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Chapter 1 – Hipsters and Art
 
    
 
    
 
   - Samuel -
 
   I sipped from the glass of New Zealand Sauvignon Blanc, looking at the black, almost formless sculpture atop the silver stand, wondering, for the third time that evening, what I was doing here on this particular Friday night. It wasn't any one thing, I appreciated wine, I appreciated art, I even could find enjoyable the company mingling at the trendy art gallery Maison Rouge, but taken together, I felt as if someone was trying entirely too hard to be hip for hip's sake. I glanced around quickly trying to spot my wife Jill in the crowd, but I couldn't find her; instead I saw only visual hipster noise, men and women trying to be cool, I guess like me, an indistinguishable mash of urban professionals, one like the other. Cool, I suppose, taken together, but each individual part almost a parody. 
 
   I took a gulp of the wine, grateful at least for the open wine bar the gallery set out, turned my eye back to the black marble piece, determined to ponder its significance while the alcohol danced through my system, hoping a mild buzz would soon follow.
 
   "Does it speak to your soul," a woman's slightly accented voice beside and just behind me asked. I assumed whoever she was asking a companion's opinion of the blob. "Or is it just something to stare at to while you drink some wine and kill some time?"
 
   I realized the voice was talking to me, and feeling hip, as hip was at such events, quickly tried to respond in kind. "I find that it speaks not just to my soul but to some more basic..." I lost my words, my train of thought, and realized I could not even fake interest in the piece of contemporary art that spoke to nothing, not my soul, not to any part of me; it was just too much, too abstract, too nothing. 
 
   And so I chuckled, almost a giggle, an admission of my thoughts. I didn't mean to, I simply couldn't help it, simply wasn't in the mood to pretend. "I'm sorry, I can't, I think perhaps it's just a lump of marble, nothing more, nothing less, pretentious in it's attempt to be significant," I said, shaking my head as the woman moved forward next to me.
 
   "I think pretentious is a fairly good description; I think someone was trying much too hard," I said as I turned to the woman. She was dark haired, tall, almost my height, and strikingly beautiful, olive skinned, maybe Eastern European, so striking in fact that I would never have spoken to her if she had not spoken first, intimidated as I could be by beautiful women. Her arms were crossed under her breasts, which were only half covered by her elegant black dress. I looked back to the sculpture, if only to avoid staring at her, any part of her, sharp features, waist, long legs in sheer black nylons, heels, anything. It wasn't as if I could not speak to pretty women, I worked with them, lived among them, was married to one, but she was beautiful in a room, or even in a city, of beautiful women. And while I could speak to them, they intimidated me, always.
 
   "Pretentious it is. Andrew TuCoure, the sculpture, a pretentious little shit if there ever was one, setting a black lump on a base and thinking that it's lack of anything speaks to it's everything." Her tone was overly familiar, betraying emotions strangers usually did not share in the city. "And all these people eating it up, like it's the thing to do."
 
   "What do you really think," I laughed again.
 
   "Hundred and fifty thousand for a lump of marble? I think he's a business genius, though certainly not an artistic one."
 
   "Hundred and fifty thous...fuck!"
 
   "Yes, I know. I hate him."
 
   "You know him?"
 
   "Yes, I'm sorry," she turned away from the piece towards me. "Irena Petrova," she said, holding out her hand towards me. "I own the gallery."
 
   "Sam Keates," I said shaking her hand, trembling just a bit inside at the contact with her skin, feeling my nerves tingle in a way that was on the boarder of inappropriate.
 
   "Well hello Samuel Keates, nice to meet you. Care to buy a piece of the rock?"
 
   I laughed again, almost a giggle, certainly nervous. "No, I don't find it all that beautiful or appealing," I said, eyes drawn to her breasts, hoping my wife wasn't watching me look down this stranger's dress. I hoped for a fleeting second that Irena didn't notice either.
 
   "No? Anything here catch your eye," she asked, seemingly asking about the art in her gallery, though her eyes also seemed to give away her understanding that I was staring at her breasts, though also conveying that she was not entirely upset about that.
 
   "Um, I'm sorry," I mumbled, uncomfortably, blushing. "I…I'm an idiot."
 
   She laughed. "Not the first time a guy's checked me out, Samuel, though most of these hipsters deny it. You know, you're kind of cute…in a mousey kind of way." She was confident, almost too confident. And that confidence scared me just a little more than her physical presence. God, please don't let Jill be watching this, please, please. Please don't let my wife see the fool I was making out of myself.
 
   "I'm…I'm here with my wife," I blurted out, unable to think of anything else to say.
 
   "Why that's quite a coincidence, Samuel," she laughed, touching my arm flirtatiously. "I'm here with my husband. Where's your wife, darling? And is she half as adorable as you are?"
 
   My skin tingled, the primitive part of my brain started buzzing, warning me, prey sensing the presence of a predator. Sensing my out, my ability to get away from this woman who was clearly out of my league, clearly way, way beyond the kind of woman I should be talking to, even if she was sexy as hell, I started to look around the room for Jill, hoping she'd be my lifeline. There, over near the bar, there she was, talking to someone. My wife was no more hipster than I was, no more cool, though she play the part the same as me, if for no other reason than these kinds of events were great places to meet people and network. Where Irena was perfectly dressed in what was sure to be the latest of fashion, my wife, who was pretty enough, was probably a year, maybe two, out of fashion. Maybe three. Compared to Irena, who looked like model right off a runway, my wife suddenly looked like a librarian playing dress up, though I loved her all the same and she was pretty just the same. You’re doing it again, I told myself, giving Jill mental shit for being slightly unfashionable. Truth was, Jill was a very pretty woman—she was tall, 5’9”, with amazing legs, a perfect face, and the prettiest eyes I’d ever seen in a woman. If her legs didn’t catch a man’s look, her eyes certainly did.
 
   "That's her, over there," I pointed with my head, "um, talking to, um," I paused. Jill was talking to a guy, who either was George Clooney, or certainly gave Mr. Clooney a run for his money in looks, attitude, smile, everything. In fact she was not just talking, she seemed to be engrossed by him, nodding, and, fuck, looking all doe eyed hanging on his every word; even, literally, with her hand on his arm, hanging on him.
 
   "Where, Samuel," she asked, again formalizing my name, something only my mother did, though saying it way too natural for me to correct her, especially with the hint of Eastern European accent.
 
   "Um, talking to that guy, um, that, um, tall guy over by the bar," I motioned, really trying not to sound too jealous, since minutes ago I was staring at another woman's breasts.
 
   Irena laughed. "The guy that looks kind of like George Clooney?" I nodded. "Looks like someone's wife is as good at finding perfect strangers to flirt with as he is. She does remember you're here, doesn't she?" She said this as Jill touched the guy's arm again, so obviously and shamelessly flirting anyone watching would think she was letting him pick her up.
 
   "I…she's not usually like this."
 
   "Oh, don't pout, Samuel, Thomas has married women throwing themselves at his feet all the time, there's no need to worry, he doesn't let them catch him that easily."
 
   "You know him," I asked, not sure why I was feeling a strange sensation in my stomach as my wife continued to flirt with some guy. Maybe it was that he was 'tall, dark, and handsome' or that he seemed so confident, so sure of himself, so urbane. Maybe it was the relief that he didn't let himself get caught, because it was obvious she was chasing him.
 
   "I do," she said, touching my arm. "I have to admit, you're very calm for watching your wife flirt with a man. It's oddly amusing, isn't it, watching him enchant her just by being himself."
 
   "I…no," I said, breathing heavily.
 
   "No? Odd, though, instead of walking up and claiming her as yours, you stand here just watching her flirt. Interesting, Samuel, very interesting." I wanted to say something or do something, but my feet felt heavy, leaden. Before I could do anything, though, she spoke again. "Of course, as I said, you need not worry about Thomas. Not the first time he meets a married woman, she's perfectly safe…for tonight."
 
   "How…how do you know," I asked uneasily. She laughed at that, like it was a joke, something I didn't get, true enough, it turned out. "What?"
 
   "Samuel, you are absolutely adorable. I know that because Thomas is the co-owner of the gallery, who also happens to be my husband. Come, I'll introduce you," 
 
   She took my hand and I followed speechless, like a sheep. Hilarious. Fucking hilarious. I felt like a fool, first for staring at Irena's body, then for foolishly watching with her as my wife flirted with her husband. Yea, fucking hilarious. "Is another woman throwing herself at my husband's feet," Irena said loudly as we walked up behind Jill, who had her back to us and did not see us approaching.
 
   "Irena, darling, what do you have here?" Thomas called in a firm voice that had a hint of an accent too, maybe French, as we approached, looking not at all ashamed for flirting with another woman, as if he did so all the time under his wife's watchful eye. Jill did not look so innocent, quite the opposite, she looked like a child caught with hand in cookie jar, knowing she was flirting with him, now realizing that both his wife and worse, her husband, had caught her.
 
   "This adorable thing, who was enchanted by my beauty, and more, by my breasts, happens to be this beautiful creature's husband. Not to worry, child," she turned to my wife who had a look of horror on her face, "women flirt with my Thomas everywhere he goes. I was just telling that to your husband here, and explaining that he need not worry about your chastity with my Thomas. He never fucks a married woman the first time he meets her…the second or third time, yes, but never the first."
 
   Jill and I just looked at one another, both blushing, both embarrassed being caught, both probably a little shocked at the other's behavior, and more shocked by Irena's declaration of Thomas's apparent infidelity. And then Irena broke what seemed like would be the inevitable tension between Jill and me. "I'm so sorry, you too, I'm afraid I'm having some fun at your expense. Really, I apologize. Now, Thomas, this is Samuel. You'll like him, I'm sure, he hates that lump or rock over there as much as we do."
 
   "And this lovely woman" Thomas said, taking my wife's hand and kissing it gently as if apologizing in a chivalrous way, "is Samuel's wife Jill, who shares her husband's distaste for pretentious art, it would seem. Welcome, the two of you, to our little gallery."
 
   How could Jill and I recover from such an awkward introduction to the couple remains a mystery, but they were no less charming together than apart. We all chatted for several minutes, actually Thomas and Irena chatted more than Jill and I who were both obviously embarrassed and felt somewhat guilty. Finally, Irena said that they had to attend to their other guests, of course, but that they hoped we would stay around for awhile that she'd love to have a drink with us and make up for being such a brat at my expense. 
 
   Jill and I spent the rest of the evening looking through the gallery while they mingled with their guests. We were both a little quiet at first, embarrassed still to be caught flirting by the other, but we quickly forgot it, more likely just both decided to pretend it did not happen, and enjoyed the rest of the evening, holding hands possessively while we wandered around the gallery.
 
   Finally, as the crowed emptied out, Thomas walked up to my wife and I, two glasses of wine in hand, and held them out to us. "I'm afraid Irena had to attend to some business with the artist, though I'm glad you stayed," he said pleased, "I apologize for my wife," he said charmingly, "she has a way about her that is really out of my control. We really did enjoy meeting the two of you and really wanted to have a drink after the show ended, I'm sorry she had to leave. I’d like to invite you two to get together some evening?"
 
   "Sure, sure," I answered, just naturally assuming we were back to hipster crap, the 'let's get together sometime' salutation that really meant, 'nice meeting you, take care, have a good life.'
 
   "How about next Friday? We found this little sushi place a couple blocks over we love and we'd love to have dinner?"
 
   "Oh," I said, realizing I sounded foolish for sounding surprised that they actually wanted to make plans. Perhaps I misjudged them, perhaps they really were, well, nice, something unexpected in this crowd in this city.
 
   “Yes, Samuel, I meant that as an actual invitation,” he smiled, acknowledging my misunderstanding. 
 
   "We'd love to," Jill said for me, jumping in when I hesitated, reaching for him unconsciously, then pulling back, "I mean, we would, wouldn't we," she looked over at me for confirmation of the acceptance of the invitation that was now inevitable. I nodded.
 
   "Great," Thomas smiled, "we'll meet here at, say, ten fifteen, we close at ten, have a drink, then go to dinner. So, I'm going to go say goodbye to a few other patrons, and we'll see you Friday."
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   I couldn't get the image of Thomas out of my mind; the short cab ride home, all I could think about was that bronze face, covered by day old beard stubble, that neat salt and pepper hair, and most of all, his deep, penetrating blue eyes. I swear I felt a tingling between my legs the second he looked at me, dampness when he said hello, and full on wetness when he touched my hand. I'd never felt that way talking to a man before, even my husband, and I cringed at every stupid remark I made, every time I felt nerdy or awkward. I'd been living in the city for ten years, I knew how to talk, dammit, yet his eyes, those eyes, reduced me to a blubbering idiot.
 
   And when he said he'll see me Friday, I know he was talking to us, to both Sam and me, but somehow, those eyes, they were just for me. The words were for both of us, but the look, the look was only for me. He would see us, but he wanted to see me. I was happily married, but his words and eyes made me weak in my knees, foolish, giddy.
 
   Fuck, I realized, looking at myself in the closet mirror, my hand was between my legs, fingers idly circling my clit, fuck, fuck! I was a married woman, my husband, who I loved was just outside the door in bed, and fuck, I was touching myself thinking about Thomas. I was touching myself, fucking masturbating, thinking about a man I just met when the man I loved was right here. Fuck, Jill, fuck, get your hand out of your panties and get ahold of yourself.
 
   I forced my hand away, forced it because if I didn't I swear I'd masturbate for the next half hour standing there in front of the mirror thinking about Thomas. Maybe if I waited, Sam would fall asleep and I could…no, Jill, stupid girl, no. You're married. You're in love. You're happy. Besides, he was married, too. To a woman about five hundred times prettier than I was. I knew I was pretty, pretty enough, but Irena was drop dead model pretty, and judging the way my husband was staring at her, he thought so too. I thought about Irena for a minute; wished I'd had more time to check her out, to evaluate the competition, as all women did, even if I knew there was no competition. 
 
   She was strikingly beautiful—one of the prettiest women I'd even seen in person. And for not the first time in my life I let my mind drift to a woman's body. Not that I was a lesbian or anything like that, I loved men, it's just, well, men are not really that attractive (Thomas excluded, Thomas was fucking amazing) and I, like most women, found other women to be much, much prettier, even if I was hetero (except for some kissing in college, which as I remembered, wasn't all that bad.) But damn if Irena wasn't hot, amazing hot like her husband was amazing handsome.
 
   Fuck, Jill, fuck. I brushed my teeth, looked at myself in the old tee shirt I was wearing to bed, the kind of thing I usually slept in. Yuck! Without thinking anything more about it, I opened the closet door, opened one of the drawers, and pulled out a black satin negligee. Fuck it, Sam was getting laid tonight whether he wanted to or not (like him not wanting to get laid was ever going to happen!). He was getting laid because I was hot and wet and wanted to get fucked and wanted to imagine Thomas touching me, inside me and…Fuck, Jill! I walked into the bedroom with a smile, struck a slight pose on the doorframe, which caused my darling husband to drop the magazine he was reading and say, "whoa."
 
   Fuck, he better get turned on!
 
   "Yea, whoa, sweetie…pretty enough to make you forget that woman you were drooling over," I teased. He blushed, started to deny it, but I barely heard him because in two seconds I was on the bed, on top of him, silencing him with my mouth. Besides, who was I to accuse him of something like that when, for the first time in my life, I was thinking of another man as I kissed my husband. Thomas, that god Thomas. I might have been physically kissing my husband, but mentally I was kissing Thomas. I wondered if Sam was thinking the same, picturing Irena.
 
   Dammit, Jill, don't you start picturing her, too, it's bad enough you're picturing Thomas, you’re going to picture his wife, too.
 
   I felt Sam growing underneath me, sliding against me; fuck I was so wet and I responded by kissing him deeply. I loved my husband, loved him more than I'd ever loved any man, and I kissed him and kissed him and didn't care I was fantasizing about Thomas, about a taller, older, stronger, and even more handsome man kissing me. It was only fantasy, who cared, and besides, he was thinking about Thomas's wife anyway, who cares. Thinking about her breasts, touching them, licking those beautiful breasts. Fuck, stop thinking about her, Jill. 
 
   "Wait," I said as Sam started to slip into me.
 
   He opened his eyes, looked up at me. "Oh, I…I thought you were ready," he said apologetically. 
 
   "Oh, I'm ready," I kissed him, he's so sweet, thinking I wasn't ready because I wanted more foreplay—if there was one thing Sam excelled at above all men I'd been with it was foreplay. He could, and eagerly would, lick me for literal hours, making me cum again and again until I was practically begging him to fuck me. Which was so good for our sex life, because what Sam excelled at going down on me, which in some way made up for his deficiencies in actually fucking me—where he could make me cum over and over with his mouth, he rarely made me cum with his dick.  Rarely as in never. No girl gets everything she wants, right?
 
   It wasn't that I wanted a huge guy, really few women do, but Sam was just a tad short to really reach that spot inside me unless I really worked to help him find it. And, if I had my wishes, he could be just a bit thicker, too. Just a bit…thicker and longer…I bet Thomas is thicker and longer, I bet he could fuck me and make me cum effortlessly.
 
   "You sure, you haven’t…?”
 
   "Just try to relax," I said. That was the other thing, my sweet husband loved to fuck me and once inside me it was rare things lasted very long. I climbed off of him, and felt a twinge of guilt for the thought running through my mind—if I got on my hands and knees and he was behind me, I could pretend it was Thomas behind me, even if my fantasy Thomas was sure to be thicker and longer and not so quick to finish. Kneeling on the bed I looked over my shoulder into my husband's eyes. "Are you going to make me beg," I asked, biting off the name running and face running through my mind. Fuck me Thomas, please, fuck me, fuck me, I’m begging you, Thomas, fuck me!
 
   Well Sam prefers me to be on top—he seems to prefer it when I'm more aggressive in bed, like now, though truth be told I preferred a more aggressive man and maybe that's what got me so wet, thinking not just of Thomas, but of his seemingly natural dominance, his complete alpha male presence. Thinking of Thomas THROWING me onto my hands and knees and not like Sam, kind of wimpy, kind of whiney and asking me if everything was good (are you sure, Jill) but Thomas TAKING me, FUCKING me, not making love like Sam does so sweetly, but just simply FUCKING me. Thomas wouldn’t ask me how I’d like to be fucked, he’s just do it, just take me how he wanted, not how I wanted.
 
   Not a question, not a ‘please Jill can I do it like this,’ but an order, a command, a ‘bend over, now!’
 
   Even Sam needed no further encouragement and he quickly scooted behind me and found me and…."Ohhhhhhh," I moaned as he slid into me, the head of his dick, even though it could be bigger, tingled the million nerve endings at the entrance to my pussy. I bit my lip again, again silencing (Thomas) the name (Thomas) that kept leaping to my lips (Thomas). It was my husband inside me, but it was another man (Thomas) I wanted at this minute (Thomas), fuck (Thomas), that was wrong, so wrong, I'm a happily married woman, it was wrong to think this way, wrong…
 
   My face was in the pillow, the only thing that kept me from calling his name (Thomas, THOMAS!), the only thing that kept me from screaming as Sam fucked me. He was so close to hitting that deep spot, so close, I pushed my hips up slightly, pushed my head down into the pillow, trying to get him to that spot, trying, oh, almost there, almost, fuck me, Thomas, I thought, fuck me, take me, hold my hips, almost, just a little deeper, please god, please let him find that spot, please, please.
 
   Wet, wet, Thomas…no, my husband, Sam, Sam slammed into me, fuck, he hit it, fuck, he hit the spot, FUCK, I started to shake, fuck, again Thomas…Sam…Sam, again, Sam, again, come on, please, just hold off a minute, please, I needed a minute more…just sixty fucking seconds of fucking me like this and I'd cum, fuck, fuck, keep at it Sam (Thomas), keep at it, that's right, right there. Please. Dammit, he missed, every third thrust touched me, but two out of three missed…please, Sam, please.
 
   "Yes," I moaned, again biting my lip to bite off the name I wanted to yell. "Yes…Sam…yes," I moaned, managed, somehow, to keep things straight. "Just like that, just…" Thirty seconds, so close, I was so close, I was so happy, so fucking close, so rare with Sam to get this close to orgasm, so rare, so rare, there, there…I felt him tense, no, no, NO, my body screamed, no, thirty fucking seconds more, not now no, no! I pushed back against him, fuck, so close, I was so close…twenty fives seconds, please, Sam, please, PLEASE. Not yet, no, no, not yet, Sam, not yet!!!!!!
 
   He tensed again, pushed hard against me, inside me…no, missing the spot, no, no, no, Sam, no, not yet…find the spot again, please, find it, find it.
 
   He was cumming, fuck, fuck, no! I pushed back against him, Sam, please, fuck me, please, just a little longer, not yet, NOT YET. Please Sam, please.
 
   But it was too late, I felt Sam shaking, felt the wetness inside me, his cum, fuck, he was cumming. I tried to fuck, tried to make him find that spot again, but his biological instinct was to hold still, to let his cum flow inside me, I knew it, I knew that's what men had to do, to push their sperm as far as it could go, at this point not caring, not thinking if the woman had cum, not knowing how close she was…so close, so fucking close…almost, Sam, I wanted to yell, please, Sam, Thomas, Sam, Thomas, please, fuck, please!
 
   And then Sam collapsed onto of me, his skin wet with sweat, touching my own, fuck, I was soooo close to cumming with him inside me, so close. I felt his breath on me, his smooth face touching mine, kissing me. "Was that good," he asked tenderly.
 
   God damn, god fucking damn, I was so close, so goddamn close to cumming! "Yes," I lied, kissing his lips with my eyes open, thinking…I bet Thomas never asked Irena if it was good, he would just know. I felt guilty, the men I'd been with before Sam that were good, really good, never asked if it was good. Either they didn't care (some of them) or they just knew, either way, the result was the same, an explosive orgasm for me. It was like that with every man I'd even been with. Except Sam. Sam, sweet Sam, who loved me as much as I loved him, cared, really cared, so he asked, shy and insecure, he would ask every time. And I lied every time, I lied, yes, I lied, yes, yes it was good, even when it wasn't (every time, too) I lied, yes, lover, yes. Yes it was good, yes, yes. And it was good, at least when he used his mouth and his hands, it just wasn’t good when he was inside me. Ever. Fucking ever!
 
   I felt my eyes shutting with Sam still inside me, yes, I lied, yes, yes, I lied, to my husband, but somehow I knew I’d never have to lie to Thomas, I'd never lie to Thomas. Sam, yes, but Thomas, no, never, never.
 
   - Samuel -
 
   I slipped out of her wet pussy and heard a little mumble out of Jill's mouth, inaudible as she must be glowing or even sleeping. Was it bad that I thought of Irena when I exploded inside of my wife’s pussy? Bad that was thinking of that tall, mysterious woman as I made love to my Jill. No, it was just fantasy, no, who cared, it was not the first time I'd thought of someone else. Harmless fun, harmless fun. Besides, we less made love tonight than we fucked, it was hard to call doing it like two dogs making love, and it wasn't as if she was completely innocent. She had been fawning all over Irena's husband tonight, she might have been thinking of him. So what of it? Let her have her little fantasy if I could have mine. I just hope she liked it; I was not always sure she does.
 
   I had trouble concentrating the rest of the week. Jill and I seem a bit disconnected, distracted really. Every time I talked to her, I found myself having trouble focusing on what she was saying as I found my mind drifting to Irena and I began to wonder if having dinner with them was such a good idea. So much that I broached the subject with Jill on Thursday as I was washing the dinner dishes.
 
   "I know, I know," she laughed when I broached the subject, "I've been a bad wife."
 
   "What do you mean," I asked; I assumed it was me that was a bad husband, thinking as I was of Irena when I should be focusing on my own wife. "I'm the one with a stupid schoolboy crush," I said, admitting what I assumed was obvious to her. "What did you do?"
 
   Jill looked down shyly with the most adorable look on her face. "Got a stupid schoolgirl's crush," she said as we both burst out laughing.
 
   "This is foolish," I said, "here we are grown adults."
 
   “We’re acting like teenagers, crushing on someone. But we’re not teenagers, we’re a happily married couple fantasizing about another married couple!"
 
   "We shouldn't cancel dinner, should we, that's an overreaction, right?”
 
   "No," she shook her head. "I think we can rise to the occasion. They really did seem nice and all and…"
 
   "And it isn't like you've never seen an attractive guy before…"
 
   "Or that you've never thought a woman was attractive before…"
 
   I was drying my hands, smiling at her. "Okay, okay, we'll avoid acting like infatuated teens and act like mature adults?"
 
