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Chapter One

Friday Evening

 

I woke up from a horrible dream in which I was suffocating and drowning at the same time. As the fuzziness of sleep retreated I realized it wasn’t a dream after all. The bitch, who had me chained up in her bedroom, had her pussy planted on my face and was pissing in my mouth.

Only a few hours ago, I had been a guy who had just wanted my wife to pretend to be dominant and control me. To treat me like a slave. To whip me and force me to serve her for a few hours and then have us fall into bed for some mind-blowing sex. It was a heady sexual fantasy, one that I could never get enough of. It was those twisted desires, however, coupled with my incessant badgering and my continual disappointment with her efforts that united to place me in this position. Now, here I was, strapped to a frame at the end of some evil woman’s bed serving as her toilet.

 

***

 

Six hours earlier I had been relaxing on the couch, watching TV with a beer in my hand. The work week was over and I had big plans to do what I usually did all weekend, a whole lot of nothing. My plans changed dramatically when my wife came through the door with an expression on her face that focused my awareness and started a blossom of burning in my chest. Her normally soft green eyes were icy and her flat expression was a mixture of contempt and derision. That fierce look was exactly what I had been begging her for. It drove to the core of every fantasy I had ever had and my dick took instant notice.

“I want you naked, in your collar, with that worm locked up and kneeling by our bed in five minutes,” she barked. “Leave the keys on my dresser.”

I was stunned. Who was this lovely stranger who looked like my wife but sounded like every wet-dream I’d ever had? Reason deserted me. I didn’t bother to think about the implications of this dramatic reversal in attitude. I didn’t entertain any thoughts what might have caused this about face in her feelings toward the domination games I craved. My reasoning mind went immediately astray in a haze of sexual smoke. The ruling part of my body skipped ahead to the frustrating buildup and great sex that was coming and I rushed to get ready. My clothes were history in a heartbeat and the collar was only a few moments more. It took longer to get my raging erection down enough lock it up.

Locking my dick up required running the hasp of a special high-tech padlock through the pierced hole in the end of it and then through the permanent ring that had been soldered just below my scrotum. It was a simple but particularly efficient method of chastising myself that I had invented in a sexual fog one day. 

It was mega effective. Removal of the padlock, without having the key, required a bolt cutter that could cut hardened steel, or by ripping the hasp out of the hole and completely disfiguring the end of my penis. My poor little boy immediately started to ache, straining in anticipation of the teasing, denial and eventual release to come. I loved this feeling and hated it at the same time. The feeling of giving up control, especially control of my sexual relief, and not knowing when I would get it back was a sexual fantasy that never ceased to bring me to the brink but, it was a frightening fantasy. For that reason, I didn’t like ever giving up the keys. Turning loose of the keys was scary. Without them I was dependent on her to release me and sometimes that meant hours of denial.

Nevertheless, her tone had sent a message that this wasn’t something to screw with, that she was playing my game for real this time. I had wanted her to act this way so badly and for so long that I had no intention of disappointing her. I placed the keys on her dresser, moved to the side of our king-sized bed, knelt and waited. I let my thoughts drift into multiple scenarios, all of which ended with me pounding my wife into the mattress.

It was five minutes before she appeared. The fierce flat frigid look was still on her face. It fanned the hot flush in my chest causing it to radiate downward to my groin.

“Whipping position!” she demanded.

Whipping position is a simple one, sort of like a downward-facing dog yoga position. It was surprising for her to ask for it. She never really wanted to whip me and I usually needed to invent some reason why she should punish me to get her to do it. The first flicker of uncertainty joined the hot lump in my chest. What had changed?

I keep the long thin whip, with which I have a love/hate relationship, on our headboard in plain sight, ever hopeful that its presence will trigger her desire to whip me. I want to be whipped as a fantasy leading to the end goal of hot sex, but the fantasy of being whipped by a ‘stern Mistress’ can evaporate rapidly if she uses too much power. The pleasure disappears, the sexual high deflates and it just ends up hurting like hell. She picked it up and moved to my left side. 

“Well,” she said, “you have been complaining that I haven’t been paying enough attention to you and your perverse needs, like this is merely a game solely for your benefit. I have to tell you that I’m sick of it, and after we’re through with what I have in mind for you now, I doubt that you will be stupid enough to ever complain again.”

Even though those words were exactly what I dreamed of they fanned the flicker of uncertainty to a low flame.

“First,” she said, “I am going to give you ten strokes with this whip, just to start our evening off right. This is not for your amusement, you will not move, and you will count each stroke and thank me after each one.”

The second flicker of doubt joined the first, at war now with my flush of desire. Then she brought that damn whip down in a slashing arc and delivered a cut that was harder than anything that she had ever given me. 

“Jesus,” I thought, “what’s that all about?” 

I broke after the second one.

Turning to her I asked, “Sarah, what’s going on?” 

Those icy orbs looked right through me. “Position!” she barked.

After the next three strokes, I couldn’t take it anymore. I turned to her again and said, “That’s too hard, honey, those really hurt. You shouldn’t whip me so hard, it’s not fun for me like that. You need to make them softer.”

“Position!” she screamed. “I am not going to tell you again, this is not some fucking game for your benefit and if you stop me again I will tie you down and give you twenty more.” 

I got back in position. Something was wrong, something was different. I wondered if perhaps she had a dreadful day at work. Maybe she would give me twenty more. I didn’t want to chance it so I gritted my teeth and waited out five more strokes. They weren’t any lighter than the first ones. By the last one I collapsed sobbing. That whipping was nothing like the whipping fantasies I had discussed with her. It seemed… it seemed almost real. Doubt had taken the lead and was starting to win the race. 

“Stand up, go downstairs and kneel by the front door,” she demanded.

“The front door?” 

It’s funny how a few words can change your mood. Now that the harsh whipping was behind me, the mystery of her sending me to the front door pushed those doubts back down and brought the flush back with a vengeance. My feelings were tumbling around in my brain like my head was a clothes dryer. I was frightened but deliciously turned on. My body was on fire, my penis was trying to erect and my mind was entirely locked on one thought, the great orgasm that was coming.

I waited by the door for about fifteen minutes before I heard her coming down the stairs. My wife is a gorgeous woman. She has beautifully clear, almost see through skin, cute brown shoulder length hair, not to mention her well put together body, including perky breasts, world class ass and slender to-die-for legs. She had changed into a very hot navy mini-skirt and pale blue blouse, panty hose, high heeled shoes, and was carrying two short sections of chain in her hand. She looked quietly stunning with her hair hanging to her shoulders and her face made up as if we were going out dancing. I wanted her. I was ready right then to forget about this stupid game and go back upstairs for a long session in bed. To hell with my fantasy, it was just a means to get me worked up and I was plenty worked up just looking at her.

“Honey...,” I started to say.

“Shut the fuck up!” she bellowed.

“Couldn’t we...”

“Hands behind your back!” she ordered.

She attached the two short pieces of chain from my cuffs to the ring on my collar, pulling my hands up to about the middle of my back. The chains were hooked with a snap hook at the collar where it would be impossible for me to free myself.

“Stand up!” she demanded. Grabbing my long leather coat from the closet she draped it around my shoulders and buttoned it in front, effectively shielding the fact that I was naked underneath.

“We are going out,” she declared, “You will move when I tell you to without any discussion or I will gag you. I am going to open the back door of the van and you are going to climb in the back and kneel on the floor behind the seats with your head down on the floor.”

“Out?” I wondered.


“Move!” she shouted.

I raced out to the van, fearful that the neighbors might see me, climbed in as fast as I could and knelt behind the seats, putting my nose down into the carpet. She slammed the door behind me. By now, doubt was back in the lead and my mind was circling around the possibilities of what she might have planned, not liking what it found. This didn’t seem like an excursion for my sexual pleasure anymore. She had never gone this far or been this cold or matter-of-fact. It wasn’t in her nature to treat me like this. But then, it is what I had asked for and in some deep recess of my body it vibrated, it hummed, it gave that feeling, that rush. When she came out of the house a few minutes later, she placed her overnight bag next to my face, climbed into the driver’s seat, backed out of our driveway and turned away from town.

“So, Mr. Never Satisfied, you aren’t abused enough, you aren’t degraded enough, you don’t get enough discipline,” she said. “Well, by the time this week is over you are going to think differently. By the time this week is over my little wannabe ‘slave boy’ is going to be very docile and obedient and very very careful about ever making statements about needing discipline again.”

“A week!” I thought. “What can she be thinking of? I’ve got a job and anyway I just want a weekend now and then when she controls me and makes me serve her and then we have sex.”

I consoled myself with the belief that it was still a game and that she was just driving around to scare me until it was clear that we were well outside the city. It finally penetrated my sexual glow that my world had altered. My wife had changed and I’d better figure out how to keep up.

After about an hour of driving she slowed down and turned on to bumpy gravel road where we stopped and she rolled down the window. I could hear her talking to something that sounded like a speaker at a drive through window but I couldn’t make out the words. Next, I heard an electronic gate opening and we were moving again. In a few minutes, we stopped and she came around and opened the door.

“Get out!” she demanded.

I climbed out and stood by the van. She took off my leather coat and threw it back in the van. She attached the leash to my collar, grabbed her overnight bag and started pulling me toward the house. Except for the porch lights and a security light out by the barn it was dark all around us. I couldn’t see very well but it was obvious that we were miles from any other houses. I was having a difficult time comprehending that this was really happening, but here I was naked, my penis locked up and my hands chained behind me, being pulled toward a strange house on the end of a leash. Somewhere in my fantasies this scene existed. In some recess of my core the imagination of a similar dream would have me worked-up, my hand frantically moving up and down on my dick while it played out in my mind. But in this real-life situation the fright and panic overruled my libido and my penis was trying to retreat inside my body.

“Wait,” I pleaded, “what are you doing?”

“I told you not to speak,” she said. “You will not get another chance. You are here for the instruction that you have been begging for. The woman who owns this farm specializes in training slaves. She is very strict, and I have persuaded her to take you on for a week. You are here to serve and learn and you have no choice in the matter. You will obey her without question, do you understand?” 

“But honey,” I whined, “I really think that this is...”

“God, you are really stupid, aren’t you?” she exclaimed.

Reaching into her overnight bag she took out a penis gag and buckled it in my mouth. My penis had shriveled up to nothing and panic was flooding my brain. What could she be thinking of? This was supposed to be a fantasy, which meant I got a little scared, worked up, frustrated for maybe an hour and then we got to have sex. Instead, I was going to be left with some woman whom I’d never met, didn’t care about meeting and didn’t want to meet. What’s worse there was nothing I could do about it. What was happening here wasn’t part of any wet-dream of mine. Well, actually, it was but, not for real like this. My life seemed to be spiraling into a black hole way faster than my mind could sort out and this real lack of control was threatening to overwhelm me.

Almost as soon as my wife rang the doorbell, the door was opened by a short, willowy, erotic, bomb-shell of a girl in a skimpy maid’s uniform, high heels, stockings with a collar around her neck. In any other situation, I would be salivating and tripping all over myself to get a closer look. Instead my embarrassment caused me to keep my eyes averted.

“Good evening, Miss,” she said, “won’t you please come in? Mistress is waiting for you.”

I was pulled through the door, deeply humiliated to be standing naked in front of this super-hot woman. She escorted us down the main hall and into the living room where, seated on the couch, was a stylishly attractive woman who looked to be in her forties, like my wife and me. She had pale skin, blue eyes, short, tasteful blond hair, and was wearing a black jump suit with sexy, high-heeled red boots. Her icy stare looked right through me as if I didn’t exist as she greeted my wife.

“Have any trouble finding the place?” she asked.

“Not a bit,” replied my wife.

“So, this is your husband,” she said, “bring him over here so I can look at him.”

My wife led me over to her. She examined me at some length, paying attention to the marks on my ass and my penis restraint. I was still so terrified that when she played with my penis, the stupid little thing that got me into this mess in the first place remained shriveled. 

“More like a girl, isn’t he?” she commented. Then turning to her maid, she said, “Carla, lock a shock collar on these pitiful balls.”

The maid came over with a miniature shock collar which she placed around my balls and locked with a padlock.

The woman looked at me with an expectant look on her face and said, “That shock collar is a state-of-the-art training device normally used for dogs. My entire property is surrounded by an invisible fence. The shock level is set at ten, designed to ensure that no one who is here for re-education can leave. Believe me when I say that above ‘five’ the unit is incapacitating and at ‘ten’, if you should be stupid enough to try to cross the fence, you will lose those ‘things’ you are so proud of.”

She picked up a remote control from the coffee table in front of her. A huge grin split her face like she was privy to some secret joke.

“I will demonstrate level five,” she said sweetly.

She calmly pushed a button on the remote and I felt like I had been kicked in the balls. I ended up on the floor in a fetal position.

She smiled at me and said politely, “Hurts, doesn’t it? Now, get up so my maid can put you into the training frame.”

The maid took my leash and led me to the side of the room where a low frame was bolted to the floor. She had me kneel and bend over it, leaving my rear end up in the air. She tied my leash off on a ring in the floor, connected straps to my ankles, and ran a strap across my waist. By the time she was finished I could barely move.

For the next fifteen or twenty minutes, my wife and the woman sat and talked and had drinks. Some of my initial embarrassment and apprehension had succumbed and I guess I had started to relax until it dawned on me what they were talking about. My wife had asked a question about the maid.

“Oh, Carla,” the woman chuckled, “she is not really a she. Raise your skirt, Carla.”

When Carla raised her skirt, it was obvious that as hot as the little bitch was, she was really a male. Under her skirt ‘her’ penis was constrained in a very small cage which obviously did not allow an erection much less sexual relief.

“I have made what used to be my second husband, Carl, into a woman because it pleases me to be served by a woman. The restraint is because I very rarely allow slaves sexual relief and this makes sure that no unauthorized activity can ever take place unless I permit it.” 

She asked ‘Carla’ to tell my wife how long it had been since she had permitted him to cum.

“The last time was five weeks ago, Ma’am,” he responded.

His answer hit me harder than the shock collar jolt to my gonads. I was having trouble focusing. We had been married ten years and my wife knew that I had trouble going five hours much less five weeks. Everyone has different tolerances and needs for different things but I masturbate three to four times a day and the thought of even going one day, or two, god forbid, was like an icicle in my heart. 

I was still processing that appalling information when her next words struck terror into what I thought was already the bottom of the sick feeling that was washing over me. 

Turning to my wife she said, “You can’t tell but I can, that Carla is very excited and happy that your slave is here to visit. You see, she knows that when I have finished his fellatio training on my special device I will have a graduation ceremony. Of course, if I have a male friend here I will let him have the pleasure, but, if not, I will allow Carla to be sucked off by your husband.”

Turning to Carla she asked, “You would like that, wouldn’t you, slut?” 

“Oh yes, Ma’am,” he replied.

“I thought so,” she said. “Make sure I get a good report from Mistress Sarah about your service to her this week or not only will you not get that pleasure, but you and I will have a session that will make you never ever again forget how to properly treat one of my guests.”

Dropping to his knees in front of her and kissing her boots he began to babble, “Oh no, Miss, oh no I would never, I will, I....”

“Shut up, slut,” she barked, “get up and get both of us some more wine to drink, now!”

He jumped up and left the room. My mind, or the part that was still functioning, was in total hysteria. I didn’t know what my wife had been thinking bringing me here but it looked as if I was going to be left in this bizarre woman’s care for whatever sick twisted desires she felt like inflicting on me. Not only that, it seemed as if my wife was going to be entertained or pampered by this ‘Carla’ person. I was sick about this. It was obvious that ‘Carla’ wasn’t going to be able to take advantage of my wife with that chastity device, but even so another man would be pleasuring my wife, however she wanted, without me. Then there was the comment about fellatio training and sucking someone off. I didn’t want that. I didn’t even think about that except when I wanted a really dirty, disgusting, horrible, please-don’t-force-me masturbation loop playing in my head. But for real? Never. What was my wife thinking of?

Those thoughts were bad enough but then I saw that the crazy blond bitch was walking toward me with a nasty whip in her hand. All my concerns about ‘Carla’ and my wife were of no consequence compared to what was about to happen.

“Well, slave,” she said, “it’s time for your initial orientation. I know you can’t talk with that horrible penis gag in your mouth, so just nod your head if you understand and agree.”

I looked at her blankly. Agree to what?

“First,” she said, “my name is Mistress Bridgett Watson, but you will respond to me with ‘Yes Ma’am’ or ‘Yes Mistress’ or ‘Yes Miss Watson’? Do you understand?” she said, and then punctuated her last word with a vicious stripe of the whip.

If I could have moved at all I would have jumped three feet. The worst cut from my wife was nothing compared to how much that first one hurt and I knew that each one of her next instructions was going to be accompanied by another just as bad. I nodded my head vigorously.

“Now, when I mean respond,” she continued, “I mean a reply to a direct question from myself, otherwise you are not permitted to speak. Do you understand?” 

Another searing blow from her whip, only the second one and I was already beginning to dread that word, ‘understand’. Again, I nodded my head.

“In fact,” she said, ‘you are not permitted any personal actions at all without my direct permission. Do you understand?”

WHACK. 

Nod.

She continued, “The major personal indulgence that little slaves like you always like to engage in is masturbation. I want it perfectly clear that your penis will remain locked up the entire week you are here. You will receive NO sexual relief during this week. You are forbidden to even touch yourself for any reason during that time. If I catch you touching yourself I will whip your penis until it bleeds. Do you understand?” 

WHACK. 

Nod. 

“Oh my god a week, not a week, I’ll die. I couldn’t go a week without a discharge, I’d never gone a week, I’d never gone more than a couple of days and that was only when I had been deathly sick. Oh god…”

She went on, “Toilet needs. When you need to go to the bathroom, you will approach me on your hands and knees, kiss my feet and whine like the doggie you are. You will then be taken outside on a leash to relieve yourself. This is allowed only three times a day, morning, noon, and night. If you need to go at other times I may permit it or not but you will receive a whipping for asking. Do you understand?” 

WHACK. 

By this time, it was almost like a Pavlovian response to nod my head.

“You probably heard me talking to your Mistress about fellatio training while you are here,” she said. “The purpose of that is three-fold. First, to humiliate and degrade you to drive home the understanding that you are really nothing but a slave to be used in any manner seen fit by a woman. Second, and most important, to provide a special experience for any male friend that your wife should to care to bring home. And third, to provide a source of amusement for your wife’s friends at get-togethers with other slaves.”

 “You will spend two hours a day, while you are here, on the training device I have had specially designed,” she said. “Believe me when I say that, it has been constructed so that the positive and negative feedback aspects will turn you into an incredible cocksucker by end of your week here.” 

“Then we will have a graduation ceremony,” she laughed, “on the real thing. Something to look forward to, yes?”

WHACK.

Nod. My god she really was going to make me suck another guy’s dick.

“As to my sexual relief,” she continued, “you will be given extensive training in sexually pleasing a woman with your primary sexual organs. By that I mean your mouth, fingers and tongue. The training device in this case will be my pussy and I am very particular about my pleasure so I hope for your sake you are a fast learner. Do I make myself clear?” 

WHACK. 

Nod and nod again. Jesus that hurt!

“Next we come to your status around here,” she said. “You are the lowest creature at this farm. You are the same as a dog. As such, I expect you to act as one anytime I have not specifically directed you to act otherwise. What I mean is that any time you are not engaged in other duties you will be on your hands and knees like a dog. You will act like a dog, follow me around like a dog, eat and drink like a dog, bark like a dog, and, of course, anytime you need to relieve yourself it will be done on all fours, like a dog. Is that clear?” 

WHACK. 

Nod.

She smiled wickedly as she said, “Now we come to the subject of your discipline. You will be whipped at any time that you are disrespectful, fail to properly obey an order, or I decide you require it. You may also be whipped anytime your wife Mistress desires it or as an entertainment for guests, or on those occasions when I choose to masturbate myself to orgasm while listening to you scream. Enough said, right?”

WHACK. 

Nod. 

“My god,” I thought, “this couldn’t be real.”

“Further, as to guests,” she continued laughingly, “from time to time I will be having guests in for visits or for parties. At times, you will serve as a party toy for my friends to do with as they please. Any degrading, demeaning, or disgusting thing they wish, any desire they have, any itch they wish to scratch you will be available for them to use. Sounds like fun, huh? For them at least.”

WHACK. 

Nod.

“You will also be trained as a cart pony,” she continued. “There are miles of horse paths in the woods here and I very much enjoy having a slave pull me at a brisk trot through them. In addition, my friends also enjoy using my ponies and, of course, there are our weekly races. You will like pulling for me won’t you, slave?” 

WHACK. 

Nod.

“Finally,” she declared, “whenever you are not otherwise occupied you will serve as my personal servant. You will bathe me, massage me, comb my hair, give me pedicures, do my toenails, serve as my footstool, fetch my drinks, clean my home, do my laundry, pick up after me, dress and undress me and serve any other personal needs I might have. Is that clear?” 

WHACK. 

Nod.

“Do you understand your position?” 

WHACK.

Nod, Nod. 

“Do you understand your duties?” 

WHACK.

Nod, Nod, Nod. 

With all the strokes my poor ass had received it felt like there was an inferno behind me, I could barely think and I would have agreed to anything get her to stop. Actually, I had agreed to everything even though many were not in the least arousing to me. At last it looked like my initial introduction to pain was over.

Turning to my wife she said, “Well that just about covers everything that I expect of this piece of shit this week, do you have anything to add or anything else that you had in mind?”

“I don’t think so right now,” my wife answered, “but something may occur to me as the week progresses.” Then, looking at me with a reflective but sad glance, she continued, “I never understood how this kind of treatment could be sexually exciting to him. I always found it hard to be so cold and cruel that I never really got much out of it. The exchange of power, with him giving up his will to me, didn’t work for me, but maybe because, in reality, I never actually took the power or he never really gave it up. I must say that I’m glad I met you and you convinced me to bring him here. He has been asking for just this kind of treatment for quite some time and watching you whipping him and the way he has responded has changed my perspective. I can see, now, how ‘keeping him in his place’ might be a win-win situation for both of us and our marriage.” 

“Trying another tongue kind of turns me on also,” she mused almost as an afterthought.

“My god,” I thought, “this was supposed to be a fantasy, a mingling of my desires and unconventional needs into a sizzling mix for my sexual fulfillment. That seems to have become lost here. It appears that they are serious about keeping me like this for a week, my wife thinks I want to be treated like this and she seems to be looking forward to being ‘served’ by someone else and ‘trying another tongue’.”

As if to answer my last thought Mistress Watson said, “I will not need Carla’s services anymore tonight as I have this worm to attend me so, I will be letting you use her.” 

Turning to Carla she said, “Go with Mistress Sarah. Show her to her room and provide whatever service she requires.” 

To my wife she confided, “Carla is wonderfully talented with her tongue, so I suggest that after helping you to get ready for bed and after she attends to your personal needs you indulge yourself with her thoroughly.”

A wave of perverse jealously swept over me as I grasped the disturbing reality that my wife would be spending the night with someone else. Even if she really was a he made into a she with his penis locked up, it still bothered me that my wife would be pleasuring herself with ‘her’. My other realization was that I was going to be left alone with this incredibly cruel, sadistic woman. I could only imagine what was in store for me yet tonight.

As Carla showed my wife from the room Mistress Watson looked at me with an unusually cruel smile on her lips and said sweetly, “Now does little slave doggie have to pee before we go up to bed?”

As it had been several hours since I had been able to go and, as I knew that it would be morning before my next opportunity, I nodded my head vigorously.

“Well then,” she said, “I am going to un-strap you from that frame and undo your arms but you will remain on all fours, is that clear?” 

WHACK. 

Nod. Jesus, I thought we were done with the whip.

She unstrapped me, undid my arms, grabbed my leash and dragged me toward the patio door. I scrambled as best as I could behind her across the floor, out the door and across the patio to a small open pit by the fence with dirt piled by it.

“Anytime you are brought here to pee you will lift your leg like a dog and pee in this hole,” she said. “Whenever you have to take a dump you will squat on all fours like a dog to do it. You will then cover it with some dirt and wipe your ass by dragging it in the grass. Now, hurry up and pee because I want to go to bed and I don’t intend to stand here all night.”

I couldn’t believe how degraded I felt, crouching on all fours, naked at the end of a leash, in front of this beautiful woman who was calmly waiting for me to lift my leg like a dog and pee. I was so shamed that it was a strain to go but time was running out and I wouldn’t get another chance. After a minute, I was able to finally let loose and pee. Her next words, however, drove home my position and humiliated me to my core.

“Good doggie,” she said, patting my head.

Yanking my lead, she pulled me back into the house and upstairs to her room. Her room occupied one end of the upstairs. It was very cozy and feminine with a king-sized bed, end tables, a large comfortable looking easy chair with a table and reading lamp. It also had a walk-in closet and fully equipped master bath with shower, bidet and an oversized bathtub.

Unclipping the leash, she said, “You may undress me now carefully, starting with my boots and then my jump suit, which you will hang in the closet. Next, you will remove my bra, being very careful not to touch my breasts, and place it in my top drawer. Finally, you will remove my panties, again very carefully so you don’t touch me, and place them on the arm of the chair.”

It was plainly obvious by now that something as simple as warning me not to touch her probably meant another whipping if I did. I was particularly careful while I undressed her to keep my hands from touching the achingly delectable flesh that was revealed. When I was finished I got down on my hands and knees in front of her and waited. 

The intimacy of undressing and revealing her ample charms slowly, carefully, sensually and being so close to her very attractive naked body had my deprived penis straining against its restraint. My erection was putting almost unbearable pressure on the end where the hole was and causing me pain that seemed to start there and radiate upward so it felt like my eyes were on fire. That delectable flush of sexual desire, tension and denial would normally have had me in utter ecstasy. If there had been any chance that the key to my lock was going to be used at the end of the evening instead of the endless week of deprivation that stretched ahead I would have been in heaven. Instead I was deep in a hell of my own making and I knew better than to complain. I also knew better than to try and relieve some of the pressure by holding my penis down. It was going to be a long week.

She seated herself in the comfortable chair next to her bed, spread her slender firm legs, and motioned for me to crawl forward to her. The paradise that was all I desired and the decisive point of all of my need for the debasing treatment that I craved, opened in front of me like a morning flower showing its face to the sun. Sadly, unlike similar times when the game ended with my cock buried deep in my wife’s love tunnel, I accepted that this time the end would be only more disappointment for me. 

“You will pleasure me now with your mouth and hands,” she said. “You will work very hard to please me, you will follow my instructions and you will learn to listen to my body to give me what I want without me having to tell you. Learn me and my needs and learn me well. Remember the times you dreamed of being in this situation and derive your pleasure from mine and give it back to me. It is all the satisfaction you will have for a long time. I will be using the whip, of course, to stimulate you as I feel necessary.”

