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Her Maid

I climbed into the trunk.

That made her laugh again as I was dragged out the door to hell.

“Well, I was kind of sure when I had that little talk with you,” she said, “but when you oinked I knew that any man in a position like you were in who could make a joke at a time like that was absolutely the man for me.”

“Hello, Phyllis,” she said, “it’s Stephanie, Lucky’s owner. I’ve changed my mind. When can you come and get him?”


I let the note fall to the floor.

I swept her into my arms and carried her to the bedroom.

She laughed.

I could feel the bile rising in my throat.

My world closed in as she led me out to her car.

I shuddered but at least it was something to look forward to.

With that he pushed me into the trunk and slammed the lid.
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Honey I’m Home




 

“Honey I’m home,” my wife called.

I shuddered on my ‘Perch’ because I could tell that she had someone with her and I knew it wasn’t going to be good.

“Oh,” she laughed, “I see that you haven’t left, I guess that means you still want to be my slave.”

I hadn’t left because I was on my ‘Perch’. Being on my “Perch’ meant I was kneeling on a table next to the door with my hands cuffed behind my back. My collar was chained to an eye-bolt on the wall in front of me which forced my mouth over a dildo that jutted out from the wall, propelling my mouth over it. The reference to leaving was that she had turned off the perimeter shock collar around my neck and if, I could have managed to escape the restrictive bondage and left the house I would have been ‘free’. I put free in quotes because I sincerely doubted that if, by some miracle, I had managed to affect an escape I would have really been free. I was confident that she would have found some way to re-capture me.

She walked over and lightly fondled my balls that were hanging out of the main ring of an industrial strength chastity belt, saying, “I see your little eggs are still so ready, no, so needy for someone to caress them, aren’t they?  How long has it been since they’ve been emptied?  A month?  Has it been a month since you agreed to be my slave?  Well, you’d best get used to it because they are never, ever going to get emptied again for the rest of your life.”

With the dildo stuffed in my mouth it was impossible for me to respond so I only grunted. It was a grunt of anger, but I knew she couldn’t tell. It was a minor and dangerously stupid futile act of resistance that made me feel better for a few seconds but was a waste of time in my desire to actually get free of her total control over me and every facet of my life.

“Well,” she said, “you had your chance to leave me. Now, I need you to serve me and my…uh… friend like I have trained you to do.”

She disconnected the lead to the eye bolt, uncuffed me and allowed me to climb down from the table. 

“Serve us each a beer,” she demanded.

I minced into the kitchen in my high heels with a twelve-inch chain between them restricting my steps, got two beers from the fridge, placed them on a tray and carried them to the living room where they were seated on the couch. I knelt and presented the tray.

 

***

 

How I happened to be in this situation was mostly stupidity on my part. Well, perhaps stupidity is a bit harsh, after all I was hopelessly in love and who would ever think that someone with whom you have such a connection would ever…

The story is that I met Mia at a friend’s wedding. We hit it off and after a whirlwind romance that lasted all of three weeks, we tied the knot. Then, a week after the wedding, she asked me to pretend to be her slave. It sounded hot, so I let her tie me up. Big mistake because, since then I had been in some sort of bondage, whipped, disciplined, trained to obey. I was a mindless servant… except that I wasn’t really. She had broken me, but a spark remained of the real me and I was waiting for any opportunity to break free.

 

***

 

I waited while they lifted their bottles from the tray, eyes downcast as I had been trained. 

“You may look up,” my wife said.

I looked up and my apprehension in serving another person turned to horror. Looking back at me was her mother, with the same disdainful look I had seen on her face at the wedding. If her mother knew about Mia’s lifestyle it explained a lot. In fact, it might explain why her step-father had been off on some mysterious mission and unable to attend the wedding. Most likely he had been stuck at home on his version of a ‘Perch’.

“You remember my mother, don’t you slave?” Mia asked.

“Yes, Miss Mia,” I answered as I had been trained.

“Greet her properly,” my wife demanded.

I placed the tray next to me, leaned forward and kissed her boots.

“I see you have him suitably trained,” Mrs. Jacobs said.

“He’s coming along nicely, mother,” Mia said, “but I still sense some spark of resistance that I really must crush.”

“I’m sure you’ll manage to completely break him,” her mother laughed, “you certainly had plenty of training helping me subdue your step-father.”

As I suspected, she had confirmed that I wasn’t the only male in this subservient position in their family. Her remark about recognizing my spark of resistance bothered me. I really had to devise some way out of this soon while some part of me was still me.

They chatted and drank and caught up and generally ignored me. Later we all moved to the family room where they became engrossed in some mindless television program. That’s when an opportunity presented itself. They had me kneeling at their feet and her mother’s purse was next to me. In the side pocket was her cell phone. I slipped it out and pushed it under the couch. I hoped that if she discovered it missing before she left, they would look and just think it had fallen out.

Luck was with me as far as the phone went but not personally. Mia decided to let her mother take a few turns with me. We went to the dungeon I had been forced to build and she used the cane on my ass and then strung me up to demonstrate her prowess with the bullwhip. I was bleeding when she let me down.

Then Mia let her take me into the den where I was required to demonstrate my oral skills. I actually still loved doing this for Mia because her pussy was a slice of heaven. Eating out a fat, stinky unwashed old biddy was not my idea of a good time. I distracted myself thinking about the phone and planning how to use it.

I got a second break when they went to the kitchen for another beer and I was sent to clean up. I took a moment and turned the ringer down on the phone which saved my plan later that night when her mother called looking for her phone. Mia listened while her mother tried it but as it didn’t ring, they concluded she must have misplaced it elsewhere.

 

***

 

Normal routine at bedtime was for me to undress Mia, help her into her luxurious king bed and then for me to go downstairs and lock myself in the cage in the basement dungeon. She allowed me about five minutes to do this. She had a video monitor on my cage and, in addition, the perimeter shock collar which she could also activate with her ever present remote, so she didn’t worry about me trying to escape. Of course, if I took longer than she thought was necessary to appear on her video monitor she simply held down the remote button and came looking for me. I learned that lesson the hard way one evening when I thought I could take a quick moment to void my bladder one more time before bed.

I hurried downstairs, scooped up the phone, ran down into the basement and locked myself into the cage. I was stuck here until she pushed the electronic release in the morning. I rolled over and pretended to go to sleep. I lay there for several hours until I was sure she had drifted off and then put my plan into action. I thought of simply dialing 911 but then another idea occurred to me. In retrospect I wish I had just dialed 911.

 

***

 

The next morning when the cage opened, I left it with new purpose. If my plan succeeded, I would be a free man by breakfast. I went about my normal routine of fixing her breakfast and serving it to her in bed. Then I gave her two orgasms with my tongue, bathed her and dressed her. We had just gone downstairs when the front doorbell rang. She had a contingency for uninvited guests in that she had eyebolts all over the house that I could be locked to in an instant. She secured me, turned my collar to bark mode so I couldn’t call out and went to answer the door.

That’s when all hell broke loose. Three masked men invaded the house, used chloroform to knock her out, and laid her on the couch. Then, in walked my old girlfriend, Carol.

“Well, Mike,” she said sweetly, “I guess your dream girl didn’t work out quite like you thought.”

I couldn’t answer because of the shock collar but she figured it out and turned it off.

“Carol, I don’t know how I can ever thank you enough for this,” I said.

“Oh, I’ll think of something,” she laughed. “Just now we need to get out of here before she wakes up.”

She released me from the wall, turned off perimeter shock and began pulling me toward the front door.

“Wait, Carol,” I protested, “what about all of this stuff?”


The stuff I was referring to was, the shackles, the chastity belt, the high heels and the collar. I wanted that stuff off me. 

“We don’t have time for that right now,” she said, “besides the shackles are welded on and will have to be cut off.

I didn’t like it, but she was right, so I followed her out to her car. She opened the trunk.

“Get in,” she said coldly.

“What?” I protested.

“I said get in the trunk,” she repeated.

“Carol, what is going on?” I asked.

“I’ve always wanted a slave and now I have one,” she said matter-of-factly, “and slaves definitely don’t ride in the front like humans. Now get in the fucking trunk or you’ll find that the wimpy little discipline sessions that Mia treated you to were nothing compared to what I can dish out when I’m pissed off.”

I climbed into the trunk.



Don’t Look a Gift Horse in the Mouth




 

“Julia, why are you doing this?” I complained.

“Because I can, Kenneth,” she said. “Because I can.”

“But it’s not fair,” I said. “You know you and I didn’t have sex and it will…”

“I know,” she laughed. “It will devastate her. Tough shit.”

“I love her,” I said.

“I have to say that it sickens me to see you and Amanda together,” she said. “The way you faun all over each other…”

“We’re in love,” I said. “I plan to ask her to marry me next week when she gets back.”

“I don’t think she’ll be saying yes when I show her the evidence that you got me pregnant,” Julia sneered.

“But it’s fake.”

“Says you.”

“Please, Julia, isn’t there anything I can do to change your mind?” I asked.

“Maybe.”

“What?  I’ll do it.”

“You’ll have to trust me,” she said.

“Do you promise that whatever it is doesn’t involve something that will make me unfaithful to Amanda?” I asked.

She laughed and said, “Oh, I can definitely promise that.”

“And you promise to let this fake pregnancy thing go?”

“I promise.”

“What do I have to do?”

“You have to do exactly as I ask right now, or the deal is off.”

“Okay.”

“I want you to turn around,” she said.

I did and she stepped up very close behind me. I could feel her firm, lovely breasts pushing into my back.

“Now I want you to gently reach up and touch my breasts,” she said.

“Julia, that’s…”

“It’s not really cheating,” she said. “I just want to feel your hands on them one time.”

I slowly reached up and found her breasts. They really felt nice. Too nice. I didn’t like the way it was making me feel. It felt like cheating. Then I heard two clicks. She had cuffed me! 

Before I could spin around, she looped something around my neck and drew it tight. I was choking. Without a pause she pulled me out to the garage, stuffed me in the trunk of her car, looped the neck thing around a tie down and tied it off. I could scarcely breathe.

“We are going for a little ride,” she said and slammed the trunk.

 

***

 

A half hour later she opened the trunk and pulled me out. We were on a dirt road with nothing by scrub brush all around. She forced a gag in my mouth, removed my shoes and cut my clothes off. Then she tied the neck lead to the rear bumper and got back in the car.

“Try to keep up, Kenneth,” she said. “Because I’ll drag you by your neck if I have to.”

She didn’t go faster than I could run but fast enough that I was struggling after about a mile. That’s when we were joined by two very sexy young women in shorts and halter tops riding horseback. They seemed to know Julia.

About the time I was certain I was going to collapse and die from her hanging me, a ranch house with outbuildings came into view. We pulled up in front and the girls dismounted. Julia got out of the car and was greeted by two matronly women who stepped off the porch.

“Marsha, Mattie, good to see you again,” Julia said.

“And you, girl,” Marsha said. “What have we here?”

“The horse I told you I thought I could convince to come join your ranch,” Julia said.

“He looks like a bit of exercise could do him good,” Marsha said.

“That’s what I thought,” Julia laughed.

“Why the gag?” Mattie asked.

“Oh, he asked for it,” Julia said.

I couldn’t take any more of this. Julia was making it look as if I were here by my own free will. I began yelling into my gag, thrashing about and shaking my head.

“Is he here of his own free will?” Mattie asked.

I kept shaking my head.

“Hush now, Mattie,” Marsha said. “We don’t need to know stuff like that. Don’t look a gift horse in the mouth. Julia here is good people.”

“Just wondering,” Mattie said. “It’s way more fun when they aren’t.”

I stopped moving. It had become clear that whatever Julia had planned these two were in agreement. She leaned in and kissed me on the cheek.

“Good bye, Kenneth,” she said. “As far as Amanda and your life with her as a human, it’s over. You are now a pony, to be used by the guests for nice rides around the ranch and… uh… other needs. I’ll be back from time to time to see how your training is coming along. I’ll probably even avail myself of you just for old times’ sake.”

I looked at her in disbelief. I was going to ask Amanda to be my wife, get married, have kids…  A pony?  Then, Marsha stepped up.

“Billie Jean, Dakota, please take this new pony to the barn and give him his introduction,” Marsha said. “Then get that thing between his legs locked up, outfit him in training tack and give him some lunge work. I’ll be along after a while.”

“What are we going to call this one?” Billie Jean asked.

“I think ‘Manipulated’ might be kind of cute,” Marsha said.

I fumed at this while Julia laughed. Billie Jean grabbed my lead and the two girls led me toward the barn. If it were other circumstances, I would have loved to be walking behind these two lovelies in cut-offs and crop tops, admiring their asses, but considering the fate they were leading me to I was quaking inside.

At the barn they strapped me over a bench and took turns beating my ass until I was crying and bleeding. Then Dakota leaned in and kissed me lightly on the cheek.

“We like to start new horses out with a mild demonstration of just what will happen if you don’t work hard to be the best horse you can be,” she said. “Forget your past life. You are no longer a human and if we catch you trying to act like one, we will punish you.”

I looked at the cruel gleam in this sweet young thing’s eyes and my dick wanted to shrivel up inside me. Maybe that was part of their plan because it was a piece of cake for them to push my joystick into a very tiny chastity tube. It was obvious to me that I wouldn’t be having any joy ever again if I couldn’t figure out some way to escape. Billie Jean must have read my mind.

“Oh, by the way,” she said. “We don’t fool around. If you ever try to escape we cut that thing off and force you to eat it.”

I shuddered.

“We leave you your balls, however,” she laughed. “Just to make sure that your frustration never stops.”

They got me off the bench, fitted a bit in my mouth, a bridle on my head, a waist belt with cuffs that kept my hands close to my hips and removed the noose around my neck and replaced it with a shock collar. Then, Dakota snapped a leash to my bridle and led me out into a training ring.

 

***

 

Chapter 2

 

The six months I’d been here had been hell. I had turned over ways to escape in my mind until I dreamed them. None of them were very good, certainly not good enough to risk having my dick cut off. I was despairing of ever having a real life again.

Julia came about once a month to take me out for a session. The very first time, months ago, she had informed me that she had planted evidence. It showed that I had left Amanda deliberately to ‘pursue my darker side’. She said that at first Amanda hadn’t believed it, but Julia was both smart and clever. She managed to sow little seeds of evidence in different places that finally convinced Julia that I had really left her.

Now, six months later she let me know that Amanda had gone on with her life. She was dating an engineer. They didn’t have the chemistry that we had but she was moving on. Julia seemed to relish the fact that she had ruined two lives.

My days pretty much followed the same routine. Wake up stiff from sleeping on hay, eat some gruel in a bucket, get harnessed to a sulky, run my ass off for a parade of clients, get my ass whipped for not running fast enough, get unhitched, eat some gruel in a bucket and lie down in hay to sleep.

Of course, usually somewhere during the client’s ride they would stop at one of the many secluded rest areas and avail themselves of my oral skills. I didn’t mind the female clients as much, although some were quite unappetizing. The male clients sickened me. Thankfully there was one female pony who was in high demand by the male clients so that indignity didn’t happen too frequently.

The variation to my routine was on slow days when the Bobbsey twins, Dakota and Billie Jean, would take myself and the female pony for a romp. Today was one of those days. The five of us were harnessed, ready and waiting for clients when the Bobbsey twins came out.

“It’s your lucky day ponies,” Dakota said. “Only Pecos and Bronco are booked, which means that Billie Jean and I are taking Manipulated and Flame for the day. Buckeye will remain tethered here in case we get a walk-in.”

I shuddered. Bobbsey twin days weren’t hard physically but the frustration those two caused was over the top. It turns out they were lesbians which is why they wanted Flame. They brought me because from the very beginning they could tell how turned on I got with the sight of any naked flesh and especially nubile flesh like theirs.

As usual Billie Jean climbed in behind me and Dakota took Flame. Also, as usual, we headed straight for the isolated beach next to the small pond that also had a tented area with a king bed and two easy chairs.

As soon as we got there the girls fastened us to the hitching posts, stripped and went swimming. They always put on a show and today was no exception. They made love the first time in the water, then again on a blanket in front of Flame and me. My dick was hurting so badly from trying to escape its prison that I was moaning in pain which got a round of giggles from them.

Then, things got worse as they always did on these days. They unhitched Flame and me, removed our bridles and the four of us ended up on the king-sized bed.

“How long has it been, Manipulated, since you even had an erection?” Billie Jean asked, fingering my balls.

It was a rhetorical question for two reasons. First, the shock collar kept me from speaking and she knew it. Second, she already knew to the minute how long it had been.

“I can’t imagine how you can stand it,” she said. “It never ceases to amaze me how guys like you beg to become ponies and be kept in perpetual chastity.”

Another lie as she was fully aware that I was here against my will.

Meanwhile, almost the same scenario was taking place with poor Flame. She sported a female chastity belt and Dakota was teasing her unmercifully. 

“Time for our ponies to get to work,” they said in unison.

That was our directive to get our faces in between their legs and lick. Except for the frustration I loved this part. They were both beautiful, stunning, well put together ladies in the prime of young womanhood. 

Further, it was an escape for me. I used this time to pretend that it was Amanda’s pussy that I was licking and, for the time that I was licking whichever one had picked me that day I was lost to the pain, heartache and frustration that was my life now.

 

***

 

Two days later I was harnessed and standing in the row with the other ponies, waiting for clients when I heard a voice that I’d never thought I’d hear again.

“I want that one,” a female voice that had to be Amanda’s said.

I wanted to whip around and look, but something stopped me. I didn’t know how or why Amanda was here, but I felt it was probably the wrong thing to draw attention.

“Manipulated?” Billie Jean asked. “You kind of fancy him?”

“He reminds me of an ex-boyfriend,” Amanda said.


“Oh, kind of a way to take out your repressed frustrations, huh?” Billie Jean laughed.

“Something like that,” Amanda said.

“Here’s a trail map,” Billie Jean said. “Enjoy.”

Amanda got in behind me and before I knew it, she slashed my ass with the worst cut of the whip I’d ever gotten. I could feel blood trickling down my leg. I leaped into full speed. It didn’t matter she just kept whipping me as hard as she could.

“Move you fucking horse!” she screamed.

I began crying. I knew she was operating on the lies she’d been told but I couldn’t help myself. I loved this woman and now she clearly hated me.

Somehow, she picked the pond as our destination. I was completely winded and broken when we stopped. She got off and moved in front of me.

“So, you… you fucking had this dark side and just had to ruin my life to explore it, huh?” she said coldly.

I looked at her. I tried to make her see.

“Are you crying?” she said nastily. “Is the realization of your fantasy too much for your tender sensibilities?”

I was lost. 

“I’m going to come here every week and beat the shit out of you for what you’ve done to me,” she said. “I’m going to give you your fantasy until you are…”

I was so beaten that I automatically did the one thing that either of us did whenever we had gotten into an argument with the other, realized we were wrong and wanted it to stop. It was a stupid move and because my arms were behind me, I couldn’t do it correctly. She noticed and stopped talking.

“Don’t you dare you fucking piece of shit,” she said. “You don’t have the right to…”

I did it again and dropped to my knees. That finally stopped her. She reached down and undid my bit.

“I’m giving you ten seconds to spout whatever lie you plan on using and then I’m going to put that bit back in and get back to giving you what you deserve,” she said.

I couldn’t speak with the damn collar on. I looked at her and hoped she realized. She didn’t. After more than ten seconds had passed, she went to put my bit back in.

“Aman…” was all I got out before the collar put me on the ground.

“Kenny?  Are you alright?” she asked. “What the fuck?”

It took her a few minutes but eventually she found the switch that turned it off. I could still feel the anger rolling off her. I decided on short and to the point.