   "Deal," she agreed, walking up to me, putting her hands on my chest. "I'll try not to think of another guy, no matter how handsome, when we're making love if you agree not to think of another woman, no matter how pretty."
 
   I blushed, both at thought of my wife fantasizing about another guy and at her knowing I was thinking the same thing. 
 
   "It's okay, Sam, they are both very attractive."
 
   "I was only thinking of the one of them," I threw back at her playfully.
 
   "Pity," she kissed me on the lips, "looks like I got the better fantasy." I was left dumbstruck as she turned and left the room. Did she just admit to fantasizing about both of them?
 
   **********
 
   We were getting dressed Friday night. As often the case, I was done first, though Jill would tell you that's because I always showered first. Jill and I assumed that the restaurant would be upscale, so we both decided to dress up, for an evening out. I wore an Italian wool charcoal suit and a lavender open collar shirt. Sitting in the living room reading waiting for my wife, I felt handsome, not that I was trying to compete with anyone or show off for anyone. But when Jill came out of the bedroom, I felt like a wallflower, for she was as pretty, no, she was as sexy as I'd ever seen her.
 
   "Whoa," I said, just staring at my wife when she walked into the room.
 
   "You like it," she asked, spinning around, making the hem of the dress seem to float in the air, showing off legs up the her upper thighs, "it's new."
 
   The 'it' was a dress I'd never seen before—the spaghetti strap dress had black undertones with colorfully exploding flowers and paisley in a thin material that slightly clung to her trim body at her bust and waist, but flowed gracefully at the hem. As wonderful as the dress made her body look, it was the hem and what it exposed that was amazing. When she stopped twirling, the hem ended at mid-thigh in front and back and draped to a point ending at her calves at the sides, showing off her long legs in nude hose, made longer and more graceful by her black ankle strap sandals. The length of the hem at the sides of her dress gave the illusion of modest length, but it was obvious that when she sat most of her long legs would be on display, that only a few inches of thigh would be covered.
 
   "Fuck, Jill, are you trying to make me forget Irena or are you trying to catch Thomas's eye," I joked, unable to pull my eyes away from her long legs.
 
   "Maybe both. Or maybe I'm trying to catch her eye before you do," she teased in response, something in her voice trembling slightly as she said it, though I did not press further, perhaps too ashamed of my own thoughts when I dressed earlier, thinking myself of catching Irena's eye. Was Jill serious, fuck!
 
   It was a beautiful night so rather than take a cab, we decided to walk the few blocks from our apartment to their studio to enjoy the evening. And as it turned out, so did several young men in the neighborhoods between our apartment and the studio, Several men who were able to enjoy Jill and her pantyhose covered legs, more of her legs than I think she intended on showing, especially when the breeze danced the bottom of her dress around her. Every guy, without exception, every guy that passed us, in a group, as part of a couple, or alone, stared at my wife. Every single guy. We both saw it, we'd have to be legally blind to miss the looks she was getting. The 'I want to fuck her' looks she got again and again.
 
   Finally, Jill said something, not to the last guy that stared at her legs at a light, she waited till he walked away, held my arm, stopping me before we crossed the street. “Honey, I think this dress might be a little too short," she said, "I'm sorry, I…I didn't mean for you to see all that."
 
   "What, hon, it's okay," I took her hand, "see what?" I pretended not to notice, pretended not to see every guy looking at her, pretended it was all innocent, nothing.
 
   "Um, like every guy we passed checking me out. I feel like I've been mind fucked half a dozen times in the last five minutes and my husband has to just stand there and take it while they looked at me that way.”
 
   "Jill," I turned to her, "you're beautiful, it's okay, really, I…well, I guess, to tell you the truth, it's kind of turning me on seeing guys look at you…after all, you’re mine.” I leaned over and kissed her innocently, thinking nothing more of my reassurance and confession. Though Jill did not forget it, she never forgets anything, no woman ever does.
 
   I took her hand and crossed the street against traffic, wanting to keep up with the lights, with the other pedestrians, with the couple of guys staring at her, one of whom I think followed us all the way to our new friends' art gallery, Maison Rouge. When we got to the gallery, the doors were locked so we had to ring for someone to let us in, which gave me the chance to gaze upon my wife's beautiful reflection in the mirrored glass of the door to the gallery. But I saw something else, too, the reflection of a man who had followed us down the block, leaning in a doorway across the street, staring at my innocent wife.
 
   After several minutes, it was Thomas, alone, who answered the door. "Come in, come in," he said holding the door for us, looking intently at my wife; though lacking the overt hunger of the guys on the street, it was obvious his eyes took in Jill's beauty, her body. "Irena is just finishing a couple of things for a new exhibit we are hosting next week."
 
   "Samuel, how are you," he asked, shaking my hand before turning his full attention to my wife. "Jill, lovelier than I remember," he said reaching out, touching her bare arms in a manner that was much more intimate than most men would dare, seeming not to care that I was standing there watching him. "Come," he said, taking her casually by the hand, "let's go find Irena so we can have a drink before dinner."
 
   Irena was to be found in what must be the gallery office, talking on the phone. "No, no, the posts are perfect," she said, twirling to smile at us as we walked in. While my wife looked beautiful tonight, even quite fashionable, compared to Irena, Jill still almost looked like a schoolgirl playing dress-up. Irena wore a red tulip hemmed dress with a low cut halter top, low cut enough that the entire curve of her braless breasts was easily visible. The hem ended at mid thigh, though my wife's dress gave the illusion of length by the cut at the side, Irena's gave no such false modesty and her nylon covered legs looked even longer than Jill's. "No, no, the eyebolts are just at the right heights, just where we wanted darling. Of course you'll be here next week, love, I won't hear otherwise." 
 
   She ended her conversation, set the phone down on the desk. "Well, well, look what my darling husband brought me to play with, don’t you two look just lovely." Jill thanked her, kissed her on the cheek and Irena did the same to me. "I'm so glad you two could join us for dinner, shall we? We can have drinks there.”
 
   I looked across the street as we left the gallery to the doorway where the man had been standing as he watched Jill.  Thankfully, he was gone. Off, no doubt, seeking other attractive women to lust after from afar. Thankfully, yes, but something else tore at me, something strange, a feeling of disappointment as if I actually liked men looking at my wife.
 
   The sushi restaurant was literally right around the corner so the walk there, side by side, Irena taking my arm, Thomas holding out his to Jill, took only a minute and we arrived in plenty of time to sit in the cozy bar area ahead of our reservation. The bar was not set up with tables and chairs, but instead had club chairs and love seats arranged conversational seating. Irena dropped my arm, took Jill's hand, as woman often do, and directed us to two love seats facing one another back in a corner, taking a seat in one, pulling Jill down next to her, leaving Thomas and I sitting on the other, he facing my wife (and her legs), me facing Irena (and her legs).
 
   My first thought as we sat was one of inferiority. I do not know what caused it, it was certainly a combination of things—Thomas was without question older, more sophisticated, more handsome, stronger, and gave off the obvious aura of an alpha, of the man in charge. If humans are at all pack animals, just sitting next to Thomas left little doubt in my mind, and presumably the mind of Jill and Irena facing us, who was the dominant male of the group. The feeling was nothing new; I'd known all my life I was not an alpha male, in grade school where I was easily bullied, in high school where I was never a jock and lost more than one innocent love to some stud athlete who had the courage to muscle me out of the way, nor in college where I received no invitations from the cool fraternities. Even with Jill I was somewhat passive in many things, an oddity as she was as equally as passive as I.
 
   Looking across at the women, I realized three other things, two trivial, one less so. Trivially, I could not help but notice that Jill's dress showed off virtually her entire legs when she sat; the illusion of length gave way to the reality that well more than half her thighs were basically on display. I also noticed, again mostly trivially, sitting as she was across from Thomas, her long legs, covered as they were in nude hose, were on display especially for him and that he certainly must have sat on that side for that very reason. Less trivially, but not surprising, as I felt the beta next to Thomas, Jill must certainly feel the same next to Irena.
 
   "Can I take your drink order," a cocktail waitress asked standing next to Thomas.
 
   "Yes," Thomas answered confidently without consulting anyone, "I'll have Glenlivet, neat, Cosmopolitans for the lovely ladies, and for Samuel, here" he looked at me, "I believe you were drinking white wine," he said glancing my way, speaking without asking, “something light, a glass of Riesling.” 
 
   Well, I thought, if I didn't feel like a beta male two minutes ago, I certainly did now as Thomas not only ordered my drink for me, but ordered me a glass of white wine to his scotch. The cocktail waitress looked at me for confirmation, and while I wanted to say something, I just nodded my acceptance, which was my first, and though I did not know it at the time, far from my last act of submission before Thomas or Irena.
 
   Thomas was not a bully by any means; when he started the conversation, even directed it at times while we enjoyed our drinks, he did not monopolize and gave all a chance to speak. It was just the way he did it, though, like a ring master, clearly in charge. He asked us about ourselves, where we grew up, what brought us to the city. Irena talked about different plays and shows they had seen, many of which Jill and I had also attended at one time or another. Thomas confirmed the origins of his vague French accent; he was born in France but moved to the States when he was ten. He and Irena, who was born and grew up in Prague, met ten years ago at an art show and ended up marrying and opening their own trendy gallery.
 
   There was a difference in their ages, Thomas was 45, Irena 35, as well as ours, both Jill and I were 28, and there was a difference in personality, the strength of theirs, the more timid nature of ours. But we had such easy conversation and found many common interests.
 
   At dinner, we sat at a secluded four person square table across from our respective spouses. Thomas ordered drinks again, choosing the wine for the table, and filled out the sushi order, asking our thoughts, but making the decision himself. His choices were excellent, in both drink and food and I felt myself talking louder, more freely, as the wine flowed through me.
 
   "So," I said, picking up a piece of tuna with my chopsticks, "you're opening another show already?" 
 
   "We are," Irena answered, "our gallery actually has three rooms and we try to open something new every week."
 
   "That must be difficult," Jill commented, "finding something every week."
 
   "It is, it certainly is, but in this market, a gallery is only as good as it is fresh and new. Of course, we're willing to take risks, like the exhibition you attended last week which has been a disappointment, and bring in some things that are a bit risqué, too, which we hope we're doing next week."
 
   "Did you have anything opening this week?"
 
   "No, unfortunately, we're carrying over a display for a week, but that's okay, we're excited for next week."
 
   "What are you doing," Jill asked innocently not knowing how risqué their new show would turn out to be. 
 
   Irena and Thomas exchanged a look like they were hesitant to discuss what we were about to discuss. "It's more sexually risqué than anything, I…it's not for every man…or woman," Irena said almost apologetically, "but, speaking as a woman, I'll admit to realizing that different people find pleasure in different things. Some girls find happiness making love in the dark of their bedrooms to the same man their entire lives, some girls like to play with bad boys, and  some girls sometimes enjoy the soft touch of another woman." Irena picked up her glass of wine and innocently took a sip as she stared at my wife, letting her implication soak in.
 
   My eyes must have widened, how could they not, when the beautiful woman sitting next to me all but implied that she liked girls as well as boys. Certainly Jill had the same reaction, though Thomas calmly sat as if we were discussing the weather.
 
   "Irena," Jill exclaimed, "you don't mean…"
 
   "I know, I must sound like the biggest slut in the world, talking about sexually risqué art shows and how I sometimes have a thing for girls, please, forgive me. But that's not the most uncommon thing in the world, it's certainly one of the biggest fantasies for most men."
 
   Thomas tilted his head, raised an eyebrow and we all looked to him. He laughed. "Any guy who says he's never fantasized about watching his wife kiss another woman is lying." Thomas looked over to me. "You'd agree, no, Samuel?"
 
   I blushed but nodded my agreement. Of course I agreed, fuck, he was right, what guy didn’t fantasize about two women kissing? "Sam," Jill snapped at me forcefully, but without real anger. “That’s…degrading.”
 
   "Isn't this fun," Irena chuckled, "the things you learn about each other! Come now, Jill, don’t be too hard on the sweet boy. Don’t tell me you've never fantasized about another woman,? Never kissed another girl, even in college? That's when most try it."
 
   I looked to Jill, expecting her to deny it, but she was staring intently at the chopsticks on her plate, her cheeks just the slightest hint of red. "Jill," I exclaimed in the same tone she gave me, feigning the same anger, but really more shocked that my wife had apparently, at one time or another, fantasized about being with another woman, maybe had even kissed another woman!
 
   Irena touched Jill's hand. "Don't be embarrassed, dear, there's nothing wrong with that, you know he's fantasized about it. Besides, girls are much prettier than boys, who wouldn't want to be with a girl. Anyway, the point is, there are many dimensions to human sexuality, it's one of our base instincts, our base desires for pleasure. So, while our show may be sexually risqué, part of the reason we're presenting the artist is to show that it's completely natural."
 
   "The show…it's risqué in what way," Jill asked. 
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   There was silence at the table for a good thirty seconds. I got the impression that neither of them wanted to talk about their exhibit. Not because it was what they did for a living, but rather because they were not sure how Sam and I would react. Dropping the words 'sexually risqué' at the first dinner with another couple was a chancy thing. Then so was mentioning you were attracted to women, even if all I did was admit I'd fantasized about it now and then.
 
   I looked over at Thomas, forcing myself to find his deep blue eyes despite the shiver it would send up my spine. "Sexually risqué in what way," I asked again, breaking the silence, looking down shyly as soon as I asked the question.
 
   "Well, Jill," he started, pausing, scratching behind his ear, "we will be showing photographs from a young, I guess you'd call him a Robert Mapplethorpe acolyte. The photographs focus quite specifically on the human sexuality of BDSM?"
 
   "BDSM," I asked, unsure what the acronym stood for.
 
   "Bondage, discipline, sadism, and masochism."
 
   If 'sexually risqué' stopped all conversation, those words stopped all thought in my head. I was afraid to move, afraid to speak, afraid to look at Thomas or Irena or even my own husband. 
 
   Bondage. Discipline. Sadism. Masochism.
 
   "Oh," I heard Sam gasp softly, not an 'Oh,' like, 'Oh, I see,' but in 'ohhh,' like a groan, a soft moan, a subconsciously erotic reaction.
 
   "I know," Irena touched my husband's arm, "money, politics, and BDSM are not the most polite dinner conversations. But the bondage scene is both culturally and sexually significant."
 
   "I've heard of it of course," I said, smiling, trying to show my acceptance, my sophistication to them. "Some Anne Rice books, The Story of O…or Fifty Shades of Grey.”
 
   “That’s a topic of popular conversation right now, what did you think of it, the Fifty Shades series?”
 
   “It was,” I blushed, looked at Sam, “different. I read it at the beach, it was a little embarrassing.”
 
   "Exactly," Irena said. “That’s part of the point of the exhibit. There's both cultural awareness of this wonderful practice, yet prejudice towards it. We want people to understand, what the artist is trying to show with his work, is that BDSM is consensual and that many partners find the experience relationship-affirming, whether their relationship is monogamous or polyamorous."
 
   Thomas leaned forward. "And that there are many layers to the experience—some people live it as a lifestyle, live it in their day to day lives, some people simply play out scenes, much like a couple would role play in their bedroom at night.”
 
   “So, again, Fifty Shades, what did you think.”
 
   I looked at my husband, tried to lighten the mood. “I can’t imagine Sam tying me up,” I laughed.
 
   “No, I imagine not, but then, not all men are dominant, just as not all women are submissive.”
 
   “Well I certainly didn’t see myself as the Christen Grey type.”
 
   “There’s a certain liberation in submitting, that’s part of the appeal for some people, inhibitions can be let go if someone else is in charge.”
 
   I looked down, blushed again, thought back to reading the book, the fantasies of the female submissive, the pleasures she found submitting. I blushed deeper, though none of them could know why, my own husband certainly didn’t, the thoughts that went through my mind on occasion when I found my hand inside my panties voicing lines the Anastasia Steele said to Christian Grey. Yes, Sir, please, Sir, please, please. I looked up at Irena who was staring at me almost grinning.
 
   "I'm sorry, Jill, you asked," Irena said to both of us, "come, we can stop the risqué talk, I know that's not everyone's thing." 
 
   I thought of the words again, bondage, discipline, sadism, masochism. "People…people find that arousing," I asked looking at Thomas, for some reason afraid and embarrassed I was asking such a question, thus afraid to look at my husband. Afraid of the tingling between my legs and what that tingling would soon mean to my panties.
 
   He chuckled, I thought as a rebuke, but he answered genuinely. "They do, Jill. A dominant person, man or woman, may find erotic pleasure, arousal, from being in a dominant situation over a submissive, either mentally or physically through bondage."
 
   "And…and the submissive," I found myself asking, my mouth dry, other parts of me alive, awake, perhaps not so dry, perhaps even damp now.
 
   "The submissive," he looked me right in the eye. "The submissive, again man or woman, finds erotic pleasure and arousal from either being helpless, in bondage, or from simply submitting to the dominant partner."
 
   The thought that ran through my mind was wicked and I regretted it and felt guilty the second I thought it. I felt strange all night, with the looks I got out on the street from men we passed and from being simply in Thomas's presence. I realized I had been half aroused all night, not quite really understanding until that instant. So I thought, I'll submit to you right now, Thomas, right here. You’re wife, too. I’ll submit to both of you, Thomas.
 
   Irena broke in, "What's fascinating to me is that studies show that around 90 percent of people have consensual bondage fantasies, there is bondage in mainstream popular culture, but it is still looked down on. That's part of the reason we're doing the show—it's about the normalization of fantasies between consenting adults."
 
   "Plus we like it," Thomas, the man I wanted to submit to right now, right here, cheerfully added.
 
   "Thomas," Irena laughed, "stop it, you're going to scare off our new friends. Anyway, we're going to be displaying the photographs…and a few other things…of an up and coming photographer, which, yes, show people in bondage, but these photographs focus on the pleasure the participants feel, not the physical action of bondage, but, well, the emotions, the happiness, the…the pure joy."
 
   "It sounds…interesting," Sam said. I looked over at him expecting revulsion on his face, but that wasn't the emotion, there was something else, maybe a mirror of what I felt.
 
   "Another bottle," a voice from behind me asked, the waitress, picking the perfect or worst time to interrupt. Thomas ordered a white Bordeaux, from the region of France his family was from, which naturally took our conversation away from bondage, and my thoughts away from submitting to Thomas, to the more mundane. And the rest of dinner stayed that way. Either all of us were afraid to turn back to the topic that had caused so much tension or we just did not, after all we were new friends and had many things to talk about.
 
   After dinner, all of us laughing from wine and good company, I was sad to have the evening end when we got back to their gallery—they lived in an apartment in the building. There was an awkward moment, this wasn't a date, and just what was the etiquette for ending an evening like this? But Thomas deftly handled that by hailing us a cab. "You live close by, but you're better off in a cab this time of night," he insisted protectively.
 
   We said our goodbyes, but there was no more mention of their upcoming show or of women kissing women, though we did agree that we should get together again and traded numbers. In the cab, Sam was behind the driver, I was to the other side, buckling, I thought again of  the things we discussed, starting with girls kissing girls, imagining Irena's lips touching mine, then bondage, discipline, sadism, machoism. For a moment, I imagined the seat belt as bonds, holding me tight in the back of the cab, hands caressing me, pushing me, restraining me. I pictured Irena's hands, Thomas's hands, restraining me, touching me, disciplining me, spanking me, disciplining my bottom.
 
   We were at a light, I was holding Sam's hand, squeezing, just fantasizing, wondering if he wondered what I was doing. I looked up, the cab driver was staring at me in the mirror, at my legs, without thinking I spread them slightly, invitingly, not caring, I was bound, touched, Irena pulled a leg one way, Thomas the other leg, they spread them, exposing my wet panties, watched the driver watch me…
 
   "Jill," Sam said softly, "you okay?"
 
   "Yes, yes," I said, shaking my head, closing my legs, my fantasy shattered for the moment.
 
   Girl kissing girl. Bondage. Discipline. Sadism. Machoism. 
 
   In minutes we were getting out of the cab in front of our building. Sam was paying the driver, I was standing next to the cab, feeling the breeze push the hem of my dress tight against my thighs, imagining soft caresses, feeling the dampness build, imagining Irena touching me, imagining Thomas touching me. Fuck, Sam, pay the fucking driver, I thought, just get me inside before I exploded. I imagined Thomas pushing me against the cab, his body pressed against me, retraining me.
 
   I kissed Sam in the elevator, pushed him against the wall as the doors closed, not caring who might see; he was my husband, after all. I kissed him and lifted a leg up until my knee touched his hand and he took it and then I pressed against him, feeling him, knowing right away as he hardened at my touch that he was as aroused as I was.
 
   We barely made it inside the apartment, kissing while pressed against door after it closed, hungry, both of us, so hungry. And then he spoke, asked, shyly, so cute as he was, "you…you've fantasized about other women?"
 
   I answered him not with words but with a deeper kiss, fuck, not caring, so what, he was my husband, so what if I'd dreamed of kissing another woman, of touching soft skin, who cares, here, now, I was with him, kissing him, touching him. "So?"
 
   "Fuck, that's hot," he said running his hand up my back making my skin tingle. 
 
   Fuck, the word, fuck, that's what I wanted, needed, fuck, to get fucked, fuck, to feel him inside me, fuck. And then my purse started ringing.
 
   "Fuck," I said as my purse seemed to ring louder with each second I didn’t answer it.
 
   "Let it ring," he kissed my neck, knelt before me, reached under the hem of my dress, was about to lower my pantyhose and discover just how wet I was. 
 
   "Fuck, fuck." I broke away, reached for and opened my purse intending to just silence it when I saw the name of the caller, a name I'd just put into my phone not twenty minutes before. Irena.
 
   "It's Irena," I said, my pulse quickened.
 
   "What," he pulled back mid-kiss. 
 
   "Something might be wrong, I should answer it."
 
   - Samuel -
 
   "Hello. What? Wait," Jill said, pushing me away from her. "Seriously. Um, um, okay, I guess…no…no, really. Sure. Do you know…oh…of course. Okay."
 
   "What? What's that about," I asked at my wife's puzzled look, reaching for my pockets, wondering if I'd lost something—phone, wallet perhaps.
 
   "They…they want to come over."
 
   "Come over where?"
 
   "Um, over here. They…I guess they felt weird the way the night ended, like they might have upset us."
 
   "Now," I asked, realizing that the woman I was picturing kissing my wife was on her way to my apartment, even if she was with her husband who my wife was doe-eyed for. Of course, I realized that my erection might never go down tonight if I didn't get my wife into the bedroom.
 
   "Yea, now."
 
   "Fuck, come on," I said, tugging at her hand, thinking we had to get this over with quickly before they got there."
 
   "What? No, Sam, no," Jill furrowed her brow. "They'll be here any minute."
 
   "Oh, come on Jill, I'm so turned, please, I'm so…so…”
 
   "And I'm not! Fuck, Sam, I'm soaking wet…"
 
   "It will only take a minute," I said, only half realizing I was being kind of critical of my own stamina.
 
   "No," she said, pushing my hand away from the hem of her dress where I was stroking her pantyhose covered thigh. "After they leave, I promise."
 
   She was right, they were there within minutes, laughing an apology for saying their goodbyes then finding us again. "I don't know," Irena said as she sat down on the couch to one side of Jill with me on the other, "we just felt, well, we had some connection and were afraid you'd think us crazy and we didn't want the night to end just yet without explaining ourselves a little better because we'd really like to get to know you two."
 
   I had my hand on Jill's soft thigh, I was so fucking turned on, touching her hose, turned on by the talk earlier of girls kissing girls, turned on by the talk of dominance and submission, turned on by my wife's obvious arousal. Just simply turned on.
 
   "Earlier when we were talking, I said I had a thing for girls, I didn't want you to think that, well, to feel like, I don't know…"
 
   Thomas laughed; we all turned to him. "It's not often Irena is at a loss for words. What she's trying to say is that we like the two of you, that we have things in common and we'd like to get to know you better and she was afraid she came on kind of strong—she usually gets to know a woman a little better before she starts trying to seduce her."
 
   "Seduce me," Jill said softly, looking at her hands folded in her lap.
 
   "Seduce her," I said at the same time.
 
   “Samuel, let me say this,” Irena said. "I know, I'm sorry, I'm such a fool. I guess I'm saying Thomas and I have friends, people we like and do things with, and not all of our friends are, what did we say before, sexually risqué. And here I am the first time we have dinner talking about liking other women and bondage for god's sake and I’m sure terrifying the two of you when all I wanted was to be friends."
 