Over the course of the next hour she had me lick and suck her pussy, clitoris, and ass, bringing her to three raging orgasms. Some of the things that became clear that she liked were for me to caress her nipples lightly at times and to pinch them roughly at others, to use my fingers and thumb on her love canal and her rectum simultaneously and to gently bite her clitoris while sucking at the same time. As soon as one of her peaks was over and I would start to relax she would use the whip on me and have me start again.

The problem for me is that carrying out this act on an attractive well-kept sweet-smelling altar of love really excites me. She was right, it is a fantasy of mine to be obligated to perform this act on a beautiful but demanding woman so my penis was really throbbing and causing me an abundance of pain by the time she finally pushed me away.

“Now bring me my book,” she ordered.

 I fetched her book from her end table and presented it to her carefully. With an enigmatic smile, she picked her panties from the arm of the chair, handed them to me and said, “One of your nightly duties will be to clean my panties with your mouth. I will be inspecting them when I am through reading and I’m sure I don’t need to tell you that I had better be pleased with them.” 

“Put them in your mouth now and start!” she said forcefully.

“My god,” I thought as my sexual high deflated again, “is there no end to the degrading acts that she is going to make me do?” 

I put the panties up to my face. I could see they were exceptionally dirty with what looked like secretions from her pussy and some traces of…well, I didn’t want to think of what else. With a sickening lurch of my stomach I started licking and sucking on them. I felt so degraded that I couldn’t lift my head up at all. I just stayed with eyes downcast, working on my assigned task. Then my damn body betrayed me again. The smell of her, the closeness to her attractive body, the essence emanating from the crotch of her panties and the degradation of being forced to perform such a disgusting task got me all worked up again. My dick had a mind of its own and started trying to rise out of the prison that it was in.

Looking down at me from her book she smiled and said, “I knew that you would enjoy being degraded. You little subs are all cut from the same cloth. You crave being debased. Luckily for you I have many more disgusting acts for you to enjoy this week.”

I worked on the panties for about fifteen minutes until I felt that they looked clean. I stayed down at her feet for about another half an hour until she put her book down, stretched, yawned, and announced, “Well, time for bed.”

“Let me see,” she said, taking the panties from me and inspecting them. “Very good boy, you will make me a good servant yet.”

She twisted me around and re-locked my hands behind me, then turned and walked to the end of her bed.

“Come here,” she commanded.

I crawled across the room on my knees to the end of her bed next to a frame where she attached a chain from and eye-bolt embedded in her footboard to my collar. She then had me lie face up on the frame and strapped me in. She then swung a hinged plate with a hole in the center over my head so that my face stuck up through the hole.

“This is where you will sleep,” she said, “in case I need your services during the night.”

She turned, gave me a stirring shot of her perfectly formed buttocks, moved to her bed, lay down and turned off the light. I lay there turned on and wanting to masturbate listening to her soft breathing. I finally fell asleep.

 

***

 

I was awakened by her pussy smothering me and the torrent of piss going down my throat. It seemed to go on forever and much of it ended up on the floor.

When she finished she said disgustedly, “You clearly need a lot of training to become a decent toilet. You will lick up what you spilled in the morning.”

I lay there in misery as she returned to her bed and promptly fell immediately back asleep. It occurred to me that this was just the first night and things would probably get much worse before my week was up. The thought of a week without being allowed to pleasure myself was terrifying. Eventually my weariness overcame me and I slept.






Chapter Two

Saturday

 

My first fuzzy, disoriented thought, as I woke, was that someone was calling to me from a long distance away, like I was in a long tunnel with a tiny speck of light in front of me and echoes all around. With a start, I realized it was the evil bitch calling me to come service her in her bed. Sometime during the night, she had loosened the straps holding me down, leaving only the chain to keep me from escaping.

She seemed especially angry that I hadn’t been awake and waiting for her to call and promised that, after I had given her ‘her delicious first morning orgasm’, she would give me a reminder that would insure that I would never make her call twice again. I hurriedly crawled on my knees to her bed. 

She released my arms, opened her legs and told me, “I want you to take your time, I want you to pay attention to my body and when you feel me getting close I want you to drag it out. I want to be brought to the brink at least four times before I go over. You may start.”

As I mentioned before, I enjoy this act and I’m not that bad at it, so it wasn’t difficult to make her squirm and scream and moan for about thirty minutes until I pushed her over the edge. I then gently nibbled and kissed and sucked and stroked her while she came down slowly. I was very of proud of myself and hoped that she would go easier on me because of it.

“Wow,” she said, “that was great!” Then looking down at my penis, which was straining to become erect, pulling at my piercing, she added, “Made all the better knowing you were in pain all the time. You little wimps are all the same.”

She pushed me away, rolled out of bed, locked my hands behind me and whipped me until I lost control and screamed and screamed like I was going to die. In a way, it was far worse than normal punishment because it seemed so cold and impersonal. How could she do this after the performance I had just given? 

When she finally stopped her only comment was, “Don’t make me call you twice again or I will really whip you.”

“Really whip me?” I thought. “What was that?”

Next on her morning program was her bath so, after releasing my arms again, she sent me into the bathroom to fill the tub. I took special care to find some bath beads and lay out a fluffy white towel and finally, when the bath was full and the right temperature, I crawled out to where she was sitting and waited for her to notice me.

“Is my bath ready?” she asked imperiously.

“Yes Ma’am,” I replied.

She stood and walked into the bathroom leaving me to crawl behind her. The view of her walking naked before me got me frantic all over again. Firm luscious breasts, narrow waist and my god her ass! She was a very beautiful, sexy, well put together woman and the image of her ass swaying before me as she walked into the bathroom got my poor little boy pulling at my lock savagely.

The next twenty minutes were pure torture for me. I was permitted to use my hands to bathe her all over. I was allowed to soap her shoulders, her breasts, her legs and her pussy and, when she turned over, her ass. Touching her silky smooth satiny skin, her delicious slender shoulders, her narrow waist, her… well, every part of her, got me so excited it caused my cock to excrete pre-come so heavily it almost looked as if I had come. The pain from my penile restraint was so intense it was all I could do to keep from grabbing myself and holding my penis down to relieve the pressure. The threat of a bleeding penis, however, was more than enough to keep my hands away. 

It was even worse when she would casually reach out and fondle me. Her soft hands felt like velvet on my dick. I yearned for them to be stroking me unrestrained, readying me for the penetration of her love tunnel where I would make her beg for the kind of intense drilling that I dreamed she wanted and needed. A foolish pipe-dream to be sure.

After her bath, she had me towel her off and led me to her dressing table where, for the next ten minutes, I served her on all fours as her stool. She sat naked on my back while she fussed with her hair and put on her makeup. The feel of her soft ass on me was right out of every fantasy I had ever had. I could see her profile in the mirror. A heavenly vision going about her business as if I didn’t exist. I was in heaven and hell at once. 

When she was done she stood up and had me get a very revealing dressing gown from her closet, then snapped my leash back on and led me downstairs to breakfast.

Entering the breakfast nook, I could see that my wife was already seated eating breakfast with “Carla” kneeling next to her waiting to serve her. She barely glanced at me, but when she did I could see that indolent, satisfied look that told me more than words could have what my mind was hoping hadn’t occurred. My wife had clearly had orgasms and great ones by her contented look. 

Mistress Watson chained my arms behind me, shoved me under the table, seated herself, and ordered “Carla” to bring her coffee and breakfast.

For the next half hour Mistress Watson and my wife ate breakfast and talked. I found out by listening that my wife had ‘no need right now’ of using my mouth for sexual service because, ‘Carla had been incredible’ both last night and again this morning, which brought a flush of jealousy and disgrace to my face. Mistress Watson outlined how my training had been going so far, reviewing in some detail about her nightly requirements and then discussed her plans for me for the day. Toward the end of their meal, as they were relaxing and drinking coffee, Mistress Watson parted her robe, grabbed my hair, and pulled me between her legs and ordered me to satisfy her while my wife watched. 

“You have two minutes,” she instructed.

I worked on her like my life depended on it which, considering how she treated any little mistake, it might have. Even though it was only the third time I had used my mouth on her delicious triangle and she hadn’t released my hands, I had learned quite a bit about what excited and motivated her and managed to take her over the edge inside my time limit.

As she leaned back she commented to my wife, “After this week, considering how well your husband is progressing in pleasing a woman with his mouth, I doubt you will ever want to use that little worm between his legs ever again.”

“But sometimes I really like a hard penis inside of me,” my wife pouted.

“That is what real men are for,” said Miss Watson dismissively.

She pushed me away, had Carla scrape all the scraps into a doggie dish and I was permitted to eat while they finished their coffee and made comments about how silly I looked. I felt exceptionally sullied kneeling there naked eating from a dog dish, without the use of my hands, like an animal in front of these two exceptionally striking women.

It had been a long morning and my bladder was sending me urgent signals that it needed some relief. I had hoped that Miss Watson would take me outside like she had before without my having to ask but it didn’t look like there was much chance of that. Reluctantly I decided that I was going to have to degrade myself to be allowed to go. I wiggled forward under the table until I was next to her legs, started kissing her feet and whining like a dog.

The smirk was evident in her voice as she said, “Oh does little slave doggie want to go outside?” 

I nodded yes.

“Well,” she continued, “I guess I can allow that, Carla, take this dog outside and let him relieve himself.”

With that she undid my arms, snapped on my leash and handed it to Carla. I thought being led outside by Miss Watson was debasing but this was even worse, to be led outside to pee, on my hands and knees like a dog, by another man masquerading as a woman and as my superior was worse, much worse. Carla led me to the fence and then leaned down to talk to me softly as she waited for me to do my business.

“I’m looking forward to your graduation, little doggie,” she whispered. “I am also looking forward to the times this week that Mistress leaves you in my care. I am going to have some fun then.”

Her words struck panic into my heart, leave me with her? Alone? Oh my god I couldn’t even imagine it, she was probably so frustrated that she would kill me. Once again, I found it hard to piss just thinking about what might happen. Jesus, what did my wife think was going on here? Didn’t she realize that these people were serious about this lifestyle and not just playing a sexual game? A week, I was stuck here for a week and it had just begun. My wife seemed so satisfied from her experience last night that there was no way she would even notice how harsh their treatment of me was, it was going to be a long week.

Either I took too long or Carla was just waiting for an opportunity but, before I could finish, she laid a brutal stripe of the whip on my ass and demanded I hurry up. Of course, that didn’t help at all and, by the time I finished, she had given me three more and I had stopped peeing, still feeling pressure, because I wasn’t getting anywhere. As soon as I lowered my leg she yanked my leash and led me back inside to where the ladies were sitting.

“Time for a whipping,” Miss Watson said to my wife. “Tie him over the frame, Carla.”

“Come over here,” she said to my wife. “I want to teach you how to whip a slave properly.”

Carla tied me in the same position that I had been in last night and Miss Watson picked up the same thin, painful whip. Handing it to my wife she said, “Give him one to show me an example.”

My wife laid a swipe on my ass that hurt but nothing like the pain of last night’s whipping. Miss Watson almost couldn’t contain herself in her dismay.

“That’s no way to properly whip a slave, he is never going to believe you really mean business if you just caress him like that,” she said despairingly. “Here, let me show you how.” 

She took the whip from my wife and put it down on my exposed rear with such force that I almost passed out. 

“What you need to do,” she explained, “is to use your whole arm, not just your wrist, when you bring the whip down. It’s the same principle of follow through as in golf or, more to the point, as in using a bullwhip which will allow you to get some real power in your stroke.” 

“Now, try again,” she suggested.

Over the next twenty minutes she instructed my wife in the proper technique until my wife’s strokes were almost as painful as hers. Finally, she called a halt and had “Carla” release me.

“The next order of business,” she declared, “is to begin to turn you into one really fine cocksucker.” 

She led me through the house to a small room off the hall which was very sparsely furnished. The room contained nothing but several very comfortable looking chairs, with a low table between them, and off to the side a very strange looking contraption. She put me in front of it and strapped me in so that I was on my knees with my rear sticking out. My arms were chained up behind my back and just in front of my face was what looked just like a real penis. Actually, it looked like a larger-than-average-sized real penis. It certainly didn’t look like anything I wanted to put my mouth around but then I didn’t think that I was going to be given any choice. My choices had kind of shriveled up ever since I stupidly let my little head tell my big head what to do.

“Let me explain the operation of this device,” she said. “In front of you is a penis over which you will place your mouth and suck. Next to the penis, within your line of sight, is a meter which will give you a visual indication of your performance. It works simply. As long as you suck hard enough and fast enough, with that cock buried in your throat, using your lips and tongue to properly stimulate it, the meter will move upward. Slow down, or let your teeth rub too hard on it, or stop deep-throating it and it will move downward. If it reaches the bottom the motor behind you will turn on and you will be whipped at the rate of one stroke per five seconds until you have succeeded in moving the meter up from zero again.”

She paused long enough to see that I understood the basics and continued, “If you learn to suck long and hard and properly enough, the cock will have an orgasm and you will then enjoy a ten-minute rest period. I should tell you that I don’t expect you to be able to achieve that for a while. Oh yes, one more little piece of information, if you do bring that lovely member to orgasm all of the parameters are increased by one level of difficulty so you are rewarded and penalized at the same time.”

Pausing again to ensure that my mind had fully adsorbed the twisted cleverness embodied in her device she laughed and said, “Let me tell you, little slave boy, that I have trained many slaves on this device and trust me when I say that by the end of the week you won’t believe how much better you will be. My male friends know, however, which is why they tend to drop by from time to time to indulge themselves on the well-trained mouths that this machine produces.”

“Now put your lips around that prick and begin,” she demanded. “I am starting the machine with a ten-minute delay for you to get a chance to figure it out. But just so you know what’s coming in ten minutes I’ll give you a demonstration.” 

Reaching over she switched on the device and it laid a stroke on my poor abused ass that was every bit as brutal as hers were. What a sick and twisted mind this woman had. She was precisely the kind of woman I had dreamed of taking charge of me and forcing me to perform degrading acts such as this against my will, stupid, stupid, stupid me. After three strokes, the whipping stopped and she and my wife left the room, talking and giggling to themselves.

I started sucking right away and found that by being very careful and sucking very hard and fast, keeping my lips tight and bringing my tongue into play on the underside of the monster I could just barely keep the pointer above the bottom. If I slowed down or was careless or didn’t keep the swinging balls bouncing off my chin, it immediately plunged to the bottom. 

At the end of ten minutes I hadn’t really gotten any better and my mouth was already getting sore. The first stroke to my ass spurred me on and I managed to keep from another for a while. I lost track of time in my effort to keep from getting any more but eventually the exertion got to me and my tiredness made my lapses more severe. Just about the time I thought I couldn’t go on any longer Miss Watson and my wife strolled back into the room and turned off the device.

“Not too bad for your first time,” she said looking at the stroke counter, “you managed to keep it to only 43 strokes. You have the makings of a first-class cock sucker.” 

Lunch was served by the pool. I crouched under the table, my hands cuffed behind me while “Carla” served the two women. They talked and chatted about many things, behaving like two normal women, without a care in the world, having a nice lunch together, completely ignoring the man dressed as a woman serving and the naked one under the table; how bizarre is that? After they finished and were having coffee, “Carla” once again scraped their plates on to one for me to eat from. I was starved and dove into the plate trying to lap up or suck up what was there. I wasn’t finished eating when I was pulled out roughly from beneath the table by Miss Watson and the cuffs removed. 

“Perhaps you would like to walk the little doggie,” she purred, handing the leash to my wife. 

“Well I suppose,” my wife replied reluctantly and led me out to the dirt by the fence.

I thought that now was my perfect opportunity to try and explain, or at least enlighten, my wife as to how this was not really a game we were playing here and that these people were very in to this as a way of life and how I was apt to be treated really severely, so as I raised my leg to pee I said, “Sarah, I hope you realize...” 

WHACK!

“Shut the fuck up,” she said, “I didn’t give you permission to speak.”

“But honey,” I said, trying to explain, “these people...”

WHACK! 

“Please Ma’am I...” 

 WHACK!

“God Dam it you little piece of shit,” she screamed, “shut up and piss right now so I can get back to the pool or you will hold it until bedtime.”

By now I was crying uncontrollably and I didn’t have any trouble letting go with my stream of pee because I was also so scared that I couldn’t have controlled my bladder if I had wanted to. She didn’t even care what was happening to me here. After all these years of me wanting her to be mean, cruel, really in control, it was actually happening and she was off in some world of her own. I mean that’s what I wanted, I thought, but somehow, I had the idea that more attention would be paid to me and my needs. I mean maybe a little sexual frustration and then, you know, but instead I was being treated like a thing, a possession, an animal with no rights at all. This was clearly no diversion that was going to end with my satisfaction and I was really frightened.

When I had finished pissing my wife dragged me back to the terrace obviously put out by my behavior. She handed my leash back to Miss Watson, sat down and demanded, “What do you do when a slave misbehaves like this thing did just now by talking without permission?”

“Well,” replied Ms Watson, “you can administer punishment on the spot or you can wait until the regular punishment time and add extra then. Actually, in order to get a novice slave’s attention that I really mean business, I like to mete out something special, something so cruel and unusual that the message gets across the first time that I really mean it.”

“Like what?” my wife asked.

“It depends on the slave, Sarah,” she chuckled. “For some slaves, degradation or humiliation is their worst fear, for others the whip, and for some, like this one I think, the application of an increased time delay until their next orgasm is the worst of their fears.”

“My god,” I thought, “how could she know that? A week was frightening enough but to add even a day, how could she know?”

Her next words paralyzed me. 

“What I think you should do in this case is sweetly pat him on the head and inform him that he has just earned another week after leaving here before he can have any release.”

As my wife and now Mistress turned to me and patted my head and repeated those words I broke down completely, sobbing and pleading as if my heart would break. The ladies just laughed as if it were a very funny joke.

For the next hour, while they sat around by the pool relaxing and swimming, I was put to work in the garden pulling weeds by hand. It was very hot in the sun and Miss Watson demanded that her garden and grounds look like they had been groomed. I had to completely remove any trace of weeds and then carefully sift through the dirt with my fingers to remove any stones. Every once in a while, she would stroll over and give me some instruction with the whip to spur me on. Her gardens looked outstanding but with slave labor to attend to them to perfection I could understand why.

During the time, I was working in the garden my wife indulged herself on Carla’s tongue in plain view of me. It struck dread into me that she already viewed me so much as just a possession that she didn’t think anything of my feelings by pleasuring herself in front of me that way, in fact it seemed to me as if she had completely forgotten my presence and might have used me instead if I had been closer and more convenient, not because I was her husband.


In the early afternoon, after working in the garden about an hour, the ladies decided to go shopping. I was to be left in Carla’s care. After some of the looks she had given me and some of the things she had said to me I was scared shitless at the prospect of being alone with her. This was reinforced when Miss Watson gave Carla her instructions for while they would be gone.

“Carla,” she said, “you are permitted to do anything you want with him while we are gone except, of course, you are not allowed to use him for any sexual relief. I don’t think it is possible anyway with your penis cage but you better not even try. Also, you are not allowed to dildo fuck him as I want that pleasure and, of course, you are not allowed to permanently injure him. Other than that, you can do what you want. I do want you to lead him around on all fours for a while to toughen him up and I want at least one hour on the tether to start his pony training. Also, you should have him help you with your chores. At five you both will start preparing supper as we will be back about six to eat. Do you have any questions?”

“No Ma’am,” was his reply.

“Good, then we will be going,” she said and she and my wife departed leaving me to what I was sure was going to be a hellish afternoon.

As soon as they had departed Carla turned to me with a cruel look in her eye and said, “Well, little slave doggie, now we are going to have some obedience training. I am going to start training you to be a very well-behaved dog. We are going to work on your posture, pointing, tricks, and discipline. Perform well and you will be rewarded by not being whipped, perform badly and you will be rewarded with the whip.”

“First,” she said, “arch your back, head up, legs at a right angle, arms straight, head still, eyes straight ahead.” 

WHACK!

“Goddam it, eyes straight ahead and point your toes and arch that back.” 

I held very still as she walked all around me, nudging me with the whip to adjust me to her idea of perfection. 

“Yes, very lovely,” she purred, “this is your attention position, which you will hold anytime you stop moving unless I have released you with a command such as ‘Lie Down’. Do you understand?”

“Yes …Ma’am,” I replied, unsure exactly how to address her.

WHACK, WHACK, WHACK, the blows fell.

“Stupid little dog,” she screamed, “the proper response is one woof for yes and two for no. Think you understand that?”

WHACK!

“Woof,” I barked.

“When you walk, you will walk with your back arched, proudly, head straight, just like this position, do you understand?” she questioned, punctuating her last word with another stinging blow.

“Woof, woof,” I barked in my enthusiasm not to be whipped any more. “I mean woof miss...,” I started to say but by then the blows were coming down steady.

“Stupid fucking dog,” she screamed, while the whip descended.

WHACK, WHACK, WHACK!

The next 45 minutes were spent leading me around, teaching me to heel, to lie down, to roll over, to beg, to point, to jump, to sit up, to dance on my ‘hind legs’, and in general to amuse herself while degrading me. I was very tired and sore when she finally called a halt to the doggie training and led me over to one of the recliners by the pool. I had no idea what she had planned next but I was grateful just to be allowed to stop and rest for a moment. I should have known better. Her next words revealed her wicked, twisted, intentions.

“Mistress does not allow me very frequent orgasms,” she stated, “and I know that if I were to figure out a way to satisfy myself it wouldn’t be worth what she would do to me when she comes home. But with you I can have the next best thing. With your tongue, I can indulge myself and almost have what I used to, before she took control of my penis from me. You are going to lick my ass, drive it way into my asshole, lick and suck my balls, and run your tongue up and flick it on the head of my cock, and generally drive me wild while I lie here.”

She turned and shoved her ass into my face. For the next half hour, I sucked, licked, lapped, nuzzled, and nibbled in an effort to keep the bitch on the recliner in a state of ecstasy instead of using the whip on me. I tried to pretend that it was my wife’s ass I was working on but, with those shriveled grapes hanging in my face, it was all too clear it wasn’t. In all it was a very demeaning time but much better than actually having to suck her thing. By now the horror of my situation had become a dull constant roar in my brain and my despair was so great that I felt like death might be a better alternative. I just couldn’t believe that my wife intended for this to happen to me. Carla was oblivious to my pain and humiliation and thoroughly enjoyed herself. Finally, she demanded that I stop and rolled over, putting her feet down, facing me.

“Not bad for your first time,” she stated, “you put real feeling into that, I am very pleased. I can hardly wait for your graduation from the training device.”

“Oh jesus,” I thought, “I am going to have to swallow this bitch’s cum sometime soon!”

“Now it’s time for your initial training to be a pony for Mistress,” she said.

She pulled me to my feet, cuffed my hands behind me, and led me out toward the barn on a leash that she clipped to my collar. As she pulled me into the barn to find a bridle I couldn’t help but notice that three of the stalls were occupied by men. They each wore collars firmly chained to the back wall, hands locked up behind their backs, bridles that looked like they allowed some food and water to be consumed, wide belts, shock collars on their balls and penis restraints. “Carla” must have noticed my surprise because she glanced at them and remarked, “Oh, two of those are ‘ponies’ that belong to women who have no place to keep them at home so Mistress stables them here. The other is her personal ‘pony’. Mistress sometimes takes them out for exercise when there isn’t someone like you that needs training. Their owners will be out on Race Day to compete with them.”

“Jesus,” I thought, “what kind of women are these that would keep men chained up like dumb animals?”

She forced a penis bit with bridle in my mouth and led me outside the barn to a post where she attached one end of the leash to a swivel on top of the post and the other to a ring on the side of my left cheek and stepped back.

“This is very simple,” she said, “all you have to do is to keep the tether tight and trot around the circle at a medium jogging pace. Do not let the lead go slack and do not vary your pace. Your commands for this phase are trot and whoa.” 

With that she picked up a very long buggy whip and barked, “Trot,” while flicking the whip on my ass.

I didn’t need any further instruction and immediately started jogging around in a circle at the end of the tether of which she was the center. The problem was that I kept letting the tether get some slack in it at which point she would use the whip. I finally got the hang of it but, it required me to keep my head facing away at an angle from her to keep the lead tight so I wasn’t able to see when she was going to use the whip. Of course, every time I got into a rhythm she would call out ‘Whoa’ and then ‘Trot’ and the whole thing would throw me off. 

Eventually my actions settled into almost animal like behavior with instant obedience to her commands, which I supposed was the object. Finally, she stopped me and walked over and stroked my ass lightly.

“You did very well in phase one,” she purred, “now we will move on to the next phase. The new commands for this phase are, walk, prance, trot, go, and, of course, whoa. ‘Whoa’ and ‘Trot’ you already have learned, ‘Walk’ is just as it seems. For ‘Prance’ you must raise your knees waist high with each step in an exaggerated, very proud step. This step will be called for by Mistress when she parades you in front of the other owners. ‘Go’ is very simple, you must go as fast as you can, all out, because when Mistress asks for this step it will be to beat another owner or when she is racing you. Now we will begin.”

For the next half hour, she led me through my paces, from one step to the next, varying the pace and using the whip liberally. I was sweating, tired and sore when we finally stopped and she took the bit from my mouth and led me back into the barn.

The next forty minutes we did chores, which meant we put out feed and water for the three wretches living in the barn and cleaned out their slop pails. “Carla” supervised while I did all the work so I got to see each of the men up close. It was abundantly clear that this was no weekend game. Each man sported a really elaborately intricate tattoo brand on their rumps plainly designed to reflect who they were owned by. Their necks were encased in permanently welded collars which were attached by heavy chains to steel rings set in steel beams mounted on the back wall. Their hands were locked behind their backs. It was apparent that the shock collars were just a final backup as there was no possibility of these creatures escaping their bondage. 

Up close the penis restraints on two of them looked like they were welded together seamlessly so that they could never be removed. Permanent chastity was a nightmare that my mind was unwilling to explore. It was an unthinkable obsession that no man could ever possibly think of inflicting on himself for real. My god a single day of chastity was unbearably long. A lifetime was a concept that my psyche couldn’t comprehend at all.

While I mucked out the stalls and topped up the troughs “Carla” teased each one of the beasts by walking around in front of them showing her tits, brushing up against them and fondling their restrained members. Maybe they didn’t know she was a guy, maybe they forgot, maybe they were just delirious with lust, but each of them tried to get hard and paid for it. I must say that, if you could forget that she had that little appendage between her legs, she did look like one desirable, hot, fuck-me female. When I was finished she hooked my arms back up and led me to the house.

