded.

“Was that a yes, worm?” Kara asked.

“Yes, Miss, please.”

“If that’s what you really want,” she chortled and started on his ass.

Over the next hour the two women took turns punishing him. He screamed and pleaded and sobbed and cried. He begged them over and over to stop but when they suggested that they would stop if he gave up his release he begged them to continue. By the end his lower body was a mass of welts and bruises and he was hanging limply. They hadn’t actually broken the skin, but he was going to be very sore for at least a week.

Kara put down her cane and sat down and enjoyed another drink while she waited for him to recover. Eventually his head came up and he looked at her.

“Ready for your treat?” she asked sweetly.

He shuddered, but nodded weakly. She picked up what looked like a sewing case, motioned to me to draw closer and sat on a stool in front of his crotch. Now that I was closer I could see just the tip of his penis pointing down between his legs. Kara reached in with a pair of sewing scissors and started cutting stitches along the line of what I thought had been a pussy and the whole picture became clear. His penis was sewn to the bottom of his ball sack, his balls pushed inside his body and then the excess sack material had been sewn together over the top of his penis.

“It’s a rather effective and cheap chastity device,” she stated smugly. “I remove it once a year for his little spurt and then I sew him up again.”

Once his penis was freed it became erect. He wasn’t very big, but what he had was ready to go. I assumed that she was ready for him to jack off but I was wrong.

“Just one more detail,” she laughed, “and we’ll be ready to let you play with yourself,”

She positioned a small wooden table directly under his crotch, reached down and picked up a hammer and five nails.

“This is my favorite part,” she said to my wife. 

She grabbed one edge of his ball sack, pulled it out and drove a nail through it to hold it in place. He screamed, but she didn’t waver. Four more nails followed and his sack was spread out like a mounted butterfly. 

“Now we’re ready,” she said as she released his right hand.

His hand captured his dick, but he didn’t move it. He looked at her expectantly.

“Worm,” she laughed, “sometimes I think my training is working. You have five minutes. Go!”

His hand was a blur and even after all the pain of whipping and the pain of nailing his balls to the table and the pain he must be feeling as his manipulations put pressure on his sack he shot in under a minute. Kara shook her head.

“All of that for one minute,” she giggled, “you slaves are so easy.”

She hooked his hand back up and left him there while she and my wife had another drink.

“So what happens now?” my wife asked.

“Oh, I pull the nails out and let him down far enough to lick his slime off of the table and then I sew him back up until next year,” Kara said pleasantly.

My wife looked at me speculatively. I cringed. She also seemed agitated and I knew what that meant. Tongue time. Sure enough it wasn’t five minutes before she stood up.

“Kara, I want to thank you.”

“Going so soon, Dawn?” Kara laughed. “Didn’t you want to stick around for the sewing up?”

“I’d like to, Kara,” my wife said, “but I really need to get going.”

Kara noticed, as I had, that my wife was worked up and wanted some relief. She cocked her head toward the stairway.

“I have a room you can use,” she said.

My wife actually blushed, but she didn’t back down and one hour later she walked and I crawled through our door.

“I want that tongue now,” she demanded plopping down on the couch and spreading her legs.

I dove into my work and I could feel her relax. After her first one she pulled my face away and tilted it up so that I was forced to look in her eyes.

“I’m not too keen on the sewing up your dick part because it’s too much work,” she said, “but tomorrow I want you to build me a table like that. As soon as you do I’ll let that thing squirt. It is the only way you will ever go again…with your balls nailed to a board.”

She pushed my head down.

Attitude Adjustment

I looked at the scrap of paper that my girlfriend had given me. This was the right address, so I rang the bell. Almost immediately the door was opened by a nice looking woman in her early fifties.

“May I help you?” she asked.


“Mrs. Johnson?” 

“Yes?”

“I’m Gordon, Janice’s boyfriend. She asked me to come here.”

“Gordon, come in, please.”

We turned left off of the entry foyer into a living room where she motioned for me to sit on the couch. She sat facing me.

“Do you know why Janice asked you to come, Gordon?” she asked pleasantly.

“Um, well, we haven’t been getting along very well.”

“And?”

“She thinks I have a bad attitude,” I admitted.

“And?”

“She says that you specialize in adjusting attitudes.”

“Is that what you want, Gordon?”

“I guess so.”

“You guess so? You guess so? That sounds to me like she’s right,” she said.

“I’m sorry it’s just that this is all new to me.”

“And do you want me to help you?” she asked.

“Yes, yes I do. I just want to make Janice happy.”

“Okay, but you have to trust me. I do this for a living and to begin with you might think that my methods are strange. Can you trust me?”

“Yes, Mrs. Johnson.”

“Okay, Gordon, the first thing I want you to do is remove all of your clothing.”

That did seem a little unorthodox but she had asked me to trust her. So, I removed my clothing, folded it neatly and put it on the coffee table, then I sat back down. I was embarrassed to be naked in front of her but it didn’t seem to bother her.

“Now I want you to put this harness on,” she said.

She handed me a strange looking collection of straps and chains. I was having trouble figuring out where everything went but she helped me fit the confounding thing over my entire torso. I was still sitting on the couch but I could tell that the chains were too short for me to stand. While I was puzzling out why I needed to be in the strange contraption she snapped padlocks at each of the attachment points. Only then did I realize that I wasn’t getting out of it until she decided to unlock me.

“Get on the floor, Gordon,” she ordered.

I had to roll off the couch as I could no longer extend either my arms or legs. Once on the floor I found that my movements were restricted to crawling. She looped a large collar around my neck and locked that on also.

“Very nice, Gordon,” she purred. “Sometimes I have to use the cattle prod to get to this stage.”

“Cattle prod?” 

“Don’t worry, Gordon, I won’t use it unless you make me.”

“What?”

“Follow me, Gordon,” she said and she started toward the back of the house.

I crawled behind her wondering how this was going to improve my relationship with my girlfriend. She walked me through the kitchen and out into the yard. In the back was a long low building. Inside was sparsely furnished with a low table, a few chairs and three cells. All three had humans in them on their hands and knees, two men and a woman. Mrs. Johnson looped my leash over a hook on the wall and walked over to look at the girl, who came immediately to the front of the cage and stuck her head through an opening in the bars. Mrs. Johnson stroked her head.

“That’s a good puppy-girl,” she said, “so obedient now, aren’t you? Not the bad little girl who came here.”

The girl wiggled her bottom and licked Mrs. Johnson’s hand. I saw in her face a look of yearning to be liked, touched with a tiny bit of fear. I shuddered thinking what methods Mrs. Johnson must have used to evoke such a reaction.

“Your owner is coming to take you home today, won’t that be nice?”

The girl nodded her head and Mrs. Johnson stroked her some more. She looked at the other two wretches in the cages briefly and then went to the door. She turned and looked at me.

“I’m going to leave you here for a while, Gordon,” she said. “On the wall beside you are my rules. I suggest you read them carefully. Things will go much smoother for you in the long run.”

I started to speak to ask her what the hell was going on and how this could possibly be what my girlfriend wanted, but I didn’t get the first syllable out before I was writhing on the ground. The collar around my neck had delivered a debilitating shock.

“Lesson one, Gordon,” she said sweetly, “dogs don’t talk. And mine don’t even bark or whine.”

After she left, I considered my options. I didn’t like what was happening here. I looked up and saw that the leash was only looped over the hook. If I could just reach it I could probably get away. However, thirty minutes later I had exhausted myself and the leash was still on the hook. I stopped struggling and read the rules, becoming more horrified as I continued down the list.

“These read as if I were going to be made into a dog!” my mind screamed. “Surely my girlfriend didn’t intend…”

I was interrupted by the door opening. Mrs. Johnson came in with a really nice looking blonde girl about the same age as the girl in the cage. The caged one came immediately to the front and stuck her head out. I could see longing in her whole being. This was evidently her owner. Mrs. Johnson crossed to the cage, opened it and the puppy-girl scampered over to the blonde and nuzzled her.

“Have we learned to be a good girl now, Sandy?” the blonde girl said patting her head. 

Puppy-girl nodded her head and stuck it under the blonde’s skirt.

“Wait till we get home, Sandy,” she laughed pushing her away.

“Up on the table, girl!” Mrs. Johnson snapped and puppy-girl climbed up.

Now that I could see her better, what I saw I didn’t like. I mean she was a really beautiful girl and nicely put together, but the body jewelry scared me. Her tits were pierced and the rings through them looked permanent. Still, not that big of a deal until you looked at her pussy. It had so many locks on it you’d have thought it contained diamonds. Her clitoris also had a shield locked over it and there was a tag dangling from it. Mrs. Johnson fondled the tag.

“I made all of the modifications you requested, Stephanie,” Mrs. Johnson said. “No dick is getting into that pussy ever again. In fact, she isn’t ever having an orgasm again unless you take the shield off.”

“Thank you, Mrs. Johnson,” Stephanie said. “Right now I’m still so pissed at catching her with that guy that I don’t care if it ever comes off.”

Puppy-girl shuddered, then she looked at her owner pleadingly. Stephanie glared back at her.

“I hope you’ve learned your lesson, Sandy,” she said coldly. “We’ll see how you act over the next few months and if you’re good I might consider it.”

“Jesus,” I thought, “at least my girlfriend hasn’t locked up my dick! That would be horrible!”

“Now let’s get you to your new home,” Stephanie purred. “I’ve got a nice new doghouse in the back yard for you but if you’re really sweet to me with that tongue, I’ll let you sleep at the foot of my bed sometimes.”

Stephanie left with puppy-girl and Mrs. Johnson turned to me. She had the cattle prod out and a strange look in her eyes.

***

Three months later I was a trained puppy. All thoughts of rebellion had been ruthlessly whipped beaten and tortured out of me. My dick was still free for all the good it did. The one time I thought I could sneak in a masturbation session she caught me and whipped my cock until it bled. She cautioned me that if I did it again she wouldn’t ask my girlfriend’s permission she would just cut it off. I never even put my hand on it again.

I was keyed up today because Mrs. Johnson had told me in the morning that my girlfriend, Janice, was coming to take me home. I couldn’t lie still. I paced the cage until the door opened and Janice stepped in. I scurried to the front and poked my head out. I was so happy to see her!

“Maybe now she’d see that I was a changed person and we could go home and resume our lives,” I thought.

She opened the cage and beckoned me out. I nuzzled under her skirt as Mrs. Johnson had drilled into me. I liked being close to her pussy.

“Wait until I get you home, boy,” she laughed.

I backed down and tried licking her feet. She seemed amused.

“Wow,” she gushed, “you’ve done wonders with him.”

“Thank you,” Mrs. Johnson replied.

“Anything special I need to know?” my girlfriend asked.

“He hasn’t had an orgasm since he came here,” she chuckled.

“Really?” Janice asked perplexedly. “How do you keep him from playing with himself?”

“I have my ways” Mrs. Johnson said smiling at me.

I trembled. Her threat came back to me and I felt my balls contract. I would be glad to be out of here and this evil woman’s grasp. My girlfriend tugged my leash and we set off for her car. I scampered along. I had gotten quite good at scampering like I was a real puppy. She put me in the trunk for the ride home.

***

When I came out of the trunk, I was still a dog, which led me to wonder how much longer she was planning on making me crawl before I got to be her boyfriend again. As we got to her front door it opened and my best friend, Todd, was standing there. I stopped dead in my tracks. I didn’t want him to see me like this. I had been willing to go along with her crazy wishes as long as we kept it private but this was my best friend, for god’s sake!

“I see you picked him up,” Todd said with an evil grin. “He looks…obedient.”

“Honey,” she said, kissing him, “why don’t you get lost for a while? I have a few things to go over with him before you can have him.”

“Honey? A few things to go over? Have me?”

Todd dutifully stepped aside and Janice pulled me into the living room, where she pulled her panties off, sat down on the couch and pulled my face into her crotch.

“Gordon,” she said, “we need to get a few things straight. You’re my dog now. That’s it. That’s your life. If you don’t accept it I will send you back for more training but if I have to do that I’m going to have you fixed.”



“Dog forever? Have me fixed?”

“One of your duties is to lick me like you do so well,” she explained, “and one will be to lick and suck Todd.”

“Suck Todd?” my mind rebelled.

I tried to pull back but she had the leash locked around her wrist keeping my face forced against her cunt. Out of habit I stuck out my tongue. Her foot found my prick and rubbed it.

“This is how it’s going to be for you, Gordon, from now on. You lick me and I’ll let you hump my leg like a doggie. It’s the only way doggies are allowed to go. Come on, Gordon, hump me!”

I needed this. Three months without an orgasm had reduced me to a bundle of hormonal need. So I humped her leg.

Jelly Roll

When the knock finally came it startled me. I had been waiting over two hours for the girl the escort service said they’d send right away; I had started to think she wasn’t coming. I opened the door and there were two girls, not one. They were young—unless you looked in their eyes. They were so frightening, my balls contracted.

“Uh, can…can I help you?” I stuttered.

“Are you Jelly Roll?” the blonde asked.

“No, I’m Christopher.”

“Close enough,” she giggled.

“What?”

“Are you going to invite us in?” the brunette asked.

“I guess,” I said uncertainly and I moved out of the way.

They swept into the room dragging a steamer trunk behind them.

“What’s that for?” I asked.

“You,” the blonde laughed.

“Huh?”

“To transport you in,” the brunette chuckled.

“I don’t understand,” I said.

“You will,” the blonde said.

“So, what’s your fantasy, Jelly Roll?” the brunette asked.

“I…uh…”

“How about this one…” the blonde suggested. “You are kidnapped by two beautiful women.”

“Forced to serve them,” the brunette continued.

“In any manner they see fit,” said the blonde.

“Kept naked.”

“In chains.”

“Perhaps whipped.”

“Maybe branded.”

“Certainly abused.”

“With your dick locked up so that you are continually frustrated,” the blonde finished.

I couldn’t speak. I hadn’t given that much information to the person I’d called. I’d hinted that I was looking for something more, perhaps something out of the ordinary but I hadn’t said any of those words and yet it struck a chord. My dick was tenting my jeans.

“Oh look,” the blonde chuckled, pointing to my crotch, “Jelly Roll likes our idea.”

“I thought he might,” the brunette said dryly.

“Let’s get started, Jelly,” the blonde said, “why don’t you get those pesky clothes off?”

“What?”

“Jelly, that was a simple request,” the brunette said. “Take off your clothes.”

“Wait,” I said, “I’m not sure about…”

“That doesn’t make any difference, Jelly,” the blonde said shaking her head.

“Pardon me?”

“We don’t care if you’re sure or not,” the brunette explained, “we we’re just asking so we don’t have to use the taser and cut them off.”

“Wait…tase me?”

“Only if we have to.”

“I’ve changed my mind,” I said, “I’m sorry for your trouble but I don’t want to…”

“Jelly Roll, look at me!” the blonde said sharply, holding up her finger. “You can’t change your mind now.”

“I can’t? Why not?” I asked.

“Because we’ve sold your services for the week,” she brunette explained.

“But…”

“Okay, the hard way,” she said pulling out a taser gun.

“No, wait!” I screamed

“Wait?” the blonde laughed.

“Yes, I…”

The brunette pointed the taser at me and I got the point. I pulled my clothes off.

“Put this on,” the blonde said, throwing me a chastity tube.

I looked at it and my mind rebelled. It was a great fantasy to think of having my penis locked up, but somehow that fantasy only occurred when I was busy pumping the hell out of it. I couldn’t imagine spending even an hour locked up like that. I looked up at the two evil grinning faces.

“Couldn’t we skip this part?” I asked.

“That’s it, I’m just going to tase him,” the brunette said.

“Hold on!” the blonde barked. “Give him a chance.”

“Look,” the brunette said exasperatedly, “I want to get back and I don’t have time for a fucking subbie wanabee who has to be ‘forced’ into every one of their fantasies.”

“He’s going to do it, aren’t you?” the blonde asked.

I nodded numbly and put the hateful thing on my dick. It took a few minutes to force it to behave because having two women making me strip and put myself in chastity was a dick straightening scenario. I finally got it locked up and looked at them

“Okay, climb in,” the brunette ordered, holding the lid of the trunk open.

I don’t know why I had let things get this far but putting myself in that trunk was not an option. I reached for the room phone to call security and the brunette zapped me with the taser. I ended up on the floor unable to move but fully conscious.

“God damn it,” she muttered, “every fucking time we end up tasing the little shits. Why don’t we just tase them when they open the door?”

“Because it’s not as much fun to do it that way,” the blonde said. “I just love seeing the fear develop in their eyes when they realize that they are going to live out one of their twisted fantasies.”

“Great, I hope you got your jollies,” she said angrily. “Help me lift the little bastard so we can get out of here.”

They put me in the trunk. It had belts and straps that immobilized me. Just before closing the lid the blonde reached down and forced a ball gag in my mouth. Then she kissed my cheek.

“Don’t worry, Jelly Roll,” she whispered, “it’s just for the week you said you’d be available and, except for a few minor things like branding you, we won’t make any permanent changes to your body. This is going to be a hard seven days. It will be physically and mentally challenging. You are going to be incredibly frustrated, but when we let you go, you will be able to look back and know that you truly lived something you have always wanted to do—that you have only read or dreamed about. I will see you at the farm.”

She closed the lid and I was in total darkness. I tried to struggle but I couldn’t move. I tried to scream but the gag didn’t even let a bleat out. I waited. I felt them roll me down the hall, into the elevator, out the lobby and into the back of some vehicle. Three hours later it was out of the vehicle, down some path and inside a building. I waited there for the rest of the night.

In the morning the trunk lid popped open and I was face to face with the two evil women who had kidnapped me and a severe matronly looking woman. The matron had gray hair in a bun, granny glasses, beady eyes and thin mean lips. She put a collar around my neck and then let me out.

“I was planning on toilet duty for this one,” gray hair said.

“That would be a waste,” the blonde said.

“Why is that?” gray hair asked.

“Because this one has some fight in him,” the brunette answered.

“Fight? You didn’t bring me trouble, did you?” gray hair asked.

“We always bring you trouble,” the blonde laughed. “It’s why you keep using us.”

“Yes,” the brunette chimed in, “your clients love our acquisitions because they are always challenges, unlike those wimps that you get that are begging to be degraded.”

“So where would you put him?” gray hair asked.

“In the barn,” the blonde said, “and make sure he gets a real bitch for the week.”

Gray hair looked at me and nodded. Both girls stepped up to me, one on each side and kissed my cheeks.

“See you in a week, Jelly,” the brunette said.

“Remember this is what you wanted,” the blonde said and they left.

I looked around. I was naked and, except for the gag and the collar, I didn’t have any restraints. Looking out the window I could see field and woods. Maybe I could…

The shock to my throat put me on the ground. I looked up and gray hair was smiling and pointing to the remote in her hand.

“Dog training collar,” she said smugly. “It also works from the invisible fence that surrounds the farm. Get it in your head that you belong to me for the week.”

I got up warily and waited for her to tell me what to do.

“Follow me, Jelly Roll,” she commanded and she walked out of the house.

We crossed the yard to a barn. Inside were stalls for horses. Most of them were occupied by naked men. My prick liked what it saw. This was one of my fantasies, except perhaps for the total lack of control.

“In here,” she said, pointing to an empty stall.

I stepped in and she set about harnessing me. A wide belt around my waist with attachment rings, wrist cuffs also with rings and a bit gag harness arrangement that replaced my ball gag. She clipped my hands up behind my back and finished by connecting my collar to a long chain anchored in the back wall. She looked at me with a happy smile.

“I am going to let one of my best clients have you for the week,” she said. “Her flight arrives in two hours. If I were you I’d spend the time trying to wrap your mind around becoming an unthinking instantly obedient creature. Dianne is very strict and punishes her possessions for the slightest reason.”

***

By the time Dianne showed up, I was really bored. The thought of being stabled like a horse was exciting but the reality was a different matter. No TV. No books. No one to talk to. No food. No phone. I could pace and I could look at the other horses. As bad as I imagined Dianne was going to be, I was glad to see her.

“Jelly Roll,” she said looking at the name on my stall, “what a cute name. Are we going to have fun this week?”

Dianne was one hot chick—great tits, rounded ass and plenty of attitude. She was my age and precisely the kind of girl I hit on when I was out. If I weren’t all trussed up my testosterone would be maxed out trying to find a way to get into her pants. I wanted her and I was so disappointed that we were meeting like this. I nodded.

“I hope so, Jelly,” she purred, “I do love having good looking sub boys like you to torment.”

I hung my head. She pulled a small collar from her bag and put it around my balls.

“Just a little shock collar to insure that I always get my way,” she laughed. “Should I demonstrate?” 

I shook my head vigorously no. 

“Maybe later then,” she chuckled.

I looked at her. Something had clicked with this woman and I hoped I’d get a chance to change her view, to talk to her and let her know that this was only a game I like to play. In a different life I could have…

“I know that you signed up to be a pony for the week,” she said, “but I have needs, so we are going to check out your tongue before I go to bed.”

I was happy. She was going to release my gag. I was going to be able to put my mouth on her pussy, but more importantly I would be able to explain. When the gag came out I opened my mouth to clarify why I was here, then suddenly, her right hand backhanded my head to the left so hard I thought I had lost some teeth.

“I don’t want to hear it, Jelly,” she boomed. “I’ve heard it all from you submissive shits about how you are just playing and… It’s always the same story. If you were a real man you wouldn’t be kneeling here all trussed up and salivating over my pussy.”

I shook my head. This girl was someone who, if I had met in another life, I would have gone after without the background games that drove my need to be subjugated. I looked at her and tried to force the words through my eyes.

“What’s really strange,” she mused, “is that there is something about you that I might have been drawn to in different circumstances.”

I nodded vigorously. She was getting it. I started to open my mouth again and she held up one finger.

“I will whip you until you bleed if you say one word,” she said.

I closed my mouth and she sat down and spread her legs.

“Let me see how much work I’ve got to train you,” she said.

I moved in and spent the next hour learning how she liked it.

***

Dianne showed up around mid-morning. I was bored and anything had to be better than just pacing my stall. She harnessed me to a cart and climbed in behind me.

“Let’s see what you’ve got, Jelly Roll,” she said flicking her whip on my ass.

The tip caught me just right. It hurt like hell and I jumped forward. It took some effort to get the cart started but then it got easier. She let me jog at a leisurely pace until we reached the race track.

“Open up, Jelly Roll,” she shouted and began laying the whip on.

I ran as hard as I could all the way around before she pulled me to a stop in front of the stands. I was heaving in great gulps of air. She stepped down and walked around in front of me.

“Not bad for your first time,” she complimented me. “I think I can win with you this week. We just have to be careful not to let anyone see how good you are.”

We set off again around the extensive trails the place seemed to have, and eventually we ran into two other ponies and two good looking girls coming toward us on the trail. Dianne stopped and got out of the cart to chat with the other girls.

“Hey, Dianne, how’s your pony?” the shorter one asked.

“He’s not much of a runner, Shelly, but he sure looks good.”

“Dianne, every time you start off by telling us that your steed isn’t much you manage to beat the pants off of us and take our money,” the taller one said laughingly.

“Julie!” Dianne said with mock anger. “Would I lie to you?”

“Let me think…uh…yes, you would,” Julie chuckled.

“I guess we’ll have to wait for race day to see,” Dianne said.

“How’s his tongue?” Shelly asked.

“What?”

“Oh come on, Dianne,” Shelly joked, “we all know it’s the first thing you check.”

“Actually he’s pretty good,” Dianne said glancing back at me. “It’s too bad he’s a sub.”

“Or else it’d be true love?” Julie teased.

Dianne looked at me wistfully before replying, “Might have been…”

I was heartsick. I was attracted to this one big time and she had her mind made up that I was sub material. I had to find a way to change her mind.

“Mind if I try him?” Shelly asked sweetly.

That request seemed to startle Dianne. Her head came up and she looked at me strangely. She shook her head.

“Not this one, Shelly,” she said softly.

“Dianne!” Shelly exclaimed. “We always share!”

“Yes, Dianne,” Julie chimed in, “always.”

“Not this one,” Dianne said firmly.

Her girlfriends shook their heads but kept silent. I didn’t understand why she hadn’t let them use me. After all I was just a beast. I wondered if the spark I was feeling could be mutual and what I might do about it. When she returned to me, she put her lips to my ear.

“Don’t get any ideas, Jelly,” she whispered, “I seem to have some mixed feelings about you but make no mistake. You are an animal in my mind and it would take something very unusual for me to change that.”

***

The week didn’t go like I thought it would at all. The first few days she kept me in the barn like the rest of the ponies. She would use my mouth in the morning and usually when putting me away at night. She ran me for a hard workout in the morning and the afternoons, but by the end of the fourth day instead of leaving me in the barn she brought me to her room.

“I’m going to let you sleep here with me for the rest of the week,” she said. “I’m going to catch grief from my friends over this, but I want you and that tongue close by.”

She locked a set of leg irons on my ankles and then took off the rest of my restraints and removed my gag.

“You are not to leave this room and you are not to speak unless I address you directly,” she said. “Are we clear on this?”

“Yes.”

She slapped me.

“I know that a good little sub boy like you knows how to properly address a superior so let’s try that again, shall we?”

“Yes…M…Miss,” I stuttered.

I hated addressing her like that and she could tell. She smiled.

“Oh, does my little pony think that I’m not his superior?” she laughed.

I didn’t, but saying so wouldn’t get me anywhere. I hung my head.

“Tell me, Jelly Roll, who is it that is all chained up with his dick under lock and key?”

She had a point but my body still rebelled. She laughed again and dragged me into the first of countless sessions where I learned every nuance of her body. After the first few orgasms she gave me full rein. I made love to her as if we were equals except for the appliance on my dick that kept me from the final expression. I learned how to drive her wild with my lips, tongue and hands. I learned how to keep her on the edge for eons before granting her the sweet release she craved. In the process I realized that I had fallen in love with her. The ache in my heart just got worse all week.

***

After dinner on my final night I was surprised when Dianne came back to her room early and dragged me between her legs.

“I thought I’d get an early start with that tongue since this is our last night,” she said and she pushed my head down.

I spent the next hour doing what I did so well for her.

“I’m really going to miss these sessions,” she sighed when sanity returned. “How about you, Jelly? Are you going to miss me?”

“Yes…M…Miss,” I stammered.


“Jelly you are something else for a sub,” she chuckled. “A whole week as nothing but an animal and you still stutter over addressing me properly. If I had more time with you I’d break you of that.”

I doubted it, but saying so was non-productive. I kept my head down near her pussy and waited.

“You know I plan to brand you after the races,” she said.

I looked up at her but didn’t respond.

“I brand all of my ponies,” she said. “What do you think of that?”

“Barbaric.”

“Don’t you want to beg me not to do it?”

“No.”

“Why not?”

“Would it do any good?” I asked.

“No,” she laughed, “but I’d like to hear you beg.”

“There is only one thing I’d like to beg you for and that’s a chance to start over.”

She slapped me hard.

“You fucking little shit,” she screamed, “I told you I didn’t want to hear it. I warned you what I’d do, didn’t I?”

I stared at her but wisely kept my mouth shut. She cuffed my hands behind me and pulled me out of her room. Her friends heard the ruckus and came running.

“Dianne, what’s going on?” Shelly asked.

“I’m taking Jelly to the barn to teach him a little lesson in proper behavior,” she hissed.

“Thank god!” Julie exclaimed.

“Thank god, what?” Dianne asked.

“That you’ve come to your senses,” Julie explained. “We thought…well, it doesn’t matter what we thought, this is going to be great!”

“What did you think?” she snapped. “That I was falling in love with him?”

“Dianne you have to admit that you’ve been acting strangely this trip,” Shelly said soothingly.

“Well that’s about to change,” Dianne declared.

In the barn she attached my wrists to an overhead pulley and pulled me up on my toes. She picked up a single tail whip and stared at me.

“Jelly,” she said coldly, “do you remember what I said I would do if you tried to talk to me like you and I might be equal.”

I didn’t trust myself to speak so I nodded.

“You do? Good! What did I say I’d do?”

“You said you’d whip me until I was bleeding, M…Miss,” I said.

“Still with the fucking attitude, aren’t you, Jelly?” 

I didn’t figure things could get much worse so I put my head up and looked at her and said, “It’s not attitude. I think we should start over.”

She lashed out with the whip and wrapped it around my ass and right thigh. It was all I could do to keep from screaming but I managed to swallow my cry and only grunt.

“Are we going to play tough guy?” she asked.

I locked my gaze on hers and tried to burn her with it. She blinked and dropped her eyes but only for a second. Her head snapped back up and she was even angrier. This time the whip hit my left ribcage and wrapped all the way around to my right nipple. I groaned through my clenched teeth.

“Are you going to scream for me, Jelly?” she asked.

It was a rhetorical question and I’m sure she didn’t expect an answer but ‘in for a penny, in for a pound’ as the saying goes.

“Probably,” I said as mildly as I could considering that my body was on fire.

She looked disconcerted but only for an instant. She narrowed her eyes and the whip found my ass again. I let out a faint yelp.

“Not quite a scream but we’re getting there,” she crowed.

The next one left a purple welt across my stomach and elicited a soft cry from my lips. I tried to hold her gaze but my eyes were clouding over. She stepped in and let her lips graze mine.

“Having fun, Jelly? Still think we should start over?”

God help me, she was holding all the cards and I should have kept my feelings bottled up but I was in so deep now there was no point in giving in. I nodded. I could see the indecision in her eyes but she had committed herself. She stepped back and lashed out with all of her strength. The whip wrapped around my thighs and drew a thin line of blood. I yelped and my legs gave out.

She dropped the whip and stood looking at me. I don’t know what she was thinking, but I could see that she was done. She walked over and released me so that I dropped to the floor. Shelly and Julie weren’t happy.

“Dianne,” Julie complained, “what are you doing? You barely hit him.”

“Yeah,” Shelly chimed in, “like maybe four or five times is all. We thought you were going to punish him.”

She ignored them while she made sure that my collar was attached to the wall chain.

“Let’s go to bed,” she said calmly. “It’s race day tomorrow.”

“But…” Julie started.

“Let’s go,” she said again and I was left alone.

***

I won every race the next day. All Dianne did was to give me a choice.

“Did you like being whipped, Jelly?” she asked.

I shook my head.

“I imagine not,” she laughed. “Are you going to run for me today?”

I couldn’t think of any reason why not. I nodded.

“Tell you what, Jelly,” she whispered, “as long as you stay in front I won’t use the whip. Would you like that?”

I nodded.

Dianne’s friends were pissed at losing to her again but were in awe of the fact that she had done it by just sitting in the cart and letting me run. After the winners circle she unhitched me and led me back to the barn.

“Time for the last chapter in our little saga here together,” she said.

She bent me over what looked like a spanking bench and strapped me down.

“What the hell?” I thought. “Is she going to whip me after all?”

Her intent was clear right away when she stepped to the bench in front of me, turned on a propane burner and placed a brand from the wall in it.

She and her two friends stood around and re-ran the races while I kept my gaze riveted on the brand. It was slowly turning red and I shuddered to think what it was going to do to my ass. Finally, when it was bright red, Dianne retrieved it from the flame and walked in front of me. 

“So, Jelly,” she said, holding up the red hot branding iron, “are we ready for the brand that will mark you as my property for all time?”

I didn’t move. I didn’t try to make a sound through the bit-gag. I captured her eyes with mine and held them. I poured every one of the feelings I had developed for her out of my eyes like they were two fumaroles spouting lava from my soul. She blinked and looked away, then she returned her gaze to mine immediately, but the coldness wasn’t there.

“Maybe next time,” she said flippantly, throwing the brand onto the bench.

“What are you doing, Dianne?” Shelly asked. “You always brand them.” 

“Not this one,” Dianne replied.

“Dianne,” Julie asked, “what’s going on?”

“I’m not sure,” Dianne said, “but no brand.”

She unstrapped me from the bench and pulled me to my feet. Her face was inches from mine.

“Well, Jelly, your week is up and so is mine,” she said. “It’s a mystery to me why I didn’t brand you but I am going to leave you with one little souvenir. I’m leaving the shock collar on your balls. I’m sure you’ll figure out how to get it off but I bet you’ll never throw it away.”

She led me back to my stall, attached the lead and walked away. 

I couldn’t believe the hole she left. I was surprised at how much I missed her already.

“By the way,” she said, and my head snapped around to find that she had returned, “if I ever get you in a situation like this again I am never going to let you go.”

She left again and the hole was bigger. I lay down in the straw and waited.

***

Thirty minutes later blonde and brunette showed up with gray hair. They took off all my restraints and put me back in the trunk. Three hours later I was back in my hotel room with the blonde one helping me out of the trunk.

“So, Jelly Roll, was it what you expected?” she asked.

“Was it your ultimate fantasy?” the brunette asked.

“Are we done now?” I asked.

“Why do you ask, Jelly?” the blonde tittered.

“Because I want this thing off my dick,” I said.

“A bit on the horny side, are we, Jelly?” the blonde laughed.

I just looked at her.

“With your frustration level it’d be fun to leave it on you and let your figure out how to get it off,” the brunette said, “but the darn things are expensive and we have a client in an hour.”

She reached down and unlocked the lock to the tube and pulled it off.

“What’s this?” she remarked, “Dianne left her shock collar on him. She’s never done that before.”

“Did she forget?” the blonde asked me.

I couldn’t answer because my dick had inflated to epic proportions, draining blood from my brain. My mind was on one thing. I reached for it and the blonde slapped my hand away.

“Not now, Jelly,” she chuckled, “there are ladies present. Besides you have only enough time to catch your plane.”

I looked at the clock and she was right. By the time I’d dressed and repacked the few things that I’d taken out of my bag they were gone and I had just enough time to race downstairs and catch a cab.

***

I heard her voice before I saw her. Dianne and her two friends were five rows in front of me. What were the chances? I slunk down in my seat and prayed that she wouldn’t see me. I didn’t get up to pee the whole flight and after we landed I went into the toilet on the concourse and sat in a stall until I was sure that she and her two friends were long gone. If she lived in this town maybe I’d run into her sometime and I could try to convince her to start over—but not today.

My car was where I’d left it. I’d been a week without an orgasm so my thoughts were focused on that and that alone. I drove straight home, half-assed parked my car and took the steps two at a time. In my apartment I ripped off my clothing and looked down at my penis. It was so full of blood it was pulsing like it had grown six more arteries. Dianne’s damn collar was still firmly locked on my scrotum but it wasn’t going to interfere. I wrapped my hand around my dick and started stroking toward the first of as many blast-offs as I could achieve before my body demanded sleep.

I was almost about to come when the door suddenly burst open. There she was—like the angel of death, just staring at me. A second later, she pushed the remote and I was on the floor writhing. As she looked down at me, I looked up, gasping like a fish out of water.

“Oh,” she said, looking at my raging erection, “just one more minute and you would have made it, wouldn’t you?”

I willed my hand to do its job on my dick but I couldn’t move it.

“When I saw you on the plane I knew I had to follow you.”

I was having trouble getting my breath. I tried blinking.

“I just knew that a sub boy like you would jump at the chance to make our arrangement permanent.”

I tried to mouth some words but nothing came out.


“I know, Jelly, it’s hard to admit that you are so excited to see me.” 

I didn’t know what she was talking about. I just wanted a chance to start over. I coughed.

“I know what you are thinking. If only we had met under different circumstances. I think I might have liked that too…”

I nodded. Maybe she would let me try.

“The trouble is: you’ve been nothing but an animal this past week,” she said, “and it’s kind of hard to picture you as anything else.”

I tried harder to speak. A few squeaks came out. She smiled.

“Life sucks sometimes, doesn’t it? Don’t worry you’ll at least be living out that silly fantasy of yours.”

The door banged open behind her and a guy came in. He plucked the remote from her hand and backhanded her to the floor.

“Well, Dianne,” he said, “I see you’re up to your usual tricks.”

Dianne was clearly hurt by the remark. She was crying and more vulnerable than I would have ever believed she could be. I was still trying to get my breath back when the new guy walked over and prodded her with his toe.

“I’m thinking I’m going to keep you as my pet, Dianne,” he said. “I’m going to teach you some tricks that I like.”

“Who the fuck are you?” I asked as my voice finally came back.

Dianne answered before he could, “He’s my asshole ex.”

“Shove off, ex,” I said. “This is between Dianne and me.”

“Are you stupid, boy?” he laughed, holding up the remote. “I’m planning on making you my slave also.”

I got to my feet and walked toward him. He smiled like he had the whole world in his hand. I reached for his throat and he pushed the button. I thought about Dianne as his slave and closed my fingers around his neck. The pain hit me but I ignored it. I squeezed and he dropped the remote and started choking. I waited until he passed out and then dropped him on the floor.

I scooped Dianne up off the floor and laid her on the bed. When she looked up at me, her vulnerable expression morphed into wonder and then into the hardness that I was used to. But when she reached out for the remote, I lashed out and captured her wrist.

“What are you planning on doing with that?” I asked pleasantly.

“I need to find something out.”

I let go of her wrist and she pushed the button. I writhed in pain and ended up on the floor at her feet.

“So, Jelly Roll,” she exclaimed, “the remote works.”

I nodded.

“And yet you…”

I nodded again and stood up.


Her eyes morphed again and she handed me the remote.

“Okay, Christopher,” she said, “I might have been wrong about you. Perhaps we should start over.”

I put out my hand and helped her up. 

Mother-In-Law

He was late and he knew it. It wasn’t his fault, but his wife was going to be royally pissed. Just this morning she had made a special point of telling him to be home on time as she had a surprise. Now he was late and she would punish him. Shit, shit, shit how had it come to this? He loved her and she loved him, he knew that. They were soulmates, destined to be together. 

A year ago when they married the honeymoon had been fantastic. Sex with her was everything he dreamed about and more, sometimes five times a day. Things began changing, however, the moment they got home. The mantra was that she was tired or sore or had a headache or some other malady which translated into less and less sex for him and more pampering and oral sex for her. 

Then she got strange about the simplest things, like him failing to put his used glass in the dishwasher or coming home one minute late, and she would withhold sex entirely, expecting him to take care of himself. That didn’t last very long before she decided that playing with himself alone was cheating. She made him ask her when he needed relief. If she granted his request, he was forced to masturbate in front of her. This was demeaning but at least he got some relief. Sex with her was now strictly limited to him pleasuring her with his mouth.

Her next demand was that when he reached home, he needed strip in the garage and remain naked in the house. She claimed that it saved on laundry. Besides, she liked to look at his body and she could better monitor his excitement level. She’d decided that an erection was unbecoming and degrading to her. This practice progressed to her requirement that he put on a leather collar and wait on his knees for her to come to let him in. Somehow each of these changes seemed reasonable. After all, he was in love with her and wanted to make her happy.

Her next surprise was a leash. She snapped it on, then pulled him into the house to the couch. Then she used it to hold his mouth in position while he gave her several great orgasms. This became a daily occurrence and sometimes, when she was fully satisfied, she would allow him to jerk himself off onto her feet and have him lick up his mess.

Gradually they settled into a routine where he was expected to come home, be dragged into the house to perform his duty on her shrine, occasionally be allowed to play with himself after which she expected him to do all of the household chores: fix her dinner, give her baths, pedicures, clean up and be available for whatever needs she had. When he wasn’t actively involved in doing something for her, she had him stand next to her in a parade rest position. However, he had to remain on his toes, which, she claimed, gave a pleasing definition to his buttocks. She would often keep him in this position while she watched an entire movie, fondling his ass and penis from time to time just to tease him unbearably.

He was no longer allowed to sleep in her bed as she felt that he disturbed her sleep with his constant tossing and turning. It didn’t matter that his restless sleep was brought on by the increasing levels of frustration she was causing by her teasing and withholding of relief. He slept on the floor next to the bed where he was available at a moment’s notice if she needed her itch scratched. It was also perfect for monitoring any unauthorized activity.

Her next level of control was to institute weekly whipping sessions for any of the real or invented infractions of her rules during the week. Sometimes she whipped him merely on a whim. For these sessions, he was expected to hang himself up in the den from cuffs that had been permanently installed there. After he snapped them shut and kicked the box away from his feet, he was rendered completely helpless, painfully trapped until she had finished administering any punishment and finally released him.

All of these changes to his marriage, to his life and their loving relationship flashed through his mind as he finally pulled into the garage twenty minutes late. He raced to his position by the door and frantically ripped off his clothes. Then he buckled the collar around his neck, fell to his knees and waited. The door opened almost immediately and his very irate wife stood there looking down on him with a fierce rage in her face.

“Simon, I told you I had a special surprise for you and not to be late.”

“I’m sorry, Martha, my boss…”

“Simon,” she said sternly, “you’re late and I don’t want to hear it.”

Snapping the leash onto his collar she dragged him into the house at a pace that had him scrambling to keep up. When they entered the living room he saw that there was another woman seated on the couch and his body went into denial, freezing in place, causing the collar to tighten around his neck and his wife to stumble backwards.

The horror of the situation suddenly hit him fully. It was his mother-in-law, Mrs. Jacoby. Her legs were spread so that he could see that she wasn’t wearing any panties. She looked at him with an evil sneer that caused his vision to close in as if he were going to pass out. 

No! No! This couldn’t be happening! That woman was, well, she was wicked. They hadn’t had any contact with her since the wedding and he had assumed that she was out of their life forever. He looked up at his wife thinking that surely this was some huge mistake, surely this nightmare was…

“My surprise, Simon, is that Mom has sold her house and is going to live with us, permanently. Isn’t that great?”

That information was too much for Simon’s brain. It shut down completely.

Handing the leash to her mother, Martha said, “Try him out, Mom, he is really good.”

Mrs. Jacoby pulled poor Simon’s face directly between her legs, forcing his mouth up against a hairy cunt that smelled as if she hadn’t washed for days. With his mind on hold, his training took over and he soon had the bitch moaning in pleasure. When her orgasm hit he used his skill to give her three more peaks, almost five minutes of her screaming and thrashing about before he brought her gently down to a lethargic post orgasmic state.

“My god,” said Mrs. Jacoby, “he is as amazing as you said he was. That was the best orgasm I think I have ever had.”

“Oh, Mom, I’m so pleased that you approve.”

“What about his other duties?” asked Mrs. Jacoby. 

“Mom, I think you will be pleased with what I’ve done but, if he’s lacking in any area, I’m sure you can adjust his attitude,” said Martha laughingly.

Turning to Simon she said with a steely tone in her voice, “Mother lives with us now and you will obey her exactly as you do me. Do you understand?”

“But…but…” Simon stuttered.

“But nothing, Simon, you are my husband and you will obey or you will be punished.”

“Yes, Martha,” he said contritely.

“That’s another thing, Simon, I expect you to speak to me more respectfully in the future. You will address me as Miss or Miss Martha and my mom as Mrs. Jacoby or whatever other from of address she feels is appropriate.”


“But, honey…” he began.

“Den, now,” barked his wife.

“Martha, please…your mom…”

“My mom is here to help me correct your behavior, which has gone way beyond appropriate. I am going to have her teach you your place. Get your fucking ass into the den now!” she bellowed.

Simon was at a total loss as to how his life had reached this stage. He knew he didn’t dare say anything with the rage she was in. He didn’t dare even stand up as it might inflame her further so he crawled out of the room on his hands and knees.

Reaching the den he stood up on the box, closed the cuffs around his wrists and kicked the box away. He was left with most of his weight hanging from his arms, his toes barely touching the floor, his mind in turmoil about how things could possibly have progressed to such a point that she would include her mother so deeply into their lives.

When the women came into the den thirty minutes later his arms were in agony but some of the fog had lifted from his brain. This was wrong and he should never have let things go so far. What happened to the love? The sharing? The close loving equal relationship they had just a year ago. He opened his mouth to explain to his wife that he loved her and wanted to return to the way things were before all this strangeness started.

But instead of getting a chance to speak, Martha shoved a gag in his mouth and buckled it behind his head. Giving his cheek a soft pat she said, “Simon, I have a few things to explain. I’m going to be gone for two weeks on a vacation with Greg from work. Mom will be in charge. Knowing her, you will be a very obedient husband when I return.”

Simon tried to wrap his brain around those life changing sentences but it could only stutter…gone…two weeks…Greg...obedient? He thrashed around, moaning, screaming out a denial that he was beginning to realize was not his choice to make anymore.

“I think you’ve got it under control, Mom, so I’ll be off,” Martha said, kissing Simon lightly on the check and walking out.

His eyes turned in horror and fascination to his mother-in-law who was looking at him with a satisfied smirk on her face. He quivered in fear as she approached him, stroking his back and buttocks and then moving her hand to his dick.