   "I see," Jill said, still looking down, a hint of disappointment in her voice.
 
   "Can I be honest," Thomas asked, taking charge of the discussion again.
 
   "Please."
 
   "My wife and I have two distinct circles of friends. Those we are just friends with, have dinner with, go to shows with, discuss art with. You know. Friends. Normal, everyday friends.”
 
   "And the other circle," I asked.
 
   "Those we're more intimate with, more, to be frank, risqué with," Irena said. 
 
   I swallowed, looked down at my own lap now.
 
   "We like you and your wife, Samuel, we'd like to be friends, we’d like you in that first circle.”
 
   “But,” Jill said, “but you also want more?” There was hope in her voice, the same think I felt in my own stomach.
 
   "That's up to you two, we don't ever try to force our lifestyle on anyone."
 
   Thomas spoke. "Irena and I would like to get to know you two better, and yes, more intimately, we'd like to get to know you in that circle, and I sense the same from you, but what we're saying is that if we're wrong, if we're scaring the hell out of you, just say so and we'll close that door and be happy to just to get to know you like most couples do."
 
   Jill's face was red, she looked to me, silent words that we'd not spoken to each other were communicated with one glance. "I…I don't think you were wrong," Jill said softly.
 
   I didn't know what I thought would happen next, whether we'd suddenly tear our clothes off and get naked and have an orgy right there on the living room floor. I didn't know if Irena would lean over and kiss my wife and Thomas and I would watch our wives make love to one another. How could I know, I'd never been in this situation before, nor had Jill, we were both obviously nervous, timid, afraid of what to say or what to do.
 
   "Samuel, Jill," Thomas said softly. We both looked at him. "Breathe. Relax."
 
   We sat there, tense, I don't think either of us blinked or moved or even breathed, which made him laugh. "Hey, it's okay to breath, both of you. We're not going to attack you, really, this isn’t a movie.”
 
   "I'm sorry," I said, "I…we've never done anything like this. I don't even think…"
 
   "We know, Samuel, that's okay, in fact, there's nothing to do. We want to get to know you two better, but we're not going do anything tonight. Relax," he said again, "you're shaking."
 
   I exhaled. Yes, I actually exhaled, breathed, relieved, realized just how nervous I was, that I slightly trembling.
 
   "Like Thomas said, we know," Irena took Jill's hand, "there's a big difference between fantasy and reality and not everyone is comfortable with crossing that line."
 
   "I've fantasized about it, but I've never really done anything, Irena," Jill said.
 
   "With another woman?"
 
   She nodded.
 
   "Is that something you're interested in…another woman?"
 
   She nodded again, slowly, shyly. "I guess it depends on the woman." Irena just looked at her, waiting. "Yes," Jill said softly again.
 
   "And other things we talked about."
 
   "I…I dont' know, I…I mean, we…we've never done anything like…like bondage or anything. Not even with each other.”
 
   "Listen, why don't you two come to the show opening next week. Look around. I think you'll find the exhibit very interesting, even enlightening. Sometimes people don't really understand dominance and submission until they are exposed to it."
 
   "I don't, er, I don't think either of us is very dominant," I said, still trying to focus on breathing, on relaxing, and keeping from shaking.
 
   "That's perfect, Samuel," Thomas smiled, "because neither Irena or I are very submissive. Not at all, in fact. "
 
   Irena let go of Jill's hand, stood. "We've kept you up late enough, I know. I just want to say again, we'd really like to get to know you two, better, wouldn’t we Thomas."
 
   He nodded.
 
   "And we want to be friends, we really want you in that first circle, the friend circle, so please don't let us scare you off, sometimes we can be a little…"
 
   "Intense," Thomas said, also standing. 
 
   "Yes, intense. But…we really prefer to have you in the second circle, the more intimate circle."
 
   Jill and I stood, exchanged looks with one another, spoke silently again. "I think…I think we really like you, too. I mean, I know we do, I just mean, I think, well, we," she looked at me again, as if to confirm what she was about to say, "we'd love to come to the exhibit on Friday and see what happens."
 
   "That's great, that's all we wanted to clear up. Thanks again for letting us stop by," Irena kissed Jill on the cheek, then me, too. 
 
   "Jill," Thomas said to my wife, touched her arm, kissed her as his wife did. 
 
   The second they were out the door, literally, the second it closed, Jill and I attacked one another, fucked right there in the foyer. And then again half an our later in our bed.
 
   After the second time, lights still on, she looked at me. "Should we have talked about this?"
 
   "I don't know," I said, thinking only about my wife kissing Irena. "I don't think we're like obligated to do anything, I mean, we're only going to their show, right?"
 
   "Have you ever thought about bondage or anything like that before?"
 
   I bit my lip. "I don't know," I said, wishing the light was off so she could not see my face. "Have you?"
 
   “I don’t know, not really, maybe a little.” Her head was resting on my chest and she looked down so all I could see was the top of head, her hair, not her eyes.
 
   "Maybe?”
 
   "When I was a kid, my dad, I found some magazines and stuff, and some of them had pictures of people tied up."
 
   "Yea, me too." 
 
   She was quiet for a minute, letting her hands swirl around my stomach. "I always pictured myself as the one being tied."
 
   "Yea," I agreed. "I'm pretty sure they're the opposite."
 
   "Sam, are you sure?"
 
   "Are you," I threw the question back to her as she had to me.
 
   "I think I'd like to…to see…"
 
   "You're attracted to her?"
 
   She swallowed, “I don’t know. Maybe. So are you."
 
   I wanted to ask, because I did not know how I felt about it, so I had to. "And him, Thomas?”
 
   She didn't answer right away, but finally a whisper. "Yes."
 
   I sucked in my breath.
 
   "Sam, can we, can we just go to the show, we don't have to do anything."
 
   "Yea," I agreed, thinking of Jill fawning over Thomas, thinking of him now, not Irena, Thomas kissing my wife, touching her. I wanted to be disgusted but that was not the feeling I felt, I wanted to find it horrifying, but instead I felt a tingling all over. I wanted to be mad at her for fantasizing about another man, but I couldn't get mad, just the opposite, I could only get excited. 
 
   - Jill -
 
   Irena called me on Wednesday afternoon and just hearing her voice set my skin on fire. I was glad she could not see me blush when she said hello, tingle when she asked me how I was doing, moisten when she said she could not wait to see us on Friday. The gallery opened at 7 that night, but she asked us to come by at 6:30 so we could take a tour without other people there. "We're really concerned how you and Samuel will feel about it, we'd rather you have a little time to look at things before we open."
 
   "I think that's a good idea," I told her knowing that Sam and I wanted to talk anyway before we went.
 
   "Irena, I don't mean to keep saying the same thing over and over, but we really do like the two of you and don't want to pressure you at all."
 
   “I know, Irena, and I appreciate it.”
 
   That night Sam and I talk about it "Sam, what are we doing," I asked him, struggling with my attraction to Thomas and Irena, which was a physical and mental sexual attraction, as compared to my feelings for my husband—the same physical and mental sexual attraction but also the deep love I felt for him, my best friend. 
 
   "I don't know, Jill, I guess I kind of wonder the same thing. Are we insane?"
 
   "Maybe," I allowed. "They seem really nice and all…"
 
   "You know," he turned towards me, propped his head up with hand, "when we met them, you met Thomas first. I saw you talking to him, no, more, flirting with him."
 
   "I flirt sometimes, there's nothing wrong with that," I said defensively. 
 
   "I'm not saying there, is, Jill, I'm just saying…I don't know, it seemed to be more than just flirting, like, I don't know how to describe it, but you seemed like, like you were attracted to him, like it was more than just innocent flirting."
 
   "But Sam," I started, feeling even more defensive, "were you not doing the same with Irena?”
 
   Sam held up his hand. "I'm not saying I wasn't. Hell, I'll admit I was, so I'm not accusing you of doing anything, I guess…I guess I don't know," he laughed.
 
   "Sam," I touched his face, an instinctive gesture as he seemed upset. "Are you mad? Upset?"
 
   "No, that's the thing, hon, I'm not. You were clearly attracted to him."
 
   I didn't deny it, why bother, it was obvious.
 
   "And I guess I don't understand why I'm not upset my wife was attracted to some other guy. And…and why I enjoyed watching you flirt with him so much.”
 
   “You did?”
 
   “Yes…and….”
 
   "You're attracted to Irena, shouldn't I ask the same."
 
   He laughed at that. "You're still one up on me because you're attracted to her, too."
 
   I blushed, somehow feeling more self-conscious about my attraction to another woman than another man. "So what do we do, then? Are we crazy? I mean, they offered to be just friends, should we just be friends? I'm okay with that."
 
   "But you want more," he asked softly.
 
   "Am I sexually attracted to her? Yes. Have I fantasized about, about doing things with her? Yes. She's so strong and confident and, what's the word she used, dominant, I don't know, I…yes, I guess I think I want more. But I'm not the only one in this bed who feels that way, am I?"
 
   "No," he said softly. "That doesn't bother you?"
 
   "Bother me? How? I feel exactly the same way you do. God, Sam, I love you so much, it doesn't bother me you're attracted to her—you're attracted to the same things I am. I don't know, I guess I don't find that a threat to your feelings about me."
 
   "Nor should you, Jill."
 
   "I know." He bit his lip, looked down. "What? There's more, isn't there," I asked, because of course there was, there was Thomas.
 
   "What about him," he asked, confirming what I knew.
 
   "Yes," I said, one word, telling him everything I felt about her I felt about him.
 
   "I know, and the worst part, the thing that makes me feel guilty, Jill, is that it doesn't bother me. I…I mean, I'm not foolish, I know he doesn't just want to watch you kiss Irena, I'm sure he…he wants to…to…"
 
   "Shhh, Sam, don't, you don't have to say it, I…I won't…I don't have to…"
 
   "No, Jill, that's the point. I'm sure he wants to touch you, too and…and…I feel like, well…" Sam lay his head on the pillow, spoke softly. "That the idea of what Thomas wants from you, well, it kind of turns me on a little, I don't know why and it shouldn’t, it’s wrong. But…but it excites me thinking of him…of him being with you.”
 
   "But it does," I said,  looking at Sam carefully, feeling my stomach tighten with excitement. “You’re actually turned on thinking of me with him. It's not just that they are attractive, I mean, that's part of it of course, but there is more, isn't there?"
 
   Sam nodded. "It's not like it was the first time I saw another woman and thought she was pretty."
 
   He was half right, but seemed unwilling to say the other half, the half that was a mystery. A mystery unknown to either of us. I lowered my eyes, the only way I could say the words. “It…it’s the other things, the…the bondage," I said softly.
 
   “The discipline," his voice, barely a whisper.
 
   “The sadism."
 
   “The masochism," he finished the words Irena had spoken first.
 
   "That…that makes it different, doesn't it. That makes you excited as well,” I asked, telling him it did for me, wanting confirmation that it did for him, too.
 
   "Yes. I don't know why, Jill, but yes, it does. It…it excites me so much to think of them disciplining you, getting your submission, my god”
 
   "I don't know why either, Sam, I mean, I never felt that way," I paused, the words caught in my throat, not that it mattered, he finished them.
 
   “About me."
 
   I nodded. Why deny it? I never imagined my husband tying me up like a burglar in the night, disciplining me, I never imagined submitting to him, never thought of him as powerful or dominant. He just wasn't. Nor was I. That's who we were, submissive, I guess. Though I'd never thought of us that way before, the description fit, for better or worse. "You've never thought of tying me up, of…of raping me, making me take what you wanted to give me with no choice on my part?”
 
   "No," he laughed, "I'm not really that type. Promise not to laugh? I think I'd rather be tied on the bed next to you as he…as you….”
 
   I couldn't help but laugh regardless but kissed Sam to let him know I wasn't laughing at him. "So you want to go Friday? Irena called me this afternoon, she said they open at 7, but we should get there at 6:30, arive early in case we're uncomfortable."
 
   "I want to, I think, yes, if…if you do."
 
   "I do, I'm scared, but I do."
 
   "I'm kind of scared, too, Jill. But kind of excited, I guess, too."
 
   I kissed again, tasted his soft lips, melted just touching him. "Me, too, I'm excited, too."
 
   He reached over to me, his hand traced down the satin of the babydoll I wore, over my breast, slowly, over my stomach, between my legs to my wet panties. "I guess you are," he giggled, kissing me as he felt just how excited I was.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 2 – Art With An Edge
 
    
 
    
 
   - Samuel -
 
   On Friday, there was a tasteful, yet dark, almost sinister sign in the gallery window advertising the opening of the invitation only show. According to the sign there were actually two timed shows, one from 7 to 8:30, another from 9:30 to 11:00. Seeing that it was not quite 6:30, well before the opening, the doors were locked, so Jill rang the bell and both of our friends came out to the lobby to greet us and let us in. 
 
   Irena looked stunning, as usual, in a cerise colored, sleeveless side draped sheath dress that looked liked she poured her body into it.
 
   “Samuel, Jill,” Thomas smiled broadly when he opened the door, “I'm excited and happy to have you here this evening,” he said shaking my hand, kissing my wife lightly on the cheek.
 
   “As am I,” Irena said, though she kissed me lightly on the cheek before taking my wife's waist in her arms to give her a kiss, lightly too, but on the lips, not the cheek. I was not sure what it was, but Irena gave Jill a look of approval when she looked at her before kissing her hello, releasing her, and taking her by the hand towards the hallway separating the various galleries.
 
   The room the exhibition was staged in was smaller than the other gallery we'd been to, more intimate, darker, perhaps fitting the theme. Though I paid little attention to them, to the left and right of the large open entrance to the gallery were tables with wine and appetizers, servers behind both to take care of the guests. The room had dark walls, a light floor, the other gallery had neutral walls, light wood floor, all to hide behind the art. Here, it seemed even the decor was a part of the show.
 
   The walls were metal, part hammered, part smooth, and a swirl of dark red and black, industrial, dark, but still warm. The floor was wood, the same as the other gallery, though the walls and the lighting made it appear darker. The walls were covered with black and white prints, just a quick glance around, and it seemed every one showed someone in bondage, men and women, in various states of dress, some, but not all, with others in the picture. While the back wall had a dozen or more equally spaced pieces, the side walls had several fewer as in the center of each it seemed a piece or two was missing, perhaps splitting up categories of the work, something I assumed we'd see when we looked at the exhibit.
 
   “Come, come, let me show you a few of my favorites,” Irena dragged Jill to the far wall, towards a print of a woman kneeling sideways, her head turned towards the camera. The woman was pretty, striking even, naked from the waist up, wearing just black patterned thigh high stockings and heels. He hands were clasped behind her as if bound, though they were not, and posed as such, kneeling, one could not help noticing that she was submitting to someone. 
 
   “The eyes, Jill, look at her eyes,” Thomas said softly standing behind my wife. 
 
   I looked away from the feminine beauty of the model to her eyes and saw not only fear, hesitation, and trepidation, but something more, anticipation, joy, excitement. Her eyes were alive, were on fire, and though her face was devoid of other emotion, her eyes easily gave away her simple desire.
 
   “The Waiting of the Willing,” the title card read.
 
   “She looks happy,” I said.
 
   “That's the point,” Irena turned her head to me, pleased, “she's supposed to look happy, for she is. That's what the exhibit is supposed to show, that bondage and discipline and dominance and submission, when safe, sane, and consensual, is about the submissive's pleasure as much, equally, with the dominant's pleasure. That's what I hope you see in the work, both of you, both of us,” she turned, took her husband's hand.
 
   “It's something that is very important to understand, Samuel, Jill,” her husband spoke. “There is an inner conflict with these themes, a theme that endures in human culture, and b/d and d/s is a way people explore roles, emotions, activities that would be impossible without a willing partner to take the opposite role. Bondage and discipline can appear cruel, but it is not about acts of cruelty, it is about consensual power exchange, based on trust, hungers, desires. Bondage itself would be cruel, discipline for discipline’s sake is equally cruel, but in the context of the desires of consensual adults, these experiences are powerful, intense.”
 
   “That's what we want you to understand when you look around,” Irena finished. “I think you're both intrigued, but both of you tend to the same role, much like us, and that's led us to find others, of the opposite role, to help us explore. Look at the eyes of the submissive in each piece, you'll see joy there, the same with the dominant. Without it, there is just cruelty, with it, there is just pleasure.”
 
   “So,” look around, he told us, “Irena and I have a few things to attend to before we open in, what, twenty minutes.” We did, hand in hand, often without words, only small gasps as we looked at each photograph, read the titles, the descriptions. 
 
   “Oh, my,” Jill said softly moving over to another picture a few minutes later. The photograph was titled, “Fidelity.” There were three people in the picture, a thin young man and very pretty woman, I took them for a couple, naked, kneeling, before the third. Only the back of the bare legs and pointed heels of the third, a woman, were visible; the couple was kneeling before her, each touching their lips to the toe of one of her shoes. 
 
   “It...it's interesting,” I said. 
 
   Jill squeezed my hand, looked at me for a moment. “You feel...”
 
   “Yes,” I said, biting my lip. What did I feel? Excitement? Joy myself? Desire? Yes, all of these things. Jealously? Did I wish I was kneeling, submitting? Yes, yes.
 
   We continued to look at the pictures, it was probably good the show started soon as I was becoming concerned I would no long be able to avoid the obvious mark of excitement in my slacks if we just kept browsing the displays. We were standing in the middle of the right wall, next to the support post that went from floor to ceiling, where a piece seemed to be missing here and across the floor, when Irena came back into the gallery, approached us.
 
   I noticed then that there was a title card with description, as if there actually was a piece missing  that had hung on the support beam. “Discovery. Man or woman matters not, two companion pieces show each in turn can learn the freedom that flows from surrender.”
 
   “You haven’t fled yet,” Irena said hopefully when she walked up to us, “that's a good sign.
 
   “The pieces are very, um, interesting,” I said, “stimulating, even. And you're right, the mood expressed in the eyes is, well, obvious.”
 
   “Thank you,” Samuel,” she said, pleased. “And I sense that's not just polite conversation about pretentious art,” she smiled, playfully jabbed at me for my thoughts the first time I met her. 
 
   “No, no,” I quickly answered. “I really do like it. I see,” I pointed to the beams, “others have, too. You pre-sold some pieces?”
 
   “Pre-sold? No, no, Samuel,” Irena laughed, looking at my wife, then back at me. Everything will be on display for the show, even the pre-sales. Those,” she pointed, “those are for the sculptures.”
 
   “Oh,” I said, not understanding, “why are the pieces not out yet.”
 
   “Ninety minutes is as long as we'll display them, so Thomas will bring them out just before opening.” There was confusion on my face, but not on Jill's; she knew something.
 
   “I'm not sure I understand,” I furrowed my brow.
 
   “There…there will live models,” Jill said softly. “Tied to the posts during the exhibit.”
 
   For a moment a terrifying thought went through my mind, that Jill and I were the live models, that WE were going to be tied to the posts. No, no, that could not be! We...we never discussed this, we never agreed to this, how could they presume to think that...
 
   And that's when Thomas walked back into the gallery with a man and a woman standing to either side of him and several gallery employees behind him carrying wooden platforms.
 
   The woman walking beside Thomas wore dark stockings like many of the models in the pictures, panties, heels, but her breasts were bare. Was she one of the models from the photographs? Of course, that made sense, I knew, relieved, feeling foolish for thinking that Jill and I would...how vain, thinking that we were going to be tied up. She wore black leather cuffs on her arms and ankles and a black leather mask, eyes cutout, allowing her to see, and her eyes be seen, but her identity hidden. The male was muscular, buff, as naked as she, clad only in tight leather boxer briefs, similar cuffs, and a similar mask.
 
   Each was beautiful, extremely beautiful, like model beautiful. A silly thought, yes—the models looked like models. Of course. “You two are ready,” Irena asked. They both said yes. “Excellent,” she clapped her hands, “We run for ninety minutes. You’re art, we do not generally allow touching of art in our gallery, but, as we discussed, since this is somewhat interactive, we do permit some light…light touching. But you won't be groped or fondled like this is a fruit market and Thomas and I will keep watch for your safe signals. Questions?”
 
   Light touching?
 
   Both shook their heads. “Great, Thomas, if you could take her, I'll take Adam. Jill, why don't you go with Thomas; Samuel can watch me.”
 
   Thomas and the male model walked towards one side, Irena and the woman the other. I followed silently. The employees were busy moving the wooden platforms against the wall. The platforms were made of polished wood, about the height of a step, perhaps twelve inches high, about three feet square. There was a square cutout on the back for the support posts so the platforms were flush against the wall.
 
   “Adam, if you will,” Irena said to the man who stepped up onto the platform, turned around so his back was to the post, and put his hands at his side.
 
   “You're going to tie him,” I asked, though it was obvious she was; I was still stunned that a couple would be bound during the show, like some performance art.
 
   “Of course,” Irena answered, taking one of Adam's arms in his hands, clipping the cuff to a barely visible bolt on the side of the post, repeating it with his other arm, then bending down before him and attaching a small lengthy of chain her employee handed her to Adam's ankle cuffs then to the bottom of the post.
 
   “What's he going to do,” I asked stupidly.
 
   “Do? Nothing, Samuel, they are art, they are to be looked at, contemplated. Well, he'll struggle against the bondage, of course, it's natural. And from what I've seen in the photographs, he'll likely be aroused for the next ninety minutes. The point is that he'll be on display, bound, happily on display. His arousal, and hers, are both part of the purpose, part of what we’re trying to show.”
 
   I looked across the room where Thomas was doing the same to the woman. “No one will hurt them, will they?”
 
   Irena laughed. “No, dear, this is art, not a sex club. A few daring patrons may give a gentle touch,” she touched Adam's bicep, ran her fingers down slowly, “but both will be left alone, merely observed as they struggle.” He was. Struggling. Already, he moved, swayed, slightly, her too, as if to unheard music, tugging at his bonds ever so gently. “Look at her,” she said. 
 
   I did, looking over, but Irena was talking to Adam, not me, whispering in his ear.
 
   Then he grew. And grew. I was startled at first seeing a jump in his leather shorts, startled to realize I was looking at his toned stomach and his groin area, startled to understand that the movement was his cock hardening beneath the leather. Growing. Larger and larger until he was fully erect, his cock readily apparent through the leather.
 
   “What…what did you say to him,” I asked, mouth open.
 
   “Nothing dear, nothing, just reminded him of something that seems to have caused quite the reaction,” she looked down at the front of his shorts, and the erection straining against the tight leather. 
 
   I looked at his erect cock, looked back at Irena, what could cause a man to get so hard so fast? 
 
   She laughed a wryly laugh. “If you must know, Samuel, I reminded him of when he took his wife to a nightclub wearing a short, low cut dress and watched her dance and flirt with other men.”
 
   “Uugh,” I gasped, shocked.
 
   “Come now, Samuel, the show is about to open, why don't you and Jill get a glass of wine and mingle and, I hope, we hope, you enjoy yourselves.” 
 
   Jill and I did just that, got some wine and mingled with the guests and took in more of the photographs and spent an hour of the ninety minutes looking at either Adam or the woman struggling against the bonds that held them. 
 
   “She's lovely,” a man said, standing next to us as we watched the woman struggle and breath heavily. As he said this, he reached out and touched the top of her stocking on the side of her leg, caressed it just for an instant before letting his hand drop. The woman responded with a moan, a more violent struggle, whether it was from horror or pleasure it was impossible to tell, though I had no doubt which it was, her eyes told us. “So lovely,” the man said glancing at her midsection before walking away.
 
   I knew not what to say, how I felt, what all this represented. I struggled with my thoughts, “Jill,” I whispered, “this...this is...”
 
   “Unreal,” she suggested, mouth open in disbelief. 
 
   “Yes, I mean...I thought there would be,” I motioned my arm, “interesting art, but I didn't imagine...”
 
   “Live sculptures,” she finished.
 
   Something in her voice caught my attention. Holy shit! “You knew!”
 
   She blushed, caught. She fucking knew! “Irena mentioned something, she didn't exactly tell me, but I suspected, at the least. You're not mad, are you? I thought you'd...be okay, I…I wanted to see it, I assumed you would, too.”
 
   “No, no, I'm not mad, it's,” I lowered my voice, “it’s a lot to take in, but…I’m glad we came.”
 
   “I know,” she kissed me softly, “I know.” 
 