“Time for us to fix dinner for our Mistresses,” she said. “While we are cooking your restraints will be released and you will be permitted to remain upright. Your collar will remain on and you will not be permitted to speak. Dinner for tonight will be poached salmon with a dill cream sauce, new potatoes, fresh green beans, hearts of palm salad, cappuccino, and raspberries and cream. My Mistress is very particular about the quality and presentation of the food so you must take special care in helping me or I will take time out to blister your ass. Now, get out the potatoes and take them to the sink and use the brush to very thoroughly wash them.”

The next hour was not too bad as I enjoy cooking. It is something that my wife and I enjoy and do together frequently. Actually, I guess that would be, did together frequently, as the way things were going I didn’t think we were going to be doing many ‘couple things’ anymore. At any rate, I enjoyed the cooking and I was a help to “Carla” and thus managed to avoid further punishment. The meal turned out splendidly. The aromas were mouthwatering and the presentation was five-star. I was sure that our Mistresses would be pleased with our efforts.

At six our owners came back from shopping, laughing and giggling about their day and carrying on about the great bargains they had found. “Carla”, hearing the car returning, had locked my hands behind me and shoved me to my customary place under the table. Both ladies sat down at the table to eat without acknowledging my presence. They ate and talked and like they had at lunch, ignoring “Carla” and myself throughout the entire meal. During the coffee and dessert phase a plate of scraps was put down in front of me and I ate once more in the humiliating fashion as if I were an animal.

After dinner “Carla” was left to clean up while I was led into the TV room to be used as a coffee table while the ladies watched videos that Miss Watson had made of various training sessions at her farm. I couldn’t see the TV from my position but the audio was terrifying! During the two hours I knelt there I heard slaves being whipped, used as ponies in races, dildo rape, forced homosexual contacts, and intimate laundry service to name a few. This wasn’t a passing fad with Miss Watson, it was a way of life, and regrettably it seemed to becoming my wife’s way of life also. After the videos, they walked out to the pool area leaving me in position just as if I were a table. “Carla” came in and cleared their glasses from the table top on my back but didn’t speak to me.

I knelt in that position for about another hour before they came back and gave me a whipping. It was awful because they blindfolded me and made me guess who was administering the strokes. My wife had become so proficient that I couldn’t always tell and guessed wrong about half the time. This meant I got almost twice as many as I received the night before and I was weeping by the end. Only two days into this week of horror and it seemed as if I was spending most of my time crying.

My wife did the honors on my nightly trip to the fence to relieve myself. It was demeaning to have her stand there, very detached, as if performing a chore that took her away from more important or interesting things, waiting while I lifted my leg to pee. I kept my mouth shut. I had no desire to take any chance on prolonging my next orgasm by even a minute.

Miss Watson led me to her bedroom and the rest of the evening was a repeat of the night before ending with me being chained at the end of her bed again for the night. In some recess of my brain, disbelief was rapping a constant beat at me. My mind wasn’t able to wrap itself around the dreadfulness of this woman’s lifestyle and her seeming ability to convert my wife so easily to her viewpoint. I lay awake for a long time trying to figure out a way out of this situation.

The whole thing had started out voluntarily as a sexual fantasy of mine. A scenario that was a prodding accompaniment to my hand stroking feverishly on my dick. Somehow reality had intruded and it looked as if I was really going to really be a slave. Not just when I wanted to, like when my penis got the better of my good sense or as a past-time to heighten my arousal level, but forever. Intruding on my consciousness was the realization that I needed to figure out some way to remind my wife that this was just a fantasy. I needed to remind her that I was her husband who loved her. To remind her of the wonderful intimate life we had shared together for the past ten years and of the great times we’d had and could have together. If not, I was going to end up as a real captive. I wouldn’t be someone participating in a diversion that was sexually exciting with the end point of sexual release, but an abject, abused, constrained, sexually frustrated servant to women who had no concern at all for any of my wants or desires. 

Sleep was a long time in coming.






Chapter Three

Sunday

 

I was smart enough to wake up early. I listened to her quiet breathing and the clock, crouching in my bed, waiting for that fiendishly heartless woman to wake up and call to me. There was no way I was going to endure another whipping like yesterday’s for failing to hear her call the first time. I must have been awake an hour when she started to stir. As soon as she softly called, I crawled as fast as I could to her bed to have my arms released and begin my morning worship between her legs. Mistress Watson was feeling bitchy and demanded that I tease her close to orgasm at least six times before I sent her over. Then she left me for a few minutes to use the toilet and brush her teeth and it was back between her legs for another round of paying homage to her temple. My tongue and mouth were raw by the time she was ready for her bath.

The rest of the morning was the same routine as the day before with me taking care of her bathing, dressing her and serving as her dressing table stool. It was clear that I must be learning proper behavior because she didn’t use the whip as much as the day before. After breakfast, I was once more strapped into the fellatio training device and left again for two hours. I was much better, keeping the ball up higher and longer with only a few strokes and after about one and one-half hours actually managed to get the device to “cum” in my mouth.

It was a mixed blessing, however, as the warm sticky fluid that filled my mouth tasted terrible, well, more than terrible, it tasted like I had imagined what cum might taste like. Well, let’s be truthful here, it tasted like my cum had tasted, when I had foolishly tried it, and once was enough for me. I didn’t have a clue how women could do that more than once! After the ten-minute rest period, I found it almost impossible to keep the ball up. Again, just when I thought I couldn’t keep going, Miss Watson and my wife strolled in and turned it off.

“Unbelievable!” Miss Watson exclaimed. “His second day and he only received 22 strokes and managed to get to level two.” Turning to my wife she said, “He is really going to be one incredible cocksucker.”

I could see the quirky smile of pride on my wife’s face and, while I felt very humiliated, I was also pleased that I had managed to make her proud of me. Miss Watson released me and most of the rest of the morning and lunch I was ignored except when my services for sexual relief were required.

After lunch, I was taken to the barn again but this time Miss Watson put me through my paces on the lead while my wife watched. She was much more demanding and thorough than Carla and when she stopped after about an hour I was completely worn out and ready to lie down and rest. It really shocked me that instead of allowing a rest she led me over to a small cart on the side of the barn and positioned me between the two poles coming from it. My hands were still locked behind me and chained up to my collar. She strapped a belt around my waist and attached it to the two poles, pulled the reins attached to my gag harness to the back and wrapped them on the holder on the cart. She then took a small alligator clip on a long leather lead and attached it to the end of my penis. If you want to try that at home be ready for some serious pain that doesn’t stop. You just want it off. She led the lead back between my legs and tied it off on the cart, explaining to my wife that, “No matter what, a pull on this will get results.”

Ms Watson asked my wife if she would like a tour of her grounds and both of them climbed into the cart, she flicked the whip on my ass, said “Walk,” and I moved just like I had been taught. 

At first it wasn’t too bad just pulling them at a walk. She had me move up the path from the barn and into the woods over fairly level ground and while there was some effort involved it was pleasant in the shade and a bit exciting to be pulling two women like I was a pony. They were just two women who were out for an afternoon ride, taking in the scenery, conversing about their lives and plans without regard to the human steed that pulled them. If this were going to end with me getting to fuck both of them like my fantasies ended I would have been in heaven. 

After a while we came to an open area with what looked like a track and a viewing stand and as we reached the edge Miss Watson turned me on to the track and gave me the command “Go” and began to really lay down the whip. I jumped from a walk to a flat out run in a heartbeat and ran as fast as I could while she steered me around the track using the whip almost constantly. By the time we had made one circuit I was ready to drop and felt incredible relief when she reined me in to a stop with “Whoa”.

She and my wife got out and Miss Watson gave her a short tour. I was thankful to get a rest but was petrified by some of the conversation that drifted back to me about what took place here each Wednesday. It seemed that many of her friends brought their “ponies” here for competitions including showing of obedience, racing, weight pulls, and dressage. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, this was more than just being a slave, this was being an animal performing for some jaded woman’s pleasure. From the comments and words of agreement I could hear coming from my wife’s mouth it was clear that her viewpoint was becoming similar.

My rest was short lived. They climbed back in and Miss Watson had me trot along a path into the woods and along a small lake. She stopped on the far side at a peaceful spot with a blisteringly white sand beach, green well-kept lawn area with abundant shade, a short dock and a small raft not too far from shore. The ladies climbed out again, tethered my reins to a tree and walked down to the beach holding hands and talking tenderly to each other. My thoughts were bouncing around in my head like a pin ball ricocheting from bumper to bumper. I had never seen my wife in such close contact with another woman before. Even though it appeared to be the innocent touching of good friends there was an undercurrent that I couldn’t put my finger on and it made me uneasy. 

After their stroll to the beach they climbed back in and we continued around the lake and headed for home at a walk. I could hear the giggles and whispering behind me but I couldn’t make out what they were talking about. Just as we were approaching the barn and I thought that my ordeal was over she had me prance as I had been taught, lifting my knees as high as I could. If you haven’t ever tried this, try it. Try walking around lifting your knees chest high and pointing your feet with each step. You will rapidly find that this step is one that will wear you out in a hurry. She prodded me around the exercise yard, using the whip cruelly if my step faltered even a bit, for about ten minutes until she was satisfied with my performance. When they got out and Carla unharnessed me I fell on the ground I was so worn out.

Carla didn’t let me rest more than a minute before she led me on all fours into the house and put me as a table in front of the TV where I remained the rest of the evening while the ladies ate, watched TV, talked, and then to my horror started kissing and fondling each other. After a few minutes of heavy petting, about the time the bitch had my wife’s blouse and bra off, she took her by the hand and led her upstairs leaving me to wonder and agonize about what was happening.

I remained as a table for about another two hours when Carla came and cleared the dishes, released me, led me outside to pee and then to Miss Watson’s bedroom. The routine was not the same as the previous two nights. Miss Watson and my wife were already in her bed, in the throes of a marathon love making session and “Carla” just chained me to the foot of the bed, got me on the bench, turned out the lights and left. 

I lay there listening to the sounds of Miss Watson and my wife kissing, touching and making love and started to cry because I realized that some point had been finally and completely passed. It seemed that some fundamental change had taken place in my wife’s mind and in her view of me that insured, without some miracle to change the course we were on, that I would always and forever be a slave. That I would never again be able to be an equal with my wife or anyone else for that matter. When their sounds of lovemaking finally stopped I drifted into a fitful sleep.






Chapter Four

Monday

 

I woke up in the middle of the night and heard them whispering and giggling, then they started kissing, fondling, touching, caressing, and stimulating each other. I had to lay there listening to the sounds of them making love, knowing I might never touch my wife that way again. I started sobbing uncontrollably but they paid no attention to me and over the next hour they brought each other to several intense orgasms, while I just wished that I could die. Then, first Miss Watson followed by my wife came and used me as their urinal. 

I woke again at first light, before they did, and lay there waiting for whatever new terrible experience was going to happen to me today. They woke and gently made love to each other again. I, like most guys, had often fantasized about two women being together in a situation like this, but not like this. Not chained up to the end of a bed being unable to touch myself or them. I had to watch them kissing each other, fondling each other’s breasts, using their mouths on each other to nuzzle, kiss, and lick each other to several great orgasms. It was horrible.

The rest of the morning was the same clean up and helping and bathing except when I was bathing them both in the tub they really rubbed it in by making love in front of me. This drove home the point that I could do nothing about it. I would have no release without their permission and that, in fact, I was nothing but a servant for their pleasure. By now my penis ached constantly for release and I had a working knowledge of what “blue balls” meant. I knew better than to touch myself even to take some pressure off the harness that held me down and made my penis ache. Miss Watson was a sadist and I really believed that she would whip my penis until it bled if I touched myself. 

Even so, after three days, I was almost beside myself with my need. I understood that it wasn’t going to happen here on her farm but I hoped that when we left I could convince my wife to grant me a reprieve. Perhaps away from Miss Watson’s evil twisted influence she might let me masturbate. At least I hoped so. Actually, way back in the recesses of my brain I still had the faint hope that she was using this horrible episode to teach me a lesson and when we left here our lives would return to normal.

After breakfast, I was once more strapped into the damn dick-sucker training device and managed to only get 13 strokes while bringing the thing to two orgasms and consuming its vile cum twice. I was rewarded for my “incredible performance” by not getting my morning whipping but I think I was just being saved for lunch.

At lunch time, the ladies had Carla fix a picnic, harness me up to the cart and they set off through the woods with Carla being led behind with her hands strapped behind her. After a leisurely trot through the woods, past the track, and over some very pretty paths we arrived at the beautiful beach spot at the lake where I was tethered to a tree.

Miss Watson led Carla onto the grass in the shade and said, “Down!”

Carla got down on all fours and Miss Watson put a piece of plywood that was propped against the shade tree on her back, laid the tablecloth over the wood and unloaded the contents of the picnic basket onto it.

“There Sarah,” she said, “our own portable table.” My wife laughed but it was not a nervous laugh but more like ‘why didn’t I think of that’ kind of laugh.

Next, Miss Watson untethered me, led me to a frame much like the one in her bedroom and strapped me to it. I could look up at the sky through the hole and if I slanted my eyes enough I could also see what was happening around me.

“And our own portable toilet,” she exclaimed, clapping her hands.

They both stripped down and went down to the lake to swim, leaving Carla and me to wait patiently for whatever they had planned. I figured it was going to be easy on me for a while because they would eat and drink and make love and all I had to do was lie there. Of course, at some point I would be consuming their piss but, at least I could rest for a while and having either of those beautiful pussies on my face wasn’t all bad. It was certainly better than running around pulling them being whipped and certainly more pleasant than being on all fours serving as a table like Carla. 

In fact, for the next hour things were quiet and pleasant for me. The women got out of the lake, ate their lunch, stretched out on the blanket and made love again. My god what an erotic sight! Two scrumptiously luscious women, naked, stretched out in the sun exploring each other’s bodies with hands and mouths while screeching, squealing and bawling out their delight. Damn I wanted to be on that blanket. Except for my little head wanting to participate, everything was very restful and I was quite relaxed for the first time since coming to this place when I heard voices and to my horror another carriage came down the path.

I couldn’t believe it, another male horse like me pulling a cart with three girls in it who appeared in their early twenties. The striking blonde in the middle was driving and using the whip brutally. As they drew up to us she grabbed the lead that was attached to the hapless boy’s penis and yanked backward cruelly to stop him. The poor bastard pulling the cart screamed so loudly it was hard to believe that a penis gag bit was blocking his mouth. The girls got down laughing and talking and walked over to Miss Watson and my wife who were lying on their blanket basking in their afterglow.

“Well mom,” the blonde said, “what do you think of my new slave boyfriend?”

Miss Watson got up, walked over to the shivering wretch and remarked, “Shelly, how did you manage to find such an incredible specimen?”

I had been looking at the boy since they had driven up and I had to admit that he was an incredibly well developed, nice looking, clean cut, young man. He was about twenty-five or so but he didn’t look like he was having fun. His unrestrained penis was limp which kind of indicated to me that this was not exactly a turn on for him. Shelly’s next words clarified the picture.

“Well he’s not really a slave,” she said. “Actually, he is a boy who has been hanging around us and making a pest of himself. Acting like he was irresistible and that we should just lie down and spread our legs. We finally decided to lead him on and make him think that he would get all of us at once. Poor stupid boy! We got him out of his clothes and next thing you know he is pulling us in this cart and is now just an animal for us to use.”

“What are your plans for him?” Miss Watson asked.

“I thought we would use him around here for a few days and maybe race him on Wednesday and then see if one of your friends might buy him,” Shelly replied.


Miss Watson took another look at him and replied, “Shelly, I have at least ten friends who would wet their pants to take this animal home. This is really prime stuff and I can hardly wait for the bidding!”

I couldn’t believe it. They were going to sell this guy to the highest bidder and he was just an unfortunate passerby. I mean he didn’t want to be a ‘slave’. He was just a normal college guy who just wanted to score some pussy and go back and tell the guys about it. Now he had been captured by a group of dominant women who were going to train him and sell him.

Swiveling her sweet, all-to-innocent looking face and arctic blue eyes in my direction, with the same flat, dead, look-right-through-you stare, this clone of her mother walked over to me. She inspected me as if I were a piece of meat, which to her I presumed I was. Without preamble, she ran her hands over my legs, arms and chest. I couldn’t have thought of a better mental picture to stroke myself to. In front of me, feeling me up, fondling me was this gorgeous, slim, tanned, young college girl, wearing short shorts and a halter top. If only my dick were free. She stepped very close and ran her hand over my penis. My body responded against my will.

Turning her cute blond head to my wife she said, “This is a very effective penis restraint device.”

“Thank you,” my wife replied. “Actually, he came up with it himself but I doubt that he thought it would be so permanent.”

“I like it,” she continued, “because I can see that not only is it simple, keeping him from even having an erection but, when he gets excited, like now, I can see that it is very painful.”

The bitch was right, what with her almost naked young nubile body standing next to me and her rubbing my cock, the pressure on my restraint was agonizing. I knew she was just playing with me but my body couldn’t help itself.

Turning to my wife she said, “Would it be alright if I took your slave for a trot around the grounds?”

“He could probably use the exercise,” my wife replied.

I could use the exercise? I could use the exercise? Was she crazed? I had already been worked to exhaustion, and this girl looked and acted like she was an evil twin of her mother. 

Glancing at her two friends she said, “You take young David, and I’ll take this worm. Let’s take a little ride.”

Her friends climbed back in to their cart and Shelly got me harnessed back up, got in behind me and with a mean pull on my reins and a flick of the whip we set off back up the path toward the track.

Shelly took the lead and had me trot all the way back past the clearing to where the track was. As we came into the open area she led me onto the track and then used the cruel alligator clip on my dick to stop me. As with her ‘boyfriend’ David, she pulled so hard I screamed into the penis gag bit. 

“Jesus, that hurt!”

The other cart came along side and the girls talked for a while about how much fun it was to have males serving as horses and other things, as if it were just a normal and natural way of life, which I supposed it was for them. They then decided to have a race, or a series of races with each of them taking a turn with both carts.

During the next 45 minutes David and I raced around the track six times. Most of the time he beat me, being younger and stronger and probably a lot more scared than I, although I was properly petrified. Every time Shelly was driving me, however, I won. That showed me that the skill and determination of the driver must count for something. I knew when she was behind me that I better really put out or I was in for a painful time with the whip. Somehow each time she drove me she got more out of me than I thought I had to give. Needless to say, she won every race she drove and thus was the overall winner.

By the time they stopped both David and I had sweat running off us and we were completely exhausted. I thought we were done and my mind had started to drift when Shelly proposed a final race. She told David that Linda, who had come in last, would be driving him and, if he could beat her driving me, that she would set him free. She didn’t pull any punches on the circuit and I ran faster than I thought possible but David was like a man possessed. He ran like a demon and beat me easily. I could tell after the race that David was elated and very happy thinking that his ordeal was over, but, after being under Shelly’s mom’s control for the past few days, I knew that if she was anything like her pitiless mom he was in for a real let down.

“Poor David,” I thought.

My thoughts were confirmed almost immediately when Shelly said, “Well David you confirmed what I thought about you. I can win with you tomorrow and then can get top dollar selling you at the auction.”

It took a minute for what she said to sink in but then David was so angry and upset that he started thrashing about, spun around, tipping the cart over, trying to free himself from the harness. Shelly just reached out, grabbed his penis lead and pulled. He screamed into his gag and dropped to his knees.

“David, David,” she said softly, “you will have to be punished for that outburst. It is time that you learned that you are a slave to be used in any way that any woman wants for anything that she wants. Your life, as it was, is over and the sooner that you accept that the easier it will be for you. I was just testing you when I said that you would be set free. You will never be set free. You will live as a slave from now on. You will serve and obey because you have no choice. You belong to me now to use, abuse, tease, and do with as I want.”

David shook his head from side to side as if he could shake those words away.

“Now get up slave boy,” she demanded, “we need to be transported back to the lake.”

David got to his feet slowly. I could see that her words had taken a lot out of him. Maybe he had thoughts that this was some kind of game or strange mating ritual to start with, but now I could see the beginnings of acceptance that were creeping into his manner. The realization that he would serve like this for the rest of his life was there in front of him, circling around like a wisp of smoke, ethereal but there nonetheless. I could see that he didn’t like this new vision and that he would probably rebel again but, the seed had been planted and it was apparent that the taming process of this once wild stallion had started. The end was his becoming a docile beast, obedient to his owner.

The girls made us trot all the way back to the lake with Shelly in the lead with David. I brought up the rear being driven by the other two girls. By now it was early afternoon. My wife and Miss Watson had gotten dressed and released Carla who was busy picking up and putting things away in the picnic basket. Miss Watson attached Carla to trail behind us and she and my wife got into my cart for the trip back to the barn. Turning to her daughter she asked, “Are you coming back now?”

“No,” Shelly replied, “I want to work this horse some more and show my friends around. We will be joining you for dinner.”

We walked leisurely all the way back to the barn where they left Carla to unhitch me while they went to the house. Carla had me crawl to the back porch on my hands and knees and then tethered me there while she went in to fix dinner for our Mistresses. I was left alone for the next few hours except for a dish of food which was brought out to me which looked like the scrapings from the meal Carla fixed. Shelly and her friends came back, left David in the barn for the night and went in to dinner, ignoring me crouching by the back door. Finally, about eight or so Carla dragged me to pee and then into the house to Miss Watson’s room for the nightly ritual. My wife had evidently already retired.






Chapter Five

Tuesday

 

My morning started as every other in this monstrous place, with a long leisurely orgasm for Miss Watson and frustration for me. I felt an incredible blush of pride when Miss Watson complimented me on how ‘delicious’ it was, followed almost immediately by a hot flush of shame as I realized that I was proud of being a good sex toy for this wicked woman. Except for continually fondling me during her bath (almost like an afterthought or habit), causing me a lot of pain, she basically behaved as if I wasn’t there. I was just her soap, towel, floor mat, and stool. I kept quiet and managed to anticipate all her needs and she never even picked up the whip.

Shelly and her friends joined my wife and Miss Watson for breakfast with Shelly availing herself of my services during the meal. She came quite quickly, then pushed me away muttering, “We’ll work on that later.”

I was confused as to what she could mean. I knew that both my wife and Miss Watson were more than pleased with my abilities in that department.

 David was nowhere to be seen. At the end of the meal Shelly told her mom that she had left David in a stall in the barn all night to get him used to how he would live for the rest of his life and would be using him as a horse again today to help develop him for the races. She asked if she could borrow me for the day as they wanted to picnic, see the grounds and run practice races. Miss Watson said she had no objections and that Shelly could have me after my morning whipping and, of course, after my practice session on the fellatio device. Shelly volunteered for her and her two friends to give me my morning whipping to which Miss Watson replied, “Certainly, dear, take him and enjoy yourself.”

I was pulled roughly from under the table and led by Shelly to the training bench while her two friends followed along behind, laughing and whispering to each other. I think her friends were new to having male slaves because they still seemed a little hesitant but one could see that, as they realized that they could do whatever they wanted, they were becoming bolder. Shelly must have felt like showing off for her friends because she really laid into me even harder at times than her mother. Then she had each of her girlfriends practice, not being satisfied until their strokes were really causing pain. The session seemed endless and I found myself wishing for the relief that the coming session on the fellatio device would bring.

The physical relief from the end of whipping was forgotten by the humiliation of being strapped into the device by three nubile young women and having them stay to watch. Always before my wife and Miss Watson had left me to myself. This time the three girls sat in the chairs and watched while I sucked a very realistic prick that demanded attention or else let me know by whipping me. My shame was almost unbearable as they watched and giggled at my performance, stroking my cheeks, fondling my locked-up penis, and probing my ass like I was just a toy for them to play with. 

They took no note of the fact that, even with these distractions, I managed to reach the fourth level. When I was finished they rudely pulled me behind them as they made their way to the barn. My bladder was sending frantic signals that it had to pee badly. By whining, I managed to let Shelly know. Instead of letting me pee by the fence in humiliating dog fashion she informed me that I would be a horse for the day and I could pee like horses did, in harness wherever they were. When we reached the barn, they harnessed me and led me out into the yard where I was tethered to a post. David was led out in a few minutes in a harness like mine and it was easy to see that his night in the barn had taken a lot out of him. He was very docile as Shelly tethered him next to me and the girls loaded their picnic baskets and other things in the back of our carts. I had to pee so badly by then that I finally just let go which caused all of the girls to giggle and make comments about ‘dumb animals’.

The girls spent about an hour having us pull them around the miles of paths in the woods on the property ending up finally at the lake where they stopped at the same beautiful picnic spot that we had used the day before. This time it was me who was put on all fours to serve as the girl’s table while they spent the morning swimming, lying nude in the sun, and picnicking. David was tethered to the nearby tree and was ignored much of the time. Every twenty minutes or so, however, one of the girls would wander over to him and play with his penis. They would stroke and pet him until he was hard and panting with desire, aching with his need for release, right to the edge before releasing his dick and walking away. Then he would be left alone and trembling until he had calmed down when the cycle would start again. After a while Shelly explained it to him.

“You see, David,” she purred, “this is just another example of your new life. We very seldom permit slaves to have any sexual satisfaction at all. In fact, some of our sisters never allow their slaves to cum. Most of us, however, really enjoy making sure that a slave is very frustrated most of the time. Before I sell you, I will have you so in need that you will beg me to allow you to kneel in front of my friends and masturbate for me. You will beg me, David and, if I am pleased with your progress, I may allow it.”

Tears were streaming down David’s face and I thought, “Poor David, he didn’t know what he was getting into and this certainly isn’t any fantasy that he might ever have had.” 

Of course, that brought me to myself. I guess I only had myself to blame for my state. After all I had asked for this treatment, hadn’t I?

After lunch, the girls re-harnessed me and we went to the track. Shelly again organized a series of races designed to improve David’s stamina and performance. She spent a good deal of the time working with him and it was astounding how dramatically his performance improved. She seemed very serious about getting the absolute best out of him each time. What was chilling was that she behaved just as if he really were a dumb animal and not just some lovesick boy who had gotten into something he hadn’t bargained for. By late afternoon we both could hardly move and Shelly finally called a halt and we made our way back to the barn.


Shelly had the other two girls un-harness David to put him away for the night while she said she would take care of me. I suppose that, with her preoccupation with David, I had been lulled into a little bit of complacency. Now I realized that she had taken an interest in me. I knew it wouldn’t be good.