“We’re going to have some fun, sissy,” she purred as she stroked him to firmness, “some real fun, you and I. By the time my daughter comes back you will be a proper maid for us, a servant of the highest order, a mindless slave that knows only to obey or suffer horrible pain and this little useless appendage will be locked away forever.”

Don’t You Remember?

“Come here, honey, I’ve got something I want to show you,” my wife called out to me.

“Where are you, Joyce.”

“I’m in the basement, Charles.”

I walked down the stairs. She was standing at the bottom with this quirky smile on her face. I looked around but I didn’t see anything different. I cocked my head.

“You don’t notice anything different?” she asked

“No, should I?”

“No.”

“I don’t get it,” I said exasperatedly.

“You’re not supposed to,” she said sweetly. “That’s the whole point.”

“The whole point of what?” I asked, thinking the game was wearing thin.

“While you’ve been gone I had some workmen install a secret room.”

I looked around. The basement looked the same to me and I didn’t see any door to a room. I looked back at her to discover the joke and she pressed a button on a panel next to the washing machine. A door slid open in the wall.

“What the hell?” I blurted.

“I told you,” she said smugly, “a secret room.”

“What’s it for?” I asked.

“Step in and take a look.”

I stepped through the doorway. It was a sparsely finished bedroom with a small shower and toilet. The one wall looked to be full of instruments that one might use in a dungeon and another had chains and pulleys. I turned to ask and found a barred door in my way.

“Joyce, what’s going on?” I asked as I tested the bars.

“Don’t you remember that fantasy of yours?”

“Which one?”

“Where you are kept in a cage forever,” she said softly.

I was beginning to get the idea of where this was headed and I didn’t like it.

“Joyce, this isn’t funny,” I said sternly, “let me out.”

“Don’t you remember how you told me that you wouldn’t want me to believe you when you said it was just a fantasy?”

“Joyce, it was just a fantasy. I didn’t really mean it.”

“Don’t you remember how you told me that no matter how much you pleaded you didn’t mean it?”

“Joyce, we were just fooling around in bed and it was just a story to excite me.”

“And the part about how you wanted to be controlled? Don’t you remember that?”

“Joyce, pleeease.”

“How I controlled when you ate and when you slept, even when you went to the bathroom?”

“Damn it, Joyce, let me out!”

“Take off your clothes, Charles.”


“NO!”

“I’ll be back tomorrow at this same time,” she said. “I want you naked and kneeling on that spot on the floor. If you’re not I’ll leave you for another day.”

She closed the outer door. I was trapped. I looked around the room and saw plenty of torture instruments but nothing that I could use to dig myself through the two foot concrete walls around me. The next twenty-four hours crawled by. There was no food and nothing to do. I beat my meat three times to push away the boredom. About the time I expected her, a buzzer went off and the lights flashed. I still thought I could talk my way out. Five minutes later the door opened.

“Still clothed I see, Charles,” she laughed.

“Joyce, can’t we discuss this like two rational human beings?”

“No we can’t, Charles, because you are no longer a human being.”

“What?”

“You’re my slave, Charles, and the sooner you adjust to your new status in life the happier you’ll be.”

She was crazy I decided. I didn’t know what to do. This thing had spiraled out of control.

“By the way, Charles,” she said, “I have a closed circuit monitor on you so I knew before I came down that you still had your clothes on. I also know that you beat off three times yesterday. I will be punishing you for that.”

“God damn it, Joyce, I never asked for this.”

“But you did, Charles, more than once. In fact, I recorded it. Would you like to hear yourself begging to live like this?”

I was screwed. I know I had begged, but it was just part of the excitement that put me over. It was just a game. I hung my head.

“Tell you what, Charles,” she said sweetly, “I’m going to give you another chance. Take off your clothes right now and hand them to me and I’ll forget about leaving you for another day and the punishment for touching yourself.”

I was crushed. We were going to play this game. For how long I didn’t know but she had gone to a lot of trouble to build this room and she clearly intended to use it. I stripped, handed her my clothes and without being reminded knelt on the spot.

“I hope you’re proud of me, Charles, for forcing you to do this.”

“Joyce…”

“Charles,” she interrupted, “you are not to speak unless spoken to and it’s Miss Joyce from now on.”

“Joy…, Miss Joyce, please I really don’t want this.”

“Speak when spoken to, Charles,” she said pleasantly, “now lock that collar around your neck.”

I had seen the collar. It was attached to a long length of chain that ended in an eye-bolt set in the concrete. Once I put that on I really had no hope of getting out without her releasing me. I walked to the wall, placed the collar around my neck and locked it. I returned to the spot.

“One last thing, Charles,” she said seriously. “I don’t have the keys down here so if you overpower me it will do you no good and I will punish you for doing it.”

I nodded. I hadn’t thought it would be that simple. I was her dancing bear until she decided I had danced enough. She opened the door and stepped in. She was carrying a bowl of dog food that she set down near the toilet.

“Aren’t you proud of me, Charles?” she asked. “I remembered the part about how you wanted to be forced to eat dog food like a dog! Now I know you must be hungry so kneel down here and eat while I tell you about your new life.”

I stuck my face in the bowl and licked up a chunk. It was horrible. This was just a masturbation fantasy not something I wanted to do for real. I was hungry so I choked it down.

“The rules are simple,” she said. “They are everything you asked for. You are not to do anything without permission and I mean anything. No eating, no bathroom, no sleeping except with my permission. And no masturbation, ever! If I catch you playing with yourself I will whip your penis until it bleeds.

“No masturbation?” my mind screamed at me. “That’s the point of this whole game. Why would she have a rule like that?”

“Don’t you remember, Charles?” she said as if reading my mind. “You used to get so excited when you came to the point about me locking your little thingy up.”

How did she get this so twisted around? I was going to die if I couldn’t touch myself.

“To help you keep from being bad I bought these gloves for you,” she said.

She handed me a pair of gloves. Once I slipped the first one on I lost enough use of that hand that I couldn’t get the second one on. She helped me. They had hasps that she locked with small padlocks. 

“Notice that the palms are like sandpaper,” she said. “That way if you try to touch yourself they will grind your dick into a bleeding sore.”

It seemed that she had thought of everything. I returned to my bowl. Now that my anger had waned the situation morphed in my mind. All of this truly was a part of my fantasies and my dick was throbbing. She noticed.

“See, Charles,” she gloated, “I knew you wanted this.”

“Shit!”

“Now for the best part,” she giggled, “remember?”

I looked blankly at her. Somehow we were on two different trains going in two different directions. I had no idea what ‘the best part’ was. I shook my head.

“You know,” she said, sitting down in the easy chair. “The part where I force you to eat me. Get over here!”

I crawled over and buried my tongue. I would have rather have buried my prick but it wasn’t that bad of a substitute. I loved eating her pussy. The difference was that it usually led to more interesting activities. I knew exactly what she liked and gave it to her. When she was satiated she got up and walked through the door. She turned when she was outside and looked at me.

“I haven’t forgotten the rest of what you wanted, Charles, you’ll see.”


I held up my hand. I really had no other idea how to get her to talk to me and it seemed reasonable. She was on a mission, but I thought I had a way out.

“Do you want to ask something, Charles?”

“Yes, Miss Joyce, please.”

“Okay.”

“Didn’t I have a safe word in this dream world?”

“Charles, you are so funny. Of course, you had a safe word.”

“Great,” I said, “what was it?”

“Charles!”

“God damn it, Joyce! I mean…, Miss Joyce, I am invoking my safe word.”

“Okay, Charles, what is it?”

“I don’t remember, but I’m saying it.”

“Charles, don’t you remember that part?”

“What part?” I asked.

“The part where you really don’t want to be released so you try to pretend that you don’t remember the safe word?”

I thought for a few seconds. Surely I would have picked a safe word that was obvious.


“Banana,” I said.

“Is that a joke?” she asked.

“Rumplestiltskin?”

“That’s two, Charles,” she cooed, “just one more wrong guess and…”
I hung my head. I was trapped. If there was a way out of this I surely couldn’t see it.

“Charles,” she said bringing me out of my funk, “you may go.”

“Huh?”

“The toilet, Charles, you can pee or poop right now. Otherwise you will have to wait until tomorrow morning.”

“Miss Joyce…”

“Now, fucker,” she said with so much venom in her voice that my balls curled up into my body, “or hold it till tomorrow.”

I sat on the toilet and strained to get rid or whatever I had to. Evidently she was going to take this control to the outer limits. When I was done I stood up and waited for the next twist.

“You can sleep now,” she said, “be up at five.”

I looked around. There was no clock. How was I supposed to know when it was five? I looked at her.

“A timer will go off,” she said, “get up, shower, and kneel on the spot. I’ll be down. No later than ten.”

“Wait a minute,” I thought, “she expects me to kneel for five hours until she decides to come down?”

“Don’t you remember, Charles?” she said, but the rest was lost as my mind shut down.

***

At five the timer went off. I got up to shower but I had to pee badly. I peed in the shower figuring that she wouldn’t know anyway and what was the big deal. I got out and discovered I had no towels. I drip dried kneeling on the spot and waited for the clock too wend its way to ten.

At five to ten the buzzer went off and the lights flashed. It seemed like sort of a Pavlovian signal because it was only the second time but my damn dick stood up. At ten the door opened and she strolled in.

“You are really getting into this, aren’t you, Charles?” she said looking at my erection, “I knew you wanted me to do this. Don’t worry, honey, I love you to pieces and I promise I won’t stop no matter how hard you try to convince me.” 

She went to the chair and sat down.

“Time for my morning worship session,” she said, “and then we have to address your deliberate rebellion.”

I put myself in front of her slice of heaven and went to work. A part of my mind went over her words. I couldn’t think of any deliberate rebellion. I didn’t like my situation, but I had been very careful up to now not to provoke her. I wanted out.

“Over to the wall,” she ordered after she came down from the third mega-orgasm.

When I was cuffed and on my toes she picked up the nearest item handy and started wailing on me with it. I was blubbering like a baby right away and pleading with her.

“Charles, I know you did that on purpose just to make me punish you,” she said slashing my ass. “I know you are just testing me to be sure that I will really make you toe the line. I remember everything you said. I remember when you told me all of your desires and I promise I will keep on tightening your world until you are gagged and in a box twenty-four hours a day if I have to. I love you too much to let you down.”

“Please, Joyce,” I begged, speaking even though I knew that just gave her one more excuse, “it was just a fantasy for me to get more excited while we were making love. I don’t want to live like this. I don’t want to be controlled. I don’t want to be told when I can eat or drink or pee and I really don’t want you to keep me from sex. Please, Joyce, it was just a mind game. I didn’t mean it!”

She stopped and looked at me strangely. She touched my ass and the welts and looked at the tears on my cheeks. She smiled and kissed my lips.

“Charles?” she asked. “Is this a test?”

“No, honey, I really mean it.”

“Oh, Charles, I’m supposed to make sure, aren’t I?”

I didn’t have a clue what she was talking about but at least she had stopped beating me and was listening. I smiled and nodded my head.

“I, uh, think so, sweetie…I mean I don’t know exactly what you mean, but…”

“Okay, Charles,” she whispered, “just relax. We’ll suspend your punishment for your unauthorized peeing for a minute.”

“How in the hell did she know about that?” I wondered. “I did it in the shower.”

“Let’s check a few things,” she said matter-of-factly. “Do you remember how I’m supposed to make sure that this really excites you and you don’t want me to stop?”

“Miss Joyce, I really do want you to stop.”

“Yes, but do you remember how you told me to check?”

I didn’t. I had probably been off in la-la-land when I told her. Deep in some sexual fog where you just made stuff up as you went along.

“I’m supposed to tell you what I’m going to do to you and see how your thing reacts,” she giggled. “You told me that it never lies.”

This didn’t sound good. I mean telling me wasn’t the same as doing it because I like the thought of some of this nasty stuff. It was reality that put me off.

“I’m planning on getting a boyfriend and fucking him in our bed,” she said fondling my penis.

“Shit!” I thought. “That was a degrading act that…”

“Look, Charles, he likes it!” she exclaimed pointing to my dick which was almost at full mast.

“But, honey, that is just a…”

“And when we’re finished I’m going to come down here and make you lick me clean,” she purred.

My prick was throbbing. I shook my head, but she wasn’t paying attention.

“And when I’m feeling really mean I’m going to bring him down here for you to…”

I couldn’t help it. She had been rubbing me and the thought had been too much. I squirted out ropes of cum.

“God damn it, Charles!” she said angrily. “Did you just do this so that I’d let you spurt? I’m really pissed off. You tricked me. Just wait till my nurse friend comes!”

She stormed out leaving me hanging by my wrists. With just a little self control I could have been out of this room. Now some nurse friend was coming. For what,  I hadn’t a clue.

***

Three hours I hung there. My arms ached. I was hungry and I was very thirsty and I really had to pee. I was happy to see Joyce when she came back because I thought perhaps it would be another chance to explain. She had a nurse with her.


“Charles,” she said, “this is my friend, Nurse Keri.”

I tried to croak out a greeting but my throat was dry. She wasn’t looking at me anyway. Her focus was on my crotch and I didn’t like the look.

“Keri’s here to control your rebellious tendencies,” Joyce said.

“Joyce, please,” I managed to get out of my parched throat.

“Charles, I get it. You don’t have to keep complaining and protesting. You have convinced me that you really want this. I’m going to make it the hell that you always talked about,” she said kissing my cheek. “It’s going to be just what you crave.”

I watched as Keri pulled a chair in front of me. She wrapped her hand around my dick and stroked it. I got hard. I got really hard. I could see down her blouse. She had soft, nicely tanned breasts and her hands…

“This is going to hurt a bit,” Keri said as she poked a tube down my urethra.

“What the fuck?” I screamed mentally as this long tube was forced up my cock.

She shoved it in until just a small end with a valve was sticking out, then she wrapped a small ring around my balls and threaded a lock through it and the end of the tube. 

“There, all done,” she said as she snapped the lock shut.

I don’t know if it was the tube or the fact that I had already had to go but the pressure was fierce. My body was telling me I really had to go

“M…Miss Joyce,” I stammered, “I really have to pee.”

“Tomorrow, Charles,” my wife said.

“Tomorrow? Oh god noooooooooo, pleazzzzzzzzzzzze, Miss Joyce, I’ll die.”

“No you won’t, Charles, you will just think you are going to,” she chuckled. “The tube has a locking valve that I will open tomorrow if you have been good. Do you remember when you asked me to do this, Charles?”

“Joyce, I love you. Please don’t do this.”

She came over and released me from the wall and I fell in a heap. Keri was sitting in the chair with her dress hiked up. Her panties were missing and I could see how wet she was.

“Charles, you need to thank my friend for making one of your fantasies come true.”

I looked at my wife. Her eyes were coals of pleasure. I looked at Keri and her triangle beckoned. I inched toward her cunt but my mind was focused on only one thing. I needed to pee, god I needed to pee!

No Laughing Matter

“They told me about you.”

I looked up from my drink seeing a stunning girl in her early twenties standing next to me. From the way she was dressed she was clearly a Domme and something immediately sparked inside me. I liked this one. I really hoped this one worked out.

“And you are?” I asked.

“I’m Tara,” she said.

I nodded and said, “I’m…”

“I know who you are,” she interrupted, “they told me about you.”

“And what did they tell you?” I asked pleasantly.

“That you were a sub, but no one can get past your shell. Is that true?”

“Which one?”

“Both,” she chuckled.

“The first one I’m not sure about,” I said. “The second one might be true. I’m confused because of the first one.”

“Are you looking for a top?”

“I don’t know. Are you looking for a bottom?”

“No.”

Score one point because up to now the conversation had been going down the predictable path they always did. I had too much ego to just fall at anyone’s feet and that was probably the root of my problem.

“No?” I asked.

“No,” she repeated sweetly, “I’m looking for a challenge.”

“Did they tell you I was a challenge?”

“Yes.”

It seemed to me we were back on predictable ground. I almost turned away but there was something cruel playing around her lips that kept my attention.

“And do you want a session with me to…”

“Break you.”

“You’re kidding,” I laughed.


“No.”

“And what happens after you break me?” I joked.

“You will be my full time slave,” she said so matter-of-factly that it took my breath away.

I tried to speak but the fire she had started in my gut was consuming me. I felt the tiniest beginnings of that helpless feeling that I craved. It was that sensation that drove home the awareness that deep inside me I was a sub.

“What’s the matter? Did I scare you?” she asked wryly. 

I ignored her question and asked, “What did you have in mind?”

“Give me one hour to do anything I want,” she said.

“One hour? That’s it? You think you can break me in one hour?” I asked shaking my head in exasperation.

“Yes,” she said but I detected a bit of unease and it caused the fire in my gut to die back a little.

“Okay, one hour,” I agreed, “but we should use a private room.”

“Why? Are you afraid of blubbering like a baby in front of the members?”

“No, Tara,” I said, “I’m afraid for you.”

“For me?” she asked perplexedly. 

“Yes, I…I might embarrass you. Uh…make you look weak.”

“In your dreams, boy,” she said smugly, “we’ll do it out here where you can be humiliated.”

“As you wish, Tara, but please remember I begged you not too.”

“Get your fucking clothes off and get over to the wall, asshole,” she snapped.

I stripped and stood by the wall. She cuffed me and raised the cuffs so I was on my toes. The tingle was back. She picked up a riding crop and started teasing me, rubbing it on my ass lightly and then trailing it up and down my back. She worked it around the front and used it to caress my dick. I got hard which was a good sign. It meant she had some believability. 

“I’m going to break you,” she whispered as she brought the crop down lightly on my ass. “You are going to beg to be my slave.”

“Shit!” I thought as my erection started to deflate, “where did she learn that script?”

“Beg me, slut!” she screamed in my ear bringing the whip down harder.

My erection was toast. I was moving back into my shell. Except for the crop grabbing my attention with its stinging bites I was gone. She must have sensed my reaction because she redoubled her efforts, slashing wildly at my ass and legs and screaming for me to submit as if by sheer volume alone she could convince me.

I tried to believe. I tried hard to at least let her have her dignity. I thought I could pretend and maybe beg a little but not submit and we’d go away friends. Then I couldn’t help it. I laughed. Not at her but at the absurdity of the whole scene. It was just too stupid. It devastated her. She stopped and burst into tears. I felt horrible. I had set her standing back as a Domme. I wanted to speak, to comfort her, but another woman had stepped up and was holding her.



“What’s going on, Tara?” the woman asked.

“Nothing, Carla, I…I…shit! I thought I was…oh, Carla,” she blubbered.

Carla looked at me and my testicles retracted. Fuck! Where had this one been when I had been wallowing in my self pity? That they were friends was obvious. That Carla might be the one to break me was... fuck!

“Tell me what the scene is,” Carla demanded.

“I can do anything I want for one hour,” Tara said.

“How long has it been?”

“I…I’ve only just started,” Tara sniffed. “We have forty minutes left.”

“Great!” Carla said. “Put this on him and cut him down.”

She passed something to Tara and walked away. Tara fumbled at my dick for a moment and then released my bonds and fled. I looked down. My dick was covered up with some high-tech device that didn’t allow me to touch it. 


“That’s not right,” I thought, “we had a deal. “Anything for one hour and then it’s done.”

I walked off in search of Tara and found her in the back room. She looked shaken and I cringed because I knew I had hurt her but this thing on my dick was not part of our agreement.

“Tara,” I said softly, “I’m sorry…I…uh…I tried to tell you. I didn’t want to…  Tara I’m sorry.”

“Okay, asshole. You proved your point. Just leave me alone.”

“Tara, uh, you put this thing on my dick and…”

“Just fucking leave me alone, you asshole,” she screamed.

“But…”

“Leave!”

I walked back into the other room and retrieved my clothes. Maybe if I found this Carla person she’d take this thing off my dick. I passed through every room as I worked my way out of the club but she wasn’t there. In the main room behind the bar I saw my friend Jerry who was the owner and a Dom.

“Hey, Jer,” I said, “how’s it going?”

“Hey, buddy. How has your night been?”

“Jerry, it’s been great! I’ve had a great time. I’m just looking for Carla.”

Jerry looked at me funny but kept polishing the glass he had in his hand.

“Why are you looking for her,” he asked quietly.

“We have a misunderstanding,” I said.

“Uh huh, what?”

“She had Tara put this thing on my dick and then she left. I can’t get it off,” I explained.

He stepped back from the bar. The look on his face was one of disgust. He shook his head and stepped forward again.

“Take your clothes off, slave!” he demanded.

“What?”

“You know that the rules of this club clearly state that slaves can not wear clothes in the club.”

“But, Jerry,” I protested, “I’m not a slave. There has just been a misunderstanding.”

“Now!”

“Jerry, please,” I begged.

“Slave,” he said picking up the cattle prod he kept behind the bar, “take your clothes off now or leave.”

I turned and walked quickly to the exit. I was baffled but it was clear that my status had changed. I sweet-talked Mika at reception into giving me Carla’s address. But she only did that because she didn’t yet know that I was a pariah.

***

I tried to get the damn chastity thing off my cock but it proved to be impossible. Hardened steel, high-tech locks, state-of-the-art this and that, it was a nightmare. 

I lasted a week before I finally knocked on Carla’s door just after breakfast.

“Oh, it’s you,” Carla said, “I kind of expected you sooner.”

“Carla…”

She shut the door. I thought over my options. I waited. She opened the door thirty minutes later.

“Yes?” 

“Miss Carla,” I said deferentially, “may I speak?”

“Fast learner, aren’t you?”

“Miss Carla, please,” I begged.

“Around the back,” she said and slammed the door.

I walked around the back. There were two signs. One said, ‘Clothes Here’ and the other ‘Kneel here’. I stripped and waited. I waited another thirty minutes.

“What?” she asked.

“Miss Carla, please. This thing on my dick I…”

“Lock your neck in the collar back there,” she said pointing behind me.

I looked back. There was a big yard with a dog run. A long chain from an eye-bolt in the cement wall ended with a steel collar. I fit it around my neck and locked it with the padlock hanging from it. 

“Now the shackles.”

I put on the set of shackles that were next to the dog house. There was a wide belt that fit my waist with short chains to the cuffs for my wrists and ankles. Standing upright was no longer an option. I would be crawling on all fours until these came off. I looked at her.

“Here,” she said, throwing me a key.

I unlocked the chastity device and my dick sprang to attention. My hand found it immediately.

“Throw me the key,” she demanded.

I threw her the key and went back to stroking my dick. She stood looking at me with an amused smile on her face but I didn’t care. I needed a spurt.

“Anytime you’re sick of living as my dog,” she said, “lock the device back on. I’ll check you from time to time. When I see it’s secure I’ll start the timer. Twenty-four hours later I’ll let you loose.”

“But, Miss Carla,” I whined, “this isn’t fair. I didn’t do anything to deserve this.”

“You did,” she said coldly. “You humiliated my friend, Tara.”

“But, Miss Carla, I warned her, I…”

I stopped talking because she had gone into the house and shut the door. I lost myself in my right hand.

When I finished getting off, I explored my world. If I put the damn chastity thingy back on right now I still would be spending the night and I wasn’t ready to lock myself up yet. I found that the chain reached the entire yard which was surrounded by a ten foot high concrete wall. In the corner of the yard was a shed which had a large cement pad and a hose bib with a short hose. On the wall were instructions. I was to use the pan to piss and shit in and the hose to wash it all away. I could use the hose to shower if I wanted. Clearly I was not the first poor bastard who had been kept here.

The dog house was just large enough for me to get in and be able to lie down. It had a thin mattress, ratty blanket and pillow. I lay down and my hand found my dick again. I thought about my situation and as angry as I was about being tricked something stirred in me and I shot in less than two minutes. I crawled back out and found the fucking cock device and stuffed it on my dick. I immediately regretted it as my dick found the combination of captivity and humiliation arousing. All I could do was lay down and wait.

***

It was three hours before Carla stuck her head out. She walked close enough to insure that the device was locked and then went back in the house. I slept in the grass until dusk when she brought out two bowls and put them down.

“This is your dinner,” she said. “I expect it to be gone when I come to pick the bowls up in one hour. If it isn’t I start the timing over.”

I looked in the bowls. One was water and the other was dry dog food. She couldn’t expect me to eat this, could she? I looked up to find her smiling.

“That’s what I feed my dogs,” she laughed.

I couldn’t do it. The humiliation was too great. I had to wait for her to leave before I began choking down that horrible meal. But then, my dick was pushing against the device so hard it was painful.

“Well,” I thought to myself, “I wanted believability and I sure got it!” 

She came out an hour later and took the bowls. It was fully dark by now and I was bored, so I crawled into the dog house and fell asleep.

***

I didn’t see Carla again until mid-morning. She came out of the house in just a flimsy robe and sat down in an easy chair on the porch.

“Here, boy,” she hollered.

I got up and crawled to the porch. She spread her legs and I could see her slice of heaven. I surmised what she wanted but I waited for her to ask.

“I need a lick, doggy,” she said sweetly. “Come here and make it nice for me.”

I knelt between her legs and got to work. Over the next hour she guided me through all of the places and things she liked. When she had enough she pushed me back and looked down at me.

“You would have made a nice slave for Tara,” she said. “It’s too bad you fucked that up.”

I looked up at her and wanted to set her straight but as she hadn’t seen fit to even slap me yet I didn’t want to provoke punishment. She must have sensed my annoyance.

“Okay, boy,” she said pleasantly, “I’ll give you five minutes to tell me your whiney version of poor-me-it-wasn’t-my-fault and then I never want to hear it again.”

I thought about that for a moment. I needed to tell her even if she didn’t understand. It wasn’t my fault but I didn’t need to whine to explain.

“It’s complicated, Miss Carla,” I started, “I’m not like a normal sub. I just can’t…I have to…”

I stopped. I couldn’t even sort this out in my own mind, how was I ever going to explain to a stranger. I changed tacks.

“When Miss Tara first walked up to me I felt it,” I explained. “She had that…that thing that pours out from every pore of a real Domme. That presence that you yourself carry around you without even being aware that you even have it. I was so attracted to Tara that I thought I would fall off my stool. Then she said all the right things and I wanted to believe. I wanted to fall at her feet. I wanted her to break me and make me hers.”

I had to stop and take a breath. My emotions were always screwed up any time I tried to sort this mess out. Somewhere deep inside this jumble had started early in my life and talking about it would only get a tip of the truth but…

“But when we got to the wall,” I continued, “it was like a game. It was like she had been taught a script of what to do and say. I know it works for most of those subbie males at the club, but it doesn’t for me. It makes me laugh. Not at her, but at the absurdity of it and myself for wanting it so badly. I usually let ‘would be Dommes’ who think they can top me disgrace themselves in the public room. I like shaming them. I didn’t want that for her. I begged her to have the session in a private room, not for me but for her. I didn’t want to humiliate her if I failed. I’m the one who’s fucked up and I’m sorry that it spilled over and hurt her.”

I couldn’t believe how hard it had been to say those words. I was worn out. Miss Carla looked at me for the longest time with the softest expression I had ever seen on her face. She seemed to be deep inside herself thinking about something as if I—and indeed the whole world—didn’t exist. She stirred and stood up.

“I have to say, dog,” she said softly, “that you surprised me. I expected whining or ranting and I definitely expected an ‘it’s not fair’. Instead you gave me…  Well, thank you for being so…open.”

I nodded and waited. I suppose that I hoped she’d take off the belt but she didn’t. She handed me the keys to the collar and shackles and walked to her back door.

Turning to me at the door she said, “Next time you want release it’s the same. Kneel and wait.”

With that she went inside and I was free to go. Well, I wasn’t really free because I’d have to come back unless I wanted to live as a monk and I could go but not to the club unless I was willing to strip, which I wasn’t. I dressed and drove home.

***

I made it ten days the next time, but I was miserable. I missed sex and I missed being able to go to the club. I didn’t realize what a big part of my life that club had become but I had too much pride to be willing to crawl in there as a slave. I stripped and knelt on the spot and waited for my captor. I waited on that spot for three hours before she finally came out.

She walked over to the chair, sat down and motioned me in. I spent an hour in her heaven. I had learned from the first time and made it great. Or at least I think that’s what all that ‘oh my god’, ‘Jesus’, and ‘don’t stop’ was all about. When she finally pushed me away this time it was a while before she came back to earth.


“Jesus, that was good,” she purred. “I wish I could keep you forever.”

I was sure she did and right now I didn’t see anything stopping her.

“I don’t have your key anymore,” she said. “I gave it to Tara.”

“But, Miss Carla…”

“But, Miss Carla,” she mimicked. “You stupid little shit I did you a favor.”

“A favor, Miss?”

“Yes,” she said, “you have a chance now to redeem yourself. If I hadn’t done that you would have been my dog until I got bored and sold you.”

“Miss Carla, I don’t understand,” I said.

“Of course, you don’t.”

That made me angry. I had an ego that I could suppress, but to imply that I was stupid was picking at a scab that even I couldn’t leave alone.

“Zip it, asshole!” she demanded before I could open my mouth.

I ‘zipped’ it and waited for the almighty to speak. She surprised me.

“I could have kept you,” she said gently. “I wanted to keep you. But, you touched something when you told me what happened. So I gave the key to Tara. It’s her you have to make peace with.”

This was moving way too fast for me. I had gone from a single free male to a fucking dog and then to dog meat in two weeks. Tara had to hate me. She was never going to let me have my dick back. I was toast but I had to ask.

“Miss Carla, what should I do?”

“If I were you,” she said, “I would go to the club on Saturday and put myself at her feet and beg.”

I had never been good at begging. That’s what got me in this mess in the first place but she was right. If I wanted any time out of this thing I would have to beg. It was three days until Saturday. I suffered.

***

On Saturday I got to the club and sat in the parking lot for two hours until I saw Tara go in. She seemed to be alone. I followed her into the club but lost her when I had to stop and disrobe in the changing room. Slaves were not allowed to walk upright so I crawled into the club. As I passed the bar Jerry glanced down at me. A flicker of disgust crossed his face and he looked away. I didn’t exist as a human for him anymore. I crawled around for fifteen minutes before I spotted Tara talking with two other Dommes. I crawled over and started kissing her feet. She ignored me.

She let me slobber all over her feet for five minutes before she and her two friends just walked away. I was panicked. Surely she would at least let me talk! I crawled after them. They stopped in the bar and sat in a booth. I crawled under it and resumed my groveling. She made me wait an hour before she used her crop under my chin to bring my eyes to hers.

“Did you have something you wanted, slave?” she asked.

“Please, Miss Tara, may I have the key to…”

“No!” she interrupted.

“But, Miss Tara…”

“No, I’m not going to just give it to you, but you can earn it.”

“How, Miss Tara.”

“Give me an hour on the wall,” she said with an evil smile.

“Shit,” I thought, “we’ve come full circle on this one.”

I feared embarrassing her again. I had to ask.

“Can we do it in a private room please, Miss Tara?” I asked.

“Why? Are you afraid of blubbering like a baby in front of the members?”

“Miss Tara, I told you why the last time.”

“Because you’re afraid for me?” she scoffed. “I’d worry about myself if I were you. When you get off that wall it will be as my full time slave.”

That started a fire. I wanted to believe. Hell I wanted to be this woman’s slave, but…

“And if you don’t make me beg to be your slave, Miss Tara?” I asked softly.

“Then I’ll use this,” she said showing me the key around her neck, “and set you free.”

Once I walked to the wall, I waited while she cuffed me and pulled me to my toes. She didn’t speak this time. She took a schoolboy cane and began thrashing my ass. I tried not to cry out, but she wasn’t just pretending. She meant to hurt me and I finally started begging for her to stop. She did.

“That was sixteen strokes before you begged, slave-boy,” she whispered. “That makes your total punishment this time and any time I whip you in the future thirty-two strokes.”

I shook my head in disbelief. I must have been severely bruised, perhaps even bleeding, and she was going to give me sixteen more? I gritted my teeth but by the third stroke I was screaming and by the last one I was sobbing.

“Thank god it was over,” I thought.

“Now,” she said, “I’m going to let you beg me to be my slave and if you don’t I’m going to punish you again.”

“Miss Tara,” I said, “that’s not fair. I…”

The rest of my sentence was swallowed up in screaming. This time she didn’t stop until she had given me the entire thirty-two cuts. I might have passed out by the end, but then her mouth was at my ear.

“Want to try again?” she purred.

I looked at her, but I wasn’t there yet. If I gave in now I’d never know just how far she would go. There would always be doubt in and it would tear us apart eventually. 

“I can’t,” I choked out.

She didn’t even hesitate. She slashed that fucking cane on my ass for thirty-two more and I wanted to die. My ass felt like I had fallen in a bonfire. But then, those lips found my ear again.

“Now?” she asked sweetly.

I hated myself. I wanted to give in but my ego wouldn’t let me. If something didn’t tip inside me soon I would be scarred for life. I wanted to say yes. I opened my mouth to say yes, but…it wouldn’t come out.

“No,” I croaked.

She must have sensed that beating me alone wasn’t going to break me so, instead of caning me more, she leaned in and asked, “What’s your biggest fear?”

I knew what she meant. She wasn’t talking about day-to-day life. She was asking what scared me the most sexually. I don’t know why but I told her the truth.

“Being forced to suck a guy’s dick,” I said.

“I thought so,” she laughed. “Here’s the deal. After I finish with your ass this time you get one last chance and then I’m bringing any guy who wants to over here and let them fuck you wherever they want.”

I shuddered but not for long as the rain of blows had me jumping around like I was a marionette on a string. I did pass out this time and when I came to it was to her evil grin.

“Are you ready to give me an answer?”

“Miss Tara, please forgive me. I want so badly to be your slave but...”

“I see now what they meant. You are way beyond just a challenge. It doesn’t matter because I plan to keep upping the ante until you give in.”

She walked over to the nearest table and talked to the three men sitting there. They glanced over at me and back to her. Then all three nodded, got up and walked over. Tara released the chain holding me up and I fell to my knees.

“Who wants to be first?” she asked and a fat balding slob of a man stepped forward and unzipped his pants. 

I looked at his dick as he pulled it out—I could smell him from here. Something curled up inside me and I could even feel the bile rising in my throat. This couldn’t be happening. She surely was just teasing me. I looked up at her.

“I’m going to let them butt fuck you also until you give in,” she said pleasantly.

Something tipped over inside me. The look on her face was one of boredom. She planned to humiliate and degrade and beat me until I caved. She didn’t care how much she hurt me. I believed her.

“Ple…,please, Miss Tara…please take me as your slave,” I suddenly found myself begging.

“Maybe,” she chuckled, “right after this man gets his blow job.”

“Oh, god, please no, Miss Tara, please don’t make me…”

The man stepped in front of me and put his dick inches from my mouth. I wanted to die. I had agreed to be her slave. How could she do this?

“Are you my slave?”

“Yes, Miss Tara.”

“Forever?”

“Yes, Miss Tara.”

“Unconditionally?”

“Ye...yes, Miss Tara.”

“Good, open your mouth,” she demanded.

I looked into her eyes. They were so cold they scared me. I’m sure she could see the fear and disgust in mine. I opened my mouth and watched the transformation creep into her face. Satisfaction and happiness.

“Stop!” she shouted, pulling the fat guy back. “The show is over.”

She uncuffed me from the wall and led me to a booth where she sat and I kneeled by her side. I was shell-shocked but happy.

“I’m glad you stopped when you did,” she said matter-of-factly, “I would have never let you kiss me if you had sucked his dick.”

I looked up in wonder but didn’t dare speak. Kiss her? She smiled and my heart felt like it was going to burst. She prodded my crotch.

“This is mine too now, isn’t it?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss Tara.”

“Maybe I’ll let you use it sometimes,” she said wryly. “With me on top, of course.”

You Lost, Didn’t You?

“You lost, didn’t you, Chad?”

“Yes, Amber, I did.”

“You didn’t think I could beat you, did you?”

No, I hadn’t thought she could beat me or I would never have bet so foolishly. I had been roommates with hot foxy Amber for almost a year and for almost a year I had been trying to get in her pants without success. We were both members of the same club that catered to alternative lifestyles, which is how I came to move in with her. We were both Tops, but I was sure that if I could have her under my thumb for a week I could bring out the slave girl I was convinced was lurking inside. 

Then I found what I was certain was a sure thing. I had been so positive that I would win I had insisted on a punitive bet. I had been so wrapped up in salivating about having her at my beck and call, my slave for a week or more, that it had shocked me to my core when she won. Even now the implications hadn’t completely sunken in.

“No, Amber, I didn’t,” I finally answered.

“So, are you going to honor the terms?”

“Amber I…”

“Is that a no, Chad?”

“I…”

“Because if it is I want to remind you how our circle of friends is going to react to you backing out.”

“But, Amber…”

“After all, Chad, it was you who insisted on telling everyone, wasn’t it?”

She was right. I did insist because I had been certain that I was going to win and I wanted to make sure that she couldn’t back out. The group we ran with took something like this very seriously. There was no faster way to becoming an invisible person than to welsh on a bet, especially one with servitude involved. If I didn’t serve as her salivating slave-boy for a week I would never be able to go into our fetish club again much less get a crack at some girl who might want to be my slave. I was fucked but my mind wouldn’t leave it alone. I wasn’t some wimpy sub and the thought of having to act like one for a week was disgusting.

“Amber, can we talk about this?” I asked.

“What is there to talk about, Chad?”

“I’m sorry I made the bet like I did,” I said. “I thought…what I mean is that the idea of you serving as slave girl just made sense to me because I think you have these tendencies and…”

“Tendencies?” she said incredulously. “You think I have submissive tendencies?”

“Yes, I do.”

“And you don’t?” she snapped.

“No, of course not,” I said indignantly.

“I guess we’ll see, won’t we, Chad?” she said.

“Amber, can’t we change the…uh…”

“No, we can’t,” she said flatly.

“But…”

“Let me ask you something, Chad. Would you have forced me to be your little slave-girl for a week if you had won?”

“Well, of course,” I answered, “but that’s because…”

“Because you’re an arrogant asshole who thinks because I’m laid back that I must not be the hard-assed Domme that I really am.”

“Look, Amber…”

“Look, asshole,” she interrupted, “I’m going to sit down on the couch and in two minutes I’m going to lift my legs. When I put them down they had better be resting on your naked back or my next act will be to call the club and start the process of turning you into a non-entity.”

“Amber, please. I’ll do anything, please.”

“Yes you will.”

“What?”

“Chad, the two minutes start now,” she said sitting down on the couch.

I walked into my bedroom and spent the first thirty seconds trying to figure a way out of the box I had put myself into. There wasn’t one and I knew it but my mind raged on. Finally, I reluctantly pulled my clothes off, but I still couldn’t bring myself to debase myself in front of her. 

I peeked out the door. She was sitting on the couch reading a magazine. With only twenty seconds left in the two minute window she reached out and picked up her cell phone. With ten seconds left she lifted her legs. I dropped to my hands and knees and managed to get under her legs just as they came down.

“Good choice, Chad.”

I hated it. This was pure bullshit. I had lived with her for a year and I’d never even seen one of her breasts, and yet here I was naked with her legs resting on my back. She put her cell phone down, picked up her magazine and resumed reading. For the next hour I played footstool while she read and ignored me.

I tried to keep my mind in neutral but little things kept interfering. Some of them were subtle like the hint of her perfume that wafted in and out of my awareness from time to time or the flash of her panties in my peripheral vision as she shifted her legs. Others were more direct like her damn foot that caressed my ass lightly and her provoking habit of leaning down and brushing her lips on my cheek when she had something to say. All of them were arousing. All of them got me excited and my penis was giving it away. She noticed.

“It seems like little Chad boy likes being a footstool,” Amber gushed, running her hands between my legs and discovering my raging erection. “A lot.”

I wiggled and tried to keep my penis away from her but it just wound her up. She got her hand wrapped around my member and began to squeeze it. I couldn’t help myself. I started fucking her hand.

“Just like a little doggy, aren’t we, Chad?” she teased.

I didn’t care how degrading she was making it for me I needed to spurt. I increased my hip motion. I could feel it starting. Oh my…

“No pleasure for you, Chad,” she said removing her hand and ruining what had promised to be a great one.

“Amber, please,” I begged, moving my right hand to my dick to finish what she had started.

“Remove your hand,” she ordered grabbing my balls and squeezing to make sure I obeyed.

I whimpered and let go of my cock. She kept squeezing.

“You can’t leave that little thing alone, can you?”

“I don’t know what you mean,” I said.

“I hear you every night, Chad, sometimes three and four times,” she laughed. 

“Shit! You could hear me?”

“All that grunting and groaning you do is pretty disgusting actually,” she said, “but you won’t be doing any of that for a while.”

“What do you mean?” I asked, frightened by this turn of conversation.

“I don’t allow my slaves to masturbate, Chad,” she said. “You know that.”

I didn’t really know that but I had suspected it. The few times she had let one of her fawning minions stay over I could feel the frustration oozing out of every pore and the sounds that came from her room after they had retired didn’t ever contain any masculine cries of delight. 

“In fact, I very seldom allow them any relief at all,” she continued, “and then only accompanied with humiliation, like sucking or fucking each other.”

I shuddered at that one. Then I shuddered again when I realized that the bitch intended to keep me horny and unfulfilled all week.

“Amber,” I said as calmly as I could, “I’m not one of your slaves who gets off on not being able to have orgasms. You can’t keep me frustrated all week.”

“I can,” she said smugly.

“Amber,” I wailed.

“But I probably won’t if you’re obedient,” she added.

“Thank you,” I said sincerely.

“Oh, I wouldn’t thank me just yet,” she giggled, “because if I do let you have a spurt it will be under the same terms I let all of my boys go.”

“You mean I will have to suck some guy’s dick?” I asked appalled.


“Oh, no,” she chuckled, “that goes without saying. All of my slaves suck dick and you won’t be any different. I meant your relief will be humiliating.”

“Amber, I…”

“Enough talking,” she interrupted, “all of this has me worked up so, lucky you, after all of this time of living with me you are finally going to see my pussy…up close and personal.”

She skinned her panties off, spread her legs and used my hair to pull my face into her cunt. My mouth reacted involuntarily. Hours spent between an old girlfriend’s legs who particularly liked oral sex had trained me well. I made her scream.

“Wow!” she gushed an hour later. “Who knew? I feel like I’ve wasted a year thinking you were a worthless asshole. We should have done this ages ago.”

I blushed at the compliment. My dick had remained engorged the entire hour. I hoped if she was that mellow that she might take pity.

“Amber?”

“Yes?”

“I know that you don’t allow your slaves to…uh…you know, but I was wondering if I could...um…”

She snapped out of her indolent mood and sat up straight looking at me. I didn’t like the hardness that was radiating from her eyes.

“That would be a no, Chad,” she said coldly. “Did you think you deserved some reward for what you just did?”

“Well, I thought that…”

“Crawl over to the refrigerator,” she snapped.

Within minutes she had cuffed me to the refrigerator handle, placed a stew pot on the floor in front of me and had gone off to bed. Her parting words had something to do with taking care of my little problem in the morning and making sure that if I had to piss during the night that it all went into the pot. I spent a miserable night hanging from the handle.

***

She swept into the kitchen late in the morning wearing nothing. I guess now that I was just her slave she didn’t feel the need to conceal her charms. She pushed me out of the way to get into the refrigerator for an English muffin, but didn’t bother to speak to me. I watched her eat and read the paper and then I hung there while she showered and dressed. On her way out she reached down and fondled my prick.

“Have to run out right now and hook up with my guy who can take care of this thing for me so I don’t have to keep you cuffed all the time.”

“Amber, what are you talking about?” I demanded. “This…situation is only for a week. Surely we can work something out.”

“Is that what you think, Chad?”

“Look, Amber, I don’t like not being able to touch myself for a week but I can be trusted if I give my word.”

“No, Chad,” she laughed, “I meant, do you think this is only for a week?”

“Huh?”

“Because, of course, you’re right,” she said, “if we are only talking a week then I could just keep you cuffed, but I’m thinking that you are going to want to make this permanent and I just don’t ever let my slaves have an unfettered dick.”

“Amber,” I said, really frightened now, “this has gone far enough. If you let me go right now I won’t report you to the group.”

“Hold that thought, Chad,” she tittered and breezed out of the house.

***

It was several hours later when she returned. I must have drifted off because I didn’t know she was back until I heard her talking to someone standing behind me.

“Is where he is good enough for you to work on his thingy or do I have to move him?” she asked.

“Nah, I can do it here,” I heard a male voice say.

I whipped my head around and Amber was standing behind me. Next to her was a burly, biker type complete with beard, tattoos and beer belly. He wasn’t looking at me but at my crotch and he had a tool box open on the floor with some nasty looking stuff in it.