   I was embarrassed by the public display of affection, though looking around the gallery was almost empty except for gallery staff, Irena and Thomas and a couple of lingering guests. It must be close to 8:30, I knew; I looked at my watch, it was.
 
   “Do you like it,” she asked, stepping back from the kiss, looking at me apprehensively.
 
   I bit my lip, blushed. “Yes.”
 
   “It…it’s different, but, it’s…”
 
   “Exciting,” I asked giving her a look that it was okay, that I found it exciting, too.
 
   She mimicked me, bit her lip nervously, nodded. “There's something else,” Jill started to say, looking around, but stopped when Irena walked towards us. “You're still here,” she said.
 
   “Yes,” I nodded. “We, we found it very…um,” why be coy, “compelling.”
 
   “Compelling, I like compelling, that implies acceptance, even interest.”
 
   “Not just compelling, more,” Jill said looking to me. I nodded, knowing what she was asking me. “It was…exciting,” Jill said, nodding back.
 
   Irena beamed. Over her shoulder was the photograph of the couple kneeling, kissing the feet of a woman, the couple submitting to her, happily. I felt it, that pull, that tug, and I know if Irena had ordered me to my knees at that moment, I would have instantly, I would have knelt and kissed her foot. And I knew Jill would have, too.
 
   “What are they going to do now,” I asked of the couple. Thomas was releasing the woman from the post, an employee releasing Adam. I felt a pang of jealousy, wondering if the couple was another of Thomas’s and Irena's play things, better than Jill and I, willing participants, not just scared novices.
 
   “Adam and his wife,” Jill looked over her shoulder hungrily, making my stomach tighten with jealousy, with desire to submit to her. “I don't know them that well, the photographer arranged the models, though judging by the expressions on their faces, I assume they’ll take the first cab they see home and fuck like rabbits.”
 
   “Oh,” I mouthed, my face betraying the relief I felt, stupid as a schoolgirl's crush.
 
   Irena laughed. “I'll admit they make a desirable couple, she's quite pretty, but Adam is a a bit too…masculine for our tastes.”
 
   “Too masculine,” I asked, puzzled.
 
   “Yes, this will sound odd, but we prefer partners who are a little softer, not quite so manly, it makes things so much…it’s hard to explain…easier, I guess.”
 
   I wanted to ask more, what she meant by less masculine, though I felt oddly relieved, there was no question that I was less masculine than Adam, and if that meant that he went home to his wife while my wife and I stayed with Irena and Thomas, so be it. I was lost in the thought, less masculine, less manly, less, less, so at first I missed Irena's question to my wife.
 
   “Wait, what did you ask,” I said, my brain trying to catch what I missed. “Has she given more thought to what?”
 
   “To what I asked her the other day, Samuel.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Have you thought about it, Jill?”
 
   “What did you ask her? Jill?”
 
   “Jill,” Irena asked, ignoring me. “Have you thought about it?”
 
   “Constantly,” Jill said softly, looking down, not meeting Irena's eyes.  
 
   “Think about what,” I asked again.
 
   “And,” Irena said, ignoring me again.
 
   “I,” Jill bit her lip. “I want to.”
 
   Irena's face broke into a devilish grin, but I was confused. “You want to what, Jill,” I said, “I don't have any idea what you're talking about,” I looked to her.
 
   “She, she asked me if,” she stopped.
 
   I looked back and forth between them. “If what,” I demanded, “if what?”
 
   “Irena asked your wife if she wanted to model at the second show tonight, Samuel,” Thomas answered. His voice startled me, I hadn’t heard him walking up quietly behind me. 
 
   “You want to…to…,” I turned to Jill, surprised at my wife, yet instantly excited just the same.
 
   “I...I want to, yes” Jill said softly, refusing to look me in the eyes, “I want to. I…I want us to.”
 
   “Us?” Of course us. Adam and his wife. A couple. Bondage. Man and woman. Submitting, either, both. Of course they wanted us, they had been seducing us, teasing us, flirting with us. Of course, of course. Us. They wanted us. They wanted us in that circle, the risqué circle, the intimate circle, the BDSM circle, the bondage, discipline, sadism, and masochism circle. 
 
   “But...” I tried to think of objections, but none, even obvious ones, came to mind. All I could think about was the bondage, the couple tied up, helpless. All I could think about was Jill bound and helpless, me bound and helpless.  Irena watching us, Thomas watching my wife. “I don't think...”
 
   “Sam,” Jill touched my hand.
 
   I looked down. Bound? Bound to a wall in leather shorts before perfect strangers? 
 
   “Did you see their eyes, Sam? Did you,” Jill took my hand in hers. “Did you see the excitement on her face?”
 
   “Yes, but…”
 
   “His too?”
 
   “Yes,” I said again. “But…but Jill…”
 
   “Don't you want to try it? Just to see what it’s like, just to try.”
 
   I swallowed. Try it? I wanted to drop to my knees and kiss a woman's shoes. 
 
   “Don't you want to feel what it's like to surrender?”
 
   I inhaled sharply.
 
   “To struggle?”
 
   “Jill…”
 
   “To be in that circle?”
 
   I grunted softly.
 
   “Bondage, discipline, sadism, and masochism.”
 
   “Yes, Jill, yes, but…but all the people.”
 
   “I know, love, I know, just like the couple before us.”
 
   “Really?”
 
   “Please Sam, I…I want to surrender, I want to be helpless, please,” she begged, “please.” I looked her in the eye, I wanted it has badly as she did, maybe worse. Why not, why wouldn’t I? Maybe it was just so quick, so sudden, yet, why not? Why not now, here, like this, in front of people. Wasn’t it safer, somehow, a chance to experience it, without risk, without the pressure of the wants and needs of Thomas and Irena? Wasn’t it a chance to see how we reacted, if we really wanted in that circle? Wasn’t it a chance to try something daring yet, well…low risk.
 
    “What are we supposed to do?” I surrendered, right there, with the question. It wasn’t no, or maybe, it was asking what to do, what would happen. It was acceptance, though more, acknowledging need. And thus it was Irena that answered. 
 
   "Do," Irena laughed. "There is little for you to do, Samuel, but stand there and relax and be yourself just like the first model.”
 
   “But I’ve never been tied up,” I protested. 
 
   “Oh, Samuel, trust me, you’ll do fine. Just struggle, moan, if the mood strikes, live art looks so much better when it moans—though I've little doubt the mood will strike. I suspect you'll both rather enjoy this."
 
   "You're sure," I looked over to my wife. "You're really sure." Was I? Yes, I knew, I was. Struggle? Moan? Would the mood strike? The fucking mood had been striking for the last hour and a half, the last several days, truth be told, from the moment I met Irena, from the moment I saw my wife flirting with Thomas. Jill simply nodded. Of course she was sure, she was as sure as I.
 
   "Well, I guess that's it," I said to an obviously pleased Irena, knowing she wanted to see my wife and I bound as much as we must want to be bound. "I'm serious, though, what…what do we do?"
 
   "Come, we have a dressing room set up next to the office. We can go back there and get ready." Irena took both of us by the hand, nodded to Thomas, who was watching, waiting, and looked just as pleased as his wife at our decision. Was this really, truly, something we should be doing? Getting half naked, tied up, displayed in front of strangers? I still did not know, though I knew it was something I could not avoid, did not want to avoid.
 
   As we walked with Irena it struck me how nervous I was, actually scared. We’re going to allow a couple we hardly knew to make us helpless. Who does that? What kind of people allow people to tie them up? To make them helpless? That was not normal, not safe!
 
   Yet, it was as if Irena was reading my mind. When we entered the room set up as a dressing room she turned to us, “I know you are both probably nervous and apprehensive so I want to reassure you, nothing, and I mean nothing, will happen to you that you don’t want to happen to you. Bondage, discipline, dominance, and submission is always safe when you are with us. Safe, there’s a phrase, actually, safe, sane, consensual. You may be uncomfortable, in fact I can assure you that you WILL be uncomfortable, but never, never will be you unsafe, and at any time, ANY TIME, you can stop anything.”
 
   “How,” I asked.
 
   “We always use safe words or safe gestures,” she said. “Words are simple. Red, yellow, green. Like a stop light. Simple enough. Red means stop, you don’t like what is happening. Green means go, you love what is happening, even if you don’t like it or are scared, that you’re okay with a boundary being pushed. And yellow means you’re okay, but slow down, just a little. The same with grunts. Three sharp grunts, stop, two, slow down, one, everything is okay. Gestures are the same. Eye blinks. Or foot stomps. Or fists opening and closing. Just remember, we always, ALWAYS, respect those. Always. Understand?”
 
   We nodded.
 
   “Good. All I ask is that you use them carefully. Stop if you must, but you’ll find you’ll enjoy things so much more if you go to the edge, approach, let yourself be pushed, even, to do things you’d never imagine yourself doing…like, I don’t know, displaying yourself at an art gallery,” she said with a laugh. “Seriously,” she finished when our own nervous laughs ended, “okay? You’re both okay?”
 
   “Okay,” I nodded.
 
   “Jill?”
 
   “Okay,” my wife agreed.
 
   “Great, now let’s get started. First, what we’re doing is called a scene. You’re not permanent slaves—some people are into that—we’re just doing something here and now. Don’t worry, the only point I want to make is that in a scene, I expect you both to do as asked. You can use your safe word, but other than that, you submit and obey, that’s the rule of a scene. Okay?”
 
   Obey. The word hung between us. Other than that, we obey. Two grown adults, yet we obey. We submit and obey.
 
   “Yes,” Jill responded, then, as almost an afterthought, added, “Ma’am.” I started to turn towards my wife, shocked to hear the title that she spoke, but I could not turn away from Irena, from her eyes, which went wide at the word. Jill must have seen Irena’s reaction too.
 
   “I’m sorry, Irena, was…was that wrong,” my wife innocently asked, hesitation and uncertainty in her voice. 
 
   But Irena did not scold Jill, instead she took two steps towards her, took my wife by the back of her head and pulled Jill’s head to her face and kissed her deep and hard and fast. Jill rose her hands, pressed against Irena, resisted at first, obviously startled by Irena’s unexpected action. She started to protest, though the words were muffled by Irena’s mouth and her continued, powerful kiss. And then Jill’s arms seemed to weaken, instead of pushing Irena away, her arms started to lower, her resistance softening, until my wife’s hands were at Irena’s waist, her fingers digging into Irena’s back. Jill was not merely yielding to Irena, not simply allowing herself to be kissed, she was now pulling Irena to her, with need, desire.
 
   And just as I felt myself starting to swell, just as the overwhelming eroticism of seeing my wife kiss another woman, it hit me, just as Jill started to enjoy it, Irena broke it off, stepped back from my wife. Jill looked dizzy, looked like she had been struck, looked dazed, the taste of another woman seemed to overcome her. “Ma’am will work just fine,” Irena said softly, looking dazed, too. Clearly Jill’s uses of the title surprised Irena, turned her on, obviously. She then looked at me, “from either of you.”
 
   “Now, where was I? Yes, Jill, you first. I asked you to buy something and bring something.” Jill nodded. “Did you do what I asked?”
 
   “Yes…Ma’am,” Jill responded, a gleam in her eyes.
 
   Irena laughed. “Don’t expect a kiss every time you do as you’re told. In fact, you liked that a little too much, you just may find yourself begging for the next one,” she said in a joking tone. “Seriously, though, this isn’t the time for that, we still have a long way and things to discuss and things to do, tonight. Now, take off your dress, let’s see what you wore.”
 
   Standing awkwardly to the side, I watched my wife reach behind her neck, undo her dress and let it drop to the floor, revealing lingerie I never saw before on Jill, or any woman for that matter, lingerie so delicate, so exquisite, so beautiful, especially on my wife, that she looked like she just stepped out of a fashion magazine. The lingerie was nude and black, almost all lace, so intricate it must have cost a small fortune (it did, it turned out, the bra alone was over $200). The full bra was made from Chantilly lace and pleated, patterned tulle, unpadded cups, which certainly fit my wife’s ample, firm breasts, and trimmed with a vertical hemstitch. She wore a matching garter belt, really a boned waist cincher, around her trim waist, holding up black stockings topped with four or five inches of lace. Matching thong panties, of course, had lace around the waist band which gave them a small skirt effect, though if a skirt, they would be a two inch skirt!The thong between her ass cheeks combined with the back garter straps of the waist cincher framed each toned cheek just so.
 
   “Fuck, Jill,” I finally managed to say, stunned, completely stunned by how beautiful my wife looked. She had always been pretty, always, and tonight, though her dress was more reserved, her makeup and hair were more “wild” and now, in just lingerie, she went from simply pretty to simply stunning.
 
   “I feel kind of silly,” Jill said, looking at Irena, blushing, half covering herself. Irena ignored her, like she had half naked women before her on a daily basis, walked to a table that looked to hold the instruments of bondage that were used on the first couple. 
 
   “Hold your arms out, Jill,” Irena instructed my wife. When she did, Irena buckled the black leather straps around Jill’s wrists, securing each with a small brass padlock. She then knelt down in front of Jill and buckled straps around each of Jill’s ankles, just above the strap of her heel. “Now the fun part,” Irena stood smiling, “hands behind your back, sweetie.”
 
   Jill looked over to me, bit her lip; she looked scared and nervous, but she was obviously excited, too. “This is the scene now, Jill, you understand? I’m going to restrain you and unless you use your safe word, you’re under the control of Thomas and I, okay?” Jill nodded once. “ Irena connected Jill’s wrist cuffs to one another with two clips, picked a small length of silver chain, just over a foot, off the table. She again knelt in front of Jill and connected the ankle cuffs to the chain, hobbling my wife so she would only be able to take short, small steps.
 
   I swallowed, amazed at the vision of my wife in black lingerie, bound, now helpless. But Irena was not done, not quite yet, she picked something else off the table. “One more thing to do, Jill, then I’ll get Samuel ready. Did you bring what I asked you to bring?”
 
   “Yes,” Jill said, a puzzled look on her face. “In my purse, but I still don’t understand…”
 
   “In a moment, Jill, in a moment, you’ll see. Enough talk, love,” Irena said. “Open you’re mouth.” Irena’s back was to me, so I had trouble seeing what she was doing to Jill when she started, something to her head, but I quickly realized what she was doing—she was gagging my wife. She had pushed a red ball into Jill’s mouth; the ball was attached to a black leather strap which Irena was buckling behind Jill’s head, gagging her. “There, that’s better.”
 
   Irena took a step back, looked at my wife. “I believe you said ‘Fuck, Jill’ didn’t you,” she looked to me. “I agree, Samuel, she’s amazing. I’m tempted to cancel the second show and keep her here for myself, but that’s not fair, I want you two to do this, to experience it. Thomas and I both do. We want you in that circle, we made that very clear, but we want you to know what you’re getting into, we want to make sure you want it as much as we want it. “Okay, Jill?”
 
   “Mmmmggfff,” Jill grunted, blinking her eyes slowly, deliberately, once, wait, once again, wait, green light, green light, go.
 
   “Samuel, you’re turn,” Irena turned to me. “You’re going to need to get undressed.”
 
   The only problem with Irena’s instruction was the shame I would feel being naked in front of her. It’s an odd thing for a man to be naked in the presence of a clothed woman; Jill alone would be embarrassing enough, but another woman? And worse was the reaction my body was having, to Jill of course, but also to Irena’s command to strip—the raging erection, the damn raging erection. “You need to undress, Samuel, now.” Irena said again to my hesitation.
 
   “Yes, Ma’am,” I mumbled, thinking of Jill’s use of the term, the kiss that followed, though I was not so fortunate as to have Irena’s mouth pressed against mine; she merely nodded approval. As I undressed, feelings of submission swelled within me, so powerful was simply baring skin. Quickly I was down to my light blue boxer shorts, the only thing covering my erection, though it was certainly not hidden, quite obvious, quite apparent. It was there that I paused.
 
   “Those, too,” Irena said the instant I hesitated. After a moment, I pulled them down, my erection, probably the biggest I’ve ever had, jumping out as it was freed. Irena looked back to Jill. “Well, it seems just like Adam, your husband likes seeing his wife submit, no? Though he’s not quite as well endowed as Adam, is he? No matter, he won’t be needing that right now anyway. We’ll need to get rid of that erection,” she said turning back to me, “before we continue.”
 
   My eyes lit up at that, fuck, was she going to suck me? Jerk me? Jill just got a kiss, was I going to get more? My penis, having a mind of its own, started bobbing at the thought of Irena’s mouth or even just her hands wrapped around me, hardly even thinking of my wife, standing there bound, watching.
 
   “Samuel, Samuel, Samuel, if you honestly think what I think you’re thinking, you’re the most optimistic little submissive boy I’ve ever met.”
 
   “I…” I looked to Jill, ashamed at how easily Irena read my mind, more ashamed for what I was thinking.
 
   “In case you don’t understand, Jill, your naughty husband is at the moment fantasizing about me giving him a blow job, as if that’s ever going to happen.” Jill scowled at me. “No, no, Samuel, you sweet boy, I do not want you erect just yet, but I certainly don’t want you to orgasm and lose all your libido, we’ll deal with that another way.” She picked something up off the table, squeezed it, shook it—a disposable ice pack—waited for it to activate, then walked over to me and pressed it against my groin.
 
   I jumped. “Fuck, that’s cold,” I protested. 
 
   “That’s the point,” she smiled, so close to me I could have kissed her if I wanted to, though my instincts told me that would be a mistake. A huge mistake. “Better,” she said as my erection quickly started to shrink from the cold, “much better. Here, hold this there for a moment Samuel, don’t worry, almost done. She picked up my wife’s small clutch purse, opened it, looked inside, looked pleased. “Oh, Jill, these are just perfect.” She reached in, took something out, set the purse down again, in her hands were something I recognized right away, a pair of Jill’s panties, pink satin boy shorts that she sometime wore to bed under a teeshirt. 
 
   “Is it soft yet, Samuel,” she asked, ignoring the puzzled look on my face. I nodded, but kept the ice pack in place, cold as it was. “Small and shrunken? Good. Here,” she held the panties out to me, “put these on.”
 
   “What,” I asked, not moving. Put these on? What was she talking about? Put what on? Jill’s panties? “What do you mean,” I asked, thinking she could not possibly mean what I thought she meant. Put these on? Put the panties on? But they were…, “those are Jill’s panties,” I said.
 
   “So observant,” she kept the panties in one hand, reached out and touched my face with the other.
 
   “Mmgggfff,” Jill mumbled through the gag in her mouth, her eyes wide open with as much shock as I had on my face. 
 
   “Yes, Jill, the panties are for Samuel to wear, a little game I like to play sometimes. I find submissive boys are so much better behaved when you take away their masculinity. And I told you, I don’t really like masculine slaves like Adam, I prefer them…softer…like Samuel. Unless you don’t want to see your husband wearing pretty panties.”
 
   We both looked at Jill who stood there, obviously unable to speak, just stood there looking from Irena, holding the panties, to me then back again. And then Jill gave one long blink. One long, hard blink. Green, not yellow, not slow, certainly not red, not stop. Green. Green. Green means go. Green means you love what is happening. Put on the panties. Green means go, put on my panties, green means fucking go.
 
   “Jill,” I said, shocked. She blinked again, another single, long blink.
 
   Green means go. Green means go. Green means go. I love what’s happening, green, green.
 
   “The panties, Samuel,” Irena held them out to me again and I took them in my hands then looked at Jill once again. She blinked once again. Once. Green means go. And the look in her eyes, the hunger, the need, the desire, the happiness. Green means go. Panties. Green means go.
 
   What could I do but step into them. Irena took the ice pack from me so I could don the panties, don Jill’s panties, so I could pull panties up my legs. I felt the satin sliding up my legs, felt my face blushing, shame, horror, pulling panties, satin panties, upwards. “Before you finish, pull yourself between your legs and pull them up tightly—so the panties hold you in place.”
 
   I didn’t get what she meant until I did it, until I pushed my cold, flaccid penis backwards and between my legs and pulled the satin tight against myself. I was flat, tucked between my legs and held tight by the satin panties, my penis was all but hidden. Unlike the raging erection in Adam’s leather boxer briefs, which enhanced his muscular masculinity, I looked completely opposite. His masculinity was enhanced, mine was diminished, hidden, my naturally trim frame, without any bulge, without any visual clue, looked…
 
   “Feminine,” Irena said, speaking the word I was thinking as if she was thinking it with me. “I told you I like my submissive boys less masculine, Samuel, you’ll remember better when you’re out there that you’re submissive this way, when you don’t have to think of being masculine. I think you’ll find it much, much more exciting and you’ll make a much better piece of art.”
 
   I looked down again at the panties, the smooth front. “I…I don’t know…Ir…Ma’am.” 
 
   “Red, yellow, green, Samuel, the choice is yours, it really is…I just ask that you trust me, try it, that’s what Thomas and I want for you tonight…try it, try it. If it’s red, fine, we’ll accept that, but if it’s yellow, please try it.”
 
   Try it. That’s what this was, really, a test, I suppose, an experiment. Tonight for sure, but also more, what Jill and I were doing with Thomas and Irena. We were interested, there was no doubt. I knew how excited I’d gotten seeing Jill and Irena kiss, seeing Jill bound, helpless. Try it, why not. Try it. I could always stop, I could always say the word later, ‘red,’ I could, later if I had to. Try it. That’s what Jill’s eyes said to me right now. Try it, please Sam, try it, try it. Filled with love, they begged, try it, try it, try it.
 
   “Yellow,” I said softly, feeling myself slip, surrender. Yellow, fine, try it, but I was scared. Yellow. Caution. Don’t stop, but…
 
   “Thank you, Samuel,” Irena said honestly. “Here’s the point, why I asked you to wear Jill’s panties—this is about dominance and submission. You’re submitting by wearing women’s panties, by giving up your masculinity. Some things will be uncomfortable, but if you trust me, trust us, you’ll find pleasure in submitting. You may be uneasy doing this, wearing panties out there while tied up, but let your mind go, you’ll find more than just discomfort, you’ll find pleasure and excitement like you’ve never known. If it was easy to submit, there would be no pleasure in it.”
 
   “I…I’ll try,” I said.
 
   “That’s all we ask, Samuel,” I heard a voice from behind me, a man’s voice. Thomas. He had entered the room silently and was leaning against a wall, watching. “Ahhh, my darling wife with her pretty boys, why am I not surprised.”
 
   I blushed deeply. Wearing panties in front of Jill was bad. Worse still in front of Irena. But Thomas? I almost said red, I almost did, I swallowed the word, though, and stood there wearing women’s pink panties in front of the man who was flirting with my wife, the man who wanted to fuck my wife.
 
   “Oh, how my darling husband likes to see pretty little submissive girls,” Irena said, looking to Jill. “But then so do I.”
 
   It was Thomas I looked at, at his gaze, his eyes, and the way they feasted on my wife. He stood up from the wall, walked slowly past me, a quirky grin on his face when he looked down at my panties…Jill’s panties…that caused me to blush at my emasculation, my feminization (soft, tender, pretty boys)…and something else, a push, pressure, between my legs, a tingling. He walked up to Jill, helpless, bound Jill, standing there, gagged, arms bound behind her, legs chained, half naked, on display. “I do like them pretty, too” he said, raising a hand to her shoulder, touching her bra strap with two fingers, then slowly running it down her arm.
 
   Jill shuddered at his touch, closed her eyes, sighed through the gag. “Are you almost ready my darling wife,” Thomas asked Irena.
 
   “I just need to finish him and put her mask on, if you’d like to help,” she pointed to the table.
 
   While Irena went to the table, Thomas took a delicate black lace masquerade mask and tied it around Jill’s face and head. The mask easily hid her identity, though with the eyes cut out Jill could see and just as important, we could see her eyes. Which went wide when Thomas whispered something in her ear.
 
   “Ggggmmmmfff,” Jill groaned through the gag. I don’t know what he said to her, but he smiled at me as she mumbled through the gag. So distracted was I by Thomas, that I did not realize Irena already had cuffs on both of my wrists, not black like Jill’s, but pink leather, pink like the panties I was wearing. “Hands behind your back,” she said, pulling my hands behind my back, cuffed them together. 
 
   “Ankles next,” she said, bending down in the position I’d earlier hoped she’d be in giving me a blow job, not buckling pink leather cuffs around my ankles. “Legs together, dear,” she pushed my ankles towards one another, chained them as she did with Jill. “Open up,” she stood before me, ball gag in hand, moving it towards my mouth. The ball was pink, naturally, as was the leather buckle that went around my head. Pink, feminine, pink, emasculating, pink, pink.
 