“Julia tricked me,” I said.

“What?”

“Julia,” I said.

I watched as the disbelief in her face turned to questioning. She still was wavering, so I brought out the big guns.

“Are you still living in… our house?” I asked.

“You meant my house?  The house you left?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“I am, so what?”

“When you get home tonight, I want you to pull out the drawer in the nightstand on my side and find what’s behind it,” I said.

“What the fuck will that prove?” she asked.

“Amanda, I love you, I’ve always loved you. I know you are hurt but I didn’t do it,” I said. “Just check out that drawer, please.”

“Listen, you fucking wannabe horse there is nothing that is ever going to convince me that…”

I got back up, looked straight ahead and waited. She got the message and went back to driving me and not talking.

 

***

 

Three days later she was back. We went again to the pond. When we got there, she was frantic in getting me out of my harness, removing my bit and turning off the collar. She pulled out the box I knew she would find.

“What’s this, Kenneth?” she asked.

“I think you know,” I said, “but just to make sure…”

I dropped to one knee and said, “Amanda, will you marry me?”

I saw the smirk on her face as she said, “Why would a well brought up woman such as myself ever have any interest in marrying a horse?”

“Uh… because you love him?”

“Well… when you put it like that it certainly becomes a story to tell our grandkids,” she said.

“Is that a yes or a no?”

“That’s a big yes, you stallion you!” she said.

“Not much of a stallion until this thing comes off,” I said, pointing at my crotch.

“The help here tells me that you are unbelievable with your mouth, is that true?’ she asked.

“So they say,” I said.

“You used to be pretty good,” she said, “what changed?”

“Please don’t be angry but…”

“I know what you have had to do, Kenny,” she said. “What I want to know is why you are better?”

“Every time I had to… uh… lick someone else I pretended it was you,” I said.

She wiggled all over.

“Show me.”

I did.

 

***

 

An hour later we returned to the farm complex. We had a plan of sorts. Well, Amanda had a plan. I was just a dumb horse. We pulled up in front of the main house where Marsha and Mattie were sitting in rocking chairs on the porch. Amanda tethered me off and walked up on the porch.

“Ladies, may I have a word?” Amanda asked.

“What’s troubling you, Amanda,” Marsha asked.

“This one,” she said, pointing to me.

“I understand you have a history with Manipulated,” Marsha laughed.

“I do and just beating the shit out of him once a week isn’t going to satisfy me,” Amanda said. “I want more.”

“What did you have in mind?” Marsha asked.

“I want you to lend him to me for two weeks,” Amanda said. “When I bring him back, he will be a changed… uh… person.”

“Do tell,” Marsha said, intrigued.

“I have a Doctor friend who can… um… modify him permanently,” Amanda said.

“To what?” Marsha asked.

“I know that you are short of fillies and you could sell more time if you had another,” Amanda said. “My plan is to turn him into a filly.”

“Really?”

“Let me have him for two weeks and I guarantee that what I bring back will be a woman,” Amanda said.

“Wow! In just two weeks?” Marsha asked.

“Yes,” Amanda said.

“What do you think, Mattie?” Marsha asked.

“Revenge is a powerful motivator, isn’t it?  I say we should let her do it,” Mattie said. “Like she pointed out, we could use another female horse.”

“Two weeks?” Marsha asked again.

“I guarantee it,” Amanda said.

“We agree, dearie,” Marsha said. “Just understand that if you are not back in two weeks, we will send somebody for you. You will become our new filly. Do you understand?”

“I need the keys to everything he has on,” Amanda said.

“Even his chastity belt?” Mattie asked.

“I said I’m bringing a woman back,” Amanda said coldly. “That thing won’t be there.”

“Ooooh,” Mattie moaned. “I hope I never get on your bad side.”

Marsha produced keys and handed them to Amanda who unhitched me, shoved me in the trunk of her car and slammed the lid. 

“See you in two weeks, ladies,” I heard Amanda say. “Believe me you won’t recognize what comes back as this creature at all.”

We didn’t get but three miles from the farm before she pulled over, got me out, undid everything including the hated belt and we fucked like rabbits in the back seat for an hour.

 

***

 

Two weeks later we were on our way back. Amanda was driving. I was sitting in the passenger seat wearing black jeans, a black T-shirt and sunglasses. We stopped a mile out and got Julia out of the trunk.

She was naked except for the gag, cuffs holding her arms behind her and the noose around her neck. I attached the lead to the bumper and got back in.

“Try to keep up, Julia,” I laughed. “We’ll drag you by your neck if we have to.”

We were joined almost right away by Billie Jean and Dakota on horseback. Julia was exhausted by the time we reached the farmhouse. Both Amanda and I got out and approached the ladies sitting on the porch. 

“Here she is,” Amanda said and waited.

Marsha looked at Julia and then at me, then back at Julia and said, “My my my, who would have ever believed that ugly man could have been transformed into such a stunning looking woman?  And in only two weeks.”

“A true miracle of modern science,” Amanda said smugly.

Mattie had been glancing back and forth from Julia and me and finally spoke up, pointing at Julia.

“Isn’t that…”

“Our new filly,” Marsha interrupted, “you bet.”

“But she looks like…”

“A perfect fit for our needs,” Marsha interrupted again.

Mattie then concentrated her gaze on me.

“Amanda, who is he?” she asked pointing at me.

“My bodyguard,” Amanda said.

“But… he looks a lot like…”

“Brad Pitt?  I know, he gets that a lot,” Amanda said.

“Marsha, I think somethings not right here,” Mattie said.

“Mattie, you are absolutely right,” Marsha said. “Our new filly needs to be in a chastity belt and…”

“No,” Mattie said. “I mean I don’t think that this woman is…”

“Oh my god you’re right,” Marsha said. “We can’t keep calling her ‘this woman’. What name strikes you as appropriate, Maggie?”

“Marsha, what I’m thinking is…”

“Wait! I’ve got it,” Marsha said. “Considering her lineage and how she ended up as a filly, how about ‘Bad Blunder’.

Marsha, I don’t think you understand what I’m trying to say,” Mattie said.

“Mattie, I completely understand but if there is one thing I’ve learned is that you don’t look a gift horse in the mouth.” Marsha said. “Girls, get our new filly outfitted properly and then give her the warm welcome that we give all of our new arrivals.”

As the girls led Sasha away Marsha turned to us.

“Very nicely played, Amanda,” she said. 

Amanda looked at her, smiled and said, “I don’t have the faintest idea what you are talking about.”

“I’m sure, dear,” Marsha said, “but please be so kind as to invite us to the wedding. I just love a happy ending.”

 

end

 

I’m So Glad You Could Come

 

Mrs. Johnson opened the door before I could knock. She was a strikingly beautiful older woman with tons of money. The money was why I was here because I did financial planning and I planned on moving some of her money into my pocket if she gave me the chance. I felt that, as she had called me, I had that chance.

“Mr. Kensington, please come in,” she said.

“Please call me Bruce,” I said shaking her hand.

“Bruce,” she said, “I’m so glad you could come.”

“Likewise,” I said, politely, “and, may I call you Clara?”

“Absolutely not,” she snapped.

I was a bit taken aback as I was used to being on a first name basis with all my clients, but I let it pass. She led me into the living room and motioned for me to sit on the loveseat. She sat on the couch.

“How can I be of assistance to you… Mrs. Johnson?” I asked.

“Take a look at the folder on the table in front of you,” she said.

I assumed it was her financial portfolio and that we were going to get right into discussing her investments and how I might assist her. I picked it up, opened it and within less than a minute a wave of fear washed over me. Instead of it being a list of her holdings it was a report from a private detective, listing dates, times, amounts and, where appropriate, pictures of when and where and how I had stolen a great deal of money from one of my clients. I closed it and put it down.

“Laura is my very good friend,” she said. “In fact, she recommended you, but I like to look before I leap.”


“Mrs. Johnson, this is just a misunder…”

“Shut the fuck up, Bruce,” she said interrupting my half-hearted attempt to defend myself. “You stole a lot of money from my friend and I intend to make you pay.”

“Mrs. Johnson, please, you don’t understand I…”

“I don’t understand that you are a slime-ball who preys on unsuspecting women who trust you?” she asked.

“Uh…”

“Do you have anything to say before I send this file to the police?” she asked.

“Please, Mrs. Johnson, isn’t there anything else?” I asked.

“Anything else?” she asked sweetly.

“I mean isn’t there anything I can do to… make it right?” I asked.

“Like what?”

“I could put the money back,” I said.

“That would be a start,” she said. “And…?”

“Please, I’ll do anything,” I said.

“Anything?”

All I could see was the glimmer of hope that I wouldn’t go to jail so, again I said, “Anything.”

“You need to make restitution,” Mrs. Johnson said.

“Uh, okay.”

“I mean you need to pay her back the money you stole,” she said.

“Okay.”

“Plus, interest and a penalty,” she said.

I wasn’t liking the sound of this, but I didn’t have much choice if I didn’t want to go to jail so I nodded agreement.

“And some personal service to make your apology special for her,” she added.

“Personal service?” I asked.

“You said you’d do anything. Did you really mean it or am I wasting my time?” she asked, looking at her phone.

“No, please, Mrs. Johnson,” I blubbered, “I’ll do anything you ask.”

“You can start by taking off all of your clothes,” she said coldly.

“Huh?”

“The first part of anything is that I want you naked in the next thirty seconds, kneeling here in front of me.”

“But…”

She picked up her phone and began to dial. I kicked off my shoes, snatched at my shirt, pants and underwear, got them off and dropped to my knees in front of her. She smiled.

“Now, I’m going to outline how your life is going to be from now on. If, at any time, you don’t want to live like I intend you to, just pick your clothes up and walk out,” she said. “Of course, if you do, I will call the District Attorney and in no time, you will be a little sissy boy bent over for whoever is your jailhouse Master.”

I hung my head and waited.

“You are going to live here and be completely under my control while I… uh… retrain you,” she said. “You will be completely obedient, or I will punish you. Do you understand?”

I didn’t really, but I nodded my head.

“Good! I’ve taken the liberty of preparing some paperwork for you to sign,” she said, holding up a folder. “There is no need for you to read the pages. Just sign wherever there is a signature block.”

“But, Mrs. Johnson, I…”

“The District Attorney is a very good friend of mine,” she said. “I think I will recommend to him that…”

“I’ll sign, I’ll sign,” I interrupted, snatching the folder from her hands.

I was able to read a few words as I quickly signed the pages and I was sickened by some of the things I saw. The penalties and interest essentially doubled the amount I had taken. Further it seemed that she was taking all the rest of my money and other assets and placing them in a “trust” that only she controlled. The final frightening paper was one that gave her complete control over me and, in addition, a blanket release giving her the legal right to make whatever body modifications she desired. I hesitated briefly before I signed the last one but when she began dialing again I gave in, signed the last page and handed the folder back to her.

“Lean forward,” she ordered.

I leaned into her lap and felt her attach a collar around my neck, followed by the click of a lock.

“That is a very high tech doggie shock collar which you will wear for the rest of your miserable life,” she said smugly. “I own you. Your life is mine. I will control every moment of your life from now on.” 

As her words sunk in I realized that I had made a horrible mistake. Jail would be bad, but it wouldn’t be for the rest of my life. This woman was crazy and the sooner I got out of here the better off I would be. I glanced at the remote in next to her on the couch and decided I probably only had one chance to escape. I grabbed it and ran for the door. 

I intended to run out in the street naked and attract as much attention as I could, hopefully even a cop. I only got as far as the front door when a blast encircled my neck and put me down. I watched as she got up and leisurely walked over to me and picked up the remote.

“I was going to go easy on you, but I can see that would be a mistake,” she said. “Your first rule is that you will never, and I mean never walk on two feet again. You will crawl on hands and knees. Is that clear?”

Hand and knees?  She couldn’t be serious. I wanted to stand and defy her, but I knew that would be a mistake. I nodded.

“Don’t worry, little doggie,” she laughed, “it won’t be very long before I make sure that even if you wanted you won’t ever be able to stand again.”

I didn’t know what she meant but the thought and her intonation caused me to shiver like I was in Alaska in a raging snowstorm. She snapped a leash on my collar.

“Come with me, doggie,” she said, dragging me along behind her.

We went into the kitchen and down the cellar stairs into a room that looked like a dungeon. Looked like was a misnomer, it was a dungeon and some of the equipment caused my dick to try and crawl into my body. Surely, she couldn’t… wouldn’t…

“Get up here,” she demanded, gesturing to a table that looked very much like a dog grooming table.

I climbed up and she attached my collar to a post with a very short lead. I was stuck on hands and knees, completely exposed.

“My friend, Laura, really has wanted a… dog as a pet but she has never been able to find one that… well, one that satisfies her… uh… needs,” she said.

I couldn’t help myself. I could see where this was going, and I whined.

“Yes!” she said. “I knew you would be perfect.” 

I whined again and began involuntarily shaking my head. She laughed.

“First,” she said, “we need to get that little thing between your legs under control. I thought of neutering you to make you more docile. But if I did that then you wouldn’t have all that delicious frustration of having desires that you couldn’t fulfill and what would be the fun in that?  So, instead I got you this very nice chastity device that is inescapable and also comes with a small shock collar that goes around your balls. Very convenient for keeping bad little doggies under control.”

She took a few minutes attaching the thing around my balls and dick. I could feel the weight.

“Next, some specially designed shackles on your legs with an attachment to a steel belt around your waist so that, even if you wanted to, there is no way to stand up like a human,” she said.

The belt she locked around my waist was very tight and uncomfortable as were the legs shackles. I complained. She wacked my ass with a crop.

“Doggies do not talk ever,” she said coldly. “I plan to have a female friend over tomorrow who will fix you so that you will only be able to make doggie noises.”

I looked at her and whispered, “Please.”

She smacked me again and said,” I told you no talking. If you do it again, I’m going to string you up and whip you until you are bleeding. As to the shackles being uncomfortable, the same friend will sever your Achilles tendons and make a few more modifications so that you won’t need them.”

I was appalled. Jail would have been tame compared to this. What kind of a sadistic bitch was this woman?  Surely her friend wouldn’t be this bad.

“Next, some mitts for your hands so that you can’t even try to open your cage door,” she said.

She had me put my hands in fists and then covered them with mitts that insured I had lost complete use of my fingers.

“I know these are uncomfortable also,” she said sweetly, “but don’t worry, my friend will also cut all of your fingers off tomorrow so we will be able to dispense with these painful mitts.”

Like cutting my fingers off won’t be painful?

“Well,” she said, “I think we’ve got you ready for now. Just think, tomorrow your modifications, then a couple of weeks of training and you’ll be ready to live out your life as my friend Laura’s special pet. I do think her tastes are a bit more far out than mine, however. Some of the things she will expect you to do I wouldn’t wish on a dog.”

I guess she thought that was funny because she started laughing so hard she got the hiccups. I just wanted to die.

 

***

 

Two weeks later all my procedures were healing nicely. Mrs. Johnson’s friend had done them without any anesthetic because she said that those drugs were too expensive to waste on an animal. Thankfully the pain had been so great I had passed out for most of the work. Mrs. Johnson had trained me to eat like a dog, walk like a dog, shit like a dog and play fetch like a dog. She had also extensively trained me in the proper way to lick a woman’s pussy and ass.

The doorbell rang about two in the afternoon and I shivered in real fear. Some of the hints that Mrs. Johnson had dropped about her friend Laura made me realize I was going from the frying pan into the fire.

“Laura,” Mrs. Johnson gushed as she opened the door, “so good of you to come.”

I’d forgotten how disgustingly fat Laura was. My stomach rolled over thinking of the things she was going to make me do… to her and that sickeningly gross body.

“Clara, wild horses couldn’t have kept me away,” Laura said. “I can’t believe that you’ve done me such a favor. All of my money back and a pet to boot.”

“I was happy to do it, Laura,” Mrs. Johnson said depreciatingly.

“Here, boy,” Laura called.

I had been told what to do so I crawled right over to her, tucked my head under her skirt and planted my mouth on her pussy. I say pussy because she wasn’t wearing any panties. I stuck my tongue out began licking. I heard her purr in pleasure.

“I see you’ve trained him in one of the most important facets of our new relationship,” Laura gushed.

“He’s very good at that,” Mrs. Johnson bragged.

“What about toilet service?” Laura asked.

Toilet service?  Oh, please god, no!

“I left that for you, dearie,” Mrs. Johnson said. “I know how very particular you are about that.”

“You’re right about that,” Laura said. “It’s a real pain to have to retrain and break the bad habits some of them pick up when they haven’t been trained properly.”

I couldn’t believe that she was planning to train me as her toilet. I guess that was one of the things Mrs. Johnson meant when she suggested that her friend Laura’s tastes were farther out than hers and got to laughing about not wishing them on a dog.

“I’m sorry to rush right out but I really need to pee soon and that makes it a perfect opportunity to begin his training,” Laura said taking my leash and pulling me toward the door.

“Enjoy your new pet, Clara,” Mrs. Johnson said gaily, “and I hope he enjoys his new life, the life of a pampered pet.”

That made her laugh again as I was dragged out the door to hell.



Piggy




 

“We should all get in the shower,” Brian said.

I didn’t comprehend where that had just come from. Perhaps the copious amounts of alcohol we had been consuming. Brian was one-half of the young couple who had just moved in next door. Janet, his wife, was terminally hot and I really wanted to get into her pants. A shower would be a great start.

“I’ve got a large shower in the Master bedroom,” I said, “big enough for all of us.”

“Perfect,” Brian said, leading the way.

In the bathroom I watched as Janet slid out of her clothes and my dick was bursting I wanted her so badly. I was a bit worried about Brian, but after all, he had suggested the shower, so I figured he was ready for some kind of action. I stripped down also and the three of us got into the shower.

It fact, it was a tight fit with the three of us which was just fine with me because I was pressed up against Janet and loving every minute of it. She was occupied with kissing Brian, so I began taking liberties. I ran my hands over her hips and started moving them down over her stomach with the intention of caressing her pussy. She turned to me and gently put her hand on my shoulder and pushed.

I got the message and let her push me to my knees. Now my face was at a level with her vital areas. I was in heaven. She clearly wanted me to go further so I began kissing her ass and caressing her thighs and letting my fingers tickle her pussy hairs. Things were definitely moving in the direction I wanted. Then she dropped down next to me and kissed me, her hand snaked between my legs and captured my balls.

“Oh my god,” I thought. “It’s clear that she wants me and…”

My thoughts were interrupted when her hand tightened like a vise grip on my jewels. It hurt so badly I couldn’t speak.

“Open your mouth, James,” she said.

I was having trouble concentrating the pain was so intense. I noticed that Brian had shifted to standing directly in front of me and his raging erection was staring me in the face. Janet tightened her grip and the pain caused me to involuntarily open my mouth.

“Good piggy,” she said, and Brian shoved his dick into my open cavity.

I was helpless. Her hand had me completely in her power.

“Suck, piggy,” she said, murmuring in my ear.

I did because I had no choice. In less than thirty seconds he shot his revolting load into my mouth.

“Swallow, piggy,” Janet said.

I did because again I had no choice. The pain was debilitating. I couldn’t resist or even try. I began crying but Janet licked my tears and whispered encouragement in my ear. 

“Get the collar and the other stuff, Brian,” Janet said. 

Within a few minutes I was wearing a collar, my arms and legs had been strapped up so that I could only move on my elbows and knees and some horrible contraption had taken the place of her hand on my balls. It didn’t hurt as badly, but somehow they could control it remotely and make me scream. 