She unhitched me from the cart and led me into a stall that also had a stuffed chair in it. She led me in front of the chair, kicked me to my knees and unstrapped the bit from my mouth. Strolling over to the wall, she picked out a long leather trace and a thin whip. She put the whip on the arm of the chair and reached down between my legs and attached the alligator end of the trace to the end of my penis. Stripping off her shorts, she sat down in the chair in front of me and pulled the lead in painfully tight so that my face lurched forward inches from her pussy.

Looking me in the eye with those icy orbs she said, “All you are to me is a tongue, in fact I am going to call you ‘Tongue boy’. For the next hour or so you are going to pleasure me with the only organ you have that is of any interest or use to me. You have probably performed this service for your Mistress and my mother and think that you have some idea what to do but, I have to tell you that even liberated women like them still have many hang-ups that they don’t even realize. I am going to have orgasms until supper that they haven’t even ever dreamed of and I am going to train you to use that tongue of yours, ‘Tongue boy’, like you have never used it. I have my lead and my whip and you are going to learn how to really pleasure a woman. As a plus I should say that when we are through with my satisfaction and your training you will really know how to lick pussy. I can guarantee you that when you are used by my mother or your owner again they will be so surprised that they may be more forgiving of your other faults.”

She pulled the lead in even more, forcing my mouth against her pussy, laid one stroke of the whip on my ass and began training me how to gratify her with my lips and tongue.

For the next hour, my mouth was used like it never had been before. I learned to nibble, lick all around but not touch, keep my tongue very soft and velvety, hold very still while she moved her clitoris up and down, and to bite it gently with my teeth while using my tongue to stimulate. I learned to use my lips, teeth, tongue and nose in combination to drive her wild. She varied my pace and intensity like a conductor of a great symphony with me being nothing but an instrument. Using the whip and the lead I moved to her beat without a thought to anything but her pleasure. After her third orgasm she pushed me away, pulled her shorts back on and led me in to the house.

Dinner was normal. I was under the table, ignored mostly, except when one of Shelly’s friends took me into the next room to use my mouth for sexual relief. I guess that being new to having an available object to use to pleasure herself, she was kind of embarrassed to just use me at the table. It didn’t seem to bother the rest of them. It was kind of like it was a natural function, everyone else just kept on talking, eating, and drinking as if nothing was going on beside them.

After dinner, I was moved into the den by Shelly where I was put into a special chair that cradled my head in a position such that when someone sat in the chair my mouth was in a perfect position to service them. Each of the girls took turns sitting there and having me delight them while they watched more of the farm’s training videos. I brought each of the friends off twice and Shelly three times. I never realized that women could be this horney. I thought it was just men who needed sex all the time.

When I was eventually led upstairs by Miss Watson to her room she looked at me kind of coyly and said, “I have a special treat for you tonight. We are going to fuck!”

That got my attention. She was really an exquisitely attractive woman and the thought of actually being able to make love to her hadn’t even occurred to me. I looked at her in anticipation but her next words plunged me back into the hell that my life had become.

“Well,” she continued, “actually, I am going to fuck you. Won’t that be fun?”

“Fuck me? Oh my god, did she mean what I thought?” 

As she pulled an eight-inch-long, two inch in diameter dildo from her drawer and showed it to me, I knew that my existence had just gone down another notch.

“Come here!” she hissed.

I crawled next to her.

“Put this on me!” she ordered.

The wicked device had a strap hanging from a belt that went from her waist down through her crotch and up to the back where I ran the belt through the loop in it and secured the belt around her waist. It was very lifelike looking. Well, larger than lifelike looking as I certainly didn’t have a penis that size, nor had I ever seen one that big.

“Would you like to lubricate it?” she asked.

I must have looked kind of blank because she just grabbed my hair and forced my mouth over it.

“That’s all the lubrication you are going to get so, if I were you, I would really slobber on it,” she chuckled.

I barely had time to try and get some spit on the monster when she pulled away and demanded, “Up on the bed boy and beg me to fuck you.”

I jumped up on the bed, grabbed the headboard and looked back at her grinning face and the repellant object between her legs and meekly said, “Miss, please fu.. fu.. fuck me.”

She laughed and replied, “Well boy, if that’s what you really want.”

She then rammed the huge fake penis into me. I’m sure that the whole house could hear my screaming. I have never had anything hurt like that. It was worse than whipping, worse than that penis clip, worse than anything that had ever been inflicted on me. In my toy box at home I had a one-and-a-half-inch diameter dildo that I had never been able to get in because it hurt so much. I had rigged up a one-inch dildo belt for my wife to use on me but the pain of her pumping that in and out of me outdid the fantasy and I didn’t enjoy it. This thing was two inches! There was nothing I could do but let her have her way. I think my screams must have helped her because she went twice and there was a lot of screaming and moaning on her part as well.

Mercifully the whole thing only lasted about ten minutes before she pulled out and lay back on the bed. I collapsed, sobbing.

“Over here,” she called.

I turned around and she was lounging on the bed with that grotesque thing sticking up from her crotch.

“Clean it,” she said.

I just looked at her. I had no idea what to do

.

She sensed my confusion and stated quietly, “With your mouth boy, clean it with your mouth and then put it back in my drawer.”

I bent to this unwholesome task without even a flicker of disgust or hesitation because I knew by now that my only hope, my only salvation, my only way to survive the rest of my time here with this ungodly creature was instant and unquestioning obedience. Worse was, if I pissed her off she might convince my wife to extend my release. I already had so much come buildup in me that it felt like it was clouding my eyes. She had already trained me to be a mindless, unthinking, submissive robot. I did what she asked and then waited passively for her next command.

“Well, that was great, at least for me,” she purred. “Now crawl to that doggie bed in the corner, boy, because I need my rest. After all it’s race day tomorrow!”

As I crawled to my bed to let her chain me up for the night I realized that, indeed, tomorrow was Wednesday, the day that other women came with their ‘ponies’ and spent the day racing around that hellish track. No matter. I was completely worn out and sleep came immediately.






Chapter Six

Wednesday

 

Race day dawned just like my first four mornings in this unholy place. Miss Watson whispered softly and I scurried to my spot between her legs to work on ‘her pleasure’. She had me bring her over the top three times before she finally pushed me away.

She looked at me a long time before she said, “I don’t usually compliment slaves but you have really improved at using your primary sexual organs to satisfy me. I have never had a slave learn so exactly what works for me, and to be able to give me some of the best orgasms I have ever had. Your wife has a real treasure in you.”

Despite how unreal this whole situation was I flushed with pride from her remarks. Well, you know what they say about pride... Her next, almost offhand, remark brought me back to reality in a hurry.

“I will have to let your owner know,” she continued, “that if she ever gets tired of you that I would like to buy you. I could keep you right here in a cage and then I would be able to have those great orgasms anytime I wanted!”

I should have known.

Two extra women joined us a breakfast, evidently the owners of the two poor wretches in the barn, so my mouth and tongue were kept extra busy while they ate a leisurely meal. None of these women seemed to have any inhibitions at all when the urge struck them to scratch ‘that itch’. They just reached under the table, grabbed my hair and pulled me in. Then, when they were done, they just pushed me away and resumed eating.

After breakfast Miss Watson put me on the fellatio device for just an hour which by now was a piece of cake for me. I got it to level four which means that I actually only had to suck for a total of twenty minutes as I got four ten minute ‘reward’ breaks. I only received six strokes in all.

At about ten o’clock the seven women went out to the barn dragging me behind them. The races didn’t actually start until two in the afternoon, but they wanted to get everyone in harness, be able to practice a bit and have an early lunch by the lake. After lunch, they would head for the track to meet with the rest of the owners who would be bringing their ‘ponies’ and ‘maids’ about one o’clock.

David and the other three poor devils that were stabled in the barn were led out and all of us were hitched up to carts. The two new ladies each got in a cart, Shelly and her two friends got in David’s cart, Miss Watson climbed up in her cart and my wife climbed in behind me. With a minimum of fuss off we went circling through the woods at a medium fast pace, eventually coming to the track. Shelly had her two friends climb out and she began exercising David. She did not work him very hard and it occurred to me that she didn’t want the other ladies to know how good he was.

My wife wasn’t very experienced at driving a cart or giving the proper commands and it really showed. She watched and listened to what the other owners did and said so that, by the end of an hour of practice, she had me moving pretty well to her beat. From time to time the ladies would take a break by tethering us to a hitching rail while they chatted and sipped at the drinks that “Carla” had carried out to the tents set up next to the stands. We stood patiently in the hot sun while they enjoyed themselves recanting tales of race days past. My wife seemed to be on the edge of her seat listening to what sounded like horror stories to me, occasionally glancing at me with a secret self-satisfied smirk on her face. 

At eleven-thirty we trotted off to the lake where the ladies enjoyed a simple lunch brought, of course, by “Carla” and laid out, of course, on her back. Everyone swam nude. Looking at the two new owners wasn’t a problem for us ‘ponies’ as they were fat and saggy, but looking at my wife, Miss Watson, or especially the three nubile young women caused erectionitis. Well, I just made that word up. Actually, because ‘there is nothing new under the sun’ someone else probably already made that up but what I am trying to convey is that naked, firm, scrumptious, inviting, flesh caused all of us poor bastards standing there to have permanent boners. 

Of course, in the case of all of us except David, we had those damn penis restraints that caused constant pain. David had an impressive hard-on that pointed straight up at his navel. His raging erection was helped along, now and then, by those inhuman little vixens visiting him, stroking him until he was panting and almost ready to come and then kissing him gently on the cheek and leaving him trembling with frustration. It was a sickening display of sadistic cruelty, way beyond what in college we used to call ‘prick teasing’.

Sometime past noon the ladies put their clothes on, mounted up and rode us back to the track. The four of us unfortunate beasts were left tethered to the rail again while the ladies went off to greet the incoming guests. I thought I was prepared for anything but I was shocked when about twenty horse trailers arrived, each carrying a human horse in tack. Each of these trailers had a name on it and it dawned on me that these ‘ponies’ didn’t have their human names anymore. They were all called things like ‘Aggies Diamond’ and ‘Pay Check’ and ‘Renegade’. Some of the tack was plain like we were wearing and some was outrageously fancy. The ‘ponies’ varied from younger, fitter, ones like myself to some quite fat, pot-bellied, out of shape old guys. Not one of them looked happy to be there or like he was living out his fantasy-come-true. Some of the women were youngish looking (thirties or so) but most looked to be in their fifties. Every one of them was accompanied by some sort of help from maids to chauffeurs to outright naked slaves.

Then the betting began. It was just like pari-mutuel betting at a real track. Of course, the older, paunchy, out-of-shape guys had really high odds. As a matter of fact, only a few horses seemed to be favored. The odds were pretty long on us newbies, including David, who I now found was racing under the name of ‘Nevermore’. The favored steed, far and away, was a brute of a fellow called ‘Wind Dancer’. I overheard that he had won every single race day for the past year. The sums wagered were not small by any means and it became clear that each of these women were quite wealthy. Shelly wagered 5000 dollars on ‘Nevermore’, who, being new, was listed at 30 to 1 odds. Even I had a name for the race which was, perhaps aptly, ‘Sarah’s Steed’, and my odds were fifty to one.

My wife walked over during the betting and softly said to me, “I bet one hundred dollars on you and I promise you that if you win I will take you out of here today and let you return to your old life.”

I figured that she was probably just toying with my mind as I had seen how good that promise had been when Shelly had offered it to David but, my hopes soared anyway. At this point I would have done anything to leave here, to leave my fantasies behind and return to a normal existence. I vowed to myself that I would do anything to win.

Then the racing started. The lineup was drawn paired races so the winner of each race advanced and the losers got another chance to run again against other losers. Two losses and you were out. I won every race for a while even with my wife driving. In fact, I didn’t lose until near the end when ‘Wind Dancer” just barely beat me. It would be a double elimination, which meant that I would have to lose one more time before I would be eliminated. Actually, I would only have to race one more time as there was only one heat left before the last one. I would be matched up against the winner of the next race which had ‘Wind Dancer’ who had stumbled and lost once in an earlier race and David (Nevermore) who had not lost a race. However, if David won I would have to beat him twice.

The next race was a close one but, predictably, Shelly whipped ‘Nevermore’ to win by a head. The stands were going crazy as it had been the first time in a long time that ‘Wind Dancer’ had been defeated and everyone was drooling over ‘Nevermore’. There were shouts from quite a few of the ladies offering to buy him. Shelly just smiled her little evil smile at them and walked ‘Nevermore’ back to the starting line. My wife had me follow them down the track and within a few minutes we were ready for the last, or second to last if I won, race.

The race was a blur to me. I didn’t look anywhere but in front of me and ran the hardest that I ever had in my life. Maybe because of my determination, maybe because ‘Nevermore’ was tired from having just run a race, for whatever reason I won! I was elated! If I could just beat him once more this nightmare would end and I would be free to go back my old life.

I tried really hard in the last race but Shelly had given a little pep talk to David, something about removing his balls before she sold him if he didn’t win, that spurred him on to win by almost a length. I was crushed! My dream of freedom had come apart at the final moment. I was doomed to the hellish life that, in a former life and with my little head doing the thinking, I had begged for. 

The fans went berserk and Shelly had poor ‘Nevermore’ prance back and forth in front of the stands, showing him off, waving her hands, blowing kisses to the crowd and behaving like the little princess that she had been raised to be. When the screaming and clapping died down she stopped right in front of the stands and made an announcement.

“I am going to unhitch this fine specimen and tether him in that tent over there. I will give you ladies that are interested one hour to examine him and then we are going to have an auction. He will go to whichever of you wants him the worst,” she informed them smugly.

My wife had me walk to the end of the stands, unhitched me, and led to a private area with some easy chairs to sit in.

“Well,” she smirked, “I guess you didn’t really want your freedom after all, did you?”

I looked at her pleadingly but she ignored me.

“Never mind,” she continued, “I wouldn’t have really let you go anyway. I only said that so that you would try your best. I didn’t expect you to win. I actually put my hundred-dollar bet down for you to come in second so, you see, you have made me quite a bit of money.” 

I should have known, should have known, should have known. Stupid, stupid, stupid.

“Kneel here,” she demanded imperiously, “all of this has made me unbelievably horney. I want that deliciously trained mouth to pleasure me.”

She sat in one of the chairs, pulled me to my knees in front of her, unstrapped my harness and guided my face between her thighs.

“Now I know you are disappointed and probably a bit rebellious right now,” she said softly, “but I want you to remember that I own you now. I control when that little thing between your legs get released. Right now, you have an extra week, which means a week from Friday. I don’t think that day is going to be convenient for me but, I have arranged to have a little party for you a week from this Saturday assuming you don’t give me anymore reason to increase your release date.”

So,” she continued sweetly, “I want three of those really delectable orgasms, which you give, in the next half hour. Every minute beyond thirty minutes will equate to another week of chastity for you my little pet.”

What could I do? I was already going crazy for sexual relief and the thought of even one day more was incomprehensible. Weeks, I couldn’t stand. I dived in and got down to some serious mouth and tongue work. I must have made the time limit because, after the third one, she just looked at me intensely for a long time.

“That was beyond my wildest dreams,” she purred. Then she added wistfully, “Well you got your fantasy and I have to say I like this new life a lot. I like the control, I like the attention, and I really like the sex.” 

“But,” she continued, “sometimes I am going to want a hard prick in me and, as you are now a slave, it will never be yours again. I will have to do something about that lack soon.”

Her words were like a stiletto being plunged into in my heart. Was that what it had really come to? That I would never again be able to make love to her like I used to? Never again to have that close warm feeling of making her go and then going over the top myself and then lying there touching, kissing, laughing, talking, basking in the afterglow? Never again?

She didn’t notice my anguish at all. She just put the bridle back on my head, pulled me back out to the cart, hitched me back up and rode me over to where ‘Nevermore’ was waiting to be sold. She wrapped my reins around a post and went into the sales tent. 

 I could see the proceedings from where I stood. It looked like about seven women were very interested in bidding on that poor boy. One woman in particular, a nice looking fiftyish woman, in a stylish skirt and blouse, with short cute graying hair and a rather imperious manner, seemed flushed and excited and impatient for the bidding to start. 

Shelly opened the bidding at ten thousand dollars. That lasted a millisecond as the price went up quickly by ten thousand at a crack, then five thousand, until it finally slowed at one hundred thousand dollars. Only a woman who looked to be in her sixties and the imperious one were left. It was clear to me that the haughty bitch was going to continue bidding to whatever number it took to have ‘Nevermore’. It took the older one until one hundred thirty-five thousand before she got the message and dropped out.

The commanding woman who had won was ecstatic. I overheard one of the other ladies explaining to a friend that she had married a fifty-year-old multi-millionaire fifteen years ago and when they returned home from the honeymoon she promptly enslaved him. He was one of the older paunchy out-of-shape really unhappy ones I had seen. His wife, upon enslaving him, turned him into a pony, put a permanent chastity device on him and put him in the barn. He had been living there for fifteen years. He had gone fifteen years without sexual release and she intended that he would live out the rest of his life that way. Her plans for “Nevermore’ were the same.

She told Shelly that she would bring her horse trailer and a cashier’s check for payment the next day and to please have him ready by noon. With the betting and the sale price young David had earned Shelly more than a quarter of a million dollars in just a few days!

The excitement was over for the day. The ladies loaded up their poor beasts and their servants and one by one said their good-byes and drove away. Shelly set off with ‘Nevermore’ to give him one last run around the property before she had to give him up. The rest of the ladies headed out for the barn. One of Shelly’s friends rode with Miss Watson and the other was invited by my wife to share her cart. I could certainly tell the difference in how much harder it was to pull a cart with two women but my wife just seemed irritated that I was lagging and used the whip a lot.

Arriving back at the barn the three ponies who lived there permanently were led inside, chained up, given some water and some horrible looking gruel to eat and left for the night. Shelly was still out somewhere running ‘Nevermore’ as Miss Watson said goodbye to her two friends and we returned to the house.

Dinner was a normal affair, with me under the table and “Carla” serving. Shelly arrived just after the ladies sat down to eat and I could tell she was walking on air. I guess if I had been in her position I would have been too. She sat down laughing and talking with her friends about how cool it had been to enslave David and how much money she had made doing it. She and her friends put their heads together and hatched a scheme to ensnare other young men they knew in order to train and sell them also. I guess having a mother like hers just made it natural for her to think that making animals out of men was proper behavior. She expanded her theme to include ‘a stuck-up bitch’ they knew and how she was sure that some of the women in her mom’s group would go for a ponygirl as well. I crouched under the table like a fly, hypnotized by the spider, captivated and repelled by the conversation at the same time.

After dinner, they all gathered in the den to watch videos while I served as a table, kind of boring but easy duty. After about an hour Shelly announced to the group, “I have some entertainment for you. I will be right back.”

She returned in about five minutes with David in tow. She had him kneel in the center of the room and then took a seat right in front of him.

“Well David,” she stated, “as of tomorrow your name will no longer be David. For the rest of your life you will be known as ‘Nevermore’. You will live out your life as a pony.”

“Further,” she announced, “your new owner does not believe that her slaves should ever receive any sexual relief so, by tomorrow night, you will have a permanent chastity instrument welded on that thing dangling between your legs. I picked your name because I had a hunch that might be the eventual outcome.”

She paused for a minute to let that sink in and then continued, “I told you a few days ago that if you pleased me I would give you one chance to beg me to masturbate. I have been very pleased with your progress and the money you made me. In just a minute I am going to take out your gag and give you an opportunity to beg me. You will address me as Miss or Miss Shelly. If you say anything that isn’t begging or fail to address me properly I will re-gag you and put you back in the barn. This is your last chance for sex David. Do you understand?”

It took a minute but eventually David nodded his head. Shelly got up and took the bridle with the penis gag off him and sat down again.

“We’re waiting David,” she coaxed.

“Please miss,” David whined, “please, please, please let me masturbate. Please?”

Shelly smiled her wickedly evil grin at him and questioned, “Are you right or left-handed David?”

“Right handed miss,” he answered.

Shelly got up walked behind David and undid his left hand remarking, “I don’t think we have to make this too easy for you.” 

David’s hand made a beeline for his crotch.

“Wait for my signal to start,” she cautioned, causing him to snatch his hand back like he had been burned.

She went to a cupboard and brought out a large sheet of plastic which she put down in front of him, picked up the video and started filming.

“When I tell you to begin you may start,” she explained, “but I want you to say, ‘thank you miss’, over and over until you go. Also, you only have five minutes. Begin!”

David frantically grabbed his member and started pumping all the while chanting, ‘Thank you miss, thank you miss’ over and over. The women were almost wetting their pants at the scene in front of them, high-fiveing and carrying on about how cool it was to have that much power over a man. Even with his left hand it only took him about three minutes before geysers of come started erupting from his dick. It seemed like he came for twenty or thirty seconds leaving the plastic half covered with cum.


When he was through Shelly asked my wife to re-attach his left arm behind his back and then said, with a hint of threat in her voice, “Now, David, I want you to bend over and use your mouth to clean that mess up.”

David had no fight left in him at all. He meekly bent over and spent about ten minutes licking and sucking his seed from the plastic. Shelly continued to video while the rest of the women laughed, joked and generally behaved like this was one of the greatest things they had ever seen. She eventually let him stop, pulled him to his feet and led him back to his stall in the barn.

At about eleven I was hauled up to the bedroom, chained to the headboard and left alone. After the horrors of these first five days I was numb and fell asleep almost instantly.






Chapter Seven

Thursday

 

Thursday was laundry day. What I mean by that is that evidently the crazy bitches who came on Wednesday for the races all brought their dirty panties from the last week for whoever was in residence, in this case myself and “Carla”, to clean by using our mouths, much as I had with Miss Watson’s panties each evening. In addition, three of her friends showed up to visit for the day and watch the humiliation. I’m not sure exactly the point of this exercise was as I had already been heaped high with humiliation so, what was a little more? For two hours in the morning and for two hours in the afternoon “Carla” and I slaved over those panties.

Of course, the routine in the morning was the same except that at breakfast I had three more cunts to service. I have to say again that, it is not a chore that I dislike except these new ladies were fat, smelly, old, fetid, foul, disgusting...well, I probably can’t get enough of those adjectives in one sentence to describe how bad they were but I’m sure that you can imagine. Think of putting your face into a trim, sweet smelling, nicely kept, great tasting slit and pleasuring it, and then imagine having to perform the same duty on the above described grossly vulgar twats. No one should have to do that! It was monstrous!

I hit level five on the fellatio device and coasted for my two hours. Miss Watson was very pleased but distressed at the same time as no one had ever gotten to five before and it was as high as the machine could go. She muttered something about fixing it in the future to go higher and told me that my reward for Friday would be an extra half hour. I should have known better by now than to show off like that as it always seemed to backfire.

At noon, the imperious cunt who had purchased “Nevermore’ showed up with a cashier’s check and a horse trailer to take him away. Shelly was quite tender with him, leading him out, playing with his dick and kissing him goodbye. The other two girls, who had evidently known him in his former life, also took time to gentle him a bit. The whole scene seemed a little hypocritical to me as they were the ones responsible for sending him off to a life in his own personal hell on earth. 

Before he climbed into the trailer the supercilious bitch took hold of his organ, fondled it and softly said, “When we get to my farm I am going to personally lock this up. You will never have an erection again. Then I am going to masturbate myself in front of you, looking at that impotent thing that used to be your dick. You will be a horse for me for the rest of your life. You will never cum again, will never be inside a woman again, will never touch a woman again, will never pleasure a woman again. Your life as a man with a penis is over. Oh my god, I am going to have sooo much fun with you”

She took his reins and led him up into the trailer and tethered him to the rail inside and closed the rear of the trailer. His name was already emblazoned on the back. I marveled at the fact that his woman was going to drive a bound male through public streets and no one would ever know that an unwilling, innocent man was being carried to the heinous life that awaited him. She said her goodbyes and off they went.

The fat old women who had come to visit had each brought a trailer with a racehorse inside. They were hitched up, along with Miss Watson’s horse and myself, and we were all driven on a relaxing, at least for them, drive around the grounds. We ended with at the lake where all the ladies stripped and went swimming. The older ones looked just as bad in the flesh as the little ugly part I had seen under the table. Then two of them started making love on the blanket and I had to turn my head, it was disgusting, I mean all that fat, who would enjoy touching that? It made me shudder.

After returning from the lake “Carla” and I returned to our laundry duties, while the women sat nearby watching us kneeling there in the sun and working while they sat in the shade, relaxed, talked, had cool drinks and enjoyed the day. Sometime during the afternoon one of the obese friends, I didn’t know her name but in my mind, she was called Miss Piggy, came over and stood next to me.

“It turns me on to see you cleaning my panties,” she whispered.

I stayed busy at my task and ignored her, praying that she would leave me alone. 

“Put them down and come with me,” she commanded.

She led me by my leash to a downstairs bedroom and demanded, “Undress me!”

“Oh god, please no,” I thought. 

I reached up carefully and removed all her clothes, then her bra, then her industrial sized panties. I tried not to look but here was this mountain of flesh in front of me. Her breasts sagged to her navel which was a sight of its own sticking out obscenely as if she were pregnant without the beauty that is a pregnant belly. The fat of her abdomen was hanging down almost covering her vagina. Her massive thighs closed it up from below so it looked like one massive hole with some hair in it. I was so repelled that I could feel the bile rising in my throat. Her next words proved to me that there was no god, at least in my world.

She lay on the bed and said, “Make love to me with that mouth I’ve been hearing so much about.”

Think about this. I had to use my forehead and both of my hands to hold her paunch up out of the way just to be able to get my mouth on her. She had her legs spread which only made it a little bit easier. She smelled like she hadn’t bathed for a week even though I knew she had just been in the lake. I had no trouble at all with my penis hurting as this was definitely no ‘turn-on’. The upside was that I was very good at this now, especially after my sessions with Shelly, so it was a piece of cake, even if unpleasant, to have her screaming and thrashing about in several of what, I bet, were the best orgasms of her life.

She lay in a state of bliss for about ten minutes before she got up and had me dress her. She then looked at me and commented, “Wow, you are really as good as they say.”

I flushed in shame.

“Bridgett has told me that she has approached your wife about buying you,” she continued. “She has promised me that if she does get you I can buy you if I’m willing to pay ten times what she has to pay. I am a very wealthy woman and, after today’s performance, I will pay almost anything to own you.”

“Damn it, my pride has shot me in the foot again,” I reflected.

She returned me to the patio and I resumed my unpleasant job on the mountain of panties. Miss Piggy was carrying on to the other women, about me I’ m sure, and I saw my wife looking at me speculatively from time to time. I thought nothing of it until she came over and softly spoke to me.