   The gag scared me from the moment she put it in my mouth. Bound as I was, now gagged, I was helpless, I knew that, and the reality of it was almost overwhelming. I was fucking helpless, Jill too, at the mercy of Irena and her husband. At their mercy, at their total mercy. Irena wrapped a mask around my face identical to the one Jill wore save for the color (it was pink), hiding my identity as well. 
 
   “Ten minutes, dear,” Thomas said, still resting his hand on my wife’s arm.
 
   “Done. Here, you take the pretty boy, I’ll take the pretty girl.”
 
   Thomas switched places with Irena, who took Jill by the arm and started leading her towards the gallery. Thomas took ahold of one of my arms by my bicep. “She explained to you the safe words?”
 
   I nodded, again feelings of humiliation flooding through me as his fingers seemed to burn through my arm. I looked down, saw the pink panties yet again, the flat panties, felt the pressure where my body tried to swell, but could not, just looked at myself, just looked, tried to stay calm.
 
   “Good. Yes, Samuel, Irena likes her pretty boys, but don’t worry, so will our patrons—I’m sure you’ll be quite popular tonight in your panties. Ready? Okay?”
 
   “Yggfffm,” I mumbled through the gag. Yes. But was I ready? I was bound and gagged, naked save for my wife’s panties, about to be displayed as a piece of art. Part of my brain was screaming ‘red’ over and over. Red. Stop. Red. Stop. Red. Stop. But another part was flooded with endorphins, would not let the word ‘red’ be anything more than a muffled scream, muffled like I was gagged. Part of my brain understood the juxtaposition between Thomas and me. Thomas was muscular, tall, dark, wearing a well cut suit, the masculine, rugged man. I had been stripped of that, what I had saw as the pinnacle of masculinity next to me. Where nakedness, or nearly so, reinforced feelings of vulnerability, the panties I was wearing took that even further, leaving me feeling not only vulnerable, but also devoid of masculinity, and worse, left with feelings of the opposite, of femininity.
 
   Pretty boy, that’s what they both called me, a pretty boy, and the words stung, his especially, as powerful as any physical slap, but the worst part of the jumble of feelings was the one traveling the nerve path from my brain to my groin. Pretty boy? The effect of his words along that path was no different than if Irena had been there next to me and ran her fingers along the very path.
 
   Pretty boy? My penis responded like it would if touched. And not just touched by Jill, which was nice, but like it was touched by Irena.
 
   Pretty boy? I felt a swelling, a reaction, primal.
 
   Pretty boy? I was alone in the room with him, just me and a man holding my arm, but my physical reaction was as powerful and immediate as any I had ever had in response to the touch of a woman. To a point though, only to a point, for the panties, Jill’s tight panties, constrained me, would not let me grow and lengthen, only swell slightly, excitement without bulge, excitement without erection.
 
   Just before we walked into the quiet gallery, which would soon be filled with the sounds of visitors, Thomas stopped and leaned over to me. “Tonight is about you and Jill learning and exploring, Samuel. Irena and I really like you both and we’d really like to play with the two of you so we hope you find this stimulating. If you don’t, well, that’s okay too, we can still be friends, we will still be friends, but I think we’ve made it clear, we’d like to be much more.”
 
   I nodded and my eyes, my shaking body, and my breathing, must have said everything to him.
 
   “You want more, too, don’t you Samuel?”
 
   Yes, I nodded, agreeing to the obvious.
 
   “You’re nervous.”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “But excited, I can tell.”
 
   I nodded again.
 
   “You’re going to feel that way the entire time, both of you will, that’s the nature of submission.” He pulled me again, towards the gallery. 
 
   Entering, I immediately saw Jill who was already bound to wooden post on one of the side walls. Her hands were over her head, the wrist cuffs buckled together still, but now above her rather than behind her back; her legs were similarly bound, the middle of the chain connected to a bolt in the post. In that position, her ass pressed against the post and her chest was thrust forward so her lace covered breasts were held out, invitingly. She was struggling, almost as if she did not want to be there, as if she was ready to use her safe word, though her eyes, like those of the women in the photographs surrounding her, told a different story. Her eyes did not scream no, her eyes begged yes, her eyes showed excitement, her eyes were a window to her soul.
 
   Thomas led me to the other wall and helped me step up onto the platform. I saw two placards next to the post, giving a description of the pieces of art, a description of both Jill and me. Reading it, my pulse quickened and the gentle pressure of my swelling penis trapped in Jill’s panties became suddenly overwhelming.
 
    
 
   THE SUBMISSIVE HUSBAND
 
   (A companion to A Wife On Display)
 
   Emasculated, feminized, bound for the first time,
 
   A pretty boy gazes across the room at his wife,
 
   As she is surrounded by men and women.
 
   He his helpless to protect her,
 
   From the hungry gazes and the urgent touches,
 
   Of all that want to take her.
 
    
 
   And the other card, which referred to Jill.
 
    
 
   A WIFE ON DISPLAY
 
   (A companion to The Submissive Husband)
 
   Dressed in revealing lingerie, bound for the first time,
 
   She gazes across the room at her emasculated husband,
 
   Knowing he will be unable to protect her
 
   From the men and women who would take her,
 
   Ravage her, own her, possess her.
 
                 [Gallery Note: Don’t be shy. Touching of The Wife on Display is permitted, even encouraged]
 
    
 
   My eyes went wide. Touching of The Wife on Display permitted? Encouraged? Touching of Jill, touching of my wife! For me to watch helplessly? Thomas was bucking my arms over my head, mimicking the pose of Jill. “Look at her, Samuel, she’s read the signs, too. That’s why she’s squirming, you know, already imagining a stranger’s touch on her body while you watch.”
 
   “Mmgggfff,” I groaned through the gag, straining, overwhelmed as he bound my feet like hers.
 
   “Don’t worry too much, just light touches,” he said, words that could be uttered to give comfort, but did not feel comforting when referring to strangers touching my wife! Yet I did not blink three times, I did not try to stop him, because I could not, not with the throbbing, the pulsating, the sexual energy flowing through me. I did not grunt three times or blink three times because when I looked up at my wife, when I saw in her eyes that she knew I knew what the cards said, she blinked at me. One long, hard, blink.
 
   Green means go, green means go.
 
   With that, the first guests walked into the gallery. 
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 3 – Eyes Wide Open
 
    
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   The spot between my legs was on fire as I watched Thomas lead my husband into the gallery, I was shaking, my body struggling still in response to the display card on the wall next to me as well as Irena’s torment of me. Reading the card, I was for a moment stuck on the words referring to Sam, ‘emasculated husband’ and the thought of seeing him wear my panties. Still thinking of him, thinking of his trim body, how transformative it was to see him wearing my pink panties, my eyes saw the other words, ‘Touching of The Wife on Display is permitted, even encouraged’. 
 
   I immediately looked to Irena and tried to mumble something, anything, but she paid me no attention until she had me secured to the post, my arms over my head, my legs immobilized. “Gggffffmmm,” I yelled through the gag. Touching, touching???”
 
   “You saw that, didn’t you,” she asked, standing close to me. “You’ll be safe, trust me, I’ll be watching over you, don’t worry, I’m saving the heavy touching for myself,” she smiled. 
 
   “Mmmgggg,” I mumbled, trying to ask what was going to happen, trying to decide if I should, if I must, blink my eyes three times, to stop everything. Touching? TOUCHING!
 
   “Safe, sane, consensual,” she said, “really, it will be nothing more than a soft caress a few bolder patrons,” she said, reaching for me, letting her fingers find my thigh and lightly run against my leg through the stocking. “Only through clothing, I promise.” She touched me with her other hand, touched my waist through the garter/cincher with the tips of her fingers, so light, hardly there, so innocent, yet so gentle it was a tease, made me want more, need more.
 
   “You can blink, Jill, twice, and I can take the sign down, but you’ll miss all the people who want to do this to you.” Her fingers moved to my stomach, tracing the lace, then moved downward, to the front of my panties, where she carefully touched me through the lace. “You’ll miss the men…and women…who want to tease you, seduce you.”
 
   “HHHHHMMMMMMMMMMMM,” I practically screamed through the gag as her fingertips touched me, tensing against the bondage as she touched the wet spot on the front of my panties, then just as quickly let go, left the lace, before I could relax and orgasm.
 
   “It’s so much more fun this way, wouldn’t you agree,” she asked, stepping off the platform. I watched Thomas guide Sam to his post, secure him.  Irena looked back at me. “And all with your pretty little husband watching the whole time. He’ll see it in your reaction, Jill, in your eyes, too, how excited you get when strangers touch you.” She moved her fingers down to my panties one more time, flicked me lightly. “And he’ll see it down here, too, when your panties are damp, when they get with excitement.”
 
   Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck. I was on fire as Thomas bound Sam to the post opposite me, on fire as Sam looked at me, on fire looking back at him, hands over his head like me, making him look even thinner, helpless, and yes, wearing my pink panties, pretty as Irena said. He looked pretty, oh god, pretty, dainty next to Thomas, helpless, but when our eyes met, I saw his eyes burned with lust, with hunger, just as mine did. I blinked once, to show him, to tell him, I wanted this, I needed this.
 
   I saw them, the first guests, an older well dressed couple, walk into the gallery. My teeth would have clattered together if not for the gag in my mouth as the shame, the absurdity, the humiliation washed over me seeing them. I thought they would walk right to me, mock me, laugh at me, lust for me, touch me. No, no, I didn’t want that, no, blink, I thought, blink, go ahead, blink. And I might have, I just might have, but they paid me no more attention than they did anything else in the gallery. In fact, they both quickly scanned the three walls containing the photographs, Sam, me, then turned towards the bar where they picked up glasses of wine and waited until Irena walked up to greet them.
 
   What the Hell? I was half naked, gagged, chained to a wall, on fucking display, and they did not even look my way. What the Hell??? “Mmmmmggggfffff,” I moaned through my gag, loud enough that the man looked my way for a moment, though just a moment, just a moment to look me up and down, then looked back to Irena.
 
   The instinct to stop, to use the safe word, safe sound died in that moment, died when the couple did not immediately come to me. I might have blinked if they had come to me right away, but instead the pressure, the excitement, the anticipation, the need, actual need, built steadily as the minutes went by. Then a second couple entered, two men, gay judging by their mannerisms. They too simply glanced around unfocused on anything in particular.
 
   For five minutes, the few early guests, perhaps a dozen in all, found conversation and wine at the entrance to the gallery, until the first couple to enter broke away and started looking at the exhibit, starting down the wall from me, taking their time with each portrait. Slowly, they made their way towards me, slowly, all too slowly, almost tantalizing me.
 
   Finally, they were in next to me, reading the description of the piece on the card next to me, in essence ignoring the bound woman in front of them until they were done reading.
 
   “Her first time,” the woman said, raising an eye appreciatively. 
 
   Her companion looked me up and down, making no effort to hide the lust in his eyes from either her or me. “I’d say she’s enjoying it,” he remarked, staring at my damp panties.
 
   “I love the stockings, so feminine,” she said and reached out, touched the lace tops encircling one of my thighs. “Soft, too. Feel it, sweetie.”
 
   “Ummmmmm,” I moaned, started breathing heavily as she caressed the lace of the stockings, more so as his hand moved towards me and joined her in touching my stocking. “Very nice,” he agreed. I was now tugging on the bonds holding my hands over my head, struggling, though I had nowhere to go, to hide, to move, and even if I could, I do not know if I would have. 
 
   “Go ahead,” she shook her head at her companion, “I know you want to.”
 
   “You sure,” he asked, smiling at her.
 
   “Go ahead. It’s her first time, you’ll be the first.” I didn’t know what she meant, go ahead and do what, though it dawned on me immediately when he moved his hand to the middle of my legs. “Wammmmm,” I moaned, wait, wait, wait. But he did not, he paid my moans no attention as he touched me between my legs, ran his fingers over the lace panties, now the only thing, thin delicate lace, the only thing between a strange man’s fingers and my vagina. My wet, no, soaked vagina. As he plied the fabric of my panties with one hand, his other hand came to rest on my bottom, lightly appreciating the round curves.  He was so close to me that if he moved even an inch, his trousers would have pressed against my stockings and I would have felt his cock, maybe even an erection, pressed against my leg. Why was the woman he was with letting him do this, why didn’t she stop him. Why didn’t my husband, for that matter? Because he can’t Jill, because he’s not a man!
 
   I looked up, I could not help it, I did not want to, it was the last thing I wanted to see, but I couldn’t not look, up, across the room, at my husband. His eyes were wide open, watching as the man rubbed my pussy through my panties, watching another man touch me, watching another man caress me. I started shaking, still watching my husband, shaking, then moaning, then tugging at the bondage, then closing my eyes, moaning louder, whimpering, knowing Sam was watching, unable to help it. How could I—a man was fucking rubbing my pussy! Light touches, yes, but he was still rubbing me. A stranger who knew how wet my panties really were, touching me intimately, and I was helpless, Sam too, both of us, helpless to stop him from massaging me, helpless to keep me from…
 
   I was close, fuck, I was close to the edge, fuck, no, it was wrong, no, no, Sam, no, no, I wouldn’t cum on this man’s hand in front of my husband, I couldn’t, no, that was for Sam, no. Closer, fuck, I moaned, no, fuck, no, this wasn’t happening, no, no…
 
   “Nnnnnnnnnnnn,” I groaned not because he was close to making me cum, but because suddenly his fingers were gone, pulled away, leaving me shaking, so close, shaking and wanting them back. 
 
   “Oh, yes, I’d say she likes it,” he laughed at the woman with him, taking her hand and moving to the next exhibit, leaving me on the verge of orgasm, mentally shaken at going so quickly from not wanting him to touch me to wanting him to keep touching me, to make me cum, hard, hard, to nothing, to him pulling his hand away just as I was about to cum him.
 
   Oh, Sam, oh my darling Sam.
 
   - Samuel -
 
   Oh god, she was going to cum, oh fuck, he was going to make her cum, she was so close, I could tell, I knew from hundreds of times touching her and licking her. He was going to fucking make her cum just by touching her wet panties. It hurt, in my gut, but worse, in my groin, it hurt so bad watching another man touch her, hurt because my penis was flooded with blood, trying to grow, but constrained, unable to, trapped in placed, folded, by the panties I was wearing, Jill’s panties. It hurt so bad watching another man touch my wife because it was so goddamn exciting. It was fucking wrong, but so DAMN EXCITING.
 
   I thought of the placard next to me, the description, emasculated, feminized, helpless to protect his wife. He was touching her, stroking her pussy through her panties, touching my lovely wife, and just as the card said, I was helpless, I could not stop him, could not scream or yell or assault him. I was helpless, left only to watch while wearing panties, wearing Jill’s panties! And that was what made it so goddamn exciting!
 
   I pulled at the bonds holding my hands over my head, I moaned through the gag, but it only me, I danced the few inches my feet could move and I watched him touch her, getting her closer and closer, watched a man, a complete stranger, bring my wife to the edge of orgasm. And then he stopped, fuck, he stopped before she could cum—I could see it in her eyes, on her face, even with the mask, I knew her well enough, I could see it in her body, he stopped before she could cum. It was quiet still in the gallery, quiet enough that I could hear her moans, her urgent cry, even through the gag, I knew she was begging him to finish, I knew the moans were those of a woman begging to cum.
 
   My wife was begging a man to make her cum!
 
   Worse, god so much worse, I was silently begging for the same from across the room, begging him to continue, in my mind, begging him to keep touching her, begging him to make her cum. That’s when movement caught my eye to my left. Thomas—he was standing ten feet away from me, watching me watch what was happening to my wife and it was clear he understood it all. He knew the pleasure Jill was getting, knew she was begging for more. And he obviously knew the hungry thoughts passing through my own mind, my own reaction to what was happening, my own reaction to watching a man touch my wife. He knew. He raised his wine glass to me, a salute of sorts, smiled, telling me, I knew you’d like this, both of you. I did not know what would happen after today, I had no idea, but I knew something, too—Jill and I would be more than friends to Thomas and Irena, more, much, much more. We were going to be in the BDSM circle, the bondage, discipline, sadism, machoism circle. I knew it. And Thomas knew it. There was no question, none at all.
 
   Two stylishly dressed men left the wine area and walked my way as several more guests entered. They gave cursory glances to the photographs between me and the entrance to the exhibit, but stopped next to me and read the placard. 
 
   “Ooooo,” one of them exclaimed, touching his face, thrusting a hip to the side as he turned to the other man, “Irena didn’t tell me she had something like this.” He spoke with what some would say was a stereotypical gay lisp, had stereotypical gay mannerisms, the kind that some gay men disliked, but others adopted as a badge of honor.
 
   “Sean, do you think she’d let us take him home? I’d love to see what else he looks pretty wearing.”
 
   “Stop, Ken,” the other man laughed, playfully slapping his friend on the shoulder. “It’s his first time and here you are being naughty and scaring the poor creature.”
 
   “First time or not, Sean, look at him, he’s so feminine, he’s a natural, don’t tell me he wouldn’t make a good panty slave in those panties.” Ken had reached up towards me, gesturing to show how pretty I was, but his hand didn’t stop; it continued, moved towards me, towards the front of my panties. 
 
   “Ken,” his friend hissed, “stop, it doesn’t say you can touch this one, only the wife.” My eyes were wide, I was trying to back away from his hand, obviously could not, bound as I was, I was helpless, there was nowhere to move or hide.
 
   “Oh, stop, like Irena’s going to care. Look how smooth he is, he was born to wear panties. We really need to get one of these, you know.”
 
   “Mmmmggggffff,” I yelled through the gag the instant his hand touched the front of my panties, struggling, pulling on the bonds to get away. I started blinking, twice (not three times), I did not want this, no, not a man touching me, especially a gay man. Jill was one thing, but this, no, this was different, this wasn’t supposed to happen.
 
   “Ohhh, he likes it,” Ken said, moving his hand down, between my legs, rubbing my half swollen penis, “I told you he was a natural. Want to come home with us, sweetie? We could dress you up in a bra and a garter belt and stockings, maybe a pretty satin slip; we’d have such fun with you.”
 
   “Mmgfffeee,” I groaned because I did not like it, not one bit, not at all, not…
 
   My head was tilted to the side, tilted backwards and I was moaning. I was pressing down, as far as the bondage would allow, pressing myself against his hand as he rubbed me, not trying to move away anymore, instead trying to get him to touch me harder, to reach inside, to stroke me through the soft panties. Trying to get him to continue, trying to get him to make me cum.
 
   Just like Jill did to the man touching her.
 
   “Come on Ken, before Irena sees you, let’s keep looking.”
 
   “Fine, but he’s so close, even tucked.” Ken said, dropping his hand, making me gasp, god, I wanted him to leave, now, leave me alone—I wasn’t born to wear panties, I wasn’t. But I wanted him to keep touching me, too, it felt so good, I was jumping, struggling, just like Jill was when she was touched. 
 
   Jill. No. NO, JILL!
 
   I looked up, hoping she wasn’t watching, hoping she had not seen that, but she had, she was watching me and had seen all of it, seen him touch me, seen me shake and moan, just as she had, watched me dance at a man’s touch, helpless to stop him, helpless to make him do more, not sure which I wanted.
 
   Over the ninety minutes, perhaps fifty guests passed through the gallery, looking at everything, the pictures, Jill, me, enjoying the wine and food, talking, socializing, the same type of crowd that was here the night Jill and I met Thomas and Irena, though overall the crowd had more of an edge than hipness. Like they were cool, actually cool, not trying to be, not pretending. Perhaps half of that number touched my wife, several of the women, the rest men, virtually all finding themselves drawn to the very wet spot between her legs. Each did the same to her, toyed with her, rubbed her, brought her to the edge of orgasm, but no farther. Each touched her, but only teased her, each brought her close, only to stop before she got to the place we both wanted her to go. One couple worked her over in tandem. The woman caressed Jill through the front of her panties while the man pinched her through the expensive brassiere where it covered her hard nipples.
 
   I was more popular with the women patrons than the men; most commented on how pretty I was, how naturally feminine. Several touched me, despite what the sign said, most looking for Irena or Thomas before doing so. Far fewer than touched Jill though. Most men found me amusing, intriguing, interesting, but all looked at me with bemusement on their faces. Typical was the exchange by one couple:
 
   “How adorable,” the woman said while she stroked me between my legs, “the wife is so lucky, why don’t you get me a sissy like this to play with, Richard?”
 
   “Lucky? Why’s she lucky? That’s supposed to make you happy in bed?,” he pointed to where she was touching. “He’s practically a eunuch.” 
 
   “Richard! Of course not, I wouldn’t want to fuck something like this, that’s what you’re for. But it would be nice to have a pretty sissy to play with…like a life size barbie doll.”
 
   They walked away, holding hands, leaving me to hear their words in my brain over and over, sissy, barbie, submissive, eunuch, sissy, barbie, submissive, eunuch. Sissy? Sissy? Too much, it was too much.
 
   Another couple approached me together, but from the way the man stared over at Jill, it was clear he was more interested in my wife, especially when he read the card and saw he was encouraged to touch her. 
 
   “She’s touchable,” he said, excitement in his voice.
 
   “You’d rather play with her than this pretty thing,” the woman asked.
 
   “Naturally.”
 
   “But he’s so feminine, it’s no wonder his wife wants a man. Well, go on, go play, dear,” the woman told him, “I’ll keep this one company for a moment.” He made a beeline for Jill and I watched her watch him, watched her eyes wide with anticipation. The woman, presumably his wife, stayed by my side the entire time he was with Jill. 
 
   We watched together as he spent several minutes caressing her through her panties and the woman provided me a running commentary about her husband’s adventures with my wife. “Fascinating, isn’t it, watching a real man excite her.”
 
   “Nnnnnn,” I moaned through the gag.
 
   “No?” She laughed, reached up and touched the crotch of the panties I wore, heedless of who was around, who might see. “This tells me otherwise.” She was right, she was fucking right.
 
   Finally, after what seemed like hours, the last guests departed the gallery a little after the exhibition closed, Thomas and Irena walking them out, leaving Jill and I alone in the gallery save for two employees in charge of the wine and the food. She and I just stared at one another, both of us still shaking, both tugging at the bonds, arms half numb. I assumed from looking at her, though could not be certain, that she was as sexually excited and sexually frustrated as I was. For an hour and a half, my penis could neither wither to a normally flaccid state—I was too sexually excited—nor could it stiffen—I was trapped by the panties. I was left in between, excited but unfulfilled, helpless, just as she was, touched again and again by guest after guest.
 
   We waited there, both bound to the wall, both on the edge losing it, both needing more, both wanting more, waiting for Thomas or Irena to free us. Minute after minute we waited, but nothing, just the employees cleaning up. Finally, one of them, a young woman tending bar, walked over to Jill, said something to her and stepped up on the platform. She reached up and released Jill’s hands from the post, but buckled them behind her back, helped her off the platform and led her slowly out of the gallery. Jill looked at me as she passed me, and desperation was written all over her face, was in her eyes, the hunger, the need. And she blinked. One long, hard blink. Green. Green means go.
 
   The employee returned, came over to me and stepped up on the platform she did with Jill. “Your wife is very pretty,” she said almost shyly as she looked at my panties, “but then so are you.”
 
   “Mmmggfff,” I moaned as she released me from the post, buckled my hands behind my back and led me out of the gallery, back towards the room where we dressed. There sat my wife in a straight back chair, still bound, still gagged, still looking as desperate, wiggling around in her chair, shaking even, hot, sexy, beautiful. The chain no longer ran between her legs, though, instead each ankle was secured to something on the chair legs, leaving her legs spread wide apart, her wetness exposed. I was directed to a chair next to my wife, bound to the chair like she was, and left there struggling as she was. This was too much, too much, to be left alone in this state, excited, unfulfilled, desperate. 
 
   For what seemed an eternity, Jill and I sat next to one another struggling in bondage, looking at one another. I kept glancing down at her panties, where man after man had touched her, where man after man had gotten her wet, where man after man had brought her to the brink of orgasm. And she kept looking down at mine, at the panties I wore, her panties, the pink panties that trapped my penis. She kept looking down rather than up to my eyes, down than up, the look in her eyes showed hunger, desperate sexual hunger. She looked at them, then at me, she blinked one long, hard blink. I looked down at her panties, up into her eyes, returned her blink.
 
   Green means go, green means go.
 