“Amber,” I pleaded, “please don’t do this. I promise I will do whatever you want.”

“So, you’ll agree to be my slave for the rest of your life?” 

“Amber!”

“Is that a no, Chad?”

“Of course, that’s a no.”

“Ring him, Bert,” she said to the fat slob standing behind me.

“Amber, you can’t!” I shouted.

“Oh, yes I can, Chad,” she laughed. “How do you plan to stop me?”

“I can’t, but it’s not right,” I said hoping to appeal to her sense of fair play.

“It’s not right?” 

“No.”

“So,” she reflected, “if you had won you would have treated me fairly? You wouldn’t have tried to break me and turn me into your mindless servant for life?”

“But…”

“But that’s different because really I’m a sub and deep down that’s what I want?” she chortled.

“You are, Amber, and if I had won you would have seen that you are.”

“Actually, Chad, I’m convinced that deep down you are the sub and since I’ve won I’m going to let you find that out.”

“It won’t work, Amber, because you can’t turn a macho guy like me into a sub just because you want to.”

“Can’t I?” she asked.

“No, Amber, it doesn’t work like that.”

“Really?” she said sweetly. “So, would you like to make another bet?”

“Another bet?”

“Yeah.”


“What do I get if I win?” I asked.

“I let you go at the end of the week,” she said smugly.

“I get that anyway,” I pointed out.

“And you can have me as your slave,” she added.

“Okay,” I said, “but, what’s the bet?”

“That I can get you to beg me to take you on as my full time slave before the week is up,” she said.

“Aren’t you going to try that anyway?” I asked mildly.

“Of course.”

“You know it won’t be binding if you do, so how is there any bet involved?”

“If I make you beg me in three days or less you agree to sign a contract and truly become my slave,” she said. “If it takes longer than three days your begging doesn’t count and I have to serve as your slave for a week. If it takes longer than five days it still doesn’t count and I have to serve you for a year and if you make it the whole week I’ll be your slave for life.”

I thought about it. If I didn’t agree she could perhaps make me beg but I would be released by the end of the week. I didn’t think she could break me down in just a week and the upside was I only really had to last three days before I was home free. The thought of having that nubile body at my beck and call was more than I could stand.

“I agree,” I said.

“Bert,” she said, “you are witness to our contract. Now, ring him!”

“Wait, Amber, I thought we…”

“Chad, I’ve explained to you that none of my slaves walk around with their dicks swinging free and you are no exception. At least for the next week you are my slave and will be treated like one.”

Fat boy reached between my legs and pulled my penis back toward him. He stuck the end of it into a large piercing tool and closed the handles. The pain that hit my dick caused me to start screaming and eventually pass out. I woke up to a burning sensation. My dick and balls felt like they were on fire. I looked back to see that he was just finishing soldering a guiche ring in place under my balls. The end of my dick had a huge Prince Albert ring that had also been soldered.

“Amber, that’s not fair,” I sputtered. “Those are permanent.”

“So?”

“How do I get them off when the week is up?”

“I don’t see that as a problem because when the week is up you will still be my slave,” she said sweetly.

“And if I’m not?” I asked angrily.

“I imagine that it will give you something to take out on my ass, won’t it?” she laughed.

Bert finished his job by snapping a padlock joining the two rings, effectively pointing my penis permanently downward toward my balls. He handed the key to Amber and stood up.

“I’m finished, Miss,” Bert said.

“You always do such a nice job, Bert,” she praised. “Would you like your usual tip?”

He nodded enthusiastically. Amber took a short lead and attached it to my new PA ring leading it up my asscheeks. Then she uncuffed me and pulled on the lead causing me to squeal and try and raise my ass up to relieve the pressure. It forced my face right into Bert’s crotch. I could feel his hardening erection through his jeans.

“Time for your first cocksucking lesson, Chad,” Amber said gaily using the lead to keep my face pressed hard into him.

Bert pulled out his average sized dick and shoved it in my mouth. Average or not I’d never had one in my mouth before and it made me gag. I was having trouble breathing and felt like I wanted to vomit.

“Relax your throat, Chad,” Amber said as Bert held my head and pumped him member in and out of my mouth. 

Thankfully Bert didn’t last long before his dick erupted into my mouth. I tried to spit it out but Amber held the back of my head with one hand and pinched my nose with the other. I swallowed his slime.

“Not bad for your first time, Chad,” Amber purred, “but you’ll get much better by week’s end.”

If she thought that forcing me to suck dick was going to break me, she was sadly mistaken. That entire scene did nothing except harden my heart about how she would get treated when I was in charge.

After Bert left she sat on the couch and motioned for me to crouch at her feet. I assumed that she was looking for my tongue again so I started working my way in between her legs.

“Just a minute, Chad,” she giggled. “I have a proposition for you before you get to the good stuff.”

I sat back and looked at her expectantly.

“Because we’ve been roommates so long and sort of friends I want to give you one chance to beg me before I really start breaking you,” she said showing me a standard slave contract and placing it on the coffee table. “If you beg now I will make your life as my slave an easy one compared to how I normally treat my slaves.”

“Easy?” I asked, curious as to what she thought was an easy life for a slave.

“Yes.”

“Give me a ‘for instance’,” I said.

“Okay, for instance I won’t make you debase yourself once a month by fucking one of the other slaves to get your rocks off. I’ll give you an hour…no, thirty minutes alone with your hand once a week.”

“Whoopee,” I said sarcastically.

“That was a very generous offer, Chad,” she said pouting a bit. “You don’t have to be so fucking mean!”

“I decline, Amber.”

“Fuck you then, Chad,” she said angrily. “When, and that’s a big when now, I let you squirt you will only get to fuck my fat sixty year old slave I call pig-boy and then, after you’ve shot your slimy seed into his ass, you will lick it out.”

“Jesus,” I thought, “I’d better be able to hold out against whatever she planned to throw at me because if I lose my life is going to be hell.”

“Now for your surprise,” she said.

“My surprise?”

“Yes, do you remember Susan?”

“Who?” I asked but the knot had formed in my gut.

“You don’t remember Susan?” Amber laughed.

“Um…I’m not sure…”

“The girl you met at the club about six months ago who wanted to explore her sub side. The one who you talked into being your slave for a week?” she asked pointedly.

“But she wanted…”

“To be raped and tortured and used like an animal?”

“No, I mean she wanted to know what it was like to submit and I…”

“Didn’t stop when she made it clear that it wasn’t doing it for her?”

“She needed…”

“To understand that she was really a sub?”

“I…”

“Like I am, Chad?” Amber tittered.

“Amber…”

“Yes, Chad?”

“What about Susan?” I asked.

“She’s going to help me convince you that you want to live out the rest of your life as my…”

“Amber, please, for god’s sake, you can’t,” I blubbered.

“Of course I can, Chad.”

“Amber, she…”

“Will do the same things you did to her?”

“No,” I whispered. “Amber, you don’t understand. It’s worse than that. Please… not Susan.”

“Are you begging, Chad?” Amber asked happily.

“Amber, she threatened me,” I explained.

“She did?”

“Yes, she said that if she ever…” my voice tailed off. I took a deep breath and tried again. “Amber, she told me that if I ever found myself as a sub to her she would…” 

I recalled the horror of that dreadful night when Susan intercepted me in the street with three guys to hold me down as she made her nasty threats. It all came rushing back now and I couldn’t continue. The things Susan described she would do to me gave me nightmares for months afterward. Her cold matter-of-fact delivery had left no doubt in my mind that she would do them given the chance.

“You do have a choice, Chad,” Amber said quietly.

“Huh?”

“You can beg to sign the contract as my unconditional slave right now before she gets here.”

“She’s coming here?” I squeaked.

“Yes.”

“But, Amber, I’m a Dom. I don’t want to be your sub,” I protested.

“So, take your chances,” she said. “After all it’s only a week.”

I wouldn’t be a whole person by the end of a week with Susan, and Amber knew that. I was paralyzed into indecision until the doorbell rang. Amber pressed the speaker button.

“Who is it?” she asked.

“Hi, Amber, it’s me, Susan.”

“Come on up, Susan,” Amber said pushing the door buzzer.

“Amber, please, can’t we…”

“Negotiate?” she laughed. “I don’t think so.”

“What about my…relief?” I asked.

“I’m willing to write in a guarantee of once a month with my pig-boy if you sign it before she gets up here. Otherwise all bets are off.”

I snatched the contract from the coffee table, wrote in the relief terms, signed it and handed it to her. She looked it over with a self-satisfied smile.

“See, Chad,” she giggled, “wasn’t that easy?”

I hung my head wondering how my life had turned into such shit so fast. The door opened behind me and I felt the cold aura of Susan envelope me. My balls retracted.


“Did he sign?” Susan asked.

“Of course.”

“Thank you, Amber,” Susan said taking the contract from her and putting it in her purse.

“Wait…wait…what?” I blurted.

“I sold you,” Amber smiled.

“You can’t,” I wailed.

“Of course, I can, Chad,” Amber chuckled. “You know that.”

“But I thought…”

“That I wanted you?”

I nodded.

“No, I was just helping Susan out. She has some… issues that she needs to work through,” Amber said.

“But the contract…”

“It’s a standard contract, Chad. Whoever has possession of it owns you.”

“But it’s not standard, it…”

“Oh yes, your relief,” Amber said.

I wasn’t talking about that, I had just been clutching at straws as to why it shouldn’t be transferred to someone else. I nodded, hoping that made a difference.

“Susan,” Amber said. “I let him put a paragraph into the document that guarantees him the right to fuck my pig-boy once a month.”

Susan pulled the contract out of her purse and read it over. She looked up and smiled.

“So, one month from today I have to bring him around and let him poke that puny excuse of a dick into your slave?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“I can do that,” Amber purred. “If his dick still works by then.”

A Different Kind Of Home Based Business

“Mike, I’m meeting Evan at his house tonight and I’d like you to go with me.”

“You have a meeting with your ex-husband?” I asked, surprised.

“Uh-huh.”

“And you want me to go along?”

“Uh-huh.”

“Why, Sharon?”

“Why what, Mike? Why am I meeting with him or why do I want you along?” she asked.

“Actually both, Sharon,” I said. “I thought he hated you and I know he hates me.”

“What do you expect, Mike? You were his best friend before you took me away from him.”

“Then why would you want to meet with him?” I asked perplexedly.

“He wants me to see his new home based business,” she explained. “He says it’s something that I might be interested in.”

“Another one of his get-rich-quick schemes?” I scoffed.

“Maybe, but he says he’s already making a lot of money doing it.”


“And he wants you to invest?” I said sarcastically.

“No, he promised he wasn’t angling for money.”

“What then?”

“I think he expects me to buy whatever he’s selling.”

“What? That doesn’t make any sense, Sharon. Why would he need you to go to his house? Why couldn’t he just tell you or e-mail you?”

“Something about a real live demonstration,” she said.

“And you want me along for protection?” I asked smugly.

“Uh…no, that didn’t cross my mind at all. Actually, he asked me to bring you,” she laughed.

“He asked you to bring me?”

“Yes.”

“Then he just wants to gloat about something, like a new girlfriend with a Hoover for a mouth.”

“A Hoover? What the fuck does that mean?” she said angrily.

“Back before you left him he always bragged about how well he had taught you to suck cock,” I said.

“And you believed him?” she asked coldly.

“Well…I…uh…”

“So you two guys sat around drinking beer and swapping lies about how good your women were with their mouths?” 

“It wasn’t like that, Sharon. He just always boasted about how well he had trained you to suck and I…”

“You know better now, don’t you, buddy-boy?”

“It was just talk, honey, I didn’t…”

“How good am I, Mike?” 

“Sharon, please,” I begged.

“How good?” she insisted.

“I…I don’t know,” I admitted.

“And why is that, Mikey?” 

“Because you don’t suck dick,” I choked out.

“Damn right I don’t and I didn’t with him either,” she said angrily.

“Sharon, I’m sorry. I didn’t mean anything by it. It was just guys talking,” I said placatingly.

“Even so that’s the first thing that came to mind when I said he wanted you to come with me,” she fumed.

“Sharon, I’m sorry. Can we just drop it, please?”

She dropped it, but I could feel the heat wafting off of her all afternoon. I wasn’t looking forward to visiting Evan later because I was sure that he had some reason for inviting me that was going to give him an opportunity to shine at my expense.

***

At eight that evening I was sitting in Evan’s living room drinking a glass of red wine and looking around for what the hell he had invited us there for. Sharon was on the couch. I had expected a visual promotional display of some kind, or piles of products on the table, or rafts of books or something. I didn’t see any evidence of a new business and assumed that it was just another of his schemes that was all talk and no substance.

“So, Evan,” my wife said, “what’s the new venture?”

“Well, Sharon,” Evan said pleasantly, “I know you aren’t going to believe this but I get paid to teach people how to suck dick.”

“Oh for god’s sake,” my wife said, standing up to leave. “You got us all the way over here for one of your infantile fantasies?”

“Sharon, sit down!” he said forcefully.

The force of his will caused her to sit, but she was mad. I stood up, moved over next to her and sat down.

“Look, Evan,” I said, “I don’t know what you’re playing at, but I already know that all that bullshit about how you ‘trained’ Sharon to suck your dick is a fabrication.”

“What?” 

“You heard me, dipshit,” I said. “I know that she never sucked your cock.”

“Sharon,” he said perplexed, “are you telling me that you’ve made him believe that you never…”

“God damn it, Evan, you’re a fucking asshole,” she snapped.

I was poleaxed. She never sucked my dick and I had believed her when she told me that she hadn’t sucked his either. I had been sure but the proof was ricocheting off the walls around me. 

“I’m sorry, Sharon,” he apologized, “I had no idea. I just naturally assumed that…”

I didn’t hear the end of his sentence because I had this roaring in my ears that drowned out everything around me. When it went away I found the two of them looking at me expectantly.

“So,” Evan said, “do you want to see what I do or not?”

“Why don’t you tell me first,” I said.

“Well, Mike, I train unwilling husbands whose wives want them to be able to suck cock as a life skill so that they are experts,” he said smugly.

“You are so full of shit, Evan,” I laughed. “Why would a woman want her man to be able to suck dick in the first place and why would any guy in his right mind want to learn?”

“You know how they say a picture is worth a thousand words?” he smiled. “Why don’t I just show you?”

Evan opened the hall closet and a naked man crawled out. He wasn’t actually completely naked as he was wearing wrist and ankle cuffs, a thick collar and a chastity belt. The cuffs and collar were joined by short lengths of chains that made it impossible for him to do anything but crawl. A long piece of chain snaked from his collar back to the closet indicating that he was limited as to how far he could crawl.

“This is Robert,” Evan introduced us.

“My god, that’s Gwen’s husband,” I thought. 

Robert kept his head down. He looked completely broken. I shuddered to think of how he could have ended up like this.

“Robert is my latest trainee,” Evan bragged. “He has done very well. Gwen comes tomorrow to take him home.”

“Hello, Robert,” my wife said brightly as if this were a normal meeting and she might be inviting him to join us for a drink. 

“He knows better than to talk,” Evan laughed, “even when the collar is turned off.”

“Why is he doing this?” I asked.

“He begged me to train him,” Evan replied.

“He what?” I said disbelievingly.

“I don’t take anyone on for training unless they kneel naked at my feet and beg me to teach them to suck cock.”

“What do you think, Mikey?” my wife asked teasingly. “Would you like to ask Evan to train you?”

“Are you out of your fucking mind?” I snapped, looking at her in horror. “Why would I want to do that?”

“For me,” she purred snuggling into me, “in case I want to get a boyfriend.”

“What?”

She ignored my outburst and turned to Evan and asked, “Can you give us a demonstration?”

“Robert!” Evan said, snapping his fingers and pointing to my crotch.

Laden down as he was with all of the chains it was impressive how fast he got to me, fished my dick out and had his lips around it. I tried to push him away, but it was like pushing an anvil and Sharon was distracting me by kissing me and fondling my balls. The combination and the fact that I hadn’t had a blow job since I married her worked its magic. I gave myself over to pleasure. As soon as I stopped fighting, Sharon moved away from me and turned her attention to Evan. 

“So how much do you charge, Evan?” I heard her ask through my sexual fog.

“I normally get ten thousand dollars for the full course,” he said, “but for you, Sharon, I’d be willing to train him for free.”

“For free?” she laughed, “and why is that, Evan?”

“I…”

“You haven’t gotten over me, have you, Evan?”

“No, I haven’t,” he said, “and I really haven’t gotten over my best friend stabbing me in the back like he did.”

“So, if I want him trained what do I need to do?” she asked.

“I went over that,” Evan said. “He needs to beg.”

“He’s not going to do that,” she complained. “Can’t you just like force him or something?” 

“No. He has to ask,” he said firmly.

Sharon turned to me. I could see the wheels spinning. Harold had finished draining me and was waiting for further instruction. I put my dick away and zipped up. Sharon cocked her head toward Evan and smiled at me.

“Ask him for me, won’t you, Mike?” she asked sweetly as if she were asking me to get her coat or something.

I shook my head in disbelief. I looked at Evan and back at her. Some dynamic that I didn’t understand was happening and somehow both of them looked at me eagerly as if I were going to do as she asked. I stood up and walked to the door.

“I’ll be in the car,” I said to my wife.

***

She wouldn’t let me touch her after that. Anytime I tried to get something started she would look at me sweetly and tell me that she would make love to me as soon as Evan said I was a graduate of his course. Her withholding sex was driving me crazy so I started masturbating when she wasn’t around. It wasn’t the same but at least it was something and it took the edge off. Then she caught me playing with myself and told me that if she caught me again she would make me wait six months after I graduated. 

In some ways it was an empty threat as I didn’t intend to ever graduate, but it made me more careful about not getting caught. I guess somewhere in the back of my mind I thought she’d get horny enough that she would give in. Even as careful as I was she eventually walked in on me again with my hand pumping.

“I warned you about that, didn’t I, Mike?”

“Sharon, this is crazy,” I said. “I don’t ever plan on learning to suck cock. Can’t we just go back to the way we were?”

“No. Do you want to try for a year?”

“What are you talking about?” I asked.

“I told you six months after graduation and I mean it,” she said. “If I catch you again it will be a year.”

“Fuck you, Sharon,” I said angrily. “Make it forever because I don’t intend to stop.”

She looked at me for a moment with narrowed eyes and then said, “Okay, Mike, let’s make it a year. And I see I’m going to have to use firmer measures.”

“Firmer measures?” I parroted, but she was gone.

***

I didn’t stop masturbating but I made sure I only did it at work in the men’s john or when she was out of the house. I think she knew, but she couldn’t catch me. I still believed that I would be able to wear her down right up until the morning I woke up with some high tech hunk of metal covering my crotch.

“Sharon,” I screamed trying desperately to feel my dick, “what the hell is this thing?”

She turned over and looked at me.

“Firmer measures,” she laughed, turning back away.

“Honey, this isn’t funny,” I said.

“It’s not meant to be funny, Mikey.”

“Take it off,” I demanded.

“I can’t,” she said.

“What do you mean you can’t?” 

“I don’t have the key,” she giggled.

I knew the fucking answer before I asked but I asked anyway, “Where is it?”

“Evan’s holding it until you graduate.”

***

I spent the next three weeks trying everything I could to get the hatful thing off but nothing worked. It was slow in coming but eventually the nagging pinprick in my brain got large enough that I could see my only option. I was going to have to cave in to my wife’s demands. 

“Okay, Sharon, you win,” I whispered one morning after not sleeping the entire night.

“I knew I would,” she said smugly.

“I don’t know why you are doing this, but I guess I don’t have any choice but to ask you to please have me trained as a…a…”

I couldn’t finish the sentence. Actually saying the word caused my throat to close up like I was having an allergic reaction.

“Oh, Mikey, you’re so cute like that.”

“What?”

“You never had a bit of trouble using the word ‘cocksucker’ when you were talking about some bimbo who was going to ‘Hoover’ your dick, but when it’s you you’re talking about you get all choked up.”

“Sharon, please, I’ve agreed to what you want.”

“Yes you have, haven’t you?” she giggled. “Now let’s have a rehearsal.”

“Huh?”

“For the real thing, Mikey.”

“The real thing?” I asked perplexed.

“Yes,” she said happily, “in front of Evan.”

“In front of Evan?” I said, horrified.

“Mike,” she said sternly, “take off your clothes, get on your knees and ask me as if I were Evan.”

“Sharon, I…”

“Two years then,” she said casually.

I ripped my clothes off and fell at her feet. Her nonchalant use of ‘two years’ had frightened me.

“Why don’t you kiss my feet and ask, Mikey?” 

“Please, Sharon…”

“Mike!”

“I’m sorry… Please, Evan, please make me a…a…”

“Mike, are you trying for three years?”

I swallowed and let my world dissolve.

“Please, Evan,” I choked out, “please train me to s…suck cock.”

“See, Mikey, that wasn’t so bad, was it?” my wife beamed. “Now crawl out and get in the trunk and we’ll go and do it for real.”

From Husband To Possession With The Stroke Of A Pen

“Are you sure this is what you want, Jason?”

“Yes, Mary, I’m sure.”

“It won’t be a game.”

“I don’t want it to be.”

“If you sign that you will belong to me,” she pointed out.

“Yes.”

“Like a possession.”


“I know,” I whispered.

“To use any way I see fit.”

“I know.”

“To modify any way I feel like.”

“Modify?” I gulped.

“Read the contract.”

“What do you mean, modify, Mary?” I asked.

“Modify means modify, Jason, think about it.”

I thought about it. I supposed she meant my behavior, my conduct, my attitude but perhaps also my body like tattoos and piercings. The thought excited me.

“Okay,” I said.

“And dispose of when I want to,” she said.

“Dispose of?” I said, my anxiety level rising.

“Yes, dispose of like I would any other possession that I’m tired of or want to change.”

“But, Mary, don’t you love me?”

“Jason, I love my red Jimmy Choo shoes in the closet, but when I get tired of them I’ll give them away or sell them on E-Bay. If you sign that contract you will be just another of my possessions.”

“But…”

“Jason, don’t sign it then.”

“I just didn’t think that it would be so…so inhumane.”

“You didn’t?” she laughed.

“No, I…”

“You thought it would be a game,” she interrupted.

“Well…”

“You said you didn’t want it to be a game,” she said.

“I don’t.”

“Trust me, Jason, if you sign that it won’t be.”

I was scared. Actually I was frightened out of my mind at the matter-of-fact way she had been discussing what I would be if I signed. I looked at her and the same soft eyes that I had shared a bed with for ten years looked back at me. My body was shivering like I was standing in a blizzard without anything on. I was so panicked that I thought my heart was going to break my chest wall, but my dick was throbbing. My dick won. I pulled the contract to me and signed it. I looked back up at my wife and watched as those eyes morphed into two glacial orbs of ice.

“Undress, slave,” she said coldly. “You will never wear clothes again.”

I slowly pulled my clothes off. Her demeanor scared me but the rush of giving up control was still driving my needs and I ignored her eyes. When I was naked I stood waiting for her next command. She walked to the hall closet and came back carrying a small travel bag. She reached into the bag and her hand came out with a metal collar. She obviously had known I was going to sign and had prepared.

“Lock this on your neck,” she said handing me the collar and a padlock.

I put the collar on and looked at her. She smiled a frosty smile and produced a steel chastity belt.

“Now put this on,” she said, dropping it at my feet.


“Mary I…”

The rest of my sentence was lost as her hand came out with a remote and the pain at my neck had me staggering.

“More respectfully, slave,” she said. “Use Miss or Ma’am.”

“Miss Mary,” I said deferentially, “is this necessary?”

“Yes.”

“But why, Miss?”

“Because slaves don’t have the right to play with themselves,” she said.

“How often will I be allowed out, Miss?” I asked with trepidation.


“Never.”



“Never?” I echoed, horrified.

“No. Slaves are only allowed the pleasure that they derive from serving their Mistress.”

“But, Mary I…”

She used a level that put me on the ground that time. I looked up at her and didn’t see a trace of pity or concern. Maybe this wasn’t exactly what I wanted after all.

“Miss Mary,” I said respectfully, “I’ve changed my mind. I don’t want to do this after all.”

She looked at me with those wintry eyes and frosty stare and said, “Put it on, slave, or I’ll shock you until you do.”

“But, Miss Mary…”

“Jason! You are a slave now and slaves don’t get to say what they want or don’t want,” she interrupted. “Put it on!”

She held up the remote with her finger over the next to highest button. I picked the dreadful device and put it on. I had no trouble getting it over my now flaccid penis. I locked the padlock and hung my head waiting for the next step in the downward spiral that I had signed on to.

“From now on I want you to crawl on hands and knees except when I tell you to do a task that requires standing.”

I sunk to my knees.

“Follow me,” she said and walked to the basement stairs.

I crawled along behind her. She had a short flared skirt on that allowed me to almost get a glimpse of her panties. My dick liked the view and the position I was in and tried to grow. It hurt and I let out an involuntary groan. She giggled.

“Music to my ears, slave.”

She opened the storage room door in the basement. Looking into the room there was no doubt that she had planned ahead and had known that I wouldn’t be able to resist signing my life away. The room contained a cage big enough for me to fit in, a sofa, a whipping bench, and all kinds of other devices that could be used to suspend, restrain, whip and torture me. This time I let out an involuntary whimper that made her laugh.

“Over to the wall,” she ordered. “Cuff your legs to the shackles on the floor and then put your hands in the cuffs on the wall.”

I did as she asked. It left me facing the wall with very little slack to move away from anything she wanted to do. I watched as she selected a cane from the implements she had laid out and approached me.

“I’m going to cane you until you are hoarse from screaming and your ass is a mass of welts,” she said matter-of-factly. “Then I am going to give you a few hours to recover and come back and do it again. You will be caned four times a day until I’m satisfied that you are totally and blindly obedient to me. I expect to spend at least two weeks on this phase of your training but it could be longer. It depends on you.”

I started screaming by the third slashing cut to my ass only because they came so fast I didn’t have time to scream before the third one hit. She was right about the hoarse thing. I lost my voice long before she stopped hitting me. I prayed for the release of unconsciousness but it never came. When she was satisfied that my ass was welted enough she put the cane down and left me hanging there. I couldn’t believe that in just a few hours she was coming back to do it all over again. 

At this point I would have agreed to almost anything to escape another session like that one but I knew it was coming and I also knew that she hadn’t reached her goal of blind and unquestioning obedience. I would still rebel if given the chance but plainly I wasn’t going to be given the chance.

***

Two months later I was a shadow of the man I had been. Oh, somewhere deep down inside was a voice that nagged at me but I ruthlessly subdued it. My life, vision, existence, thoughts, being, attention, in fact, my total universe was focused like a laser beam on one thing, my owner. Nothing took precedence over even the slightest raised finger from her. I was, as she wanted me to be, a robot. I did nothing for myself or by myself whenever she was present. 

Of course, that meant that she trusted me more. I no longer lived in the basement. At night I slept at the foot of her bed where I was available to service her every need. During the day I had the run of the house in order to dust, vacuum, cook, launder, scrub and pamper to any of her whims. It also meant I had free time when she wasn’t there, which is how I fucked up.

While she was in the house all of my thoughts were centered on her and pleasing her. It was when she was out for the day occasionally that other thoughts would intrude. Not thoughts of escape because she had insured by several clever means that I couldn’t leave the house. It was my penis that caused me trouble. I hadn’t touched myself in months and inevitably when I was alone my thoughts would turn to the device that constrained me. 

The first time she left me alone I ignored the signals my dick was sending. The second time I pulled at it a bit without luck, but by the third time I was actively looking for ways to circumvent the horrible thing. It took me several frustrating attempts during her absences, but finally one day when I knew she’d be gone for at least four hours, I found that if I used an ice pack on my crotch for ten minutes to really shrink my package I could slip it out.

I went wild with elation and jacked myself off twice in rapid succession. I had a few moments of serious concern when I had trouble getting everything back inside, but eventually the ice and some lubrication had my boy secure once more. I knew that it would come easier with practice and was happy that at least I wouldn’t be spending the rest of the miserable existence that I had begged for completely frustrated. When she returned two hours later I was the epitome of the well trained, submissive, obedient slave that she had made me. 

***

A week after my first excursion out of the belt I was looking forward to the afternoon. It was Thursday and for the past four Thursdays she had gone out to a friend’s house. It was a friend I was dreading meeting someday because Mary always came back from her Thursday visits itching to try a new punishment her friend had invented to use on her own husband.

I was surprised when the doorbell rang just after lunch. I was in my customary spot under the table servicing her as she ate when she pushed me away.

“Get the door, slave,” she said.

This had never happened before. She had never exposed me to anyone and the thought of answering the door naked was uncomfortable, but I had been trained well not to disobey. I opened the door and found a woman gazing down at me.

“You must be Mary’s faggot husband,” she said.

“Please come in, Miss,” I said deferentially.

She swept by me dragging a naked man on his knees and went to the kitchen table.

“Mary,” she said, “how’s it going?”

“Great, Joanie, and you?”

“I’m looking forward to the show.”

“Me too, Joanie, why don’t we get started,” my wife said. “Slave, bring two glasses of Chardonnay to the living room.”

The ladies made themselves comfortable on the couch while I poured two glasses of wine and served it. Joanie had her feet propped on the back of the poor wretch she had brought with her. I got on all fours facing him to do the same for my wife. My wife had popped a DVD in the player and picked up the remote.

“Turn your head to the left, slave,” she said, “so you can watch.”

I didn’t understand. She allowed me no pleasure so why would she want me to watch their movie. I turned my head. My wife pushed the button and the TV flickered to life. There was no action at all. It looked like a shot of our kitchen. Then I walked into the shot and started putting ice from the freezer into a bag. I looked away.

“Seen enough, slave?” my wife asked.


“Miss, I…”

“Look at the fucking TV, you little shit!” she screamed.

I turned my head back and watched the whole horrible show. Me getting my dick out of the belt, me beating off twice and me forcing it back into its prison. I knew that I had fucked up big time and I was scared. When it was over my wife shut it off.

“Well, Joanie, what do you think?”

“They are all alike, Mary,” she responded.


“What do you mean?”

“They all cheat if they can.”

“But that is supposed to be one of the best,” my wife complained. “The manufacturer claims it can’t be pulled out of.”

“Mary, there isn’t one on the market that a man who is horny can’t find a way to get out of.”

“So what do I do to keep him from…”

“Defying you?”

“Yes.”

“There is really only one permanent solution, Mary,” Joanie said.

“What?”

“You cut his penis off entirely and then he can’t cheat,” Joanie said matter-of-factly as if she were talking about removing a wart.

“Cut it off?”

“Yes,” Joanie said. “It also has the advantage of exposing his balls better for torture. I had Harold done three years ago and I’ve never regretted it. Show her, Harold.”

She lifted her feet off of him and he raised his body up. Both Mary and I had a close view of his crotch. Only a stump remained where there’d once been a proud penis. My balls tried to retract into my body. My wife wouldn’t, would she?

“I like it,” my wife said happily, clapping her hands. “Where can I get it done?”

“I have a friend who is a surgeon and has done three of them,” Joanie said. “She will be happy to take care of it.”

“How soon?”

“I could call her right now,” Joanie said. “I’ll bet she can work you in this afternoon.”

I had been listening to this exchange with shock and disbelief. At first I thought it was just a ruse to get my goat, but as it went on it finally dawned that my wife was serious. She intended to cut my dick off! I couldn’t hold still any more. I backed out from under her feet and faced her.

“Alice,” I said, “this has gone far enough.”

“I agree,” she said. 

“You agree?” I asked dumbfounded at her capitulation.

“Yes,” she said, “I think one time of you getting away with cheating on me is way far enough. It won’t happen again because you won’t be able to play with something that’s no longer there.”

“But…you can’t,” I wailed.

“I can, you soon-to-be-dickless wonder. Read the contract.”

“There’s nothing in that contract that says you have the right to remove my dick,” I said firmly.

She laughed and pushed the top button on the remote. I fell to the floor completely unable to move. She rolled me over, cuffed my hands and feet together and rolled me back over so she could look into my eyes.

“Joanie,” she said to her friend, “call your doctor friend now and see if we can come right over.”

My wife looked at the fear in my eyes. She stroked my cheek.

“Slave,” she laughed, “what part of ‘modify’ didn’t you understand?”

A Letter to KY Lubricants

KY Lubricants

c/o Johnson and Johnson Healthcare Products

PO Box 726

Langhorne, PA 19047

Re:  K-Y Yours and Mine

Dear sirs:

Am writing in regard to your new product ‘K-Y Yours and Mine’, which has been mercilessly advertised on television for the past several months. As a result of your campaign I purchased a box of this product hoping that it would indeed perform as touted.

To begin with I have to explain that my hopes were high that this might be the very thing that would finally convince my wife to let me out of the damn device she has had around my penis for the past two years. After all, your product description does indicate that ‘It takes two. To make chemistry. To make love.’   Just not us two I discovered.

My complaint is fourfold:

First the ‘Yours and Mine’ part should have read ‘Hers and His’ because none of it was mine. My wife got all excited when I showed it to her and immediately got on the phone to invite her boyfriend over to try it out. Because of the warning on the package neither one of them wanted to touch the stuff with their hands so I was given the task of applying it. Now mind you, I relish the infrequent times that my wife allows me to touch her pussy, but I hated having to put it on her boyfriend’s dick. I had never touched another man’s dick in my life until then and it was degrading. Perhaps he got the ‘invigorating sensation’ you claim, but I just got nauseated.

Second, after I watched them ‘combine the two to ignite’, I saw that it seemed to work for them, but left me feeling horny, inadequate and cheated on all at the same time. Nowhere on the box or in any of your literature do I find these terms associated with this product.

Third, when they were finished, my wife had the temerity to suggest that I should lick the rest of the lubricant out of her to get the effect of the two mixed together. Now I know some reviewers have claimed that there is a ‘minty flavor’ but I want to tell you that the combination tasted remarkably like cum to me. I think you seriously need to work on your product formulation to fix this problem.

Fourth and finally, my wife had me apply ‘Mine’ (which as I said should be called ‘His’) to her lovers dick again and ‘Yours’ (‘Hers’ actually) to my asshole so that I could experience the combination first hand. Let me tell you that was not an experience that I ever want to repeat. The combination of the two products was extremely painful. It felt as if I was being torn apart. It made my ass sore and affected my ability to walk. Then to top the whole disagreeable experience off she insisted that I lick her lover’s dick clean. Again I have to say that your chemists need to modify the formulation to tone down the repulsive taste of cum that overpowers any ‘minty flavor’ that might have been intended. Further, perhaps my taste buds were more sensitive on the second try, but I distinctly tasted an additional flavor of…well let’s just say it reminded me of something that should have gone in a toilet.

In summary, I want to say that the whole experience was very upsetting and not one I care to repeat although my wife has told me that we will continue to repeat exactly the same scenario until the contents of the box are depleted. All I can say is I’m thankful I didn’t buy the case I originally had in my shopping basket.

All in all, I was very disappointed by your product and definitely would not purchase it again. The only saving grace that I can see is that the tubes only contain 1.5 ounces each and that with liberal use I probably won’t have to suffer many more times.

Please do not misunderstand. I am not looking for a refund and for god’s sake please do not send me a replacement ‘for my trouble’.

Sincerely,

Orlando

ps:  On the plus side I did discover that the stuff in the purple tube is slippery enough that I could get my penis to slip out of its cage, so the entire experience did have an up moment (if you get what I mean).

The Cutter

“So, Mary, have you ever used yours?” Susan asked.

I had been having a drink at the crummy bar that was close to my apartment prior to settling in for the night. Susan had been sitting next to me and struck up a conversation. We seemed to hit it off and three drinks later this question came out of the blue.

“My what?” I asked.

“Your cutter. Don’t you have one?”

“Cutter?”

“Mary, are you just being cute or don’t you really know what I’m talking about?”

“I haven’t a clue what you are babbling on about, Susan.”

“Don’t they have them where you lived?”

“Susan,” I said in exasperation, “You’ve lost me.”

“Mary, do you remember that rape case about ten years ago where the city council here authorized women to wear Compassionate Uterine Transgression Removers to protect themselves from rape?”

“No.”

“No? Haven’t you heard that this town has the lowest incidence of rape on the planet?”

“Uh…no.”

“Mary, where have you been living, Mars?”

“Susan, I had never heard of this city before Evelyn asked me to come here.”

“Evelyn?”

“Yes, she runs the local bakery and read about me in ‘Gourmet Today’ and invited me to come and work here.”

“And you’d never heard of this town before?”

“No.”

“So you don’t know what a ‘CUTR’ is?”

“No.”

“And Evelyn hasn’t told you?”

“I haven’t seen her yet.”

“Mary, you told me you’ve been here two weeks.”

“I know, Susan,” I said, “but she had to leave on an emergency just before I arrived. She’s coming back next week.”

“So you’ve been walking around for two weeks without a cutter?”

“God damn it, Susan, what the fuck is a cutter?”

“It’s a protection device against rape.”

“Like mace?”

“Not exactly.”

“Well, what is it then?”

Susan slid off of her stool and grabbed my arm. She grabbed the pickle out of her Bloody Mary with her other hand.

“Come with me and I’ll show you,” she said.

She led me into the bathroom and locked the door behind us. She hitched her dress up around her waist revealing nothing under it but thong panties. As she reached to pull them off I backed up thinking that perhaps I had misread her intentions.

“Wait, Susan,” I protested, “I…”

She glanced up and laughed, “Mary, just look okay? It’s not what you’re thinking.”

I watched uncomfortably as she pulled her panties down revealing a nicely trimmed bush. She held the pickle up for me to see and then rammed it into her cunt. I was mortified. Here I was in a women’s john with a stranger who was diddling herself with a pickle and standing in front of the exit. I started edging around her.

“Voila!” she exclaimed holding up half of a pickle.

I didn’t get it. So she could Kegel so well that she could crush a pickle. I supposed her boyfriend liked it and I guess I could stand with a few exercises to tighten my cunt up also but so what?

“Very impressive, Susan,” I said still trying to get around her to the door. 

“You don’t get it, do you?”

“Uh, Susan, I really have to go.”

“Mary,” she said sharply, “just look at the pickle.”

She held it up in front of my face. I didn’t want any part of whatever this was all about but she was still between me and the door. I focused on the pickle. It was severed cleanly like someone had sliced it off with a knife.

“W…what happened to it?” I asked haltingly.

“I used my cutter,” she said smugly and then put her other hand down to her cunt and brought it back up with the other half.

“Holy shit!” I said excitedly. “How did you do that?”

“I used that device I’ve been trying to tell you about,” she said. “Every woman who lives in this town has one…well, everyone except you.”

“But why?”

“Originally it was because of the rape case, but now it’s more than that.”

“I don’t understand,” I said.

“It’s power, Mary.”

“Power?”

“Yes. Every male in this town knows what we can do and respects it.”

“Susan, isn’t it supposed to be just for when someone is raping you?” I asked.

“Of course, but there’s rape and then there’s…well…rape.”

“I think I’ve had too much to drink, Susan,” I said politely, “you’ve lost me.”

“Have you ever had a boyfriend who you were going at it with hot and heavy and for some reason it wasn’t doing it for you and you wanted him to stop?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“And what happened?”

“I’d tell him to stop.”

“And did he?”

“It…well, sometimes he would and then…sometimes he was…uh…too far gone to stop.”

“So what did you do when that happened?”

“What could I do?” I said like I was talking to a three year old. “I lay there and let him finish.”

“Not with a CUTR,” she said smugly.

“Not with a CUTR?” I parroted.

“Nope.”

“What then?” I asked.

“Snip.”

“Snip?”

“Yes, Mary, snip, snip, snip.”

“You mean you…?”

“Yes.”

“But…”

“But what?”

“Don’t you kind of lose a lot of boyfriends doing that?” I asked.

“Oh, Mary, you’re such a hoot.”

“Well, don’t you?”

“It’s the threat, Mary,” she laughed. “You hardly ever have to cut a guys dick off.”

“Hardly ever?” 

“They’ve learned, Mary.”

“Who’s they?” I asked.

“The men in this town,” she said. “They’ve learned that when a woman here says no or stop they better listen.”

I thought about that. I liked it.

“So,” I asked, “have you ever…uh…used yours?”

All of a sudden Susan looked kind of sheepish.

“Just once,” she said softly.

“Why?”

“I was pissed at my boyfriend and a little drunk,” she said.

“And?”

“I tricked him into fucking me and when he was so far gone I knew he couldn’t stop I told him to stop.”

“And did he?”

“No, silly, I told you he was too far gone.”

“He didn’t stop even when he knew that you were going to…”

“Yeah, that was the neat part,” Susan boasted, “I nipped it off just as he was shooting.”

“What did they do to you?”

“Do to me?” Susan said haughtily. “There wasn’t anything they could do. That’s the beauty of the whole deal.”

“What happened to your boyfriend?”

“I still have him.”

“You still have him?” I asked wonderingly. “What does that mean?”

“I took pity on him and keep him around to lick my cunt.”

“I don’t get it, Susan, why would he want to?”

“Mary, do you have any idea how hard it is for a guy with no dick to get a girl like me to pay attention to him?”

“Uh…”

“I mean dickless guys are a dime a dozen in this town,” she laughed. “He worships the ground I walk on. I get all the sex I want with none of the mess. It’s a perfect world.”

“Wow!”

“So, what do you think?”

“I think you’ve got me worked up about this dickless guy who’s waiting at home to suck your pussy, that’s what I think.”

“No, Mary, I mean about getting you a CUTR.”

“Couldn’t I just skip that part and find me one of those dickless guys you say are a dime a dozen?”

“You could but…think about being able to make one of your own.”

A flash of heat hit my groin. She was right. I needed that kind of power at my disposal.

“Where can I get one?” I asked.

“I have a friend who just upgraded to a new MeatRemover7. She has a slightly used SeverMore that I just know she will sell you.”

“Slightly used?”

“Mary, the blades are guaranteed for fifty detachments and she has only used it once. Trust me it will be perfect as a starter CUTR for you.”

I’ve Always Wanted A Dog

I hear her come through the door and I get up to greet her. I crawl to the door of my cage and wait for her to let me out. I need to go outside badly but she will know that. I’ve been here since she left this morning. I am a good boy, but sometimes she leaves me too long and I can’t help myself, then she punishes me. I start whining and wiggling my ass as she enters the bedroom where she keeps my cage. She is not alone.

“My god, Hannah, what is that?” her friend asked, pointing to me.

“Tammy, that is my dog,” my owner replied.

“But…that’s a…man!”

“Not any more, Tam. Now he’s a dog.”

“But…why?”

“I’ve always wanted a dog and my asshole husband never would let me get one so…I made him into my dog.”

“But he’s still a man, right Hannah?”

“No, his mind is a dog’s except when I bring him back to remind him of his life.”

“Bring him back?”

“Yes, Tammy, I can take him out of the trance he is in and he remembers every degrading moment of his life as my dog.”

“Degrading?”

“Well, they’re not all degrading because sometimes when we’re here alone I let him lick me, but when my boyfriend is here some of the stuff I make him do can be a bit perverse.”

“Like what, Hannah?”

“I’ve trained him to be quite good at licking so we use him for cleanup duty after we’ve made love, for instance.”

“Oh.”

“And you know how dogs love to sniff and lick asses, Tammy, so I let him do that also.”

“And he does it?”

“Tammy, he’s a dog!”

“But you can turn him back into a man?”

“Watch.”

My owner leaned down next to the cage. I was hoping she was going to let me out because I really had to go. She whispered something in my ear and the fog that seemed to cloud my brain lifted. I looked up to see my wife and another woman looking down at me. I glanced around at the cage I was in.

“Hannah,” I asked, “what’s going on? Why am I in this cage?”

“David, you are always such a hoot when I bring you out,” my wife replied. “I always love it when your memory as my dog surfaces and you turn purple.”

“Dog? Hannah, I told you we are not getting a dog!”

“We have one, David.”

“We have a…”

Memory came flooding back of how I’d been living the past year and all of the degrading things she had made me do. My god she was making me live as her dog! 

“Why are you doing this, Hannah?” I asked.

“You wouldn’t let me have the dog I always wanted,” she pouted.

“So you made me into one instead? That’s sick, Hannah,” I said.

“Is it?”

“Hannah, please let me out of here and I promise we can have a dog,” I lied.

“I kind of like the one I have,” she chuckled.

“Hannah,” I said persuasively. “I mean we can get a real dog.”

“We can?” she asked eagerly.

“Yes, Hannah, I promise.”

“Oh, David, I would be so happy.”

“So let me out, honey,” I pleaded.

