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Happily Married

“Have you ever sucked dick, Dan?”

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

“No, Miss Farah.”

“Would you suck one for me?”

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

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

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

“Yes, Miss Farah.”

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

“Yes, Miss Farah.”

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

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

“Yes, Miss Farah,” I dutifully answered.

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

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

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

“Daniel, we need to talk.”

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

“Yes, Miss Farah?”

“Daniel, I need sex.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But, Miss Farah, I…”

“Dan, you agreed to this.”

“I did?”

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

“But, Miss Farah, I thought…”

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

“But what about my needs, Miss Farah?”

“Dan, you agreed.”

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

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

“I could do that for you, Miss.”

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

“Please, Miss, I…”

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

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

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

I kept licking but nodded my head.

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

I nodded again.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Miss Farah,” I said despairingly.

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

“Miss Farah!”

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

“Please, Miss Farah.”

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

“Yes, Miss.”

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

Replacement Slave

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

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

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

The ad in the local sex contacts newspaper seemed perfect. 

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

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

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

“Hello, Matthew,” the voice said.

“Hello, who is this?” Matthew responded.

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

“Pardon me?” Matthew gulped.

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

“Um, yes I, um…” he stuttered.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Good, one hour,” she reiterated.

“Yes, Mrs. Watson.”

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

“Yes, Mrs. Watson?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

With that she was gone.

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

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

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

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

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

The Broken Shower

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” my wife said softly.

“Can I go next?” Keri asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He ran downstairs and came back with their bag.

“Cuffs his wrists,” she demanded.

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

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

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

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

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

“Mandy!” I pleaded.

She ignored me.

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

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

“A slave?”

“Yes, just like him.”

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

“You’re kidding, right?” she laughed.

“What do you mean?”

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

“But…but that’s just because…”

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

“Really?”

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

“Huh?”

“Does he eat you?” she asked.

“Uh…yes.”

“Whenever you want?”

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

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

“Uh…”

“Oh my god!” she exclaimed. 

“What?” my wife asked.

“You need my help,” Keri said.

“I do?”

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

“Whip him?”

“Yes.”

“Well…no,” my wife answered meekly.

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

“I…I didn’t realize…”

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

“Huh?”

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

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

“Uh…”

“Now, Mandy!”

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

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

“Hit him harder,” Keri demanded.

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

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

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

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

“My god,” she said, “I…I need…”

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

“Better?” I questioned.

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

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

She slapped me, grabbed my balls and squeezed.

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

“What?”

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

“Keri…”

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

“Breakfast now, Brice.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Anything?” my wife asked greedily.

“Yes.”

“And he won’t complain?” she asked.

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

“Or else?”

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

“Yes.”

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

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

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

“I’ll control his orgasms?” 

“Yes,” Keri said.

“And he’ll do anything I want?”

“Yes.”

“Anything?”

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

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

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

“But can I?”

“Yes, Mandy, anything means anything.”

Plain Brown Wrapper


Chapter One: The Package

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

Live your dream! Take your vacation with us!

Chance of a lifetime to put realism into your fantasies!

Be a pony for a week or more!

Follow the link below to find out more.

YOUR WIFE MUST AGREE AND ACCOMPANY YOU!

One time use password, view content as couple.

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

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

YOUR WIFE MUST AGREE AND ACCOMPANY YOU!

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Look into?”

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

“And do what?” she questioned.

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

“While I did what?” she demanded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I said take off your clothes!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two: Reality Bites

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three: Branding

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Four: Frustrated Voyeurs

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Like what?” my wife asked.

“Like with a person,” Julia replied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shook my head vigorously up and down.

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

I nodded again.

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

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

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


Chapter Five: Guessing Names