“I bet you really liked that, didn’t you?” she chortled. “I almost wet my pants thinking of you between her legs, performing like a trained seal on someone that you wouldn’t have even looked at a week ago, much less made love to.” 

I was beet red with embarrassment. Why did she feel so compelled to rub it in, to humiliate me this way? I just kept licking at the panties in front of me hoping she would leave me alone.

“I must say it also got me hot thinking about it,” she disclosed, “and I want the same treatment.”

She grabbed my leash and led me off to give her the same tempestuous climaxes that I seemed to becoming an expert at. The two main differences were my wife has a beautiful, clean, sweet snatch so it wasn’t a chore but a real pleasure. I put my heart and soul into it because I wanted her to become addicted to my mouth so badly that she would never ever entertain the thought of selling me. I guess that reflected how my state-of-mind had changed to the point that I had accepted that she was never going to set me free. The down-side to this session was that ‘my little worm’, as everyone seemed to be fond of calling it, was suffering furiously in its attempt to achieve an erection.

After my wife came down from the ecstasy that I worked hard to give her she looked at me and said, “I would keep that up if I were you because several of these ladies have asked to buy you. While that wouldn’t have even occurred to me a few days ago, I now realize that you are my possession to do with as I please. I can do anything to you or with you that I want and that makes me sooo hot I don’t know why I didn’t take you as slave when you first asked.”

A trickle of deep seated fear washed through me.

“Right now, the thought has got me so worked up that I want you to do me again and I want it to be better this time,” she commanded.

I bent to my task thinking about how far down I had come in just seven days. I really believed that if I could have gotten my wife away from here even after the first two or three days, I could have convinced her to change her mind. With each passing day, the prospects looked dimmer and dimmer. I just prayed that when this week ended and we returned home she would let me talk to her. If I could just talk to her, and get her to listen, I thought I might have a chance to change her mind.

I made it truly great for her and she rewarded me by rubbing my head like I was a pet and murmuring, “Good boy, good boy, that was delicious. I’m so proud of how obedient you are becoming.”

I flushed with pride and deep shame. 

“Just think,” she said, “if you continue to behave and perform well, I am going to reward you with a ‘spurt’ next Saturday.”

Can you believe that I was excited by this news? Mister I-have-to-masturbate-every-three-or-four-hours was happy to hear that I was still on track to be able to relieve my sexual tension more than a week away. It speaks volumes.

We returned to the patio and I resumed the odious task there. While I had been gone the two times “Carla” had made a huge dent in the pile so it was only fifteen more minutes before we were done. The ladies kept us kneeling there for another half hour while they chatted about the latest movies they had seen.

“Shit,” I realized, “if I don’t get out of this mess I’ll never see another movie except to look at or star in one of Miss Watson’s horror flicks. Or go to a restaurant, or dance, or flirt with other women, or have a drink with my friends, or...”

I stopped thinking about it. It was too frightening and depressing to contemplate. I knelt there and waited patiently for my owner or one of the other Mistresses to tell me what to do next.

Dinner was no different than any other meal except Miss Piggy took a special interest in me and used me for salad, main course and dessert. I was extremely sick of that filthy pussy by meals end. 

After dinner Shelly and her friends took me to the den again to use as they had the night before. I couldn’t believe they were so dammed randy all the time. Where the hell were these kinds of girls when I was twenty-five? Well, not these cruel, unfeeling, force a young man into slavery bitches, but ones like these that wanted sex all the time? When I was their age it seemed like it was difficult to even get to first base. Touching a breast was an accomplishment and getting farther than that was almost unheard of. Did something change since then? Were these girls just more liberated or had I just missed the signals when I was younger? I had to think that it probably was the latter and that women had probably been just as aroused as men since Eve. These young women certainly had as much sex drive as I did and I fantasized constantly about how I might drive my hard member into their delectable cunts if I weren’t chained up here with my ‘worm’ locked down to my balls. 

Night time found me yanked upstairs with Miss Watson in a mood for ‘dildo rape’ on my ‘pussy’. Now I didn’t think of it as a ‘pussy’ but when I had undressed her, gotten the dildo from the drawer, at her request, and put it on her she said, “Get it wet for me and then get up on the bed and present your ‘pussy’ to me.”

I must have looked at her questioningly because she just smirked at me and remarked, “Real men have nice hard penises. You don’t anymore. You aren’t a real man anymore. You have two primary sexual orifices, your mouth and your ‘pussy’ and I am going to fuck your ‘pussy’ right now!”

I got up on the bed and looked back at her.

“Beg me to fuck your ‘pussy’,” she snarled.

“Please miss, please fuck my ‘pussy’,” I begged.

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

“No,” I thought but wisely kept my mouth shut. 

“If you would rather I didn’t we don’t have too,” she hinted.

I wasn’t going to fall for that. I knew she was just toying with me and no matter what she was going to drive that monster into my bung-hole so I just lied and said, “Yes miss, it’s what I really want, please fuck my ‘pussy’.”

She rammed it in and the screaming started. I had forgotten how badly it hurt. What kind of sadist would do this to another person against their will, and have multiple orgasms while doing it? I sobbed for fifteen minutes after she had finished and chained me to the foot of the bed for the night until she growled at me to shut up.






Chapter Eight

Friday

 

Friday dawned with the evil one calling softly, as usual, for me to scurry to her bed and perform the thing that I seemed to be the best at, using my mouth. I worked hard but by now I realized that I better back off a tiny bit so that she didn’t continue to harbor thoughts of convincing my wife to sell me to her. I worked it quite well, I thought, and gave her what seemed to me to be another great climax. After this first one, however, she pushed me away, picked up her whip and whipped my ass until it started to bleed in places. I screamed until I was hoarse.

When she finished whipping me she climbed back on the bed and hissed, “I am not stupid, animal. Now, begin again and I want a real effort this time.”

“How could she have known?” I wondered. “That was a great orgasm I just gave her, how did she know?”

I don’t need to tell you that I put my heart and soul into the next two. If I never got a beating like that again it would be too soon.

Breakfast came and went with me in my usual spot. They gave me longer to eat the scraps and they gave me longer to pee probably because I was becoming more like an object that was only on the edge of their consciousness. For whatever reason, the first part of the morning passed with me being pretty much ignored.

When I was strapped into the fellatio trainer Miss Watson reminded me that she would be setting the timer for two and one half hours and that she and my wife would be back for the last half hour to observe.

I ended up at level five by the end of the first hour and a half and then it became hard work but not impossible to hang there, getting a ten-minute break about every fifteen minutes. Miss Watson and my wife came in for the last half hour and watched me bring that terrible thing to two more orgasms. For the last two I didn’t have to consume that sticky, foul-tasting, come-like substance. The machine had run out.

When the timer ran out Miss Watson turned to my wife and exclaimed, “Unbelievable! He gave my device ten orgasms, six of them at level five and never got a single stroke! He might just be better at this than he is at cunt licking and that is saying a lot!”

“Better at sucking dick than licking pussy?” 

“Poor Carla,” she said laughingly, “she is not going to be happy when she finds out that I have called some of my friends to sample his abilities but this is just too good to waste on her.”

“Friends?” I thought. “As in more than one?”

I had kind of thought that I… well, it doesn’t matter what I thought because she evidently was going to make me suck more than one dick.

“My friends are going to be so astonished by you,” she purred as she released me, “that I will probably have to limit their time here. I have one gay friend who is going to want to buy you to take you home with him.”

“Great,” I thought, “another bidder for me.”

As bad as my present existence was, I couldn’t fathom having to serve as a slave to a man. This was not in any of my fantasies. I prayed my wife hadn’t heard that remark but, of course, she had and looked at me speculatively.

“How much are we talking about here?” she queried.

“Perhaps two hundred thousand dollars,” replied Miss Watson, “but I think it only fair that you give me first rights if you decide to part with him.”

“I could quit my job,” she mused. “I could travel, I could, well, we’ll see, after all he is my husband and we have been married ten years.”

“I’ve been meaning to talk to you about that married part,” responded Miss Watson. “It really isn’t seemly to be ‘married’ to a slave. I will explain later what you should do.”

I knelt there listening to this conversation referring to me as if I were just a prize bull, well, maybe prize steer or gelded racehorse, instead of a real person. I comforted myself with the thought that I only had one more day here after today. Perhaps away from the evil influences here my wife would have second thoughts. Maybe she would listen to me and we could return to being the happy, loving couple we had been before this nightmare started.

I thought that the rest of the day was going to be similar to the easier days I had here, maybe a picnic at the lake, maybe serving as a table by the pool. Boy, was I wrong!

About one half hour after I finished on that fiendish machine I was led out to the barn where, along with the other three ponies in the stables, I had a gag bridle put on me, was loaded into a horse van and off we went. Two of the beasts were tethered in front of me and one to my right. “Carla” was brought in and chained to the floor behind me. We ponies were all hitched to rings in the ceiling on short leads so we were forced to stand in one spot without much room for movement. There where what appeared to be one-way mirrors or heavily tinted windows on each side of the trailer that let some light in and also allowed us to see out without being seen.

With my wife, Miss Watson, Shelly and her two friends in the SUV pulling us, we left the farm via the same electronic gate that I had sensed on the way in and soon came to a main highway. Turning right, we traveled through several small towns where I could see people, only twenty or thirty feet away, oblivious to the fact that there were four naked males in captivity passing them. Then a surprising thing happened. We pulled into a gas station and stopped at a pump! 

We were stopped! I was only a few feet away from freedom! If I could just attract someone’s attention then this whole bad dream would end. Miss Watson was way ahead of me. Before I could act on that thought all four of us received a stinging reminder zap to our balls from her remote. A reminder that she could incapacitate us or even fry them off if we misbehaved.

I was crushed. Just outside my window was a woman of about thirty putting gas in her car and there was nothing I could do. The woman couldn’t see me and I didn’t dare try kicking the sides of the van to attract her. Miss Watson walked back and struck up a conversation with her. It was easy to hear them talking through the thin sides of the van. Eventually the woman pointed at the horse trailer and asked, “Do you have horses in there?” 

“Why, yes, I do,” replied Miss Watson with a big grin on her face.

“What kind are they?” questioned the woman.

“Race horses,” answered Miss Watson enigmatically

.

“I’ve always wanted a horse,” the woman said wistfully. “Can I see them?”

“Not today I’m afraid,” Miss Watson declared. “They are very high spirited and I don’t want to upset them as I am racing them today.”

The woman seemed to accept that answer but continued to look longingly at the van   Then Miss Watson turned her beautiful face to the window and grinned at me wickedly. God, she was an evil, sadistic woman.

Around one o’clock we turned off the main road into what was clearly a very large estate with a ten foot high razor wire fence stretching off as far as I could see from my side of the van. We went through an electronic gate and in a few minutes pulled up in a paddock area and stopped. Through the window I could see a track and stands very much like those at the farm we had come from. It was going to be a grueling afternoon.

“Carla” was unloaded first to get out and help with setting up while the rest of us were offloaded and tethered to the side of the van awaiting our carts. Looking around I could see that there was a crowd of people. I should more properly say I saw a crowd of women and ponies as big as the Wednesday meeting at Miss Watson’s. There were some new ponies that I hadn’t seen before and many of the same wretches that had been at the other meet. ‘Nevermore’ was already hitched to his cart and was being exercised proudly by his new owner. Between his legs I could see an industrial strength chastity belt. It looked to be made of steel with a tube that completely covered his cock. There was a massive ring at the end that was pierced right through the head of his penis and looked as if it had been welded together. His balls had been encased in a series of rings that forced them down, stretched out grotesquely from his body and had a shock collar to boot. One glance as that hideous device and I knew that his new owner had made good on her promise that he ‘would never have an orgasm again’.

Then I saw something that I hadn’t seen before. Prancing in front of us was a girl pony. She had beautiful, clear satin flawless skin, long black hair tied appropriately in a ponytail, slim hips, small perfectly formed breasts and long gorgeous legs. Her owner had her in red leather tack that effectively restrained her without concealing her beauty. The girl driving her seemed to be about the same age as the girl being driven but it was clear that this wasn’t a show of two friends dressing up and playing. The driver was plainly treating her like the poor dumb animal she had become. She made the wretched girl prance, lifting her knees up to waist height on each step, and every time the girl faltered a bit she got a taste of the whip. Going away from us I could see that her bottom was red and very welted. I wondered how a young pretty girl like that had ended up as a beast of burden.

I came back to reality as my wife yanked my reins and hissed, “Hot little number, isn’t she? I bet you’d like to get into her pants, so to speak, wouldn’t you?” 

“I’d like to get into anyone’s pants,” I thought. 

“Well that will never happen for you again!” she sneered and jerked me to the cart.

The racing went pretty much as expected with ‘Nevermore’ being far and away the favorite and living up to it by winning every race. He didn’t look happy at all, and I guess I understood, as he didn’t even have an occasional chance of masturbation to look forward to. ‘Wind Dancer’ came in second, which displeased his owner, who evidently thought that his losing on the past Wednesday was a fluke. I came in pretty far down the pack. I actually lost my first two races and thus was eliminated quickly. My wife didn’t think to pull out the only incentive that would have worked to spur me on, that is she didn’t think to threaten me with extending my time before I could have my penis released nor to really give me an incentive by telling me that if I won she would let me have a spurt. After her lie, earlier in the week I wouldn’t have believed her anyway but, god help me I still would have given it my all.

After the racing was over and the prize money divided up, ‘Nevermore’s’ new owner announced to the crowd that she was selling her older horse to the highest bidder. I guess I should have been used to it by now but, that man had married her and loved her before she had enslaved him and forced him to sign his life away. Her only stipulation was that whoever bought him had to promise that they would never let him out of the device that encased his penis completely. I guess she wanted to make sure that the personal hell that she had created for him would follow him to the grave.

Remember, this was a sixty-five-year-old out-of-shape guy with a paunch. That the bidding was lackluster would be overstating what happened. There were no bidders to begin with as no one really needed a horse that couldn’t race well. Finally, there was a bid of one hundred dollars which spurred other women to bid, getting the bidding up to a whopping five-hundred-dollar sale price. The buyer thought he might be useful for when her friends came to visit so they could use more than one cart for their outings.

While she didn’t race, many times during the day I caught glimpses of the girl pony being shown off for the crowd. Her owner must have used sun block to protect her flawless skin as she was out in the sun all day but didn’t burn. She seemed very well trained but clearly gave the impression that she wasn’t happy being a pony, which made me wonder how she could have ended up on the end of a whip. Later, as my wife was unhitching me prior to the trip home, I heard her ask one of the other women.

“What’s the story with her?” she questioned, nodding toward the still prancing girl.

“She and her owner were friends,” said the woman. “They used to come out here and run ponies together, shop together and vacation together. Then one day she talked ‘Wildfire’ into putting on pony tack ‘just for fun’ and she has never let her go. I think Melissa may have had some romantic feelings for her which weren’t being returned and this way she has her all to herself.” 

“If you look closely you can see that she had ‘Wildfire’s’ labia pierced,” she continued, “and keeps her pussy locked up so she doesn’t accidently impale herself on something that might give her some pleasure. I’ve heard that she likes to keep her quivering with desire for hours without allowing the poor girl any relief. I have also been told that, except for any sexual release, she treats her quite lovingly and lets her sleep in her bed with her, instead of the barn.” 

My wife just shook her head and looked at the prancing girl again for a moment, then turned to me with a sly look and said, “Just where you’ll be sleeping, well not in my bed but in my bedroom, if you behave.”

Melissa must have noticed my wife looking in her direction because she stopped having ‘Wildfire’ prance and walked her over to where we were standing.

“Hi,” she said, “I’m Melissa.”

“Hi,” replied my wife, “I’m Sarah.”

“I see you have been admiring my pony,” said Melissa.

“She’s very lovely,” answered my wife.

Up close you could see that, in addition to the three locks holding her nether lips closed, she had a diamond studded belly piercing and two golden barbells through her nipples. Her red tack was exquisitely done with a jeweled collar and waist belt, straps outlining her delectable breasts and leads running from her waist through her crotch on each side leaving her yummy looking cunt and its locks fully exposed. 

“I’d like to accidently impale myself on her,” I thought.

“Would you like to touch her?” Melissa queried.

“What do you mean?” responded my wife.

“I mean play with her,” she said, “she’s such a slut and I like to keep her happy.”

In her former life, I couldn’t imagine my wife fondling another woman, especially one who had no choice, but she stepped up and started playing with the girl. She stroked her ass lightly, fondled her breasts which caused her nipples to stand out like two ripe aching nubs and played with the locks on her pussy until you could see that ‘Wildfire’ was indeed on fire, trembling with desire, quaking with need. I felt sorry for the girl because I knew just how she felt, worked up to the point of insanity and not being able to go.

As my wife stepped back Melissa said, “I love seeing her like that, when she wants it so badly. I only let her have an orgasm once a year on the anniversary of the day that I enslaved her. Why don’t you have your slave kneel down and use his tongue on her a little? It will drive her wild to the point of exhaustion but with those locks she won’t be able to go.”

My wife unharnessed me, removed my bit and pushed me to my knees in front of that beautiful triangle with a firm admonishment to Melissa, “I have to warn you that he is in a league of his own with that tongue. If you really don’t want her to climax, this is a very bad idea.”

Melissa snorted and made some disparaging comment about how men didn’t have a clue how to lick pussy. I got to work. I figured out in under a minute how to bring her over the edge but held back because I thought they might stop me. They enjoyed watching poor ‘Wildfire’ writhe and twist and wiggle and moan for about five minutes when someone going by distracted their attention. That was all I needed and I put her over the top. Her cries of ecstasy caused everyone at the meet to stop talking and watch as her legs gave way and she lay moaning in pleasure on the ground. 

To say Melissa was pissed would be a huge understatement. She was foaming at the mouth she was so angry. After all, this was supposed to be sweet torture and frustration for her hapless slave and now I had undone months of hard work. My wife, on the other hand, was quite amused by the whole scene and by her little smile I could tell that she was proud of me.

Melissa dragged her charge from the ground saying, “Just wait until we get home tonight, I am going to tease you for hours and then I am going to spank you. That’s right, spank. I am going to take you over my knees in that little bad girl position that you hate and I am going to redden your bottom until you are bawling. Then we are going to play tease the pony some more.”

Melissa went off with the poor girl while my wife, still wearing that secret smile, put my bit back on, led me up the ramp and tied me off in the van. She fondled my penis a bit until it started to erect and reflected. “Just think it’s only a week and a day until this ‘little’ thing gets to pretend that it is like a ‘real man’s’ penis, get erect and have a little spurt. Not exactly like a ‘real man’, of course, but I’m sure you will enjoy what I have planned for you.”

With that she left me standing there waiting for the ride home, wondering what she might have planned for my release day.

After the unloading and stabling of the other three men, I was led back to the house to perform my normal function under the table for dinner and then in the den where Shelly and her friends used me mercilessly while watching videos. About eight my wife came in and asked to borrow me, taking me to the back bedroom where I was put to work worshiping her shrine for the next forty-five minutes. When she came down from the last screamer I heard her mutter, “Boy, I could get addicted to that.” I certainly hoped so.

She pulled me back to the den and turned me back over to the terrible trio until Miss Watson was ready for bed. Miss Watson must have been tired because she had me clean her panties while she brushed her teeth and finished in the bathroom then chained me to the footboard and turned off the light.






Chapter Nine

Saturday

 

Saturday dawned and I woke up early and lay quietly, waiting for her to wake up. It was my last day here and I didn’t want to make any mistakes or draw any more attention to myself. I just wanted this nightmare to end so I could get back home and talk some sense into my wife. I just wanted to pour my heart out and finally convince her to let me out of this damn chastity belt and then wank and wank and wank.

When evil-one whispered to me I went like a shot to her side and fell to my work. I had learned my lesson yesterday so I made each one extra special. She allowed me the use of my hands which lent an extra dimension to my symphony on her mound and body. I lightly caressed her nipples, played gently with her breasts, used my fingers to probe her wet passage and used both hands at the same time in both of her holes to bring her to the edge, over the edge, back to the edge, over the edge so many times I’m sure she lost count. I gave her continuous orgasms for an hour. I was one incredible automatic dildo for her.

At the end, when she pushed me away, saying she couldn’t take any more, she lay back and said, “It’s too bad you are nothing but a slave as you probably would have been something as a ‘real man’.” 

Then, almost as an afterthought she added, “No matter, even if you are nothing but a slave, I want you chained up here in my bedroom permanently and I am somehow going to figure out how to convince Sarah to sell you to me. I want that kind of morning every morning.” 

When we got down to eat breakfast everyone else was already eating. In addition to my wife, Shelly, and her three friends, there were three men sitting at the table. Of the three one was very chiseled looking, a man’s man and clearly the kind of man that Miss Watson would like to be on the arm of. The second was just a normal looking guy about thirty years old which made me wonder what he had going for him that got him into this select group. The third was a fat, balding, chubby cheeked, fiftyish man who spoke up immediately leaving little doubt which one was gay.

“Bridgett, darling,” he chirped, “he is luscious, he is divine, oooh, I can’t wait to let him get a taste of Mr. Biggie.”

“I knew you’d like him,” she laughed, “and just wait until you’ve tried him.”

“Oh god no,” I thought. “My worst fears are really going to happen. I am going to suck a cock, no, not just one cock, but rather three cocks. No, no, no, no, no, please no,” 

I know I had been told it was going to happen and I know that I had been training all week for this event but somehow my brain had not wrapped itself around the reality of actually having to do it. I was a normal heterosexual guy and the idea, or even the thought, of putting my mouth around another guys dick had never crossed my mind, well maybe crossed my mind but, not seriously, not as part of any fantasy I had. Licking Miss Piggy was revolting but at least it was a pussy, this was a man’s dick for god’s sake

.

Miss Watson could feel my distress and I swear she was almost wetting herself she was so turned on by my upcoming degradation. I wanted to crawl into a hole and die but instead I was going to have to crawl under that table and do the worst thing I could ever imagine having to do.

To my surprise she grabbed my leash and started dragging me outside to the fence telling them, “We’ll be right back.”

At the fence, she looked down at me and said, “You are going to be working on my friends for a long time and I don’t want anything, like you thinking your bladder is too full, to interfere with their pleasure. So, I want you to lift that leg and pee so we can get back in there and show them that I am the best cocksucker trainer in the world!”

I lifted my leg and peed while she waited patiently for me to finish after which she patted my head whispered, “Good dog, now let’s go back in and make me proud.”

We came back into the house but instead of leading me to the table she pulled me toward the den saying to the men, “Gentlemen this is truly an experience that you are not going to want to share or cheapen by having him suck you while you are eating and we are watching. I am going to put him in the den for you to use at your leisure.”

She pulled me into the den, chained my hands up behind me and left me to my fate, trembling with fear and disgust.

Fat boy was first up. I could see his erection in his pants as he moved to the chair in front of me. He wasted no time in pulling down his pants and underwear tucking his shirt up over his considerable pot-belly and saying, “That mouth looks so delectable. I am so going to enjoy this.”

Maybe he was but I could feel the bile in my throat.

“Before we begin with the main course, however,” he smirked, “I want you to give Mr. Biggie here some foreplay.”

I looked at his crotch and Mr. Biggie it wasn’t. I think I have a fairly normal prick and this thing, at maybe five inches, was at least an inch shorter and certainly thinner than mine. Compared to the training device this was a peanut.

“I know that the training device trains little pussies like you only how to suck. The important first teasing steps are completely left out. I am not like some two-dollar whore that you are going to ‘wham bam thank you ma’am’. I want you to tease me first. When I finish with you, you will have really learned how to please a man.”

As if that were something I wanted to learn.

“Start by gently licking my balls with your tongue, softly, tenderly like you find them succulent,” he advised. “Then I want you to take each one into your mouth separately and suck on it lightly. When you notice that I’m squirming and panting and moaning like I am going to die, I want you to use that velvety tongue to lick all the way up and down my shaft and then swirl it lightly around the head until I’m begging for relief and then, and only then, do what you have been trained for.” 

I did what he asked. I had no choice. I was so ashamed of being used like this, a convenient hole, a pleasure device for men and women, as just a tool to bring pleasure to them that my mind was screaming at me. I knew that no matter what happened in the future I would never be able to erase the filth that was on me. I yearned for last week when I was a normal man and not some bimbo on his knees in front of another man sucking his dick. I had been trained well though and, after we got past the preliminaries and I got that little thing down my throat, I had him shooting his awful tasting spunk into my mouth in less than two minutes. 

I don’t think he believed he had cum that fast. He was stunned, laying there with his dick growing soft in my mouth. Eventually he stirred, pushed me away, pulled his pants up and left the room without saying a thing to me. I heard the first part of his conversation as he returned to the other room.

“OH MY GOD...,” he shouted and then closed the door.

“Oh my god is right” I thought. “That was a piece of cake compared to the machine. Christ, what am I thinking of? Taking pride in sucking off a guy?” 

I leaned back and waited for the next dick to come in.

Pretty boy was next and he didn’t waste any time at all shoving his normal sized dick in my mouth.

“Suck me boy,” he demanded as he grabbed me by the head.

He lasted way longer than Fat boy, which might be why Miss Watson kept him around but, I was a sucking machine and polished him off in less than five minutes. He came and came and came, filling my mouth to overflowing with his filthy seed as I tried to swallow as fast as I could. I think he was ashamed of the fact that I had made him come so easily as he kind of slunk from the room when I was done.

Finally came Average Joe, who turned out to be not so average when he pulled his briefs off. He was as big as the device. Hell, maybe he was the model for the device. I had never seen a real cock that size. I could definitely see why she kept him around. He lasted only five minutes before I was swallowing his sticky fluid and figured that my job was over. He didn’t pull out, however, when it was over, he just said, “Keep sucking fuck face, I’m good for at least two more.”

Now, for sure, I knew why she kept him around. He could probably drive her into the mattress for hours. I brought him off two more times, each taking longer than the last, but even so I got the last one out of him in under ten minutes.

He left and I thought I was done, but here came Fat boy for a second round. I knew with him that I had to take the time to lick and suck his hairy balls which wasn’t any less disgusting the second time. This time when he left he turned and babbled, “I am going to have you, somehow, I am going to have you, you are going to be mine, all mine.”

Christ, I had them rabid over me. This couldn’t be good. I had to get my wife to stop this madness. I had to get out of this damn thing holding my penis down. I had to have relief. I needed to spill my seed and I didn’t give a shit how. 

“Just give me two minutes with my hand,” I thought, “and I will be able to think straight again.” 

I was swimming in self-pity, remorse, shame and helplessness when the next damn dick to be sucked came in and my mouth was again filled with Pretty boy. He didn’t last much longer this time and slunk out again. I think I had an enemy there if he ever got the chance to pay me back.