“Okay.”

She reached down and unlatched the cage which if I’d taken a minute to look at I could have done myself. I crawled out and stood up. My muscles were weak, but I stepped up to her and pushed her down on the bed.

“I’m going to punish you for this, Hannah,” I said coldly expecting fear to blossom in her eyes.

“Are you, David?” she said mildly.

“Yes, and then you are going away for a long long time.”

“I am? Where?”

“Jail, of course,” I said. “You can’t do what you’ve done to someone and not expect to be prosecuted for it.”

“I see,” she giggled. “So how are you going to punish me?”

I thought about that, but the only thing that came to mind was that I was close to a wonderfully smelling woman and I hadn’t had any sex in a year. 

“First, I’m going to fuck you, which may or may not be punishment, but I need it, and then I’m going to put you in that cage for a week or so before I call the cops,” I said.

Her friend, who had been standing dumbfounded, stepped over to the bed.

“Hannah, do you need help?” she asked.

“No, Tammy, I’m fine,” my wife answered calmly. “He gets like this every time, thinking he actually still has some power.”


“But he’s going to rape you,” her friend said.

“Dogs can’t rape humans,” Hannah laughed.

That pissed me off. I reached out and grabbed her blouse and ripped it off. The lacy bra she was wearing underneath inflamed me. I need those melons. As I reached for them she put her hands up around my neck and pulled her head close to mine. She whispered in my ear. Like a bank of evening mist the fog descended on my brain. 

“Bad doggie,” my owner said sharply.

I rolled off of my owner and crouched on the floor whimpering. I was a bad dog. 

“See how easy it is, Tam?”

“Wow!”

“Yes, wow is right. The stupid shit does that every time I let him be a man again.”

“Now what, Hannah?”

“Now, I’m pretty sure little doggie needs to go outside,” my owner laughed.

As soon as she said the word ‘outside’ my body started trembling. I needed to go. I whimpered and whined and nuzzled her feet.

“Come on, Spike,” she said.

“Spike?” the other lady asked.

“Yeah, I always wanted a Spike.”

As soon as she opened the door I made a beeline for the tree that she had trained me to use. I lifted my leg, looked back at her and whimpered.

“What’s he waiting for?” her friend asked.

“Permission.”

“Jesus,” the friend exclaimed. “Making him lift his leg like a real dog and waiting for permission. I hope I never get on your bad side.”

My owner laughed at something and finally nodded her head. I let loose my stream against the tree. When I finished I came back to the porch where they were standing and lay down in the sun at my owner’s feet. I listened to them talk.

“So, Hannah, why did you have me over?”


“I want another dog, Tam.”

“Listen, Hannah, I don’t know how you tricked him into being a dog, but I have no intention of finding out. I’m out of here.”

“Not you, Tammy,” Hannah laughed. “I want to turn my asshole of a boyfriend into my next dog.”

“Asshole? How do you keep getting assholes?” Tammy asked.

“They don’t start out that way. Something happens to them I guess. Anyway I want you to watch Spike while I take him to the place where I had David turned into Spike.”

“Watch him?” Tammy asked.

“Yeah, and use him to scratch some of those itches you don’t even know you have.”

“Like what?”

“Do you like prolonged oral sex?”

“Hannah, what girl doesn’t?”

“Does your boyfriend do it as long as you’d like?”

“Of course not.”

“Spike will,” Hannah said. “As long as you want as often as you want.”

“Really?”

“Yes, really?”

“What else,” Tammy asked.

“Anything you can think of, Tam.”

“Anything?” Tammy gulped.

“Yes, anything. Why? What did you have in mind?”

“Can I…butt fuck him with a dildo?”

“Tammy! Is that a secret desire that you’ve never been able to do?”

“My boyfriend is too macho and too strong but I’ve always wanted to take him down a notch, yes,” Tammy answered.


“Well the answer is, of course, you can. He hates it, but that just makes it better,” Hannah said. “Sounds to me like your boyfriend might be doggie material.”

A blush spread up Tammy’s neck and a faraway look entered her eyes.

“Perhaps he is,” she said softly. “We’ll see how it goes with Spike.”

“I’ll give you a complete list of all of the commands but let me just demonstrate a couple,” Hannah said. “Call him by saying ‘here Spike’.”

I heard the other lady say ‘here Spike’ so I got up and went to her.

“Now point to your foot and say ‘lick’,” Hannah said.

The lady pointed to her foot and said ‘lick’ so I gently licked her toes.

“Of course if you were naked and laying down in bed and had pointed to your pussy he would be just as obedient,” Hannah laughed. “The command for stop is ‘stop’.”

“I’m sold, Hannah,” Tammy said. “I’ll watch him.”

“I thought you might,” Hannah giggled.

The lady told me to ‘stop’ so I did and looked up at her.

“We are going to have so much fun, Spike,” she said.

I didn’t really know what she was saying but something in her voice and her eyes frightened me. I whimpered and they both laughed.

“How long do you need me?” Tammy asked.

“Three weeks.”


“Three weeks!” Tammy exclaimed.

“Is that a problem?”

“No…it’s just that…”

“What?”

“I’ll be addicted to this by then,” Tammy whined.

“Tam, honey, I promise we’ll do your boyfriend next.”

Boarding House Rules

“Can I help you?”

“Hi, I’m Mike. I called about the room,” I replied.

She looked me up and down, glanced at the suitcase in my hand and returned her eyes to my face. A small smile of satisfaction flitted across her face.

“Come in,” she said, holding the door.

I entered a large foyer that looked a bit like a men’s locker room except that instead of lockers there were four large closets. She opened the last one and gestured.

“Put your bag in here and then undress,” she said.

“What?”

“I said put your bag in here,” she said sharply.

I put the bag in the closet, closed it and looked at her. Surely I misheard about the undressing part.

“Get undressed,” she snapped.

“But, Miss…”

“It’s Miss Crystal,” she said. “Do you want the room or not?”

I had just been let go from my last job and was starting a crummy part-time job next week. I was broke and had been all over town. This was the only place that I could remotely afford especially because two meals a day were included but…undress? I looked at the growing impatience in her eyes. My hand reached for my shirt button and a cruel smile appeared on her lips.

“I take that as a yes,” she laughed.

I took off my clothes and hung them in the closet, then stood waiting with my hands trying to cover myself.

“You are never to stand in my presence,” she ordered.

I dropped to the floor at her feet.

“Follow me,” she said passing through the next doorway into a living room area.

I crawled behind her realizing how low I had sunk in life to be reduced to groveling naked at some stranger’s feet in order to put a roof over my head. She sat down on the couch and I got a glimpse of black panties under the tight purple dress she was wearing. My dick responded. I put my head down to shield it from her.

“Let me go over a few house rules,” she said. “First, you are to always undress in the foyer before entering my home. Second, as I’ve said, anytime I enter any room you are in you are to kneel. Third, you are to remain in your room at all times except when coming or going, eating in the kitchen or when I require your presence. Fourth, you will give me your work schedule and any time you are not working I will expect you to be here. Any questions?”

“May I see the room, Miss Crystal?” I asked, looking up and getting another glimpse of her panties.

“Not yet.”

“Not yet?”

“No, I’m not finished,” she said.

I put my head back down. Her bare legs and that little black triangle were causing my dick to throb. I needed to get into my room and relieve the pressure.

“Put this on,” she said dropping a silver tube at my feet.

It took a few seconds but I came out of the sexual fog that had been developing in my brain to realize that she had dropped some sort of chastity device in front of me. I looked up startled.

“What, Miss?”

“I don’t allow masturbation in my home except when I supervise it,” she said sweetly, “so put that on or leave.” 

“But, Miss…” I whined.

“But what?” she snarled.


“How long?”

“How long what?”

“I mean how often will I get to…?”

“Once a month I have a party where I invite a few friends and after we’ve entertained ourselves I let each of my boarders have a little wank,” she said.

“Once a month?” I said despairingly.

“Perhaps you’d better leave,” she said standing up.

I snatched the hateful thing from the floor and started ramming it over my engorged dick. She sat back down and opened her legs. The view made it harder to get the damned thing on but I finally heard the lock click shut.

“You really need this room, don’t you, Mike?” she giggled.

“Yes, Miss,” I gulped, thinking of a whole month without being able to touch myself.

“One more thing before I show you your uh… room,” she said.

“Yes, Miss?”

“Take off my panties.”

“Pardon me, Miss.”


“One of the duties of boarders is to keep the landlady satisfied,” she said matter-of-factly, “so take off my panties and get to work.”

Thirty minutes later she pushed me away with a satisfied smile on her face.

“Not bad for your first time, Mike,” she praised, “but you’ll get plenty of opportunities to improve.”

She picked her panties off of the couch where I had laid them and stood up.

“Let me show you where you sleep,” she said walking off.

I crawled behind her trying to keep up. We left the living room and started down a long hallway. To the left was an open doorway to an immense bedroom. We stopped at the door.

“This is my room,” she said. “You are to never, and I mean never, enter this room unless I have summoned you. Are we clear on this?”

“Yes, Miss Crystal,” I mumbled.


“I hope so, Mike, because if you do will not believe how I will punish you if I ever find you’ve been in there without my permission.”

“Punish me?” my mind questioned. “She punishes her boarders?” 

We continued down the hall. The left side was lined with whips and paddles and my groin contracted thinking of her statement. On the right side were four identical steel doors. We stopped at the fourth. Above the door was a key, which she took down and used to open the door. I looked in and was shocked. It was about the size of a jail cell and appointed similarly except the bedding was just a thin mattress on the floor.

“This is where I expect you to be any time you are not working,” she said. “The door cannot be opened from the inside. There is a panic button if you really need to get out, but you’d better have a good reason for using it.”

I looked at the bare room and shuddered. There was no way that I could live like this. A park bench would be better, but it was winter. I was fucked! I shook my head in frustration.

“Get inside!” she demanded. 

I hesitated at the doorway. Surely I could come up with another option, I just had to think. I must have hesitated too long because she calmly reached across the hall, plucked a riding crop from the rack and slashed my ass. I jumped forward into the room.

“We’ll punish that little outburst later,” she said. “The door opens electronically at eight tomorrow for breakfast. I expect you to be in the kitchen five minutes later for your meal.”

The door shut behind me and I surveyed my space. It held a thin mattress with sheets and a blanket, stainless steel toilet, sink and mirror and nothing else. I turned back to the door and pushed on it to see if it would open but it was solid as a rock. I pushed harder and I could hear her chuckle outside the door.

“That’ll be another punishment, Mike,” she laughed, “but you’ll learn.”

I withdrew my hand and waited, listening carefully. I could sense her presence so I remained still. After a minute I heard her unlock the door next to mine.

“Well, Gary,” I heard her say to the occupant next to me, “it’s time for our little re-education session. Get your ass into my room and on the frame.”

I shivered thinking what her version of re-education might mean. I crawled over to my bed, pulled the blanket over me and tried to blank my mind and ears from the screams that started soon after.

***

When I woke up it was pitch black. I lay in the dark trying to figure out how I would know when it was eight o’clock as there was no clock in the room. I was feeling my way to the toilet when the lights came back on. I hurried through my morning routine and crouched by the door waiting. I lost track of how long I crouched there but it seemed like about a half hour when I heard the snick of the lock. I hesitated, but when I heard the scrambling of the other boarders in the hallway I pushed my way out and started crawling down the hall. It was already empty and I wondered what the rush was. I crawled faster.

As I entered the kitchen I saw three naked men bending over what looked like a feeding trough. Miss Crystal was standing over them clad only in a thin red silk robe that was hanging open. The revelation sent a signal to my dick and caused me to stop. She turned toward me and the view nearly seized up my heart.

“Breakfast is in the trough, Mike,” she purred, “and that’s all there is. As my mother used to say ‘he who eats the fastest gets the most’.”

I was starving. I shouldered my way into the pack but these guys were more experienced than I. I had to fight for scraps. The trough contained thick oatmeal with pieces of fruit, but most of the fruit was already gone. I managed to get one bite of a banana and a few licks of oatmeal before the trough was empty. Now I understood the rush. I looked back at Miss Crystal who had seated herself at the kitchen table with her legs spread. She crooked her finger at me.

“Come here, Mike,” she said. “I have the rest of your breakfast here.”

Now I like pussy but, I was hungry and that wasn’t going to do it for my growling tummy. I looked back at the trough and then at her. If her eyes could have transmitted the emotion that came through to me I would have died right there.

“That’s three strikes, Mike,” she said angrily pointing her finger at her crotch. “I want that mouth here now.”

I remembered the screaming from last night and moved to her pussy. She pushed me away about forty-five minutes later.

“Crawl out to where we put your things yesterday and get the first month’s rent you owe me,” she said, “and then we’ll see to your punishment.”

I didn’t move. I was scared because I didn’t have the rent money. I had wanted to explain yesterday that I didn’t start work until next week and…

“What are you waiting for, Mike?” she snapped. “Go get my rent.”

“Ah, Miss Crystal, I…I don’t have…”

“What?” she interrupted coldly. “You came here for a room and you didn’t plan to pay for it?”

“It’s not that, Miss,” I protested, “I start work next week and I promise I can pay you then.”

“No,” she said. “First I’m going to punish you for your mistakes here and then you will have to leave.”

“Miss Crystal, I have nowhere to go. Couldn’t we please work something out?”

Her eyes seemed to glow at those words, “I may have an option for you after I’ve corrected your behavior,” she said. “Crawl into my bedroom and lie on the padded bench.”

I started shaking, thinking of the screams I had heard last night and realizing that it was going to be me who would be screaming. 

“Please, Miss Crystal, please give me another chance,” I begged. “I didn’t know…”

“That’s four strikes, Mike,” she interrupted. “Would you care to try for five?”

I shook my head and slunk into her room and lay down on the bench. Five minutes later I couldn’t move. Cuffed hand and foot, with a strap across the middle of my back, all I could move was my head.

She leaned down and placed her mouth next to my ear. “I’m thinking ten strokes for each infraction,” she whispered. “Does that sound fair?”

No, it didn’t sound fair, but I was sure that if I spoke she would invent strike five. I nodded.

“Good boy,” she purred, “and for being such as fast learner I’m going to just use the paddle on you. It will hurt, Mike, and I expect you to scream, but it won’t hurt as badly as some of the other toys I have.”

She waved a large leather paddle in front of my face. My ass-cheeks squeezed together involuntarily just thinking of that thing hitting me.

“Let’s see, Mike,” she said. “What were the first ten for?”

“Oh my god,” my mind screamed at me, “what were they for?”

“Uh…they were…” I extemporized while begging my brain to remember how this had started.

“If I have to remind you it will be ten more,” she said happily.

“No, Miss, I remember it was for…uh…it was for…”

The first swat stopped my voice entirely. Well, it didn’t stop it, but rather changed it into a wail. I had never been whipped like that before even as a kid when I really deserved it. If this was going easy I never wanted to graduate to harsher implements.

“I’ll give you until I’m finished with the first ten to remember,” she said pleasantly, “after that I’ll tell you what you did wrong and start over.”

I screamed my way through nine more. Somewhere around stroke seven I remembered her slashing my ass to get me in the room and got through the next three thanking every deity I could think of that we wouldn’t be starting over.

“Well?” she asked when she finished.

“You didn’t think I went into my room fast enough,” I said.


She hit me full force with the paddle and shouted in my ear, “No, that’s not exactly correct, is it, Mike?”

“I’m sorry, Miss,” I blubbered. “I meant to say that I was bad. I didn’t move when you told me to.”

“Better,” she smiled, “and the second?”

“I tried to o…open the door,” I hiccupped.

“Your memory is improving, isn’t it, Mike?”

I started to reply but again all that came out was a shriek of pain as the paddle came down on my very sore bottom. By now I was blubbering and begging her to stop but I may as well have been talking to a wall. Ten strokes later she stopped again.

“Number three, Mike?”

“I didn’t come immediately when you asked, Miss.”

She didn’t say a word this time. The paddle hammered out a tattoo on my butt and I went back to begging. When she stopped again I was ready. I didn’t wait to be asked.

“And I foolishly tried to beg you to not give me my rightful punishment,” I said.

“My, my, Mike, you seem to be a very fast learner,” she said happily, “only five more then instead of the ten I promised.”

The last five were kind of like the last five sit-ups if you’ve given yourself a goal that you are determined to reach. They hurt but the final goal is in sight and if you can keep your mind focused it helps with the pain.

“Thank me,” she said when she stopped.

“T…thank you, Miss, for correcting me.”

“You’re welcome,” she chuckled. “Now, just one more thing I need to do and then I’ll make you an offer.”

She walked to her nightstand, opened the drawer and came out with an eight inch dildo with straps. As she shed her robe my body was oscillating back and forth like a tuning fork. On one hand I could see every inch of her almost flawless form and on the other my eyes kept coming back to the grotesque penis sticking from her crotch.

“Have you been fucked up the ass before, Mike?” she asked casually as if it were an everyday occurrence.

“No, Miss, never.”

“Lucky you then, Mike,” she giggled, “your first time will be from an expert.”

“Please, Miss, I…”

She cut the rest of my sentence off by shoving the wicked instrument into my mouth.

“Get it wet, Mike, it’s the only lubrication I’m going to use.”

I slobbered on the shaft for only a few seconds before she withdrew and moved behind me. I felt her hands on my ass and then a searing pain. Perhaps the pain caused me to black out or perhaps the whole memory has been suppressed, but my next memory is of her standing in front of me, waving it in my face again.

“Clean it, Mike,” she said tenderly, “so I can put it away.”

I opened my mouth and she pumped it in and out until she was satisfied that it was clean. She unstrapped me, threw her robe on and I followed her back to the living room.

“Mike,” she said, “I’m going to give you another option instead of leaving. You can sign this contract.”

She plunked a very formal looking document down in front of me. I glanced at it and looked back up.

“May I read it first?” I asked.

“What difference does it make?” she laughed. “You really don’t have much choice, do you, Mike?”

“I’d like to please, Miss.”

“Sure, Mike, but don’t take too long, I have things to do.”

One of my strengths is that I am a speed reader. Even with complicated legal documents that hide their real intent in flowery phrases and confusion I can rapidly sort out the wheat from the chaff. It took me three minutes. Three minutes that took my personal level from interest to concern to dismay to absolute horror. 

“Miss Crystal,” I said, “I can’t sign this.”

She arched an eyebrow at me and her lips barely curled into a smile that caused my balls to retract into my body.

“Why not?”

“Because it would mean that I would…my god, Miss Crystal, it’s…”

“It’s a standard contract, Mike,” she snapped.

“It’s indentured servitude,” I said.

“How so?”

“Six months of training to be a maid for you at a rate of one hundred dollars a day and then you rent me out at twenty dollars a day,” I blustered. “It will take me three years before I can work off that debt.”

“Actually it’s more like ten years if you do everything perfectly.”

“Ten years?”

“Well, no one has ever been perfect,” she mused. “I mean it’s really hard to be perfect, isn’t it?”

“I can’t sign this,” I said.

She got up and walked to the door to the entrance foyer, held it open and beckoned me.

“You can leave then,” she said calmly.

I crawled to where she had stashed my stuff and reached up to open the door and retrieve my things.

She captured my wrist with her hand and glared at me.

“What are you doing?” she hissed.

“I’m…uh… leaving, Miss.”

“Fine, but I’m keeping your things to offset the nights lodging I’ve provided and your breakfast.”

“My…my breakfast?” I sputtered, thinking about the piece of banana and lick of oatmeal. She acted as though it had been a full English breakfast.

She looked at me. I thought about it. She was going to make me leave here naked. I would probably be arrested but more than ten years as a maid?

“Okay,” I said in defeat, “please just remove this belt and I’ll go.”

“I don’t have the key,” she said.

“You don’t have the key?” I parroted. 

“No, one of my girlfriends brings it when we have our monthly get-togethers.”


“But… but if I leave here how do I get it off?” I asked.

“You don’t. It’s a one-of-a-kind deal.”

I could see my world closing in on me and I’m sure she knew it. She walked to the outer door and opened it.

“If you’re leaving I’d like you to go now,” she said. 

I looked up at her holding the door to my freedom from this hell and the entrance to a lifetime of hell.

“At least once a month, Miss?” I asked.

She laughed, “Perhaps…if you’re good.”

“Miss, please can’t you give me…”

“No, Mike, I can’t. Now are you leaving or are you going to sign?”

“Please, Miss,” I begged.

“Fuck it, Mike,” she said coldly. “You know what your problem is? You think you can negotiate when you have no options. I’m sick of standing here so I’m going to make it easier for you. I’m going to start counting until you agree or leave. Each number will represent the number of years that will pass between times you see the key to that lock between your legs.”

“Years?”

“Yes,” she said and opened her mouth to start.

“Wait, Miss, please.”

“What, Mike,” she asked sweetly.

“I’ll sign.”

Maid Perfect – Miss Helga’s Training Academy

“Come here now, Michelle”

Michael moved from the corner as fast as he could to stand next to Julie, one of the two cruel bitches who now controlled his life. He curtseyed and sung out the mantra, “Yes, Miss Julie.”

***

His life had taken this hard turn almost by accident. He had been living in an apartment and down the hall were Julie and Debbie. Hot chicks, really smoking girls who lived on his floor, close by, but unfortunately clearly lesbians. It was impossible not to watch them in their skimpy bikinis in the pool just below his window, his mind and dick drooling as he imagined all sorts of perverted acts they could perform with him. Acts that he knew were never going to happen, but the fantasy was irresistible. 

The hard turn was completely his fault. One day, when they were frolicking in the pool, instead of peeking out the window and rubbing his dick raw as he usually did, he decided to sneak into their room. It was easy, almost too easy, as they hadn’t even locked their door. The next thirty minutes were heaven. The visual display of their bras and panties thrown carelessly around the room, the smell of their perfumes and their soap, the dildos in their drawers, and the huge strap-on got him so hard his mind went into a stupor. Grabbing the first pair of panties he could find, he used them to blast off into his own personal heaven.

When he returned to sanity he tried to put everything back like he thought it had been and slunk back to his room. Peeking out the window he could see that Deb and Julie were still at it in the pool. He breathed a sigh of relief and vowed never to take a chance like that again.

Hubris, of course, as it soon became a regular occurrence. He became addicted to the sights and smells in their room and especially the smell of their dirty panties. Placing the crotch of one of the girl’s sweet flimsy cotton undergarments over his nose and using another to manipulate his penis he found himself in a place that he never wanted to leave. A masturbation addiction that consumed him, he needed it and he needed it every day. It caused him to take more and more chances, which meant that at some point he would get caught. Even so, the day it happened it caught him by surprise.

“Michael, what are you doing?” asked Julie sweetly. Walking into the bathroom, she found him frantically beating his meat with his face buried in a pile of their dirty underwear.

Michael had just been approaching the peak of an exceptionally incredible blast-off and Julie’s words caused a hideous deflation and brutal pullback in his pleasure level. 

“Shit shit shit,” he thought, “he had been so close. Damn it anyway, why did she have to come in now?”

Frantically trying to pull up his pants he said, “I came over because I thought I heard water running and…”

Ignoring him as if he wasn’t standing there with his pants down and his dick sticking out, Julie said, “Deb, he’s in here with our panties again.”

Debbie walked in with a huge grin on her face, looked at Michael and then back to Julie and said, “Got him with his hand in the cookie jar, did we?”

Michael, who was still trying to pull up his pants, was confused by how casual the girls were acting, almost as if they had known he was in here and what he was doing. No matter, he had screwed up but it was time to get out. With his pants still only halfway up, he waddled toward the door.

“Where the fuck do you think you are going?” Julie asked.

“Back to my room, um, I thought I heard water, but I guess not, so I’ll see you….”

“Shut up and put your hands behind your head, Michael,” Julie demanded.

“What…I, uh, what…?”

Debbie walked over and held up a photograph. It was a picture of Michael with a pair of panties on his face, jeans around his ankles, hand on his dick with cum spurting out the end.

“What…when, um, I mean…”

“Not very articulate are we, Michael?” Debbie said quietly, “Now, put your hands behind your head and listen.”

Michael reluctantly put his hands behind his head, letting his pants fall to the floor. His mind definitely did not understand what was going on here, but just that one picture of him would ruin him and it seemed, by the way they were acting, that they had more. 

“Videos too,” said Deb pleasantly, as if reading his mind, bringing his panic factor up a notch.

“With sound,” added Julie with a laugh.

Michael couldn’t help the blush that started at his feet and worked its way up to the top of his head. Some of the things he’d said while beating off with their underwear were part of the fantasy that had been playing in his mind at the time. But on tape? He would come across as a pervert, a serious pervert.

“I see we have your attention, Michael,” Debbie giggled.

“Please, Debbie…”

“Shut up and listen,” snapped Julie.

“Your status has changed,” Debbie said softly. “You are going to be our servant from now on.”

“Yes, Michael,” continued Julie, “our personal water-boy. You will do anything that we want, and I mean anything or…well, I think you know how bad the alternative is.”

“Julie, please…”

“Shut up, Michael,” Debbie responded cutting him off, “you have no options, you belong to us now.”

His present situation and the vixens double teaming him had his brain in a daze, but one thing finally penetrated the fog. They really did own him and he would have to do whatever they wanted until he could devise some way out. Right now the only avenue he could see would be to completely disappear and start his life over. 

“Did you really think it was that easy?” laughed Julie.

“Didn’t you wonder why our room was unlocked every time?” chuckled Deb.

“You were so easy to trick, Michael,” purred Julie, or was it Deb? By this time poor Michael’s head was buzzing and his thoughts were circling around the horror that stretched in front of him forever.

The next two months were hell. The girls bought a farmhouse outside town for them to all live in. They set up hidden cameras in the entire house including his bathroom so he was under their thumb all day every day except when he was at work, a schedule that they monitored ruthlessly. He was their slave. He did all of their cleaning, shopping, cooking and laundry. They delighted in making him hand wash those very items that had been the center of his gratification back when he had been free to masturbate at will, a pleasure that was now denied to him. He also found that, even though they were lesbians, they enjoyed using his hands and mouth for their pleasure, sometimes alone and sometimes together as they would snuggle on the couch while he brought one or the other to climax after climax. At least once a week, one of them would pound his ass with the strap-on while he was screaming out his pain into the other’s pussy.

After two months without any relief his mind was so addled that, one night late in his own bed, he tossed himself off thinking that it was late enough and dark enough and…well, he thought they wouldn’t find out and cum was backing up into his eyes. He had barely finished a very unsatisfying quickie when, suddenly, the two burst through the door like two mini tornados and made the rest of his night a living hell. It was the first time that they whipped him and it stopped him from touching himself for another month before his needs got the better of his good sense and his hand found its way down to his needy boy. Of course, his ass got blistered again.

As his existence settled into a routine, one thing became clear and, like a light at the end of a long, dark tunnel, he began to see a glimmer of a way out of his situation, or at least a way to make it better. The girls, for all their threats about revealing his secrets to the world, were enjoying having a personal servant, a tongue slave, a whipping boy, far too much to actually expose him and lose him forever. He became bolder and bolder with his resistance and more frequent with his lapses in self indulgence. It brought him whippings but the threats of telling anyone about his indiscretions were sounding more and more hollow. 

Michael’s life was becoming almost bearable when one afternoon, after they caught him playing with himself again, they put him in a box. It was a shipping container specially designed to ship an unwilling slave anywhere in the world. He spent a long two days in that box.

When he was finally released from the box, he was face to face with the cruelest and most severe woman he had ever seen. After two days of being cramped in a box his muscles were not responding so he lay quietly at her feet.

“Welcome to ‘Maid Perfect – Miss Helga’s Training Academy, Michelle,” Miss Helga said. “Your owners tell me you have problems with obedience, is that true?”

“Please, Miss,” he said. “There has been some mistake, I…”

“Are you telling me they lied?” Miss Helga said coldly.

“What?”

“Your owners tell me that you need some discipline,” she interrupted. “Do you?”

“Miss, I don’t know what you want,” he protested.

“I want you to become a ‘Perfect Maid’ and I will settle for nothing less,” she said. “I have a reputation to maintain and you will not be a failure, are we clear on that?”

“But, Miss…”

“First lesson, you little worm,” she snapped, “is that you never ever start a sentence with the word ‘but’.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Crawl into the house. In the first bedroom you will find a uniform. Put it on, make yourself up prettily and join me in the living room in a half hour,” she instructed.

Michael looked around. He was on the porch of a country house and it didn’t look like it was fenced but in his present condition he doubted that he could outrun her. And then there was the cattle prod in her right hand and the whip on her belt. He crawled into the house.

Thirty minutes later he had done the best he could. Looking back from him from the bathroom mirror was a homely looking maid. His mind rebelled at what was happening to him. He stepped into the living room where Miss Helga was sitting on the couch.

“When you enter a room you will wait to be acknowledged and then curtsey,” Miss Helga said frostily.

Michael attempted an awkward curtsey.

“Pitiful,” she snapped, “but a few sessions with my cane will improve your bearing.”

Michael blanched but held his ground. Perhaps he could just sneak away some night.

“Now about your dress,” Miss Helga observed. “Your right shoe has a small smudge. Your stockings are crooked and your blouse has a water spot on it. This is totally unacceptable. A maid of mine never presents herself except in impeccable condition no matter what time of the day or night.”

“But, Miss…”

“And there’s that word again,” Helga screeched. “Get over to the corner.”

Michael looked at the corner of the room and paled. Cuffs were hanging from the ceiling and the wall was lined with instruments of torture.

“Please, Miss,” he begged.

“Begging never works, Michelle,” Miss Helga said sweetly. “In fact, it just increases your punishment. Now cuff yourself up while I decide how to best instruct you as to how important it is to please me.”



That was Michael’s introduction to the hell that was called ‘Maid Perfect – Miss Helga’s Training Academy’, a nightmarish place of torture, pain, suffering and humiliation. That hellish place was so far out of his circle of experience or understanding that he was lost from the first moment. In the six months that he was in the care of Miss Helga the primary lesson he learned was to wrap his mind up and not let it think at all. With countless severe torture sessions for the slightest insignificant failure, he also learned how to be a ‘Perfect Maid’, something Miss Helga prided herself on.

Michael tried to escape after the first week, but the dogs caught him before he had gone a hundred yards. She let him spend the night shivering on the ground with the dogs nipping at him any time he tried to move. In the morning she came for him.

“So, Michelle, you’re not happy here?” she asked.

He crawled to her, wrapped his hands around her legs and begged, “I’m sorry, Miss, I don’t know what I was thinking of. Please forgive me, please, I won’t do it again.”

“I expect after I’ve punished you and then shown you what happens if you try again you won’t,” she laughed.

Two days of prolonged torture later she had forced him to crawl to the barn. Inside was a cage with a man on all fours.

“My only failure to date,” Miss Helga observed. “He lives here now like a dog. I have removed his vocal chords and his penis. Some of my female guests love bringing him to their bedroom to use him. He’s the perfect dildo as he can’t speak or spurt and is quite good with his mouth.”

Michael shuddered and turned away from the man and the thought of being like him.

“We aren’t going to have any more trouble with you, are we, Michelle?” Miss Helga asked sweetly.

Michael almost wet himself in his profuse assurances that he would be a ‘Perfect Maid’ from now on.

By the time his training was done Michael had learned how to dress, how to curtsey, how to serve, how to walk, how to put on makeup, how to properly take care of a woman’s every need and, most humiliatingly, how to suck dick. With hormones and surgery his body had been altered to be more pleasing and more feminine. Helga left him his dick but with the promise that if he returned, because his owners were disappointed with his performance as a maid, that she would personally remove it.

When she was satisfied with him she carefully packaged him back in the same box and shipped him back to Julie and Deb. He came out of the box two days later as Michelle, the ‘Perfect Maid’. He has been the girls maid ever since. The fleeting thoughts of rebellion that crossed his mind scared him. The possibility of ever screwing up enough to be sent back to Miss Helga’s was terrifying.

***

Julie looked at him a moment after his curtsey with a soft smile curving her lips and said, “Michelle, you do understand why I had you stand in the corner, didn’t you?”

“Yes, Miss, I’m very sorry that my seams weren’t straight, Miss, I won’t let it happen again, I promise.”

“You’d best not, Michelle,” Deb chimed in, “or we might be forced to send you back to Miss Helga for more training.”

Michael’s bladder almost let loose with the image of Miss Helga and what it would mean to return for more instruction but his superb training brought him through with just a flicker of a shudder that he couldn’t contain. This set off gales of laughter from both women.

Julie smiled broader as she said, “Oh, by the way, Harold is coming over tonight for some companionship and he is looking forward to those special treats you give, Michelle, aren’t you excited?”

Again a flicker of disgust was evident as the thought of the repulsive acts he would be expected to perform slid through Michael’s brain. Recovering swiftly he gushed, “Oh yes, Miss, I just love serving Mr. Harold.”

“I’m sure you do, Michelle.”

Breeding Stock

“How is he doing, Carla?” I heard my wife ask.

“He’s coming along nicely, Judy,” my trainer responded.

I moved forward in the stall as far as my neck chain would allow, but they weren’t where I could see them. I’d had no way of marking off how many days had passed since my wife had dropped me here, but we had agreed on a month. A month for me to live out my fantasy of being forced to live in a barn as a pony and used as nothing more than a dumb animal. I had begged her to leave me here but, damn I was glad to hear her voice because it meant my month was up.

I’d found that the fantasy that rolled around in my head while I stroked my dick wasn’t anything like the reality. The first major difference, and for me the entire deal breaker, was the thing that they put on my dick, which wouldn’t have allowed me to stroke it even if my hands weren’t cruelly encased in a leather sleeve behind me. Then there was the food and the flies and the relentless hours on the training wheel and the whip. Oh yes, the whip. Somehow the thought of a whip smacking my ass was sensual, not the horrible bite that it really was. 

I looked at them as they stepped into view. The bitch, Carla, was dressed as usual in her jodhpurs, white blouse and riding boots. I’d come to know those boots intimately over the past month. She always had me clean them thoroughly with my tongue at the end of each day’s training. That wasn’t the only use she’d had for my tongue but the others had been way more pleasant. She was a nicely put together woman and I’d come to enjoy my sessions between her legs, except for the ever present unfulfilled desire to mount her.

It was my wife’s look that surprised me. She was dressed in skin-tight jeans with Tony Lama cowboy boots and a white T-shirt with no bra. My wife never dressed like that, ever. She was Miss Conservative, usually in some dumpy outfit and certainly never in anything that you could see her nipples. I dragged my view up to her face and got my second shock. The loving concerned look I’d expected wasn’t there. Instead she looked back at me almost indifferently but with a trace of amusement. I dropped my gaze.

“He looks…stronger,” my wife said hesitantly.

“He’s getting there,” Carla laughed.

“Has he been…bad?” my wife asked.

“Not really,” Carla answered. “Why do you ask?”

“His ass and his legs…they’re…he looks like you’ve really punished him. I mean that’s dried blood, isn’t it?”

“Normal disciplinary measures,” Carla laughed.

My wife had no idea of what that really meant. The woman was a sadist that the Marquis himself would have been proud of. She delighted in whipping me for any real or imagined failure to perform as the horse I was supposed to be. Some days she would string me up and whip me just to hear me screaming.

“I didn’t realize …” my wife trailed off.

“They need to learn,” Carla said coldly. 

“Been enjoying your fantasy, Brent?” my wife asked me directly.

I lifted my head and looked at her. I couldn’t speak because of the special bit in my mouth so I grunted and motioned my head to indicate that I wanted it out. She looked at me blankly.

“I think he wants to speak,” Carla said.

“Can’t he?”

“Not with that thing in his mouth,” Carla explained. 

“Oh. Do you ever take it out?” 

“Not while they’re horses,” Carla chuckled.


“But…what if they are tired of…”

“Being a horse?”

“Yes and they want to go home,” my wife said.

“That not really an option for him anymore,” Carla said.

I was startled. My wife clearly was also.

“But I thought this was just for a month and then he got to go home,” she said.

“Not exactly.”

“But…”

“Do you remember the contract that he signed when he came here?” Carla asked.

“Not really, I mean… I didn’t actually read it,” my wife said.

“I gave you the original, Judy, don’t you have it?”

“I…I’m not sure. I think it’s somewhere at home,” my wife said.

“You…you left it home?” Carla said bewilderedly. 

“Why? Do I need it?”

“Were you planning on taking him home today?” Carla asked pointedly.

“Well…I guess.”

“I guess? I guess? What the fuck does that mean?” my mind screamed.

“Those are your ownership papers, Judy,” Carla said. “He can’t leave here without them.”

“What? That doesn’t make any…”

“Judy, he signed his life over to you. You own him. He’s a horse unless you give him those papers.”

“They’re at home, what’s the big deal?” my wife asked, perplexed.

“Judy, I run a respectable business and I can’t let a horse go without proof of ownership.”

“Proof of ownership?” my mind wailed. “I’m a person.”

“He is no longer a person, Judy,” Carla said, as if she could read my thoughts. “Whoever has possession of that contract owns him.”

“Well, I have it,” my wife said.

“How do I know that?” Carla asked.

“What?”

“How do I know that, Judy? You might have sold his contract to someone else.”

“I wouldn’t have…  Wait, I can sell him?”

“Of course.”

“But…”

“Would you like to?”

“Huh?”

“Would you like to sell him, Judy?”

My wife looked at me guiltily and a spear of dread hit me. Surely she was here to take me home and wouldn’t …

“Can I take him for a ride?” my wife asked, changing the subject.

“He’s your horse, Judy, you can do whatever you want to with him,” Carla laughed.

***

Fifteen minutes later I had been hitched to a sulky and was pulling my wife along one of the trails I come to know well during my month here. For one of the few times since I’d come to this hellish place I was content. First, my wife wasn’t laying the whip mercilessly on my ass the way Carla always did and secondly I was being allowed to walk instead of the all-out pace the bitch used. This was what my fantasy was all about! Now if we could just stop and fuck the whole month of hell would have been worth it.

“Whoa, boy,” my wife said pulling lightly on the reins until I stopped. “We need to talk.”

She climbed down and walked around to where I could see her.

“I know you can’t talk with that thing in your mouth but you can nod,” she said. “I have a few questions.”

I didn’t understand why she was asking me questions where I couldn’t really answer instead of just waiting until we were in the car on our way home, but I nodded.

“Has it been what you expected?”

I shook my head.

“Because of that thing on your dick?” she laughed.

That was a big part of it, but not everything. I wanted badly to be able to explain all of my feelings but I nodded.

“Not exactly like the fantasies you used to whisper in my ear while you rubbed yourself, is it?”

Not even fucking close. I nodded sheepishly.

“And you probably didn’t think about how horrible it would really be living as an animal, did you?’

I hung my head.

“We have a problem, Brent,” she said softly.

I lifted my head and looked at her. 

“A problem?” I thought and then I remembered the contract. “Shit! She will have to leave me here and come back with it tomorrow.”

I shuddered at the thought of another day here.

“It’s not just the contract,” my wife said, reading my thoughts.

“Not just the contract?”

“I’ve met someone,” she whispered.

I looked at her blankly.

“I was going to tell you on the way home that I’ve filed for divorce,” she said, “but now that won’t be necessary.”

“What?”

“Since I own you I don’t need to go through all that messiness,” she explained. “I can just leave you here.”

I don’t think either one of us was prepared for my reaction. The thought of staying here as a horse unglued my reason. I jumped forward into her, knocked her to the ground and pushed my knees into her chest.

“Brent,” she snapped angrily, “get off of me this instant!”

I have never seen her so furious. She wasn’t scared of me at all, just really pissed off. I rolled off of her and tried to put some real apology into my body language. She stood up and a little of the anger left her face.

“Brent,” she said coldly. “You don’t really have any options.”

I shook my head in bewilderment. How had my life come to this? Leave me here? It was just a fantasy.

“I can understand why you might not want to stay here with little Miss Sadist, but you’re not coming home with me so your only other option is that I can sell you,” she said, looking at me expectantly.

I shook my head vigorously and started moaning and pleading with her. I put all of my effort into attempting to make just the word ‘please’ intelligible. I could tell that she knew what I was trying to say but the hardness never left her face.

“I’m not going to stand here much longer, Brent,” she said. “I want to get back to my new boyfriend so I’m going to give you one minute to make up your mind. Your choice is to stay here or let me sell you to someone who might treat you better.”

She looked at me expectantly. I was totally out of options. She owned me and I had the misfortune to be looking at a woman in love, a woman who didn’t care about me any longer and who had the perfect solution to divorce. My only hope was to try for the best situation I could negotiate from my totally untenable position. I grunted and looked down at my trapped penis and then back at her.

“What?”

I looked down and back up again.

“Oh, that thing,” she laughed.

I looked down and back up pleadingly.

“Carla doesn’t let her ponies have their dicks free,” she said.

I looked down and back up.

“I suppose I could ask her if there is someone I could sell you to that does allow that,” she mused. “Is that what you want?”

Fuck no. I wanted to go home but I wasn’t going to get it. I nodded.

“I suppose it’s the least I can do,” she giggled. “Actually it might be fun to think of you rubbing your dicklet on a barn wall while my new boyfriend is pounding me into the mattress.”

I couldn’t help the tears.

***

When we got back Carla came out to help put me away for the night. Carla knew that without the contract I would at least be staying one more night. I think she was salivating at the thought of having another night to torture me.

“So, Judy,” Carla said after they had me back in my stall, “have you given any more thought about possibly selling him?”

“I wanted to talk to you about that,” my wife said.

I could see the shock in Carla’s face. She clearly had been convinced that my wife was going to take me home and set me free. Well, to be fair, so had I.

“You did?”

“Yes. Letting him go doesn’t fit into my life plans right now, but I don’t want to leave him here.”

“Why not?” Carla bristled. “Haven’t I done a good job with him?”

“Of course, you have, Carla,” my wife said placatingly. “It’s not that at all.”

“What is it then?” Carla demanded.

“You don’t allow your ponies to have their dicks free and I…”

“What? You think he should be able to spray all over any time he wants like a dog? Just fucking rub his dick any…”

“Carla!” my wife interjected. “He’s mine and I want to find someone who won’t keep his little thingy under lock and key. Is that such a big deal?”

“I don’t like it!” Carla said.

“I can tell,” my wife said dryly. “All I’m asking is do you know someone who might want to buy him who isn’t as…rigid as you are about allowing a little freedom?”

“I do have a friend who owns several ponies that are…unfettered,” Carla said grudgingly.

“Carla, I want to be clear on this. Does that mean that she doesn’t keep their penises in chastity?”

“Yes.”

“And otherwise how are they treated?” my wife asked.

“Fucking coddled if you ask me.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means she hardly whips them and sometimes they even sleep in her bedroom when she’s horny,” Carla explained.

“She lets them fuck her?” my wife asked incredulously.

“Of course not!” Carla snorted. “She likes to ride their faces all night sometimes.”

“Can you call her?”

“What?”

“Ask her if she’s interested in another…bed warmer,” my wife chuckled.

***

Thirty minutes later it was a done deal. I had been sold to some fifty year old matron who lived the life of luxury on a hundred acre secluded farm. Her dot com husband who had made the money to buy the place lived in the barn, with the rest of her acquisitions, like an animal. My wife was returning tomorrow with the contract and my new owner was coming with her horse trailer to take me to my new home. I was conflicted, but it had to be better than the hell of living under Carla’s thumb and after all I would have this thing off my dick. My wife gave me a peck and drove away.

“Well lucky you, huh?” Carla sneered.

I looked at her carefully. I didn’t want to piss her off because she had until tomorrow to do anything she wanted. I just wanted to lie down in my stall and wait. I put my head down.

“I did forget to mention one small detail about your new owner,” Carla smiled.

My head came back up. She was looking at me with fire in her eyes.

“She really likes her animals to have their privates free, but she never wants them to ever, ever, ever have any chance of pleasure.”

The fright in my eyes must have tickled her because she couldn’t help but laugh out loud.

“She does leave them their balls,” she giggled.

Just A Friend

“Do your legs hurt, honey?” my wife asked sweetly.

Of course, they hurt. She had forced me stand to next to her on my tiptoes for over an hour while she read her magazine. My claves ached and my thighs were burning. I was trembling from the exertion. It was a rhetorical question, but I couldn’t have responded anyway with the monster gag she had in my mouth.

“I just love your legs like this,” she crooned, running her hands up my legs, “so taut and strained with tension.”

I quivered at her touch. If she was going to continue to caress me, my legs would give out and she knew it.

“Isn’t this fun?”

I grunted out my pain but she just laughed.

“And I really like this,” she said running her hand up to touch the end of my caged cock.