“Just one more thing, piggy,” Janet said, licking my tears, “and then you will be our special little pet.”

She brought out two hooks joined with a v-chain that she put in my nostrils, leading the chain over my head, pulling it tight and connecting it to my collar. It had the effect of forcing my head up and back at an awkward and painful angle and pulling my nostrils open so that I looked like a pig.

Then, she snapped a leash on my collar and started dragging me along behind her, arm and arm with Brian. I wanted to know what the hell was happening, so I tried to ask. 

“Janet, what…” I started but that was as far as I got when the pain hit my balls and caused me to stop.

“Piggys don’t talk,” she said, continuing to drag me along.

In the living room they sat down on the couch, side by side, looking down on me fondly.

“James,” Janet said, “you are our little piggy now and that’s all you’ll ever be for the rest of your life.”

I opened my mouth again, but she held up a remote and I closed it.

“You may oink and make piggy noises,” she said, “but if your continue to defy us by trying to speak we will have your vocal chords removed. Oink once if you understand me.”

I was horrified. A piggy?  For the rest of my life?  There was little I could do but grunt out a weak “oink”.

She reached out and patted my head saying, “Good piggy, things will be much more pleasant for you if you accept your new position in life and don’t try to rebel.”

“Pleasant?” I thought. “Being an animal forever?” 

“I bet you are wondering why, aren’t you, piggy?” she asked.

I knew my place and grunted, “oink”.

“Well, it’s pretty simple,” she said. “James and I found out long ago that neither of us were suited for the 9 to 5 grind, so we looked around for other ways to make money. What we found was that there was a huge market out in the kink community for slaves. Slaves that could be turned into sissys, or toilets, or permanently chastised body servants, or castrated gay cocksuckers, or animals like dogs and piggys, like you. We train them to be perfect in their new roles and then we sell them.”

“Sell?” I thought but my mind couldn’t wrap itself around that concept. I was a person not a pig.

“We have a client who specifically wants a piggy and you were perfect for the role so… voila!... here we are,” she said.

“A client?” I thought. “My god there were people who actually paid for this?”

“The client wants a piggy who is really great with his mouth so…”

She dragged me into her crotch and used the remote to prod me into starting. I didn’t need a second reminder. I went right to work thinking that I had wanted to do this anyway before they enslaved me and forced me to do it.

It wasn’t long before I had her screaming. I liked eating pussy and I prided myself on being very good at it. When she came down she pushed me away.

“Wow!” she said. “That was… well, let’s just say that you clearly don’t need any training on that score. If I hadn’t already promised you to a client I’d be sorely tempted to keep you for myself. Anyway, it seems we may be able to deliver you sooner than I planned. However, just to be sure I will… uh… test you a few more times over the next week.”

I was pleased and dismayed. If a choice was offered where I could stay with her or go off with some stranger, I’d opt for her every time. I just needed to figure out how I could at least try to change her mind because escape from the hell they planned my life to be didn’t seem to be in the cards.

She handed my leash to Brian saying, “Let’s see how well you do on the other phase of you training.”

Before I could resist, Brian had dragged me into his crotch and a short burst to my balls had the desired effect of causing me to open my mouth. He promptly pulled it down over his raging erection.

“Suck, piggy,” he said.

It was the scene in the shower all over again with Brian forcing his rod down my throat and Janet licking my tears and whispering encouragement. Again, it wasn’t thirty seconds and he shot his vile slime down my throat.

“Swallow, piggy,” she said, and I did.

“How was it, Brian?” she asked.

“Not bad, but he clearly needs more training,” Brian answered.

Perversely, I wondered how Janet ever got any pleasure with a guy who shot his load so quickly. That was only my second time ever with a dick in my mouth and he hadn’t lasted more than half a minute either time. Probably after I got good at the monstrous act I would be able to get him off in fifteen seconds. I doubt that could be pleasurable for her.

 

***

 

The next week was heaven and hell. The hell part was having to crawl around on my hands and knees like a pig, eat like a pig, drink like a pig, oink like a pig, sleep like a pig and suck Brian’s dick four times a day. As I surmised I got so good that I barely had my mouth on him before he would spurt. The few times they made love as a couple, with me on the floor like a pig, she was very pissed off about his staying power. By the end of the week you could cut the tension between them with a knife.

The heaven part was me getting to indulge myself on her pussy. I learned her moods, what she liked, what she didn’t like, what really turned her on and what would give her orgasms so incredible that she about took the roof of the house with her screaming. Brian started sulking and going out of his way to punish me because he was insanely jealous.

Near the end of the week, after an incredible session with Janet and while Brian was out of the house until the evening, instead of pushing me away and leaving she cupped my chin and forced me to look at her.

“Are you as good with your dick as you are with your tongue?” she asked.

“Oink,” I replied.

“Do you last more than thirty seconds?” she asked.

“Oink,” I said.

“This is stupid,” she said. “I want to have a conversation with you so, for right now, you may speak.”

I waited.

“I may be naïve, but I kind of think that any man who is as good as you are with his mouth is probably a thoughtful and thorough lover,” she said. “Am I on target?”

“Janet, I…”

I let my voice trail off because I was, in fact, a thoughtful and thorough lover. My first wife and I had incredible sex together until cancer got her but no matter what I said she would have to think that I was just trying for favor or to get free. In fact, if I had been in her position I wouldn’t have believed a word. So, I stopped and said nothing.

“Let’s try something,” she said.

In the next few minutes she managed to remove the horrible restraints that kept me on all fours while insuring that I was still in chains with that hateful device on my balls.

“Make love to me,” she said.

I worked on her as if my life and future depended on it, which, perhaps it did. I used all the tricks, moves, techniques and skills that I had learned with my wife. I made love to her as if she were the most important, beautiful and special woman in the world. I took her over the moon three times. I didn’t let myself orgasm until the third time but continued in case she wanted another. I only stopped because she pushed me away.

“Zowie, James, you are incredible,” she said. “How come some lucky girl doesn’t have you all locked up?”

“She does,” I joked.

“I mean…”

“My wife died of cancer,” I said, “and I haven’t been ready.”

“What about now?” she asked.

I looked at her but didn’t say anything. In spite of the position she had me in, over the past week I had really come to like this woman. She was smart, funny, beautiful and everything I would have looked for in a woman. I kept my mouth shut because it would have sounded lame. It would have smacked of “Stockholm Syndrome” for me to even hint that I was falling in love with her, so I said nothing.

“I feel that way too,” she said.

“Huh?” I thought but still said nothing.

“I can tell that there is something going on between us,” she said. “Something that I have wanted all of my life and deluded myself that I had it with Brian, but, even with the position I have you in, something about you hits me. I try to treat you as the piggy that I’m going to sell but…”

Her voice trailed off. She looked wistful and vulnerable.

“I have a plan you might like if you are willing,” she said.

I couldn’t resist. I oinked once.

 

***

 

My new owner came two days later. She was a matronly lady with a cruel glint in her eyes. I shuddered when I saw her. She scooped up the leash and led poor Brian off to his new life. I felt sorry for him but happy it wasn’t me. I gathered Janet into my arms and gave her a long movie star kiss. When we came up for air I looked at her.

“When did you know?” I asked.

“That I thought you might be my soulmate?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“Well, I was kind of sure when I had that little talk with you,” she said, “but when you oinked I knew that any man in a position like you were in who could make a joke at a time like that was absolutely the man for me.”



Two Dog Night




 

I came home to find my wife dressed in a killer cat costume. She looked spectacular. My first impulse was to rip it off her and take her right then and there on the floor. I resisted.

“Wow, Stephanie, you look fantastic,” I gushed.

“Thanks, honey, I kind of figured you’d like it,” she said.

“It looks awesome but, what’s it for?” I asked.

“Jimmy, do you remember the great kink costume party we went to last year for Halloween?” she asked.

“Yeah.”

“And how disappointed we were that our costumes were kind of bland compared to what most off the others were wearing?” she asked.

“I do.”

“Well, I thought that this year we could go all out and maybe even win the thousand-dollar grand prize,” she said.

“If it were up to me I’d give it to you right now,” I said.

“That’s sweet, baby, but, it’s not up to you and besides you must be in a costume also,” she said.

“Am I going as a cat also?” I asked.

“No, I thought a theme of cats and dogs would be cute so I got you a dog costume,” she said.

“Oh.”

“Do you want to try it on?” she asked.

“I guess but, Halloween isn’t until next week.”

“Jimmy, it’ll be fun and besides this will give us time to make whatever adjustments might be necessary,” she explained.

“I guess,” I said.

“Great!” she said. “Get undressed.”

“Huh?”

“Jimmy, you can’t wear anything you have on,” she said. “This is a very involved costume.”

“Even my underwear?”

“Yes, now please hurry,” she said, insistently.

I pulled off my clothes and stood before her completely naked, sporting an erection because she looked so damn hot in that cat outfit. I reached for her.

“Uh, maybe we should take a time out to… uh… you know,” I said.

“Not now, Jimmy, I want to see how your costume fits.”

I stood still while she first put some leather mitts on my hands effectively turning them into useless appendages. She buckled them in place and then placed a lock on each one.

“Why the locks, Stephanie?” I asked.

“I don’t know, the costume came with them,” she answered.

Next, she had me get down on the floor on all fours while she pulled a complete black body suit over me. It covered everything except my crotch and my ass. Then, she inserted some stiffeners into the lining of the legs that effectively meant that my legs were fixed in a bent position. I began to struggle because there was no way I could stand and, with my hands out of commission, also no way to take the suit off. I was panicking. 

“Stephanie,” I said angrily, “you can’t be serious. I can’t wear this to a party. How will I…”

She stuffed a strange contraption in my mouth, cutting off my speech, saying, “Dogs don’t talk, ever.”

The apparatus in my mouth held my mouth slightly open with my tongue hanging out a bit. I could open it all the way but not close it completely and most importantly I couldn’t speak. I could make whining noises and I could growl but human speech was gone.

“That’s much better,” she said gleefully. “Now for your collar and one other item and you are all ready for the party.”

She placed a wide leather and steel collar around my neck and locked it on. The final item was a very secure chastity tube that she padlocked on also.

“We can’t have little doggies rubbing themselves on the furniture or their owner’s legs, making a sticky mess, can we?” she said.

I hated this costume and vowed that, as soon as she released me, I would tell her that I didn’t plan to wear it to any party or ever again. We would have to come up with some other theme. 

I waited, assuming she would release me now that she had seen the fit. I was shocked when instead of letting me go, she snapped a leash on my collar and began dragging me toward the basement stairs. I tried to object but all that came out was whining. She stopped.

“Oh, does my little puppy need to go potty before he is put away for the night?” she asked.

“Potty?  Put away for the night?  What the hell,” I thought. 

Before I could react, she dragged me to the back door and out into the back yard.

“Hurry up and do your business, boy,” she said, “mommy has a hot date tonight and she needs to get ready.”

I glowered up at her and if looks could kill she would have keeled over. She glared back at me.

“You’d better take this opportunity right now, puppy,” she said firmly, “because you won’t be walked again until tomorrow morning and if I find that you have soiled your new cage I with whip you until I’m sure you have learned your lesson.”

That scared me. I crawled over to the maple tree and lifted my leg.

“Good, doggie,” she praised.

When I was done she pulled me back into the house and down to the basement where a large dog cage had been set up. She shoved me inside, closed the door and locked it with an industrial strength lock. It seemed like overkill because with the mitts I wouldn’t have been able to even work the simple latch that held me in.

“I have to get ready now, sweet boy,” she said, patting my head. “I’ll be back to check on you before I go out.”

She left. I was gobsmacked. I thought this was a costume for a party that I was trying on for fit. Surely, she wasn’t going to leave me like this overnight, and what was all that about having a date?  

 

***

 

She came back about thirty minutes later, dressed to the nines. 

She was wearing a tight black micro skirt with a semi-sheer white top, no bra and fuck-me heels. Evidently the comment about having a date was true. She moved next to the cage until her skirt and legs were touching the bars just in front of my face. Then, she lifted her skirt.

“Does my sweet doggy want a lick before mommy gets it all sticky?” she asked raising her skirt.

She wasn’t wearing panties. My dick tried to get hard even though I was disgusted with her intentions. I shook my head and she dropped her skirt.

“Well, doggy will definitely be licking me when I get home,” she said, “or else doggy will be severely punished.”

I couldn’t see how she could punish me any more than she already had by keeping me like this.

 

***

 

I heard her come in about 2am. She stumbled down the stairs obviously a bit drunk and very disheveled. Her blouse was unbuttoned so that her tits were exposed and her skirt was on backward. She came over to the cage and shoved her cunt into the bars.

“Lick, puppy,” she said. “Mommy needs to be cleaned up.”

I looked at her pussy. It was red and puffy and cum was dripping out and down her legs. There was no way that I was going anywhere near that foul looking thing. I backed as far away as I could.

“Jimmy,” she said, using my name, I guess to make me understand that what she was about to say was serious, “I need you to recognize that you are a dog now. I know you probably thought that you were just trying on the costume but my friend Kira told me that if we wanted to win in the special foursome category with two dogs that you needed to really live as a dog like her husband is so that the audience believes that you really are a mindless beast. You are staying as my dog until we win. Your dog name is Lucky and I expect you to answer to it. Now, I want my little puppy to eagerly lick my pussy.”

I shook my head and a ring of fire encircled my neck. If I could have screamed I would have screamed myself hoarse. When I finally recovered I looked up at her. She was holding a remote in her right hand.

“That is a doggie obedience training collar,” she said. “Don’t make me turn it up. When your owner gives you an order you will do it immediately. Now, Lick!”

I didn’t want another taste of that remote so I moved forward and began licking. She moaned and groaned at my ministrations and I must have done it right because she had an intense orgasm before I was done.

“Such a good little puppy,” she said, patting my head. “Now, mommy needs her rest so you be a good boy and mommy will let you out to do your business in the morning.”

With that she was gone leaving me hurt, angry and confused.

 

***

 

The next few days were hell, for me at least. I was fed dog food from a bowl twice a day. It was gross but, I was expected to finish it all. She let me out to pee and poop three times a day on all fours in the back yard closely supervised. I think she hoped that I would try to get out of the back gate so that she could use the remote. 

She used me to lick her pussy at least twice a day to orgasms and I got the honor of cleaning some other guys cum from her cunt each night. I had resigned myself to living like this until after the party when she threw a twist into my ‘training’.

“Here, Lucky,” she called one afternoon as I finished using the maple tree.

I crawled to her as fast as I could and licked her hand.

“Do you remember I told you about my friend, Kira, and her dog husband?” she asked.

Of course, there was no way I could answer so I whined and licked her hand again.

“Well, she says it’s time in your training for you two dogs to meet,” she said. It’s time for you to learn how to interact properly so that when we take you out on the stage at the party everyone will be amazed at how dog like you both are.”

I really didn’t like the way this was going. Another poor bastard confined to dog status like myself?

“They will be here in thirty minutes and I expect you to learn from the things he does and do the same,” she said.

Learn from the things he does?  Do the same?  Whatever could she be talking about?  She must have seen the confusion in my face.

“You know, Lucky,” she said, “doggies like to sniff and lick other doggie’s butts and balls.”

Oh my god!

“They also like to hump each other, don’t they, Lucky?” she said. “Of course, with that thing on your dick you won’t be getting any pleasure but you better try.”

I couldn’t help it I began to whine thinking of the degradation she was going to make me endure.

“There, there, Lucky, it’s just a natural thing that all dogs do,” she said soothingly. 

 

***

 

Thirty minutes later the doorbell rang. I looked up from where I was lying on the rug and watched Stephanie get up to answer it. Halfway she stopped and turned to me.

“You better greet our guest like a proper dog, Lucky,” she said coldly, “or I’ll make sure you’ll never make that mistake again.”

I got up and followed her to the door. When it opened a matronly woman greeted my wife warmly. I whined and made a fuss and even tried to get my head under her skirt as I’d seen dogs do in the past.

“So, this is Lucky,” the woman said. “It looks like his training is coming along nicely.”

“Where is your puppy, Kira?” my wife asked.

“He is still in his cage in the van,” she said. “I thought I’d bring him in after I’ve had a chance to meet your sweet boy.”

They moved to the couch and sat down to talk. I went back to my rug.

“How is his training coming?” Kira asked.


“Really well,” my wife said. “If we can get the interactions we need I think we have a great chance to win.”

“How is he at licking?” Kira asked.

“I’ve gotten some world class orgasms from that doggie tongue of his,” my wife answered.

“And how is he on cum cleanup?” Kira asked.

“I had to shock him the first time,” my wife said, “but, now he dives right in. In fact, he seems to crave it.”

“Little doggies like him always get a taste for real men’s cum and then they can’t ever seem to get enough,” Kira said smugly.

I was listening in disbelief. Did these women really think that I liked licking my wife’s lovers cum from her cunt?  I did it because she would have punished me if I didn’t.

“Let me get Duke from the car,” Kira said, “and we can see how they do together.”

She was back in a minute dragging a poor wretch dressed similarly to the way I was. He was about sixty years old, balding, fat and out-of-shape. Stephanie snapped her fingers and I got up and went to her.

Kira let ‘Duke’ off his leash and he immediately made a beeline for me. He circled around behind me and began sniffing my ass, then licking it and finally licking my balls. I tried to squirm away from him but he was obviously very adept in performing his ‘doggy duties’. I was mortified but things got worse as I looked at my wife. She was motioning me to…

“Lucky,” she snapped, when I didn’t move fast enough, “I better see you acting like a dog right now or…”

I didn’t need to be told twice. I twisted around and did the same to him. It was awful, licking some old guy’s ass and balls. Then he spun around again and got behind me. I thought I was in for another round of ball and ass licking but instead he mounted me and began rubbing his caged dick in my ass crack. I was sickened because I knew that as soon as he finished I would be expected to do the same.

“Wow,” I heard Kira say, “they are really looking… like dogs! I think maybe we really have a chance this year.”

“Especially Duke,” my wife added, “he acts like he’s been a dog all his life.”

“He should,” Kira said, “he’s been like this for over two years.”

“What?”

“I tricked him into the costume the same way I explained for you to trick your husband about a week before the competition two years ago. We lost and I was so pissed I told him that he better get into being a dog because I wasn’t letting him go until we won.”

“And, you didn’t win last year either?” my wife asked.

“It was a heartbreak, second place,” Kira said.

“Wow,” my wife said, “two years on his hands and knees as a dog.”

“That’s not the worst part,” Kira said. “I haven’t let him out of that chastity thing even once.”

“Oh my god,” my wife said, “he must be… oooo… he must be climbing the walls.”

“I thought for the finale of our act we could let him mount Lucky for real,” Kira said.

“Would he do that?” my wife asked.

“Are you kidding?” Kira laughed. “After two years he’d fuck a shoebox if I let him.”

“Well, that would be an incredible finish to our act,” my wife said. “I’m sure we would win as long as…”

She looked at me with an evil grin.

“If I were you, I’d try very hard to be a believable dog because, if we don’t win, you too will live as a dog until next year when we can try again,” my wife said.

I began whining and motioning at my crotch.

“That too,” she laughed. “That thing doesn’t come off until we win.”

 

***

 

I had only one choice if I didn’t want to spend perhaps another year as a dog and celibate to boot. I had to be the best dog I could be. The women threw themselves into our training for the next few days before the big event, with time outs for oral worship and cleaning their cunts of cum. It turned out that Kira had a boyfriend, also, and for convenience sake they brought the two men to live with us. Duke and I were, of course, confined to basement while they romped upstairs.