Right after Pretty boy was done Miss Watson came in and dragged me out to my spot under the table. I could hear them talking and it ran the gamut from Pretty boy saying that I wasn’t so bad (right, like the bastard believed that), to Average Joe stating that I was probably the best mouth he had ever put his tool into, to Fat Boy badgering my wife to please, please sell me to him. He was up to one hundred fifty thousand dollars and I was sure he wasn’t going to stop there.

My wife finally stopped him by saying, “Look, I’m not sure what I’m going to do yet but, if I do tire of him and sell him, I think I should give first rights to Bridgett.”

“First rights?”

After all,” she beamed, “she is the one who introduced me to this powerful new world I have and made it possible for me to own that mouth you covet so much so please, just let it rest for now.”

“Mouth? Mouth?” I thought. “Is that all I am to her now is just a mouth?”

Talking turned to other things so I was able to relax for a few minutes until Shelly reached under the table and pulled me to the den, released my arms and sat down in front of me.

“Ok ‘Tongue boy’,” she said, “show me how well I taught you.” 

She spread her legs and I got to work on her mouth-watering snatch, a real treat after hairy balls. As I brought her up and over, and back up and over and then to the edge for an eternity, and then back down before I let her go over, and on and on for forty minutes I reflected that, indeed, it had been her who really taught me how to listen to a woman’s body and make it great for her. I was exceptionally good at this. On the other hand, I was so horney that I would have done anything for just a few minutes out of that infernal restraint that I stupidly had designed at home to fucking pretend that I wouldn’t get any relief. I had made it to wear for maybe an hour for Christ’s sake and then get to fuck my wife. I had never intended it for eternity.

It was almost noon when the three men drove off. I relaxed a little as I recognized that I probably wouldn’t be forced to perform vile oral service on any more men. After all the only penises left at the ranch were all locked up like mine and I didn’t expect that Miss Watson was planning to treat any of them soon. Wrong again.

After lunch the ladies all gathered in the den with me and “Carla” kneeling in front of them waiting their pleasure.

“I want to have a contest,” declared Miss Watson. “The rules are simple. I am going to release your penis, Carla, and let you have some pleasure with our expert here. The catch is that if he makes you come in under five minutes you will not be granted another spurt for a year. If you can last more than five minutes I promise that I will let you pleasure yourself once a week from now on.”

“Carla” was hyperventilating at that news. 

“His incentive is,” she giggled, “that if he can cause you to erupt in under five minutes he will get his scheduled release next week. If not, he will gain one week for every ten seconds over that mark.”

“One week per ten seconds? God no.”

“Sounds easy, doesn’t it Carla?”

She removed Carla’s cage and ‘her’ penis sprang up to attention. It was slightly larger than normal size and the blood was pulsing in it like it was going to burst. It was apparent to me that his poor member had not had any release in quite some time. I hated the idea that I had to perform such a revolting and demeaning task in front of these women but, I realized that there really were no options, they wanted a show and they were going to have it. My disincentive if I failed was so strong there was no way I wasn’t going to give it to them.

The women got comfortable and then very quiet. Miss Watson crossed to a chair, sat down and with a sardonic look on her face softly said, “Begin.”

I was on him in a second and, not to brag, but the poor boy didn’t have a chance. There was no way that I was going to take a chance on even one more day of not getting to cum. I went right for the gold, screw all the foreplay. I got his dick in my mouth and did what I had been trained to do. I did what, evidently, I was one of the best in the world at. I used my lips, my tongue, the back of my throat and I had his filthy seed in my mouth in thirty seconds. There was no way he could have ever lasted five minutes. He was pole axed. His world had just fallen apart and he was facing another year locked in his cage. I knew had made another serious enemy.

The girls went crazy. They were screaming, rolling on the floor, jumping up and down and generally carrying on like what they had seen was one of the signal events in their lives. For my part, I was proud and ashamed at the same time. In the back of my brain it was sinking in that I would be spending most of my life with that feeling if things didn’t change when we left here.

When things calmed down Miss Watson locked the cage back on “Carla”, fondled ‘her’ now shrunken member and chided, “You poor thing. If only you had lasted longer it would have been so much different for you. You always did have a hair trigger though, didn’t you? That’s why I turned you into my slave. I hated that tendency that left me frustrated every time. Well, now it is you who will be frustrated for an entire year! Wow, it makes me hot just thinking of it.”

She looked around wildly for a moment and her eyes lingered longingly on me but I was the star and she couldn’t take the star. She turned back to ‘Carla’.

“Come with me,” she demanded and dragged the poor wretch from the room.

My wife came over and looked at me with a strange expression on her face, then ruffled my hair and said, “I guess you must be as good as they say. I don’t know how we are going to keep you in practice when we get home. I will have to give that some thought.”

As she walked away I considered her last statement. “Keep me in practice,” I thought. “How would that be possible? She didn’t have any male friends, did she? Maybe she knew some guys at work but certainly not someone that she would be willing to let in on my new status. Did she? Shit, if she did I was royally fucked, as if I wasn’t already royally fucked.”

I was left alone kneeling there for the next two hours while everyone was off doing something. I could hear Shelly and the girls tormenting the boys in the barn and I got a glimpse of my wife and Miss Watson later out by the pool being served snacks by “Carla”.

About three in the afternoon my wife came in carrying her overnight bag, chained my hands up, put a gag in my mouth and told me to stand up. Pulling me through the house, she stopped for a minute by Miss Watson to wish her goodbye and discuss something about meeting up for a party next Saturday. The two ladies then walked to our van with me being led along behind them. My wife retrieved my coat from the van, put it around me and then told me to climb in as before.

From my position in the back I heard the parting words from Miss Watson, “Here, take this remote, it will come in handy. I guess we’ll see you Saturday.”

“Thank you,” replied my wife. “I can’t thank you enough. I can’t remember when I have had so much fun in a week and, I must say, that I am really thankful for educating me as to my husband’s rightful place.”

“My rightful place?”

“Goodbye and see you next week,” she finished.

Then the van was moving and we were finally heading home. My head was filled with ideas as to how to approach her once she removed my gag at home. Actually, I guess it was if she removed the gag at home but, she had to sometime. I still felt that this had just started to teach me a lesson and that now that I obviously had learned it she would see the sense in returning to our past life. We had a good marriage, fun, dinners, dancing, movies, talking, trips together, sometimes fights, but then making love. I hoped she remembered because I did and I wanted it back.

When we got home it was only dusk and I was worried that the neighbors might see us but it didn’t seem to bother her in the least as she grabbed her bag and pulled me out of the van and into the house. After removing my coat, she led me into the family room and told me to kneel and keep my eyes on the floor. She then walked around in front of me to where I could see her feet.

“In a few minutes, I am going to take that gag out,” she said. “When I do I do not want to hear one word from you. I know what you are thinking. You think that I just did this to teach you a lesson and you are right, it did start that way. I got sick of all your whining for me to be more dominant and to degrade you so, when I met Bridgett I thought it was an opportunity to bring you down a notch. After the first day, I started to feel sorry for you. I could see that this was way more than you expected and you weren’t enjoying yourself and I thought I’d give you one more day and then let you off the hook. Then you tried to pull the same old bullshit of trying to talk me out of what we were doing and let you loose. That pissed me off and I decided that you were going to live out your fantasy, even if it was hell, for the full week.”

She paused for a moment and continued very softly, “What happened next was totally unexpected. I found that it turned me on to see you groveling like that. I found that I liked the attention I was getting and then you started giving me those breathtaking climaxes and I never wanted to go back to our old life.”

“What I am trying to say,” she said sadly, “is that I like controlling you. I like the power I have now. I like the orgasms. I like my new life and I like denying you the pleasure of having an erection or to being able to cum. The result is that you are now my slave and I intend to keep you naked, collared and denied frequent orgasms for the rest of your life. I don’t have any plan to sell you but it depends, somewhat, on your behavior. You need to accept your position, you need to be attentive, you need to continue to please me with that tongue like you have and, most importantly, you need to do anything and I do mean anything I demand. All of the rules you learned at the farm apply.”

The impact of those words was more than I could stand. I couldn’t have spoken even if I hadn’t been gagged.

“Do you understand?” she asked sweetly.

I could only nod my head. How could I have fucked up so badly? I didn’t want this, I really didn’t. I wanted to stand up and hold her. I wanted to stand up and kiss her. I knew at last that this was no longer a game and I had become what I had asked for, a slave to someone who only thought of their pleasure, their needs and their wants. I was just something to be used, to be treated like a thing or an animal. I was dead as a man in her eyes.

“I hope you truly understand, she said. “It means that you will be gagged much of the time, except when I need that mouth or I am feeding you. It means that you will live here as my slave until I tire of you so, it behooves you to work really hard to keep me happy. Now I need that mouth. Remember, if you speak I will just increase your release date.”

She pulled me to the couch, sat down, removed my gag and I fell to my work. I made it great for her. I used everything I learned. I brought her over the edge time and time again because the message was clear. She had no plans to sell me, yet. That ‘yet’ was a huge obstruction in front of me, a giant warning sign, because, as bad as this was I absolutely did not want to be in this position with Miss Watson or, god forbid, Miss Piggy or Fat Boy.

Later she gagged me and chained me, for the night, to the eye-bolt in the upstairs bathroom that I had installed for her to use when she wanted to leave me for long periods of time in my old pretend world. The chain was long enough to use the toilet, shower and drink from the sink, more importantly it was long enough to reach the bed. All she had to do is leave food and I could be left for days. There was no place for me to sleep but she threw two comforters and a pillow on the floor for my use.

“I am going to have to make some permanent arrangements for you downstairs but for now I can’t take the chance of you doing something stupid so you will be here for a few days,” she explained.

I lay down and contemplated the long lonely years ahead.






Chapter Ten

The Next Few Weeks

 

Sunday was a dismal dawn. Actually, it looked like it was going to be a beautiful day but considering my position and mood I knew that every day was going to be dismal. My wife called me to her bed just as had Miss Watson for the past eight mornings and I leapt to perform just as I had for her. Only the pussy in front of my face had changed. We she was satiated she took care of what she needed to in the bathroom and then went downstairs. She brought food up for me to eat after which I could hear her talking most of the morning on the phone. She reappeared just past noon with more food, grinning like a Cheshire cat.

“It amazes me how many businesses are open on Sundays,” she proclaimed. “I have been making some calls to fix up the house for your new life. It seems that it will take until Tuesday or Wednesday to get everything arranged so, you will have to stay chained up here until then.”

I didn’t see her again for the rest of the day until she brought dinner and quickly left again. With nothing to do my thoughts continually turned to my desire to play with myself. There were plenty of her dirty underwear in the hamper in the bathroom and I foolishly kept getting them out and sniffing them which just inflamed me more. I was going nuts with boredom and arousal. It’s amazing how quickly something becomes an obsession that you took for granted when it was there for the taking.

Bedtime was at least a relief from boredom, if not arousal, as she wanted a performance from me and I gave her one. Just before she turned off the lights she said dreamily, “It’s strange how life turns out sometimes, but, I really like how it has.”

I was way past crying myself to sleep so I just covered up and lay down.

The next day, Monday, was pretty much like the day before except I could hear workmen in the house and out in the yard. What they were doing I couldn’t say but there was a lot of hammering and sawing going on. I could hear my wife talking with several people and on the phone. I was curious but figured that I would find out in a few days anyway and it probably wasn’t good.

At the end of the day she brought me my dinner and informed me, “We’ve had a very productive day today so it looks like everything will be finished by the end of tomorrow. I am going out tonight with one of the men who has been working hard to fix up the house so I don’t have to keep you locked up here all the time. I will be back late but, you had better be awake as I will need you.”

She had me bathe her, dry her, powder her, brush out her hair and, after putting on her makeup, dress her. What she had me put on her were things she hadn’t worn in a long time for me. Black sexy panties, really cute black lacy bra, black sheath dress and her red ‘fuck me’ pumps. She looked incredible and I wanted her so badly I was trembling but, the sexy outfit wasn’t for me. She grabbed her black purse and swept out of the room without a backward glance.

I heard her return at one in the morning. I could hear her footsteps softly climbing the stairs to where I was kneeling in wait. Her makeup looked a bit worse for wear. When she had me undress her, I was distressed to see that her panties were missing. This wouldn’t be good. She turned, walked to the bed lay down and spread her legs and remarked, “I left them at Richard’s house and he left a mess for you to clean up so get busy because I want to go to sleep.”

“One fucking week,” I thought, “and my wife of ten years is cheating on me and acting like it’s no big deal.” 

It made me sick at heart.

“Just clean,” she demanded, “I’m too sore for a lot of stimulation right now.”

I crouched between her legs and licked his odious scum from her beautiful but very puffy looking pussy. It didn’t taste any better second hand than it did direct from the source and it made me wonder how women did it, how they swallowed this stuff like it was champagne. 

She didn’t make me work at it too long before she shoved me away, snapped off the light and roughly demanded, “Go to bed. I’m sleepy and I have another full day tomorrow fixing things up for you.”

I crawled over to my comforters wishing that I could go into the bathroom and rinse the horrible taste from my mouth but I feared she might hear me and get angry. I lay sleepless for quite a while before weariness overcame me.

I woke up to the sounds of someone ringing the doorbell insistently. It was already nine and my wife was still in bed sleeping. The incessant ringing finally woke her. She jumped out of bed, threw on a skimpy dressing gown and rushed off to get the door. Upon her return, she muttered something about ‘the workmen’ and had me dress her in jeans and a tank top, no bra. It seemed kind of a provocative way to dress for workmen but I supposed that her new lover Richard was one of them.

I didn’t see her for the rest of the day. I could hear people working downstairs but she didn’t come back, not even to bring me meals. I was rather hungry when she finally showed up about six with a dish of food and promptly left me alone again. I could hear that someone was still downstairs because scraps of conversation drifted up from time to time. Then the conversation stopped and I could hear the distinctive sounds of lovemaking. I was heartsick to think that, in such a short time things could have degenerated to the point that she would cuckold me in my own home while I was close by and could hear her do it.

I heard them go at it at least three times before there were sounds of him leaving and she wandered upstairs to the bedroom. She hadn’t bothered to put anything on after they were done and all she did was just lay down, snap her fingers and point to her cunt.

When I finished she walked to the bathroom, brushed her teeth, returned to her bed and snapped out the light.

“Get some sleep ‘Mouth’ because tomorrow is a big day for you.”

I knew that a big day for me wasn’t going to be enjoyable but, as I drifted off to sleep, I didn’t have a clue as to how big it was going to be.

In the morning, she had me bathe her but didn’t ask for any sexual attention. After her bath, she put on a robe, locked my hands behind me, unlocked me from the chain and led me downstairs. I waited by the table while she fixed herself something to eat saying, “Once we get you sorted out you will be fixing all the meals.”

After breakfast, we went into the family room where I waited while she got out the video and tripod and set them up facing the couch. She was gone for a few minutes, returning with one of my really nice blue shirts.

Looking at me with a genuinely evil grin she said, “Now we, or rather you, are going to make a video. I am going to unlock your hands and the locks on your wrists and neck. I want you to remove your collar and your wrist cuffs and put on this shirt and sit on the couch. Think twice about trying anything but what I tell you to. I have the remote and I will use it at level seven which will put you on the ground for at least ten minutes and may do permanent damage to those precious jewels dangling between your legs.”

I believed her. After she unlocked me I removed the collar and cuffs, put on the shirt and sat down on the couch. She fiddled with the camera a bit and then handed me a sheet of paper.

“I want you to read this very sincerely when I turn on the camera,” she said.

I read the page and was overwhelmed. She couldn’t possibly expect me to read this. I looked up at her and said, “But honey...”

ZAP.

The stun to my nuts doubled me over. God that hurt.

“That was level five. The next time will be level six. Now read it!”

I looked up again and started to open my mouth when she hit with the shock collar again.

ZAP.

I doubled over and fell off the couch and onto the rug. My nuts felt like she might have done permanent damage to them. It took five minutes before I could get back up on the couch. She waited patiently.

“I don’t want to hear it,” she said. “I know what you are going to say and I don’t fucking care. You are going to read that into the camera like you really mean it or I am going to keep increasing the level until you do, or you lose those grapes you are so proud of.”

I picked the paper up and waited for her command.

“Rolling,” she said. Like she was a director and I was an actor, well, I guess I was, so I read the damn thing.

“Sarah, I guess if you are watching this video then I finally got my courage up enough to give it to you. I am making this video because I want to change the way we live. I have always dreamed of being a slave, of being owned by a beautiful stern woman, of being treated like nothing more than an object, of being forced to serve you or whoever you choose and of having you totally control my life including when or if I can have any sexual pleasure. I am stating for the record that this video is proof that I am asking this of my own free will, without being coerced in any way. One more thing, no matter what, I am not ever to be believed if I say that I want to change my mind or that I was tricked. I really want this and I want to ensure that there is no way I can back out. Please, Sarah, enslave me and make me your toy.”

“Cut,” she laughed and turned off the camera.

I stared at her. She was what I had asked for. She was the epitome of every fantasy I had ever asked for. I didn’t want it anymore. 

“I accept,” she crowed, “now get off my couch, take that fucking shirt off and put your cuffs and collar back on.”

I sank to my knees and did what she wanted. She was really holding all the cards now. There was no possibility that I would ever be able to convince anyone who had seen this tape that I hadn’t really meant it.

Locking my cuffs and collar she drew me to the coffee table where there was an impressive stack of papers. I looked at her questioningly.

“Some stuff for you to sign. The top one is your ‘slave contract’ which gives me absolute power over you. I know it isn’t legally binding but, with the video I think it makes a strong case. The next one is our divorce decree that gives everything to me and the last few are formalities like the quit claim for the house, your retirement, your car title and I not sure what all but, basically everything you have.”

I was stunned. This was atrocious.

“The pen is right there,” she said, “and the remote is right here in my hand so I suggest that you pick it up and sign.”

I was screwed by my own fantasy but, I didn’t want to live life as a eunuch, so I signed. I thought that I was past tears but a lot of those pages had water spots on them.

When I finished my wife said, “Crawl around behind me while I explain the changes I have made here.”

The changes were simple but effective. She had fenced the yard so the neighbors couldn’t see in. She had ringed the house with an invisible fence to ensure that I couldn’t leave and she had installed a sturdy cage in the basement to put me in when she was going to be out or didn’t need me. She had a speaker system installed in the basement so she could let me listen in while caged to whatever activities she might be doing in the rest of the house.


“I might want to let you know how much fun I’m having at times when I have guests who don’t know that I have a toy caged up in the basement,” she explained. Then she opened her robe and sat on the couch.“Richard has to be out of town until Sunday and I’m really worked up so I need you in your proper spot servicing me.”

The rest of the week was spent either cleaning the house, fixing her meals, taking care of her personal needs, kneeling between her legs doing my primary job or crouching in the cage in the basement. I spent the entire night in the basement Friday night when she went out to dinner and a movie with her friend Kathy and didn’t even bother to check on me when she came home. For my part I sneaked into her laundry and got out her panties whenever I got a chance alone. My penis ached and all I could do was make it worse for myself by stupid acts like that. I prayed that nothing changed her mind about Saturday because I needed to cum.

Saturday dawned with me in the basement waiting for her to wake up and let me out. She came down about nine and was so worked up she just sat down on the top of the cage and had me service her through the bars.

“It’s like a drug to me now,” she explained, “besides its so much more convenient not having to worry about your pleasure. I can just indulge myself on your soft tongue and let myself go. I wish I had let you talk me into this ten years ago.”

When she finished I spent the rest of the day at my usual duties, give her head, breakfast, clean the house, make the bed, give her head, do her laundry, make lunch, give her head, dust, wash the dishes, give her head. In the afternoon, she had me prepare finger food for a few guests that were coming over. I wasn’t sure who else was coming but I knew from her parting conversation with Miss Watson that she would be joining us.

When the doorbell rang at seven I shivered thinking about the new forms of degradation she had planned for me tonight. It was clear that I was going to be a great part of the evening’s entertainment so I wasn’t too surprised when all four of the evil ones from the farm trooped into the family room where I was waiting on my knees. Shelly walked over and immediately grabbed my leash and led me to the den where she sat in a chair, pulled off her panties and motioned to her velvety mound.

“I have missed that tongue,” she said. “I need it now!”


When she finished she left me kneeling in the den. After her there was a steady stream of pussy in front of me for the rest of the night. I lost track of how many times I made each of them go as it went on for hours. They were insatiable and as soon as one left another took her place.

Miss Watson seemed especially pleased to see me and commented, “I forgot just how damned talented you are. I do hope your wife tires of you someday because I could get used to having that tongue work on me like that every day.”

My wife had been conspicuous by her absence. I suppose she figured that she could use me any time and to let her guests have more time with me. At eleven, just after I had serviced Shelly for the umpteenth time, my wife came in and pulled me into the family room where they were all gathered, drinking wine and conversing. In the center of the room I saw a blow-up doll lying on its back with a semi-realistic pussy between its legs. A bad feeling started washing over me. I knew that one way or another this degrading device had something to do with my wife’s promise that I would be allowed to spurt today.

She pulled me in front of the doll, chained my hands behind my back and then took out her key and unlocked my dick. It sprang to attention. After all it had been two weeks and no amount of shame, no amount of fear, no amount of degradation was going to hold him down. Actually, it was just because I got off on degradation that I had gotten myself into this plight in the first place so, the shame of being in front of these women like this and the trepidation of what they were going to make me do caused me to have an epic boner.

“You have five minutes,” my wife declared. “You are to stick that pitiful thing in that doll and you have five minutes to squirt your filthy seed into it. After that you will be re-locked.”

“Fuck a blow-up doll? Fuck a blow-up doll?”

“One other detail,” she explained. “Miss Watson will be behind you to spur you on a bit with the whip and to start fixing in your mind that your pleasure, when I allow it, will always come with pain.”

“Pleasure?”

“Your five minutes starts now.”

I fell forward and tried to get my cock into the doll. It was almost impossible with my hands behind me and that evil bitch slashing me with the whip from time to time. The laughing and jeering from the rest of the women didn’t distract me at all but I wasted the first two minutes just getting inside. After that nothing could stop me, not the whip, not the mockery, not even the words of derision from my wife. In fact, while my face filled up with blood because of the shame, so did my dick. Once I got inside I didn’t last a minute before I erupted. I have never in my life had an orgasm like that one. My vision clouded over. I passed out for a few seconds. I forgot where I was. I forgot the past two weeks of hell. I forgot everything and totally lost myself in the pleasure of the moment. My orgasm seemed to go on and on and I never wanted it to end. It was almost worth the two weeks of abstinence for the force of that discharge.

 I wasn’t done with that feeling and the afterglow when the blows to my ass reached such intensity that I was forced back to reality.

“Pull out you fucker,” screamed Miss Watson as the blows continued to descend. 

I pulled out and tried to squirm away from the whip but she followed me screeching, “You went over the five minutes you little worm and I am going to show you what happens when you don’t follow orders. Turn over!”

I turned over and before I realized what she was going to do she landed three stinging blows on my still erect penis. I’m sure that my screams had to have been heard by the neighbors. I have never felt that kind of pain before. It was worse than when she shoved the dildo up my ass. It was sadistic. My penis started bleeding and shriveled up to nothing.

“We won’t do that again, will we?” she stated rhetorically as she reached down and reattached my restraint.

I lay on the floor sobbing thinking that the worst was over when my wife calmly announced, “Get that mouth on your lover’s pussy and clean her up so she will be all sweet for the next time.”

The women hooted and jeered as I was forced to lick my own seed from the fake vagina on the doll. It didn’t taste any better than any of the other sperm I had been forced to consume. In fact, it tasted worse.

“Remember when you used to make me swallow?” my wife asked. “That will never happen again. From now on, on the infrequent occasions that I allow it, every drop of ejaculate that comes out of that little pecker is going in your mouth. You have had ten years of me consuming that swill to make up to me and at the rate I intend to let you pay me back it will be the rest of your life to do it.”

Now that the main event was over the party wound down and the ladies said their goodbyes and left. I started cleaning up without being asked but my wife wanted my tongue so I left it and it was off to bed.

The next few weeks went by in a blur. My days didn’t vary much and I spent a lot of time, when my wife was out with Richard, gagged and caged in the basement. Sometimes I was in my cage when she had him in the house and she would let me listen in on their lovemaking. I was always used for cleanup if she could get away from him after sex. Friday and Saturday were the worse as she sometimes left me for the whole weekend with just a bucket to take care of my personal needs.






Chapter Eleven

Two Months Later

 

About two months into my captivity Richard was out of town and she had her friend Kathy over for dinner at and a movie. She snapped the speakers on so that I could hear her having a lovely evening while I remained hunkered down in my cage. I could hear them eating and then watching a movie and talking. Kathy had asked where I was as she hadn’t seen me for a while and I didn’t hear my wife’s response. I wasn’t paying a lot of attention until I heard my own voice.

As I heard myself say the words she had forced me to immortalize on the video I thought, “Oh my god, she is letting her friend Kathy know about me.” 

Kathy was a beautiful girl. She was a local model, slim, long legs, defined face, luscious lips, great body and attitude. She and I had never hit it off. In fact, we detested each other. I thought she was too haughty and she thought I was worthless and didn’t understand why my wife had ever married me. The thought that she was going to maybe see me like this was very disturbing and shameful.

When the tape came to an end I could hear the excitement in Kathy voice.

“Is this real?” she bubbled. “He really wants to be your salve?”


“Yes, he does,” replied my wife.

“Wow, I can’t believe it, he seems so serious. What are you going to do about it, anything?”

“I already have,” said my wife. “I gave him what he wanted.”

I didn’t like this. I could see she had a plan and it was not going to be pleasant.

“I wasn’t sure at first, but he kept telling me that it was really what he wanted,” she lied, “so I made him into my slave.”


“How, where, what...” sputtered Kathy.

“Well, that was easy because he wanted it so badly that he told me and showed me what to do to make sure he could never change his mind,” she continued the lie.

“I don’t believe it, a slave, wow a slave, I mean do you make him do all the housework when he comes home. Do you make him serve you and bathe you and give you great long satisfying screwings?” Kathy asked.

“You don’t exactly understand,” explained my wife, “he doesn’t go to work and he doesn’t get any sex. He is a slave. I keep him naked. I keep him gagged much of the time and when he isn’t working he is chained to an eye-bolt that he installed in the master bathroom or he is kept in a cage in the basement.”

“You are just putting me on, right?” Kathy quipped. “No one would actually do that.”

“He’s down in the basement right now if you’d like to see him,” she boasted.