She stuck her finger in the end of the cage and caressed the tip. My dick expanded in a futile attempt to escape its prison. It was a pain that I hated.

“And these sweet little things,” she said, clutching my balls.

The stimulation caused my knees to buckle. It had been four months since I foolishly had confessed my desire to be denied. She had generously let me put the high tech device on my dick and then taken the key and hidden it. I had been chaste ever since. When I realized my mistake and became frenzied for relief, she had used promises of potential release to get me to agree to all kinds of stupid things. Now I was nothing more than her slave.

“Stand up, Keith, or I will have to punish you,” she said crossly.

I pushed my heels back off the floor and my thighs started cramping. I couldn’t stand like this much longer before I collapsed, and no amount of threatening would get me back up. I was shivering like I had been naked in a blizzard for an hour. I was so zoned out trying to stay on my toes I missed what she said and only heard her when she was pissed at me.

“Are you listening to me?” she said angrily.

I grunted into my gag.

“I told you to get between my legs,” she hissed.

I collapsed gratefully onto the floor and moved my face so that my nose was inches from her cunt. The aroma overpowered all of the pain and suffering of the last hour plus time I had been standing in that agonizing position. My dick sprang to life. Well, at least as much life as it could have in the restrictive device she had wrapped around it. I wanted her, god, I wanted her.

She reached behind my neck, unlocked the clasp and pulled the gag from my mouth. She took a handful of my hair and forced my face into her pussy.

“Worship, Keith,” she said and leaned back to enjoy what she knew I could do for her.

It was an hour later and so many orgasms that I lost count when finally she pushed me away. I looked up at her face and saw an indolent satisfied look that made me feel proud and incredibly sad at the same time. I had asked to be treated like this and I knew that I was fulfilling my wife in ways that had brought her to heights she had never imagined, but…  But I was becoming a slave. A real one and I didn’t know how to stop the downhill slide that I had started.

“Wow, Keith,” she gushed, “that was…”


Her sentence trailed off as her mind drifted away into the warm peaceful sexually satisfied world that was her immediate existence. I waited for her to recover and thought about how I could convince her to return to the loving life that we used to have.

“Keith, I need sex.”

I looked up questioningly. We… well, she had just had sex, but if she would take the damn thing off of my dick we could have real sex. I was excited.

“Oh, Keith,” she laughed, “not with you, silly. I mean with a real man who has something more than a peanut between his legs.”

A peanut? She had never complained before. How did my dick become a peanut?

“I’ve been going to lunch with a guy at work,” she said. “He’s a real hunk and I’ve told him about you. He wants to meet you.”

“Meet me?” I croaked.

“Did I say you could talk?” she snapped. “God damn it, Keith, rules are rules. Get back in position. Now!”

I climbed back to my feet and pushed my heels off of the floor. My thighs protested immediately. I started a low moan deep in my gut. I was going to die. How had it come to this? She was going on a date? With some guy from work? My legs started to spasm.

“He’s coming over at seven,” she said. “I know you two are going to get along.”

“Get along?” I thought. “I’m going to get along with some great looking guy who is going to screw my wife?”

I waited for my inevitable collapse and the punishment that she would inflict when I did. My legs went into contractions. I thought about her whip and willed them to hold for a few minutes longer.

“Go run my bath,” she said. “I need you to get me ready for my date.”

I swear she knew just how far to push. I collapsed gratefully and crawled off to the bathroom, but my mind was turning over her statement about a date. We had never agreed to that. I had asked for her to keep me frustrated, not to cheat on me. I was angry but one of the foolish rules I had agreed to didn’t allow me to speak. I ran the bath and seethed.

“Angry, are we?” she giggled when she came into the bathroom.

I was allowed to answer a direct question so I said, “Yes, Miss Barrons.”

“And why might that be, Keith?”

“Your date, Miss.” I said carefully.

“What about my date? You may speak freely for a minute.”

“That wasn’t part of my…our…”

“Keith, didn’t you tell me you wanted to have your dick locked up?”

“Yes…”

“And keep you like that until you were half-insane with desire?”

“Yes, Miss, but I was thinking a few days and then…”

“And that I could decide when?”

“Honey…”

“Keith!” she screeched. “This discussion is to clear the air. You do not have permission to use the word ‘honey’ in reference to me ever. Do you understand?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said chagrined.

“So, anyway,” she continued, “I get to decide when you are going mad from denial and I don’t think you are even close yet.”

“But, Miss Barrons, what does that have to do with you having a date?”

“Believe it or not, Keith, just because you want to live without sex doesn’t mean that I plan on becoming a nun.”

“Huh?”

“I need to get fucked, Keith,” she said. “So, I’m having a date tonight.”

“But, Miss Barrons,” I protested. “I could…”

“No you couldn’t,” she said coldly. “Not now or ever again.”

“But…”

“Do you think that I or any woman would want to have a pitiful animal like you make love to her?”

“Uh…”

“A sniveling slave who isn’t even allowed to touch his cock?”

“I…”

“A creature that lets his wife beat him?”

“Miss, please…”

“A beast who’s bed is a cage in the bedroom closet?”

I stopped protesting and hung my head. I guess she was right. What I had become was nothing that any woman would want in her bed.

“I thought not,” she said smugly, “now finish getting me ready for my date.”

***

I cringed when the doorbell rang. I had dressed her to the nines. She was wearing a skimpy black sheath dress, no bra, no panties and fuck me four inch heels. I was naked except for the hated belt.

“Answer it,” she demanded.

I begged her mutely with my eyes, but all that was reflected back was a winter frost. I crawled to the door and opened it, shielding my body behind it. Framed in the doorway was a hunk. He had a model’s good looks and carriage. I could see what had attracted my wife. I’m sure she was salivating over what was under those clothes. 

“Come in, Barry,” she called from the couch.

The hunk stepped through the door and looked down at me. A soft smile played around his lips. I wanted to die.

“Wow,” he said, “you really do have him as your slave.”

“Did you think I was just trying to entice you?” my wife asked.

“I didn’t know what to think,” he laughed. “It seemed so…implausible that a grown man would allow himself to be treated like this.”

“Well, it did take a lot of work and deception on my part to get him to become my complete slave,” she bragged.

“What can I do with him?” he asked.

“Anything you want,” she said getting up from the couch and shrugging on her coat. “I’ll be back in the morning. When you’re done with him just lock him in the cage in the bedroom.”

I was confused as to what was going on here. I thought this Barry guy was her date for the evening but she seemed to be talking about leaving him here alone with me. I wasn’t allowed to speak but this was too much.

“Wait, Miss Barrons,” I said. “I don’t understand. Where are you going?”

She whirled on me with flames coming out of her eyes, “Tomorrow I will take the crop to you for speaking. It is none of your business where I am going but if you must know I’m going on a date with a real man.”

“But…”

“I suppose you thought I was going out with Barry.”


“Uh…”

“Barry is just a friend from work. I never said he was my date,” she said. “All I said was that I had told him about you and he wanted to meet you.”

“Me?”

“Barry is gay and just loves to have subservient men to abuse.”

“Abuse?”

“Yes, and in return he is going to train you to be a first class cocksucker for when my new boyfriend comes over.”

Cocksucker? I shut my mouth. My wife leaned down and grazed my cheeks with her lips. I could feel her soft breath and smell her perfume. She giggled into my neck and I started shaking.

“If I get a good report, Keith, I just might let you have five minutes with your right hand.”

I looked at her and hope flared deep in my gut. 

“Five minutes!”

She laughed.

I Just Need To Relax

“Tammy.”

“Hi, Brent, can I come in?”

“Sure, come in…but I thought you had a final tomorrow.”

“I do.”

“Shouldn’t you be studying?”

“I can’t study anymore, Brent. I need you to help me relax.”

“Huh?”

“I brought a bag of overnight stuff,” she said putting her bag on the counter. “I thought that maybe you could help me unwind.”

“Help you…how?” 

“You know, maybe get close and kiss and touch and…you know.”

I couldn’t believe it. I had been seeing Tammy for three months and she would barely let me touch her breasts. Actually she wouldn’t let me touch them. As soon as my hand got close she would push me away and make me feel guilty for even trying. Our make-out sessions were hell for me. I always had to masturbate at least twice after she’d been over for the evening.

“Kiss me, Brent,” she demanded grabbing my shirt and dragging me into her full mouth.

After all the times I’d tried to move past just kissing I was gun shy, but this time seemed different. I let my hands roam up under her shirt until I had her bra strap in my fingers. She kept kissing me hard so I tried the next obvious move. I snapped my fingers and the hooks let loose. She pushed me away but not angrily as she had in the past.

“Take off your shirt,” she said throatily.

I didn’t need an engraved invitation. I skinned my shirt off in a flash and threw it on the floor. I pulled her back into another passionate kiss and let my hands start creeping around the front of her body. She pushed me away again but gently.

“Turn around, Brent,” she said, “and run your hands up and squeeze my breasts.”

It wasn’t clear to me why she wanted me to do it like that but I would have stood on my head if it meant that I would be allowed to fondle those beautiful orbs. I turned, put my hands behind me and took hold of both tits. I let my fingers capture her nipples. She moaned. I couldn’t believe that I was finally on the path to getting her in bed. Then I felt steel encircle my wrists and she pushed me away. I tried to bring my hands in front of me but she had handcuffed them together.

“Tammy,” I blustered, turning around, “what’s going on?”

“Don’t worry, Brent,” she said reassuringly, “I just need to make sure that you don’t get too carried away.”

“But, Tammy, I…”

“Ssssh, Brent, it’ll be okay I promise. We’re going to have fun. Trust me.”

She knelt down in front of me and unzipped my jeans and started working them over my hips. I relaxed. I liked the direction this was taking. I kicked my jeans away and looked down at her. She put her hands on my boxers and looked into my eyes.

“Let’s see what we have here, shall we?” she quipped, yanking the boxers to my feet.

My dick stood up like a flagpole. I held my breath hoping that she would place those adorable lips on it but, she stood up, wrapped her hand around it, picked up her bag from the counter and pulled me to the bedroom.

“Just a few more things and we’ll be ready,” she said kissing my cheek.

She pulled a chair from the corner and placed it close to the bed. Retrieving a screw-eye from her bag she climbed up on the chair and twisted it solidly into the ceiling. She stepped down off the chair, rummaged around in the bag and came up with a roll of very thin wire that she threaded through the eye. I had been standing next to her the whole time watching with only one half of my mind engaged because the other half was mesmerized by the nearness of a nubile twenty-two year old body in shorts and a top with a loose bra. My attention focused when she took the free end of the wire, made a loop, put it over my ball sack and pulled it painfully tight.

“Tammy, what are you doing?” I pleaded. “That hurts.”

She ignored me. She took the other end of the wire to the doorknob across the room, wrapping it around the shaft one time and pulling out the slack. She kept pulling which hurt like hell. The only way to relieve the pressure was for me to push my heels off the floor. 

“Higher, Brent,” she urged, pulling the wire even tighter.

By the time she tied it off I was balancing precariously on my tippy-tip toes and it felt like I’d lose my balls at any minute.

“Tammy, please, this isn’t funny and it really hurts. You are going to ruin me for life.”

She came over and rubbed herself on my leg, which put too much pressure on my balls. I screamed.

“Brent,” she snapped, “we can’t have you making noise like that.”

“But, Tammy,” I wailed, “it hurts.”

“Quiet now, Brent, or I’ll have to gag you.”

“But, Tammy, I thought we were going to make love.”

“We are…sort of,” she laughed.

“This has gone far enough, Tammy,” I said firmly. “Let me down this instant.”

Her response was to reach in her bag, pull out a ball gag and force it into my mouth. I moaned.

“Be good now, Brent, I’m going to get a shower and get ready.”

“Get ready for what?” I thought. “Watching my balls fall off on the floor?”

She left and soon I could hear the shower running. She took a long one while I desperately tried to shift my weight around to keep my claves from cramping. After the shower turned off she spent another ten minutes doing girly things before she returned to the bedroom. She looked great! She hadn’t bothered to put anything on after her shower but a silk robe and it was unbelted. I could see all of the charms that she had been so reticent about even giving me a glimpse of. She walked in front of me and despite my distress my cock got hard again. She reached out and captured it.

“Oh, Brent,” Tammy gushed, “I’m going to have so much fun having you as my husband.”

“Husband? Where did that come from?” I wondered. “I have no intention of getting married. I just want to fuck her.”

“We’ll play so many games just like this,” she said, stroking me lightly.

“Games?”

“Just looking at those legs straining like that makes me so hot,” she said running her hands over my ass and down my thighs. “I’m going to have to do something about that.”

Doing something ‘about that’ didn’t have a thing to do with me. She lay down on the bed and in plain sight gave me a marvelous twenty minutes of playing with herself culminating in what looked like an over-the-top orgasm that left her completely drained. I swear she drifted off to sleep. Just about that time my legs were cramping so badly that I could feel a trickle of blood from where the wire had cut into my ball sack and I knew I was only moments from no longer having balls she opened her eyes and smiled.

“Oh dear,” she said, “perhaps I’ve overdone it for your first time.”

“My first time?”

She undid the wire from the doorknob and I collapsed on the floor. It was when she carefully loosened the wire on my balls that I realized how deadened they had become. The blood rushing in stung like someone was sticking needles in them.

“Crawl over to the bed, Brent,” she said. “I have an exam in the morning and I need to get some sleep.”

I got up and knee-walked over to the bed. As I started to rise to climb in she put her hand on my shoulder and pushed me back down.

“You don’t get to sleep in the bed, silly,” she laughed, “your place is here on the floor.”

She wrapped the wire loosely around my neck, fastened the other end to the headboard and turned off the light.

I spent a miserable night on the carpet next to the bed. I lay awake for hours as my thoughts kept ricocheting between the lure of the glimpse of heaven she had shown me and the hell that she had put me through. Thinking back on everything she’d said it seemed clear she intended this to be a permanent state of affairs between us but I didn’t see how. She had an exam to go to and I was scheduled to vacate the apartment tomorrow. She would have to let me loose and when she did I planned to run as far and as fast as I could. I finally drifted off near dawn.

***

I woke up with a pain in my balls. When I opened my eyes I saw her sitting on the edge of the bed holding the wire in her right hand. The other end was looped around my balls again. I struggled to my knees.

“I need your mouth,” she said, reaching down and removing my gag. “You are not to speak!”

“This is more like it,” I thought happily as she used the wire to guide my face between her thighs.

“This is your first lesson in what I will expect of you every morning when we are married,” she said.

I didn’t know what planet she was on but she would be at the tail end of a very long list of people that I would never marry. I put my mouth on her pussy and started licking.

“Stop!” she demanded. “I didn’t tell you to lick.”

I stopped licking and waited. The smell was intoxicating. I wanted her badly even trussed up like this.

“Put your mouth around me and make a seal,” she said. “I have to pee.”

I recoiled like I had just discovered that the dream pussy in front of me was a giant dick. Pee? In my mouth? I only was able to draw away about three inches before she yanked on the wire and the pain forced my mouth open and onto her in a strangled cry.

“I’ll go slowly,” she purred. “Just relax and swallow each time I stop.”

The first trickle filled my mouth before I could close it and then a gentle tug on the wire was all that was needed to remind me of my place. I swallowed and opened my mouth for more. More came right away. We settled into a rhythm. Trickle into my mouth, stop, close mouth, swallow, open mouth, trickle... 

“Wow, Brent,” Tammy said happily when she was finally done. “You are a natural at this! Now you can lick.”

I licked her clean but that wasn’t all she wanted. When I tried to stop after I thought I had removed all traces of her piss she kept me at it by increasing the pressure on her little persuader leash on my balls. I gave her what sounded like two mind-bending orgasms. I was miserable but in spite of it all my dick was throbbing. I kept myself sane with the mantra that it would all be over soon when she had to leave for her final.

“Gosh, Brent,” she laughed when she recovered. “You are quite the catch. I thought I was going to really have to work to train you, but you are exceptionally good already at the two main things you will be doing as my husband. Keep that up and I may give you a little reward next week.”

“Next week? I plan to take a hand to my problem just as soon as you leave,” I thought.

“Okay, Brent, get up. I need you in position so I can get to my test and then when I get back we’ll move you to your new home.”

She jumped up on the chair, threaded the wire through the eye-bolt and had me on my tiptoes before I could catch my breath.

“Tammy, what are you doing,” I wailed.

“Brent, I told you no talking,” she said shaking her head. “I guess your little reward will have to wait until two weeks from now.”

“Tammy, let me down,” I demanded.

“Three weeks then,” she chuckled pushing the gag back into my mouth.

Slave For A Week

“Hi, I’m Keri.”

I looked up and my heart skipped a beat. Standing next to me was an exceptionally pretty girl who was at least twenty years my junior and clearly a Domme. Not the stern, battle-ax, in-your-face type that were dime a dozen but rather a proud, confident, self assured, I-don’t-need-to-prove-to-myself-that-I’m-superior-to-you-so-you’d-better-just-get-down-and-give-up type that I had been looking for all my life. She had me with that sentence.

“I…”

“I feel the same way.”

“Huh?”

“Ryan, you’ve been looking for someone like me, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” I gulped.

“Try that again, Ryan,” she said sternly.

“Y…yes, Miss Keri,” I stammered, “I have.”

“Tell me.”

“What?”

“Ryan, you’ve been coming to this club for six months waiting for someone like me and now you are going to be coy?”

“How did you know my name and…that I’ve been coming here for six months?”

“I’ve been watching you.”

“But, I’ve never seen you before, Miss Keri.”

“I’ve been watching you trying to make up my mind,” she said.

“Oh.”

“Tell me, Ryan.”

“What, Miss Keri?”

“I’m losing my patience, Ryan,” she snapped. “Tell me!”

“I want…I want to be a slave, Miss,” I choked out.

“A slave, Ryan? What does that mean to you?”

“That I would do whatever my owner demanded of me no matter what.”

“Even if it disgusted you?” she asked.

“Yes, Miss.”

“Even if you got no pleasure from it?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Even if it was boring?”

“Yes, Miss Keri.”

“Even if it meant you were frustrated?”

“Uh…”

“Kept on the edge and teased?”

I couldn’t speak. I nodded.

“Does the thought excite you?’

“Y…yesss, Miss.”

“It might be fun, mightn’t it, Ryan?”

“I think so, Miss Keri.” 

“So, would you like to be my slave for the next week to see how we both like it?’

I wasn’t completely sure. It was a big step, but it seemed like we wanted the same things. She smiled at me and stepped back.

“Then again maybe you’re not quite ready,” she said.

“Wait, I…”

“You what, Ryan?”

“I think I want to try, Miss.”

“I need a commitment, Ryan.”

“I don’t understand,” I said.

“If you want to be my slave you have to ask.”

“Oh, uh…Miss Keri, can I be your slave?”

“Are you sure that’s what you want, Ryan?” she asked sweetly.

“Yes, Miss Keri, I’m sure.”

Her face flickered into a cold mask that caused me to stop breathing. I stepped back and thought about changing my mind.

“Follow me,” she demanded and walked away.

I followed her into one of the private rooms. She locked the door and looked at me like I was a slab of beef. My uncertainty was forming a knot in the pit of my stomach.

“Take off all of your clothes, Ryan, we need to get you prepared.”

I stripped and she had me kneel in the center of the room. She locked my hands behind me, put me in a chastity belt and then left the room. I waited about five minutes until she returned with a camera and a good looking guy. She had him stand next to me and pull out his dick.

“Put your mouth on it,” she ordered.

“Miss Keri, please,” I pleaded, “I’m not gay and I…”

“Put your mouth on it now, Ryan,” she said coldly, “or I’ll let him use you for the next hour anyway he wants.”

I opened my mouth and put my lips around his dick. I was shamed and tears were flowing freely. She ignored my distress and snapped about twenty pictures from all angles.

“Thank you, Hector,” she said to the guy when she had enough shots. He put his dick away and left.

“You’re probably wondering why, aren’t you, Ryan?” she asked sweetly.

“Yes, Miss.”

“A little insurance, Ryan,” she laughed. “You are mine for the next week and I want to make sure that you don’t just decide to walk away from your commitment.”

“What happens to the pictures, Miss?” I asked.

“I’ll keep them safe.”

“And you’ll give them to me at the end of the week, Miss?”

“No, they’re mine.”

“But…”

“You are my slave now, Ryan,” she said. “I can do whatever I want with you. You have no rights. You exist to serve me and the sooner you learn that the easier this week will go for you. You probably have some rose colored idea of how this week is going to go but you are wrong. I expect instant and mindless obedience and if I don’t get it your life will be hell.”

“But I thought…”

“That I was going to play out all of the twisted fantasies rolling around in your little brain?”

“Uh…”

“That I was firm but basically sweet and we would play together to our mutual enjoyment?”

“Well…” 

“I don’t give a shit about your needs or enjoyment,” she sneered. “I plan to use you to satisfy whatever sick desire strikes me and if you get some pleasure out of it then lucky you.”

This wasn’t what I expected at all. She was treating me like I was nothing but a piece of meat, an animal that existed solely for her pleasure. It was what I had asked for, but the reality was frightening. I hung my head and waited, then she released my hands and dropped an envelope in front of me.

“Inside you will find keys to my house and instructions as to what I expect. I will be home at six. If you run I will use the pictures. After your life is destroyed I’ll have someone pick you up and castrate you for letting me down.”

Then she was gone. I put my clothes on and picked up the envelope.

***

Three hours later I had done most of the chores on the list she had given me. I was naked and on my hands and knees cleaning her bathroom when I heard her come in. I kept working and presently I felt her presence behind me.

“You will stop whatever you are doing when I enter a room and kiss my feet.”

I crawled to her and kissed her feet.

“Pour me a glass of white wine and run me a bath,” she ordered.

I crawled off to the kitchen to find her wine. She followed me there and then into the bathroom where I started the water running in the tub. When it was full she had me undress and bathe her.

“I have a date tonight,” she said as I soaped her breasts. “Normally that would mean an easy night for you, but I have a dear friend who heard that I have a new slave so she will be using you while I’m gone.”

I looked at her. She couldn’t be serious. Lending me out? All I’d done so far were boring chores and… well, I guess bathing her wasn’t boring but she was already lending me out? She saw my consternation and smiled.

“She can be quite sadistic and will probably bring her boyfriend to show off for,” she said. “I’d better not hear that she was disappointed. Trust me you don’t want to go there.”

Her rules specifically said that I wasn’t allowed to speak to her but this was too much. I opened my mouth to protest and she backhanded me to the floor.

“You weren’t going to object, were you, slave?” she asked.

I was but I thought better of it. I shook my head.

“I didn’t think so,” she said sarcastically. “Now help me get dressed for my date.”

***

Just before she was ready to leave the house the doorbell rang.

“Get it, slave,” Keri said.

I looked at her and pleaded silently. I wasn’t prepared to be treated like this, to be exposed to strangers completely naked.

“I don’t have time right now to whip your ass until it’s bleeding but I plan to when I get the chance. Now, get the door or I will think of something really degrading for you to do.”

I opened the door trying to shield myself but the woman who was standing on the porch barged right through towing her date behind her. She was big and she looked mean. Her boyfriend had a beer gut that hung over his belt like a he had a sixteen-wheeler tire around his waist.

“Hi, Keri,” the battleaxe said.

“Hi, Sonia.”

“Is this my entertainment for the night?” Sonia asked.

“Yes, Sonia,” she laughed, “this is my new slave, Ryan.”

“How experienced is he?” she asked.

“A total wannabe with zero experience,” Keri said.

Sonia swiveled her head to look at me and the frigid glaze of her eyes solidified my fear. I had agreed to be Keri’s slave for a week only six hours ago and already I realized that I had made a serious error. I knew only one thing at this point. I was going to have to put my head down and my mind in neutral and get through the next week of horror. Hopefully, after I was no longer under Keri’s thumb I would use this experience to remind myself anytime my penis tried to get the upper hand exactly how much reality varies from fantasy.

“What can’t I do, Keri?” she asked.

“No permanent damage,” she said shrugging her coat on.

“Doesn’t he have any limits?” Sonia asked incredulously.

“He probably does,” Keri said, “but he didn’t mention them.”

I started to protest, but Keri was way ahead of me again. She swung her stiletto into my crotch and I doubled up on the floor gasping for breath. Even though my dick was encased in a tube, my balls were exposed and they took the brunt of her blow. I wanted to scream but all that came out of my throat were gagging sounds.

“Be good, Ryan,” Keri laughed as she turned and walked out of the door.

Sonia looked down and nudged me with her toe, “Kneel in front of the couch, boy.” 

I crawled to the couch. I could hear Sonia fumbling with the DVD player and presently a movie started. She sat down to my right and patted the couch in front of me.

“Sit right here, Frank,” she said sweetly and Spare Tire plopped himself down in front of my face.

She reached over, unzipped his pants and fished out his dick. What with the pants and the huge roll of fat that now hung down whatever equipment he had was almost obscured. I could see a tiny one-eyed something peeking out at me which caused me to cringe and try to move back. Sonia thumped my head.

“Frank likes to be sucked off while we watch porn,” Sonia said pleasantly. “The trouble is I never get to watch the movie.”

I looked up into pitiless eyes. I knew what that meant. I lowered my head and sucked his cock into my mouth. How they ever had sex was beyond me because he barely filled my mouth when he got hard and she had a matching roll of blubber they had to compress for him to even get close to her snatch. When he finally erupted in my mouth Sonia dragged my head to her rank cunt for a worship session that lasted way too long for my taste.

I was working on lard boy the second time when he said something to Sonia that I didn’t catch. She reached down and grabbed a handful of my hair and put her lips next to my left ear.

“Frank has to piss, slave,” she whispered. “Swallow as fast as you can. I will whip your balls until they are bleeding if you make a mess on Keri’s couch.”


I tried to pull my head back but her grip on my hair wouldn’t let me. The acrid salty stream caused me to gag but the thought of her whipping my balls got my swallow reflex going. I sucked and gulped and swallowed for the next twenty seconds until he finally finished and Sonia let go of my hair.

“No now hurry up and finish him off,” Sonia purred, “because Sonia wants to teach you how you do that for a woman.”

***

By the time Keri returned to the house, I had swallowed Frank’s slime three times and had lost count of how many times Sonia had gone. Both of them had consumed at least six beers and I had become an experienced urinal as a result.

“Has he been having fun?” Keri asked as she came through the door.

“I doubt that he has,” Sonia laughed, “but Frank and I have had one of the nicest evenings we’ve had in a long time.”

“No trouble?” Keri asked sharply.

“This one was born to be a slave,” Sonia said.

“Really?”

“Incredibly submissive, very little resistance,” Sonia said.

“Did you whip him?”

“We never got around to that,” Sonia chuckled. “He never gave us any reason and we were having such a nice time…”

“What’d you do?”

“Well…Frank likes a warm mouth on his dick while we watch porn and I…”

“That’s it?” Keri asked incredulously.

“Uh…not exactly.”

“What else, Sonia?” Keri asked.

“We hate stopping the movie to uh…go to the toilet so we…”

“What?”

“We trained him to be our little urinal,” Sonia said. “Was that okay?”

“You trained him to be your toilet?” Keri asked in amazement.

“Yes…uh…was that wrong?”

“Christ no, Sonia,” Keri exclaimed. “That’s perfect! I was going to start on that tomorrow or the next day. You’ve just shown me that I can move faster with this little worm than I realized. Thanks.”

Sonia blushed at that compliment and she and Frank got up to go. Keri walked them to the door while I remained on my knees by the couch.

“So are you coming to my big party in two weeks?” Keri asked.

“Of course, Keri,” Sonia gushed. “We wouldn’t miss it for the world.”

“Great,” Keri said. “My plan is to have this one in the bathroom in the human toilet frame. He will be the toilet for the whole party.”

Sonia looked at me with that icy look again, “Something to look forward to, isn’t it?”

***

After they left I tried to get Keri’s attention. I wanted permission to speak and one of her rules was I wasn’t allowed to initiate any conversation. I caught her eye several times and I’m sure she knew that I wanted to talk but she ignored me. Finally, in desperation I decided that I was going to have to break the rule.

“Miss Keri,” I said tentatively, “may I speak.”

She whirled on me and snapped, “You already are, worm.”

“But, Miss Keri, I need to straighten something out.”

“You will be punished for speaking without permission,” she said. “Now what is it?”

“I…my term…I only agreed to one week,” I stammered.

“So?”

“So I won’t be here in two weeks for your party.”

“Of course, you will.”

“I will?” I asked perplexedly.

“You are going to beg me to extend your contract,” she said.

I thought about that. Hardly any of the fantasy part of being some beautiful woman’s slave was present in this situation, certainly not enough for me to want to continue. The total inability to touch my dick alone was the deciding factor. I shook my head.

“No, Miss, I don’t think so.”

“It’ll be hard for you to beg me to extend your contract for a week the first time I chain you up in the basement and use the cane on your ass, but eventually you will. By the third time I ask you for another week you will be blubbering and slobbering all over my feet begging me to let you stay before I even pick up the cane.”

“But, Miss,” I said thoroughly frightened, “you promised that it was just for a week.”

“I keep my promises, Ryan, I’ll never ask for more than a week.”

The New Housekeeper




Chapter One

“Are you Benjamin?” the vision on my front step asked.

Even if I hadn’t been Benjamin I would have lied just to keep her there. She was a beautiful twenty something year old with a creamy face, pouty lips, pageboy, trim body and a dazzling smile. She was everything that I wanted. I nodded and whisked the door open.

“I’m April,” the vision said.

“Sit down, April, and tell me…”

“Benjamin,” she stopped me, “I don’t mean to be rude, but I’d like a little more information about what exactly you are looking for before we go any further.”

“Wh…what?” I stammered.

“Well, the ad said you were looking for ‘a live-in housekeeper who would be stern and demanding and enforce strict domestic discipline’ but when we spoke on the phone you told me you lived alone.”

“I do.”

“So do you have children who visit who are unruly or…”

“No.”

“Benjamin, I don’t mean to be dense but if you live alone why do you need a live-in housekeeper at all much less one who can ‘enforce discipline’?”

I took a deep breath. This was where I had lost every other prospect who had made it this far. I wanted this one to stay but there was no way to sugar coat the next part.

“For me,” I said quietly.


“What?”

“I want a housekeeper to keep me in line.”

She looked at me speculatively, smiled and settled back into the couch. I could see from the gleam in her eyes that she wasn’t going to bolt just yet. I let out a small sigh of relief.

“To keep you in line, Benjamin?” she chuckled. “Perhaps you should tell me exactly what you want.”

“I want to live sort of like a slave,” I blurted.

“Sort of like a slave?” she repeated. “You mean like in olden times?”

“Not exactly,” I said, “more like a sexual slave.”

She stood up, “I think you have the wrong idea about me.”

“No, please,” I pleaded, “it’s not like that.”

“Not like what?”

“Please sit down and let me try to explain. I promise that it isn’t what you are thinking.”

She sat down and crossed her legs. I got a brief glimpse of her panties as she did. It distracted me. I gulped and forced my eyes to her face.

“April, I want to live as a slave to a beautiful woman such as yourself where I would be at your beck and call for whatever services you might require, whenever you might require them.”

“And I suppose that means fucking me whenever I get so desperate that I’d want an old guy like you to screw me?” she said disdainfully.


“No.”

“No? No as in you don’t want to fuck me?” she said disbelievingly.

“Well, of course, but…”

“But what?”

“I wouldn’t want you to ever let me.”

“You’re kidding.”

“No, April, I’m not,” I said sincerely.

“So what are these services that you would provide?”

“Anything you wanted.”

“Anything covers a lot of ground, Benjamin,” she said. “I can see you’ve thought about this a lot, so why don’t you just tell me a few of these ‘services’ that I might ask of you.”

“Um…like dressing and undressing you.”

She wrinkled her nose.

“And?”

“Uh…bathing you and giving you massages and pedicures and…”

“My, my, Benjamin,” she laughed, “you’re quite worked up about this, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Miss April,” I said slipping into a more deferential form of address.

“Miss April!” she exclaimed. “I like the sound of that. And how would I address you, Benjamin?”

“Um…slave or something demeaning,” I whispered.

“Slave, huh? I really like the sound of that,” she said. “Now, tell me about the sexual part…slave.”

Wow! Her use of the word ‘slave’ electrified me. I got bolder.

“You would use me…uh…my mouth to satisfy your urges without any regard to my pleasure.”

She sat up straight at that thought and parted her legs slightly. A look of pure lust passed across her face.

“Without any regard to your…uh…needs?” she said, looking at the bulge in my jeans.

“Never.”

“Show me!” she ordered, spreading her legs further.

I knelt between her legs and gently skimmed her panties down. Creamy white thighs and a nicely trimmed bush invaded my senses. I was in heaven as I rotated my face into her pussy and let my tongue softly caress her clitoris. Her back arched and she grabbed a handful of my hair and dragged me in. I was lost.

Twenty minutes and two enormous orgasms later she pushed me away and pulled down her skirt. She was happy.

“How much does the position pay?” she asked.

“One thousand per week plus room and board,” I said.

“I’ll take it.”

“But, April, you haven’t told me anything at all about yourself,” I complained. “I’m not…”

“That’s Miss April, slave,” she said coldly, “and the only thing you need to know about me is that I’m moving in here as your housekeeper.”

“Yes, Miss April,” I gulped.

“Show me the house,” she demanded.

I gave her the grand tour. The house was a two bedroom ranch with a basement. The master suite where I slept was quite large with a walk-in closet and master bath with spa tub and king-sized shower. I used the second bedroom as a den. The basement was unfurnished and open space except for one small room that may have been used by the former owner as a darkroom, but it was presently empty. When we returned to the living room she sat on the couch and looked up at me.

“I’ll be moving in tomorrow,” she said. “Between now and then I want you to sit down and write out every one of the twisted ideas you have about how you want to be treated. Also I want you to move your things to the room in the basement as I will be sleeping in the master suite. You are permitted to buy a twin sized secondhand mattress to put on the floor to sleep on. No other furniture except for one small lamp. Any questions?”

I had a million, but her directness and take charge attitude had me tongue-tied. I was staring my dream existence in the face and my dick was throbbing so hard it hurt. She noticed.

“Looks like I’m already earning my pay, aren’t I, slave?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said, shivering.

“And what would be happening in your dream world right now?” she asked.

“Huh?”

“That was a simple question, slave,” she said angrily. 

“Well…I…you would make me…”

“I would make you do what?”

“You would force me to…uh…masturbate,” I whispered.

“Really? Why would I do that?”

“Because it would be very humiliating for me to do something like that in front of you,” I said.

“All right, do it.”

“What?”

“Pull that thing out and do it,” she demanded.

I unzipped my pants and pulled out my dick. A wave of shame washed over me as I stood in front of a woman thirty years younger than myself preparing to entertain her by jacking off. It was exactly the feeling I had been craving. I started stroking and within a minute I could feel it coming. One of the best ones of my life was about to…

“Stop,” she screeched.

“Stop?” I questioned, heartbroken.

“Yes. That thing was going to make a mess all over me,” she said angrily.

“I…I’m sorry, Miss,” I stammered.

“Not as sorry as you would have been if that slime had gotten on my dress. Get a cup,” she ordered.

“A cup?”

“Yes. To hold in front of it to catch your cum.”

I retrieved a cup from the kitchen and returned to my spot in front of her.

“May I start again, Miss?”

“Yes, but it had better all go in the cup.”

It took longer this time. Partially because being almost there had triggered my body into somewhat believing that I’d had an orgasm and partially because it wasn’t as easy having to hold the cup. My mind was distracted worrying about missing and angering her. Nevertheless I got there. It wasn’t the grand mal the first one had promised to be but it was great. 

“So that’s what you want?”

“Pardon me?” I asked, still in the afterglow.

“Not that I’d ever let you but, instead of going to bed with me you’d rather stand here and masturbate?”

I hung my head. It was pitiful but it reached some need that was deep inside me. I couldn’t explain it even to myself. Somehow the humiliation, degradation and debasement were necessary for me to really reach a great blast off. Normal sex was flat compared to the high I got being forced to cum by a dominant female.

“Yes,” I said weakly.

“I think I might really like this new arrangement,” she mused, “now put that thing away and take care of the cup.”

I zipped my pants back up and headed for the kitchen to rinse out the cup. I was reaching for the tap when she stopped me.

“What are you doing?” she asked sharply.

“Uh…rinsing out the cup.”

“Is that what you’d be doing in your little fantasy world?”

I wouldn’t. Part of that fantasy would be having the woman force me to lick my seed from the cup, but that only seemed exciting before I came. Afterward, when my desire had been sated, I never wanted to do it. I had tried a few times on my own but it was disgusting. I looked at her but didn’t answer.

“It isn’t, is it?” she said. “I think I’m catching on. You’d want to be forced to lick it up, wouldn’t you?”


“Yes, Miss April, but it’s not really exciting after I’ve cum so I don’t really want to.”

“What difference does that make?” she asked sweetly.

“Huh?”

“I don’t really care if you want to or not. Actually I think I like it better that you don’t want to. I want you to lick that out of there so you are going to.”

“But, Miss…”

“But nothing, slave. Lick it up right now!”

I held the cup up to my mouth and stuck my tongue out. It was just as I had remembered it. It wasn’t really anything I wanted to consume but my damn dick had other ideas. In the past I had never been able to create this sensation. The reality of being forced by her to do this disgusting thing was pumping blood into something I thought was going to be dead for a while. She noticed and laughed.

“I knew that was what you wanted,” she giggled, “or at least part of you does.”

I licked the cup clean. By the time I finished my prick was tenting my jeans and I was ready for a repeat performance. I looked at her hopefully.

“You are just going to have to take care of that after I’m gone,” she chuckled. “I have a lot to do before tomorrow.”

I walked her to the door. My dream was finally coming true. I was in a fog about how great things were going to be from now on. At the door she turned.

“Don’t forget to write out a complete list of all of your deranged desires,” she said. “And if you play with yourself before I get back tomorrow I want you to save all of it.”

“It?” I asked but I knew what she meant and my dick throbbed.

“Your cum, slave,” she laughed. 

“But why, Miss?”

“Oh, I think you know why,” she said walking out the door. 




Chapter Two

By the time my doorbell rang the next afternoon I had everything ready. I had spent two hours writing. It was astounding the number of different quirks I had that got me excited. Some of them were very bizarre but it seemed that she wasn’t easily offended and if I could actually live out some of them. 

Of course, it took much longer than two hours to write them down because each time I’d get a scene in my head I’d get so worked up I’d have to stop and take care of my tension. The result was about two ounces of cum in my cup so far. I don’t know why I saved it all because I knew what she was going to make me do with it and the thought disgusted me.

I had taken a break from self abuse in the middle of the day and moved my stuff to the basement and then driven to the Salvation Army and purchased a ratty twin mattress. She hadn’t said anything about bedding but I figured that at least she’d let me have a blanket so I picked up a used twin blanket also. I was on pins and needles when I opened the door.

“What are you doing?” she asked as I opened the door.

“I…uh…I’m sorry, Miss April, I don’t understand,” I stammered.

“Shouldn’t you be on your knees?”

I dropped to my knees, clutched her ankles and put my lips on her shoes, “I’m sorry, Miss.”

“And naked?”

I should have been. My fantasy of how I would always greet her was exactly that. I just hadn’t realized that things would progress so quickly or that she would be so…  I tore my clothes off and went back to kissing her feet.

“Get me a glass of white wine, your list and the cum you’ve collected,” she said imperiously, sweeping into the room and planting herself on the couch.

I scurried to the kitchen, poured her a glass of wine, retrieved my cup of cum from the refrigerator and picked the notes off the counter. I knelt in front of her and handed her the wine and the notes. She reached out and tilted the cup so that she could see that it was half full. She looked at me with an evil gleam in her eyes.

“You just can’t leave that thing alone, can you, slave? Well, you know what to do with the cup,” she purred. “It better be gone before I’ve finished my wine.” 

I started slurping from the cup while she leisurely sipped her wine and read my notes. I gulped down my cold cum and waited patiently. I watched the blood rise up her neck as she read and by page two she had set her wine down and used her right hand to drag my face between her thighs.

“Wow,” she said, pushing me away after she had screamed out her pleasure, “I think you and I are going to get along just fine.”

She went back to reading and the flush started again. I think she forced herself to finish before she pulled me in again for another session of worship. She was comatose by the end and lay there for twenty minutes before her eyes opened and she looked down at me.

“Throw something on long enough to bring in my things,” she demanded. “Then pour me another glass of wine.”

I rushed around doing her bidding with my dick at three-quarters mast. I had been looking for six months for a housekeeper and hadn’t been able to get past telling them that it was me they were going to keep in line and now it seemed I’d found exactly what I was looking for. I was hoping that she’d notice my dick and ‘force’ me to masturbate. I really needed to cum.

I got her suitcases into the bedroom, poured her a glass of wine and knelt at her feet. I deliberately kept my legs apart and stuck my pelvis out a little hoping she’d notice. She did.

“How many times a day do you play with that thing?” she asked.

“Uh…three or four times, Miss,” I answered.

“More like five or six, I’ll bet,” she laughed.

I lowered my head. She was probably right. If I wasn’t completely absorbed in a task and sometimes even when I was, my thoughts would drift off. I’d find myself thinking of some twisted scene or another where a demanding woman was in charge of me. Then I would develop an entire picture in my mind that would get me so worked up that I would have to take myself in hand to relieve the pressure.

“I don’t think it’s proper,” she said.

“What?” I blurted.

“That’s what, Miss April,” she snapped, “and I said I don’t think it’s proper.”

“Not proper, Miss April?”

“No, I think that’s allowing you way too much pleasure,” she said.

“But, Miss…”

“Listen, you little worm, I own you now and that means if I say you don’t touch that thing, you don’t. Are we clear on this?”

“Oh my god,” I thought. “I never intended for her to…”

“How many times a day is proper, Miss?” I asked with a sinking heart.

“Well…I think that perhaps once or twice a day is more than enough.”

“Only twice a day, Miss?” I bleated, trying to fix her mind on the higher number.

She didn’t go for it. She looked at me sharply and said, “Once a day and perhaps twice if you’re especially good.”

My god! Once a day! I hadn’t only masturbated once in a day since…  I couldn’t remember back that far. I knew it could only be psychological at this point but I could feel the frustration wanting to boil out of me. I didn’t know much about April yet but what little I did know was that begging at this point was only going to make it worse.


“How many times did you spurt before I got here,” she asked.

The thought that I should lie flashed through my head before I answered her but it wouldn’t make any difference because I at least had to admit to once so I told her the truth, “Three times, Miss April.”

“Only three?” she asked sarcastically.

“Yes, Miss,” I said somewhat embarrassed.

She looked at me speculatively for a minute before speaking, “I think you are telling me the truth, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Miss.”

“All right then, I’m feeling very generous so I will allow you one more before you go to bed.”

“Thank you, Miss,” I said.

“Fix me some dinner and then we’ll have a look at one of your more imaginative ramblings,” she demanded.

***

After dinner we were back in the living room again. She was on the couch reading and I was crouched at her feet. She put my list down and looked at me.

“Let’s start with something simple that really appeals to me because I don’t have to actually do anything,” she said. “Go get me a whip, collar, short length of chain, two snap-hooks and some handcuffs.”

I brought the items back and laid them reverently at her feet. I didn’t know what she had picked but it didn’t make any difference. My dick was telling me that it was going to be good.

“Put the collar on,” she said, “and then cuff your hands behind you.”

I buckled the collar around my neck, snapped one cuff on and managed with a bit of a struggle to snap the other behind my back.

“Turn around,” she said coldly.

I turned my back to her and she took the short length of chain and the two snap-hooks and used them to fasten my hands to my collar, leaving my hands in the middle of my back.

“Stand up and move to the wall,” she said.

I moved to the wall and faced it.

“Let’s see,” she said, “it says here that you want to be forced to stand with your nose to the wall, holding up a penny as punishment when I’m angry—or just bored and want you out of the way.”

She held a penny to the wall but it was above where my nose would hit the wall by about three inches. I looked at her questioningly.

“Get up on your toes, stupid,” she sneered.

“Get up on my toes?” I thought. “That wasn’t the way I wrote that down.”

I pushed my heels off of the floor and leaned into the penny. This was way harder than I thought it would be. Being on my toes added an element of instability and my claves were already uncomfortable. I hoped she didn’t intend for me to stand this way too long.

“See,” she laughed, “I’m catching on already. Putting you on your toes has just improved on your punishment, hasn’t it?”

It certainly had made it more diabolical than I had intended but…

“I’m going to watch one of your DVDs,” she said, “and I’d better not hear that penny drop until I’m done or I’m going to use the whip.”