 

***

 

We made it through the early rounds which were mostly judged on concept and how realistic looking the judges thought the costumes were. We made the finals where the worst we could place was third. Second or third wasn’t going to handle it for me. I needed a win so I could get out of my hateful costume and go back to being a man.

We got lucky (no pun intended) and were the last to perform. The crowd loved all the normal things our owners made us do like fetching and sitting up and begging but when we went into the sniffing and licking of each other’s ass and balls the crowd began to really get into us. Finally, Kira took Duke’s chastity device off. He sported an instant boner and, while it wasn’t very big, the crowd was entertained. Then he licked my butt and a roar went up. When he mounted me and I played along by whining and humping back, it was all over, the crowd went absolutely bonkers. The judges had to declare us the winners.

 

***

 

Stephanie and Kira didn’t release us right away because they wanted to drag us from table to table and bask in their success. I was really fed up with the whole thing but wisely went along docilly to keep from angering her. The final table we stopped at held two older women who clearly were lovers. After introductions the one closest to me gestured at Duke and myself.

“If you are interested, I’d like to buy them,” she said.

“Huh?” both my wife and Kira said at once.

“Slave boys like these, who love being degraded and treated like animals, don’t grow on trees,” she said. “I’d like to buy them.”

My wife looked at me in speculation but Kira spoke right up.

“How much?” she asked.

“Five-hundred-thousand for the pair,” the woman said.

“Sold,” said Kira handing Duke’s leash to the woman.

“I want them as a pair,” the woman said. “What about him?”

My wife looked at me again and I could see the wheels turning.

“I need to think about it,” my wife said.

Turning to Kira the woman said, “I’ll take yours alone for one-twenty-five, and, if your friend here decides to sell hers I’ll make up the difference.”

Duke had been quiet during this exchange but now he was grabbing at Kira and expressing his displeasure. At least he was grabbing as best his mitted hands would allow and grunting as best his restrained mouth would let him.

“What’s wrong with him?” the woman asked.

“I promised him that if we won I’d let him go,” Kira said. “I’m afraid that you will have a lot of trouble keeping him in line.”

“That won’t be a problem,” the woman laughed, “all of our male salves are neutered.”

“Oh my god,” I thought. “Neutered.”

I immediately began nuzzling my wife’s leg and whining. She looked down and smiled.

“We’ll see how good you are,” my wife said, patting my head.

Meanwhile Duke had gone crazy. He pulled hard enough that the leash came out of the woman’s hand and he headed for the door. It was no contest as she calmly caught up to him and yanked him back.

“We’ll do this one as soon as we get home,” she said.

She looked to my wife again expectantly but, she must have seen that my wife wasn’t ready to sell me because she reached in her purse and held out a card.

“My name is Phyllis,” she said. “My cell number is on my card if you change your mind.”

 

***

 

When we got home my wife’s asshole boyfriend was sitting on the couch. She walked over and gave him a kiss.

“We won!” she said gleefully. “The audience went wild when our two dogs started rutting like they were in heat.”

“So, I don’t have to play nice with Lucky anymore now that the contest is over?” Frank asked.

“You can make him do whatever you want,” my wife replied.

“Here, boy!” Frank said, snapping his fingers.

I looked up at my wife. She motioned in his direction so I crawled over to him. When I got there, he pulled out his dick.

“Suck, boy,” he said.

I recoiled in horror. My wife had promised that if we won…  I looked at her but her face was set in a cold sneer.

“You heard him, boy,” she said coldly, “suck.”

I backed away further. He reached out, grabbed my leash and dragged me in to his crotch. I did the only thing I could think of. I bit his prick, hard. He screamed and pushed me away. My wife picked up her cell phone and dialed.

“Hello, Phyllis,” she said, “it’s Stephanie, Lucky’s owner. I’ve changed my mind. When can you come and get him?”



The Love Note




 

I was ready for him when he came through the door. He took one look at how I was dressed and knew what he was supposed to do but for some reason he had a strange look on his face and a big smile.

“Get your fucking clothes off, slave,” I said coldly.

He began stripping, still looking at me with that funny look. We had played these games before so I’m sure he thought he knew what was coming but he had no idea. This wasn’t a game this time.

After he was naked, I cuffed him, put shackles on his legs and led him, to the kitchen table where I bent him over and strapped him down. Then I did something he never expected. I gagged him. 

When he looked at me and grunted, I said, “I don’t want to hear your fucking lies.”

I beat him with the cane until he was bleeding, wailing into his gag and a puddle of tears was running off the table in front of him.

“Just a little something to remember me by,” I said.

He was shaking his head and trying to talk but I ignored him. I picked up the phone.

“He’s ready,” I said and hung up.

He looked at me in horror.

“I warned you what I’d do if I ever found out you were cheating on me,” I said.

He shook his head vigorously.

“You aren’t going to get out of this and there is no way that I’m undoing that gag and allowing you to silver tongue your way back into my good graces,” I said.

He shook his head again.

“Bullshit,” I said. “I have proof. Mary told me that you’ve been spending a lot of time with Madeline, get togethers at the bar and that she saw you with her at Victoria’s Secrets picking out stuff together.”

He shook his head again.

“Then I found the bag under your bed,” I said. “I saw the plane tickets to Bali you fucker. You know I always wanted to go there. I also saw that love note in there, but I couldn’t bring myself to read it. The whole thing sickened me.”

This time he looked at me and didn’t shake his head. There were tears in his eyes and… love?  Fuck him, I was not going to be tricked. 

The doorbell rang. It was time.

Two burley guys came in carrying a crate.

“Are you sure about this, Miss?” the older one asked.

“Never been surer in my life,” I said.

“Once we leave here there is no way to change your mind,” he said. “He will be transported out of the country within the hour.”

“Good riddance,” I said.

“You realize that his life will be hell?” he asked.

“I fucking hope so,” I said.

“He will be castrated, perhaps have um… other things removed and…”

“He fucking deserves it,” I snapped.

“As long as you’re sure,” he said.

“I’m sure, just get the slime ball out of here,” I said.

They loaded him into the crate and left. 

 

***

 

Thirty minutes later the doorbell rang. It was Madeline.

 

“What the fuck do you want and no, he’s not here,” I snapped.

“Oh… well… did he tell you about me?” she asked.

“I found out on my own,” I said.

“You did?  Uh… how?  We’ve been so careful,” she said.

“Not careful enough,” I said. “Mary saw you two together a bunch of times and then at Victoria’s Secrets picking out…”

“What are you talking about?” she interrupted.

“You and my cheating husband,” I said.

She laughed.

“Cheating?” she said. 

“Victoria’s Secrets?” I said.

“Oh, that,” she laughed. “I guess you found the stuff he bought then.”

“I did.”

“He said you would,” she laughed again, “that’s why he put that love note in the bag.”

“Wait a minute let’s back up a minute. What did you mean did he tell me about you?” I asked.

She looked at me kind of embarrassed, “I guess that means no. He said as soon as he got home, he was going to tell you about me and spring the big surprise.”

“What the fuck are you talking about?” I asked.

“Uh… he’s been kind of counseling me,” she said.

“Is that what you call it?  Counseling?” I said sarcastically.

“Well… yeah… I guess…” she said.

“Well he won’t be doing that anymore,” I said smugly.

“I guess I won’t need it now that Allison and I have decided to stop living a lie,” Madeline said.

“What?”

“I’m in love with Allison and your husband has been helping me understand my feelings and making me realize that it’s okay to…”

“Wait a minute,” I said. “You haven’t been having an affair with my husband?”

“An affair?  With him?” she laughed. “Don’t be silly, that man is so head over heels in love with you I doubt that he even knows there are other women in the world.”

A sick feeling washed over me.

“What about the tickets to Bali?” I asked.

“Oh, you found those also?  Didn’t he tell you?” she asked.

“He hasn’t had a chance to,” I said.

“Well, if you found the stuff from Victoria’s and the tickets all you have to do is read the note,” she said. “That will explain everything. Or you can wait till he gets home and let it be a surprise.”

I stood looking at her in shock.

“Anyway, I just wanted to tell you my news and hope you’ll come to the big coming out party we are throwing next week,” she said. “I’ve got to run. Please tell him thanks for everything when he gets back. Oh, and I really hope that Allison and I can have just a tenth of what you two have.”

She walked out the door and I ran to the bedroom, pulled the bag out from beneath the bed, snatched the note out and ripped it open.

 

Babe,


If you are reading this then I guess you found the stuff before I was 

able to spring my big surprise on you. I knew that you might get a

bit worried seeing the sweet things and the tickets and I didn’t want 

you to get jealous so I wrote this to set things straight.

The tickets are to where you always wanted to go. The sweet things

are for you to wear when we get there.

I wanted you to know how much I love you and that you are the only

one ever for me so I’ve arranged for a renewing of our vows ceremony

at the villa I’ve rented complete with all the trappings. I have also 

invited our very best friends in the world to join us.

I love you more than words can say.

P.S. If you’ve read this, I bet I’ll know when I walk through the door 

cause I’ll see it in your eyes. Maybe you’ll even surprise me like you do 

sometimes.

 

I let the note fall to the floor.



Two for the Price of One




 

“Why did you ask me here, Johnathon?” Maryanne asked.

“To talk to you,” I answered. “To ask you something.”

“Haven’t you heard of phones?” Maryanne asked.

“I felt this was too important to try and do over the phone,” I said.

“What do you want to ask me that’s so super important that I couldn’t just tell you to stuff it over the phone?” she asked.

“I want you to move in with me,” I said.


“Johnathon, we’ve been over this before,” she snapped. I’m not going to be your girlfriend. You’re an okay guy and all, but the elephant in the room is that my last relationship was abusive, and I don’t think I could ever trust a guy again.”

“I know that, Maryanne,” I said. “I’ve been thinking a lot about that and what might happen in your life to get you to trust again.”

“And?”

“I think you should move in with me,” I said.

“Do you think you can… change me?  Heal me?  Is that it?” she asked.

“I don’t know, but I have a completely different idea in mind,” I said.

“Do tell.”

“As you know, since my wife died, I’ve been at odds with myself,” I said. “I’m filthy rich. I don’t need money, but I lack something in my life. I need someone to take charge and run my life.”

“I see,” she said. “You’re looking for a housekeeper. Someone to fix your meals, do the laundry, take out the trash, pay the bills and so forth. There is no way I’m doing that, so just forget it.”

“Maryanne, you completely misunderstand,” I said. “I’m looking for someone to take charge of me.”

“Take charge of you?” she said. “What does that mean.”

“I’m looking for someone to dictate every single thing I do, all day, every day,” I said.

“Everything?” she asked in wonderment.

“Yes, everything.”

“Like, give me an example,” she said.

“The person in charge of me would tell me when I had to go to bed, for instance,” I said.

“Hmmm, give me another one.”

“When I could use the toilet.”

“You’re kidding me,” she said.

“No, I’m not,” I said. “Everything.”

“What you can eat?”

“Yes.”

“Where you can sleep?”

“Yes.”

“What you can watch on television?”

“Yes.”

“Uh… when you can masturbate?”

I gulped at that one but said, “Yes.”

I could see that by the flush in her face that the idea was exciting her. Now that I’d put the whole idea into words, I found that it was scaring me along with my excitement. I wanted the sexual high that came with my fantasy of serving a beautiful woman but there was a huge fear factor also.

In the back of my mind was the ever-present idea that being in total control would help her trust again and perhaps this could turn into the love affair I really wanted to have with her.

“So basically, you would be my slave?” she asked. “Completely under my thumb, twenty-four hours a day, seven days a week.”

“Y… Yes.”

“You would have to do whatever I told you to no matter what?” she asked.

“Yes.”

“And if you didn’t, what then?” she asked.

“You would have the right to punish me any way that you wanted,” I said.

“Anyway I want?” she asked.

“Y… Yes,” I stammered, wondering if maybe I’d bitten off too much.

“And, as my slave can I brand you and have you pierced?” she asked.

“Maryanne,” I wailed, “I… I… I…”

“Yes or no, Johnathon?” she interrupted.


I looked at her in horror. Perhaps reality wasn’t what my fantasy was telling me.

“Yes,” I whispered.

“I didn’t hear you, Johnathon,” she said. “Was that a yes?”

I nodded.

“Just checking how serious you really are, Johnathon,” she laughed.

I relaxed.

“The reason I ask is that my friend, Kathy, had a male slave once, and she has told me some of the things she made him do. I was just remembering some of those things,” she explained. “I can’t see myself being that cruel to anyone.”

“That’s a relief,” I said.

“Unless of course you were a very bad boy,” she giggled.

I swallowed.

“Let me get with Kathy tonight and see what she thinks,” Maryanne said. “I’ll call you tomorrow and let you know what we decide.”

“We?” I croaked.

“Yes, of course, we, Johnathon,” she said. “We live together. If I move in so will she. It’s two for the price of one.”

She hung up. A perfect storm hit me. The excitement of having two women overseeing my every move and the fear of exactly that. I had never met Kathy, but Maryanne said she had experience which again was a plus and a big scary minus. I raced to my room to beat my dick into submission.

 

***

 

When the caller ID said it was her calling the next day, I almost had a heart attack. I had dreamed long and hard for this scenario to happen and now the final yes or no was mere seconds away. I picked up the phone.

“Hello?” I said.

“The answer is yes… uh… slave,” I heard Maryanne say.

My heart lurched and my dick inflated.

“Yes?” I repeated. “Oh, Maryanne, I’m so…”

“That’s Mistress from now on, slave,” she interrupted, “and my girlfriend, Kathy, will be addressed as Goddess, is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said contritely.

“Let me make sure you are completely with me,” she said. “Do you agree that my girlfriend, Kathy, and I will move into your house and that you will be completely under our control?”

“Uh… yes?”

“Is that a question?” she asked.

“No, Mistress, I agree that I will be completely under your control,” I said.


“In other words, you will be our slave?” she asked.

“Uh…yes.”

“Twenty-four hours a day?”

“Yes.”

“Seven days a week?”

“Yes.”

“Forever?”

My dick was bursting out of my pants. I croaked out another, “Yes.”

“I will need you to do several things before we move in,” she said. 

“Yes, Mistress.”

“First, I want you to go to a tattoo parlor and get a Prince Albert,” she said. “Do you know what that is?”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“While you are there, I want you to also get your nipples and your septum pierced,” she said. “Do you understand?”

Jesus, a Prince Albert and my nipples and my nose?

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. “May I please ask one question?”

“What is it?”

“Were the Prince Albert, nipples and septum your idea?” I asked.

“No, Kathy wanted them,” Maryanne said. “I don’t really know why.”

“I see.”

I did see. Kathy was clearly planning on taking my submission much farther than Maryanne alone would have.

“Next, I want you to leave the key to your house under the mat and move into a motel for the next week,” she said.

“I can do that, Mistress, but again may I ask why?”

“Kathy has workmen coming to make some modifications to your living arrangements and you would just be in the way,” she said.

So, Kathy’s idea again. 

“Yes, Mistress.”

“Finally, I need you to wire one thousand dollars to my checking account for some items that I need to help keep you in line.”

“Items?”

“We haven’t really set the ground rules yet,” she said, “Kathy told me that you needed to be taught right up front that your place is to obey without question.”

“Sorry, Mistress.”

“However, to answer your question, I don’t know what items,” she said. “Kathy said they were absolutely necessary for keeping you in line.”

“Thank you, Mistress.”

“I will call you when I want you to show up at the house,” she said. “When I do you, will have thirty minutes to present yourself, is that clear?”

“Yes, Mistress,” I said. “But what if I…”

I was talking into a dead line.

 

Part Two

 

It was a week and a half later before she called. A week and a half of me living on pins and needles, wondering when she would call and how my life would be. I went to Tattoos-are-us right away and got the piercings she required. I thought about the Prince Albert and realized that as she was off men that she probably wasn’t thinking of potential vaginal stimulation while I was fucking her brains out. There were other reasons, but the one that kept coming back to me, the one that kept me wanking my dick six times a day, was how it could be used to make a chastity device really secure.

“Uh, hi, Mistress,” I said when her name appeared on caller ID.

She shocked me by using my name instead of calling me slave. 

“Johnathon, I’m ready for you and I to live together,” she said. “I realize that this is a big step. Perhaps the biggest you’ve ever taken in your life and I just want to give you one more chance to change your mind.”

“I understand, Mistress,” I said.

“Do you, Johnathon?” she asked. “Do you really understand that when you walk through this door you will no longer be a man, but rather a thing, a slave, a possession?”

“Yes, Mistress, I understand,” I said.

“Then get your fucking ass over here right now so we can begin our new life,” she said. She tried to sound mean and demanding, but it came across as what she was, a novice feeling her way.

I only had one small bag and, remembering the thirty-minute rule, I had already packed it. I was at the door of my house in under ten minutes. She opened the door before I could knock.

“Johnathon, I’m going to give you one last chance to back out of this,” Maryanne said.

I looked at her and she was so hot. I wanted her and more importantly I wanted her to want me. I really couldn’t think of another way to win her love. Besides, the idea of being at her feet had me so far gone that even if she had said her first act would be to castrate me, I couldn’t have walked away.

“Mistress, I am at your service,” I said.

“I think that you will come to regret this, slave, but you are a grown man,” she said. “Take your clothes off and crawl behind me.”

My body was pulsating like a reverberating drum with her words. I was going to live my dream! I ripped my clothes off, dropped to my hands and knees and crawled into the house which, only a little over a week ago, had been mine. 

I followed her to the living room where another woman was sitting on the couch. She had a mean look and was very dumpy. I assumed that this was Kathy. Something about her caused my dick to shrivel into my body. This was one no-nonsense, nasty, cruel, evil woman. My fight or flight response was telling me to run for my life.

That wasn’t an option at this point. I was committed to being Maryanne’s slave which meant that Kathy had control over me also. I was just realizing that I might have made a serious mistake when the cruel bitch dropped something in front of me.

“Put this on, worm,” she said.

I looked down at was obviously a chastity belt. The difference was I’d never seen one quite like this before. It looked very secure and had an extra lock. I struggled with it and finally got it on. I locked the one lock but hadn’t a clue as to how to attach the other. I looked up.

“That one goes through the Prince Albert,” Kathy said.

I threaded it through and locked it. I looked up again into a very satisfied grin.

“That is never coming off,” Kathy said. “I find that it’s best to let worms like you know from the very start that they will never have an orgasm again.”

Pitching a fit would be a waste of time. She had an agenda and held all the cards. Still, I had to try and understand. I looked at her and asked, “Why would you do that, Goddess?”

“Because I can, worm, because I can,” she laughed. “You little wannabe slaves think this is a game. I like to make sure from the very start that you know that sexual frustration for the rest of your life is just the beginning.”

“As my Goddess wishes,” I said.

I could see that didn’t sit well. She was pissed off at my cooperative attitude. She wanted to hurt me, and it hadn’t worked. It didn’t sit that well with Maryanne either, but for a different reason.

“But, Kathy, he’s a man in the prime of his life,” she said. “Surely we can let him have a wank once in a while.”

“We could but we’re not going to,” she snapped. “You need to learn that slaves need to be treated like the scum that they are. This worm craves sexual frustration and degradation to satisfy some inner need and he’s going to get way more of it than he ever dreamed.”

“Kathy, I think there is something more going on here than just a guy who has submissive feelings,” Maryanne said. “I think he’s trying to change my attitude about men, the mean and hurtful feelings left after my last boyfriend. The boyfriend who caused me to decide I was through with men. I think he believes that I’ll come to realize that I can trust him, that feelings will develop and…”

“You’re kidding me!” she shouted. “He gave up his life on the chance that you might develop feelings for him?”