“This I have to see,” said Kathy and I heard them moving to the stairs.

I could see Kathy’s legs first as she descended. She was wearing a very short tight skirt and I could almost see her panties. My damn traitorous dick tried to get hard. I was in immediate agony. When they came over to the cage she stopped right in front of me. I kept my eyes down as I had been taught but those delectable legs were right in front of me and I could just see a tiny bit of her panties. I was quivering with shame and arousal at the same time.

“Why you little shit,” she sneered. “You have always treated me like dirt when all along you just wanted someone to put you in your place.”

Turning to Sarah she asked, “How often do you let him out of that penis thing?”

“He has been out only twice in the past two months,” she replied.

“That’s twice too many times for the little reptile if you ask me. I think once a year would be enough,” she growled. “Can we let him out of the cage, do you whip him, does he eat pussy?”

She was almost pissing her panties she was so beside herself at this turn of events.

“Yes, yes, and yes,” said my wife. “In fact, the third yes is HELL YES. He is better at pussy than you will believe. He is addictive.”

My wife, well, I guess my owner is a better description as the divorce was final and she was now my ex-wife, opened the cage and I followed behind them up the stairs. From this vantage point I could see Kathy’s ass and yummy looking snatch. While I wouldn’t get to do with it what I really wanted it was pretty clear that I was going to be allowed to pleasure that heavenly spot with my tongue. I hadn’t liked her comment about once a year. Once a month or so was killing me and by my reckoning I was overdue for a spurt.

Upstairs my wife whispered in my ear reminding me not to talk and then released my gag.

“What would you like to do first?” my wife inquired.

“I want it all,” Kathy replied, “but I want to savor this moment so, first I want the little worm to get us more wine. I want to see him being a servant, on his knees in his proper place. Then I think he can be our table while we talk a bit about this whole thing. Then I want to hear him scream and then I want to sample that tongue you bragged about.”

I played servant and table for a while as my ex-wife recounted how I came to be her slave, lying, of course, about what had really transpired.

Then she came to the real reason that she had exposed me to Kathy. It seems that Richard had business in South America and wanted my owner to join him in Rio for two weeks in the sun and fun. It was simple. She needed someone to watch her property.

Kathy squealed with glee at the prospect of having me under her thumb for two weeks and gave my owner an emphatic YES. I didn’t know what the bitch had planned but I knew that she had a mean streak in her that I was sure would translate into hell for me.

Eventually Kathy couldn’t stand the savoring anymore and got right to the action. She and my owner whipped me until my ass was a mass of welts while trading tips on technique and placement. Then Kathy, who was new to this and thus I guess a bit shy, led me to the den where she had me reach up under her skirt and relieve her of her panties. Sitting down she motioned to me and said, “Since I’ve known you I could see you lusting after me. I could see how badly you wanted to get into my panties. I’ll bet you never thought it would be like this did you?”

She spread her legs and heaven opened up before me. I hopelessly wanted to take her with my cock right then and there. What devil had driven me to this state-of-affairs where I would never get to use my penis like that again?

She smirked and said, “Make it good and I’ll spare you another whipping.”

Make it good? I was way better than that. I showed her how someone who knew what they were doing could eat pussy. I had her screaming within five minutes and kept her at it for thirty more. She was sobbing and collapsed in the chair like a wet noodle when I was done. Make it good indeed!

When we got back to the family room my owner had this huge grin on her face and couldn’t help remarking, “I could hear you all the way out here. I hate to brag but, I told you so.”

Kathy was so pleased that the rest of the night went very smoothly and I was pretty much left alone. I did overhear that the Rio trip was in two weeks and realized that the blush of semi-tenderness that Kathy felt right now would be all gone by then. 

Two weeks later my ex went off in a flurry of excitement and anticipation on her trip to Rio with now serious boyfriend Richard. She left me in the clutches of her friend Kathy. She didn’t even come downstairs to say goodbye. At least she had taken pity on my frustration the last night before the trip and had allowed me to fuck my doll. The whole thing had been kind of mechanical on her part like she was doing an unpleasant but necessary chore.

She and Richard were quite an item now but at least she hadn’t screwed up her courage to expose me to him. I was sure that when that finally happened it meant I would resume my career as one of the world’s best cocksuckers.

She was barely out the door before Kathy descended the stairs and looked at me evilly saying, “We are going to have so much fun this week, you and I. Well, I am definitely going to have fun anyway, but you probably won’t.”

She got me out of the cage and led me to the den where she pulled off her skirt and panties, sat down and spread her legs. She must have remembered how she felt two weeks ago and wanted to start right off with my mouth. No leading up to it with drinks and conversation and whipping, she was going right for the gold.

She leaned forward to remove my gag and I could see her pear shaped breasts down the neck of her blouse. She wasn’t wearing a bra and her nipples looked like you could cut glass with them. I bet she was gushing down below also.

When she leaned back for me to start I decided that this was probably my last opportunity to try to extricate myself from the travesty that my life had become.

“Kathy,” I started, “I don’t really want to live like this. I was tricked into...”

“Shut Up!” she bellowed. “Sarah said that you would try to convince me of something like that and that I was to tell you that you just earned another month in that restraint. Now eat me!”

“But Kathy,” I protested, “I really was...”

“God damn it I said Shut Fucking Up!” she boomed again. “Sarah said that you would keep it up and I was to tell you that you just earned two more months and if you speak again six months and the next time a year. Also, if you call me Kathy again I will blister that little butt until it bleeds.”

“Two more months? Please nooo!”

“One more thing,” she whispered, “I don’t give a shit if you wanted this or not. I don’t give a shit if you were tricked. I like this arrangement and I wouldn’t let you go anyway. Now, put that mouth to the use that god intended!”

I was crushed. My last chance and my owner had anticipated my actions. I would never be anything more than I was today, an instrument for someone else’s pleasure, frustration and sadistic tendencies. As I bent to my task I reflected that I had hit rock bottom. Wrong again!

The next two weeks flew by, at least for Kathy. For me it was the same old grind with a few new twists. She liked to degrade me, she liked to tease me, she like to have me dildo fuck myself while she laughed and took pictures of me. She made me bend double and lick the end of my own penis, more pictures. She set up an internet site and uploaded pictures of me doing degrading acts. People were paying her to view my pictures. 

It wasn’t long before she set up live-cams to let people keep track of my daily life. She was very careful to keep her own face hidden. She had me bring her off three or four times a day and always on camera. I wondered what the people watching thought, did they just think it was a made-up show?

She especially liked to tease me for hours. My owner had left her the key to my restraint and one of her favorite activities was to tie me across the table in the family room with my penis sticking up in the air desperately wanting to be stroked to orgasm. She would spend hours watching TV, bringing me to the brink and then backing off before I could achieve release. When I moaned and complained too loudly she just gagged me and went on with her teasing.

At the end of the two weeks she packed up all the cameras, warning me that I wouldn’t be believed if I tried to snitch on her and if she heard that I had tried, I wouldn’t want to be left alone with her ever again.

My owner returned and all it meant was that the pussy stuffed in my face was different.






Chapter Twelve

The Next Six Months

 

Things had heated up between my wife and Richard after Rio to the extent that I didn’t see much of her. She was spending two nights a week at his house and he was spending two nights here. She put a lock on the basement door so he couldn’t stumble on me by accident. I spent a lot of time in my cage. My trying to talk to Kathy had extended my release date by two months so my release wasn’t an issue for her. Actually, the way she was treating me, I didn’t think that she even gave my needs a second thought.

She let Kathy come over sometimes on those nights that she was at Richard’s and she always put me through my paces. She had made a great deal of money from her postings of my suffering on the internet and this gave her more chances to record extra video and pictures to post. I don’t know what kind of people paid to view her site but surely they were two different mentalities. The two most popular and requested activities were, that of me running a dildo in and out of my own asshole while licking the end of my restrained dick and me serving her personally in the bath, soaping her breasts, pussy and ass and then serving as a stool while she sat on my back, naked, putting on her makeup and fixing her hair. The last one I could understand as touching her hard body and watching her in the mirror preening was always very erotic and caused me a lot of suffering. The first one, however, didn’t do a thing for me and I wondered what type of person got something out of it. Well, now that I think of it, probably someone like me, to whom such a scene would have been exciting to imagine that it was I in the poor bastard’s place, being forced to do those disgusting things. The reality was different.

Richard liked to have his dick sucked. I knew that because when they would stay home she would turn the sound on to torment me and I could hear him talk her into it. I also knew from experience that she didn’t like doing it. She may have liked it, or maybe just tolerated it, before her new awakening to female power but, she definitely hated it now and only did it to please him.

Looking back it was like a neon sign what her plan was, as she led him to be more and more passive during the times she sucked him. First she asked him to keep his hands by his side. Then she convinced him to let her tie them down. Then she convinced him to let her blindfold him so he couldn’t see what she was doing. It would ‘heighten the experience’ and ‘surprise him’ by not knowing what was coming next. Richard was homophobic and the whole thing was just a sham to introduce me to him as the primary sucker of his snake. 

The third time she had him tied up and blindfolded she told him she would be right back and left him to bring me from the basement.

“You are going to suck Richard off,” she whispered to me as she let me out. “You are going to be very careful that he doesn’t know that it isn’t me. You will make it incredible for him as I know that you can. When you are done keep his dick in your mouth until it gets hard again but don’t let him go the second time. Are we clear?”

I nodded yes and we went up to pull a fast one on Richard.


“Ok baby, I’m back,” she purred, “and this time I think that you are going to be shocked by how good I can do this.”

With that she pushed me at his member which I swallowed with my mouth. He was a piece of cake, already worked up by her and badly wanting to come I brought him gently over the edge in about two minutes. Not one of my stellar efforts but I figured that I better hold something back for the future because the way things were developing this was going to be long term duty.

After I swallowed his sticky mess his dick softened a bit and he said, “Honey that was great but could you please stop because I’m really sensitive and that kind of hurts.” 

She didn’t say anything and I just kept sucking. It didn’t take long and his cock was fully erect again. I brought him almost to the brink three times. He was moaning and crying and begging for her to please finish him off.

He was startled when she spoke because he thought her mouth was full. 

“I have a surprise for you honey,” she said. “I think you know by now that it isn’t my mouth on your dick.”

“Wh…what?”

“Do you want it to continue?” she asked.

“Yes, oh god, please, yes,” he stammered.

“Ok sweetie, in a minute I am going to let you explode, but first I want to remove your blindfold so you can see who it is I have down there.”

She whipped off the blindfold and the look of horror and disgust on his face as I looked up at him was priceless, almost worth having to suck his ugly member. His dick wasn’t horrified or disgusted. His body betrayed him.

“Bring him over!” she demanded and I finished him off while she snapped pictures to record the event.

I could see that he was bothered by the whole scene but it was a fait accompli, the homophobe had been sucked off by a guy, twice, and she had pictures to prove it.

“Before I release you I want to explain,” she said.

“Here comes another big lie,” I thought.

“This is my ex-husband who begged to be my slave. He implored me to keep him as an animal, use him, keep him frustrated, abuse him and make him suck dicks,” she lied. 

“Well, at least the last one was a lie,” I reflected. “I guess I really had asked for the rest.”

“He has been locked up here for six months now and will be spending the rest of his life serving like this,” she explained. “I don’t want to have to hide him anymore. I want to share him with you. I want you to use him however you want, to fetch things for you, to fix meals for you and to suck you off whenever you want.”

I could see that Richard was uncomfortable with the idea. Perhaps if I had been a woman he might have been turned on but, I saw that the idea of calling on a man to blow him, even if it was a non-entity, like I, was not appealing to him. She worked on him a while before she released his hands, then had me do non-threatening things for the rest of the evening.

She was smart, I can say that. She sensed Richard’s reluctance and went slowly. For the first week, she still had me sleep in the basement and only used me for her pleasure when he wasn’t in the house. By the second week she installed me in the bedroom and used me for her cleanup after he had deposited a huge load in her cunt. 

Then the third week she coaxed him, “Richard it’s stupid for you to get up and use a wash cloth to clean off your dick, that’s what we have a slave for.”

Richard didn’t like it but she eventually won and I cleaned his dick each time they made love which, because they were still in that first blush of a relationship and couldn’t keep their hands off each other, was every night and almost every morning.


With the settlement from the divorce my owner had several hundred thousand dollars and had quit her job. This meant she was home every day keeping me busy cleaning, cooking, and giving head several times a day. 

Then Kathy started coming over and joining in and things got out of hand. I don’t think my wife had ever had a sexual experience with another woman before Miss Watson but, with Kathy close at hand using my tongue along with my owner using it and both of them being semi-naked,  one thing led to another and suddenly I was in the middle of a threesome. An unsatisfying threesome for me, but certainly part of many men’s fantasies. If I could have stuck my dick into those delectable holes which were constantly flashed in front of my face it would have been mine also

.

One Thursday when Richard was gone Kathy came through the door with a bag in her hand and an evil smile on her face. She cocked her head and said forcefully to my wife, “I want to show you something. I know that you thought that this turd had a nice dick and now you are all ga-ga on Richard’s but, I think after you have had this in your tunnel you will never want to go back.”

She pulled out a strap-on that was the size of Miss Watson’s training device and we all went upstairs. Kathy stripped down and put the monster on.

“Strip, Sarah,” she demanded and damned if my owner didn’t leap out of her clothes and kneel down in front of Kathy like she was her slave.

“Beg me Sarah,” she hissed and damned if she didn’t beg her.

I knelt by the bed while my ex-wife’s friend plowed my ex-wife’s cunt for an hour. By the screaming and begging and moaning for more I guess it was better than the real thing. It was for sure bigger than mine and bigger than Richard’s but I thought…well, I thought it was technique, foreplay, attention, rhythm, sixth sense, pacing... I thought size didn’t matter. I guess I was wrong.

My owner was like a kitten when Kathy was done with her. They snuggled and kissed and whispered to each other for a long time and then my owner put the big boy on and they reversed roles. Imagine this…two sleek, sexy, beautiful women making love to each other right in front of you. Flashes of perky hard nippled breasts, perfectly formed bodies, wonderful little triangles of heaven right in your face and you can’t participate. You can look, you can smell, you can lick, you can want and your dick can drip but you can’t take it to the natural level of being able to stick your rod into those delectable pussies and have them wanting you to fuck them. Whoever said there was no hell on earth was wrong. I was in one and I hated it.

Within two months my wife had Richard worked into nighttime threesomes. That meant that first I would have to get him hard with my mouth. Not too bad as I had been sucking dick for about eight months and my mind had gone numb about that chore but, now I was required to hold that little bastards dick and insert it into my ex’s love tunnel. That act was beyond the degradation that I had thought I had craved. 

She was smart enough to withhold oral sex from him and then she slowed down the frequency of their lovemaking. It was not a problem for her as she was getting plenty during the day but he started to whine that he needed more relief than he was getting.

“Richard I’m tired and not in the mood tonight, why don’t you use the slave?”

It took about three weeks of leaving him hanging before he finally broke down and said, “Sarah, please will you have your thing get me off?”

“Why Richard,” she replied, “I didn’t know you were so worked up. Come here and lie down.”

He was like a lamb being led to slaughter. My slaughter.

“All you need to do Richard,” she explained, “is to just call him over. Just say ‘mouth’ and point to your dick. You don’t have to carry on a conversation with him or worry about his feelings. He is just a slave. Now you try it.”

“‘Mouth’,” he dutifully said and I sprang to my work.

That marked the beginning of me being his cum dump. He was still uncomfortable but his needs won out every time over his squeamishness.

That was also the beginning of real threesomes with them. Of course, they weren’t completely real for me as I didn’t get to fuck. I would get him hard, insert him and then she would have me serve them in some fashion. If he was taking her from behind sometimes she would make me get my mouth under her and lick her clit. If he was on top it was my job to stimulate him by licking his balls.

They got married and went to Greece on their honeymoon. Richard owned his own company and had quite a bit of money, leaving me in Kathy’s care again. They were barely out the door when she pulled me to the family room and had me begin giving her head.

“You can’t believe how addictive your mouth is,” she purred as I worked on her, “and I have really missed it. We are going to have so much fun for the next three weeks. I have so many things planned.”

Bad news for me I was sure.

“The main event is producing another you,” she proclaimed. “You see I want that mouth all the time and you are taken so, I’ve come up with a plan for the next best thing.”

Oh boy!

“I’m going to bring my boyfriend over and get him involved. He is pretty open to anything so he will really enjoy helping me torture and use you, then, when the time is right I plan to make him my slave, just like you,” she finished.

Where do these women come from? It was like a domino effect, each time one of them got a taste of the power that they could have over a man they never wanted to go back.

“He, unlike you, will never cum again once he is mine,” she stated.

“Poor bastard,” I thought.

The next day she had her boyfriend, Jack, come to stay. She kept me out of sight in the basement at first while she plied him with sex and what if. What if is a big deal for men and he bought right in to the dream.

“What if we could have a slave that would have to take care of any itch we wanted to scratch, serve us, bathe us, suck you off,” she would theorize while keeping him on the edge.

What if.

“What if you had a slave mouth to use every time you needed relief?”

What if.

“What if we had a slave that we could take out all of our frustrations on?”

What if.

After a while he started making up similar fantasies about what he would do with a slave while screwing her or being sucked. 

Then one morning after a huge what if session she kept him on the edge but didn’t let him go. He was getting frustrated, groaning and begging for release.

“In a minute baby, in a minute but first I want to show you something,” she said.

I could hear them as they descended from upstairs and then appeared on the basement stairs. She was leading him by his rock hard erection and he was blindfolded.

“Just over here,” she said as she led him to the cage and shoved his dick in my mouth.

“Oh jesus, oh jesus, oh jesus,” he chanted as she removed the blindfold and I put him over the top.

After he calmed down he looked at me and then at her and asked, “What the hell is that?”

“That’s Sarah’s ex-husband, now her slave,” she explained, “but we have him to use for the next two and one-half weeks. Remember all those fantasies we talked about when we were making love? Now we can do them for real, and make up more!”

He wasn’t like Richard at all. He wasn’t embarrassed. He wasn’t upset. He wasn’t angry. He just looked at me like I was a piece of meat that he could use for his pleasure. 

“What the hell is that thing on his balls?” he asked.

“A shock collar,” she answered, “to control him with, if necessary. Also, the house and yard are ringed by an invisible fence so he can’t escape.”

“Christ,” he said, “that could do some serious damage.”

“If he tries to cross the fence it will fry his nuts right off and might kill him,” she chortled.

“Damn, and what’s the deal with his cock?” he questioned.

“That’s a restraint device to ensure that he can’t get any sexual pleasure,” she replied.

“Oh my god, I would die,” he stammered.

“I’m sure he feels the same,” she commented wryly, “but he’s a slave and only gets to cum when his owner lets him.”

He certainly wasn’t like Richard as I could see that all this talk about my predicament was turning him on. His shaft was pointed at his belly button, his face was flushed and he was panting.

She noticed. She grabbed his crotch and said, “Let’s take him upstairs and we can make love while he watches and then we can use him to clean us up.”

Boy, he liked that idea so she let me out of the cage and we went upstairs. He didn’t want to wait the few seconds it might have taken to get all the way to the bedroom so, when we got to the first floor so he threw her down on the couch and rammed his tool into her and screwed her brains out. I waited patiently, wishing for all the world that it was my dick pumping in and out of that velvety tunnel.

When they were done she took great delight in demonstrating to him the power she held over me by having me lick his sperm carefully from his genitals and then lap and suck at her pussy until she was clean.

The next week they tried all sorts of positions with me, or at least my mouth and hands, assisting them. She liked my tongue just at the entrance to her slit where she could feel it and where it would also touch his penis as it stroked in and out. Depending on the position she would have me suck his balls, lick and suck on her breasts, lick her love button or gently run a dildo in and out of her ass. They were having a great time and I was unbearably frustrated.

Jack was clueless that she had web cameras all over the house filming everything that was going on but I could see them on the shelves in every important room.

When she was out Jack delighted in degrading me by using me as his table while he watched sports and drank. During the commercials, I became a receptacle for his cum. 

Toward the end of the second week, while Jack was out, she locked me in my cage and started fussing about hanging wrist manacles from the floor joists. 

We were still in the basement when Jack got home and called, “Kathy honey, where are you?”

“Down here sweetie,” she replied, “could you come down a minute and help me with something.”

“Sure honey, be right there,” he answered.

I couldn’t figure out what she was doing. Usually if they wanted to whip me they just had me get in position. I knew better than to move because it just made it worse. If they really wanted to blister my ass they strapped me over the coffee table. It wasn’t clear to me why she was hanging manacles but I figured it probably meant some new torture for me

.

“I’m trying to get these at just the right height to hang the slave here to beat him,” she declared.

“Hang me? Beat me?”

“You are his height, please get up on the box so I can adjust the height so that when I take the box away only his toes touch the floor,” she asked.

Jack climbed up on the box and stood there while she fiddled some more.

“Now, hold your hands up straight so I can see if the cuffs are in the right position,” she coaxed.

He put his hands up by the cuffs and in a flash, she snapped them on his wrists and kicked the box out from under him. He was hanging from the joists with most of his weight on his arms.

“Kathy, what the fuck,” he sputtered.

She calmly walked up the stairway leaving him cursing and demanding to know what was going on. She returned quickly with a pair of scissors and quietly cut his shirt off, removed his shoes, socks, pants and boxers. Then she attached a set of manacles with a short chain running between them to his ankles, put a collar on his neck and cuffs on his wrists. All of these were secured with locks. She stepped back to admire her work.

“Kathy, what are doing? Release me right now! This is not funny!” he bleated.

She just stood there with a big smile on her face.

“Kathy, I’m warning you when I get down from here I’m going to make you pay,” he babbled.

By now it was clear to me that his name should have been Jackass instead of Jack but he still hadn’t caught on to her evil plan. For her part she walked over, stuffed a ball gag in his mouth and stood back again drinking her creation in.

“We are going to play a game Jack,” she teased, “it’s a simple game really. I have a number in my head that you need to guess. I am going to whip you until you stop me. If you stop me before the number of strokes reaches the number I have in mind then I am going to make you my slave forever. If you hold out and I reach or exceed the number I will set you free. All you have to do is to nod your head vigorously when you think you have passed the number. Simple, isn’t it?”

She stripped off her tank top revealing her firm, perfect, I want to get my hands on those, breasts, stripped down to her panties and started slashing at his backside. She didn’t just whip his ass but lay her strokes from his shoulders to his ankles. He screamed into his gag and tried desperately to avoid the whip. He held out a long time. Way longer than I could have anyway. Actually, longer than I would have knowing that she had a taste of power and there was no way that her promise to release him was legitimate. At three hundred and twenty strokes, he finally nodded his head.

“Poor baby,” she chuckled, “you were so close. My number was three hundred and twenty-five.”

He burst into tears, sobbing uncontrollably. She walked up to him, stood up on tiptoes kissed his cheek and laughed, “Just kidding slave, I didn’t have a number, I just wanted to see how many you would take.”


“Duh,” I thought.

She locked a shock collar to his balls and sweetly said, “I am going to demonstrate this so there is no doubt in your mind that I can hurt you if you don’t obey. This is a level five.”

His body went into spasms and he would have dropped to the floor if he could have. He was hyperventilating and moaning in pain. The reality of his new situation was beginning to sink in.

“Hurts, doesn’t it?” she bubbled. “Just be good and I won’t have to use that on you. Are you going to be good?”

He hung there in a stupor perhaps not realizing that a response was called for so she just zapped him again.

“I asked are you going to be good?”

He nodded his head.

“Are you going to be my slave?” she asked holding up the remote.

Again, he nodded.

“Are you going to let me lock up that little worm between your legs and leave it to me when you get relief?”

Reluctantly he nodded again.

“Great!” she cried. “I’m so proud of you! We are going to have so much fun! I am going to remove that gag now but you aren’t to speak except to beg me ‘Please Miss Kathy, please lock my little weenie up for as long as you want.”

She removed his gag and stood back waiting.

“I’m waiting,” she chided.

“Please Miss Kathy, please lock my little weenie up for as long as you want,” he parroted.

She strode over and locked a chastity cage on him stating, “As long as I want is forever. You will never ever cum again. You will never even ever have an erection again. Just thinking of it makes me so hot! Let’s get you down so you can eat me.”

She dropped him to the floor and had him get on his hands and knees. From the table behind her she got an alligator clip with a long piece of rawhide attached to it. She held it up in front of him.

“Just one more thing,” she said. “I call this the ‘persuader’. I am going to clip it to the end of your penis. It is going to hurt like hell but you better not move. Then, I am going to lead it between your legs and up around to your collar. It will be very handy to use to control you and to guide your mouth to where I want it. I will remove it when I am satisfied that you are going to be totally obedient.”

She bent down to attach it and the pose was so erotic I couldn’t help wanting her even knowing how twisted she was. Bending over from the waist, wearing nothing but skimpy panties, sweet little breasts hanging free, hair down and her face screwed up in concentration as she reached to clip it on the end of his dick she was one of my dreams come true. He screamed and yanked his head up as it bit into his frenum but held his position.

“There, there,” she soothed, “all done.”

She led the rawhide back between his legs and pulled up lightly to see what would happen. He yelped again and raised his ass up to try and relieve the pressure.

“Perfect!” she stated and attached it to his collar.

Ten minutes ago, he had been a man. Ten minutes ago, he had been her boyfriend. Ten minutes ago, he could have used his tool however he wanted. Now he was just another naked man on his hands and knees with a lead from his now useless implement that forced his head up to keep the pressure off the clip. From man to slave in ten minutes!

“Come with me!” she demanded and led him to the easy chair off to the side.

Holding on to the ‘persuader’ with one hand she guided his mouth to her mound and spent the next hour teaching him the proper way to please her.

We spent the next week performing all kinds of perverted acts for her video collection for her web site. She had us do simple degrading things like both of us licking her at the same time but, she had a twisted imagination so we did other things. We were made to fuck each other with strap-ons, have one of us be reamed by her while the other lay underneath trying to keep their tongue in her slit, and her all time favorite, sucking each other’s balls while we used dildos on each other’s ass. It was a long week.

Just before the honeymoon couple returned she took Jack off to her digs so that Richard didn’t see what had happened to Jack. I’m pretty sure she filled my wife in but I think she was afraid that having another slave around would put Richard’s disapproval over the edge. In fact, upon his return he made it clear that he thought my owner should get rid of me. She balked at the idea as she was addicted to my tongue. As time passed I could see he was wearing her down and finally one day I heard her on the phone talking to Miss Watson. I could only hear one side of the conversation but I knew it was bad news for me.

“How much are we talking about here?” she asked.