I only lasted twenty minutes before the cramping in my legs got so bad I was jerking around like someone was shocking me with AC current. The penny dropped and hit the hardwood floor and I heard the movie pause right away. Then her heels came clicking on the floor behind me and a searing pain hit my ass. I fell down and writhed at her feet.

“Get up, Benjamin,” she said gently. “I’m going to give you nineteen more and I don’t want you on the floor again or I’ll start over.”

I stood up and gritted my teeth through nineteen more brutal stripes to my butt. I had tried whipping myself with that whip, and I remembered it hurt, but I guess I had stopped when the pain factor had overcome the pleasure because that wasn’t enjoyable at all. 

“Nose!” she ordered, holding the penny on the wall again a little higher this time.

I put my nose on it and knew right away that there was no way I could hold this position until the end of the movie. I started to cry.

“Reality isn’t quite the same as your fantasy, is it, Benjamin?” she chuckled. “Well, I have to say that it is for me. I might have to give you a break just to take care of the…um…itch that you are causing.”

When the penny hit the floor fifteen minutes later I could feel the anger across the room. She paused the movie and was on me in a flash.

“You little fucker,” she screamed, lashing at my ass with the whip. “I’m trying to watch a movie. If that thing falls again before it’s over I am going to whip you until you bleed and you will not be touching that little worm for a week. Is that clear?”

Clear enough for me that I made a superhuman effort to keep the damn thing from falling again. I was beyond agony and so focused that she had to bark at me twice after the movie was finished before I heard her. I crawled to the couch.

“Gosh, Benjamin,” she gushed, “I am so glad that I answered your ad. I have to say it made me squirm a bit during the movie knowing you were over there in agony. Take care of that for me, will you?”

I gratefully nudged my way between her thighs and found the heaven that made the past two hours of suffering worth every aching moment. I spent until bedtime in my favorite spot and forgot the world.

“Golly,” she said pushing me away an hour later and releasing my hands from the cuffs, “look how late it’s gotten. I have a big day tomorrow and so do you so, I’m going to bed. You can too as soon as the kitchen is spotless.”

I looked at the mess I’d made fixing dinner. It wouldn’t take me that long as almost everything would go in the dishwasher and…

“Oh,” she said, almost as an afterthought, “I don’t want you using the dishwasher. I hate the way things come out of there sometimes. I want everything hand washed.”

I looked at the pile again and realized that I was now looking at the better part of an hour. I was tired and I didn’t want to be up another hour. On the other hand it pushed a button and my dick rose to the occasion. She noticed.

“Oh yeah,” she laughed, “when you’re finished you can rub that thing one time. Don’t forget to save your cum and wake me at eight with that tongue. “




Chapter Three

I crawled into her bedroom one minute before eight and carefully wriggled my way under the covers at her feet. At precisely eight I put my mouth on her mound and let my warm breath coax her awake. She responded and I spent the next thirty-five minutes listening to her screaming out her pleasure.

“Wow,” she purred, “what a nice way to wake up.”

She stretched and yawned and asked, “How experienced are you with number thirteen on your list?”

I didn’t have a clue which one was number thirteen. I had written out the list in a total fog, putting down whatever fantasy came to me at the moment. I must have delayed answering too long as she got impatient.

“God damn it, slave,” she snapped, “I have to pee. How good are you at being a toilet?”

“Oh shit,” I thought, “that was something I’d put down because the idea got me worked up. But, actually doing it?”

“I…um…I’m not sure I…”

“Another one of your rub-your-dick deals, huh?”

“Miss, I don’t think I can…”

“I don’t intend to get out of bed so you’d best learn quickly,” she said, dragging my face back into her crotch.

I tried to form a seal, but when she started pissing and I tried to swallow, my mouth wanted to close and some gushed out around the edges. She started swearing at me but didn’t stop pissing. I was better on the second swallow but even so, by the time she finished about a half a cup had leaked onto the bed.

“Lick me dry, you little fucker,” she stormed, “and then I want you to suck these sheets dry before you change them.”

I licked her clean and then applied myself to the sheets while she climbed out of bed and stood watching me.

“Even with the mess, I liked using you like that,” she said. “You will be serving as my toilet not just in the morning but anytime I need to go and just to make sure you have an incentive to get better you will not be permitted any masturbation privileges until you do it perfectly two times in a row.”

This wasn’t going as I had intended. First she had cut back my releases and now they were suspended until I could learn. I started to protest but she cut me off. 

“Enough,” she screamed. “Let’s make it five perfect times in a row.”

I shut my mouth. At best I was down to perhaps getting to jack-off once today and that was only if she had to piss at least five times today and I learned rapidly how to swallow with my mouth still forming a seal.


“Got your attention, didn’t I?” she smiled.

“Please, Miss,” I begged. “I’m sorry. Please don’t…”

“One more word and it’s ten,” she said coldly.

Ten times? That might be two or three days. I wasn’t willing to risk another word. In fact, my mind was already thinking about how I was going to have to cheat when she wasn’t around or at night when she was sleeping. There was no way my body could stand being limited like that. I hung my head.

She walked around the bed and lay down on the side that wasn’t wet, spreading her legs and crooking her finger at me, “Thinking of you as my toilet and not being able to touch yourself has me worked up again. Come here and take care of my little problem and then you can get my breakfast.”

I dutifully crawled between her legs.

***

An hour later I had served her breakfast and was busy washing the sheets when she walked into the laundry room. I dropped to my knees and waited for her to speak.

“I’m going out,” she said. “I have some errands and then I’m meeting my boyfriend for lunch at his place. I’ve left a list of the things I want done by the time I return. When you finish I want you to get into your position with the penny and then cuff your hands behind you. I don’t care how you do it but I’d better find you like that when I get back.”

She swept out of the house leaving me thinking about how nearly impossible it would be to get into that position by myself. I went into the kitchen and found her list. She essentially wanted the entire house cleaned and then the things in her suitcases unpacked and put away neatly.

I spent the rest of the morning dusting, moping, vacuuming and scrubbing toilets sinks and tubs. By one I had finished cleaning and went to the master bedroom and began unloading her suitcases. The smell from her dresses as I hung them in the closet began a downward spiral that steepened when I got to the pile of bras, panties and hose that went into the dresser. It turned into a death spiral when I came to the case with her laundry and stupidly lifted a pair of her dirty panties to my nose. I couldn’t help myself. My hand closed around my dick and I pumped my seed out onto the rest of the pile, seriously soaking a sheer blue pair of thongs. I hurriedly scooped the whole pile up and threw it in the hamper, burying the blue pair at the bottom.

I thought about what I had just done. I had deliberately disobeyed Miss April with regards to my relief but I had needed it. The panties were a sticky mess but I could go out of my way to launder all of her stuff at the next opportunity and she would never know. I looked at the clock. It was two. Lunch and a quickie with the boyfriend could put her home any minute. I ran to my position.

I cuffed one hand and placed the penny with the other, put my nose on it to hold it and moved my hand behind me to capture the other cuff. The penny fell right away but thankfully before I had cuffed myself. It took me four tries to get it right but finally I was in position. The exertion had me sweating like I had just stepped from a sauna. My calves immediately started to ache and I realized that if she dawdled the afternoon away fooling around with her boyfriend I was in for another whipping. I shuddered and concentrated on keeping my nose to the wall. 

***

Thankfully it was only twenty minutes later when I heard Miss April come in. She walked into the room behind me and I had a moment of panic. Should I obey the rule about dropping to my knees in her presence or should I keep my nose to the wall? I opted for the wall.

“I told my boyfriend about you and he managed to get it up twice,” she said. “It was a new record for him and he actually managed to make me cum for a change.”

“She told her boyfriend about me?”

“Of course it might have been me thinking about you standing here at my whim that put me over,” she laughed. “Anyway, I have two of his loads in me that I need for you to clean out and then we are going to try the toilet thing again.”


I must have started moaning as my mind started obsessing about having to clean some guy’s cum from her cunt because she started giggling and said, “Number seventeen on your list, remember, worm?”

I did remember but…

“Crawl into the bedroom,” she demanded, “I want to lie down while you work on me.”

I gratefully watched the penny fall as I removed my nose from the wall and dropped to my knees. I scuttled my way into the bedroom. She didn’t bother to release my hands but lay on the bed and opened her legs. Her panties were missing and I could see gobs of creamy white goo dripping out of her cunt and down her thighs. A wave of revulsion washed over me. She got impatient when I didn’t start, lifting her head and looking at me.

“If I have to ask again you won’t be touching that little thing between your legs for a month,” she said.

I put out my tongue and closed my eyes to the horror. I lapped her boyfriend’s slime for the next… actually I don’t know how long it was because to me it seemed like forever that I sucked up his foul seed. I became an automaton…lick, suck, lick, suck. Her pussy and his emissions were my whole world. I came out of my trance when my mouth felt her labia spreading open and I knew what was coming next. 

I tried but on the third swallow the seal broke. I heard her giggle and knew that even though it had only been a few drops, that she knew.

“Oooooooh,” she purred. “Someone is going to be very frustrated, aren’t they?”

I nodded my head so that she could feel my mouth move up and down on her pussy but inside I realized that I was going to have plenty of opportunities to take care of my problem as long as I was careful.

“Get me a glass of white wine and bring it to me in the living room,” she said unlocking my hands and walking away.

That presented me with another dilemma. After I had gone to the kitchen and poured the wine I realized I would have to cross the entire living room to hand it to her. It wasn’t going to be easy if I had to do it on my knees but I had a feeling that I’d better do it that way. I dropped to my knees at the door and found that I had to move very slowly to keep from spilling the wine. She watched me crawl toward her, eyes glistening and the telltale flush creeping up her neck. 

“This has to be the best job in the world,” she said breathlessly. “To be able to force a man to grovel like this and take care of my every whim and get paid for it. I could get addicted to this.”

I handed her the wine and crouched at her feet. I was in heaven and my dick thought so too. I squeezed my legs together and found that I could get some friction by flexing my hips. My mind fogged over as the coming eruption started building.

“What the fuck are you doing?” she shrieked, snapping me out of the cloud that was enveloping me.

“I…uh…”

“I’m starting to get pissed off with the obsession you seem to have with that little dicklet of yours,” she said angrily. “I’m warning you that your job is to pay attention to me and my needs and if you keep getting distracted I’m going to further limit your rights to touch yourself and you won’t like that much, will you?”

“No, Miss,” I said contritely. “I’m sorry. I won’t let it happen again.”

She looked at me. Her eyes and the set of her mouth told me that she was serious which just made the ache in my groin worse. I was clearly going to have to limit my orgasms to whenever she permitted me to play with myself and those times when she wasn’t here or was sleeping when I could cheat as I had earlier today. I dropped my eyes and tried to further defuse the situation.

“Please, Miss April,” I begged. “Please forgive me. I promise it won’t happen again.”

“It better not, Benjamin.”

I didn’t dare say anything more so I did what came naturally in the situation. I bent farther over and kissed her feet. I could hear by the sharp intake of breath suggesting she liked what I was doing. I started kissing my way up to heaven thinking I’d get a chance at my favorite chore but she pushed me away before I got to her knees.

“No,” she said firmly. “I want some tension built up for tonight. I have a date with my boyfriend and I plan to screw his brains out. Instead we are going to do number six and number nine on your list.”

I glanced up with confusion in my eyes, which made her smile.

“Number six is where you serve me as a footstool for the rest of the afternoon and number nine is when you get to bathe and pamper me,” she giggled. “I believe your words were:  ‘soap your entire body, paying particular attention to your breasts, ass and pussy, touching you intimately as a lover without the ability to consummate the act.”

I gulped at the mental image that invoked. The coming frustration made me shiver.

“Sounds heavenly,” she mused, lifting her legs so that I could present my back for them.




Chapter Four

She departed for her date at seven leaving me strict instructions. Clean up the kitchen, clean her bathroom and go to my room and stay there the rest of the night. She reminded me that I was only allowed to masturbate once and to wake her again at eight.

I couldn’t help myself. As soon as I watched her car disappear I ran upstairs and dug the blue panties out of the laundry and used them to masturbate. I made a mess in the panties and on the floor but I sure felt better. I used the panties to clean the rest of my mess up and stuffed them at the bottom of the basket again. I hurried through the chores she had given me and then dived into my bed in the basement where my hand found my dick again for two more mind blowing orgasms. I lay spent after the second thinking that the frustration she was causing by not allowing me relief during the day surely increased the intensity of my orgasms when I could get my hands on my member. I drifted off into a satisfied sleep.

***

I woke up suffocating. I began to panic when I realized it was her. She had planted her slimy cum-filled pussy on my mouth and was grinding it in.

“Clean me up, slave,” she purred. “When I told my boyfriend about some of the things I’ve done to you he was insatiable. He fucked me three times and actually made me orgasm twice. You are certainly helping my relationship.”

I licked and sucked at her cunt for the next hour. Speaking of insatiable she was a tiger. She rode herself to three mind shattering orgasms on my face before she was satisfied.

“Eight o’clock,” she whispered and left.

I lay there for a few minutes trying to go back to sleep but an hour of her pussy on my tongue had worked me up. My hand found its way to my dick and I started pumping. I was almost there when my light went on and she was standing in the doorway holding the blue panties in one hand and shackles and cuffs in the other.

“I saw that you had put my laundry in the laundry basket,” she said sweetly, “and I decided to hand wash my blue thong for my noon tryst with my boyfriend tomorrow. He really likes to rip those particular ones off of me. Imagine my surprise when I found the mess you had made in them.”

“M…Miss April,” I stammered. “I can explain.”

“And then I come down here and find you playing with yourself,” she continued as if I hadn’t spoken.

“I’m sorry, Miss, it’s just that…”

“It’s just that you think this is some kind of game for your sexual pleasure, don’t you?”

“I…”

“You ask me to ‘enforce strict domestic discipline’ and then think you can do what you want behind my back, is that it?”

“No, Miss, really I…”

“Turn over, Benjamin,” she said coldly.

“What?”

“I said turn over.”

I rolled onto my stomach. She cuffed my hands, shackled my feet, hooked them together so I was in a hogtie position and then stuffed the panties into my mouth.

“I expect those to be clean in the morning,” she said, “and I guess under the circumstances I can’t expect you to wake me in the morning so I’ll be back down at eight.”

I sucked on the panties for two hours before I fell into a fitful sleep.

***

April woke me just past eight when she came in, rolled me over on my back, removed the panties and planted her crotch on my face.

“First I need to pee,” she said, “and then I need some relief. I didn’t sleep very well. My mind couldn’t stop thinking of you down here all trussed up with my panties in your mouth. That picture had me all worked up and my finger just wasn’t doing it for me.”

I opened my mouth and accepted her morning offering. It was a little easier in this position and I managed to get it all without spilling a drop.

“Congratulations,” she said. “Normally that would mean that you only have to do that four more times before I allow you your little jerk-off session but you have a bit of catching up to do, don’t you, slave?”

I couldn’t speak with her pussy covering my mouth and it was a rhetorical question anyway. I devoted my lips and tongue to making it great for her. Maybe she’d take pity on me.”Wow!” she gushed after the fourth one as she rolled off of me. “I could get addicted to that. Actually I already am addicted to that.”

She reached over, undid my bindings and said, “I’m going to take a shower. Fix my breakfast and then wait for me under the kitchen table.”

I waited until she left so that I wouldn’t have to crawl, sprinted to the kitchen and put together a stellar breakfast consisting of a grapefruit half, scrambled eggs with minced red pepper and onion, bacon, toast and coffee. I also washed out her thong in the sink and hung it up to dry. By the time she got down from her shower I was crouched under the table. The sight of just the lower half of her sitting in front of me in a loose robe had my dick straining again. Squatting like that was exactly what I had envisioned when I first advertised for a housekeeper, but I hadn’t factored in the frustration of not being allowed to touch my penis. Perhaps I could explain that to her. After all, I was the one who was paying.

“Very nice, slave,” she said when she finished. “Now give me that tongue again and then we’ll see to your punishment for disobeying me.”

I worked harder this time hoping that I could mellow her out. I had written down ways I should be punished if I didn’t meet her standards but they had been driven by my dick and I doubted that I would actually enjoy them.

As I worked on her cunt my mind drifted off into a wish list. I wished I had thought to write down that I should be ‘forced to masturbate prior to punishment to make it worse’ for instance. At least I would have something to look forward to. Or maybe even before and after. I definitely should have included more masturbation on my list.

“Okay,” she said after I had peaked her nicely, “let’s see to your punishment.”

***

An hour later I had learned two things. First, I had hired an absolute sadist for a housekeeper. April might not have been when she started but in just two days she had discovered her true nature. The second was that I had better be a lot smarter and extremely careful about cheating on the masturbation rule. She had me sobbing by the time she stopped. Her parting words were that, if she caught me again, today’s punishment would seem like she had tickled me with a feather.

She left me to meet up with her boyfriend. I was supposed to clean up the mess in the kitchen, thoroughly clean her bathroom, do her laundry and then put myself back in the horrible penny position on the wall until she returned.

I did just fine with the kitchen. The bathroom was harder because there were smells and signs of her everywhere and being forced to clean her bathroom in the nude was on my list. Her laundry did me in. I was fine until I dumped it out and started sorting her dirty panties. I couldn’t help myself. First one and then another found its way to my nose and then my hand found its way to my dick and I was lost. I masturbated three times doing the laundry but I reasoned that as long as everything was clean and I didn’t leave traces of cum anywhere she wouldn’t know.

I finished all of my chores by one. Yesterday’s lunch and then love fest had put her home before three so I knew I’d better be in position by two thirty at the latest. It didn’t make sense to me to stand in that uncomfortable position any longer than I needed to so I laid everything out and sat down on the couch to relax for an hour or a bit more before getting into position. I had barely leaned back when I heard her car.

Oh my god! I scrambled to get the first cuff on and my nose on the penny. It dropped before I could get the second cuff on. My mind was screaming at me to hurry. I couldn’t take another beating like this morning’s. On the second try I managed to get the second cuff snapped just as she walked in with her boyfriend.

“See, Mark,” I heard her say, “I told you he’d be standing like that.”

“I can’t believe it,” he said, “he really lets you treat him like that.”

“He doesn’t let me, Mark, he begged me to do things like that to him.”

“My god.”

“You saw the list,” April said. “There are a lot worse things than that on it.”

“I know,” Mark said and I could hear by the timber of his voice that he was turned on by my predicament.

“And we are going to try them all, baby,” she cooed.

“We?” my mind hammered at me.

“But right now why don’t you show me how badly you want me,” April said.

“Sure, honey.”

“But first let’s give him his present, shall we?” April purred.

I could feel her breath on my neck as she stood behind me with her tits brushing my skin. Her hands circled my waist and I felt something cold on my penis and then the click of a lock.

“There, slave,” she said, “all set. When I told Mark about our little session this morning because you couldn’t leave that thing alone he suggested that we stop at the adult store and buy something to make sure I don’t have to worry about you.”

“No, no, no, no,” my mind screamed.

“Mark says that slaves shouldn’t have too many orgasms,” she continued. “It makes them lazy, Mark says.”

“What the fuck does Mark know about being a slave?” I wondered.

“Okay, Mark,” she said. “I’m ready for you to show me.”

I could hear them going at it like rabbits for the next hour while my legs screamed at me that they couldn’t take another minute. I was close to dropping the damn penny when her voice called out from the bedroom.

“Slave, I need you in here right now,” April called from the bedroom.

I let the penny drop, walked to the bedroom door, dropped to my knees and knee-walked to the bed. April was looking at me with a satisfied smile.

“I have some news before you start,” she said. “Mark is going to move in here to help me enforce discipline.”

“But, Miss April…”

“Isn’t that great!” she interrupted. “Now we can hit some of the items on your list that I didn’t know how we were going to be able to, like number nineteen and number twenty.”

“Numbers nineteen and twenty?” I asked dumbly.

“Yes, cock sucking and having a man rape you,” she said gaily.

I thought about it. She was going to make me suck her boyfriend’s dick and let him bang my ass. Then I thought about some of the other items on my list that made those seem mild, almost desirable and I felt like vomiting. The worst part was she was going to degrade, humiliate and punish me without allowing me to at least savor it afterward by pumping my meat. 

“Miss April, I’ve changed my mind,” I said. “I don’t want you to be my housekeeper anymore.”

“You don’t?”

“No.”

“So I’m fired?”

“Yes.”

“That’s too bad.”

“Yes, it is. I’m sorry.”

“No, I mean that’s too bad because I don’t intend to let you fire me,” she said firmly.

“But that’s my choice,” I whined. “I’m the employer.”

“And I’m the housekeeper you hired to make sure that you didn’t try shit like that,” she said.

“Look, I’m firing you!” I shouted.

“Oh are you?” she said sweetly. “Just how do you propose to enforce that naked, with your hands cuffed behind you and your dick locked up?”

“I don’t…”

“And if you keep pissing me off I’m going to set a schedule for when you get out of that belt that you won’t like.”

“Miss April!”


“Okay, you stupid slave, once a week.”

I shut my mouth. I was trapped. To be limited to once a day was beyond my imagination. To only get out once a week was almost like a death sentence. To risk any more was unthinkable. I dropped my head.

“I thought you’d see it my way,” she said sweetly. “Now I need you to lick Mark’s cum out of my pussy and then we’ll see about fulfilling some of those other fantasies of yours.”

I’m Going to Grant Your Wish

I walked through the door that night a free man. I had just finished my last day of work. I was retired at age forty-five with a great deal of money both in the bank and coming in monthly from the golden parachute I had negotiated when I’d found out about the ensuing sale of the company. My wife was sitting at the dining room table waiting for me.

“How’d it go?” she asked.

“I got it all,” I said smugly.

“And that means?”

“That I don’t have to work another day in my life, Samantha,” I chortled. “They put three million in our IRA and will be depositing six thousand a month into our joint checking account for the next thirty years.”

“Wow!”

“Wow is right, honey,” I effused. “We’re rich.”

“So, Ryan, what do you want to do?”

“I haven’t really thought about it. Maybe travel. I don’t know. Why, did you have an idea?”

“I thought I might…grant your wish,” she said waving her hand at the dining room table.

“Huh?”

“You know that…stuff you’ve been badgering me about for the past twenty years.”

“Stuff? “I said stupidly.

“You know, Ryan,” she said tersely. “Those stupid games you force me to play with you every now and then.”

I looked at the assortment of things on the table. There was a substantial collar, some padlocks, a whip, leather straps and…  Holy shit! A lightning bolt hit my crotch. I looked back at her.

“But you hate that stuff,” I said pointedly.

“Because it’s always just a game,” she said.

“Well…”

“Because you always just want to get your rocks off and then it’s ho-hum and off to sleep,” she said. “Because it’s always just about you.”

“But, honey, I wanted it to be more, but I had a job and…”

“Not any more.”

“What?”

“You don’t have a job any more so, if you’re interested, I’d like to…try it more for real.”

I gulped. It was my big dream, but…

“More for real?” I croaked.

“Yes.”

“How…how real?” I stammered.

“Ryan, do you want to do this or not?”

I did. My god I did, I did, I did. I nodded.


“Well then the first thing you need to do is sit down and read the contract I drew up and then sign it,” she said.

“Contract?”

“Yes,” she said. “If you are going to be my slave then we need it in writing.” 

My dick was tenting my pants I was so excited. I sat down and pulled the contract to me and glanced at it. I started to read it but I figured that it didn’t really matter what was in it anyway because I was sure that she was just doing this to make it believable and I could manipulate her from the bottom like I always did. I flipped to the last page, signed and pushed it back to her.

“Aren’t you going to read it?” she asked pushing it back to me.

I shook my head. She reached out and took it back.

“That was your last chance…Slave,” she said, her eyes turning icy.

My heart was in my throat. This was the best ever. So…real! I got down on my knees next to her, put my head into her lap and hugged her.

“Honey, thank you,” I blubbered.

“In the future you will address me as Ms. Riker,” she said coldly.

“Yes, Ms. Riker,” I said happily.

“And I will call you whatever derogatory name occurs to me at the moment,” she said. 

“Yes, Ms. Riker.”

“Take off your clothes, faggot.”

I ripped my clothes off like I was possessed. My prick was throbbing and it was all I could do to keep from grabbing it and jerking off right there. I sure hoped we got to the good stuff soon. I knelt by her again and waited for the next command.

“Put this on,” she said handing me the thick collar I had seen on the table.

I buckled it around my neck and hugged her again. I felt her hands at the back of my neck and heard the click of a lock. She had locked it on! I was in the promised land!

“Pick your clothes up and take them out to the trash,” she said.

My clothes? The trash? That didn’t make any sense. That was a brand new suit that I had just bought for my last day. 

“Honey, I really don’t think…”

My sentence was cut off by the scorching circle of fire that encircled my neck. I jack-knifed backward onto the floor and lay gasping for breath.

“You’re right,” she said mildly. “You don’t think…ever again. You just obey. Now take the clothes to the trash and come back here and kneel.”

Well, I had asked for her to really take charge, but this was a bit more than I had counted on. I supposed that she would retrieve my clothes later. After all I had planned on wearing that suit tonight when I took her out for a celebration dinner. I put them in the garbage can carefully and returned to the dining room. My dick had gone to half mast with the blast to my neck but had returned to throbbing by the time I was kneeling again.

“Put this on,” she said dropping what was clearly a chastity tube between my legs.

I opened my mouth to speak and she put me on the ground again. That had been a much worse blast and my poor member hadn’t liked it and immediately shriveled up. I pushed it through the tube and put the ring around my balls. When the lock dropped between my legs I didn’t say a word. I put the lock through the hole and clicked it shut. Mr. Happy wasn’t having any pleasure until she let me out. I wasn’t pleased about that, but my penis had other ideas and immediately tried to fill up with blood. It hurt.

“I don’t owe you any explanations but just this once I’m going to explain why I had you throw your clothes out. It’s because you will never be wearing any clothing ever again except perhaps the maid’s uniform I bought you, so there wasn’t any point in hanging them up. In fact, tomorrow we will carry the rest of your clothing and personal things out back and I’ll have the Goodwill stop by and cart them away.”

She had to be kidding. Never wear clothes again except a maid’s uniform? I was planning on playing golf tomorrow and what about poker night? A little fear crept into my brain. I looked at her but there wasn’t any twinkle in her eyes. Two frigid orbs looked down at me like I was some insect that might be amusing to play with. I shuddered.


“Follow me,” she said, rising from her chair and heading for the stairs. 

I started to stand to follow her. She whirled on me with fire shooting out of what moments ago had been two globes of ice.

“On your hands and knees, faggot,” she snapped. “Never stand in my presence again unless I’ve asked you to do something that requires it.”

I crawled up the stairs behind her watching the delicious sway of her lovely ass. My dick forgot itself again and I groaned.

“Music to my ears, faggot,” she laughed over her shoulder.

At the top of the stairs we had a large open area that was like a small family room with a couch, TV, stereo, etc. She had moved the table and easy chair back against the wall leaving the center of the room open. Hanging from what appeared to be a sturdy eyehook in the ceiling was a rope through a pulley. One end was tied off to a hook in the doorjamb to our bedroom and the other dangled in the center of the room. Attached to the end in the center were leather cuffs. She had clearly known that we were going to get this far and she was going to be in charge. 

“Cuff yourself,” she said, moving to the end by the bedroom door.

As soon as I had put the cuffs on she pulled the rope and I rose to my feet. She kept pulling and I got up on my toes. It wasn’t good enough.

“Up more, faggot,” she demanded, pulling harder on her end.

I managed to get up on my tiptoes. She tied her end off, came over to me and ran her hands over my legs, which had already started to ache.

“I’ve been dreaming about this moment,” she whispered into my ear. “Don’t go away, I’ll be right back.”

She walked into our bedroom and left the door open so I could see her as she stripped. First her blouse, then her skirt, then she undid her bra and let her magnificent breasts loose and finally, without even glancing in my direction, she skinned her panties off and stood looking at herself in the mirror. For a forty-three year old she was stunning. She took her time admiring herself so that by the time she came back to my side my calves were cramping and my arms ached. She fondled my ass.

“Do you know what I’m going to do now?” she asked sweetly.

“You…you’re going to…whip me?” 

“No, faggot, I’m not,” she said.

“You’re not?” I said in disbelief.

“No, I’m not,” she stated firmly. “That would be going too easy on you for your first punishment and wouldn’t satisfy the rage that has been building in me for the past ten years.” 

She picked a wicked looking cane from the table and poked it in my face. 

“I’m planning on using this cane,” she said.

“Cane?” 

“Oh, Ryan,” she laughed. “Are you still thinking this is some game for you to get all worked up and then get your rocks off?”

“Samantha, I…”

“It’s Ms. Fucking Riker to you, you little shit,” she screamed slashing my ass with the cane.

I have never felt anything like that in my life. The searing heat of that stoke stopped my breath so that my first scream didn’t exit my mouth until she had hit me two more times. Our nearest neighbor was a quarter mile away, but I’m sure they could hear me. I screamed until I was hoarse, but she didn’t stop until the fire was burning from my claves to my buttocks and I was hanging limply. She sat down in the chair, put her right hand behind her and released the end of the rope on the doorjamb and I fell to my knees. She used her left hand to grab a handful of my hair and pull my face into her crotch.

“Are you starting to get the idea that this isn’t a game?” she asked, wrapping her legs around my neck.

I nodded. She wiggled with pleasure.

“I doubt it,” she said, “but you will, faggot-boy. You will. Now lick!”

***

Three days later I was standing with my face in the corner of her bedroom. I had been listening to the grunts and groans of her and her new boyfriend making love behind me for the past hour and I was revolted. How in god’s name had my fantasy degenerated so quickly to this? She still had the damn thing on my dick and had not allowed me any relief. I had asked for this type of denial and frustration to build the tension, but frankly my idea of denial was a day or two.

I was dressed in the maid’s uniform that she had purchased for me to wear for serving her and her friends, complete with four inch heels. The fat slob who was fucking her was the first time she had exposed me to anyone else, but he was clearly just a trial run. She had informed me that she was throwing a party this weekend where many of my old friends had been invited to witness my downfall and take part in humiliating me. The sickening cries of passion from behind me finally stopped and I waited for the next round of degradation.

“Girl, come here,” my wife said sharply.

I turned and moved to where she was sitting on the edge of the bed. Her bleached whale of a boyfriend was lying on what used to be my side of the bed. I thought he was disgusting and I couldn’t comprehend how my wife could let something like that fuck her, but even so, I envied his now soft but unrestrained penis. My wife cupped my balls with her right hand and the aching need that I lived with twenty-four hours a day spiked in my groin.

“Wow,” my wife gushed, “you can’t believe how much more intense that was for me having you standing there impotently like that.”

I couldn’t help the involuntary sob that escaped my lips. She laughed and squeezed my balls harder.

“That was one of the things you wanted, wasn’t it?” she asked. “To be forced to stand next to me while someone else fucked me?”

It was, but the fantasy in my mind hadn’t been the same. I nodded.

“Well, girl, I really liked it so you can expect it to happen again.”

“Miss…”

“Did I give you permission to speak?” she interrupted crossly.

“No, Ms. Riker,” I said contritely.

“No, girl, I didn’t. Now, why don’t we try one of those other things you liked to whisper in my ear when you used to be allowed to fuck me.”

I looked at her blankly.

“You know, slut-girl, licking another man’s cum out of my pussy.”

“Miss, I…that was just a fantasy that got me excited. I don’t really want to do that,” I explained.

“I’m sure you don’t but you are going to,” she said sweetly, pulling me to my knees.

“Please, Samantha, I don’t like this game any more.”

“It’s Ms. Riker to you, slut, and I’ve told you it’s not a game. Now stick out your tongue and clean me.”

I looked at the river of white slime oozing from her slit and a shiver of disgust washed over me.

“Can’t I at least beat off while I’m doing it?” I begged.

“Do you want me to string you up in front of my boyfriend and use the cane?”

“Does that mean that I won’t have to lick that goop?”

“No, you will still have to clean it up. Is that what you want?”

“No, Miss.”

“Then lick!” she demanded forcing my face into the mess.

I gagged and then bowed to the inevitable and licked. I remembered the many times I had played this very scene in my head but it was always accompanied by my right hand in motion. Without the sexual high it was an odious chore. I lapped and choked my way through what seemed like gallons of cum. When I thought she was clean enough that she wouldn’t be angry I sat back.

“Now do George,” she said.

“Samantha, please…”

“We will be having a session with the cane later,” she said coldly. “Now, put your mouth on George’s dick and suck it clean.”

“Miss Riker, it was just a…”

“I don’t give a shit, do it!”

I moved my head to fat boy’s flaccid dick. God, I did so not want to do this. I must have taken too long because my wife grabbed the back of my head and pushed my lips onto his meat. I licked and it started to grow.

“Oh dear,” my wife said. “He’s going to need some relief. Better suck on it until he goes.”

I sucked on George’s member until it spurted in my mouth and then at my wife’s insistence swallowed his load. 

“That was nice, dear,” my wife purred. “Good practice for this weekend.”

“This weekend, Miss?”

“Yes. I told you I’ve invited our friends to a party this weekend. All of your golfing buddies are going to be here and I plan on you sucking each and every one of them.”

“Samantha, that’s going too far,” I protested.

“That will be two sessions with the cane and you think that’s too far?”

“Yes, Miss,” I said contritely.

“I’ll tell you what, Ryan. If there is even one of your golfing buddies who refuse a blow job from you I’ll let you out of your contract.”

“You will?”


“But if not, you have to turn tricks for me on Maple one night a week and not come home with less than two hundred dollars.”

“Two hundred dollars?” I wailed.

“Golly, Ryan, is it the fact that you know your buddies aren’t going to pass up a blow job or is that it’s going to take you all night to earn two hundred dollars at five bucks a trick?”

I thought about it and realized that the assholes who were my so called friends would probably all take blow jobs. I was sick of this game of me being her slave because none of it was about my needs. I decided to approach her later and try to convince her to go back to the way we used to live.

***

That night she had me bathe her prior to her date with the whale. She liked the pampering of a bubble bath and then the attendant fussing of drying and powdering that happened afterward. I waited until I was putting lotion on her legs and she was purring in contentment before I spoke.

“May I speak to you for just a moment about our life together without you being angry?” I asked.

She looked at me like she might explode but her contentment won out.

“All right, just this one last time you can say whatever you want or ask whatever you want and I will not punish you for it.”

“Samantha, I was wrong about this slave thing. I don’t want to live like this. I hate the horrible way you treat me. I hate licking cum out of your pussy. I especially hate not being able to make love to you. I want to go back to our old life. Please.”

“Ryan, let’s take what you just said in order. First, I don’t give a shit how you want to live because I like having a slave. Second, you begged me to treat you like this. Third, you begged me to make you lick another man’s cum out of my pussy. And finally, and most importantly, you didn’t ever make love to me so, no, we are not going back.”

“I didn’t make love to you?” I protested.

“No, mostly you took a bunch of showers every day where you beat off.”

“But…”

“You made love to me once a month at most.”


“I’ll be better, I promise,” I said.

“No you won’t because you aren’t going to fuck me or anyone ever again.”

“So this really isn’t just a game?” I wailed.

“You finally got it, didn’t you?” she laughed.

“But, Sam, what about me?”

“What about you?”

“My…my…needs.”

“I’m not heartless,” she said. “I plan to let you have relief.”

“You do?”

“Of course.”

Well, the whole situation was absolute hell compared to my fantasy but if I was going to be allowed to have orgasms…

“Thank you, Samantha,” I said sincerely.

“As soon as we’re even.”

“Even?”

“Yes.”

“What do you mean?”

“How many times have you masturbated in the past twenty years, Ryan?”

“Uh…”

“Okay, how many times a day?”

“I’m…uh…not sure.”

“Six, seven?”

“Samantha, it’s not that many.”

“Let’s just say an average of four. Times say three hundred days a year times twenty years comes to…”

“Samantha, that’s…

“About thirty years you owe me,” she said.

“What?’

“I’m willing to round down to twenty thousand orgasms,” she laughed. “If you really work at it we might be even in only twenty years.”

I looked up at her from where I was kneeling on the floor putting lotion on her legs. Her pussy was inches from my face. I moved my face so that it was teasing her cunt hair. I breathed into her slit hoping that it might excite her enough to want me to make love to her.

“That’s the idea, slut-girl,” she giggled. “We can start now. Lick me until I’m satisfied and then you only have 19,999 more to go!”

Money Shot

“Having fun, Dan?”

“What the fuck?” My head snapped up. My next door neighbor Wilma was standing in my bathroom doorway with a video camera pointed right at me. I had been taking advantage of my wife’s business dinner to indulge some fantasies. I spit my wife’s panties out and tried to drag my jeans up.

“I’ve been filming for five minutes, Dan,” Wilma said mildly.

I stopped and a wave of horror washed over me, “Five minutes? Five minutes of me masturbating and sucking on my wife panties? Oh my god!” 

“Wilma, why are you here?” I asked.

“I came over to show June my new camera,” she laughed. “I hollered but no one answered. Then I heard all of these sounds that reminded me of an animal in rut and I came up to see what was going on. I’ll bet your wife is really going to like my first video.”

“Wilma, you can’t,” I pleaded as I resumed trying of pull my jeans up.

“Freeze, Danny boy,” she said sternly.

“What?”

“What I do with the tape I have so far kind of depends on you.”

“What do you mean?” I asked.

“Drop your jeans and go back to what you were doing.”

“Wilma, this has gone far enough,” I said angrily.

“Okay,” she said, turning and walking away.

“Wait!” I screamed.

She stuck her head back through the door. The camera was still on and pointed at me.

“Wait?” she purred.


“Wilma, can’t we talk about this?”

“No, Dan, we can’t” she said.

“What do you want?” I asked resignedly.

“I want you to wrap your hand around that little thing between your legs, put the panties back in your mouth and finish what you were doing when I surprised you. I want you to show me the money shot.”

Wilma and my wife were great friends but she and I had never gotten along. I thought she was a fat slob and had said as much more than once. I looked in her eyes for some hope, but nothing except ice reflected back at me. She was holding all of the cards and intended to use them.

I picked up the panties and returned them to my mouth. I lowered my head so that Wilma couldn’t see how shamed I was and resumed rubbing my dick.

“Make it good, Danny boy,” she urged. “I want to hear all that grunting and groaning that brought me up here in the first place.”

It took a few minutes, but eventually I lost myself in what I was doing and forgot that my pudgy neighbor was videoing me. I could feel the eruption long before it came and I savored the sensation that started in my midsection and worked its way out. When I came, huge jets of cum spurted out. They landed on the tile floor in front of me creating a sticky white pool.

Then my fog lifted and reality returned to me like a bad dream. I looked up into the evilly grinning face of my neighbor. I wanted to crawl in a hole.

“Very nice, Dan,” she said sweetly. “Now lean down and lick that mess up.”

I recoiled. She couldn’t expect that I…  I shook my head and she stopped the camera.

“You are starting to piss me off, Dan,” she said coldly. “I am going to punish you later for resisting me.”

“Punish me?” I asked.

“Look, you little worm,” she snapped, “I own you now. You will obey instantly when I give you an order or yes, I will punish you. You can, of course, refuse me entirely but then this tape goes to your wife.”

“But, Wilma…”

“It’s Miss Wilma, slime ball,” she screeched. “Now, one final chance, do I show the video to your wife or are you going to lean down and lick that mess up.”

I was beaten. I started to bend over when she grabbed my shoulder.

“Wait,” she demanded, “I want this to look like you wanted to do this when I edit so sit up and follow my lead.”

I sat up and wondered what she had in mind. She started the camera and looked at me.

“Very nice, Dan,” she said sweetly. “Now lean down and lick that mess up.”

I got down on my knees in front of the sticky pool and lowered my face into it. As I was licking I realized that by editing out my earlier refusal the video would appear as if I willingly masturbated for her and then slurped up my slime at her direction. I was fucked!

When I had cleaned the floor to her satisfaction she shut the camera off and looked at me. I could see the wheels turn and I feared what was coming.

“You’re mine now, Danny boy, and I expect you to report to my house every day right after your wife leaves for work,” she said.

“But, Miss Wilma, I need to…”

“Zip it, Dan,” she snapped. “I know you work from home via computer. You’ll just have to stay up late at night to get your work done.”

With that she was gone.

***

Wilma watched me from her kitchen window the next morning as my wife backed out. I had turned the problem around in my head until I was dizzy but I couldn’t see a way out unless I could get the video tape away from Wilma. I was stronger than she was. The solution was easy. I would just overpower her and take it. After that it would be my word against hers.

I knocked on her door a few minutes later. I was firmly convinced I had a way to get my life back. She opened the door on the chain.

“Around back, worm. Take off all your clothes and kneel by the door.”

I walked around back and looked around. Her back porch was screened off well from the neighbors but even so I didn’t want to undress. I didn’t think she would know I hadn’t stripped until she opened the door and by then it would be too late. So, I waited.

“I see you think you can defy me,” I heard her say and looked up to find her looking down from the back bedroom window. 

“I’m sorry, Miss Wilma,” I said, “I…”

“Get your fucking clothes off now, worm.”

I thought about breaking the door down, but it would just be evidence against me. I pulled my clothes off and dropped to my knees, seething.

“Push them through the doggie door,” she ordered.

I didn’t like being on her back porch totally at her mercy but my brain wasn’t producing other solutions. I pushed my clothes through the opening and waited. I had a clear vision of how I was going to spring up and…

“Crawl in, maggot.”

I looked up into her grinning face. She had the damn video trained on me again. I got up and started toward her. She laughed at me.

“I uploaded the first one.”


“What?” I asked but in my heart I knew I was fucked.

“Were you planning on taking it and pretending your little jack-off session didn’t happen?”

“I…uh…no, I…”

“Get back on your hands and knees, dirtball.”

I dropped back to all fours and crawled into her house. She herded me into the living room to a spot in front of the couch, put the video camera on a tripod and then sat down in front of me.

“One of your first duties every morning will be to find me wherever I am and lick me to several orgasms,” she said spreading her legs. “I will probably be languishing in bed now that I think you truly understand your position.”

She pulled my face into her cunt. It was not the sweet smelling heaven that I was used to. In fact it was awful. It was like sticking my face into a cesspool. She laughed when I gagged and tightened her grip on the back of my head. I spent the next thirty minutes in purgatory.

“I think I’m really going to like having you as my personal sex toy,” she gushed. “Your tongue is way better than my vibrator.”

I suppose I should have felt some pride for doing such a good job, but all I could do was shudder in disgust at the thought of having to perform like that.


“Start on the bathrooms,” she said.

“What?”

“I don’t plan on ever lifting a finger around here ever again,” she said, “so I want you to start by cleaning my bathrooms and then report back to me.”

I started to stand when her right hand shot out and clutched my shoulder.

“Unless there is a specific reason to stand I expect you to crawl when you are in my house.”

I spent the rest of the day crawling around on my hands and knees cleaning her house. At first she followed me around to get some more demeaning video. She orchestrated scenes where I was made me beg to be her servant and have her use me in degrading ways. She forced me to ‘confess’ to all kinds of perversions that I ‘craved’ such as being forced to suck her boyfriend or clean her toilets with my tongue. She shot one scene where I had to beg to use my mouth to clean her panties four times before she was satisfied. Finally, she called a halt. I guess she figured she had more than enough to keep me in line. 

Every hour or so she would call me back to the living room where she was spread-eagled on the couch waiting for my tongue to fill the gaps in her soap operas. She did let me stand to fix her lunch and when she had me run a load of laundry, but otherwise I was her little dog on hands and knees. 

***

By the end of the second week I was a fixture. I arrived at her house just after nine and left just before five, five days a week. I cleaned, ironed, did laundry, washed windows, fixed meals and snacks, bathed and dressed her, gave her pedicures and manicures and most importantly used my tongue to please her whenever she wanted. My major problem was that I was used to masturbating four or five times a day and I was frustrated. With her monitoring my every movement it was difficult to sneak time to do it. I managed to steal a few quickies to keep the edge off, but it was always a rushed affair and I was dissatisfied. 

Inevitably she caught me at it. The first time she thought it was funny. The second time she was angry and used a belt on my ass for twenty minutes. I tried to be more careful, but with my normal lack of restraint, I guess it was predictable that she would catch me again. The third time she caught me I had been positive that I had a clear window of opportunity. I had just left her watching a stupid soap opera and there wasn’t another commercial scheduled for ten minutes. I had just been ready to shoot when she walked in. I snatched my hand away and ruined a perfectly good climax.

“Put this on,” she said dropping something in front of me.