   Finally, when I thought I could take it no longer, Thomas and his wife walked into the room. “Well,” Thomas said taking one look at us, “I was going to ask you if you enjoyed yourselves but from the state of Jill’s panties, I think that would be entirely rhetorical at this point.” I was breathing heavily, my eyes asking the question, maybe even begging, I did not care at that point, I hardly cared about anything, he could’ve done anything to us, anything he wanted, I would’ve begged for anything for release, sexual release, to cum, to orgasm, anything.
 
   He knew it, she knew it, of course they knew it. We were theirs, maybe they planned this all along, maybe this is what they wanted, to break us down, to make us desperate, to make us need them, want them, eager to submit. I think Jill and I would have given anything to have either one of them touch either one of us, to bring us to orgasm. We belonged to them, we wanted the BDSM circle, both of us, wanted it, needed it.
 
   They knew. “You’re wondering what we’re going to do to you now,” Irena said as her husband walked behind us. “I’m sure you are both afraid, because you’d do anything right now, anything we ask.” I heard Jill’s breathing quicken, confirming what Irena said—she would do anything, that’s how desperate she was to cum, she’d do anything, anything. “You saw the gay men so enamored with your panty-wearing husband?” Irena nodded. “Maybe I’ll touch you till you cum if you let them take Samuel for the night and do what they want to him.”
 
   “Mgggfffff,” I yelled through the gag, trying to yell no, trying to yell Jill’s name, especially when I saw the look in Jill’s eyes, the contemplation, turning it over, thinking, like she was considering. “Jmmmllll,” I moaned, eyes wide. She would, she’d fucking do it!
 
   “Oh, don’t look so shocked, Samuel. The first couple that saw your wife, remember? They offered me five thousand dollars to buy her. Just for a weekend. Let me whore her out for a night, Samuel, and I’ll let you cum, I’ll give you that blow job you fantasized about earlier.” Fuck, oh fuck, the thought of Irena’s lips, her mouth, around my penis made me wild with lust. “See, Jill, don’t be ashamed, he’d whore you out just as quickly as you’d do the same to him.”
 
   “We could just leave you tied and gagged up all night,” Thomas said, “I’m sure you’d go half insane with lust.” No, I shook my head, no, please no, please. 
 
   “But do you know what we’re going to do to you two tonight? Do you?” Terrifying and exciting thoughts went through my mind. We were helpless, bound, gagged, not a single person knew where we were. They could do anything, anything. They could give me to a gay couple just so my wife could cum. They could whore her out so I could do the same. Anything, anything. And I wanted them to, fuck, anything, fuck. What did we really know about them? What the hell were we doing?
 
   Thomas was right between us, so close. “Nothing,” he whispered, the last thing I expected him to say. Nothing? Nothing? What did he mean, nothing? They had to do something, they could not just leave us like this, that wasn’t fair, dammit.
 
   Irena was smiling, was close to laughing, clearly she knew something we did not. What, I asked with my eyes. “You’re adorable, the both of you. We’re doing nothing. In a minute we’re going to untie you, take out those gags, and send you home.” She saw the shock in my eyes, I assume Jill had a similar look on her face. “Oh, darlings, trust me, we’d love to do so many things to you and with you, believe me, it’s all I can do to keep my hands off your darling wife while you get an eyeful. . But this isn’t the time, not tonight. We want you to have tonight to yourselves, to think about what happened and where you want to go from here. You know what we want, but you have to make sure you want it, too.”
 
   “We want to play again, we really do,” Thomas said walking around to his wife, taking her hand, “and I have no doubt that you two want the same, but you can’t make that decision in the state you’re in, it’s not fair. So go home, have fun, we’ll talk next week and if you want, we’ll have dinner and we’ll talk about things.” Thomas leaned over to Jill, kissed her on the cheek, “I feel like I’m the only one who didn’t get to touch you tonight. But I’ll get my turn.” He looked to me and put a strong hand on my shoulder. “Thank for keeping an open mind tonight, Samuel.”
 
   “Jill, I’ll call you this week, okay? Michelle, my assistant who brought you in here will be back in a minute to free you so you can get dressed and go home.” Irena said, bending down and kissing Jill goodbye. During the kiss, she whispered something into my wife’s ear; I don’t know what it was, but Jill turned and looked at me, eyes wide open. “Okay,” Irena said and Jill nodded, to whatever it was. Nodded. Blinked. She kissed me goodbye, too, before taking her husband’s hand. “Oh, one more thing,” she said as she was turning to leave, “Samuel, I want you to wear the panties all evening, okay?”
 
   “Mgggfff,” I mumbled through the gag, why?
 
   “Why? I told you I like my submissive pretty boys,” she smiled, “and I want you to feel pretty all night.” With that, she turned and walked out of the room with her husband.
 
   - Jill -
 
   The cab ride home was TERRIBLE—I wanted to make out with my husband then, that moment. I wanted HIM to touch me, I wanted HIM to make me cum, I wanted to touch HIM—but our cab driver kept yapping at us the entire time, looking back at us, talking like we were on an episode of Taxicab Confessions. Three blocks from our apartment, stopped at a light that seemed to want to stay red forever, I couldn’t take it anymore, fuck if the cab driver was watching, I turned to my husband and kissed him deeply, passionately, the arousal I felt with every man that touched me in the gallery was contained in that kiss, hunger, desire, I wanted him, needed him.
 
   Sam’s hand was on my thigh, squeezing me through my stockings, which I knew must be driving him wild with desire. He loved to see me in lingerie. That served him right, seeing me pretty, feminine, because what he was wearing under his trousers was unexpectedly having the same effect on me. It didn’t at first, at first I was stunned at what Irena had done with my panties. She’d asked me to bring them, a pair of pink or lavender panties, boy shorts if I had them, preferably satin or nylon, feminine. I wasn’t sure why she’d want me to bring a pair of my panties, but I was afraid to ask, afraid to defy her, afraid to even question her, so I readily agreed. 
 
   And then she made Sam wear them. Holy fuck, she made my husband wear a pair of my panties, what the fuck was wrong with her? It made me question everything we were doing, my god, she was making my husband wear panties, what were we doing even considering doing anything with them? What the hell kind of people were they?
 
   But when she tied me up, she asked me a simple question. “Does your husband satisfy you as a man?” At first, I pondered only half the question—does your husband satisfy you? Of course he satisfied me. He would do anything for me, how could that not be satisfying? He listened to me, he communicated with me, he opened up to me, he was emotional with me. He cleaned, even when I did not ask, he treated me like a queen, he never argued, he worshipped me. I loved him, of course he satisfied me.
 
   And then I saw him led into the gallery by Thomas, bound, wearing my panties, gagged, submitting. Did he satisfy me? Yes, but that’s not what she asked. Her question, the one I pondered while tied to a post, struggling, was whether he satisfied me AS A MAN?
 
   No.
 
   I didn’t want to think it, but the answer just popped into my brain.
 
   No, of course not.
 
   Jill, a voice inside me yelled, Jill, what the fuck are you saying, you love him, stop!
 
   Of course you love him, but that wasn’t the question. Not does he satisfy you, he does, but does he satisfy you AS A MAN?
 
   NO!
 
   STOP, STOP, of course he satisfied me. Sure he does. 
 
   As a man, though? No.
 
   Every man that touched me in the gallery could have brought me to orgasm as a man. Every man that touched me while I tugged against the bonds, as I came closer and closer to orgasm again and again, I thought it over and over. Every one of them was more of a man than my husband. Every one..
 
   No, no, no, no, no.
 
   NO!!!!!!!!!!!!
 
   Does he satisfy you…yes…as a man…NO!
 
   The thought was making me wet all over again, the thought of Sam, wearing panties, guided by Thomas. The thought of man after man touching me. Kissing him, kissing my husband, his hand on my stocking, just the touch of his fingers on my thigh, fuck, oh fuck. The thought of one of the gay men stroking him between the legs. The thought of Thomas walking him out into the gallery.
 
   “Touch me,” I whispered in his ear, “please.” His eyes darted down to my lap, then to the driver. “I don’t care,” I hissed, “just touch me.” In a flash his hand was up my dress, quickly working up my thighs, getting closer and closer to the wetness, the heat. Does he satisfy you as a man? I thought of him wearing panties earlier, again now under his clothes, this minute, right here in the cab, he was pretty, delicate, and gasped when his fingers found my panties, touched me where a score of others had earlier. Does he satisfy you as a man? I couldn’t get the thought out of my head as he touched me where man after man, and some women, fondled me. No, he doesn’t! Fuck no, that’s what my brain kept yelling at me, no, no, but I didn’t care, not that instant, I didn’t need cock, I didn’t need to get fucked, I just needed to cum! It didn’t matter if it was a strange man touching me, a woman, or my husband, even if he was wearing my panties, I just needed to cum! Does he satisfy you as a man? No, no, NO. His hands caressed my wet panties, I couldn’t help but think of the cause of the wetness, not him, not Sam, not my husband, I was wet because a score of other people touched me, I was wet because Irena touched me, they made me wet, not my husband, not him.
 
   I heard a horn honk behind us, looked up, saw we were stopped though the light was now green. We were now sitting at a green light, unmoving, because the driver was paying no attention to the light, he was watching us in the mirror, at the hem of my dress bunched up at my waist, the tops of my stockings, my husband petting me. “Sam,” I said, reluctantly, “wait.” The last thing I wanted him to do was stop, I wanted him to pull my panties aside, to touch me, to push his fingers into my wet pussy. I wanted him to make me cum, now. “Stop,” I said weakly, glancing at the driver again. I didn’t want the driver watching us, the car behind us honking, I didn’t want anyone walking by seeing me half undressed and fondled like a whore. Right? Right? I told myself I couldn’t bear it, even though it made me wet as it happened, even as I became wetter and wetter watching the cabbie watch me. Even as I thought a terrible thought, as I fantasized about Sam and the cabbie switching places, as I fantasized about the cabbie touching me, the cabbie pushing my panties aside, the cabbie’s fingers entering me while Sam watched, while my panty clad husband watched this stranger make me cum.
 
   “Stop,” I said again, more forcefully, not because I wanted Sam to stop, but because if he’d didn’t stop that second, I’d say what I really thought. Stop, Sam, stop, I want him, I want the cabbie to make me cum.
 
   When we finally got to our building we made out in the elevator and I swear we almost had sex right there, so desperate were both of us cum. Inside, finally inside, I dragged him to the bedroom, I wanted to cum so badly, I don’t know how we made it that far, but we did. We both started to undress as we kissed—it was simple for me, just a matter of slipping out of my dress down to the lingerie I’d been displayed in all night. 
 
   “Wait, wait,” I stopped him after he pulled off his shirt and was about to pull down his pants, the waistband of both pants and panties in his hand. He looked at me, confused. “Slow down, just for a minute, just…just the pants for a second,” I said, looking down, almost embarrassed. 
 
   “Jill,” he whined, knowing exactly what I wanted.
 
   “No, just wait, I…I want to see, please, Sam, please.” What did it matter? He’d worn them the entire evening, he’d been on display in them the entire time, I saw him in them the entire time, what did it matter now? Maybe it was the intimacy, just he and I, standing before just me, wearing my panties, wearing panties in the bedroom in front of his wife. Maybe that was his issue. But it didn’t matter to me, I wanted to see, I had to, I needed to. “Please, Sam,” I asked again, “I…I want to see.”
 
   “Jill…”
 
   “She said to wear them all evening, Sam, I want to see again.”
 
   Sam looked away from me, defeated, looked at the floor, ashamed, and lowered just his pants, exposed the pink panties he wore. My panties. Not that I cared about his shame at that moment—if anything, just the opposite, his reaction fueled something inside me, his tenderness, his vulnerability made me want to touch him, console him, kiss him, hug him. After he kicked his pants to the side, he stood there before me wearing my pink panties (boy shorts—what a joke—they didn’t make my husband look like a boy, they made him look like a girl). He stood there wearing the panties Irena had instructed me to bring with me this evening. When she’d asked—no, ordered me to do it—I never imagined the purpose, never even thought she wanted them so she could make my husband wear them! I wasn’t sure I’d have done it if I knew why—the thought of Sam wearing my panties would have shocked me, so far was it from my experiences. Obviously I knew there were men who dressed as women—we lived in the city, there were people who did everything imaginable—I just never would have considered Sam wearing panties!
 
   Yet here he stood not two feet from me wearing my pink satin panties, giving new meaning to ‘boy shorts’. 
 
   My husband is wearing my panties!
 
   The odd thing, the strangest thing I could possibly think, was the very thought running through my mind—he looked good wearing them. Fuck, Jill, what are you thinking??? But it was true. I always knew Sam wasn’t brawny, but until earlier that evening, until I first saw him standing before Irena and I wearing my panties, I never realized how…how feminine his body was. Seeing him in panties triggered a switch in my mind, made me see him in a new light, in a way I’d never seen him before. I’d always thought of him as sweet and soft and tender, I’d always knew he wasn’t the most masculine man I’d ever known, but looking at him closely earlier and even closer now, while he stood in front of me ashamed of his panties, I knew it was more than un-masculine, he actually looked feminine!
 
   And it makes you wet, Jill, seeing your husband look so feminine makes you wet, so fucking wet, as wet as it did when you were touched in the gallery. 
 
   The panties did it, the panties made me see him differently. He was trim and small waisted. He ran, never lifted weights, so his arms were defined like mine, not like an athlete. He had very little body hair, none on his chest or back and not much on his face even if he went a week without shaving, and what little hair he had on his legs and arms was fine, blonde, almost not there. Always before he at least had his penis to define him as male even when naked, and always male clothing. But no more. Right now, thanks to Irena, his penis was hidden, as if gone, and the front of his panties, my panties, was as smooth as any woman. 
 
   “Jill,” my husband, my feminine husband, said, startling me from my thoughts.
 
   “Wait,” I held up a finger.
 
   “Jill, please…it…it hurts.”
 
   “Hurts? What hurts,” I asked, confused. What could possibly hurt?
 
   He blushed. Oh, god, how sweet he looked when he blushed, he looked that much more vulnerable, that much more tender and soft and submissive, not that I suddenly felt dominant, no, no, I felt as submissive as I’d ever felt, but still, the meek look on my panty wearing husband made me wet, fuck, wet of all things, and not just wet, but soaking wet! What was wrong with me? My husband looked feminine and it was making me wet!
 
   “I…down there,” he pointed awkwardly, “I…I can’t get…the panties…I can’t get,” he lowered his voice like someone else would might hear him. “I can’t get hard.”
 
   I felt a puzzled look on my face. What did he mean?
 
   “Jill, my penis is, I don’t know, it’s folded backwards, my…your panties are tight, too tight for me to get hard and I’ve been waiting like half the night to…to just let it out. Please.”
 
   “Oh, honey, I’m sorry, I didn’t mean for you to,” I cut him off, half listening, still starting at his body. God, it was amazing, I thought, picturing it in my mind, a matching bra, a pretty nightgown, some make up, a wig, you’d never suspect he was a guy. He could pass as a girl, my husband actually could pass as a girl.
 
   “Only half the night?” I tilted my head.
 
   “All night,” he looked down, ashamed at his admission that he’d been excited the entire time.
 
   “Oh sweetie, it’s okay, you liked being in bondage, too?”
 
   “Yes, Jill, please, come on, I’m dying! I just want to…I need to…to reposition it.”
 
   It dawned on me that, given how excited he must have been, if my own excitement was any indication, and with his lack of stamina, that he just might cum the second he took the panties off and THE HELL if he was going to cum before I did, before he got down and licked me to orgasm after orgasm. There was no way in the world I was going to depend on him fucking me to make me cum, something chancy in the best of circumstances, likely impossible now.
 
   Plus, fuck, I was so wet, I was so wet looking at him in my panties, at his trim waist, his taut stomach, the flat front of the crotch where he erection should have been. I was getting wet thinking about him licking me dressed like that, thinking about Irena licking me, thinking about a soft woman touching me. I was so wet picturing him as a girl, looking at him, thinking of him as a girl, thinking of him soft and submissive and tender and sweet.
 
   I looked at the pink panties again, my panties, his panties, then looked up at him. “You look so pretty,” I said, “Like, like a girl and I…” I didn’t know what to say, I didn’t know how to tell him that seeing him like this, seeing him so feminine, was making me so excited. Fuck it, oh, fuck it, I just had to say it. “I don’t want you to fuck me like a man would, lover, I want you to lick me like a girl would. Don’t you want to go down on me…like a girl,” I asked him, knowing exactly what he’d do in response to that.
 
   “Yes,” he answered immediately, as I knew he would. God I wanted his mouth on me, his tongue licking me, teasing me. But I wanted to press him further, I wanted him in a frenzy, the same I felt, maybe more.
 
   “Don’t you want to lick me wearing my panties like she told you to?”
 
   “Jill,” he said, eyes fluttering.
 
   So close, so close to owning him. What I said next just popped into my head, suddenly the thought was there and I was speaking it. “Don’t you want to lick me where all those men touched me,” I asked him, feeling the tingling in my own panties as I spoke the words, as I imagined his mouth, his tongue, licking me where man after man had touched me.
 
   - Samuel -
 
   The second the words came out of Jill’s mouth, I felt the pressure from my penis attempting to swell quicker and harder than it had all night. Yet it couldn’t, there was nowhere to grow, I was trapped by the panties. Why? Why was I getting so excited? I pictured it again in my mind, man after man touching my wife, caressing her pussy through her panties, pushing her to the edge of orgasm over and over and over. Man after man after man. And women, too. Strange hands making her wet and excited, pleasing her, pushing her closer and closer to the edge.
 
    First she asked me to go down on her, something I’d do anytime she asked. Anytime. That alone always excited me, easily, instantly. But then she went farther, asked me to lick her while I ws wearing her panties. And then farther still, almost too far, she asked me if I wanted to lick her where ALL THOSE MEN TOUCHED HER! To lick the wet panties she was wearing. I didn’t understand it, but the entire time I watched her earlier I hungered seeing it, now hearing her mention her own panties affected me in a way I’d never known possible—I was as excited as I’d ever been, as horny as I’d ever felt, thinking of other men touching her.
 
   “Right here,” Jill said shyly, as if she could not believe she was actually saying what she was saying. She reached down between her legs and touched her fingers to the front of her panties. “Doesn’t my pretty panty wearing husband want to come lick me and find out how wet all those men made me.”
 
   I swear I almost came, I almost exploded right then and there, I probably would have if I could have gotten hard, could have freed myself. I forgot about taking the panties off, I forgot about the shame I felt feeling so feminine, maybe I just didn’t care, not with Jill wanting me to lick her, not  from hearing how wet she had been, not from hearing her call me pretty, calling me a girl. Perhaps that was it, the juxtaposition of all the men who had touched her, the glaring differences between a fully clothed man like Thomas and a man like me, naked but for panties, tied up, gagged, helpless. Bondage and discipline and dominance and submission.
 
   I understood. She wanted me to lick her like a girl would, like Irena would. She wanted me to keep the panties on, the soft satin panties hiding my bulge, she wanted to see the illusion of feminine. Jill wanted to pretend I was a girl and as much as that horrified me, part of me, the part in control of me at that moment, embraced it, accepted it, feminine overtaking masculine, girl overtaking boy. 
 
   Lick her like a girl, dammit, lick her panties, lick her like a girl. Lick your wife like a girl would, lick her where all those men touched her, where you didn’t, because you were tied up and helpless and feminine in panties. Lick her like a girl, like a girl, like a girl! I thought of man after man, hand after hand, pressed against her wet panties; she was scared at first, struggled to get away, but later, she struggled to keep them touching her.
 
   Jill took my head between her hands and tugged and I half fell and was half pulled onto the bed between her stocking covered legs. “Lick me like a girl would, lover, here, right here, right where they all touched me, where they all made me wet, so wet.”
 
   As she pulled my face to the soft lace of her panties the smell hit me first, the combination of sweet, sweat, musk, feminine, sex, excitement, honey, nectar that was Jill’s excitement, her wetness. The smell was overpowering—not bad, never bad, Jill never once smelled or tasted anything but lovely—stronger than it had ever been, more powerful than I’d ever smelled. I could see it, too, the dampness, the wetness, through the lace, covering the lace, soaking into the narrow covered crotch of her panties. Jill was utterly and totally soaked, wetter than I’d ever seen her, no matter how excited I’d gotten her, no matter how much foreplay we’d had, I’d never, not once, seen her panties like this, smelled her like this.
 
   She was more excited by the men that touched her than she ever was with me.
 
   I tried to tease, I tried to hesitate, I tried to make her want it more, but she was having none of that, she pulled my face to her panties; she wanted me to lick her and taste her and wanted it now. I opened my mouth, I wanted to, I needed to taste her, stuck out my tongue, and was on the verge of licking her through her lace panties when I first noticed other smells, subtle smells, which were almost overwhelmed by the smell of her. 
 
   Cologne. Musk. Sweat. 
 
   Masculine smells. The smell of men. The men who touched her throughout the evening, who made her wet, who fondled her through her panties while she was bound and helpless like I was. It was subtle, but it was there just the same, all over her panties just as her smell was, the smell of other men, the mark of every man (and every woman) who touched her.
 
   My god, I was wearing panties and about to lick my wife where two dozen men had fondled her this evening, what the fuck was the matter with me? But instead of jumping back in shock and horror, I opened my mouth wider and covered her with my lips and sucked and licked and sucked, literally drinking the juices that came through her lace panties, the scent and taste of her and the dozens of men who caressed her. As much as the thought disgusted me, I could not help but suck harder, lick harder, taste more and more, until Jill was shaking and bucking as a powerful orgasm swept over her. 
 
   “They made me so wet, Sam,” she moaned as she firmly gripped my head to ensure that my mouth did not leave her panties.
 
   It was only the first of a dozen orgasms Jill had that night, some all powerful, some merely aftershocks, all delivered by my mouth or my fingers, not a single one given to her like a man. After the last one, I begged her to let me fuck her, I begged, I actually begged, but she said no. “Please, Sam,” she kissed my face which by then was covered with her juices, “please, you, you’ve been so good, I…I don’t want to ruin the illusion.”
 
   “What illusion?”
 
   “That a girl made love to me,” she answered shyly, “not a man…not you.”
 
   “Jill,” I gasped, so frazzled was my mind, so much did I want, need, to cum. “I need to, I…I really need to…to cum, please, I…”
 
   “Shhhh,” she put a finger to my lips. “Of course you do, I know, of course. Just…like a girl, sweetie, like a girl.” 
 
   “How,” I started, but couldn’t finish when she began licking my chest and my stomach. “Ohhhhh,” I moaned as her wet tongue traced over my nipples.
 
   “Like this, lover, like this.” She went down on me, finally, fuck, finally touched me, touched the throbbing that had been suffering for hours now. At first, she pulled down the crotch of my panties (I wasn’t thinking of them as her panties just now), which allowed my folded penis to unfold, to jump free and immediately fill completely with the blood of a full erection. But she didn’t pull it out of the panties, instead she kept my hard shaft covered, spoiling the smooth front I’d perviously had, but still keeping my erection covered by pink satin. 
 
   “God, you’re so wet and your clit is so swollen,” she laughed, licking me through the satin as I’d licked her through the lace. 
 
   Clit, I thought, clit? Girl, clit, feminine, panties, all things that would make any male revolt, that should have made me jump up, tell her to shut the fuck up, but didn’t; girl, clit, feminine, panties. Instead of making me shrivel, instead of dampening my arousal, it was heightening it, making me more aroused, more turned on, more sexual. I kept thinking of Thomas, masculine Thomas. I kept thinking of the men who had touched her. I kept thinking of being called pretty over and over again that night, by Irena, by Thomas, by the gay couple, by other patrons, by the employee, and finally, by Jill, my sweet wife. 
 
   “I look pretty,” I said, but not to her, I just said it out loud, not even meaning to. She was rubbing me with the tips of two of her fingers, rubbing the tip of my erection, just like I’d rub her clit when trying to make her cum. 
 
   “Yes, very pretty,” she answered, rubbing me faster. I looked down my body at her. She was looking back at me, rubbing my panties, her big, doe eyes just staring at me as she rubbed.
 
   “Did you like watching all those men touch me, Sam?”
 
   “Jill…please…”
 
   “Did you like watching them make my panties so wet?”
 
   “I…I…”
 
   “I liked watching, too.”
 
   “Watching?”
 
   “Watching my pretty husband struggle.”
 
   “Yes, yes.”
 
   “I liked watching my pretty husband when that man touched him, too, when he touched you like you were a girl.”
 