“I think that’s part of…”

“Well then, I forbid you to have any contact with him that might cause you to think of him as anything but a slave,” Kathy said. “Specifically, you are never to use him for an orgasm of your own. He is never to be allowed to lick your pussy.”

“Who, the hell do you think you are, Kathy?” Maryanne asked. “You are just my roommate. You don’t have any right to tell me what I can and can’t do with my… slave. I mean, I don’t have any plans in that direction right now, but if I want to it’s my business, not yours and I’ll do whatever I want.”

“And I’m telling you that if I catch you letting him touch you or lick you or anything like that you will regret it,” Kathy said coldly.

“I’ll regret it?  What the fuck does that mean?” Maryanne asked.

“I’ll take steps to make sure that it never happens again, that’s what,” she said.

“You and what army, Kathy,” Maryanne said. “You have no right to control my life.”

“You’ve been warned, Maryanne,” Kathy said.

I was watching this with a sinking heart. First, I had hoped that Maryanne would get horny and use my mouth as she might her favorite dildo and now, I was worried about the consequences to her if she did. Second, it seemed that Kathy was a battleax and intended to make my life miserable. 

I looked at Maryanne, realizing that my chances of success in getting her to trust me were less than I’d believed when I agreed to become her slave. Even so I would do it again. Kathy looked at me with an evil gleam in her eye.

“Come with me, worm,” she said. “I want to show you some of the improvements I made to the house.

I followed her on my hands and knees first to the master bathroom. In addition to the toilet and bidet that had already been in place, there was another contraption that looked very much like another toilet.

“Do you know what this is?” she asked.

“No, Goddess,” I answered.

“This is a toilet chair for Maryanne and I to use when we begin your toilet training.”

I knew of ‘toilet training’ and had fantasized about serving as a toilet to a woman, but only in the middle of stroking my dick. In reality, I had no desire to become a toilet to either of them. I shuddered and she noticed.

“Being a slave is a little more than you planned on, isn’t it?” she asked.

As that was nothing but a rhetorical question I didn’t answer. I hung my head which was answer enough. She laughed.

Next, she led me to the basement. In one corner was a small jail cell with a mattress on the floor a drain and a hose.

“This is where you will sleep when we don’t need you chained to the foot of our bed,” she said.

The rest of the room was taken up with various items that I had seen on the internet. A whipping bench, a rack, a St. Andrews cross and a whole raft of implements to inflict torture. She didn’t bother showing me any of these probably realizing that I was aware of their uses. Instead she led me to the corner where a small cage was suspended over a hole in the cement floor.

“Crawl in, worm,” she directed.

I crawled in to the cage and she locked the door behind me. It was so small that my back was crushed up against the top rails, my feet against the door and my face against the other end. There was no padding on the floor causing my knees to begin aching immediately.

“This is ‘the hole’,” she said, gesturing at the pit below me. “It is for when I feel you need a serious punishment, a punishment that is so miserable that you will do anything to avoid it.”

She pushed a button on the controller and the cage began to lower into the hole.

“This goes down about twenty feet,” she said as I lowered. “At the bottom is dirt and ground water which means a temperature of about fifty degrees. It is dank, dark, cold and miserable. The minimum time ever in ‘the hole’ is one hour. The maximum is twenty-four hours. Since this is only a demonstration, I will set the timer for one hour.”

As I hit bottom, two things happened. First, she closed the cover above me, and I was in total darkness and second, the water came up about six inches into the cage. I started shivering almost immediately.

 

***

 

When she winched me back out of there an hour later, she was standing with the control in her hand and a huge cruel smile on her face. What lifted my spirits was Maryanne, who was standing behind her with a very distraught, concerned look on hers. Maybe my cause wasn’t lost after all.

I discovered two things from that experience. The first being I never wanted to be subjected to that torture ever again and second, I had serious doubts that a person could survive twenty-four hours in that ‘hole’.

I crawled very slowly out of the cage. I was shivering uncontrollably, and my muscles were so cramped up I could barely move. Maryanne rushed over to help me.

“I’m so sorry, Johnathon,” she said, “I never dreamed that…”

Kathy went berserk.

“What the fuck are you doing, Maryanne?” Kathy screamed. “You never call a slave by their name and you certainly never apologize to them. They are slaves and will bear whatever we decide to dish out.”

“I’ll apologize if I care to,” Maryanne said. “He’s my slave and I can do whatever I want.”

“Not on my watch,” Kathy said coldly. “Worm, get your ass over to that whipping bench.”

I crawled over to the bench where Kathy strapped me down.

“I’m going to whip him,” Kathy said. “I’m going to whip him because you apologized. You showed mercy to a slave. I’m going to whip him each and every fucking time you do something like that until you learn to be cold and cruel and heartless to him as you should.”

“You can do what you want,” Maryanne said, heading for the stairs, “but you are not going to turn me into an aberration of a human being like you.”

I thought it was a great speech, but I knew that Maryanne’s soft heart wouldn’t stand for me being whipped at the drop of a hat. She would close off from me to protect me, exactly the thing I didn’t want. I closed my eyes and waited for hell in the form of Kathy to beat out its tattoo on my ass.

 

Part Three

 

Our lives settled down to a routine. In addition to my normal household duties of cleaning, washing, fixing meals, serving meals and all the other normal domestic chores, I got to do nice things for Maryanne. I was permitted to rub her feet when she was weary, serve her drinks, help her dress and undress and even help her shower. 

I especially loved the last one as Kathy wasn’t bothered by it. She seemed to believe that it was a normal chore for a slave to perform and didn’t get weird as my hands roamed over Maryanne’s body. Many times, roaming into very intimate places, as I made sure that she was squeaky clean.

The downside was that I had to do the same for Kathy. Believe me it was definitely a chore to have to run my hands over her blubber. She made it worse by sometimes having me hold my head back while she emptied her bladder in my mouth. Pre-training for toilet service she called it.

Life wasn’t bad except for Kathy. Kathy was hard on me. I tried to keep out of her way and be a model slave, but even so I received one or two whippings per week. 

Maryanne never found fault. The only fly in the ointment was that Kathy felt obligated to show me that she was boss. Once a week, no matter how good I was, she put me down ‘the hole’. To say I hated it would be a total understatement. No matter how well I prepared myself for the coming event, I was a basket case by the time she forced me down ‘the hole’ and in terrible shape when she let me out.

Maryanne inevitably was overly sympathetic which earned me a whipping when I got out. To her credit she never turned her back on me and developed the cold shoulder that Kathy wanted her to.

The crucial factor that made my life bearable was that Kathy was a lesbian. She wanted Maryanne in the worst way. She had been trying for the year that they had been living together to seduce Maryanne without luck. Maryanne was straight. She really like the opposite sex, but after her last horrible relationship she had sworn off guys also.

In order to satisfy her urges Kathy always went out to hit a lesbian bar every Wednesday night, which left the two of us alone. It didn’t take but a few ‘home alones’ before we developed a pattern. Kathy would leave. Maryanne would order me to undress her for bed. Maryanne would order me to give her a shower and pay special attention to her cunt. Maryanne would require that I tuck her in. Maryanne would demand that I soothe her with my tongue to the tune of at least three orgasms. I was in heaven.

We got away with it for months, each time spending more and more time snuggling and kissing and cuddling until inevitably, we got caught.

Maryanne was coming down from number five and I was wondering if we had time for one more before the bitch got home when the door slammed open.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Kathy demanded.


We jumped apart like teenage lovers caught by their parents. Maryanne covered herself and pulled herself together.

“I’m using my slave to relieve my tension,” she said matter-of-factly.

“Is that what you call it?” Kathy asked snidely. “It looked like a love fest that would have gone all the way except that one of you has their genitals locked up, thank god.”

“Kathy, this is none of your business,” Maryanne said. “I was having my slave get me ready for bed.”

“By licking your pussy?” Kathy asked.

“Isn’t that one of the benefits of having a slave?” Maryanne asked. “All of the pleasure with none of the pain.”

“Maryanne, do you remember what I said I’d do if I ever caught you letting him lick…”

“Kathy, this is my house and my slave and if you don’t like how I’m dealing with him then perhaps you need to find another place to live,” Maryanne said.

I was so proud of her and I was elated. With Kathy out of the house I was sure that our sessions would evolve into real feelings. She would relax and maybe we could become a couple. My la-la land was shattered right away.

Kathy grabbed me by the neck, locked the chain from the foot of the bed onto my collar and kicked me in the balls.

While I was trying to regain my breath she dragged Maryanne into the closet. When they came out a few minutes later, Maryanne was sporting a full metal jacket. That is to say, Kathy had locked a female chastity belt on Maryanne. With that in place there was no way that our Wednesday night love fests were ever going to continue. Maryanne looked shell-shocked. Kathy looked very smug.

“Do you remember what I told worm when I locked his pitiful member up?” she asked.

“Are you saying that I’m never going to have an orgasm ever again?” Maryanne asked.

“No, it’s different for you,” Kathy said.

“Different?”

“Yes, Maryanne, I happen to love you,” Kathy said, “so I’m willing to let you out to make love with me, but in most ways,  you are now like worm, my slave.”

“Is that what you call love?” Maryanne asked sarcastically.

“I think when you get horny enough, you’ll come around to my way of thinking,” she laughed.

“Never.”

“Oh, I think you will,” Kathy said.

“No, Johnathon and I will… well… cuddle and kiss and…”

“He won’t be here,” Kathy interrupted.

“He… what?”

“Did you see that wooden crate in the garage?” Kathy asked.

“Yes.”

“Well, I have actually known that you two were defying me for about a month now,” Kathy said. I arranged to sell worm.”

“What?  You can’t sell someone,” Maryanne said.

“You can and I have,” Kathy said. “They’ll be here tomorrow about ten to cart him away.”

“That’s inhuman,” Maryanne said.

“I warned you.”

“You’re going to sell another human being because he loves me, and you want me for yourself?” Maryanne asked.

“That’s pretty much it,” Kathy said smugly.

I saw a change come over Maryanne. She became… coquettish.

“Is there anything I can do to change your mind?” Maryanne asked sweetly.

“I might be persuaded if you… treated me nicer,” Kathy said.

Maryanne hung her head in thought. I could see she was sickened by what Kathy wanted but…

“Where do you want me to start?” she asked.

Kathy plopped down on the bed and patted the space next to her.

“Come here my little slave girl,” she said.

“Mistress, may your slave be permitted to go to the bathroom first?” Maryanne asked.

I could see that Kathy was really tickled by being called mistress.

“Yes, you may,” she said.

When Maryanne came out of the bathroom she headed for the door. Kathy called out to her.

“Where is my little slave girl going?” she asked.

“Oh, I’m sorry, mistress, I just thought I should serve you a glass of wine to… set the mood,” Maryanne said.

“What a nice idea, slave-girl,” Kathy cooed. “Keep acting like that and I can make things very nice for you.”

Maryanne was back in a flash with a glass of wine which she handed to Kathy.

“Where’s yours, girl?” Kathy asked.

“I didn’t think it fitting for a slave to presume to have a glass without permission,” Maryanne said.

Kathy ate that up. I didn’t believe for a minute that Kathy had any intention of calling off the people coming to cart me away, but I guess Maryanne loved me enough to try anything.

They cuddled and kissed while Kathy drank her wine. I could see the involuntary shudders that Maryanne tried to hide each time Kathy caressed her. As Kathy finished the final slug of her wine, she pushed on Maryanne’s shoulders forcing her down toward that horrible crotch that I had spent hours licking.

“Make it nice for me, girl, and see if you can convince me to keep your boyfriend,” Kathy said, slurring her words.

I could tell that Maryanne was completely repulsed as she got closer and closer to Kathy’s hairy snatch. She dragged it out as long as she could by teasing her chubby thighs with sweet kisses, but the moment-of-truth was rapidly approaching. Then, just as it seemed she would have to begin licking Kathy in earnest, Kathy collapsed.

Maryanne sprang up, released me and drew me in for a deep kiss that continued for at least a minute. Then she pushed me gently away and looked at me. I could see nothing but love in her eyes.

“What happened to Kathy, mistress,” I asked.

“I don’t want you calling me mistress right now,” Maryanne said.

“Ever?”

“Well… we’ll see,” she giggled. “Anyway, do you remember the sleeping pills in the medicine cabinet?”

“Yes, they were my wife’s,” I said. “I never got around to throwing them out after she died.”

“Well, I put four of them in Kathy’s wine,” she said. “She’ll be out till morning.”

“Wow!”

“Right now, we have a lot of work to do,” she said.

Over the next hour we got me completely out of my restraints, including that hated belt, and managed to strip Kathy, restrain and gag her. We then carried her downstairs and put her in the crate that was intended to take me away in the morning.

“Do you think she really would have let you remain if I was nice to her?” Maryanne asked.

“No way,” I responded. “She wanted you all to herself.”

“Ugh.”

 

***

 

Kathy woke up about nine to Maryanne and I gazing down at her. She trashed around and generally tried to pitch a fit, but the gag and restraints did their job.

“I found the number of the pickup service,” Maryanne said. “I asked them if there was any problem substituting a female for the male they thought they were getting. They were quite happy to do it. I guess women bring a higher price.”

If looks could kill, Maryanne and I would have both died. It didn’t take long before that look vanished and Kathy tried out getting us to feel sorry for her. That made Maryanne laugh.

“If I believed for one moment that if our roles were reversed that you would…”

She didn’t get any farther than that when the fierce look came back. We said good-bye and closed the lid. At ten a black van pulled up and took Kathy off to her fate.

“So, what shall we do now?” I asked.

“Well, mistress wants her slave to show her why he shouldn’t be put back in that chastity device,” Maryanne said.

I swept her into my arms and carried her to the bedroom.



Your Wish is My Command




 

“Golly, Harold, we’ve been a bad boy, haven’t we?” the bitch who owned me said to the poor wretch standing in front of her.

The sad thing was that had been me only three months ago and I hadn’t any more clue than Harold did. I thought I could bargain my way out of my mess.

“Marie,” Harold said, “I know I might have made a few tiny mistakes but…”

That sounded just like the lame excuse I tried out on her when I had been in his position. Now, I was a mere ten feet away, in plain sight and if the idiot had half a brain, he would look over at me and take door number two. I was hogtied, gagged, butt plugged, in chastity and in a cage ready to be delivered to some woman who had expressed an interest in owning an abject slave that would do anything she wanted.

“Mistakes?” Marie laughed. “Those little mistakes are worth about thirty years in…”

“Marie,” Harold, said, “I was trying to keep my company alive and maybe I cut a few corners, but now everything is moving in the right direction and…”

“Harold, I’m going to give you a choice,” Marie said, “agree to become one of my… uh… associates or I’m going to turn over what I have to the authorities and…”

I could see the wheels turning. For him this was just another minor speed bump. He was thinking that he could agree and then in a month or two when things were better, her information would not really hurt him. I tried grunting to attempt to warn him. He glanced at me but foolishly his mind was focused on solving his immediate problem.

“What do I have to do?” he asked.

Those words sealed his fate. He didn’t know that yet, but he had just become another one of her slaves. He would listen and think that he was going to just be an attendant or a helper or a servant or whatever for a month and then she would forgive and forget. He was wrong. That woman was a vampire about to suck his blood.

“I want you to agree to do everything I ask you to for the next month,” she said.

“Marie, I’m a busy man,” Harold said. “Can’t we work this out some other way?  I really need to pay attention to my business…”

“The only other way is that I pick up that phone,” Marie said.

He still hadn’t picked door number one. I grunted harder. His head swiveled again. He looked directly at me.

“What the hell is that… thing trying to say?” he asked.

“Probably trying to encourage you to get on with your life,” Marie laughed.

“I can’t understand why perfectly normal men would subject themselves to being treated like that,” he said in disgust. “I mean I’m not the kind of person who buries their head in the sand. I know there are sickos like him that want to be degraded. I just don’t understand why.”

“Perhaps they like it?” Marie suggested. “Or, perhaps they had no choice?”

“Well, don’t expect me to do anything like that,” Harold said.

“Why, Harold, I would never expect you to agree to do anything like that,” Marie said sweetly.

The stupid shit heard what he wanted to hear, not the real message. Of course, he would never agree to some of the horribly degrading things she was going to force him to do. I had done the same and now here I was, trussed like a lamb to the slaughter.

“So, you agree?” she asked.

“A month?” he asked.

That was déjà vu all over. I had asked the same and had foolishly thought that at the end of a month I could just walk away. Stupidly I grunted again. That was too much for Marie who pushed the remote that sent a shock wave to my neck and balls. I screamed as silently as I could because any further alert to clueless Harold would earn me some serious punishment. He must not have heard because he didn’t look over at me.

“Yes, Harold, a month,” she said.

“All right,” he said, “what do you want me to do?”

“I’d like you to begin by taking off all your clothes,” Marie said.

“That’s crazy,” Harold blustered. “I’m not going to do that.”

Marie picked up the phone and began dialing.

“Wait, stop, okay, I’ll do it.”

She stopped dialing. He slowly removed his clothing. When he was completely naked, she stepped up to him and grabbed his dick.

“Not a lot to work with here is there, Harold?” she laughed.

Before he could respond she twisted it, punched it and put her knee into it. He ended on the ground, writhing in agony and, before he could recover, she had a shocking collar on his neck and a shocking chastity belt on his prick. She helped him to his feet.

“Let’s get you started on your new life,” Marie said sweetly.

With an evil grin I watched her set her remote to activate his devices, push the ‘all’ button and watch as he fell to the ground screaming and trying to hold his neck and genitals at the same time. After she let go of the button and he finished writhing in pain, she stepped over and kicked him lightly to get his attention.

“That was level five, pig,” she said sweetly. “Believe me you do not want to experience the higher ones. I’ve never had to use a level ten, but I understand that it has the potential to fry your vocal chords. It goes without saying that it will castrate you.”

I watched Harold shudder.

“Up, pig,” she said, “I have a guest coming and I need a coffee table.”

He struggled to his hands and knees. She grabbed his hair and pulled him over to the couch.

She put Harold in a position that I had been in many times. On his hands and knees in front of the couch with a ring gag in his mouth attached to a harness that terminated in a large hook buried in his ass. The harness was cleverly designed to allow her to easily shorten it to hold his head up. It also had a tray that sat in the middle of his back to serve as a surface to place drinks.

I began shaking at this point because I knew what was coming. That guest was undoubtedly my new owner. Sure enough, Marie came over to my cage, pulled me out, untied the intricate hog tie and led me into the next room.

“I want you to stay right here until I come for you, do you understand?” she said.

My gag was still in, so I nodded.

“If you move, or if you disappoint me when I present you, I will personally castrate you,” she said. “Is that clear?”

I was shaking so badly I had trouble nodding my head. I knew my new owner was coming and I was pretty sure who it was. The idea of being a slave to that woman was triggering my gag reflex. I wanted to puke but vomiting into my gag was almost certainly a death sentence, so I fought it down. Just then the doorbell rang.

Marie leaned down and kissed my cheek, “I’m going to miss you, my sweet faggot boy.”

I heard their voices and my mind froze as I realized all my fears were correct. The woman accompanying her was the very last person I ever wanted to have to serve as a slave to. I would almost rather be owned by a fat gay guy than this woman. I was trembling in disgust. 

From my position in the hall I could see just enough through the gap in the door to confirm that I was right. I wanted to get up and run. I knew that was a total non-starter. Not only couldn’t I get beyond the perimeter of the house, but with her remote I probably wouldn’t even get to the door.

I could see my new owner was very excited. She looked down at Harold with a big smile and asked, “Is this him?”

“Would you like it to be him?” Marie asked.

“Well, he looks kind of fat and I was really hoping for one that reminded me a bit more of my ex-husband,” she said.