I looked down. It took a moment but somehow even if you’ve never seen one before, the purpose of a chastity device is blindingly obvious. Perhaps because men are so focused on their dicks it is the first association that is made with anything. At any rate I took one look and knew that it was made for only one thing and that was to deny me access to center of my universe.

“Miss Wilma, you can’t,” I wailed.

“I can.”

“But my wife…”

“I don’t give a shit about your wife,” she said. “I’ll take it off for the weekends, but during the week that thing stays locked up. I’m sick of you diddling yourself in my house.”

“But if she finds it on me she’ll know that something isn’t right.”

“Then I suggest that you don’t let her find it,” she said haughtily.

“But what if she wants to make love during the week?”

“Tell her you have a headache,” she laughed. “Or better yet go down on her and distract her with that talented tongue I’ve helped you develop.”

“Miss Wilma, please I…”

“One more word and it will stay on weekends too,” she said.

I closed my mouth. A wave of despair washed over me as I realized that my relief was now limited to weekends. From Monday morning until Friday afternoon I would be unable to touch myself. Today was only Tuesday. It was four days until I could touch myself. The thought was monstrous. 

***

I went crazy for the rest of that week. Wilma let me out of the chastity belt for that weekend, but promptly locked me back in the hateful thing on Monday morning. By the following Thursday I was a basket case or perhaps a walking zombie would be a better description. I needed relief and my mind was centered on that thought alone. I had managed to avoid my wife finding out that I was wearing a chastity belt but it hadn’t been easy. For some reason, every night in the last week she wanted to make love and my only recourse had been to aggressively go down on her and wear her out with my tongue. This only served to inflame me and make my problem worse. Then on Thursday morning Wilma dropped the next bomb.

“I have guests coming for a get-together tomorrow and I don’t want you parading around here naked so I bought you a uniform to wear,” Wilma said smugly.

“Guests? A uniform?” I choked out.

“Yes. It’s on my bed. Put it on and come down so I can see how you look. And you may stand any time you are in uniform, Dani,” she laughed.

“Dani? Dani? What’s that all about?” I wondered.

What that was all about was clear as soon as I entered the bedroom. On the bed was a French Maid’s uniform complete with stuffed bra, wig, stockings and heels. I put it on and discovered that she had not provided me with panties. The skirt barely covered my nether regions. I sure as hell wouldn’t be able to bend over.

“Very nice, Dani,” she said when I reluctantly made my entrance. “My friends will be impressed.”

“Miss Wilma, please not other people, please,” I begged.

“You know, Dani, I’ve been thinking about that,” she said agreeably, “and as much as I’d like to humiliate you in front of them, the end result would be that word would get around and I’d lose my hold on you.”

I started to relax. Serving her was bad enough but her friends? Thank goodness she had changed her mind about showing me off.

“Here,” she said, “try this on and let’s shoot a little more video about how much you love being my sissy maid.”

She threw a mask at me. It would give me the face of a young girl and effectively render me anonymous. I fell back into the black hole.

***

By two the next afternoon I was dressed in my ‘uniform’ waiting for her guests to arrive. We were ready for a nice TGIF party but I had done all of the work. Wilma had watched soaps and used my tongue twice when the urge hit her. I was worn out from getting everything ready and very frightened about my upcoming exposure. 

All of Wilma’s friends who were coming were female and she informed me that in addition to serving drinks I would be expected to provide the special services that she had come to love. The thought of having to spend most of the afternoon on my knees between middle aged women’s legs made me want to vomit.

It was no surprise that I was the center of attraction. Wilma hadn’t told them about me beforehand and the novelty was compelling. I served drinks and snacks and got a firsthand appreciation for what a waitress must have to put up with. Fondling and pinching my ass was ‘the thing’ to do. Reaching up and checking out my poor restrained penis got plenty of play also. Then came the parade to the bedroom to service pussy. Not an easy with a mask but I pushed it up enough to take care of each one without exposing my face.

By four o’clock I was exhausted and looking forward to finally being released. Wilma had managed to shoo all of her friends out and I thought my ordeal was over when the doorbell rang. She smiled a nasty little smile and cocked her head toward the door. I opened it and my wife was standing there. Shit. 

“Come…come in please, Miss,” I stammered trying to disguise my voice.

“Oh, you’re Wilma’s new maid, aren’t you?” my wife said.

“Yes, Miss.”

“White wine, girl,” she said imperiously and brushed past me.

I was trembling by the time I returned with her wine. I didn’t know how I was going to get out of this outfit, out of this belt and out of here without getting caught. My wife looked at me speculatively.

“Wilma has told me so much about you, girl,” she said.

I had no idea that Wilma had been talking about me, but it couldn’t be good. I waited deferentially for her to dismiss me. She looked me over and crooked her finger.

“Come here, girl.” 

I stepped forward. As if I were nothing but a prize bull she took her time running her hands up and down my legs, fondling my ass and squeezing my cheeks. Finally her hand strayed to my penis.

“Lift your skirt so I can get a better look,” she ordered.

I lifted my skirt. She examined my caged penis and then explored it with her hands, paying particular attention as to how restrictive and non-removable it was. 

“Very secure, isn’t it?” she laughed.

“Yes, Miss,” I said meekly.

“Does it hurt?”

“Yes, Miss, especially when I try to get hard.”

“So when is the last time you got to use this thing,” she asked, squeezing the end of my dick, “was it Sunday night after you thought I was asleep?”

“Yes, Miss, I…”

The implications of what she had asked and how I had answered crashed down on me like a fifty foot wave at Sunset beach. I looked at her with horror in my eyes. She knew!

“Take the mask off, Dani,” my wife said sweetly, “so I can see how you look.”

“June,” I blustered, “I can explain.”

“There’s no need to explain, Dani,” my wife laughed, “Wilma has explained everything.”

“What?”

“About how you want to be kept frustrated most of the time, to be forced to perform degrading acts, to be made to dress and serve as a maid and spend hours pleasing me with your tongue.”

“But, June, that’s not…”

“I have to say that when she told me I was quite upset. I didn’t understand why you would want to live like that, but then last week when you showed me how much you like going down on me I…”

“June, she tricked me.”

“Dani,” she said sharply, “I’ve seen the video and that wasn’t faked. You obviously were enjoying yourself and honestly begging for those things.”

“But…”

“Wilma said you’d pretend to be upset, but don’t worry, Dani girl, I’m going to help you live your dream.”

“My dream?”

“Yes. I promise to keep you just like you’ve asked. You can clean my house and my panties to your heart’s content.”

“June, please…”

“And you can continue to work for Wilma when I’m at work.”

“June, you got it all wrong, please, I…”

“I’ll even find a boyfriend so you can do that dick sucking thing.”

I Need To Borrow Your Husband

With the mood my wife had been in when I got home I had been expecting a severe caning at best and more likely one of those prolonged nights where she indulged her sadistic desires to the fullest. Instead she made me put my clothes back on and sit on the couch like I was human, which I definitely wasn’t, at least whenever we were alone. I was her slave in the fullest meaning of that word. Since our wedding night I had been collared, chastised, cuckolded and caned. The only time I wasn’t under her thumb was when I was at work and even then she had a GPS monitor on me and a shock collar on my balls that worked from her cell. I didn’t move from the couch even when the doorbell rang. She answered it.

“Deborah. How nice to see you. Come on in,” my wife said.

“Salena. Thanks for having me over on such short notice,” Debbie said. “I wouldn’t have bothered you but it’s really important.”

“Nonsense, it’s no trouble,” my wife lied, standing out of the way.

Her friend, Debbie, came in, glanced at me and sat in the love seat opposite me. She nodded at me but didn’t speak. I dropped my eyes. We had gone to a few functions with Debbie and her husband, but I wasn’t allowed to have friends, so I didn’t really know him even though the girls had been friends for years. The strange thing was he had stopped by my office today out of the blue and asked for two favors. I was betting that this visit wasn’t a coincidence.

“Get Debbie a glass of white wine, Brice,” my wife said, “and bring me one also.”

I went to the kitchen and poured two glasses. I knew my wife and, while she was being pleasant because of the last minute request of her friend for a face to face, she was seething inside with her desire to have me strung up. Every minute that her friend took away from that was just going to make it worse for me. I sat back down on the couch with a knot of apprehension growing in my gut.

“So, Deb, what’s the emergency?”

“I need to borrow your husband,” Debbie said bluntly.

“What?”

“I have a special function that I have to go to tonight and I need to borrow your husband to go with me,” Debbie said.

“What about Ted?” my wife asked.

“He escaped.”

“D…Debbie,” my wife stuttered. “Whatever do you mean he escaped?”

“I fucked up and he got away from me,” Debbie said.

“I don’t understand, Deb,” my wife said.

“Listen, Salena, do you think I’m stupid?”

“No…I…no, Deb, but I…”

“Brice is your slave, isn’t he?” she asked pointedly.

“Huh?” my wife said stupidly.

“You know, slave as in he doesn’t shit without your permission?”

“Deb, I…”

“Brice,” Debbie said, looking at me. “Take your clothes off now!”

I couldn’t help myself. I was so used to receiving orders like that from my wife, and so deathly afraid of the consequences if I didn’t obey an order fast enough, that I was half naked before I realized what I was doing. I stopped and looked at my wife.

“You heard her, scumbag, strip,” she sneered.

I finished undressing and knelt on the floor. I was scared. Deb glanced at my chastity belt and smiled.

“So,” my wife laughed, “how did you know?”

“To someone in the life it’s obvious,” she said depreciatingly.

“In the life?”

“Yes, Ted has been my slave since we married so it was easy to see the signs,” Debbie said.

“Ted is your slave?”

“Yes.”

“How come you never said anything?” my wife asked.

“I had to be sure that you were really committed before I gave you an invite to our group,” Debbie said.

“Your group?”

“Yes. There are about thirty of us in this town and we are part of a larger group nationwide,” Deb explained.

“So you decided to tell me now because Ted escaped?” my wife asked.

“No…uh…well…”

“Deborah!”

“I was just going to borrow him knowing I could force him to be my slave at the function and then, of course, I would have had to tell you when I brought him home,” Deb said.

“Wait a minute,” my wife exclaimed. “We need to back up a bit here. Let’s start with…let’s start with Ted. What do you mean escaped?” 

“He didn’t come home on time and I haven’t heard from him,” she explained. “The few people that he might have gone to for help haven’t seen him.”

My wife turned to me and asked, “I know you two weren’t really friends, but he didn’t happen to contact you, did he?”

I wanted to crawl into a hole and die. I knew that there was no way I could have known, but that wouldn’t make any difference. I was going to be punished for helping him. I nodded.

“You did?” my wife said coldly. “Tell me!”

“He came to my office today and…” I said but then fear stopped my voice.

“And?”

“He asked for a loan and to…to use the office phone to call someone,” I whispered.

“Well, considering the allowance I give you he didn’t get much, did he?” my wife chortled.

“No, Ma’am, I only had twenty dollars.”

“And you let him make a phone call?”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

“Deb,” my wife said turning back to her, “don’t you have a tracking device on him?”

“A tracking device?”

“So, you’ve been in this ‘life’ forever and were wondering if I was really ‘committed’ and you don’t have a way of knowing where your slave is at any moment?” my wife said scathingly.

“A tracking device?” Debbie repeated stupidly.

“Yes, and a shock collar on his balls that I can activate from anywhere in the world.”

Debbie looked at my wife with a new respect dawning in her eyes, “There is stuff like that available?”

“Well, Deborah,” my wife said smugly, “if I had been invited to your group this might never have happened.”

“I…I guess you’re right, Salena,” Debbie said contritely, “but we have to be so careful.”

“I’m sure,” my wife said placatingly, “so what do you do now?”

“If he called someone from Brice’s office phone we can get it traced. One of the members has great contacts with the phone carriers.”

“Problem solved then,” my wife said sitting back and looking at me like the slab of meat I was going to be shortly.

“Yes…but…”

“But what, Deb?”

“I still need to borrow your husband if you’ll let me.”

“Tell me why,” my wife said.

“It’s a special night that we only hold once a year,” Deb explained. “It’s probably the reason that Brice left.”

“What’s special about it?” my wife asked.

“Almost every member of the group in the four state area attends,” she said. “We have a…a raffle.”

“You have a raffle and that’s why Brice took off?” my wife asked.

“Um…yes.”

“I don’t think you are telling me exactly everything, are you Deb?”

“Uh…”

“What do you raffle off?”

“Look, Salena, don’t get pissed off, okay?”

“Pissed off, Deb?” 

“We raffle off the right to castrate one of the men attending that night,” Deb said defiantly.

“Oh, I see,” my wife said coldly. “So you were planning on bringing Brice back missing part of his anatomy and then tell me about this group or yours?”

“It’s not like that!”

“It’s not?”

“No, there is no way that Brice would have been the one,” Debbie insisted. “He’s a… nobody. The members would have voted for someone that they knew and wanted to…enjoy watching lose their balls.”

“But he could have, couldn’t he?”

“Yes,” Debbie whispered. “He is…doable.”

“Doable?” my wife sputtered.

“Yes, Salena. He is exactly the handsome virile type that the women like to listen to begging and then screaming as his balls are removed.”

“Wow!”


“Yes, wow,” Debbie agreed. “We’ve talked about having it more than once a year because it’s so…”

Debbie went off into some world of her own and I could see that my wife had gone there also. I just wanted out. It had been a gradual slide to where I was today. First the belt and then the tracking and then…  I needed to escape as Brice had because I could see the idea of me screaming out my pain and dismay at the loss of my manhood was so much of a turn on for my wife that there was no way my balls would stay attached to my body if I remained with her. My problem was the damn remote that she always had with her. 

I didn’t think. I jumped up, pushed my wife down, snatched the remote from her purse, grabbed my clothes and was out of the door in a heartbeat. I was halfway down the stairs when the jolt to my balls put me on the ground. I fell to the bottom and lay in a heap. As my strength returned I beat the remote against the banister until it splintered, thinking that there was no way she could do that again.

I got up shakily, pulled my pants on and walked toward the door. The second jolt surprised me. I ended up on the floor wailing in agony. I was still there when my wife and Debbie sauntered down the stairs.

“Going somewhere?” my wife smiled.

“H…how?” I choked out.

“Brice,” she said sadly, holding up another remote, “you never were too bright, were you?”

“I’m sorry, Miss,” I said. “I was just…”

“Scared?” she finished for me.

“Miss, I don’t want to lose my…”

“Package?”

I nodded.

“When’s the last time you got to use that thing, Brice?” she asked, nudging my locked up dick with her foot.

I thought about that. The last time had been the day before our wedding when I had still been free and I had masturbated. It had been two years! She saw the light dawn in my eyes.

“I never intend for you to ever have that pleasure again, Brice, so what’s the big deal if those little plums get removed?”

“Miss…”

“Deb?” my wife asked turning to her friend. “Do you still want to borrow him for tonight?”

“Yes.”

“Can I come with you?”

“It’s not usual, but I think I can explain,” Debbie answered.

“Good,” my wife purred. “Do you also think we can get the others to consider nominating him for the honors tonight?”

Debbie looked down at me with a feral smile.

“I do,” she said.

The Main Course

“Get out!” my girlfriend demanded.

I climbed out of the trunk and crouched at her feet. She grabbed my leash and began dragging me toward the house. The sharp stones in the drive were cutting into my hands and knees and I was having a hard time keeping up. She whirled on me.

“Look, worm, I was planning on giving you a treat today, but if you can’t keep up I’m going to just forget it.”

The word ‘treat’ could only mean one thing. Finally, I was going to be permitted to cum! It had been almost four weeks ago that she had drugged me and put the hateful thing on my dick. After hearing that magic word, the driveway could have been broken glass for all I cared. I scrambled along at her side completely ignoring the pain.

The door was opened by a woman in her early twenties who had a very pretty face but was slightly on the plump side, wearing tight jeans and a very tight lime green tank top. Her oversized tits beckoned me to grab them. I stayed on my knees and drooled.

She and my girlfriend embraced and it was clear from their conversation that they had been at the university together. The woman finally looked down at me cringing naked on her porch.

“Is this him, Rachael?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“It’s better like this, isn’t it?” she said.


“Shelly, it’s hard to believe how much better,” my girlfriend laughed.

“I told you, girl,” Shelly said. “Now come on in and have a drink while we wait for the main course to arrive.”

***

A half hour later a Jag pulled into the drive and a really handsome guy of about twenty-five stepped out of the car and started for the porch.

“Oh my god,” my girlfriend squealed, “is that…?”

“It is,” Shelly said smugly.

“But…what’s he doing here?”

“He’s the main course, Rachael.”

“But he…he was the most popular guy in school,” my girlfriend stated. “He could have any girl he wanted…”

“And did,” Shelly said coldly.

“Huh?”

“He had me. We were an item and then he cheated on me,” Shelly said.

“Oh. So what’d you do?”

“I did the same thing I told you to do, I took his ‘freedom’ from him,” Shelly said. “It’s why he comes here.”

“Wow, who would have believed it?”

“Who indeed?” Shelly chuckled, moving toward the front door. “Let’s see if he’s in position.”

She opened the door and the good looking guy was naked, on his hands and knees with his clothing in a neat pile beside him. Between his legs I could see a high tech chastity device just like the one I was wearing which meant he was basically fucked as far as sex went until whoever held the key let him out.

“Right on time I see, fag-boy,” Shelly chortled. “Crawl in.”

Fag-boy crawled to the middle of the room and stopped.

“So tell my friend why you’re here, fag-boy,” Shelly said sweetly.

“Miss Shelly, I know what I’m supposed to say, but…could we talk for a minute?” he asked.

“There’s nothing to talk about, boy. Just say what you are supposed to say,” Shelly snapped.

“Miss, please, I was wrong,” he pleaded. “I’ve learned my lesson. Please take me back as your boyfriend, your fiancée and I promise I’ll never, ever…”

“You stupid little piece of shit,” she interrupted coldly. “I could never marry someone like you.”

“But…but why? You loved me and we were great together and…”

“Look at yourself, asshole. You’re not a man. Would a man be kneeling here naked begging like that?”



“But, Miss Shelly, I…”

“Would a man have a thing like that on his dick and be about to beg for what you are going to?”

“Miss…”

“Last chance, boy, or you will wait another month,” Shelly said with finality.

The fight went out of him. It would have for me also. If today was release day I would have done anything my girlfriend asked me to.

“Pl…please, Miss Shelly, will you let…let me fuck pig-boy?” he croaked.

“Will you clean him for me afterward?” she asked sweetly.

“Yes, Miss,” he whispered.

“With your tongue?”

“Yes, Miss,” he said dropping his head in shame.

“Well, since you’ve asked me so nicely why don’t you ask my friend if it’s okay with her too?”

Fag-boy looked devastated. My girlfriend looked over at Shelly and interrupted before he could ask.

“Shell, what’s this all about?”


“I allow him only one orgasm a month,” she smiled, “and I wouldn’t allow him that many but I can’t resist degrading him.”

“Who is pig-boy?”

“He’s a slave I keep in the basement sometimes for fun,” Shelly purred.

“Fun?”

“Yeah like to torture or butt fuck or just use for my…urges.”

“What does he get out of it?” my girlfriend asked.

“A life of hell and very few orgasms,” Shelly laughed.

“And that’s what he wanted?” 

“No,” Shelly chuckled. “I don’t think he expected either of those things, but then neither did your boyfriend before you found out about his cheating and surprised him with that restraint. You haven’t let him have any release yet, have you?”

“No.”

“Good, because I think he’ll be much more inclined to…uh…go along with the program.”

“The program?” queried my girlfriend.


“Have fag-boy ask you so we can get on with the show and all will be revealed,” Shelly giggled.

My girlfriend turned back to fag-boy and sneered, “Ask me, boy!”

“Please, Miss, may I fuck pig-boy?”

“Is that what you really want to do?” my girlfriend asked sweetly.

“Yes, Miss.”

“Wouldn’t you rather fuck a girl? How about me? Wouldn’t you rather fuck me?” my girlfriend cooed.

Poor fag-boy was like a deer caught in the headlights. Of course, he’d rather fuck a woman, but that wasn’t about to happen and he knew it. He dropped his eyes to the floor.

“Please, Miss, I just want to fuck pig-boy,” he said.

“You mean instead of this?” she said raising her skirt.

Fag-boy looked up and his heart almost stopped. A thin layer of see-through silk covered her mound. He licked his lips but couldn’t look away.

“Oh…god…I…” he stuttered. “Please, Miss, I…”

“I never have understood you faggots,” she sneered, letting her skirt fall, “wanting some guy’s asshole instead of pussy. Go ahead then if that’s what you really want.”

Fag-boy put his head down and started sobbing. Shelly clapped her hands together in glee.

“Rachael, you are a natural at this,” she beamed. “Your boy is in for one rough ride.”

She stepped to the basement door, opened it and beckoned, “Let’s get this show on the road.”

In the basement was a fat fortyish-year old guy chained over a whipping bench with his ass in the air. His legs were spread wide apart and a three inch dildo was crammed in his ass. I shuddered to think of the things Shelly did to the poor wretch for ‘fun’. Fag-boy quickly crawled to a collar attached to a chain on the wall, locked it on himself and looked at Shelly expectantly. She threw him a key that he used to remove the thing on his dick. It stood right up as if it were a missile rising from an underground bunker ready for blastoff, which I’m sure it was. He put his hands behind his neck and began hyperventilating.

“For that little show upstairs I’m only giving you two minutes tonight, fucker, so I hope you’re ready,” Shelly said. “Start now!”

Fag-boy yanked the dildo out, plunged his dick into the hole in front of him and started moving his hips at ram speed. Pig-boy was screaming, fag-boy was screaming and then came the eruption as fag-boy spewed his seed into pig-boy’s ass. It seemed to go on forever. The audible alone was enough to drive me to the edge. All I knew when he stopped pumping and collapsed was that I wanted an orgasm like that. 

“You’re getting addicted to male asshole, aren’t you, fag-boy?” Shelly laughed.

Now that it was over and the sexual high was gone you could see the humiliation creeping into his face. I thought of what came next and it made me want to vomit. Shelly waited until his dick had shriveled up and he was glancing around for any hole to climb into to avoid the next step.

“Clean him out, fag-boy,” Shelly said sternly, “we may have another customer.”

Fag-boy put his face in the guy’s ass and started to lick. I could hear the gagging and retching as he went to work cleaning his slime from the guy’s hole. It was like a train wreck, I couldn’t look away.

“Rachael, do you see why I told you to lock him up when you found out about him with that little slut friend of yours?” Shelly said. “This kind of power is addictive.”

My girlfriend nodded and looked down at me. The feral look in her eyes caused my balls to retract.

“So, worm,” my girlfriend asked me, “would you like to have a little spurt?”

“Oh god,” I thought. “I do, but…fuck that old guy and then lick…eeew.”

“Miss…”

“Or wait another month?”

“A month?”


“Perhaps two,” she giggled.

“Please, Miss, I do want to, but…”

“Beg me!”

“Huh?”

“If you want an orgasm you have to beg me like fag-boy did,” she said.

She lifted her skirt and I got a look at the same great view she had given fag-boy. I wanted her badly, but that wasn’t going to be my choice. The way my life had degenerated just because I’d had a one night stand with her best friend was disheartening.


“Take my panties off,” she said.

I reached up and slipped the skimpy silk down her legs. As always, the view caused me to hyperventilate. I got to see plenty of it close up as she enjoyed using my tongue for hours, but my dick hadn’t been inside since she locked me up, and with each passing day it became clearer that it never was ever going to again. She pulled my face into her crotch and rubbed my nose in her slit.

“Beg me,” she whispered.

I didn’t want to fuck the fat guy’s ass, but…  I needed relief. I swallowed my pride and tried to say the words.

“Please, Miss…”

“Yes?” she laughed.

“Pl…please let me fuck…”

I couldn’t finish the sentence. I bowed my head.

“Are you saying that you want to fuck pig-boy instead of me?” she asked sweetly.

I heard that evil teasing tone in her voice and knew the answer that she wanted. I also knew that if I didn’t give it to her that she would probably punish me by not allowing me to even fuck pig-boy, but I looked at it as my one last chance to turn the whole horrid mess around.

“No, Miss,” I whispered.

“What?”

“Miss, I’ve never wanted anyone but you,” I said sincerely.

“Bullshit, Malcolm,” she said using my real name for the first time in four weeks. “If that were true you would have never fucked Suzie.”

“I thought she was you,” I said truthfully.

“You are so full of shit,” she said angrily. 

“She came in after I had passed out. It was dark. She was wearing your perfume and she did that thing you always do to my dick when you want me,” I said.

“What?”

“You know, that…”

“I know what you’re talking about,” she snapped. “She’s the only one I’ve ever told that to.”

“I thought it was you.”

“Why didn’t you say something sooner?” she asked.

“Rachael, you didn’t want to hear it.”

“I don’t want to hear it now,” she said.

“Sorry.”

“Rachael, is he going to fuck pig-boy or not?” Shelly demanded.

“Not, Shelly,” my girlfriend said firmly. “If he ever fucks anyone again it will only be me.”

“Rachael, what are you doing? You’ve got him right where you want him. Just think of all the horrible degrading things you can make him do.”

“Oh, he’ll be doing some things for me all right, but fucking a fat guy’s ass isn’t one of them,” she said firmly.

“You’re making a mistake,” Shelly said.

My girlfriend yanked my leash and we moved to the stairs. 

“See you again sometime, Shel,” she said as we left.

Behind us we could hear Shelly’s anger as she screamed at her slaves that she was going to ‘watch them suck each other off’ and then sodomize both of them before she let them go for the night. I shuddered at how close my girlfriend had come to buying into Shelly’s lifestyle. She must have sensed my thoughts.

“Don’t think you’ve completely dodged the bullet, Malcolm,” she said. “I plan to keep you naked and on your knees for another month before I let you back into my bed.”

“Thank you, Miss,” I said sincerely.

“And that thing stays on for the rest of your life—unless I need what’s in it.”

Delayed Gratification

“Do you know what day today is, Charles?”

“Did I know? Was she kidding? Of course, I fucking knew.”

“Yes, Miss Becky,” I said deferentially.

“Are you excited?”

“What kind of a stupid question was that? Of course, I’m excited,” my mind screamed.

“Yes, Miss,” I said softly.

“How long has it been, Charles?” my wife asked pleasantly.

“Three hundred eighty-eight days.”

“Um, I’m not sure, Miss,” I said tentatively. “More than a year?”

She looked at me sharply. I dropped my eyes and waited for the explosion that meant she had found yet another reason to delay my release.

“Are we being cute, Charles?”

“No…no…Miss,” I stammered, “it’s just that I…”

“Because if we are, I am perfectly willing to let you wait another six months.”

“Oh god, please no,” I thought.

“Miss, please, I don’t know what I said. Please forgive me.”

“Charles, how many days has it been?” she asked coldly.

“Oh fuck! She wanted a real answer.”

“Three hundred eighty-eight, Ma’am,” I said contritely.


“So you were being cute,” she said angrily.

“No, Miss, please I… I just don’t want to lose my chance and I…”

“So what day is today?” she interrupted.

“Did she want the real answer or am I supposed to tell her something like it’s laundry day…?”

I decided that perhaps she wanted the real answer. Or perhaps my dick wanted the real answer.

“It’s the day you said you’d let me…uh…masturbate if I’ve been good,” I said cringing.

“And have you been good?” she asked sweetly.

I dropped to my knees and clutched her legs. I wanted this badly. It seemed as if she was really going to grant me a few moments out of the damn thing I had begged her into putting on my dick so long ago I could barely remember a time when I had fucked and masturbated at will.

“Yes, Miss,” I blubbered, “I’ve been sooo good.”

“Have you really?” she said archly.

“Uh oh,” I thought. “What had I missed? Oh please, no.”

“Yes, Miss.”

“Are you sure?”

“Of course, I was sure, but…”

“Uh…I think so, Miss.”

“You think so? You aren’t sure?”

“Damn it. What had I missed?”

“Yes, Miss, I’m positive,” I said.

“Oh, so now you’re positive?” she sneered.

“How in god’s name had I gotten to the point where she could tie me in knots like this?”

“Please, Miss Becky, please tell me what you want,” I begged.

“I want you to tell me the truth, Charles,” she said coldly.

“The truth? The truth was I wanted to wrap my hand around my dick.”

“The… the truth, Miss Becky?” I stammered.

“Yes, Charles, the truth.”

“About what, Miss?” I asked tentatively.

“Are you being cute again, Charles?” she said sharply.

“Cute?”


“I’m sorry, Miss Becky, I…don’t know what you want.”

“I want the truth, Charles,” she demanded.

“Shit, what truth?” I wondered.

“About what, Miss?” I said, realizing that she would probably explode and my chance would pass yet again.

“God damn it, Charles,” she exploded right on cue. “Are you going to need one of those correction sessions you are so fond of?”

“Fond of? I couldn’t walk for a week after the last one. I hated those sessions.”

“Please, Miss,” I ventured, “please just tell me what you are talking about.”

She looked down at me with a smile that seemed to get more evil with each passing day. I dropped my eyes and hugged her legs harder. Another six months without an orgasm loomed in my mind. I almost missed what she said.

“Is this delayed gratification thing that you asked me for working like you thought it would?”

“Delayed gratification, Miss?” I asked.

“Yes. The reason you begged me to put that stupid thing on your dick and find reasons to prolong your release,” she said. “Is it working?”

“I don’t know, Miss,” I whispered. “It’s been so long that I…”

“So long that you what?”

“I’ve forgotten what it’s like to…oh god, Miss Becky, please let me…”

“But didn’t you tell me that I should make you believe that I was going to let you out and then change my mind and add more time?”

“Yes, but I didn’t know that you would make it so long.”

“But isn’t that what you begged me for?” she asked.

“Stupid me,” I thought.

“Yes, Miss Becky,” I said dejectedly.

“And how much better your orgasms would be if I stretched you out a bit?”

“A bit? I meant a few days not a lifetime.”

“Yes, Miss, but…”

“And how much more cum you would shoot when I finally let you go?”

I nodded.

“Well, then thank me,” she demanded.

I leaned down and kissed her feet. My vision blurred with tears and several dripped on to her shoes. Without being prodded I licked them off. 

“Thank you, Miss Becky,” I sobbed.

“You are welcome, Charles,” she said dropping the key in front of me.

“Oh my god she is really going to let me…?”

“Miss?” I questioned, looking up at her.

“Do you think that you have a lot of cum backed up in there by now?” she asked.

“A lot? It was covering my eyeballs for crissake.”

“Yes, Miss,” I said carefully.

“I mean do you think we have waited long enough for you to have one of those really extreme blast offs that you talk about?”

“Oh god yes yes yes.” 

“I think so, Miss,” I ventured.

“Think so?” she laughed. “Because if you’re not sure…”

“Oh shit no, please don’t stop me, please.”

“I’m sure, Miss,” I said hurriedly.

“Oh, so now you’re sure?”

“I’ve been sure for three hundred eighty-seven days,” I thought, “but you keep frustrating me.”

“Yes, Miss Becky, I’m sure.”

She looked at me and shook her head. I’d seen that gesture so many times I was sure that she was going to deny me again. I let out an involuntary sob and it made her laugh.

“Okay then,” she said sweetly, “but hurry up. I don’t have all day to stand here and watch a grown man beat his meat.”

I unlocked the device and let it drop to the floor. My dick leaped up like it was reaching for the sky. The veins stood out like they were going to pop. I wanted badly to touch it, but I feared any action on my part without her direction would give her an excuse to have me put it away.

“Wow,” she exclaimed, looking at my erection. “That’s incredible. I have never seen your cock so huge. Maybe we should put it away for another six months or so to see if it gets big enough that I just might want it inside me. What do you think, Charles?”

“What do I think? I can’t wait another six months, that’s what I think.”

I looked up at her with pleading eyes. She smiled that wicked smile, tossed her hair and laughed.

“Just kidding, Charles,” she said. “That thing will never go inside of me or anyone else ever again.”

I was crestfallen but I couldn’t have made it six more months anyway even if that had been a real possibility. I poised my hand and waited for her signal.

“Two minutes, Charles,” she said sitting down on the couch and looking at me expectantly.

My hand found my dick and nature took over. I didn’t last thirty seconds before I started to spew out thick ropey wads of cum. The first shot made it all of the way to her shoes with each succeeding shot falling a little shorter until finally only a dribble was landing in front of me. It was one of the most forceful and powerful orgasms of my life. I collapsed on the floor next to the wide puddle of semen that covered the space between me and my wife. I was totally spent and contented.

“My, that was very impressive, Charles,” she chuckled. “I see what you mean about how delaying your gratification made it better for you. I think we should wait two years next time and see if that makes it even better. What do you think?”

“Oh, help me, no. Not two more years. I’ll die.”

“Please, Miss, I think that would be too long.”

“Oh, do you? Perhaps three years will improve your attitude.”

“Three years?”

“Please, Miss, I…”

“Are we trying for four years, Charles?”

I couldn’t speak. I shook my head.

“I thought not,” she laughed. “Now, lock that thing away, lick this mess up and fix my dinner. I’m hungry.”

Freeing Willy

“Brenda, where is Paul going?”

“What?”

“Your husband, Brenda, where is he going?”

“Damn,” I thought, stopping at the top of the stairs to listen, “I didn’t think anyone had noticed me leave.”

“Oh, Laura, he’s sneaking off upstairs to masturbate,” my wife said. “He thinks that we didn’t notice him leaving.”

“Shit!”

“Does he do that often?” Laura asked.

“All the time. Don’t you remember an hour ago when we finished lunch and were cleaning up and he was gone for about ten minutes?”

“Yes, I do remember, that’s why I asked,” Laura said. “Actually, I suspected that was what was going on.”

“You did?”

“Brenda, how many times have I been here when he’s been here?”

“I think this is the third time,” my wife said.

“Did you think I wouldn’t suspect when he spends an hour staring at my crotch, getting all agitated, drooling and licking his lips and then sneaking off upstairs, and when he comes back he’s all flushed like he’s been running or something?”

“Yeah,” my wife smiled, “I guess it is pretty obvious, isn’t it?”

“He must not think so,” Laura observed wryly.

“Well, he’s a guy,” my wife laughed.

“I think he needs to be controlled like you are, Brenda-girl,” Laura said.

“What? Laura…please…don’t… you promised…”

“Call him back down,” Laura said.

“Wait,” my wife said. “Miss Laura, please, you said you wouldn’t…”

“Now, Brenda-girl, call him back now before he can get started,” Laura demanded.

“Please no, Miss…”

“Now!”

“Paul,” my wife shouted.

“Shit, shit, shit,” my mind hammered at me.

I tiptoed into the bedroom so they wouldn’t know I’d been listening and then strode to the top of the stairs before answering, “Yes, dear?”

“Could you come down for a minute please,” my wife called up.

I walked back down the stairs and into the living room. My wife looked scared about calling me downstairs. I moved to diffuse the situation. 

“What do you need, honey?” I asked nonchalantly.

“I…I just wanted to…” my wife started.

“…to know what you were doing up there,” Laura finished.

“I went to the bathroom and then I got sidetracked looking at the book I’ve been reading at night,” I lied glibly.

“So you didn’t go up there to ‘buff the bishop’?” Laura asked.

“Huh?”

“You know, Paul, to have ‘a date with Mrs. Fist’?”

I knew what she was driving at but looked at her blankly. After all they had no proof of what I was doing and it was Laura’s fault anyway. My wife was a great looking woman but Laura was smoking hot and most of my agitation was caused by the way she dressed. Each time she had been at our house she had been wearing some revealing outfit that drove me to distraction. This time she had on calf length black boots with a black mini that barely covered her crotch and a tight white blouse that was open at the top enough that her lacy red bra peeked out. I could only last a maximum of one hour of watching her crossing and uncrossing her legs before I had to get away to relieve the pressure.

“A date with Mrs. Fist?” I asked bewildered.

“Are you stupid, Paul?” she asked sweetly, uncrossing her legs and letting them open a tiny bit.

“No.”

I shuddered. My eyes were centered on the darkness between her thighs and I was having trouble keeping focused.

“Well you’re acting like it,” Laura said moving her knees farther apart. “What I am asking is:  Were you upstairs masturbating?”

“I…of course not, Laura, I…I don’t…”

“You don’t masturbate, Paul?” she purred.

I was having trouble swallowing. She had her legs just far enough apart that I could see a few wisps of hair. She wasn’t wearing any panties!

“W…What?” I asked completely forgetting her last question.

“I asked if you ever masturbate, Paul,” she said sharply enough that I tore my eyes from the view and looked at her face.

“Sometimes,” I admitted, trying to keep my eyes locked with hers.

“You seem kind of tense, Paul,” she laughed.

“I’m sorry, it’s just…”

“Be honest, Paul,” she urged and her legs opened another inch.


I looked at my wife and back at Laura. I don’t know why I was making such a fuss and being so embarrassed about my need to beat off. They didn’t seem to care and by now the ache in my groin was threatening to overwhelm me. I dropped my eyes back to Laura’s crotch and took the plunge.

“Uh…yes…I want to…uh…jack off,” I said weakly.

“We understand, don’t we, Brenda?” Laura said brightly. “Go ahead.”


I mumbled a thank you and turned for the stairs. Laura let me get through the door before she stopped me.

“Paul? Where are you going?”

I turned in panic. 

“I was going upstairs to…uh…you know,” I said.

“Do it here,” Laura said.

“What?”

“We want you to do it here in front of us,” Laura said. “We want to watch.”

“But…”

“And your wife is going to take off her blouse to give you some encouragement, aren’t you, Brenda-girl?”

My wife looked like a deer in the headlights.

“Laura, please, you promised…”

“Brenda-girl, make it your bra too,” Laura snapped. 

“Please, Miss Laura…” My wife begged.

“And your pants,” Laura said coldly. “And if I hear another word you will be naked and your ass is going to have an appointment with Mr. Cane.”

“What the hell is going on here?” I wondered. “She’s ordering my wife around like she’s her slave or something.”

I watched the fight go out of my wife’s body. Her shoulders slumped and her hands reached up and started unbuttoning her blouse. Laura looked at me and cocked her head.

“Well?” she laughed. “Are you going to free Willy now?”

I suppose I should have been angry or upset or embarrassed or frightened. Perhaps some of those emotions were swirling around in my brain, but they were overpowered by how turned on I was. It was such a rush to see my wife so subservient and to have this stunning vision of a woman wanting to watch me play with myself that I forgot about anything but satisfying my need. I unzipped my pants and pulled my turgid member out.

“Wait a minute, buster,” Laura said sternly. “I want to see it all. Take off your clothes first.”

“You’re kidding,” I said.

“Off!” she ordered.

I looked at my wife who was down to just her panties and kneeling next to the couch. I looked at Laura and her legs were spread wide enough that there wasn’t any doubt that she wasn’t wearing underwear. I needed this. I pulled off my clothes. My hand found my dick again and I started to pump.

“Wait!” Laura demanded.

“God damn it, now what?” I screeched.

“Brenda-girl, go get a plate,” Laura said.

My wife jumped up like she had been zapped with an electric cattle prod. She came back from the kitchen with a dinner plate and handed it to Laura who walked over to where I was standing and pushed me to my knees.

“Make sure all of your slime hits the plate,” she said putting the plate between my knees. “I don’t want you messing up the carpet.”

She walked back to the couch, sat down and spread her legs again. I got a clear glimpse right up to her Bermuda triangle just before she used a handful of my wife’s hair to drag her in and block my view. It was too much. I lasted ten seconds before I erupted. I tried hard to guide my fountain onto the plate, but a few drops missed and I found myself having a pang of fear about what Laura might do if she had seen that happen. I looked up guiltily and realized with relief that she was off in her own private world enjoying my wife’s tongue. She hadn’t noticed my spillage, thank god, and I probably could quietly get dressed and escape.

“Don’t move, fucker,” she lashed out as I reached for my clothing.

Twenty minutes later I was still kneeling in the same place with the plate of my cooling cum in front of me. Laura had leisurely indulged herself and was now coming down off of her high and watching me. After her outburst I had been afraid to move. I was having a war with myself as to why I didn’t just get up and get dressed but I couldn’t seem to convince myself to do it. I was afraid of her and I didn’t know why.

“Would you like dessert, Paul?” she asked spreading her legs wider to make sure I knew exactly what she meant.

It had only been twenty minutes since my massive spurt, but the sight she presented was more than enough to cause my dick to stand up like it hadn’t had any relief in months. I nodded.

“Well then,” she laughed, “lick your plate clean. Only good boys who clean their plate get dessert.”

I looked down at the slime in front of me and then back at her. She had to be kidding. There was no way I was going to…

“Now, faggot!” she shouted.

I leaned over the plate and looked at the mess. I stuck my tongue out but couldn’t bring myself to do it. I started to lift my head to tell her when my face was shoved into the plate and held down.

“Paul, if I have to tell you again I’m going to whip you.”

“Whip me?” 

I wanted to push her away and end this farce but I was afraid to anger her. My tongue snaked out and began lapping at the plate. She released the pressure and patted my head.

“Good boy,” she said happily, “you are going to be a lovely pet for me, aren’t you?”

I shuddered at the implication but continued to clean my plate. I felt her fumbling at my neck and when she was done I realized that she had locked some sort of collar on me. I reflected that my life seemed to be on a downward slide that I had no control over. I knew I should get up and tell her to leave, but I kept licking until the plate was clean. I wanted dessert.

***

It had been a battle of wills to get me to put the chastity tube on my dick, but after she’d nearly paralyzed me by holding the button down, I had caved in. I had tried to resist again when she wanted me in the trunk of her car with the same result. When she opened the trunk two hours later the random zaps she had given me along the way had reduced me to a quivering mass of jelly. I was putty in her hands. I tumbled out of the trunk and crouched at her feet, my tongue licking her boots while my mind pleaded for her to not hurt me anymore. I didn’t dare speak.

“Well, my little pet, here we are,” she said sweetly. “This is your new home for the next three months or so while these lovely people train you.”

I looked around. We were in some rural setting. All I could see was a house and a barn and acres of land. About ten feet away from us was a couple in their fifties who were looking at me as if I were a piece of meat and they had been forced to live as vegetarians for the past ten years. I whimpered and looked up at her.

“You’ll be alright, sweetie. When these people call and tell me that you are an expert at the two things that will be your main job for the rest of your life you get to come home and I’ll let you ‘burp your little doggie’ for me,” Laura said, smiling at mse. “I’m sure by now you can guess what those two tasks might be, can’t you?”

What she implied was so monstrous my mind refused to accept it. I put my head down and resumed licking her boots.

“Oh, we never got to dessert, did we?” she laughed. “Well, we don’t have time for it right now, sweet-boy, but you can have a taste.”

She hiked her skirt up so that just a wisp of hair was showing. She pulled my head between her thighs and my tongue touched her slit. I would have been happy to remain there forever, but I got one tiny lick before she pushed me down and straightened her skirt. I let out an involuntary mewl deep in my throat. 

“That’s all we have time for right now, Paulie-boy,” she chuckled softly, “but don’t worry, I’ll let you have the whole pie when you get home.”

The Blue Panties

“Check to make sure I’m clean, Tim.”

I looked up from the floor of the shower into my wife’s face. She grinned and turned away from me. I reached up, spread her ass cheeks and drove my tongue into her rosebud as far as I could push it.

“Uuuuh,” she grunted, “that’s right, Tim, make sure it’s really clean. Robert likes me to be fresh.”

I had never met her boyfriend, Robert, but one thing I was sure of, from her recanting of their escapades, was that he never got his face anywhere near her ass so how the fuck would he know if she was ‘fresh’? It was just her way to demean me and remind me that I was her slave. 

Ever since I had convinced her to indulge me and try the kinky games I wanted to play, where I got to be her servant and she controlled every aspect of my life, things had gone downhill for me. In three short months, she had taken me from being her husband and bed partner to a mindless automaton who slept in the closet and was denied access to any form of sexual relief, including masturbation, by the horrid device I had foolishly bought  ‘for fun’.

“Check me in the front too, Timmy,” she said turning to face me.

This was the hardest part. To be so close to the single particular focus of my being and to only be allowed to lick it. I wanted to grab her and throw her down right there in the shower and fuck her, but it was a fleeting imprudent thought. With the chastity belt I couldn’t possibly do that and would have been punished soundly for taking any action that wasn’t exactly what she asked. I licked and sucked and reflected that this too was just her exerting her power as there was no way macho Robert put his mouth down here either.

“Oh, yes, Timmy boy,” she moaned, “you do that so well.”

I did do it well. I had been pretty good at oral worship three months ago but since then her relentless training had turned me into an expert. A greater part of every day was usually spent between her legs practicing.