   “Jill,” I started to say but couldn’t finish my thought because I began shaking, convulsing, losing it, cumming, exploding, fuck, fuck, pretty, very pretty, fuck, girl, fuck, cumming, fuck, Jill, fuck, bondage and discipline and dominance and submission, fuck, guy after guy touching her, fuck, Thomas and Irena, fuck, fuck, fuck! “Ohhhhh,” I moaned as the cum shot from me, though trapped by my panties, it only spread underneath, spreading the wet spot, “oh Jill, Jill…”
 
   “That’s it, my pretty, that’s it. Cum in your panties like a good girl, that’s it.”
 
   My night wasn’t over, though, an hour later after we both undressed and showered, I started to climb into bed, naked, as I usually slept. Jill was already there, wearing a red satin chemise and matching panties she liked to wear to bed on special occasions, half asleep, but she rolled towards me, opened her eyes as I pulled back the covers. “Wait, on the dresser, love,” she said softly.
 
   “What?”
 
   “The dresser,” she pointed, eyes half closed, fighting sleep, waiting for me. “On top of the dresser.”
 
   I looked over at the dresser; a pair of white nylon panties with a band of pretty lace running along the legs were sitting on top, Jill’s panties. “You want me to get those for you,” I asked, confused. “You’re already wearing the matching red panties.”
 
   A soft smile came over her face, the smile she got when she wanted me to do something for her. “Hmmm,” she half moaned, “not for me, for you, sweetie,” she said lazily, looking away slightly embarrassed, “for you. Put them on, love, for you.”
 
   “Jill.”
 
   “Sam, Irena, she said, well, she said you’re supposed to wear panties the rest of the evening, that means to bed.” I just looked at her, stunned. “Besides,” she practically mumbled, “I…I liked you wearing them.”
 
   “Jill, why? I don’t get it, why would you like that.”
 
   She looked up at me, bit her lip. “I don’t know, why…why did you like wearing them,” she asked, turning the question back on me. I wanted to deny it, her accusation, I wanted to tell her she was fucking crazy, that I didn’t like wearing her panties. I should have denied it, but it was hard to, I could not quite form the words in my mouth, because it was a lie. I wanted to deny it, but I just couldn’t lie, she knew, from my actions, that I had enjoyed it. I didn’t understand why, but I couldn’t bring myself to deny what was obviously true.
 
   “I don’t know, Jill,” I said quietly looking down at the floor. “I…I just did.”
 
   “I don’t know either, Sam,” she said just as softly, “I just did, too.”
 
   “You really want me to?”
 
   She wouldn’t look up at me. “Yes.”
 
   I think I was hard all night, every time I woke up to turn over, I felt an erection in the panties, rubbing against the smooth nylon, reminding me over and over of things feminine, soft and pretty. Reminding me of the men who touched Jill. Reminding me of the gay man who touched me, the man who wanted to make me his panty slave.
 
    
 
  
 
  



Chapter 4 – Pick A Circle
 
    
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   Irena called me a little before noon the Monday morning. “Good morning, love,” she said cheerily when I answered the phone, “how are you this morning?”
 
   “Good, thank you,” I said quietly, feeling my face flush at the sound of her voice. Just hearing her simple three word greeting brought back memories of Friday night, memories of being tied up and on display, memories of being touched and teased, of all those men and women who touched me, memories of my wet panties. Memories of my feminized husband. And most of all, fantasies of Irena and her masculine husband.
 
   “Excellent,” her voice purred through the phone. “Listen, Jill, I don’t want to be coy about why I called, so I’ll just come right out and ask, did you and Samuel enjoy yourselves Friday night?”
 
   I thought for a moment about how to answer but realized right away it would be foolish to be anything but honest with her. Of course we enjoyed ourselves, she knew it, her husband knew it. “Yes, yes we did, I…yes.”
 
   “Both of you? Not just you, Samuel, too?” The anxiousness was apparent in her voice.
 
   “Yes,” I said simply, laughed softly. “He was quite…pleased.”
 
   “We assumed as much, naturally, we thought you would, hoped you would,” she laughed, sounding relieved, “But I had to ask. Jill, Thomas and I would like you and your husband to come over for dinner on Friday night, just the four of us.”
 
   “For dinner,” I asked without thinking.
 
   “Yes, for dinner, we, well, we have some things to talk about, circles, you know.”
 
   “We know which…”
 
   “We’ll talk about that Jill, trust me.”
 
   “Okay, um, what…what would we do,” I asked nervously.
 
   “Do? We thought we’d make you something to eat, maybe have a bottle of wine or two.”
 
   “Oh,” I said again, trying to keep the disappointment out of my voice.
 
   “Jill, sweetie, trust me, talk first. I know what you want, but, well, there are things to talk about, and, not to get too weird on you, but papers to sign, things to negotiate.”
 
   “Papers,” I said, suddenly confused.
 
   “We’ll explain it all on Friday, Jill, okay.”
 
   “Just dinner,” I asked, trying to hide the disappointment from my voice, but unable to.
 
   “Jill, this isn’t for everyone, and well, we’ll explain at dinner, but there are things to look at, to discuss. If you’re free on Friday.”
 
   “We’re free of course. I mean, not that we’re always free, but we happen to be free, I know, so I don’t have to ask Sam, we can, I mean to say, yes, okay, we’d like to,” I blurted out talking a million miles a second.
 
   “Jill,” Irena said sharply.
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “Calm down,” she laughed, “my goodness, you’re an eager one.”
 
   “I’m sorry, I, I don’t know, I guess that I just…”
 
   “You just what, Jill?”
 
   “I…I guess I’m scared,” I admitted, strange after what we’d done the last time we saw them. But maybe not. What had we done? Posed mostly naked in front of strangers, just like some models had done, let those strangers touch me, touch us, seen my husband in pink panties. That was strange, so why would it be strange to be nervous about what might happen the next time we saw them? Did I even want this? No, that was foolish, of course I wanted this.
 
   “There’s nothing wrong with being a little scared, Jill, that’s part of this, the thrill you get from being a little scared. But his is also safe, sane, and consensual, just like I told you before. We want to push your boundaries, that’s part of it too, but of course we want you to enjoy it as much as we do. In fact, if you didn’t enjoy it, you wouldn’t be right for us.”
 
   They had pushed my boundaries, already much farther than I’d thought possible. This started with my peculiar attraction to Irena, my strange compulsion for the touch of another woman, but things were different already. I’d thought maybe Irena and I would explore things, explore one another, with or without our husbands, but the things we had done already were beyond that, beyond anything I imagined. “I liked when you kissed me,” I blurted out, blushing, feeling like a love struck teenager.
 
   Irena laughed. “Of course you did, Jill, and I liked it, too. And that’s one of the reasons we’re talking now, one of the reasons we want to get to know the two of you more, I won’t lie, I’m attracted to you just as you are to me, but it’s more than that, Jill. I don’t just like kissing other women, I like doing so much more.”
 
   Maybe that’s what scared me, I told her, the “so much more”, the push, the tease, pushing me to the edge, things from Friday, things that might happen. But the part that scared me also thrilled me, there was no doubt about that, I wanted more, I wanted “so much more”.
 
   “Jill, I want you to be scared, you understand that, don’t you? Your husband, too. When a submissive is scared and uncomfortable and at the edge of her limits, that’s when things are the most pleasurable. For the dominant and the submissive. Before Friday, did you ever imagine yourself tied up in front of strangers, being fondled?”
 
   “No,” I said, feeling an immediate tingling between my legs just thinking about it.
 
   “Did you ever imagine seeing your husband wearing panties? Do you think he ever imagined such a thing?”
 
   “No,” I said again, eyes closed, quickly sucking in a breath as I started to shake and tremble.
 
   I heard Irena breathing, I knew she was there, but she didn’t say anything for a minute. Maybe it was my breathing, I realized, which was heavier and coming faster. “That was the first time you saw him in panties?”
 
   “Yes, of course” I said, picturing him in my mind, the soft pink satin touching his skin, the smooth front when his penis was tucked between his legs, getting wetter and wetter just thinking about it. My god, I was at work, thank god the door was shut, but I was getting fucking wet at the office.
 
   Again, Irena said nothing at first, left me to my thoughts, jumbled and confused. “Interesting, you know, he slipped them on so quickly, without fuss, I wonder if he’s worn your panties before, keeping it a secret from you?” She paused, then, “it excited you, didn’t it? Seeing him emasculated, helpless to stop anyone from touching you?” I didn’t say anything, I just breathed, heavily, eyes closed, feeling the tingling between my legs, the dampness. “Jill, I asked you a question, answer me,” she insisted. “Did it excite you to see him emasculated?” 
 
   “Yes,” I whispered thinking again of him in bed wearing my panties. It wasn’t just seeing him emasculated, the loss of his manhood was only half of it, it was also seeing him feminized, seeing pink panties on his body. He didn’t just look like less of a man, he actually looked feminine and soft and tender. She voiced what I was thinking.
 
   “Seeing him feminized?”
 
   “Yes,” I whispered, trying to keep my hand from going under my skirt.
 
   “Helpless to stop anyone from touching his wife.”
 
   “Ohhhh,” I groaned softly.
 
   “That won’t be the last time you’ll see him like that, Jill.”
 
   “What do you mean,” I asked immediately, my hands shaking, trembling.
 
   She laughed. Clearly my tone betrayed my feelings, the rush pulsating through me. “Feminized, Jill. Helpless to stop anyone from touching you. You’ll find out soon enough about your husband, dear, trust me, about the things he likes.”
 
   After she hung up, I could not get the image from my mind, it was burned into my memory, my husband wearing my pink satin panties. My husband, meek and submissive and the complete opposite of an alpha male (yes, the complete opposite of Thomas), his masculinity so diminished, diminished so easily, by something so pink, soft, and delicate. 
 
   That won’t be the last time you’ll see him like that.
 
   That’s what she told me, the words that started me shaking and trembling. Seeing him in panties, the way his penis was so easily covered, made me think of him in ways I’d never consciously thought of him before, one of those was how small he was! Obviously the cut of the panties, being boy shorts, completely covered his penis, but it was just as clear that his penis would have fit in ANY of my panties— any pair of my panties, briefs or bikinis, even my thongs, would have done the job and covered his small penis, his penis would actually have fit into my panties without simply falling out! What kind of man fits into his wife’s panties?
 
   I thought again of Thomas—I couldn’t know it, but I knew it just the same—his cock wouldn’t fit into a pair of panties. I laughed at the thought. He was too masculine, too dominant, too alpha. I shuddered thinking about Thomas naked, strong, powerful, with a large personality, so opposite from Sam, who I now could only think of as emasculated, soft, and yes, feminine. Seeing him in panties, feeling him lick me in panties, all I could think about was him in panties. Submitting. Emasculated. Serving. Feminized.
 
   That won’t be the last time.
 
   - Samuel -
 
   I couldn’t take it anymore. She’d been glancing over at me every few seconds for the last five minutes. I finally set the Kindle down on the bed next to me and looked at her. “What,” I asked.
 
   “Oh, nothing,” Jill answered, quickly looking back at her magazine.
 
   Nothing? I looked down at the light blue boxer shorts I was wearing to bed and knew it wasn’t nothing. More, actually, because I knew exactly what she was looking at and exactly what she was thinking. “Jill, what,” I said, but my tone betrayed that I knew.
 
   “Dammit, Sam, I’m sorry, really, I really am, I’m trying not to think about it, I swear, but I…I can’t, I just can’t get it out of my mind.”
 
   Wonderful, I thought, just fucking wonderful. My wife couldn’t get the thought of me wearing her panties out of her mind. Absolutely fucking wonderful. “Jill, I’m sorry, they made us do it, they made me wear them, it’s not like I wanted to.”
 
   “Sam, you don’t know anything; you still think I’m mad at you?”
 
   “Well aren’t you?” How couldn’t she be? I was still incredibly ashamed by the humiliation of it, of what happened. What wife wanted to see her husband emasculated in panties like that, even if it was a part of some kinky thing she’d agreed to. “Maybe we never should have gone over there, Jill, I mean, what they made us do, it was…”
 
   “I thought you liked it,” she said before I could finish, disappointment spreading across her face.
 
   I looked down, embarrassed. “I…I did, but…”
 
   “I did too, Sam, that’s what you don’t seem to get. I liked it, no, I loved it. All of it.”
 
   But I did get it, as wet as she was that night, as horny, as desperate to cum, of course she liked it, at least what they did to her. It was me, though, that’s what I was unhappy with. “Jill, I’m sorry, but I never…I never expected to…to do what they wanted, I never meant for you to see me like that, to see your husband like that.”
 
   “By ‘like that’ you mean in panties?”
 
   “Yes,” I blushed. “They shouldn’t have…”
 
   “Emasculated you?”
 
   “Yes, but…”
 
   She cut me off. “Or do you mean they shouldn’t have feminized you? Put you in my panties?”
 
   “Yes, dammit, you don’t have to rub it in.”
 
   “Sam, I…I thought you liked it, wearing my panties? Didn’t you? You seemed…excited.”
 
   I didn’t answer. She moved her hand closer to me, touched the bottom of my boxer shorts, felt the fabric between her fingers. “Like I said, Sam, don’t you get it? I’m not mad at you, I liked seeing you wear…wear my panties,” she swallowed.
 
   “But Jill…”
 
   “No, let me finish. I…I don’t understand why, don’t ask me to explain it, please, but, I mean, I don’t know, you looked so…so cute…so vulnerable…so soft…so tender…so helpless…so,” she paused, her voice got even quieter, “so feminine.”
 
   That helped me not a bit. I fucking knew I looked soft and tender and vulnerable and feminine and that’s what fucking bothered me, that she saw me like that, but worse, so much worse, that she saw how fucking excited it made me. She saw how turned on, how fucking turned on I was!
 
   “Sam,” she said still looking down at my boxers rather than in my eyes, “I know it bothers you, how much it turned you on to get excited wearing my panties, but isn’t that what Thomas and Irena were trying to do? Do you know how humiliated I was in front of all those people, those people touching me? But do you know how fucking hot it made me,” she said, staring at the tent in my boxers. “It was humiliating wearing my panties, wasn’t it?”
 
   “Yes,” I hissed.
 
   “But it turned you on.”
 
   “It was humiliating,” I said instead of answering, thinking back to the same people who touched her, remembering them looking at me in the panties, snickering, pointing, laughing. Particularly, the comment of one woman had stayed in my mind since Friday, for her comment was at once the most derogatory to my masculinity yet the one that made my penis jump the most.
 
   “He’s so feminine,” she told her companion, “no wonder his wife wants a real man.”
 
   “But it turned you on, Sam,” she said again, “being emasculated and feminized. Wearing my panties.”
 
   “Yes,” I admitted, not wanting to EVER admit it, but unable to deny it.
 
   “Wearing panties, Sam, it turned you on wearing my panties. While those men touched me.”
 
   “Yes, Jill, it turned me on, please,” I begged her, face flush. 
 
   She rolled over onto me, climbed on top of me, kissed me with a crushing, needy, hungry kiss and I melted away, the humiliation also following it. The only thing left was Jill, my wife, kissing me, her lips against mine, pushing, biting, licking. 
 
   “Jill, wait,” I tried to stop her but it was hopeless with her on top of me—she was in control, she was holding me down with her body, she was pressing me backwards with her mouth, she was ceasing all resistance with her pelvis, now rubbing against the erection in my boxers. “Jill,” I mumbled again without conviction.
 
   “Put…put some on, Sam,” she said between kisses.
 
   “Some what?”
 
   “It turns me on, Sam, please, please.”
 
   “What, Jill,” I asked again, blood both hot and cold from her words and her kisses. I knew what she wanted, of course I knew, of course, of course, but I couldn’t…no, no, I couldn’t. I didn’t want to, I shouldn’t want to.
 
   “He’s so feminine, no wonder his wife wants a real man.”
 
   “Panties,” she whispered between kisses, the soft spoken word ringing in my ears. “Put on some panties, Sam…” I wanted to deny that I wanted to, but I was getting light headed, getting dizzy. 
 
   “Jill…”
 
   “Panties,” she said again, kissing me again, rubbing me again.
 
   “Oh, Jill,” I shook, the word reverberated through my mind like she was screaming it, panties, panties, panties.
 
   She licked from my mouth to me ear. “It scares you, doesn’t it,” she asked softly, “just the word?”
 
   “Yes,” I moaned, “yes.” Yes, yes!
 
   “Men are often scared by the word, love, you don’t have to be, you’re soft and pretty and feminine, say it, love, it’s okay, say it with me, say the word. Panties.”
 
   “Jill!” Her sweet voice, her words, I was soft and pretty and feminine.
 
   “Panties,” she said again, licking my ear, blowing.
 
   “P…p…panties,” I stammered.
 
   “That’s it,” she was on top of me, pushing her pelvis into me, onto me, crushing me, grinding, teasing. “Panties.”
 
   “Panties,” I said with more conviction the second time, then a third, “panties.”
 
   “That’s it, lover, again, panties.” While she said this, she managed to pull my boxers down, freeing me so that her naked body was touching me, her wetness was all over me, up and down my erection, encouraging, hot, promising. 
 
   “Panties,” I said yet again. I want you so badly, please, I want to be inside you.
 
   She kissed me, moved her hips so the tip of my penis was at the edge of her wetness then looked at me. “I want you,” kiss, “to wear,” kiss, “my…” she stopped, looked at me, waited, her words frozen, her body frozen. “Say it, Sam, say it.”
 
   “Panties,” I finished and was immediately rewarded with her hips dropping down onto me, onto my erection, taking me into as if a reward for speaking the word, for overcoming my reservations, my hesitations, my fears, for surrendering to deeper desires. “Oh, fuck,” I groaned as the warmth and wetness surrounded me. 
 
   “I want you to wear my…”
 
   “Panties,” I finished again and was rewarded again with her moving her hips up and then down, fucking me, once, just once. “Ohhhhhhhhhhh,” I groaned in pleasure.
 
   “Yes, please Sam, please, wear them, wear my…”
 
   “Panties,” I breathed and she moved up and down, she rewarded me again, her movements were so slow, so seductive, yet I was quickly driven to the edge of orgasm. “Jill, Jill.”
 
   “Now,” I asked, looking towards the dresser, towards the drawer with her bras and panties and lingerie.
 
   “No, no,” she hissed, clearly not wanting to move, to get up off me. “Later, in the morning, tomorrow, I…I want you to wear my…”
 
   “Panties…”
 
   Up and down, once, just once again, once of course was all it took to drive me to the edge, closer, closer to exploding. “Yes, tomorrow, love tomorrow, you’ll wear my panties tomorrow? You promise?”
 
   “Your panties, yes, yes, yes,” I promised, not caring, leashed tight by her wetness on me, trapped by her beautiful body, willing to promise or do anything to her, anything, anything.
 
   Jill sat up, my penis buried inside her, reached for her pussy, her clit, and rubbed and masturbated herself while on me, driving me wild with lust. I tried fucking her, I tried moving my hips up and down so I could feel the friction of her against me, but she wouldn’t allow it, she simply moved with me to deny me the friction I needed to cum.
 
   Finally she whispered. “No.”
 
   “Jill,” I moaned, “please.”
 
   “No!” Her tone was forceful, solid, terse. 
 
   “Jill.”
 
   A third time, no, no, no. But her no was only a no to my pleasure, not to hers, it was a no to my fucking, not to hers, it was a no to me, to me only, not to her. She was rubbing her clit, making herself shake, making herself cum. She was grinding onto me, pushing, pulling, tugging, making herself cum. Yet all the while she was hurting me!
 
   Not terrible pain, but not the joy of fucking, not tender, not soft, not gentle, no, no, it hurt, it hurt, and yet, yet, it was fucking wonderful, too, watching her cum, watching her touch herself, watching her eyes, close, then open and stare at me with desire and hunger as she fingered herself and rode herself to orgasm. All without any pleasure to me, all without any feeling to me, all her, all Jill, her.
 
   “Say it Sam, say the word, say it now.”
 
   “Panties,” I groaned.
 
   “Again, Sam, say it again, I need to hear you say it. Panties, tell me you want to wear my panties.”
 
   “Panties, Jill, I want to wear your panties,” I said to please her.
 
   “Yes,” she moaned, played with her clit.
 
   “I want to wear your panties,” I said again, but not just to please her, because it was true!
 
   “Ohhhhhhhhhh,” she moaned over and over.
 
   When she was done, which came too soon for how erotic it was to watch her masturbate herself, but not soon enough for how painful what she was doing was doing to me, Jill collapsed onto me, kissed me, then whispered into me ear. “Thank you, lover, I…I really needed that, needed to do it just that way. You know, I have the perfect pair of panties for you to wear tomorrow, you’ll look so pretty in them.” 
 
   She coupled her words with one final up and down movement of her hips, one final thrust for my erect penis, for that’s all it took—really that’s all it ever took, a thrust, a single thrust—but how could it take more, because all I could think about was panties, the perfect pair of panties for me to wear and how pretty I would look. Panties, wearing them, panties, feminine in them, panties, my wife’s panties, my wife knowing I wore her panties, my wife seeing me dressed in her panties, with such a hard erection. I started to shake, this was wrong, panties were for girls.
 
   “So pretty in my panties, sweetie,” she whispered again.
 
   I started to groan. No, no, not panties, I couldn’t, not again, I couldn’t let her see me emasculated and feminized yet again.
 
   “So pretty in panties.”
 
   I exploded, that’s the only way to describe what happened, the orgasm, the cum, the power, the release, all of it, physically and mentally. I simply exploded, probably harder than I’d ever cum inside her, and she could tell, it was obvious by her reaction, she knew that was the most powerful orgasm I’d ever had. “See, you want to be pretty,” she kissed my lips as I shuddered inside her, “you want to wear my panties.”
 
   And come morning, Jill kept her promise, for when I stepped from the shower, she was sitting on the edge of the bed, a shy, embarrassed look on her face. Next to her on the bed was a pair of her white nylon bikini panties with scalloped edging on the waist band and around the leg openings, and a small, light blue bow in front.
 
   I looked at the panties, which seemed to call out to me, then looked to Jill, who seemed unable to meet my eyes, but who sat there nevertheless, obviously expecting, waiting, for me to put them on. “Jill, I…I’m your husband. Are, are you sure,” I asked as nervous as she must have been, trying to sound reluctant, despite the pull I felt towards them.
 
   She looked up at me, her face showed uncertainty, but her eye flashed resolution. “Yes, definitely,” she said softly.
 
   I had to ask one more time, differently, to make sure, because I wasn’t sure, not entirely. But maybe I just wanted to hear it this way, maybe I needed to hear it this way. “Pretty? You want me to look pretty? Feminine and pretty?” As I spoke the words I felt a stirring under the towel wrapped around my waist, sexuality and arousal at the thought of being feminine and pretty. But it was more than just that, still more, I knew it, knew maybe this was why it was doubly powerful. My arousal at the emasculation and feminization was surprising, but wearing panties for Jill, for Irene, or even for Thomas was also a sign of submission, a sign, I realized, that said, I wasn’t a man, that someone else controlled me, controlled her, controlled us. For what better way was there to demonstrate that control, what better way was there to show a husband and wife when they made a decision to submit than to take away the husband’s masculinity, and worse, replace it with femininity, with a panty-wearing husband?
 
   Is that how Jill saw it? Did she see my emasculation as the same, as a sign of submission? Was she as excited? She must have been, she was so wet the night before, so excited, so aroused as she made me provide my still stiff penis for her pleasure as she rode me from above to her orgasm.
 
   - Jill -
 
   Did I want to see him look emasculated and feminine and pretty? Did I want to see my husband in panties? Yes. Yes again. More than I could ever tell him. I thought about it constantly, as much as I thought about Irena and Thomas. Yes. I thought about my husband wearing panties. That morning, as he took the panties from my hands, I pictured Irena standing in the room with us, nodding approvingly as my husband stepped into my panties. He was doing it for me, to look pretty, but for her, too, it would be to submit. To her and to Thomas, too. And imagining him submitting to them both made me as wet as seeing him pull my soft panties up his legs and over his hips so that it covered his soft, limp penis.
 
   I reached up towards him, towards the small mound in my panties. I don’t know what made me say it, the words just popped into my head, “it’s a good thing you’re small, or else you’d never fit in my panties.” His reaction was all I needed to know I had scored, his soft moan, his whimper. 
 