“Why is that, sweetie?” Marie asked.

“I… well… the problem is I have these anger issues regarding my ex, and I need…”

“So, you hate your ex and want to punish him?” Marie asked.

“Oh, Marie, I guess its way more complicated than that,” Jennifer said.

“Really, how so?”

“The problem is I still love the asshole,” Jennifer said. “Our problems were a result of a misunderstanding where both of us were too pig-headed to stop and listen and before we knew it, we were divorced. I didn’t want that and I’m pretty sure he didn’t either.” 

“So why do you want someone who just looks like him?” she asked. 

“I guess because I want to punish him for something that probably was both of our faults,” she said.

“So, why not him?” Marie asked.

“He doesn’t go for this kind of thing,” she said. “He’d never come to someone like you to play submissive games. He is what he always liked to say, ‘a real man’.”

“I see,” Marie chuckled. “Well, I guess you’ll just have to make do with the wannabe submissive guy I have for you.”

“I’m sure he’ll be fine,” Jennifer said.

If I could have killed the bitch with a look when she came to lead me out, she would have ignited. She smiled down at me and said, “What goes around comes around. It sounds to me like your future life is going to be hell which suits me perfectly.”

She led me out. As soon as my ex-wife got a look she nearly collapsed.

“My god, Marie,” she said, “are you kidding me?  My ex-husband wanted to be a slave?  I never knew. I mean we could have…”

“Uh… not exactly, Jennifer,” Marie interrupted. 

“Well, what then?” she demanded. “Is he… wait, I don’t give a shit why. He’s down there and I’m up here and I’m going to make him pay.”

I had to fight down another involuntary retching reflex. 

“Why is he gagged?” my ex-wife asked.

“Uh… to keep him from talking?” Marie said.

“Why? What would he say?” my ex-wife asked.

“That I tricked him. The problem with sub males like this is they really like to pretend they are being forced so they complain all the time about how they want to be let loose, how they were tricked into being slaves, how…”

“I get it,” my ex-wife said. “My problem is that I never even got a hint of these desires when we were married. I mean if I’d known I’d have been happy to…”

“Jennifer,” Marie interrupted her. “What difference does it make now?  He’s happy, you’re happy. Go for it.”

“What can I do to him?” my ex-wife asked.

“He specifically told me that he wanted to be sold to a cruel, heartless, woman who would do whatever she wanted, no holds barred, and he explicitly told me that he didn’t want a safe word.” Marie lied.

That was too much. I began to express my displeasure at her total untruth, but she zapped me. I spasmed but managed to keep from making any noise. I was hoping that, in the future I’d get a chance to set the record straight. Even so, my ex-wife was a very perceptive person and noticed. She did say anything.

“Regardless, I can remove his gag?” she asked. “Like if I need his tongue for instance?”

“Of course,” Marie said. “Just don’t believe the bullshit he’ll try to lay on you.”

My wife wasn’t a stupid woman. If she had been, I’d never have married her. In fact, she was one of the most intelligent women I’d ever met. I don’t really know how we got to a divorce. I could see something wasn’t ringing true in her mind. Marie seemed to notice.

“Having him like this has really got me worked up,” she said. “Is there somewhere we can go where I can uh…”

“Use the back bedroom,” Marie said. “There’s the bed and a really nice recliner.”

“Thank you,” she said. “Oh, and buy the way, I know I can’t call him Robert anymore so what do you call him?”

Marie relaxed and said, “I call him faggot.”

“Let’s go faggot,” my ex-wife said, dragging me into the back bedroom.

When we got there, she unbuckled the gag and looked at me.

“Really, Robert, you wanted to be a slave?” she asked.

I knew that Marie had the entire house wired for video and sound so I dropped my eyes and said, “How may I serve you, mistress?”

She looked at me. I think she knew something wasn’t right. Perhaps she figured out that we were being observed. At any rate she pulled me into her crotch and said, “Lick.”

I was happy to oblige. I had loved doing that for her and I knew what to do to make it great. I had her squirming in two minutes, moaning in five and screaming in under ten. She kept me there for another and then pushed me away.

“We are going to have such a wonderful life,” she said contentedly. “Well, I am anyway.”

She looked at me as if I were going to say something, but I didn’t dare. She led me back into the living room where Marie was sitting on the couch enjoying a glass of wine.

“Everything okay?” she asked.

“I can’ thank you enough, Marie,” my ex-wife said. “This is going to be so great. I’m already wet again thinking of the things that I am going to be able to force him to do.”

“Any particular things that come to mind?” Marie asked.

“Yes,” my ex-wife said. “I plan on forcing him to suck another guy’s dick. He always made a big deal about how real men got their dicks sucked and faggots sucked dick.”

“Why don’t you stick around for my party tonight?” Marie suggested. “I have a whole group of Harold’s friends and workers coming and one of the highlights will be when he is forced to suck the dicks of some of the guys who work for him. I’m sure they will be happy to stick their hard members into your slave’s mouth also.”

I watched Harold thrash around as much as his restraints allowed. I also saw my ex-wife look at me speculatively. I turned my head up and gave her a look that was intended to get through to her that this was not what I wanted. I saw a gleam in her eyes which scared the shit out of me.

“Why, thank you, Marie, that would be lovely.”

 

***

 

Three hours later the party was in full swing. The things they forced Harold to do were disgusting. Quite a few of the women used dildos to butt fuck him. Some of the other women strung him up on the rack and took turns whipping his ass until it bled. Many of them availed themselves of his tongue. 

If Marie ever let him go back to running his company, which I assumed she would in order to take all of whatever profits he made, it was clear that he would never command any respect again. In fact, she made it clear that as long as it didn’t interfere with the running of the company, they could pretty much do whatever they wanted to him at work. His life was over.

Finally, the evening came to the big finale. She got him in position so that whoever wanted could fuck his mouth. The whole thing sickened me because I knew that because of what my ex-wife had said, I was next.

I watched as one after another of his employees spewed their seed into his mouth. Marie stood by to insure that he swallowed every drop. The crowning degradation was when his best friend availed himself. Some of the first users were lining up for seconds when Marie called a halt. She looked at my ex-wife.

“Jennifer, do you want your boy to step in now?” she asked.

I looked up with as much of a pleading look in my eyes as I could put there. My ex-wife bent down and whispered in my ear.

“So, faggot, is this what you really want?” she asked.

“Your wish is my …….,” I said as quietly as I could.

“What did he say?” Marie asked.

“He said, your wish is my command,” my ex-wife said, “which proves that you have him completely broken. I am very pleased, Marie.”

She beamed.

“So, do you want to put him in place of pig?” she asked.

“No, thank you, Marie, I have a new boyfriend and I am really looking forward to the delicious lost, degraded look in his eyes when I make him suck Jonathon off,” my ex-wife said.

“I totally understand that,” Marie said. “Maybe at my next party.”

“Absolutely,” my ex-wife said, “and now we’ve got to be going because my boyfriend is getting home in a half an hour and I want to have my little faggot ready to go.”

 

***

 

She pulled me into the house that used to be ours before the divorce and had me get up on the coffee table on my hands and knees. At that height my mouth was at a perfect level for some stranger, her boyfriend, to have his crotch at the same height as my mouth. I was heartsick. I didn’t want this, and I had tried to let her know. I guess her anger had overpowered everything we’d ever had.

The final straw was I had not said, ‘Your wish is my command’ but rather ‘Your wish is my Cancun’. Cancun was kind of a code word between us ever since we went on our honeymoon there. It really meant remember what we had. It fucking meant no I didn’t want to suck some guy’s dick. She either had forgotten or was so angry that she didn’t care.

“Do you have anything to say before Jonathon sticks his dick in your mouth?” she asked.

I looked at her and the hurt and loss welled up in me, but I knew it was useless to complain about what she was going to force me to do. I shook my head.

“Are you sure?” she asked. 

“I don’t know what happened between us, Jennifer,” I said. “I don’t know how it got to where we are today, but I still love you.”

“Really?” she asked. 

“Yes.”

“Do you love me enough to suck a dick for me?” she asked.

I thought about that. That was not in my makeup, not in any fantasy I had ever had, the whole idea totally repulsed me. However, if that’s what she needed for me to prove to her that I still loved her, that I realized the incredibly stupid mistake I’d made in letting her go then…

“When is the asshole going to get here and stick it in my mouth?” I asked.

“Is that a yes?” she asked.

“Yes, Jennifer, if that’s what you need from me then I’ll do it,” I said.

“Will you swallow?”

“Jennifer, I love you,” I said. “If I’ve hurt you so much that you need me to degrade myself, I will do it for as long as you want until you are…”

She threw the key to my chastity belt at me.

“There is no boyfriend, Robert,” she said. “I have never wanted anyone but you and right now you’d best get your ass over here and show me how much you want me or I’m giving you back to Marie.”

I looked at the only woman I’d ever loved and said, “Your wish is my command.”

She laughed.



This is What You Wanted, Isn’t It?




 

“Kiss my legs, slave,” she said.

I had been on my knees behind her in the bathroom for a half hour, watching her get ready for her date. I leaned in and gently kissed both of her calves. From that position, I could see up her short skirt to the cute panties she was wearing… for him. It drove a dagger to my heart and a hot shot to my groin at the same time. I must have groaned because she laughed.


“This is what you wanted, isn’t it?” she asked. “This is what you asked for, right?”

“Please, Mistress Jennifer,” I whispered.

“Please what, worm?” she sneered. “Please let you use your hand to play with that puny little thing between your legs?”

“Please, Mistress, it’s been so long and I…”

“David,” she said crossly, using my real name which shocked me, “I’ll ask you again. Isn’t this exactly what you asked me for?”

It was and it wasn’t. I thought about how it all started and how I ended up in the horrible position I found myself.

 

***

 

Six months ago, my latest girlfriend had walked out on me because she was sick of me bugging her all the time to play the kinky degradation games that turned me on. Since that had been the fourth girl-friend in as many years, I realized that I was probably never going to ever find a woman who would naturally want to dominate me. I decided to hire someone to be my ‘girlfriend’. 

It wasn’t hard to find women eager to be employed in a job where they did little work for a nice salary. It was a bit more difficult to find ones who I believed would be firm and cruel and really degrade me but, not that difficult. Three months ago, I interviewed Jennifer and hired her on the spot.

One of my greatest fears was that my ‘girlfriend’ would be so cruel that she would lock my dick up and never let me cum so I drafted a contract that we both signed. Among the many ‘dos’ and ‘don’ts’ that it contained was the stipulation that, no matter what, I had to be given a real orgasm, with my penis being stimulated by stroking, at least once a week. Little did I know how a devious bitch could pervert that language and thwart my desires.

It started as soon as we signed the contract when she had me strip, go into the bathroom and completely remove all my body hair. She then had me put on panties and a bra. Being feminized wasn’t high on my list of things that turned me on but I hadn’t put it in the contract as a ‘don’t’ so I did what she asked.

Next came serving her and her friends in a French Maids outfit. Again, it wasn’t on the top of my list but, the humiliation of being forced to masturbate for her in front of her friends was great. In the first few weeks she did make me get her ready for dates and make me beat off while licking her ass, all things that really turned me on. I thought all in all that things were working out.

Sadly, she continued the feminization. She made me take hormones to ‘soften your body, Davina’ and ‘increase your bust size’. I became more feminine, grew buds on my chest and, while I still got to wank every week, it wasn’t quite as stimulating as I had hoped.

Then the bitch had a so called ‘Doctor’ come in and fit me with a fake vagina. It looked real. She assured me that, per the contract, it would come off when the contract was over. It was horrible and inventive at the same time. It completely covered my dick so there was no way that I could masturbate or otherwise stimulate myself.

However, if a horney man, that is a rabid, ‘I need a pussy and don’t really care what it looks like’, slobbering piece-of-shit being that passed for a man stuck his dick in my fake cunt and fucked me, a sheath over my penis moved up and down and, with enough stimulation, brought me to a raging orgasm. I think that she thought that I would become addicted to the great releases but, in truth, it was such a turn off to be fucked by a guy that I begged her to let me out of the once a week rule in the contract or at least let me use a dildo on myself instead of being subjected to some sweaty cretin on top of me.

She wasn’t fazed with this hiccup in her plan. Instead, she used my revulsion to force me to agree to change the terms of our contract. She got me to agree to removing some of the ‘don’ts’ in it in exchange for only requiring me to submit once a month to a horney fat slobbering man. 

 

***

 

All this went through my mind as I thought about answering her question. She got impatient.

“I asked you a question, David,” she said crossly. “Isn’t this exactly what you asked me to do to you?”

“It is, Mistress, I guess, but, it’s just that…”

“Isn’t it horribly degrading to have Hernando make love to you like you’re his little slut girl with you all trussed up like a lamb to the slaughter unable to refuse his advances?” she asked.

Hernando had been my gardener before I managed to stupidly get myself in this situation. He knew I was his old boss and maybe that made it sweeter for him.

She had a point that scenario was mega degrading it just wasn’t one that got my motor going. I answered, “Yes, but…”

“And doesn’t it make you sick to your stomach when he takes off your bra and plays with those budding little titties?”

“Yes, I hate it,” I said.

My god, of all the things he did, playing with my breasts, licking them, sucking them was one of the things that sickened me most. He treated like… like I was his girlfriend, except he was a typical man inn that he hadn’t aa clue as to how to turn a woman on.

“And then, against your will, when he fucks you until, against your wishes, your body betrays you and you have an incredible orgasm. Doesn’t that really humiliate you?” she asked.

I hung my head in shame and said, “Yes, it does.”

“Isn’t that what you asked for?” she asked, brightly.

“I did but, somehow it isn’t what I thought it would be,” I said. “In fact, I hate it so much it’s the reason I asked you to modify our agreement so I would only have to endure that once a month.”

“About that,” she said. “It certainly was a perfect opportunity for me to get you to remove those silly ‘don’ts’ of not being forced to suck a dick or drink piss. I don’t know why you didn’t want me to force you to do those anyway, aren’t those super degrading?”

“Yes, of course but, again my fantasies didn’t revolve around that kind of degradation.”

“Then why did you agree?” she asked.

“I fucked up. I stupidly thought you’d just bring your boyfriend home and make me suck him and I assumed that I’d be serving as your toilet,” I said. “Never in a million years did I think you take it so far.”

“Well, I think taking you to the local gay bar once a week and chaining you up in the toilet to serve as a urinal and cum dump is way more humiliating, don’t you agree?” she laughed. “After all I think that’s why you hired me because you sensed that I would go the extra mile to make sure that you were thoroughly debased.”

She was managing that all right. I was sick at heart almost all the time. 

“Mistress, couldn’t we, uh, remove that activity from the things you make me do?” I asked boldly.

“I see my little worm has forgotten his place, hasn’t he?” she said angrily. “No, we can’t. Like the change we made about having Hernando fuck you, we can cut back the frequency of your visits to the gay bar but, only if you give up more of those stupid ‘don’ts’.”

“Like what?” I asked.

“Like me not being able to use the cane,” she said. “And only being allowed to whip you to a maximum of twenty strokes in a twenty-four period. I really want to blister your ass and make you beg me to have you do things so disgusting and repulsive that no one will ever think of you as human ever again.”

“But…”

“But nothing,” she snapped. “If you want me to cut back your trips to the gay bar to say, only once a month, that’s what I want.”

I thought about it but I had a feeling that she would be brutal if given the opportunity. I really hated the trips to the gay bar but…

“Enough talking,” she said. “Get up and go into the bedroom, I have to be getting out of here.”


I climbed clumsily to my feet which wasn’t easy as she had my hands chained up in the middle of my back. Walking to the bedroom wasn’t easy either on the six-inch heels she had locked on my feet. On the way, I saw my reflection in the hall mirror. With everything she had done, she had me looking like a very slutty but delectable girl. My breasts had filled out and I was now in a size A bra. My legs were smooth and sexy. She had me dressed in a cute short skirt and a pink midriff tank top. My hair was done up in a stylish short bob. I would have fucked me in a heartbeat. I blushed in shame.

In the bedroom, she had me lay down on the bed, locked my collar to the headboard and each leg loosely to the footboard. I was in a perfect position for Hernando to ravage me. My month of grace from him was up.

“Well, my little faggot, I’m off to have great sex with my hunky boyfriend, hope you have a wonderful time with your lover,” she said.

“Wait, Miss,” I pleaded, “haven’t you forgotten something?”

She smiled an evil smile, shook her head and said, “I don’t think so.”

“My gag, Miss, what about my gag?”

“Oh, you won’t be needing it with him any longer,” she said.

“But, Miss, he might… uh… stick his thing in my…”

“I think Hernando is really looking forward to using that sweet little mouth of yours. After all, women do give their men blow jobs,” she laughed.

“But, we had a deal about…”

“We had a deal,” she interrupted, “but you gave up that ‘don’t’ when we agreed only once a month with Hernando. I told him to face fuck you as often as he likes but just be sure to at least bring you off once per our contract.”

“That’s not…”

“Fair?” she interrupted again. “It may not be but it’s exactly how you asked to be treated.”

“Couldn’t we renegotiate the whole contract?” I asked. “I really like you. You are pretty, smart, witty and…  I think maybe we could be… uh… boyfriend and girlfriend.”

She stopped and looked at me with fire in her eyes.

“A maggot like you?” she sneered. “A scumbag who gets off on being forced to serve as a toilet in a gay bar?  A turd who like to dress up in woman’s clothes and get fucked by his gardener?  When I first met you, I did think that maybe… but, that was before I found out how twisted you are.”

“But, Jennifer,” I protested, “that’s not fair. It was you who forced me to do all of those things.”

“I’ve only done what you asked me to, you little worm,” she screamed. “And, for addressing me by my first name and arguing with me and presuming that a goddess like me would ever stoop so low as to date a sick twisted fuck like you, next month when Hernando comes I’m going to have him bring some friends. I’m going to have you serve them. You are going to be their maid and their little fuck toy. You will suck them, be fucked by them and take it up the ass from them. I’m also going to invite a group of my girlfriends to watch. You want to be degraded?  For the next nine months, you will get what you paid for in spades.”

With that she twirled and left the house, slamming the front door. Almost immediately I heard it open again and Hernando’s voice, “Ola, chica, your macho Latin lover is here to make sweet sweet love to you.”


I could feel the bile rising in my throat.



Puppy Love




 

“Come in, Matthew,” she said. “I’m glad you could make it on such short notice.”

I looked at the woman whom I’d contacted regarding puppy training. I’d always had a fascination with pretending to be a dog and now that my divorce was final, I could pursue it. My investigation on the internet had led me to her. She was matronly, with a stern bearing and a no-nonsense demeanor. Frankly she scared me.

“I’m glad you had a cancellation, Mrs. Murphey,” I said. “this will give me a chance to… uh try out my…”

“You’ll be fine, Matthew,” she interrupted. “I know what boys like you need.”

Her calm attitude relaxed me.

“Thank you, Mrs. Murphey,” I said. “Can you give me some idea of what to expect?”

“I’m sure that my training will be self-explanatory,” she said. “Now, remove your clothes, please.”


“Now?” I croaked.

“Of course, dear, we might as well just jump right in,” she said sweetly.

“Uh… how long does a typical session last?” I asked.

“Oh, that depends,” she said offhandedly. “Each puppy progresses at a different rate.”

I slowly removed my clothes. When I was naked and standing in front of her she shoved a sheaf of papers at me.

“Please sign these,” she said. “They are just the standard forms to protect me. Nothing to worry about.”

I was so nervous standing naked in front of her that I signed them without reading them. I handed them back.

“Now, we can get started,” she said.