“Wait!” she demanded, “rotating her hips slightly so that my mouth was positioned lower, “I have to pee.”

Another task that after three months of work she had me performing as if I had been doing it all my life. The difference when she used me in the shower was that she didn’t stop and wait for me to swallow but just let loose so the excess spilled down my cheeks. It was the one place where I wasn’t punished for wasting a drop of her precious nectar.

“Lick me off now, Tim,” she said as she finished. “Then I need you to get me ready for my date.”

We got out of the shower, I toweled her off and moved into position as her stool while she sat on my back and put on her makeup. This was always a poignant time. Part of my original fantasy had been to do things like that for her, to be used like a piece of furniture or an object. I could still lose myself as she sat there and forget that it wasn’t going to end with mad crazy sex. Or rather it would, just not with me.

“Timmy boy?” my wife asked as she slipped her right hand down between my ass cheeks and squeezed my nuts.

“Yes, Miss Sandy?” I dutifully answered.

“How long has it been now?”

She knew damn well how long it had been. It wasn’t like there was much to keep track of because the first day we started down this path I had blithely locked the damn thing on and handed her the keys. I hadn’t seen them or my dick since. One of the main ways she kept me in line was the threat of prolonging the day when I would be released.

“It will be three months tomorrow, Miss,” I said. 

“Has it been that long?” she laughed.

“Yes, Miss,” I said, wondering where this was going.

“How do you stand it?”

I couldn’t stand it, but I didn’t have a choice and she knew it.

“Maybe I should let you…uh…you know,” she giggled.

“Please, Miss Sandy…”

“Please what, Tim?”

“Please don’t do this.”

“What, Tim?”

“Tease me…I…”

“You what?”

“Miss Sandy, I need…please I need…”

“What, Tim?” she snapped. “Tell me exactly what you want.”

“I want to make love to you again like we used to,” I said.

“No.”

“I knew it,” I thought. “She was just getting my hopes up so that I would get all worked up and then…”

“You are a slave now and it would be totally inappropriate for you to be allowed to screw your mistress,” she said firmly. “And getting it on with another woman would be cheating, wouldn’t it, Tim?” 

I couldn’t hold my head up anymore. I started sobbing softly.

“Are you crying, Timmy?” Sandy asked sweetly.

“Yes, Miss.”

“But surely you knew that a slave wouldn’t ever get to make love like a real man, didn’t you?”

I knew that, but I had thought we were just playing a game and eventually…

“Yes, Miss.” I answered.

“Slaves only get to use their hands once in a while if they’ve been good and their mistress is feeling generous,” she said softly.

My head came up. Use my hand? Oh god. I started hyperventilating.

“Have you been good, Timmy boy?” she asked squeezing my balls.

I didn’t trust myself to speak. I nodded.

“Well then,” she said, “perhaps tomorrow if you continue to be good.”

Good? I was going to be whatever she wanted me to be until tomorrow if it meant that I could get out of this device and get my hand around my dick. She stood up and walked out of the bathroom. I followed her into the bedroom.

“Get my blue panties,” she said.

“What?”

“My blue panties, Tim. I want to wear them for Robert tonight.”

“Sandy, I mean, Miss Sandy, that’s not…”

“That’s not what, Tim?” she said interrupting me.

“Miss Sandy, I…uh…don’t you remember I bought those for you for our first anniversary. Then I ripped them off of you and we…”

“So?” she interrupted icily.

“But they were…”

“…something special, something that only we shared together, an intimate piece of apparel that was ours and ours alone, a sacred symbol of our marriage? Something that always meant, when I wore them, that we would be having sex?”

“Y…yes.”

“Well, Tim, they still mean that. It’s just that the sex isn’t going to be with you.”

“But…”

“Tim,” she said angrily, “get my blue panties now!”

“Miss Sandy, please,” I wailed, “can’t you wear a different…”


“No, I can’t,” she said firmly. “Those panties aren’t for your enjoyment anymore. You gave up the right to them and what is going to be in them when you became my slave. If I hear another word you won’t be having a session with your hand tomorrow, do you understand?”

I nodded my head and crawled to her dresser. The blue panties were on the right side of the second drawer where they had been since the first time she had worn them. I remembered some of the great times we had with those panties. Times like the last one only four months ago when we never got any farther along than pulling them up before I snatched them back off. We tumbled into the bed for a marathon lovemaking session, the panties lying discarded in a heap within the first ten seconds. I couldn’t imagine her letting another man take those panties off of her. I picked them out of the drawer and held them to my face. So soft, so…

“Tim!” she screeched. “Stop sniffing my panties and bring them here.”

It’s strange sometimes how a simple thing can finally bring home a point that has been staring you in the face. As she stepped into those panties and I pulled them up and covered her pussy to prepare it for another man, I finally understood what the past three months of suffering and the painful device on my dick had not been able to make me believe. I was never going to be allowed to make love to her again. I had still been deluding myself that this whole scene was just a long tortuous game that my wife would eventually tire of, but it wasn’t and she wouldn’t.

“I’m going to bring Robert home tonight,” she said as I helped her with her dress, “so you’ll be in the cage in the basement for the night.”

“Oh, Miss Sandy, please not the whole night in the cage, please it’s so uncomfortable and cold and I…”

“Tim,” she stopped me, “this is not up for discussion. I haven’t told Robert about you yet and I don’t know when I’m going to, so I need you out of the way.”

Sandy had purchased the cage soon after I started my life as her slave. I hated it. It wasn’t big enough to lie down in except in a fetal position. Most times she didn’t allow me that much freedom anyway and this time wasn’t any different. The cage had a hole in the top for my head, which could be kept there by attaching a collar around my neck. It kept me in an uncomfortable position while allowing her easy access to my mouth. She hiked her skirt up and shoved the blue panties close to my face.

“Take a long look at your anniversary present, Tim,” she cooed rubbing her crotch on my nose. “Tonight a real man is going to unwrap it and find the gold within.”

Begging anymore would have been a waste of time. I inched my head forward as far I could and found my nose rubbing her wetness that had soaked them through.

“Perhaps I’ll come down after he is asleep and let you clean them for me,” she chuckled standing up and pulling her skirt down. 

***

I heard them come in five hours later. By then my knees ached and my legs had gone to sleep from the crouched position. I assumed that they would head off to the bedroom but I was wrong. I heard their footsteps cross to the kitchen and then the basement door opened. I cringed and kept my eyes down so that all I could see were their feet as they descended.

“This is him,” my wife said without preamble when they reached my cage.

“My god, I thought you were joking.”

“Did you?” my wife laughed.

“Well, at least I thought…”

“What, Robert? What did you think?”

“I don’t know…that it was some kind of twisted game that you and he like to play,” Robert said.

“It is a bit twisted,” my wife said, “but it’s no game. Take a look at his penis.”

Robert crouched down to get a better look and was clearly surprised, “Jesus, what is that thing on his dick?”

“A little something that keeps him from having even the tiniest bit of pleasure…ever,” my wife gloated.

I watched Robert’s body shudder violently.

“E…Ever?” he choked out.

“Actually it’s only been three months and I…”

“Three months?” Robert blurted.

“Why? Is that a long time, Robert?” my wife said coyly. “Couldn’t you wait three months if it was for me?”

Robert had a horrified look on his face for just a second but then he recovered and responded, “For you, babe, I can’t wait three minutes.”

“Hold that thought, Robert, because first I need you to do something.”

“Sure, babe, whatever you need.”

“Well, Robert, I have a present for you, but I need your help.”

“A present? My help? Uh…what…what do you need me to do?” he stammered.

“I want you to help me teach my husband a lesson about symbols that have lost their meaning.”

“Huh.”

“Never mind, Robert, just watch.”

She hiked her skirt up to her waist revealing the glacier ice blue bikini panties that I had put on and taken off of her so many times. The symbol of our love and lust all wrapped up in one flimsy scrap of satin. Showing him those panties was worse than cheating on me. Robert was mesmerized. Tears were dripping unbidden from my lids and I wanted to turn my face away but I couldn’t. 

“Do you like your present, Robert?” my wife asked pointing to her crotch.

“The panties?” he croaked.

“No silly,” she laughed. “These panties are just an old pair that I thought I’d wear one last time before I throw them out.”

“What, then?” he asked bewilderedly.

“Your present is what’s inside of them. I want my husband to watch you unwrap it.”

The Glory Hole




Chapter One

“Get out, slime-ball,” my wife said coldly.

I climbed out of the trunk and knelt by her feet. Looking around I could see that we were in a parking lot at the back of a poorly lit building. The lot was dark. Only seven cars were parked in it. My wife pulled on my leash and started walking toward the building. I followed on hands and knees. She pushed the doorbell.

“Can I help you?” asked the disembodied voice from the speaker at the rear entrance.

“This is Samantha Lewis. We spoke about an hour ago,” my wife said.

“Oh, yeah, come on in,” the voice said and we were buzzed in.

We went down a short hallway to another door which was locked. There was a video surveillance camera mounted above it. In a few seconds it was opened by a pretty young girl in her twenties wearing a white vinyl mini skirt and tank top.

“Hi, Samantha, I’m Kali,” she said. “Come on in.”

She turned and we followed her past the doorway and into a huge warehouse of a room that was the width of the building. I had trouble focusing on all of the features because my eyes were drawn to the far wall where there were seven booths or compartments. Five of the seven were occupied by naked men on their knees facing the wall. Closer inspection revealed that each of them was sucking on a dick that was protruding from a hole in front of them. I froze and my leash jerked my wife to a halt.

“What the fuck are you doing?” she asked coldly.

“Miss Samantha, please I…”

“You what?” she sneered.

“Please…” I begged, “I don’t want to…”

“Listen, slime-ball,” she said, “the day you agreed to be my slave was the day that you gave up the right to use those words.”

“Those words?” I asked perplexedly.

“I can’t, I won’t, I don’t and all of their variations.” 

“But, Miss Samantha, you know that I’m not gay and I…”

“I know you’re not gay, Robert,” she said sweetly, using my real name instead of one of the horrible nicknames she had taken to calling me. “But we can try.”

“Try?” I quavered.

“Yes, Robbie, don’t you think you can learn?”

My stomach heaved. Learn? Learn to suck dick? Learn to…oh god!

“Please, Miss,” I pleaded.

“Pay attention, dickhead,” my wife said softly, “Kali is going to give us a tour.”

I hung my head and waited.

“This is the heart of ‘The Glory Hole’,” Kali said proudly.

“Oh my god! The Glory Hole!” the realization hammered at my brain.

I had been here once or twice, but always through the front door. It was a place for guys whose urges were so great they just had to have some action. Pick one of the seven booths that were free, put a twenty into the bill acceptor slot and you got ten minutes to poke your dick through the hole that opened. Ten minutes while a warm, willing and talented mouth captured your needy member and took you to heaven and beyond. 

I had always assumed that because of how talented those mouths were that they were female. Clearly I had been wrong.

“We have seven booths where men who are…well, not in control of themselves any longer and need at all costs to rid themselves of that terrible buildup of cum that clouds their thinking can use to relieve themselves,” Kali giggled. “It’s a service that ‘The Glory Hole’ provides but there are twists.”

“What kind of twists?” my wife asked.

“Well the first one is obvious,” Kali laughed. “The frantically excited sub-human animals that come in the front are only looking for a warm mouth in which to spill their seed. Most of them are homophobic and would be outraged if they were to find out that we never use women here.”

“Never?” my wife exclaimed.

“No,” Kali chuckled, “we never have any trouble finding enough men willing to debase themselves.”

“Wow! And what else?”

She walked over to the third booth and stopped. She pointed to the man crouched there on his knees.

“For the most part we use slaves like your husband,” she said, looking at me depreciatingly, “but some of them are stupid little worms like this one who lets their cum backup convince themselves into agreeing to one of our chastity contracts. It is a contract that amounts to a life of servitude and suffering. Of course they don’t realize that it’s going to be that bad. They are only focused on the release that they are going to get after a period of denial. What they don’t know until it’s too late is how long that period is going to be. The wave of despair that emanates from them once they realize the horror that their life has become is enough to give you an orgasm by itself.”

I looked at the wretch she had pointed to. He was about fifty years old, balding and overweight. His penis was caged up in a device that crushed it into a tiny semblance of what it should have been. I thought the chastity tube my wife had on me was unfair, but this was horrible. His hands were cuffed behind him, his collar was chained to the wall, he had his lips wrapped around the dick sticking through it and he was sucking on that appendage like his life depended on it. I was sickened.

“Tell me,” my wife said excitedly.

“These are men for whom the idea of forced chastity is something that consumes their fantasy world,” she explained. “We offer them a contract where they are locked up and we control their release. The contract looks pretty straight forward and most of them think that at most they will be denied only two or three days.”

“And in reality?” my wife asked.

“Every case is different,” Kali said. “Harold here has a ten year contract. He is required to work here at least forty hours per week and a minimum of eight hours at a time. He earns his release by the number of dicks he sucks. In his case he gets five minutes with that blowup doll in the corner after every five hundred cocks he sucks. That works out to about once a month that he pumps his filthy seed into his dolly girl-friend.”

“Jesus,” my wife exclaimed, “how did you ever get him to agree to that?”

“Deceit and trickery,” Kali laughed. “You won’t believe how easy it is to get these dirt balls to agree to anything when you have them on the edge.”

My wife looked at me with an evil glint in her eyes and tittered, “Actually I do.”

“Yes,” Kali chuckled, looking at me also, “I suppose you do.”

During this exchange I watched as Harold brought the prick to an orgasm, swallowed, removed his mouth from it and leaned back as far as his neck chain would allow. The softening dick retreated and the hole closed up. About thirty seconds later I heard a soft ding, the red light in front of him came on, the hole opened again and another penis poked its way into the room. Harold had his mouth on it before it was all the way in.

“Wow!” my wife gushed, “doesn’t he get any breaks?”

“One five minute potty break every four hours,” Kali said.

“And otherwise he has a cock in his mouth?” my wife asked wonderingly.


“Well, sometimes we’re slow and he just sits there,” Kali said, “but he hates that because it means a longer time until he meets his quota.”

“I can’t believe that anyone would want to live like that. It’s…god, I’ll bet he is counting the days until his contract is up and he can go back to being a man again.”

“The interesting part is that this is his second contract with us,” Kali said softly. “His first one was for only a year and when it was up he went home and masturbated for two weeks straight. Then he came back here and begged us to let him sign up for another year.”

“So how did it get to be ten years?” my wife asked.

“There are four of us who own this place,” Kali said, “and none of us could stomach the thought of allowing this worm to be able to pleasure himself next year for two weeks. We gave him an ultimatum that he had to agree to ten years or else.”

“Oh my god!”

“Yes, well we are kind of pissed off at ourselves for not insisting on twenty years.”

“Or for life…like my little wormlet here,” my wife laughed.

“What’s his name?” Kali asked.

“You can call him any of the endearing terms you’ve heard me use,” my wife replied.

“Samantha,” Kali smiled, “they would all answer to that. I need his real name.”

“Oh, I get it. It’s Robert.”

“And what do you want me to do with Robert?”

“Kali, you can pretty much do whatever you want, but I have a new boyfriend who really likes to have his dick sucked so make sure he gets plenty of practice.”

Kali laughed and gestured at the five guys who were all busy at the wall.

“You’ve come to the right place, Samantha,” she said. “Anything else?”

“What else is there?”

“Well, my partners and I are thinking of opening up a club for women where there are male slaves for them to use to scratch any conceivable itch,” Kali explained. “We aren’t going to have any trouble with the easy stuff, but we need to develop a training program to cover the uh…special needs.”

“What’s the easy stuff?” my wife asked.

“You know, serving as furniture or for strap-on use or licking pussy or…”

“Wait,” my wife interrupted, “what are special needs?”

“Samantha, the main special need that we will have to train for is…uh…toilet duty.”

“Toilet duty?” my wife asked. “Like someone who keeps the johns clean and hands you a towel to dry your hands and…”

“Not exactly.”

“Not exactly?” my wife asked perplexedly, “then what exactly?”


“Someone who is a toilet.”

My wife’s jaw dropped and a flush started at her neck and worked its way up her face. She was disconcerted but only for a second. She turned to look at me and the calculation in her eyes said it all. I knew where this was going and I was revolted.

“Ooooh, oh, oh,” my wife choked out. “I…oh my, I…”

“We are going to need some subjects to practice on,” Kali said.

“Okay.”


“To try out equipment and techniques.”

“Yes, okay,” my wife whispered.

“Okay? Okay? You mean we can use him to…?”

“Yes.”

“Um…would he be available for us to use after we’ve opened also?” Kali asked.

“I think we can work something out,” my wife smiled.

“How long can I have him right now?” Kali asked

“Well I was just going to leave him for the night, but…  I can talk my boyfriend into taking me away for a long weekend,” my wife said. “Will that give you enough time?”

“It’s a good start, Samantha,” Kali said. “For sure he will be a great cock-sucker and we’ll have a leg up on his toilet training.”

“Great!” my wife gushed. “Thank you, Kali.”

“Thank you, Samantha.”

“Well, I’ve got to be off,” my wife announced. “My boyfriend is meeting me in a half hour and the thought of worm-boy here on his knees sucking a dick while my boyfriend is fucking me senseless has got me on edge. I want to be on my back when he gets there so we can get right into it.”

“Wait!”

“Huh?”

“Don’t you want to be here for the first time?”

“The first time?”

“Yes, Samantha, the first time a dick pokes its head through our wall and Robert has to wrap his lips around it.”

“Oh…..oh my…oh yes yes yes…”


Kali laughed and pulled me to an empty booth. She clipped my lead to the ring on the wall and cuffed my hands behind me.

“This is simple, Robert,” she whispered. “I’m going to turn on the ‘available’ sign for this booth. Within a few minutes you will hear a ding and that red light in front of you will go on. You need to be ready because just after that the hole will open and your first client will put his cock through here to be serviced.”

I looked at her and considered my options. What if I just refused? She must have seen that thought flit through my brain because she laughed and turned to my wife.

“Sometimes we get little slime-bags like your husband who still think that they are men. We have a special device to remind them that they aren’t,” Kali said.

I felt her fumbling at the end of my penis where the head protruded. Then a searing pain that caused me to scream. The pain stopped right away, but it left me shaking and nauseous.

“That’s a little electroshock stimulator I’ve attached to the end of your dick, Robert,” she purred. “I can control it from here, but more importantly your customer can also. I have customers who just wait to find a booth with the stimulator hooked up because they love to use it. I’ve heard it heightens the experience to have the mouth screaming while they fuck it.”

“Please, Miss, I’ll be good, I’ll…” I blurted.

“We’ll see, Robert,” she chuckled. “If you do well I’ll consider removing it after your fifth dick.”

She reached up and flipped a couple of switches on the panel in front of her. It wasn’t thirty seconds to the ding and the red light. The hole opened and a dick about two inches long pushed through the opening.

“Oh, yes!!” Kali exclaimed happily, clapping her hands and dragging my wife closer. “I couldn’t have picked better myself for his first one. This pitiful thing belongs to a guy who thinks he’s a Dom. Of course, with that cocklet he can’t get a girl so he is forced to come here for relief. He is one of our best customers.”

I looked at the shriveled thing only inches from my eyes and my stomach turned over. 

“Just think, Samantha,” Kali chortled. “How degrading it must be for Robert to be forced to suck the dick of a man with such pitiful equipment. A man who isn’t really much of a man at all, but is more of a man than Robert will ever be again because anytime he wants he can have a warm mouth pleasure him. Something Robert will never experience again.”

“Kali, I’m not going to make it until I meet up with my boyfriend. I have to…”

“Don’t worry, Sam,” Kali soothed. “As soon as we get our newest cocksucker here on his way I’ll close a couple of the other booths and we can use their mouths.”

“You can do that?”

“Samantha, I own the place and these guys are slaves.”

“Oh.”

Kali grabbed my head and forced it toward the small penis that filled my vision. The shock hit my dick and I opened my mouth to scream. She pushed my mouth over it.

“Pretend you’re sucking on a straw,” she laughed.




Chapter Two

Sucking dick wasn’t a lot different than sucking on a velvety soft finger except I knew that in a few minutes that ‘finger’ was going to spew slime in my mouth. Kali licked my tears and whispered in my ear.

“Ooooh, Robert,” she purred. “Think of it, this is your very first dick! That is something that can never be taken back. No matter what happens in the future you will never again be able to hold your head up and pretend that you are a real man because deep down you will know that you are nothing but a… cocksucker!”

Then the little dicklet began pulsing and spurts of goo hit the back of my throat. I wanted badly to spit that peanut and the gunk coming out of it out of my mouth, but Kali made sure I couldn’t.

“That’s right, Robert, swallow it all,” Kali said. “What you just swallowed is just the first of the thousands of loads of cum that you will be consuming over the course of the rest of your life. I can’t tell you what a thrill it is for me to be the first one to force a little slime ball like you to suck their first dick.”

My tears were flowing freely. Kali finally let me remove my mouth from the two inch dick that had made me into a sub-human. I slumped back as far as my neck chain would allow. She turned to my wife.

“So, Samantha, what did you think?” she asked.

“My god, Kali,” my wife gushed. “That was the most degrading thing I have ever seen him do. I can’t imagine anything that could be worse in his mind than to be used like that.”

“Samantha,” Kali giggled, “that’s just the beginning. You promised me I could have him for our new club and when I’m through with some of the humiliating acts he will be trained to do there he will be on his knees in front of you begging to be allowed to permitted a break sucking some smelly penis.”

The gleam in my wife’s eye was frightening. She was wiggling her entire body with desire. I knew what she needed and wished it was going to be me that was going to give it to her.

“Kali, I…do you remember…”


“I know, Samantha, you need a tongue,” Kali laughed. “Come on. Let’s get you taken care of.”

As they stepped away from me my buzzer went off and a very large black cock pushed its way through the hole. I recoiled at the thought of having to force my mouth over that monster. Then a jolt hit my dick and I closed my eyes and opened my mouth.

***

Hours later, after my wife left, I had sucked so many dicks that my mind had gone numb. Every one of them had been different. There had been fat ones, skinny ones, clean ones, filthy ones, pink ones, black ones and even some that were… diseased. They all had one thing in common. They started hard, finished soft and shot out a disgusting load of foul tasting goo. I reflected back on the state of sexual agitation that had caused me to beg my wife to make me her slave and wished, perhaps for the millionth time that I had just waited until I had spurted. Finally, Kali walked over and flipped the switch that meant I was ‘out of service’. The relief that washed over me was so huge that I couldn’t help myself. I sobbed.

“Oh, Robert,” Kali giggled, “I just love having virgins like you to break in.”

“Please, Miss, you’ve got it wrong. I’m…”

“Not really a slave?”

“No, Miss, I…”

“Just wanted to play at being controlled?”

“Yes, yes!”

“And the whole idea of being forced to suck dick or do any of those other horrible things your wife makes you do was just a fantasy?”

“Yes, Miss Kali, that’s it. You understand. I’m not like those guys in the other booths. I…”

“You’re not like those other guys?” she interrupted.

“No, Miss, this is just a big mistake.”

“Really?”

“Yes.”

“Too bad, huh?” she laughed.

“What?”

“That you just sucked all of those dicks,” she said.

“I don’t understand,” I said perplexed.

“I mean if you hadn’t done that. If you had resisted I would have believed you and…”

“But, Kali, I…”

She backhanded my face, “It’s Miss Kali, slave.”

“But, Miss…Kali, I couldn’t resist. I tried, but...”

“I zapped your dick?’

“Yes.”

“So?”

“I didn’t want to suck them. I’m not gay. I hated it, but you forced me to do it.”

“I forced you to suck another guy’s penis?”

“Yes.”

“Doesn’t that mean that you are a…slave?”

This was like a catch twenty-two deal and I was losing ground.

“Miss Kali, I thought you believed me that this was just a mistake.”

“And when you open your mouth in a few minutes and I piss into it is that going to be another one of your ‘mistakes’ also?”

“What?” 

“Robert, you are so much fun.”

“Miss Kali, please. I don’t understand.”

“It’s simple,” she chuckled. “Do you want to stay here and suck cocks for another four hours or do you want to come with me and learn another important life skill for your new station in life?”

“Miss Kali, please don’t make me suck any more dicks.”

“I take that as a yes,” she said, pulling me from the booth.

Clever And Subtle

“Did you get a chance to read those stories, Karen?” I asked.

“Yes I did, Sara,” she replied.

“Well, what did you think?”

“Sara, I want that.”

“You want what?”

“I want my husband as my slave like in those stories,” she stated.

“Me too,” I said.

“Let’s do it then,” Karen said.

“Do it?” I gulped. “How do we get them to agree?”

“They aren’t going to just agree,” Karen said, “we’ll have to trick them.”

“How?”

“Well,” she said, “I’ve done some more research and we just need to be clever and subtle.”

“Huh?”

“Look, Sara,” she explained, “they think with their dicks. We need to get them worked up and not let them have any relief. Tease them unmercifully but have some excuse why we can’t let them fuck us. Then, when we catch them playing with themselves, we act hurt and then…”

“And then…?”

“And then…we get some concessions,” she said. “Maybe get them to do the cleaning and laundry and wait on us. Then we tease them some more and when we catch them with their hands on their dicks again we get them to agree to wear a chastity belt.”

“You think they will?”

“If we play it right they will,” she said.

“And then?”

“Then we tighten our control, Sara,” she said. “We make them go longer without release. We humiliate them when we do let them out. We make them earn the right by giving us head and withhold their release for the slightest failure.”

“Oh god, Karen,” I gushed, “that makes me so hot. And then?”

“Then we whip them for the slightest mistake.”

“Whip them?” I said. “Will they let us do that?”

“Of course not,” she said. “They will probably rebel the first time we insist that they need to be punished.”

“So? How do we get them to agree?” I asked.

“We ignore them.”

“I don’t understand,” I said.

“We ignore them until they come begging for release and then we up the ante.”

“Up the ante?” I asked wonderingly.

“Yes. We tell them that their rebellion has disappointed us and that their release has been increased to one month,” she said, “…one month, that is, after they finally submit to the punishment.”

“Wow,” I blurted, “they won’t have any choice!”

“Not if they want out of their belts for a spurt,” she said smugly.

“Oh my,” I panted, thinking of my poor husband’s frustration.

“Then we can force them to dress up and be our full time maids,” she said.

“Our maids?” I bleated.

“Yes. With high heels and corsets and stocking and wigs,” she suggested. “I’ve always wanted a maid.”

“Oooooooh,” I said as the picture flitted through my mind of my husband dressed like a maid. 

“We can have them serve us breakfast in bed,” she mused.

“And make them wear makeup and curtsey?” I asked.

“Of course,” she replied, “they’ll be slaves. We can make them do whatever we want.”

“Of course.”

“Then we find a couple of real guys to fuck us,” she chuckled.

“Real guys to fuck us?” I squeaked. 

“Yes,” she said coldly. “We certainly can’t let slaves fuck us.”

“Of course not,” I agreed.

“In fact, they’ll never fuck anything again except perhaps each other if we are feeling generous,” she laughed.

“Each other?” I croaked. 

“Yes,” she crowed, “and maybe we can let them suck each other’s dicks as a special treat. Or our boyfriend’s, won’t that be cool?”

“Karen, when can we get started?” I asked, in a frenzy to have my husband as my slave.

“How about now?” she said. “Those stories got me so worked up that I stopped on my way home and bought us everything we need. All we have to do is start with the teasing until we can get them into these belts.”


She opened up a bag full of all kinds of kinky things including two chastity belts. A shiver went down me thinking of keeping my husband from sex.

“After that it’s downhill,” she laughed.

“Oh, Karen, I can hardly wait!” I said.

“Stick around and have another cup of coffee, Sara,” she suggested. “My husband will be home any minute and we can start him down the slippery slope. Just remember ‘clever and subtle’.”

I fixed myself another cup of coffee. Visions of our two men reduced to sissy maids and never being able to use their pricks again had me panting. I needed some relief and looking at Karen I could see the flush in her cheeks as well.

“I don’t know how I’m going to be able to contain myself until I have him belted and he is forced to lick me,” I confessed.

“I don’t either,” she admitted. “We need to figure out some way to speed this process along...”

Her sentence was interrupted by her husband, Bill, strolling into the kitchen. He pecked her on the cheek and sat down at the table.

“So, what are you ladies up to today, something sinister?” he joked.

We looked at each other and giggled. Bill didn’t get the joke and looked perplexed.

“What’s so funny?” he asked.

“Nothing, dear,” Karen said smoothly. “I just bought you a surprise.”

“Oh, wow, I love surprises.”

“I know you do, dear,” she purred. “Why don’t you close your eyes and I’ll get it out.”

Bill closed his eyes and Karen reached into the bag and brought out a collar. She stepped behind him and before he realized what she was doing, snapped it around his neck and locked it. She sat back down and smiled.

“You can open your eyes, Bill,” she said.

He opened his eyes. His hands went to his neck and felt the collar. He looked confused.

“What…what is this?”

“It’s your permanent collar, slave,” Karen said cheerily.

“Ah, c’mon, Karen, this isn’t funny.”

“Take off your clothes, slave,” she said firmly.

“Don’t be silly,” he said. “I’m not going to do that in front of Sara.”

Karen’s hand darted back into the bag and came out with a remote. She pushed a button and Bill was writhing on the floor, dragging at his neck with both hands.

“That was only a level three, slave,” Karen pointed out. “This remote goes up to ten. Take off your fucking clothes.”

Bill opened his mouth to protest and she zapped him again. It must have been a higher level because he didn’t recover as quickly.

“We can do this all day as far as I’m concerned until you get the picture,” she said pleasantly, “but you are going to get undressed and you are not going to talk. In fact, that is rule one. No talking except to answer a direct question.”

Bill looked shell-shocked but he started unbuttoning his shirt. When he was naked he wisely stayed down on the floor. Karen reached into the bag again and threw him one of the chastity belts. He looked at it horrified.

“Put that on,” she snapped.

His head came up and he croaked out, “Please, Karen…”

She held up her hand, but didn’t press the button.

“I like that, slave,” she cooed. “I like to hear you beg. It’s ‘Miss Karen’ now and please what?”

“Miss Karen, how long before I get to...you know…”

Karen laughed and said to me, “See what I mean, Sara? It’s the first thing they think of.”

I laughed with her, but the damn heat in my crotch was distracting me. I needed to get to the tongue part.

“How long between spurts depends a lot on you, slave,” she said. “I would try to be a fast learner.”

Bill hung his head and muttered, “Yes, Miss Karen.”

“Things have changed for you, Bill,” she said using his name to get his full attention. “You are no longer my husband. You are my slave and any degrading or disgusting thing I want you to do you will or I’ll keep that little dicklet locked up for the rest of your life.”

Bill’s face went white. He looked down at his caged up cock and then back at Karen. He opened his mouth to say something but stopped. Karen smiled at me.

“I don’t know about you, Sara, but this has got me severely worked up. I’m going to take a break from getting him turned into my perfect slave to satisfy my itch. Why don’t you take the duplicate stuff from the bag and start getting Jerry in line.”

“Sure, Karen,” I said, “just one question.”

“What?”

“What happened to ‘clever and subtle’?”

“Christ, Sara, that was an exciting fantasy, but it would have taken far too long!”

Not Until We’re Married

I’d been divorced and living alone for two years when I met her. I’d been out to the grocery store buying my usual dinner. Everything had been placed on the checkout belt when I looked up and there she was. I was stunned. She was every fantasy I had stroked myself to for the past two years. My mind screamed at me to say something, anything to get her to notice me but all I could do was stare. Finally, I blurted out the only thing I could think of.

“So…uh…you live alone?” I stammered.

“What?” she said, turning to look at me with curiosity.

“I…uh…the stuff you’re buying,” I said, pointing at her groceries.

She searched my face for a moment, glanced down at my pile, looked back up and smiled.

“You too, huh?” she said.

I was done. I had run out of things to say. I wanted to engage her further but nothing came out. She was way out of my league. All I could do was nod. She smiled, turned, picked up her bag and started for the door.

I wanted to stop her, but I didn’t know how. This beautiful woman was walking out of my life and all I could do was watch. Crestfallen I turned back to the checker and stared at him blankly as he scanned my items. My eyes filled up with tears and splashed on the belt in front of me. My mind was wallowing in self-pity for the miserably lonely night that stretched ahead of me when a tap on my shoulder startled me out of my burgeoning sadness. I turned, and the vision was looking up at me.

“So,” she said, “my place or yours?”

“For…?” 

“Dinner, silly,” she laughed. “There’s no sense in us both eating alone.”

***

That’s how it started. After that night we had dinner together virtually every evening and I became more besotted with her every day. We fell in love, but…there was one big hole in our relationship that ruined the perfection. When it came to sex we would make out for hours, but she would never let me do anything more. Oh, occasionally things would get passionate enough that I was allowed to play with her breasts and once in a great while even get her bra off and my mouth on her nipples but never anything more. Her skirt and pantyhose always stayed in place and any time my hands strayed below her waist she would push me away and our night was over. Three months into our relationship I was so frustrated that I had to masturbate at least twice every night before I could sleep. I finally asked.

“Kim, why won’t you…why can’t we…?”

“What?”


“You know…”

“Make love?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Wallace,” she said gently, “I love you, but…”

“But…”

“I can’t…”

Her voice tailed off and she looked at me with tears in her eyes. I hugged her.

“Because?” I asked.

“Because we’re not married,” she whispered. “I just can’t.”

I thought about that for all of a nanosecond before I replied.

“Will you marry me?” I asked.

Instead of saying yes she looked at me coolly and said, “You need to ask me properly.”

“Huh?”

“I think you should get down on your knees and ask me again, properly,” she repeated.

I got down on my knees, certain that at this point it was just a formality. After all, if she intended to say no she would have said no, wouldn’t she?

“Kim, will you marry me?” I asked.

She cocked her head.

“I’m not sure,” she said, surprising me.

“But, Kim, I thought you loved me?”

“I do, but…”

“What?”

“Do you really love me?” she asked.

“Of course, I do, honey, you know that!”

“I know you say you do, but…how can I be sure?”

“Sure?”

“Yes, how can I be sure that you won’t…cheat on me?”

“Kim,” I blustered, “I would never…”

“Do you masturbate?” she interrupted.

“I…well…of course, I do, honey, but what does that have to do with cheating?”

“Isn’t it a form of cheating, Wallace?”

“No,” I said adamantly, not wanting to go down that path, “it’s not!”

“Well…perhaps not, but…”

“But what, honey?” I asked perplexed.

“It seems to me that it’s just a step from doing that alone to doing that with someone else.”

“Kimmy! I would never, ever…”

“I know,” she sighed, “but I’m worried anyway.”

“Honey, what can I do to prove to you that I will never cheat?” I asked.

“I’ve thought about that, Wallace, and…”

“What?”

“I found something… something that would really make me feel confident if you were wearing it but it’s…oh, Wallace, it might seem very…restrictive, but I would be so happy!”

“What is it?” I asked.

She walked over to her nightstand, pulled out a small bag and handed it to me. I opened it, looked inside and my heart sank.

“But, Kimmy,” I protested, “this is…this is a…”

I stopped speaking. It was as if not saying the word out loud would somehow magically change the despicable thing that lay inside. Who ever invented the damn things anyway? They weren’t natural. Men were never meant to have their penises locked up so they couldn’t play with themselves. It was monstrous! 

“It’s a what, Wallace?” Kim asked innocently.

“You know what it is,” I snapped. 

“Wallace!” she said angrily.

“I’m sorry, Kim,” I said contritely, “it’s just…”

“Wallace, I need to be sure. You can understand that, can’t you?”

“I won’t cheat, I promise,” I said.

“Wallace, if you want me to say yes to your question I need you to put this on!” Kim demanded.

“But, Kim, what about…”

“Do you love me, Wallace?”

“Yes.”


“Do you want to marry me, Wallace?”

“Yes.”

“Then put it on!” she said holding it in front of my face.

“What about masturbation?” I asked plaintively.

“What about it?”

“Kim, I need relief. I can’t go without…uh…shooting at least once a day.”

“You can’t?”

“No.”

“Have you ever tried?”

“What?”

“Have you ever tried doing without?” she asked.

Just the thought made me shudder. I couldn’t speak. I looked at her blankly.

“I take that as a no,” Kim laughed.

“Kim, it’s not funny,” I protested. 

“No, I suppose not,” she said. “Okay, I promise to let you masturbate until we get married.”

“You do?”

“Yes…supervised by me, of course.”

“Supervised?”

“Yes,” she said with finality. “Once a day on your knees in front of me.”

“Once a day?”

“Wallace, do you want to marry me or not?”

I thought about it. I did, but…once a day? Supervised? On my knees? Only once a day? I didn’t like it but, god I wanted her.

“What about after we’re married?” I asked.

“What about it?”

“Will I still have to wear…it?”

“Of course, silly,” she giggled.

“What about…”

“We’ll be married, Wallace.”

I took that to mean we’d have a lot of sex which seemed like a good thing. I pulled the horrifying thing out of the bag and looked at it. It looked small and for some reason my dick got hard. She noticed.

“Perhaps we should do something about that, huh?”

I nodded.

“Okay, take off all of your clothes and kneel right here,” she said pointing to the floor in front of her.

This was way better than lying in my bed in the dark alone. Maybe she’d let me kiss her breasts or fondle my balls or…

“Wallace,” she said, pulling me back to reality. “What is taking so long for you to get undressed?”

“Sorry, Kim,” I said ripping my clothes off and getting on the floor in front of her. 

I wrapped my right hand around my pole and reached out with my left to touch her. She slapped my hand away.

“Listen, big boy,” she said. “Let’s not get off on the wrong foot here. What you are going to do is just a necessary chore to relieve all of that pressure you claim you have. It is not for some pleasure fest at my expense. Think of it like brushing your teeth before you go to bed. We’ll save the pleasure for when we’re married and it’s mutual instead of this poor imitation of lovemaking that reminds me of some animal without any self control who would fuck a watermelon if I poked a dick sized hole in it.”

Her words deflated my pleasure a little, but I still was feeling good. My mind began inventing glimpses of her in just her bra and panties and then just her panties and then…

“What the fuck is taking you so long, Wallace?” she said crossly.

“I…I’m…just…thinking of you and how you look and…”

“Five minutes!”

“Huh?”

“I told you that this was not for one-sided pleasure, damn it. Now hurry up or you will have to wait until tomorrow.”

The thought of stopping, of waiting until tomorrow, of putting my beast away while it was the size of a polish dog on extra plump pushed me over the edge. I shot on the floor, her legs, her dress and even all the way up to her breasts. She looked at the mess I’d made and curled her lip. I could see she wasn’t happy as I’d managed to wreck quite a few of the things she was wearing.

“Disgusting,” she sneered. “Tomorrow night you will hold a cup to catch it all. Now get busy and lick me clean.”

That seemed repugnant to me, but considering the mood she was in after I had just ruined most of what she had on I didn’t protest. I cleaned her as best as I could and then sat naked at her feet waiting for the inevitable. She picked the bag up and handed it to me.

“I’m waiting,” she said tapping her toes impatiently.

I put the cursed thing on, snapped the lock and handed her the key. She got up and left the room and when she returned she no longer had the key. She sat back down.

“The answer is yes, Wallace,” she beamed. “I’d be proud to be your wife.”

“When?” I asked eagerly.

“I think we should have a small, private ceremony in three months,” she said.

“Three months?”

“Yes,” she affirmed. “It wouldn’t be seemly to just rush into it. Most couples are engaged for a year prior to the nuptials.”

“A year?” I gulped.

“Wallace, we’ve already agreed on three months, are you already worrying about that thing between your legs?”

I nodded.

“Wallace, I’ve already said that I would take care of that and I will keep my promise,” she stated firmly. “Once a day unless we have a conflict or something.”

“A conflict? What kind of conflict?”

“I don’t know, Wallace,” she said testily, “but we can’t get all rigid about making sure that you get your relief. What if something important comes up?”

That should have been my clue, but I was in love and assumed that we would find time. We did…for the first week and then little things seemed to come up that ate into our time which translated into me ‘agreeing’ that it would be better to ‘wait until tomorrow’. By the end of two months, I was lucky if she let me out two consecutive nights in a row. I was going crazy.

A week prior to the wedding she convinced me to wait until our wedding night. Actually she tricked me into agreeing by fondling and kissing me as I stroked myself until I would have agreed to anything. That next week was the longest I had ever gone without an orgasm since I had first discovered the magic of rubbing myself when I had been ten years old. I was a basket case.

***

Having our wedding as a small private affair meant that not one of my friends were invited. I did meet three of her close friends and their husbands for the first time. They were a strange mix. Every single one of the girls was a good looking woman. The three of them and my wife looked as if they had been cut out of the same mold. The husbands were pleasant but very subdued. I didn’t pay much attention to them because I was concentrating on Kim and frankly my thoughts were focused on the end of the evening when the ridiculous device would come off of my dick and I could finally put it inside of her.

The whole wedding deal seemed to last forever. The ceremony, the reception, the dinner, the dancing, but finally it was over and we were back at her place, alone.

“So, big boy, are you ready?”

“Was I ready? Fuck yes, I was ready.”

I nodded.

“Well, why are you still dressed?” she laughed.

Why indeed? I ripped my clothes off and most of hers. When I got to her pantyhose and panties she stopped me.

“Not so fast, lover boy,” she giggled, “we have a bit more to do.”

“Kim,” I said forcefully, “there is nothing more to do. We are married and tonight is our wedding night. Tonight all we have ‘to do’ is make love.”

“Yes, Wallace, we do, but…”

“Great! Remove this contraption from my dick so we can get at it.”

“Wallace,” Kim said grabbing my shoulders and holding me in front of her, “we need to talk.”

“Kimmy, talking is not exactly what I had planned,” I chuckled.

“Really,” she said coquettishly, “what did you have planned?”

“To fuck your pussy until you can’t walk anymore.”

“First things first, sweetheart,” she said handing me a pair of handcuffs. “Put these on with your hands behind you.”

“What? Why?”

“Because, Wallace, I want to have a little control over your animalistic behavior.”

“But I thought you’d want me to be an animal tonight?” I asked perplexed.

“I do, but…”

I could see I wasn’t getting released until I did as she asked so I cuffed my hands behind me and waited for her to remove the rest of her things and guide my prick into her heaven. Instead she tied a scarf around my head, cutting off my vision.

“Kim, what are you doing?” I protested.

“I have a little surprise for you and I don’t want to spoil it,” she said sweetly.

I could hear her removing her panty hose and then the rustling of her panties sliding down her legs. I thought my dick would burst out of its prison on its own. Then I felt her fumbling at my penis and I knew my journey was almost over. The excruciating pain that hit the end of my dick caught me by surprise and, as I opened my mouth to shriek, she shoved a dildo into it.

“Wait,” my mind screamed, as I realized my mistake, “that’s not a dildo, that’s a real penis!”

I tried to pull back to spit it out, but whatever she had clipped to the end of my dick was forcing me to stay impaled on the repulsive thing. She tugged gently and I got the message. I sucked.

“Surprise, husband-of-mine,” she laughed. “I’m not one hundred percent girl. Oh, I am in my mind, but I still have some equipment from my former life left.” 

She used her little lead to keep my mouth glued to her dick until it squirted its sickening load of cum into my mouth. Then, using the clip to encourage me, she forced me to swallow it all. Finally, she dropped the lead, pushed me away and removed my blindfold. Except for the out of place dick and set of balls dangling between her legs she was exactly the desirable woman I had thought I’d married, but that item changed everything in my mind. I wanted out. I planned to get just as far away from her as I could just as soon as she uncuffed me. 

“Now, I know that I’ve surprised and disgusted you,” she said matter-of-factly, “and that you are probably thinking that as soon as you get a chance you will run, aren’t you?”

She’d read my mind but so what? She couldn’t keep me like this forever.

“And you’re probably thinking that I can’t keep you like this forever, aren’t you?” she chuckled. 

“She couldn’t, could she?”

“I can’t,” she said, “but I don’t have to. I just need to keep you cuffed up until I put your permanent measures in place.”

“Permanent measures?” I wondered.

“You are going to hate them,” she laughed, “but you’ll never, ever leave me. The consequences are…unthinkable! Do you remember my friends at the wedding?”

I nodded.

“They are all…girls just like me and their husbands are all…slaves just like you.”

I whimpered.

“Now you’re getting the idea,” she giggled. “But don’t worry we’re not completely heartless. We do allow our slaves to suck each other off once every few months…or so.”

“Months?”

She picked the lead back up and began a steady pull which had the effect of forcing my face toward her crotch.

“Time to make love again, husband dear,” she purred. 
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