Pause

“No, I don’t think that’s enough.”

Pause

“I want three hundred.”

Pause

“Look, I know you will be able to get more for him when you get bored with him.”

Pause

“I promised you first right but I’m not selling him for that.”

Pause

“Uh huh.”

Pause

“More.”

Pause

“OK, two fifty.”

Pause

“Great, see you tomorrow!”

What would you think listening to that? My own wife, well my owner, had sold me for two hundred fifty thousand dollars to a truly evil woman, that’s what I got out of that. My present owner was firm with me. My present owner demanded perfection. My present owner degraded me but, it was nothing to the demands that would be made on me by that woman. Despair is too soft of a term for what I felt. I had half believed that things couldn’t get worse and they just had.

That night Richard was gone all evening and my proprietor was evidently in the mood to try and cram the rest of her life’s remembrances of my mouth, tongue and fingers into one night. She kept me at it for three hours. Licking from her toes to her neck, brushing the backs of my hands on her nipples, lightly nibbling on her inner thighs and around her mound, kissing licking sucking biting her clit, probing her love channel with my fingers, thumbs and tongue. I did it all and she loved it but it didn’t change her mind.

Miss Watson showed up about ten with a cashier’s check. It was obvious that she had gone to the bank first thing and scurried out here to spirit me away before my possessor could change her mind. Sarah chained my hands behind me, tousled my hair, brushed a kiss on my cheek and handed the leash to Miss Watson. It was morning but she didn’t bother with a coat, just dragged me out to her van and shoved me in the back, retrieved her remote and backed out. Just as she started to leave my ex-owner came over to the van and looked in. My heart lurched. Maybe she was going to change her mind. She looked down at me for about twenty seconds.

“It’s funny how things turn out,” she said. “If it hadn’t been for your fantasy, none of this would have happened and I would have never discovered how very much alive I feel with a worm like you at my feet. Goodbye slave.”

She turned back to the house and Miss Watson drove me off to my new home.






Chapter Thirteen

The Next Three Months

 

Life with Miss Watson was just as hard as I remembered it. The damn bitch expected perfection and was quick to use her whip if I didn’t give it. I was definitely the number one pussy licker in residence and there was a lot of pussy living there and visiting so, my face was between someone’s legs most of every day. Shelly had found a new boy to torment and was trying to turn him into another ‘Nevermore’. It wasn’t going to happen because the boy was not even close to being able to run like David but, it wasn’t for lack of trying. I spent every night in Miss Watson’s room and some days also, if they didn’t need me for outings or other service downstairs.

Race days usually found me pulling a cart driven by one of Shelly’s friends. I never came close to winning because they didn’t know the only button to push. The fact is, at that point, if I had been promised an orgasm I might have trampled all the other ponies to death to get it. I had fantasized about denial in my former life but somehow, in my twisted imagination, that meant an hour or maybe two if I really wanted some denial, not three months!

Miss Piggy showed up one race day morning, took me into the den and worked my tongue for an hour. It was just as gross as I remembered and I realized that life could get a lot worse, I could have to do that every day, eeeuuw! She then badgered the shit out of Miss Watson to sell me to her, with no luck, thank god.

The highlight of my first three months there was when Kathy showed up with Jack. Evidently, she had brought him here right after she had enslaved him for a week of intensive training like only the cunt that owned this place could give and was back for a visit. All the fight seemed to have been whipped out of him. He was very well behaved now. When Kathy spotted me she immediately dragged me off to the den.

“Well, faggot,” she beamed, “I see that Sarah sold you. I can’t imagine giving you up for that asshole Richard but, to each his own. I’ve missed that soft, talented tongue of yours so now I want you to play my body like the fine instrument that it is and get out of it what a great artist like you is capable of.”

With that ego inflating statement she laid back and I dove in. I gave her a virtuoso performance. I made her body hum and her mind soar. Shit, what else could I do?

When the women dragged me out of the house later to head off for the races I saw poor Jack harnessed to a cart with his reins hitched to a rail. Kathy had been driving him around that morning and when she came in she just left him there for hours in the hot sun. As if he was a beast or a pet, which I’m not sure he understood yet, that he was now. 

After everyone was hitched up we were quite a group. Shelly with her new boy toy, Miss Watson with the poor devil she always kept in the barn, the two ladies and their mounts who were permanently stabled here, Shelly’s two friends driving me and Jack learning his new life with Kathy. In some ways, it was an awesome show of power. The power that a group of what was affectionately known as the weaker sex, could have so many men under their thumbs. Off we went to the track to race for them.

Just before my first race Kathy wandered over to talk to my driver, Marianne, who was one of Shelly’s friends.

“Planning to win today?” she quipped.

“Oh, I don’t think so,” Marianne replied, “he’s not very fast. I’ve raced him before and I’ve never done very well.” 

“You’re kidding me,” Shelly said, “I heard that he is the only one who has ever beaten ‘Nevermore’.”

“Well, I’ve never done very well with him,” Marianne pouted.

“How long has it been since little fag boy here has gotten to shoot his wad, Marianne?” she asked.

“I don’t know what you mean,” she responded.

“It’s a simple question,” Kathy said. “When is the last time Bridgett let the worm get his rocks off.”

“I, I, I don’t think, well I’m pretty sure that she hasn’t since he has been here,” she stammered.

“Look,” she confided, “that is, or was anyway, a man, and men are always horney. You get to use one of these creatures anytime you want to satisfy yourself but, maybe you’ve forgotten that the reason they are locked up is that they would rub those little shafts between their legs raw if they could touch them. If you want him to run and win, you need to promise him, so he really believes it, some kind of a reward system that involves the center of his universe, that thing locked up there.”

“I don’t understand,” said Marianne.

“Tell him if he comes in third you will give him five minutes with his left hand while you and your friends watch, second place, ten minutes with his right hand and only you will be there and, if he wins, you will chain him in the barn alone, penis unlocked with the use of both hands for an hour,” Shelly explained.

“Can I do that?” she asked.

“Can you do that? Fuck, girl, you can do anything you want. These things are possessions. Of course, you can do that,” Kathy avowed. “Go on tell him and see how you do today. Oh, by the way if you decide to give him that incentive I’d put some money down on him.”

Marianne walked up to me and looked at me shyly. All I could think of was, “That goddam bitch Kathy really knew how to push my button. Fuck I wanted to have an hour alone with my dick. It had been so long since I had touched it…shit, shit, shit.”

“Did you hear that boy?” she asked.

I nodded my head.

“Would you like to play with that dirty thing?” she giggled.

I nodded again.

“You heard the deal,” she said, “and I promise you that I will honor it.”

I thought about it. What choice did I really have? She could trick me in the end and there was nothing that I could do. I was going to try. No, I was going to win because the ache I felt between my legs consumed me. I stood waiting for her to speak.

“Should I bet on you?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Third place?”

I gave her an emphatic nod no.

“Second place?”

Another no.

“Oh my god do you think you can win?” she asked unbelievingly.

I nodded yes.

“Wow, I have to go get a bet down,” she announced and left me.

I might have shot myself in the foot, or more likely cum was clouding my brain but I was going to win if I had to cheat to do it.

I went off at fifty to one because of my showing in past races. I easily won my first four races and could see that my only real competition was ‘Nevermore’. The finals came down to just myself and him and neither of us had lost. That meant that I had to beat him twice in order to have my hour in the barn. I kept that thought in front of me and beat him by half a length in the first race but at a cost. I was whipped. I racked my brain for an answer and then it came to me. When the second race against him started, I pounded out in front for a second, spurring him on to a monumental effort to pass me. When he did and was far enough in front that he couldn’t see me, I slowed down to a walk to conserve my energy. “Nevermore’, not knowing that I wasn’t right on his heels ran his heart out to the finish. In some ways, I suppose it wasn’t fair, it was ‘rope-a-dope’ racing but I was just thinking with my dick.

He was so worn out that I beat him easily in the last race and Marianne went wild with glee, she had won fifty thousand dollars and was hugging me and petting me in the winner’s circle. ‘Nevermores’’ owner was furious as she hadn’t lost since she had purchased him from Shelly and I pitied him his next week with her.

Miss Watson was livid when she found out what Marianne had promised.

“You don’t have to make good on that promise,” she said angrily, “he’s just a slave.”

“But I said I would,” she pleaded, “and you gave him to me for the day and I told him that if he won...”

“He’s a fucking slave,” she said, “you tell them anything you want to lead them on but, you don’t have to mean it.”

The argument continued for a while but Marianne held firm to her desire to give me what she had promised. Miss Watson changed her tack.

“Exactly what did you promise?” she asked.

“One hour alone in the barn chained up with his hands and his dick free,” Marianne replied.

“Great, then that is what he will get,” said Miss Watson haughtily.

Later that night the sadistic bitch chained me in a stall with my legs in a leg spreader, my cock released and my hands encased in exfoliating gloves. They were like rubbing sandpaper on my dick. I managed to bring myself off twice but most of the pleasure was tempered by the pain. My penis was raw and bleeding by the time she came back with Marianne and locked my poor member back up.

“That’s how you let a dirt ball like this have pleasure,” she commented. “Make sure there is an equal amount of pain involved.”

She was obviously still pissed at the fact that I got any pleasure at all as she raped my ass repeatedly with the strap-on later that night. I cried myself to sleep.






Chapter Fourteen

The Next Day And The Next Six Months

 

The next day Marianne came and collected me from the bedroom, led me to the barn and hitched me up for a ride. There was just the two of us. She made it an easy walk around the lake to a spot that contained a bench for her to sit on. Unhitching me she placed me in front of the bench, skinned off her panties, removed my bit and spread her legs. By now I figured what she wanted so I moved toward her exquisitely formed, inviting triangle. She put out her hand and stopped me.

“I want to talk to you,” she said, “and I wanted to make sure that you were focused on me.”

I was focused all right. At least my dick was focused.

“Did you enjoy your hour in the barn?” she asked.

“Yes miss,” I responded.

“Just, yes miss, nothing more like, it was great or it was painful?” she queried. 

“I...”

“I want you to tell me about it. I want you to tell me how you felt, how it was. I want you to speak freely. Do you understand?” she said.

“Yes miss,” I mumbled and fell silent with embarrassment.

“I’m waiting,” she growled.

“I loved it and hated it miss,” I confessed. “I hadn’t cum in over three months and I wanted it so badly but, those damn gloves hurt. I didn’t last long the first time so it wasn’t too bad but then, I had most of the hour left and I started thinking and I started growing and I just had to do it again. My dick hurt so badly after the second time but, I still had half an hour left and I started thinking and rubbing again. I tried, I really tried but the pain was too much.”

“What did you think of while you were stroking yourself,” she asked softly.

“Um, I um, I thought of you, miss,” I answered.

“You thought of me!” she squealed in glee. “Did you think of me lying there and you nailing me to the barn floor?” she questioned.

“Um, no miss.”

“What then?” she asked.

“I thought of you this morning when you harnessed me up,” I said. “I thought of how you treated me, like I wasn’t there or was really a horse, all businesslike in that sexy blouse, short skirt and boots. I remember when you bent over how heavenly you smelled and how I could see...”

“See what?” she demanded.

“See down your blouse to your beautiful breasts hanging loose, with your face all screwed up as you concentrated on getting me buckled in just so, not paying any attention to me at all and then just climbing in and flicking the whip on my ass.”

“You’re kidding me,” she chortled. “You were beating your meat for the first time in forever and all you could think about was the degradation that I had just put you through? The fact that I treated you like you weren’t there except as a beast to race?”

“Yes, miss.”

“Bridgett and the others are right. You aren’t a man. You are really just an animal. You don’t deserve to have access to that thing. You don’t know how to use it,” she stated.

I thought about that. She was right. All that time complaining about being kept as a slave, being treated as an object, as an animal, and what do I do with the first opportunity to cum in ages? I fantasize about the very situation that I claim I don’t want to be in. If there were enough men like me and enough women who figured it out, women could rule the world.

“No more talking,” she said. “I want that tongue.” 

She pulled me into the heaven that was her pussy and I lost myself in my work.

 

***

 

Things were fairly normal for the next six months. If you can call forcing naked men to serve as ponies, sex objects, furniture and entertainment for any twisted desire that occurred to the dominant adult females who were in charge of us. My cock had healed and I was as stimulated and aroused as ever but Ms Watson showed no tendency toward letting me have a chance at my dick again.

Marianne drove me at the races from time to time but she wasn’t convincing when she hinted that I might gain release if I would do better. It was clear by now that gaining release was a very infrequent thing, always accompanied by pain and that Marianne would never stand up to Miss Watson again. It seemed as if she had come around to her way of thinking. That the beasts on this farm were just there for her pleasure and she didn’t have to make good on anything she said or promised them. She was another convert to the hard, brutal, merciless, slaves-are-not-human and their wants-or-needs-are-not-important, mentality. Actually, it was worse than that. They not only knew that they were superior and we were chattel, they also relished the fact that they could keep us confined, in physical and mental pain and especially that they could control our baser instincts. It was a rush and a turn on for them to see man who wanted so badly to have an erection and couldn’t. To tease him knowing that he was going unsatisfied while they could satisfy any desire instantly.

Then one morning my ex-wife, ex-owner walked into Miss Watson’s bedroom where I had been left all morning. She looked dazzling. She had changed her hair. Now it was cut very stylish but short. She was wearing a bright green tank top that went with her eyes, tight fitting jeans and short boots that matched her blouse. She sank down in the chair next to me and looked at me with a mysterious smile on her lips.

“Hi,” she bubbled.

“Hi indeed,” I thought. After selling me and leaving me here six months it was hi? I knew better than to open my mouth unless a superior, such as herself, asked me a direct question so I said nothing.

“Aren’t you curious why I’m here?” she asked.

“Of course, I was fucking curious,” I thought, “but I know better than to speak.”

“You’re such a well-behaved slave,” she admitted, “maybe I should have kept you. Anyway, of course you’re curious so I won’t keep you in suspense any longer. I’m here because I brought Richard here for intensive training.”

My jaw must have dropped because she laughed and continued, “I know I just married him a few months ago but, sometimes he can be such an asshole. I hated that he was so homophobic that we couldn’t ever have Kathy and her slave over. And, uh, I don’t know, I kind of missed having a tongue at my beck and call and he doesn’t really like giving me head. Then one day when we were playing and I had him tied up I put a shock collar on his balls and Voila! Instant slave!”

Let me get his straight, she made him into a slave because he irritated her from time to time, didn’t like to have a guy suck his dick and she couldn’t get enough head from him. Sounds like a normal guy to me.

“He will be moving in here tonight for Bridgett’s special accelerated course in being a first-class slave so I get you for the whole week!” She said gleefully. “Won’t that be fun?”

Actually, it would. If I had to live like this I would rather live under my ex-wife’s thumb than the heavy hand of Miss Watson. Maybe I could change her mind this week. Maybe she would decide to buy me back, maybe... My mind was in turmoil but, for sure I was glad to see her.

She unchained me and led me to the bedroom at the end of the hall. She spent the rest of the day having me treat her like a queen. I bathed her, powdered her, perfumed her and made sweet love to her in the only way I was allowed. She was like putty in my hands. After hours of pleasuring her I covered her up as she lay there completely spent and dared to kiss her lightly on the cheek hoping that a simple act of intimacy like that might break down the barriers and allow me to return to her side as a full partner. I know, a fantasy, a pipe-dream, a concept that probably never crossed her mind.

I spent dinner under the table with Richard who looked overwhelmed and confused by the turn of events that had put him here. I could hear my ex talking to the other guests.

“I took control of him about a week ago but with one thing and another, the divorce filing, the asset transfers, stuff like that, I didn’t get a chance to bring him out here until today,” she bragged. “Bridgett did such an incredible job on my first husband it would have been stupid not to let her train this one.” 

After murmurs of assent, the conversation turned to other matters and I drifted back in to the mindless state that I found helped me get through the days. When dinner ended they dragged Richard to the frame and everyone took turns whipping his sorry ass. I had forgotten about the severely brutal whippings that Miss Watson liked to use at the beginning to soften slaves up.

The rest of the week was great! I got to see, be close to, smell, touch and make love to, after a fashion, the woman that I still loved and had been married to for ten years. It was like a second honeymoon for me. I just chose to ignore those times that I had to perform like an animal or an object and focused on the times we were in the room where, except for being naked and locked up, it was almost like when we first lived together. 

Poor Richard was having trouble adjusting to his new life but I guess I did too at first. He hated the whip, he hated pulling a cart, he even didn’t seem to like licking pussy. Miss Watson drove him hard and used him mercilessly. The night she dildo raped him his screams could be heard through-out the entire house. It was blood-curdling.

Friday came and it was graduation day for Richard who, though he had done well on the fellatio device, didn’t even approach my ability. “Carla” was still serving out her year of chastity so Miss Watson invited Fat Boy to the party. He dutifully let Richard suck him for the enjoyment of the women but you could see that his heart wasn’t in it. He had spotted me and was just being patient.

Sure enough, as soon as Richard was finished with his humiliation, Fat Boy made a beeline for me and dragged me to the den.

“I didn’t know you were here,” he purred, “I am so happy. I have been dreaming about that mouth and now I hear that Bridgett owns you. It’s only a matter of time until you belong to me.”

He reminded me that he required snuggling, licking and teasing before the main event and I was made to sniff, lick and suck those hairy balls again. I had to come up with a plan to get my ex-wife to buy me back. I had to. One idea occurred to me but I didn’t know if I could pull it off.

Friday was race day at the farm an hour away and I was beside myself hoping that we were going because I had an idea, a plan to get my life back. Well, some of it anyway. When they led us out to the horse vans I was ecstatic, this was going to work! I was in my ex’s company for the day as Miss Watson had decided to run poor Richard. As soon as we were out of the van and separated from the others a bit, I fell to my knees and started kissing her feet.

“What’s the matter?” she asked. “Do you need to piss?”

I shook my head emphatically no and continued kissing her feet.

“You want to talk is that it?” she sneered.

I nodded my head vigorously and continued kissing.

“I can’t imagine what you could possibly say that could be of the slightest importance to me but I give you permission. Make it short as we have some racing to do.”

“I want to be your slave forever. I want you to take me home,” I pleaded.

She looked at me. Her face softened for a second and morphed into a look like she used to give me before all of this started. It only lasted a second before she shook herself and her eyes went flat.

“That’s stupid. I can’t afford you and you are just a slave,” she said.

“I have a way,” I said softly.

“What are you talking about? You have a way,” she laughed.

“I can win, you can bet on me and win enough to buy me back,” I pleaded.


“Really, you can win?” she questioned.

“Yes, miss, I can if you will buy me back,” I whined.

“Ok,” she said, “but if you lose I am going to use the elastrator on those balls personally and then I am going to feed them to you.”

“I can win, Miss,” I promised.

“You’d fucking better, boy,” she stated and went off to put a bet down on me.

I could go on about how this went down but let’s just cut to the chase here. It came down again to David and me in the last two races and I knew I could beat him once. I ran my heart out and beat him easily in the first race but the down side was that I was whipped. I knew that I couldn’t pull the ‘rope-a-dope’ trick twice so I cheated. I tripped him in the last race. I kept with him for the first 100 yards and when I knew that I was going to run out of steam I put my right leg out in front of him and tripped him and while he was struggling to get up I coasted across the finish. I was going home!

Bedlam would be a mild description of what occurred. The crowd went wild. My ex went wild. It was like a feeding frenzy. I hadn’t gone off with that great of odds because of my earlier fluke win against ‘Nevermore’ but, my wife had bet a fortune and had won almost a million dollars. I was going home!

That night was bliss for me. My ex, soon to be owner again, let me stroke her, caress her, lick, touch and, well, except for that damn restraint, it was just like she was my wife again. She let me sleep in the same bed and in the morning, we cuddled. When she woke up enough to be interested I took my time and made it as good as I could without being able to consummate the final act. When she came back to her senses she looked at me a long time and then started crying. I didn’t know what to do. I held her until we went to breakfast.

After breakfast Frank and I waited patiently on the terrace. I was going home! I fervently hoped that once she got me there I could work on returning to full status as a man.

She walked out with a leash in her hand, turned to Miss Watson and said, “Well time to go again. I really appreciate everything you’ve done and I am so pleased how everything has turned out. I couldn’t, in my wildest dreams, have ever conceived that my life would come together like this.”

“You’re welcome, Sarah,” Miss Watson said, “I hope you’re making the right decision.”

“I do too,” she whispered. “Take care of him. I will see you in three months.”

She looked at me for an extended moment with the strangest smile on her face then turned away, walking to her van alone.

“Wait, Sarah,” I said, “what’s going on?”

She whirled on me and said softly, “You still haven’t gotten it, have you? You’re just a slave and anytime I want that great attention you gave me this week I can come here and get it. I don’t have to buy you back. You wanted to live like this, so live like this!”

I looked at her and my heart broke. I had tried so hard to show her how much she meant to me. I couldn’t hate her. She was only giving me what I had asked for. She stood for a long time looking at me and shaking her head softly. She opened her mouth as if she were going to say something but nothing came out. I thought I saw tears in her eyes but it must have been my imagination as she eventually turned her back and walked away.

I watched her drive away that day knowing that nothing the evil bitch that owned me now could do would ever penetrate the depth of despair I felt. She tried, but even she could see that my heart wasn’t in it any more. I was completely broken. 



Epilogue

 

Three months hadn’t really brought any change in my attitude. Threats of prolonged release dates, severe whippings, torture, nothing touched me. I wanted my old life back and I knew I wasn’t going to get it. I didn’t give a shit otherwise. Frank seemed shell-shocked as well. I think he had assumed that he would be out of this hell-hole. Instead he was permanently tethered in the barn. I assumed that my ex was just leaving him for a while to toughen him up but it made me wonder what she was doing by herself. I missed her every day. I thought about her every day. I wished that somehow, I could go back and change the past. One important lesson that I had learned, even before this stupid mistake, was that serious life altering decisions can never be changed. All one can ever do is to go on and hope that they have learned from their mistakes. I had made a colossal blunder and would live out the rest of my life regretting it.

One morning Miss Watson came back to the room after lunch and said excitedly, “I have a surprise for you. I sold you.” 

I put my head down.

“Actually,” she explained, “I sold you months ago but your new owner wanted to leave you here until now.”

I raised my head and looked at her and thought, “So fucking what? My life is hell here. It can be hell somewhere else just as easily.”

She brought me downstairs and onto the terrace. Miss Piggy was standing there with a cat-that-ate-the-canary smile on her face. She looked at me eagerly and licked her pudgy lips. I shuddered. It seems I had been wrong again. My life could get worse. My life had just gotten worse. I crawled toward her with a sinking heart. The thought of living out the rest of my years in that smelly snatch made me want to vomit.

“Where the fuck do you think you are going, slave?” Miss Watson barked.

I stopped and looked back at her.

“She’s waiting in the parking lot.”

I swiveled my head and there was my ex-wife. She was standing next to our van with her hands on her hips, looking expectantly at me. She looked spectacular. So fucking beautiful with a happy satisfied smile like life was perfect for her. My heart ached I wanted her so badly. She smiled wider and cocked her head to one side like she was happy to see me. 

“This can’t be real,” I thought. 

I crawled to the van, climbed in and put my head down. My heart was hammering in my chest like a live thing wanting out. I was still going to be a slave but at least it would be with someone I loved with all my heart.

Sarah said her goodbyes, promising to be back from time to time for my tune-ups. The thought of having to return to this hellish place was repugnant but I was in no position to argue. We drove off and I held my breath until we went through the gate. 

“Yes, yes, yes, I’m free!”

Just past the gate Sarah pulled the car over and stopped. Bile rose in my throat and flashes of terrible possibilities assaulted me. “Had she changed her mind? Was she turning around?” 

The prospect that this might be an elaborate joke to further destroy me jumped into my head. I was heartsick. I quivered in trepidation. Sarah got out of the van, walked around to the rear passenger door and opened it.

“Get out,” she demanded.

I crawled out and crouched at her feet. She reached down and removed all my restraints except for the chastity device and the shock collar. She dropped a pair of jeans and a shirt at my feet.

“Get up. Put those on and get in the passenger seat,” she said.

She walked around to the driver’s side and got in the van. I hurriedly pulled on the pants and shirt and climbed in next to her. She pulled the car back on the road, looking straight ahead.

“I’m unhappy,” she whispered.

“Wh…what?” I stuttered before I realized that she hadn’t given me permission to speak. I shut up and waited but she didn’t reprimand me.

“I said I’m unhappy,” she repeated.

“What?”

“Stop saying what,” she shouted.

“I’m sorry, Miss Sarah,” I said contritely.

“And stop calling me Miss Sarah.”

“Yes, Miss… yes, Sarah.”

“I don’t like living like I am. I miss you. Every time I leave you in this place something inside of me dies. I’m miserable without you. I want you back as my husband,” she confessed.

“What!”

She plowed her foot on the brake so hard it was only the shoulder strap that saved me from hitting the dashboard. The van screeched to a stop by the side of the road. She turned to me with an ugly look.

“Do you want to go back to the farm?” she asked icily.

“N…N…No, Miss Sarah, I mean No, Sarah.”

“I don’t want to hear what one more time. We are trying to have a discussion here. I am trying to tell you how I feel. Is that clear?”

“Yes, Sarah.”

“Good. The past three months have been hell for me. I bought you from Bridgitt right after you won but I still felt confused. I wanted you but…damn it I thought I liked my new life but…  Anyway, I decided to leave you here for three more months. Three months to see how I really felt. The truth is I’ve been miserable the entire time. I almost turned around that first day but…”

Her speech drifted off and I held my breath and prayed.

“I want to know; how do you feel about coming home as my husband?” she asked.

I couldn’t speak. Never in my most intense dreaming of the future did I think that being her husband again would be an option. I sat dumbstruck.

“Well?” she coaxed.

“Oh god, Sarah,” I blathered, “I want that more than anything.”

“I thought I enjoyed this new power,” she mused, “but…  It’s lonely and I miss what we had. The trips, the parties, the cooking, the closeness, the things we shared. I want you back in my bed but there are going to be a few changes.”

“I’ll do anything to be your husband again,” I promised.

“It won’t be like it was before,” she said.

“Anything.”

 

“I will expect a lot from you. I will want you to be more attentive, help with the housework, listen to me when I want to vent, go to movies I like without bitching, drink less, dress nicely, throw out those jeans I hate and continue to treat me with the respect you’ve learned in the past months.”

“Anything,” I repeated.

“One other thing,” she said firmly, “that device stays on your cock and only comes off when I want it.”

I nodded my head.

“Don’t you have anything to say?” she asked.

“I love you, Sarah.”

“I love you too... let’s go home.”
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