I followed her into a side room that was outfitted like a dog grooming area complete with a table and an arm with a leash loop for holding a dog’s head in place. She had me climb up on the table on my hands and knees.

“Now, Matthew, as you know, dogs don’t talk,” she said. “To help you remember I’m going to put a modified dog shock collar on you.”

I held still while she fitted the collar around my neck and padlocked it on. I was a bit uncomfortable with the fact that I would need her to remove it. She attached the leash loop to my collar. I was held in grooming position. My dick liked what was happening so far.

“Let’s try it out, shall we?” she said. “Please try whining like a dog.”

I did and nothing happened.

“Perfect,” she said. “Now try to ask me a question.”

I barely opened my mouth before fire encircled my neck. I would have dropped down on the table, but the leash loop held me in place. I certainly wouldn’t ever try to talk with that shock collar on my neck.

“Super, she said, clapping her hands. “Just one final test.”

She pushed a button on the remote in her hand and the fire hit me again but much worse. I wanted to scream but wisely didn’t.

“That was the second lowest setting,” she said. “The higher ones are much worse. Just a reminder that I control your life now.”

Huh?  I thought this was just a preliminary play session. I mean I have a job and all to go back to.

“Now, we need to complete the rest of the steps to get you ready,” she said.

Over the next forty-five minutes she finished turning me into a puppy. When she was through, I no longer had the use of my hands and my legs had been folded against my thighs and placed into some material that almost made them look like I had been born that way. The upshot was that I was forced to remain on hands and knees. She then spray-painted me blue. I hadn’t a clue what breed of dog was blue. 

The final indignity was when she curled and styled my hair so that it looked weird. Like some breed of dog, I supposed.

“That will do until it grows out,” she said to herself.

I whined which made her laugh.

“Oh, Blue, your new owner is going to be so pleased with you,” she said.

My new owner? She had to be kidding.

She helped me down saying, “We need to get started on your training. I have a group party of trainers and puppies next Friday week and I want your new owner to be able to show you off.”

Group party?  I hadn’t signed up for that. I whined.

“It was in the papers that you signed,” she said. “Along with a bunch of other things like, my right to modify you any way I see fit, my right to keep you as a puppy until I decide you are trained, my right to sell you and… well, the list goes on.”

I growled and the collar didn’t shock me. I growled again to show my displeasure.

“Bad dog,” she said, slapping my ass with her whip. “I won’t tolerate that behavior. Good dogs get rewarded. Bad dogs get punished.”

I didn’t see how anything could be worse than what she’d already done to me, but I cocked my head by way of asking her what she meant.

“Good dogs get real meaty dog food, bad dogs get dry nuggets,” she said. “Good dogs get to hump their trainer’s leg from time to time, bad dogs don’t. Good dogs get to sleep in a nice comfy dog bed at the foot of their trainer’s bed, bad dogs sleep in the kennel in the garage. Good dogs get petted, bad dogs get their ass whipped. Need I go on?”

The good choices were still pretty horrible, but I got her meaning. I yipped.

“Good, now let’s get you down and start your training,” she said. “Please understand that you are no longer a man. You are a puppy. Your name is Rex. You will remain a puppy for the rest of your life. As I said, the papers you signed gave me the right to sell you which I already did before you agreed to become my puppy. Your new owner is excited.”

I wanted to throw up. As a coincidence the dog my wife and I had when we got divorced was named Rex. I had fought hard to keep him only because she loved him so much. When I won, I promptly sold him to spite her.

 

***

 

The next two weeks were grueling. She ran me, walked me, taught me tricks, punished me when I was bad, rewarded me for good behavior when I was good and even allowed me to hump her leg two times. I felt totally degraded having an orgasm in that manner, but I was so horny I blanked my mind and did it.

Afterward she forced me to lick my slime off her leg. That’s not all she made me lick. At least twice a day she used my puppy tongue to give her an orgasm. Her cunt was pretty and smelled nice, so I didn’t mind doing it except for the degradation of being treated like a puppy while I did instead of as a man. 

I didn’t want to be a dog forever, so I tried to escape once. That was a waste of my time and very painful. It seems that the collar served as a perimeter fence also. She put me in the kennel for twenty-four hours straight for that offense.

The day of the big party came. People began arriving around noon. There were ten trainers and ten puppies plus my trainer and me. The preponderance of puppies were hapless males like I was, but there were two female puppies. One with a man as an owner and one with a female. Each of the ten puppies had that wild look in their eyes that I could see in mine whenever I looked in a mirror. A look that was clearly one of not wanting to be a dog.

Evidently my new owner had gotten held up and wasn’t expected until almost the end of the party. My trainer shrugged.

“Not to worry, Rex,” she said. “Everything will be videotaped. I will give her a copy later.”

The next four hours were pure agony. The first task was each puppy had to perform the various tricks that their owners had taught them. Score was kept for style, precision and overall elegance. The female puppy with the female trainer won. I failed miserably.

“Good job, boy,” my trainer said, patting my head. “You did nicely for only two weeks of training,”

I couldn’t help myself, her praise pleased me. I wiggled all over at her admiration. She beamed.

The next task was disgusting. Each puppy had to go from trainer to trainer and give them oral sex. They were each given a score from 1 to 10 by the recipient, with the highest total score being the winner. 

It was disgusting because not all the cunts I had to lick were appetizing, which I hated. Then, when I got to the male trainer, Mrs. Murphy had to force my mouth over his dick and beat me with her crop in order to get me to suck at all. I got a one for that performance, but overall, I didn’t finish last.

The next was puppy love. Well, they called it that, but actually it was a lottery to determine which male puppy got the pleasure of mating with one of the other puppies. The first drawing was limited to just the male puppies and the second was open to all except the one chosen in the first round. This meant that the lucky dog who won the first round had only a one in five chance of getting one of the female puppies. Normally this event was some poor puppy fucking another male dog up the ass.

Fate intervened. I don’t know what the odds of this happening were, but the female trainer whose puppy won, happened to be married to the male trainer (who’s dick I had gagged on) with the female puppy. When his female puppy was picked to be the second half of the coupling the room exploded. It turned out that those puppies were also married.

They had been tricked into becoming puppies six years ago and had not had any sexual relations since. Both trainers were angry and wanted to back out, but Mrs. Murphy wouldn’t let them. The show went on. It was clear that even after all this time and abuse they still loved each other fiercely. Watching their trainers, I got the distinct impression that they would never get a chance at this level of intimate contact ever again.

Sure enough, as soon as the coupling was over, they dragged the male into the grooming room to do something that had the crowd really frantic. The whole mob followed. As I began to trail after Mrs. Murphey, I was brought up short by my leash. I yelped. Mrs. Murphey turned around.

“Lila, you made it,” she said, looking at whoever had my leash.

My shoulders spasmed in fear. My ex-wife was named Lila. Surely it couldn’t be…

I swiveled my head and sure enough it was my ex holding my lead. I growled. She laughed.

“Hello Rex,” she said. “I’m so glad to have my Rex dog back. We are going to have so much fun together.”

I growled again.

“Bad puppy,” she said. “I have a cure for bad puppies.”

What?  Keep me caged?  Whip me?  So fucking what?

“Come boy,” she said, dragging me into the grooming room.

She took a seat with a great view of the table where the wretched puppy who’d finally gotten to fuck his wife after six years was leashed in place. She forced me to sit beside her. I growled again.

“I want you to watch this carefully, Rex,” she said.

I watched as the female trainer picked up a castration tool, placed it around the puppy’s balls and without pausing shoved the handles together. He screamed and his balls fell to the table.

“That takes care of any possible future connection of that thing between your legs and her cunt,” the woman said.

I whined. Lila laughed again which made me growl at her again.

“I’ve had just about enough of that, Rex,” she said coldly. “I’m not going to warn you again.”

Just then Mrs. Murphey appeared and asked, “Lila have you made your decision about whether you want that done to Rex?”

My ex-wife looked at me and said, “Give me a minute to make up my mind.”

I started whining and licking her legs and trying to nuzzle my way under her skirt.

“Um, not just yet, I guess,” she said.

“Well, you can always bring him back if he’s bad. It only takes a couple of minutes,” Mrs. Murphey said.

I kissed her feet. She giggled.

“We have to get going,” she told Mrs. Murphey. “My new boyfriend will be very keen on improving his performance.”

“Lila, I thought he did very well, considering the short amount of time I had to work with him,” Mrs. Murphey said.

“I’m talking about that pitiful performance when he was supposed to suck that guy’s dick,” she said. “I came in just when that was happening, and I can guarantee that my boyfriend won’t stand for a sub-standard blow job like that. I wager that he will want to start his training yet tonight.”

My world closed in as she led me out to her car.



Graduating




 

I was finished with college. I had taken my last exam. My bags had been shipped out, I had cleaned my apartment and was ready to turn over the keys and catch a bus home. The only reason I was still in the apartment was the super cute girl I met earlier in the day who said she wanted to come by and see me off. I took it to mean that she was going to fuck me, so I thought what’s one more night?  I was beyond ready when the doorbell rang. I opened it and there she stood carrying an overnight bag.

“Hi, Tammy,” I gushed. “I wasn’t sure you’d come.”

“Are you kidding, Jimmy,” she laughed. “A new graduate just ready to head out into the big bad world, I wouldn’t have missed it for anything.”

“I know, but we just barely met, and we hardly know each other and…”

“We’ve got plenty of time to get to know each other,” she said, dropping her bag on the couch.

Plenty of time?  I didn’t think so. I figured she’d be a great one-night stand but by tomorrow afternoon I’d be miles away and probably never see her again. I didn’t say that, of course, because I didn’t want to spoil the mood. I pulled her into my arms and kissed her. She responded, and things started heating up. I stripped off my shirt and fiddled with the buttons on hers.

Just when I felt confident enough that things were progressing toward my end game and moved my hands to her breasts she pushed me away a bit. I thought I’d gone too far but she stepped behind me and brought my hands back up to her breasts.

“Do you like that, Jimmy?” she asked, kissing my neck.

It seemed like a strange position, but I was at second base so of course I liked it. Then I felt something cold on both wrists and when I tried to move my hands I found they were handcuffed together.

“What’s going on, Tammy?” I asked, worriedly.

She spun me around, dropped to her knees, unbuckled my belt, pulled my pants down to my ankles and fished out my dick.

“Relax, baby,” she said soothingly, “I just like to be in control.”

She grabbed my prick and began stroking. I kicked off my jeans. Then, as her warm mouth engulfed my penis, I began to relax a bit and go with the flow. Her hands were doing a number on my balls. The combination was lovely. All of a sudden, just as I started to feel the stirrings of a great orgasm building, I felt something cold on my balls. Looking down I could see that she had looped a long piece of very thin wire around them and cinched it up tight. They turned a dark shade of purple. She pulled the loose end and the pain was intense.

“What the fuck are you doing, Tammy?” I screamed. “This isn’t funny. Let me loose right now.”

She smiled and used the loose end to drag me behind her into the bedroom where she wrapped it around the doorknob. I couldn’t pull loose without injuring myself and I couldn’t untie the wire from the doorknob without my hands. I was cursing and demanding to be let go. She ignored me and retrieved her bag from the living room. Within a few minutes she had gagged me, collared me and chained my hands up behind me to the collar. I was scared.

Then, using one of my chairs to stand on, she put an eye hook in the ceiling of the bedroom, threaded the end on the wire through it and pulled it tight, causing me to go up on my toes to relieve the pressure.

“Higher, boy,” she said sweetly, gently tugging on the wire until I was balanced precariously on my tiptoes.

With a grunt of satisfaction, she tied the end off to the doorknob and then kissed me softly on the cheek.

“I’m going to take a shower and get ready for bed,” she said. “I want you to think about your situation and how you want the rest of your life to go. I know you had dreams of a career and a wife and kids, but those are not in your future anymore. You have a choice, one choice. Do you want to know what it is?”

I looked at her in horror. What was she talking about?  I had my whole life ahead of me. I was talented. I was good looking. I could…no, I would make something of myself. Once I got away from this crazy bitch I…

“I know you think that this is just a hiccup in your grand plan, but it’s not,” she said, interrupting my train of thought. “The life you planned is over and now you have one choice so, I ask you again, do you want to know what it is?”

I could only look at her. Even if I hadn’t been gagged I couldn’t have spoken. Events had completely overtaken me.

“I can see that you are a bit shell-shocked,” she laughed, “so, I’ll take pity on you and assume that you want to know.”

She kissed my cheek again.

“Your choice is very simple,” she said. “You can agree to become my slave for the rest of your life or you can stand there until your legs give out and that wire cuts your balls off. I must tell you that if you choose losing your balls you still won’t be free. You won’t be useful to me anymore, but I’ll sell you to a group who loves having eunuch slaves. All you need to do is nod your head three or four times to let me know that you want to belong to me. So, what do you think?”

What did I think?  The first thing that came to mind was that she was crazy. Become her slave or be castrated?  I shook my head.

“I didn’t think it would be that easy,” she chuckled, “guess I’ll be off to my shower while you think it over. Try not to… slip.”

I watched her as she walked into the bathroom and began to undress. She was hot and, in any other situation I would have been drooling, but all I could concentrate on was not losing my balance.

She took a long shower. By the time she got out, toweled off, dried her hair, powdered herself, primped in the mirror and covered herself with a see-through nightgown my calves were cramping badly. She fondled my butt and kissed my cheek again in passing, then lay on the bed.

“I’m going to relieve some of the tension that this whole ordeal has caused and then I’m going to give you one more chance to accept your lifelong position before I go to sleep,” she said. “I hope, for your sake, that you come to your senses before I turn out the lights because I seriously doubt that you will make it through the night.”

The next half hour was hell. She threw off the flimsy thing that had barely covered her gorgeous body, lay down, spreads her legs and used her fingers to pleasure herself. I was seriously torn between trying to keep from castrating myself and just giving in, letting the wire cut them off and diving between her legs for one last glorious fuck before my equipment didn’t function anymore. The urge to keep my manhood won out. About the time I was convinced that my legs had had enough she got up off the bed and came over to me.

“So, Jimmy, what’s it going to be, eunuch or my slave?” she asked.

I tried to grunt out ‘slave’ through my gag but that just made her laugh.

“Nod your head, silly,” she laughed.

I nodded my head vigorously which made her laugh some more but at least she released the wire, so I could sink down to my knees.

“What a treasure you are going to be,” she said, rubbing my head. “Now let’s get to bed.”

Standing on my toes trying not to castrate myself had certainly worn me out so I was ready for bed. She dragged me over to the bed and laid down.

“Just one more thing before we sleep, sweetie,” she said, releasing my gag and using the wire to drag my face into her crotch. 

I licked and sucked her to two orgasms before she pushed me away to sleep on the floor.

 

***

 

She kicked me awake the next morning and dragged me in for another, after which she slipped into panties and a bra and pulled me out into the kitchen. From her bag she pulled a can, popped it open, dumped it in a plastic bowl and set it down in front of me. It smelled horrible. I looked at the can. It said ‘Alpo’.

“Tammy, what the fuck is going on?” I shouted.

She grabbed a whip from her bag, used the wire to keep my ass in the air and began thrashing my ass.

“You are never to speak without permission,” she said coldly. “That is dog food and it is what you’ll eat for the rest of your life so, get at it.”

There was no way I was eating dog food, but she had other ideas. She forced my face into the bowl and whipped me until I began eating. She stopped whipping me but kept the pressure on my balls until I had licked the bowl clean after which she re-gagged me and then tied the wire off to the refrigerator door handle.

I crouched on the kitchen floor in misery while she straightened up, got dressed and made several trips out to her car. Finally, she got me up, threw a long coat over me to hide my nakedness and led me out to her car. It was idling with the trunk open. She shoved me in and slammed the trunk closed.

 

***

 

Several hours later it opened, and she pulled me out to a kneeling position. I looked around. We seemed to be at a nice ranch style home in the country with several out buildings and a barn. There were no neighbors in sight.

My blood turned cold when a buggy came from around the barn carrying an imposing looking woman and being pulled by a naked man. His arms were chained up behind him much like mine. He had a vicious bit-gag in his mouth and his back was covered with lash marks, some of which were bleeding. They pulled to a stop in front of me and the woman climbed out.

“Tammy, I see you succeeded,” she woman said.

“It was a piece of cake, mom,” Tammy said. “He’s a natural.”

“Well, I’m glad you finally have your own boy,” her mother said.

“Me too, I can hardly wait to start his training,” Tammy said. “In fact, why not start with respect.”

She looked down at me cruelly. 

“Whenever you greet a woman, any woman, the first thing you do is to kneel down, lean forward and kiss their feet,” she said.

I was frozen, and it pissed her off.

“Now, boy,” she yelled, yanking on my wire leash to make her point. 

I bent over and kissed her mom’s feet.

“Good boy,” she said sweetly.

“Where are you going to start him?” her mother asked.

“I think he should be trained as a horse first,” Tammy said. “It seems to break them faster.”

I looked up at her with hurt and fear in my eyes. I could see the condition of the poor unfortunate her mother had ridden over with and there was no way I wanted to live like that. I pleaded with my eyes for her to reconsider.

She laughed and tousled my hair.

“Don’t worry, boy,” she said kindly, “if you’re very good I’ll let you graduate to becoming my house boy and sleeping in my room.”

I shuddered but at least it was something to look forward to.



Her Maid




 

“So, Chad, when do you want to do this,” my wife asked.

“Do what, Charlene?” I asked.

“Don’t act like you don’t remember,” she said angrily. “Our bet.”

“Oh, uh… I thought that…”

“That it only applied if you won?” she asked. “That I’d forget?”

“Well, I kind of figured it was just all in good fun,” I said.

“Really?” she sneered. “Can you look me in the eye and tell me that if you’d won you wouldn’t have had me naked and prancing around here serving you?”

“Uh…”

“Exactly,” she said smugly. “Well, I won and now you are going to be my maid for a month.”

“Charlene,” I wailed, “couldn’t we work something else out?”

“What do you think Marlene would think of this attempt on your part to back out of our deal?” she asked.

Marlene was the therapist we had been seeing together in an attempt to repair the problems in our marriage. She stressed trust. Trust in each other and our commitments to each other. She would be angry if I tried to weasel out. I hung my head. 

“So, are you going to honor the bet or not?” she asked.

I thought about it. How bad could it be and maybe the next time I’d win and…

“Should I start now?” I asked.

“No, not yet,” she said.

“Why not?”

“Because you aren’t trained yet,” she said.

“Trained?”

“Yes, you don’t have the first clue as to how to act like a maid,” she explained, “so first we need to get you trained.”

“I don’t understand,” I said.

“I met a woman at book club who trains domestic help,” my wife said. “I told her about our bet, and she told me that she would be happy to train you if I won.”

“Wait a minute, Charlene, we never agreed to have other people…”

“Chad, are you telling me that if you had won you didn’t plan on having me serve you and your friends for Monday night football as an example?  Or crawl around on my hands and knees begging to give them blow-jobs?” she asked.

She had me there. I had definitely planned to show her off and perhaps force her to…

“I can see it in your face so don’t try to pull that bullshit on me,” she said. “Now, get your ass in the car because she’s expecting us.”

 

***

 

Twenty minutes later we pulled into a very nice ranch house in a secluded area of town. The woman who answered the door was matronly, a bit on the plump side with a severe demeanor. The look she gave me caused my stomach to churn. She turned to my wife.

“Charlene, I’m glad you convinced him to do this, come in, please,” the woman said.

“Thank you, Hillary,” my wife said. “I’m pretty sure he wanted to renege but I shamed him into it. That plus I’m sure he has visions of what he will make me do if he wins the next time.”

“As if there’ll be a next time,” Hillary laughed.

I didn’t like the sound of that. Since both women seemed to be ignoring me, I stuck out my hand.

“Hi, Hillary, I’m Chad,” I said.

“That is Miss Hillary or ma’am when you address me,” she said coldly, “and maids speak only when spoken to.”

I let my hand drop.

“Take off your clothes,” she said to me.

“Huh?” I said looking to my wife for guidance.

“You heard her,” my wife snapped, “take off your clothes.”

I undressed while they both stood looking at me. When I was naked, Hillary spun me around, snapped cuffs on my wrists, spun me back around and pushed me up against the wall. There was a collar conveniently located there that she fastened around my neck holding me in place. As a final touch she shoved a ball gag in my mouth. The ladies sat down on the couch looking up at me.

“That should hold him while we go over what you want,” she said.

“Why the gag?” my wife asked.

“I find that when they hear some of the things we are going over and it begins to dawn on them what their life is going to be like they tend to raise more of a ruckus than either of us wants to hear,” she laughed.

“Oh.”

“Let’s start with her name,” Hillary said. “Do you have one picked out or do you need some suggestions?”

“Fifi,” my wife said. “I’m planning on calling her Fifi.”

“I like it,” Hillary said. “Exactly the kind of name that drives home their new station in life.”

“Thank you.”

“Now, how far do you want me to go?” she asked.

“I want everything,” my wife said.

“Everything?”

“Yes.”

“That means full feminization, correct?” Hillary asked.

“Yes.”

“No body hair, hormones to give her smoother skin and budding breasts, vocal cord tweaking to raise her voice and so on,” she explained.

“Yes, all of those,” my wife said.

By now I was complaining loudly and cursing into my gag but, of course, they couldn’t understand a word of what I was saying.

“See what I mean?” Hilly asked. “Just imagine how irritating that would be without the gag.”

My wife laughed.

“Now about that baby carrot between his legs and those peanuts hanging below it, what do you want done with those?” Hillary asked.

“Can we cut them off?” my wife asked. “What’s there has never been of any use to me and I certainly won’t need it now.”

I went berserk, thrashing in my restraints and screaming into my gag.

“We can but I don’t recommend it,” Hillary said.

“Why not?” my wife asked.

“It’s just much more effective to leave at least the balls so that he is constantly horny,” she explained. “However, I like to keep their dicklette also as an additional way to torture them.”

“But I won’t want my maid being able to… uh…”

“I get it,” Hillary laughed. “Can I show you something?”

“Sure.”

Hillary picked up a bell from the table next to her and rang it. Within seconds a nice-looking woman in a maid’s costume minced in and curtseyed.

“Bambi, stand beside my guest and raise your skirt,” Hillary demanded.

Bambi did and two things were clear. Bambi was a man and his dick was in some contraption that squeezed it down to about an inch. It looked very painful. I shuddered.

“Bambi, tell my guest how long that has been on your clit,” Hillary demanded.

“S… six years, ma’am,” he stuttered.

“Now please tell her how many times it has come off so that you can dribble your slime,” she said.

“N… n… never, ma’am,” he sobbed.

“And why is that, Bambi?” Hillary asked.

“Because it’s… it’s welded on, ma’am,” he whispered.

I thought my wife was going to have an orgasm. I have seen that look. Her face was flushed, her breathing elevated. The fact that this poor wretch’s dick was locked up was pushing her over the top. 

Then she pointed at me and said, “I want that on her also.”

I shook my head, I pleaded through my gag, but I could see her mind was made up. Hillary laughed.

“Charlene, I can see that you are a bit worked up and there is now way I could let you go home in that condition so I’m going to get a few things ready for Fifi in the bathroom,” Hillary said, “and, while I’m gone Bambi is going to take care of your problem. Bambi, lick!”

As Hillary walked out of the room Bambi dropped to her knees in front of my wife, skinned down her panties and buried her head in between my wife’s legs. She was screaming within a minute. I counted three orgasms over the course of the next fifteen minutes before my wife pushed Bambi’s head away, put her panties back on and straightened her skirt.

When Hillary came back into the room my wife said, “And I want that also. I want Fifi to be able do that as well as Bambi does.”

Hillary laughed.

“That goes without saying, Charlene,” she giggled. “Trust me, when I give Fifi back to you she will be every bit as good as Bambi. I will personally train her.”

I wanted to vomit thinking of being forced to lick Hillary’s pussy.

My wife jumped up and hugged her saying, “I’m so glad I met you, Hillary, and found out about your profession. Thank you, thank you, thank you.

“You can thank me when you see the results,” Hillary said. “I’m thinking that you should plan to come back in about two weeks, but I’ll call you when she’s ready.”

She showed my wife out, then unlocked the collar and led me into the bathroom. It was like no bathroom I had ever seen. The shower was huge and completely open. It had multiple shower heads, shackles and attachments on every wall and several chains hanging from the ceiling. 

One hand at a time she attached my wrists to two of the ceiling chains and then used an electric hoist of raise me up until I was on my tiptoes. She then sprayed me with something from the neck down.

“That’s going to burn,” she said. “I’ll be back in about thirty minutes to rinse you off.”

I began screaming before she got out of the room. It hurt like hell. I could hear her laughing all the way down the hall.

 

***

 

She came back about an hour later. My voice was gone from screaming. She rinsed me off and every hair on my body below my neck had disappeared. I looked down in disbelief as they went down the drain.

“Maids don’t have hair,” she said. “The other thing they don’t have is a pretend dick like this tiny thing sticking out in front of you.”

She shoved my prick into a minute thing that compressed it to the point where it stuck out less than an inch from my body. Then, she tucked my balls up inside of me and used a small torch to secure the entire device. It was clear that without proper tools and perhaps a lot of pain I wasn’t ever going to have an erection again.

That did it. It finally hit me. My life seemed to have been moving at warp speed ever since I had agreed to honor the bet I’d made with my wife. Up until now I had believed that I was going to be subjected to indignities, humiliations and embarrassments for the month that I’d agreed to be her maid, but now it began to dawn on me that neither my wife nor Hillary planned to let me go back to being me when the month was over. These women had a plan and it wasn’t anything I wanted.

The problem was that I had let myself get so far into their clutches that I realized that getting free after I served my sentence was going to be near impossible. Hillary noticed the change in my demeanor. It tickled her.

“So, our little maid is starting to realize that this isn’t a game, huh?” she chuckled.

I was still gagged and couldn’t answer, but my body language must have made it clear.

“This is real, and it is for the rest of your life,” she said. “Not just the month you think you agreed to.”

That was totally unfair, and they had to know it. I shook my head in determination. It my opinion that negated any obligation on my part. All I had to do now was figure out how to get away. 

“By now I bet you’re thinking that the bet is null and void, aren’t you?” she asked.

I looked at her but made no indication one way or the other.

“Of course, it makes no difference what you think or want,” she said. “You are a maid for the rest of your life.”

She then locked a large collar around my neck and let me down.

“That is a shock collar,” she said. “It activates if you try to speak or if you attempt to leave this house or if I use my remote. You may take that gag out, but speak at your own peril.”

I removed the gag and waited.

“In the bedroom you’ll find a maid’s uniform, wig, shoes and makeup,” she said. “I’ll give you thirty minutes to present yourself to me in the living room.”

She walked out. In the bedroom I found what she’d described. For now, it seemed useless to try and escape so I got into the uniform and spent the bulk of the time trying to put the makeup on so that I looked feminine. 

I didn’t know a thing about makeup and the effect was pretty raw but at least I sort of looked like a woman. I walked into the living room to find her seated on the couch reading a magazine. I walked over to where she was sitting. She looked up and scowled.

“That is not how a maid enters a room,” she said. “If the door is open, she stops, waits until her mistress acknowledges her, curtseys and then states her business. If closed, first she knocks and waits for permission to open the door and then proceeds as I just said. Now, go out and do it again.”

I went back out, reentered, stopped and waited. When she looked up, I curtseyed. With the collar I couldn’t speak so I waited.

“Come here, girl,” she said.

I walked over to her.

“Curtsey again,” she snapped. “You should curtsey every time you come to your mistress and each time you leave.”

I curtseyed again.

“That is pitiful,” she said. “We need to work on that. Bring me a glass of wine.”

I curtseyed. Went to the kitchen and poured a glass of wine and returned to the living room. I curtseyed again.

“Go back and put it on a tray,” she said.

I curtseyed. Went back to the kitchen, dug out a tray and returned to where she was sitting. I curtseyed and held out the tray. She took the wine and went back to reading. I stood there.

“When you have no further duties, you are to stand with your nose in that corner,” she said pointing to a corner of the room, “with your hands behind hour head until summoned.”

I looked at her in disbelief. Stand with my nose in the corner?  I could tell she was serious when she picked up the remote. I scurried to the corner.

“You forgot to curtsey,” she said angrily. “No more chances, that’s one demerit. Each demerit is five strokes of the cane. We will settle up each night before bedtime.”

 

***

 

Two weeks later I was, in many ways, a shell of the man I’d been when I had first come to this cruel bitch’s house. For all intents I was a woman except for the locked-up nub between my legs that ached constantly. I had been trained to do things that I had never dreamed of. Each time that I believed that things couldn’t get any worse, they did.

What kept me going was planning how I would be able to get out of the clutches of this woman and my wife. The only ally I could think of that would feel that my wife had acted unfairly was Marlene, our therapist. My problem was that, while I had some opportunities while Hillary was occupied to call her, the collar around my neck made it impossible for me to speak.

Then my opportunity came. Hillary informed me that she would be delivering me back to my wife in a few days and wanted me to practice speaking politely, both to my wife and any guests that she might introduce me to. She used a key and turned off the “dog bark’ feature on the collar, warning me that the perimeter shock feature and her remote were still active.

A day later when she was napping, I snuck into the den and called Marlene. I explained the whole thing. The bet, how I’d agreed to honor it and how they had informed me that they were going to keep me as a maid forever. She was appalled but asked me to wait until I was delivered back to my wife. She assured me that she would be there and straighten everything out. I hung up feeling much better.

 

Part Two

 

The bitch made me ride in the trunk explaining that mere servants were nothing but possessions and didn’t deserve the comfort of riding in a seat. When we got there, she dragged me out of the car and into the house. I looked wildly around for Marlene but didn’t see her. My wife was standing in the living room with a smug look on her face.

“You’d better not disappoint me slime ball,” Hillary whispered in my ear, “or I’ll take you back to my place for another two weeks that will make the last two seem like a picnic.”

I shuddered, curtseyed and said, “How may I be of service, ma’am?”

“Fifi, I’m so glad that you’ve finished your training and can begin your life as my maid.”

I curtseyed again wondering where Marlene was.

“Fifi, we will each have a glass of white wine,” my wife said. “You may serve us in the sitting room.”

I curtseyed and left for the kitchen. I found the wine, a tray and two glasses. I walked to the entrance of the sitting room, stopped and waited. They continued talking for another minute before my wife looked up.

“Yes, Fifi?” she asked.

I curtseyed and said, “Your wine, ma’am.”

“Enter,” she said imperiously.

I was seething inside as I walked to her side, curtseyed and held the tray for them. They took their glasses and settled back. My wife pointed to the corner by the door.

“That will be your corner in this house,” she said. “I believe you know what to do.”

I did. I curtseyed, when to the corner and planted my nose in it. They ignored me for the next twenty minutes until the doorbell rang.

“Fifi, see who is at the door,” my wife said, “and show them in here.”

I had been exposed to some of Hillary’s friends over the past two weeks, but this was different. This was almost certainly someone who knew me as a man. Then my heart leaped. The chances were great that it was Marlene coming to rescue me.

“Yes. Miss,” I said, curtseying and hurrying to the front door.

I opened it and standing before me was Marlene. I was so relieved. My ordeal was nearly over. I started to speak but Marlene held up one finger and I stopped.

“Show me to your mistress,” she said.

My mind was having trouble comprehending why she didn’t want me to talk, to further fill her in on my suffering. Why she didn’t treat me as an equal who had been wronged and have us go in together. My training took over.

“This way, Miss,” I said, leading her to the sitting room.

At the door I stopped, curtseyed and said, “Miss Marlene to see you ma’am.”

My wife jumped up, rushed to her, wrapped her arms around her and gave her a deep kiss. My heart dropped to my feet.

“Oh, Marlene, I missed you so much,” my wife said.

“It’s only been two days,” Marlene laughed.

“It seems like a lifetime,” my wife said.

“Fifi, get my guest a glass of wine,” my wife ordered.

“Wait, what?” I blurted.

The two women turned to look at me and Hillary jumped off the couch and joined them.

“Did you just speak without permission, Fifi?” my wife asked coldly.

I turned to Marlene for assistance. She looked at me as if I were a slug. Things weren’t going as I expected but I plunged ahead.

“Marlene, I thought you were…”

“If I were you, I’d shut up and get my wine, Fifi,” Marlene interrupted. “before you incur any more punishment.”

“But you said…”

“That’s ten demerits, maid,” Marlene said, “and if you speak again it will be fifty.”

Ten demerits was fifty strokes of the cane. My ass would be bleeding by the end of that and I wouldn’t be able to sit for a week. Fifty demerits would probably put me in the hospital if it didn’t kill me. I curtseyed, grabbed the tray and went off to the kitchen.

When I returned they were having a good laugh. I listened while they ignored me. It seems that my wife and Marlene had been lovers for almost a year and had cooked up this scheme to trick me into becoming their servant. Marlene had never intended helping me. She was only worried about what might have happened if I had thought to call someone else and had actually escaped. They discussed different way to insure that I never got an opportunity like that again. I felt sick realizing that my chances of ever escaping their clutches were almost non-existent.

“Enter, girl,” my wife finally said.

I curtseyed, presented the wine to Marlene, curtseyed and put my nose in the corner.

 

***

 

Three weeks later I was nothing more than a zombie. My life was hell and I couldn’t see any prospect for it to ever change. I was forced to wait on the women hand and foot from early morning until late at night. Many of the tasks were mundane like cleaning, doing laundry or fixing meals. Others were harder on me like bathing them or dressing them. Being so close to all that naked flesh was frustrating.

Then there were the new things that they came up with like actually being their toilet when they had to pee or toilet paper when they had to shit. They also chained me to the foot of their bed each night, forcing me to listen as they made love and then perform cleanup duty when they were done. As usual, just when I was certain that things couldn’t possibly get any worse, they did.

“Fifi, Marlene and I are going on a two-week cruise starting Monday,” my wife said.

My head snapped up. It most certainly meant that I would be confined to my cage room in the basement. It had everything I would need, bed, toilet, shower and food. They probably thought that I would be trapped until their return, but I had secreted a few items in the ceiling tiles that would allow me to escape if given a couple of days. I tried to hide my excitement. My hopes were dashed immediately.

“Of course, we wouldn’t want to leave you alone for that entire time,” she said. “Not only would you develop some bad habits without supervision for that long, we are afraid your devious mind might just figure out some way to escape.”

I tried not to show any emotion, but their laughter indicated that I wasn’t successful.

“My mother is coming to babysit you,” she said. “She knows all about you and is looking forward to some of your special duties.”

I had never gotten along with my mother-in-law. We had a mutual hate society. I shuddered at having her in charge of me for two weeks.

“Oh, and remember how angry she always got because you insisted on having all of your friends over occasionally for ‘Monday Night Football’?” she asked.

I did. It had always been a sore spot when she would come to visit, and my friends would arrive and trash the house, leaving the cleanup to her and my wife.

“She has graciously agreed that you can host one of your football parties the day we leave,” my wife laughed. “With a maid to serve and cleanup afterward she doesn’t think you should be deprived of a boy’s night. All of your best friends have been invited.”

I was appalled. They were going to make me serve all my friends dressed like this?  Then she dropped the final shoe.

“Actually, she thought you should definitely do the set-up, greeting and initial serving,” my wife said. “And then she thought it might be nice to chain you up to the post in the bathroom while they watch the game. That way you’ll be available to provide… uh… special assistance for when someone needs a bathroom break or… um… gets horny or whatever.”

She couldn’t be serious I thought, but by now I knew better, she didn’t care about me or my feelings. She was deadly serious. I hung my head.


 

***

 

On Monday afternoon as my wife was leaving, she uncharacteristically gave me a soft peck on the cheek, fondled my locked-up nub and said, “I wish I could be here to watch this. Mom’s going to video as much as she can. It will give Marlene and I a thrill to watch it later. Have fun sweetie.”

Sweetie?  A kiss?  What the hell was that all about?

The guys started arriving about an hour before game time. Strangely no one seemed to recognize me, and I was happy to keep it that way. I served drinks and a few of them fondled my ass. When the game began, I thought I was pretty much safe from any of them finding out. Charlene’s mom took me by the arm to lead me to the bathroom when the doorbell rang again. 

As I opened it my heart hit bottom. It was fat Bert, one of my least favorite guys that ran with the group. He had a shit-eating grin on his face. It was clear that he knew and not just from the brief look as I opened the door.

“Chad,” he shouted, “or should I say Fifi. Charlene told me about your new job.”

Of course, all the others heard. As I followed Bert into the living room, I got the whole gamut of jokes, snide comments and rude observations. I was sickened. Then Charlene’s mom took my arm again to lead me away. But first she turned to the group.

“Fifi will be on toilet duty,” she said. “That means her mouth will be available if you have to piss and also for other needs, if you get my drift.”

In the bathroom she clipped my collar to a post in the center of the room and handcuffed my wrists behind me. Without the handcuffs I could have easily reached up and unclipped myself, but with them I was stuck until released by someone.

The parade began almost right away. These guys were supposedly my friends and yet the each pissed down my throat and almost all pumped their dicks in and out of my mouth until they spewed their slime down my gullet.

The exception was Bert. I didn’t see him all evening. When the noise level died down indicating almost everyone had gone he came in.

“Hell of a predicament you’re in, eh buddy boy?” he laughed.

I didn’t say anything.

“Is this what you want?” he asked.

“Of course not, Bert,” I said. “They tricked me.”

“Would you like me to get you out?” he asked.

“How?”

“Look, I’m leaving tonight for a new job about two days drive away,” he said. “All my stuff was shipped last week, I sold my house and nothings holding me here. I could smuggle you out of here and take you with me.”

“The bitch out there wouldn’t let you,” I said.

“Do you want to go?” he asked.

“Fuck yes,” I said.

“Leave it to me,” he said. “I have some sleeping pills I use when I travel. I’ll stay a while and have a drink with your mother-in-law, slip her a couple and…”

I fidgeted on my post for about forty-five minutes before he returned. He unclipped my collar and lifted me to my feet.

“Let’s go,” he said.

“Could you get this collar and cuffs off of me?” I asked.

“No time now,” he said. “We have to hurry.”

He hustled me through the living room where my mother-in-law was passed out, outside and over to his car. Something he said was bothering me.

“What do you mean no time?” I asked. “Surely those pills will keep her asleep until sometime tomorrow.”

“They will but I don’t want to run into your wife and Marlene,” he said, opening the trunk.

“They’re on a cruise and won’t be back for two weeks,” I said.

“That was just a subterfuge,” he said. “I ran into Charlene earlier today and she explained to me that this whole thing had been just one big ruse to teach you a lesson. They’ll be back any minute to release you and welcome you with open arms.”

That explained the sweetie and the kiss.

“Then I don’t need to go with you,” I said. “I can just…”

“Fuck you, Fifi,” he snarled. “I’ve been wanting a maid and you are it. From what I hear all the hard work of training you has already been done.”

With that he pushed me into the trunk and slammed the lid.
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