   **********
 
   Friday night, getting dressed, my stomach was fluttered and my insides turned and I could hardly think or talk, I was so excited to see Irena and Thomas. I’d carefully picked out my outfit for the evening on the hope, on the chance that we’d do more than just have dinner, even though Irena had just about explicitly said all we’d do is talk. I decided to dress more formal, picking a putty colored metallic woven sheath dress that hugged my body and glimmered from metallic fibers embedded in the fabric. Under, I wore a coordinating white demi bra, thong, and garter belt that all were beautifully adorned with intricate embroidery. Even if they didn’t see any of my body, I felt pretty and feminine and hoped, no, I knew, they would appreciate the way I looked.
 
   And speaking of pretty and feminine, my darling husband, who was sitting in the living room waiting for me, must have felt the same, for he too was wearing pretty, feminine panties under his dark suit. It hadn’t been hard, really. All I’d needed to do was pull a pair of pretty taupe briefs from my drawer and hold them up and raise my eyebrows. Like a child looking at a cookie jar, his eyes went wide as they took in the lace inserts of the mid-rise briefs, the smooth knit back, the flirty keyhole and bow at the waistband. 
 
   “Jill,” he said, begging, though I wasn’t sure if it was to wear them or not to wear them, so I turned up the pressure just slightly.
 
   “Irena would like you to wear panties, Sam,” I said. Yea, just a little pressure. But it was true, too, she’d texted me earlier in the day. “She said she wanted you to look pretty tonight.”
 
   We expect him in panties, Jill.
 
   We. Fuck. We. Irena. Thomas. Fuck, fuck, I thought seeing the text, immediately feeling a familiar dampness between my legs.
 
   “What…what did she say,” he’d asked me when I told him Irena wanted him to wear panties.
 
   I actually blushed when I answered him, for both of us, I suppose. “She said,” I swallowed, “that they expect you in panties.”
 
   Sam just looked at me as his face reddened and the word ‘they’ sunk in. Resistance, as they say, was futile. “They?”
 
   “They,” I nodded. “Both of them.” 
 
   When we got there, to my relief, and of course, to the excitement of my inner psyche, Irena too was dressed formally, wearing a curvy pink lace-overlaid sheath designed with grosgrain ribbons and a flirtatious cutout in the back. She wore nude nylons, like I did, and I found myself wondering if they were stockings, like mine.
 
   She greeted us at the door, giving me a chaste kiss on the mouth, Sam one on the side of his face. In front of my husband, Thomas kissed me on the mouth, too, told me how stunning I looked, and shook Sam’s hand. Neither asked about my husband’s choice of underwear, though Irena raised an eyebrow in question and I nodded, earning an approving look from both.
 
   “Shall we have a drink,” Thomas asked, “something to break this tension.” I laughed nervously, as did Sam.
 
   “That obvious,” Sam asked.
 
   “That obvious, Samuel,” Irena said, taking my hand and pulling me into their loft.
 
   “Samuel,” Thomas said, “why don’t we get the ladies a drink.” 
 
   I watched my husband walk off with the man who was second in my fantasies only to the woman holding my hand. Irena took me across the loft to a sitting area by the wall to ceiling glass windows while the men (well, the man and my emasculated husband) went over to a wet bar near the open kitchen. While they were pouring drinks, Irena sat us down on a couch, she in the middle with me next to her, close enough to one another that our nylon covered legs couldn’t help but touch.
 
   The men (the man and my pretty husband) returned with drinks—three glasses of wine for Irena, Sam, and I, but a straight up cocktail for Thomas—and sat on a couch facing us, though on opposite ends.
 
   “To circles of friendship,” Thomas said, raising his glass in a toast. We all raised our glasses. “And speaking of circles,” Thomas continued, “I think you both know which circle of friends Irena and I would like you two to belong to, and we hope you’ve given it some thought, hope that last week was as enjoyable for you as it was us.”
 
   “It…it was,” I said first, admittedly driven to speak by the sexual tension I felt sitting next to Irena.
 
   “Samuel,” Irena asked, reached over and rested a hand on my nylon covered thigh, “was it as enjoyable for you as it was for your wife.”
 
   Sam looked up at me, answered in a mere whisper. “Yes, Ma’am.”
 
   “I’m sure it was difficult for both of you,” Thomas continued, “but as we’ve discussed, that’s part of it, a large part of BDSM, actually.”
 
   “Pushing limits, a dominant challenging a submissive,” Irena said, moving her hand slowly up my thigh, stopping when she felt the bump of one of my garter tabs. She turned to look at me, the hunger in her eyes obvious, so strong I felt convulsions between my legs.
 
   Don't stop, please don't stop!
 
   "We want you in our special circle," she said, toying with the bump of my garter tab, "we want to be friends, but we want more, too. We want you in our BDSM circle, I think you know that."
 
   "Yes," I answered, breathing heavily. I looked across at my husband; he was transfixed watching Irena's hand on my thigh, watching our legs touch one another. "We...we want it too."
 
   "Both of you," Thomas asked.
 
   I stared at my husband, knowing he wanted it, of course I knew it, but would he say it, could he admit it? And was it even fair to ask him when Irena was so openly teasing me, thus teasing him? 
 
   "Yes," he answered, not without a large measure of conviction.
 
   "I want to be clear to both of you," Thomas said, leaning forward, cupping his rock glass with both hands, "this is who we are, we take this circle very seriously, you'll be submitting, both of you, to both of us. This is what keeps most of our other friends in the friendship circle, either a woman we're interested in can't imagine herself submitting to a woman..."
 
   "Or her husband cannot imagine submitting to a man." Irena looked Sam in the eyes, in fact, all three of us stared at him.
 
   "Understand, Samuel," Thomas said, "my interest is primarily in your wife, but that doesn't change the essence of what we do, what we demand, the submission of both of you. To both of us.”
 
   He said it in a way that indicated he wanted a response from him. "I understand," Sam said.
 
   "Do you? Let me ask you something, then," Thomas regarded my husband, "are you wearing panties this evening? Under your trousers, are you wearing a pair of Jill's panties?"
 
   Sam seemed to shrink to about half his size. I know it was merely an illusion, but it was effective, so embarrassed was he by Thomas's question. But give my husband credit, he answered the damn question without Thomas repeating it. 
 
   "Yes…yes”, Sir.” he said softly.
 
   Thomas just stared at my husband, though Sam would not meet his eyes, and looked pleased at his answer. To save my husband from further embarrassment, I decided to speak. "What...what do we do now? We've, well, we've never done anything like this."
 
   "Well, you stand up, strip, we tie you up, and have our way with you," Irena answered.
 
   I had a look of shock on my face, Sam, too. Would I have done that if they asked us to? If they insisted? I don't know...maybe...probably...it was fast, though, almost too fast, too far, too quick. Before either of us could answer, though, Thomas laughed. "She's kidding, obviously. I mean, in a large sense, maybe not, but in a literally sense, she's totally kidding. Relax, please, I know this may be disappointing, but nothing is happening tonight, nothing like that, anyway.”
 
   "I...I don't understand," I said, disappointment obvious in my voice. Though I noticed that Irena hadn't moved her hand, she was still teasing my thigh seductively.
 
   "Well, this will sound...odd...but, for starters, before we do anything, there is some paperwork to take care of."
 
   Sam actually laughed. "Paperwork? You’re kidding?”
 
   For an instant I wondered if Thomas or Irena would be angry with him—they did not seem like the type of people who were regularly laughed at. Thomas did frown, confirming my suspicion, but he answered calmly. "Yes, there's paperwork, Samuel. Believe it or not, there's a contract, perhaps negotiations. BDSM is safe, sane, and consensual, we want that to be clear, up front." He reached across the edge of the couch to an end table, picked up some papers, but just held them.
 
   "This is about our pleasure and safety as much as your. I know 'S' stands for sadism, but believe me, we're not sadists. We prefer to think of the 'S' as standing for submission. In fact, another way to referrer to BDSM is a D/S relationship, dominance and submission. This," he help up the papers, "is a contract between dominants and submissives. Not legally binding, of course, but when we bring a new sub or subs into our circle, this helps, it formalizes the power exchange between the parties."
 
   "It sounds so dry," Sam said, no longer laughing.
 
   "In a way, yes, but it is very important for setting out the rules and duties of a  submissive, a sub, if you will, and the limits that the dominant, a dom, agrees to observe."
 
   "Can I…can I see," I asked, trying not to quiver, trying to keep my voice calm. 
 
   "Yes," he said separating the document into four, handing one to each of us, keeping one for himself. 
 
   I looked at the papers, starting with the title, and gasped.
 
   TEMPORARY CONTRACT OF CONSENSUAL OWNERSHIP
 
   "Shhh, Jill, don't be afraid," Irena said, massaging my leg, lower, near my knee, her bare hand touching my nylon covered thigh. "Just read the preamble and then stop."
 
   I bit my lip, continued reading.
 
   Preamble
 
   The purpose of this instrument is to:
 
   State the full mutual consent of the undersigned in regards to this relationship.
 
   Explain the responsibilities and duties of both Dominants and Submissives.
 
   Define safe words, safe gestures and their use.
 
   Explain the use of punishment.
 
   I couldn't get past word, looked up at Irena with my eyes wide open. I heard Sam gasp, knew he must be reading the same thing I was.
 
   "Punishment," I swallowed.
 
   "Well, let's stop there, then," Thomas said. "Yes, punishment. What's submission, anyway? A submissive, well, submits to a dominant…or dominants. By submitting, a submissive agrees, essentially, to obey, yes?"
 
   I nodded, so did Sam. That seemed reasonable. 
 
   "And one who agrees to obey can be rewarded for obeying or punished for disobeying, you'd agree with that, too?"
 
   We both nodded again.
 
   "Excellent. So, we expect our submissives to obey. When they do, they may be rewarded. When they don't, they will be punished. This is kind of a threshold issue for BDSM, Jill, it’s the  discipline part of BDSM.”
 
   "You saw pictures of people being disciplined," Irena asked. "You saw their eyes. It looked like it hurt, yes, but did you see pleasure in their eyes?"
 
   "You…you'd spank her," Sam asked, I'm sure recalling the same picture I did, a woman sitting on a chair, another woman over her knees, being spanked with a red leather paddle.
 
   "Your tone implies that you'd like to see that, Samuel." I looked at him, saw him blush, caught. He looked down, confirming her accusation. "To answer your question, yes, we will spank your wife. And you, too, of course, Samuel, we’ll spank you like a naughty schoolgirl.” 
 
   His eyes went wide, but he said nothing.
 
   "Shall we go on?"
 
   I continued reading the preamble:
 
   Explain the use of punishment.
 
   To Foster a greater sense of communication between the respective parties.
 
   This contract is in no way legally binding, and is meant only as an aid to better understanding of the needs, duties and responsibilities of the Dominants and the Submissives.
 
                 We, Samuel and Jill Keates, hereinafter referred to as Submissives, do of our own free will, and being of sound mind and body, do hereby offer ourselves in consensual sexual slavery to Thomas and Irena Petrova, hereinafter referred to as Dominants, for the period beginning at 6:00 p.m. on Friday Evenings and ending at 6:00 p.m on Sunday Evenings, for four consecutive weekends, beginning on May 4, 2012. 
 
   This agreement may be terminated at any time before four consecutive weekends have been completed by either party, though only in the event of breach of contract. After four consecutive weekends, this agreement will be reviewed, renegotiated and rewritten, or terminated.
 
   "Four weekends," Thomas said when we looked up, "that's what we're asking for. Four weekends to try, to see if this fits, to see if this is something you really want."
 
   "And if that's too much?"
 
   "Then we negotiate, Jill," Irena said. "We try one weekend, or two, or three. Or an evening. We think four is the best, four gives us some room to play, to teach, to explore, four gives you the opportunity to try it, to think, to try it again."
 
   "We can negotiate," Sam asked.
 
   "Of course, Sam. Safe, sane, and consensual. You can negotiate anything in here. Again, though, we think what we're asking for is what's best for a new couple, but if you don't agree…"
 
   "Tell us. Even later, if something happens you can't handle, tell us, always tell us."
 
   "I want to get this straight," I said, leaning forward as I scanned the preamble for the phrase I was looking for. "You want us to 'offer ourselves in consensual slavery' to you for four weekends." I looked up at Sam after I said it, not Thomas, not Irena, but to my husband, wanting to see his reaction, wanting to see what he thought, how he felt. Wanting to see his reaction when one or both of them answered.
 
   "Yes," Irena answered, "that's what we want."
 
   "Sam?" I said his name, but I really didn't need to, because I could see it in his eyes, the same thing I felt. Fucking overwhelming need to do this, overwhelming desire. As terrifying as it was, it was clear he needed this as much as I did.
 
   "Okay," I said, "okay."
 
   "Let's read the rest first, Jill."
 
   So we did.
 
   Provisions of Contract
 
   1. General
 
   Submissives agree to obey to the best of their ability, and to devote themselves entirely to the pleasure and desires of Dominants. Submissives also renounces all rights to their own pleasure, comfort, or gratification except insofar as permitted by Dominants. Dominants agrees to learn what excites Submissives through exploration and communication and try to incorporate this into the relationship. During the entire term of this Agreement, Submissives are specifically prohibited from achieving orgasm unless specifically authorized by Dominants.
 
   Dominants accept full responsibility of Submissives. This includes but is not limited to: Submissives’ survival, health, physical well being, and mental well being. Submissives accepts full responsibility for informing Dominants of any real or perceived dangers or safety concerns, but also agrees that Dominants’ decision will be final regarding these issues. Dominants agree that Submissives will not be punished for respectfully stating these concerns. Dominants further agree to listen to Submissives’ concerns with a clear and open mind. Dominants shall endeavor not to inflict physical harm upon Submissives which might require the attention of someone outside the relationship.
 
   Submissives agree at all times to make their body readily available to Dominants for their use. Submissives will have hair washed and brushed in the style Dominants prefer at all times. Submissives agrees to wear any and all clothing, makeup, jewelry, etc. that Dominants chooses.
 
   Submissives agree to accept the responsibility of using a safe word or safe gesture when necessary. Submissives acknowledges that safe word or safe gesture as outlined below. Dominants accept the responsibility of stopping activities in progress to assess situations where Submissives uses safe words and will, to the best of their ability, make judgment on whether to modify the activity or stop activity entirely. Submissives agree to hold no ill will due to Dominants’ decision. Dominants agree not to punish Submissives for the use of a safe word or safe gesture.
 
   Submissives agree to answer any and all questions asked by Dominants freely, promptly, and to the best of their knowledge. Submissives further agree to volunteer any information that Dominants should know regarding Submissives’ physical or emotional state. Dominants agree to never use this information to harm Submissives in any way.
 
   Dominants agree to furnish all toys such as vibrators, etc. and punishment implements such as paddles, straps, crops and whips. Submissives agrees to clean and maintain all toys and implements, have them available for Dominants’ use at all times.
 
   Submissives agree to the activities and limits set forth below. Dominants agree to never violate these limits without prior negotiation of, and consent by, Submissives.
 
   Submissives agree to address Dominants as Sir/Ma'am or Master/Mistress unless otherwise directed. Submissives agree to speak respectfully to Dominants at all times, including times not spent in a scene. Dominants may address Submissives in any way they so choose, including in a way that may be considered humiliating or condescending. 
 
   Dominants agree to furnish Submissives with symbolic tokens of ownership. Submissives agree to wear this symbol at all times, except when Dominants state to do so would be inappropriate or would non-consensually involve others.
 
   Submissives agree and understand that any infractions of this agreement, or any act Submissives commit which displease Dominants, will result in punishment to both Submissives regardless of which committed the act or omission. Submissives will gracefully accept punishment and try to learn from it. Submissives agree to assemble the punishment materials as ordered by Dominants and assume any position needed to accept the punishment. Submissives understand that failure to comply with Dominants’ orders will result in a more severe punishment. Dominants will inform Submissives that they are being punished when punishment occurs, and will explain the reason for punishment either before, during, or following punishment. Dominants agree to discipline only out of a desire to better the Submissives and their servitude, and further agree to never punish out of, or during, feelings of anger.
 
   2. ROLES:
 
   Who will be Dominants? Thomas and Irena Petrova
 
   Who will be Submissives? Samuel and Jill Keates
 
   Type of scene: master/slave mistress/slave captive age play servant/butler/etc. cross-dressing/gender play other, etc? To be determined by Dominants
 
   Any chance of switching roles? No
 
   Will the submissive promptly obey? Yes
 
   May the dominant "overpower" or "force" the submissive? Yes 
 
   Explanation: Subject to the Submissives use of safe word or safe gesture.
 
   May the submissive verbally resist? Yes
 
   Explanation: Subject to Dominants use of punishment.
 
   May the Submissives physically resist? No 
 
   May the Submissives try to "turn the tables:? Yes
 
   Explanation: Subject to Dominants use of punishment.
 
   Do the Submissives agree to wear a collar? Yes
 
   The Submissives agrees to address the dominant by the following title(s): 
 
   Discretion of the Dominants
 
   3. PLACE:
 
   Location: To be determined by the Dominants
 
   Who will ensure privacy? The Dominants
 
   4. TIME:
 
   Begin at: 6:00 p.m. Friday evenings End at: 6:00 p.m. Sunday evenings
 
   Duration: Four successive weekends
 
   5. Mistakes and Misunderstands:
 
   Does everybody involved understand that there is some risk of accident, miscommunication, misperception, and/or unintentional injury? Yes
 
   Does everybody involved agree to discuss any mishaps in a constructive and non-blaming manner? Yes
 
   6. LIMITS:
 
   Submissive's limits: Any problems with the Submissives’... heart: yes/no lungs: yes/no neck/back/bones/joints: yes/no kidneys: yes/no liver: yes/no nervous system/mental: yes/no
 
   Explanation:__________________________________________________________
 
   Are Submissives wearing contact lenses? Yes_____ No_____
 
   Do the Submissives suffer from carpal tunnel syndrome or any related problems?
 
   Yes_____ No_____
 
   Do the Submissives have a history of... seizures: yes/no dizzy spells: yes/no diabetes: yes/no high or low blood pressure: yes/no fainting: yes/no asthma: yes/no hyperventilation attacks: yes/no
 
   Explanation:_________________________________________________________
 
   Describe any phobias:__________________________________________________
 
   Submissives’ other medical conditions:_____________________________________
 
   Any surgical implants (breast, face, etc.)? Yes_____ No_____
 
   Explanation:__________________________________________________________
 
   Are the Submissives taking aspirin? Yes_____ No_____
 
   Are the Submissives taking ibuprofin, Aleve, or other nonoxynolteroidal, anti-inflammatory drugs? Yes_____ No_____
 
   Are the Submissives taking antihistamines? Yes_____ No_____
 
   Other medications the Submissives are taking:_________________________________
 
   Are the Submissives allergic to... bandage tape: yes/no nonoxynol-9: yes/no Other allergies:_________________________________________________________
 
   In case of emergency notify:______________________________________________
 
   Dominants’ Limits: Any problems with the Dominants’ … heart: no lungs: no neck/back/bones/joints: no kidneys: no liver: no nervous system/mental: no
 
   Dominant's other medical conditions: N/A
 
   Medications the dominant is taking: N/A
 
   In case of emergency notify:______________________________________________
 
   Are the Dominants currently certified in First Aid and CPR: yes Safety gear on hand... paramedic scissors: yes flashlight: yes first aid kit: yes blackout light: yes fire extinguisher: yes
 
   7. SEX
 
   Do the Dominants believe they might have a sexually transmitted disease?
 
   No
 
   Do the Submissives believe they might have a sexually transmitted disease?
 
   Yes_____ No_____
 
   Explanation:___________________________________________________________
 
   Do the Dominants believe they might have herpes? No
 
   Do the Submissives believe they might have herpes? Yes_____ No_____
 
   Explanation:___________________________________________________________
 
   Have Dominants been tested for HIV? Yes
 
   Have Dominants tested positive? No
 
   Have Submissives been tested for HIV? Yes_____ No_____
 
   Have Submissives tested positive? Yes_____ No_____
 
   Explanation:___________________________________________________________
 
   Which of the following sexual acts are acceptable (cross out those unacceptable):
 
   Masturbation: dominants to submissives submissives to dominants self-masturbation by submissives self-masturbation by dominants
 
   Fellatio: dominant to submissive submissive to dominant submissive to submissive
 
   Cunnilingus: dominant to submissive submissive to dominant submissive to submissive
 
   Analingus: dominant to submissive submissive to dominant submissive to submissive
 
   Vaginal fisting: dominant to submissive submissive to dominant submissive to submissive
 
   Anal fisting: dominant to submissive submissive to dominant submissive to submissive
 
   Vaginal intercourse: dominant to submissive submissive to dominant 
 
   Anal intercourse: dominant to submissive submissive to dominant
 
   Is swallowing semen acceptable? Yes
 
   Will sex toys such as vibrators, dildos, butt plugs, etc. be used? Yes If yes, describe: Any use on either Submissive at discretion of Dominants
 
   Which of the above activities will involve birth control pills, diaphragms, spermicidal suppositories, lubricants containing nonoxynol-9, or contraceptive foams/suppositories/gels? Vaginal sex
 
   Which of the above activities will involve condoms, gloves, dental dams, and/or other barriers? None (pending HIV and STD testing)
 
   8. INTOXICANTS
 
   The Dominants can use (only) the following intoxicants during the session: 
 
   Alcohol
 
   Acceptable quantity: Thomas—two drinks, Irena—one drink
 
   The Submissives can use (only) the following intoxicants during the session: 
 
   Alcohol at the discretion of the Dominants
 
   Acceptable quantity: Samuel—two drinks (wine only), Jill—one drink
 
   Note: At no time shall either the Dominants or Submissives be intoxicated.
 
   9. BONDAGE
 
   The Submissives agrees to allow the following types of bondage... 
 
   hands in front: yes
 
   hands behind back: yes
 
   ankles: yes
 
   knees: yes 
 
   elbows: yes
 
   wrists to ankles (hog-tie): yes
 
   spreader bars: yes
 
   tied to chair: yes
 
   tied to bed: yes
 
   use of blindfold: yes
 
   use of gag: yes
 
   use of hood: yes
 
   use of rope: yes
 
   use of tape: yes
 
   use of hosiery: yes
 
   use of leather cuffs: yes
 
   use of handcuffs/metal restraints: yes
 
   suspension: yes
 
   mummification with plastic wrap, body bag, or similar technique: yes
 
   Any past bad experiences by either person with bondage, gags, blindfolds, and/or hoods? Yes_____ No_____
 
   Explanation:___________________________________________________________
 
   10. PAIN
 
   Submissive's general attitude toward receiving pain:
 
   _____likes _____accepts _____neutral _____dislikes _____will not accept
 
   Quantity of pain the submissive wants to receive:
 
   _____none _____small _____average _____large
 
   Explanation:___________________________________________________________
 
   Dominant's general attitude toward giving pain:
 
   Both Dominants like to give pain
 
   Quantity of pain the dominant wants to give:
 
   Small to average
 
   The following types of pain are acceptable: spanking: yes paddling/strap: yes flogging: yes caning: yes (light) face slaps: yes biting: yes (light) nipple clamps: yes genital clamps: yes hot creams: yes ice: yes hot wax: yes tickling: yes
 
   Other types/methods of pain:_____________________________________________
 
   Additional remarks:_____________________________________________________
 
   11. MARKS
 
   Is it acceptable to the submissive if the play leaves marks? Yes
 
   Visible while wearing street clothes? Yes
 
   Visible while wearing a bathing suit? No
 
   Is it acceptable to the parties if the play draws small amounts of blood? No
 
   How easy or difficult has it been to mark the submissive in the past? _____________________________________________________________________
 
   12. EROTIC HUMILIATION
 
   The submissive agrees to accept being referred to by the following terms: _____________________________________________________________________
 
   The submissive agrees to the following forms of erotic humiliation... 
 
   verbal abuse: yes
 
   Public play: yes
 
   enemas: yes
 
   forced exhibitionism: yes
 
   spitting: yes
 
   water sports: no 
 
   scat games: no 
 
   face slapping: yes
 
   emasculation (of the male submissive): yes
 
   Other:______________________________________________________________
 
   Any prior really good or really bad experiences in these areas?_____________ ___________________________________________________________________
 
   13. SAFE WORDS/SAFE GESTURES
 
   Safe word # 1 and its meaning: Green: Continue, increased activity okay.
 
   Safeword # 2 and its meaning: Yellow: Pause of decrease intensity.
 
   Safeword # 3 and its meaning: Red: Stop Now!
 
   Non-verbal safewords and their meaning: Squeeze Fist(s), eye blinks, or grunts:
 
   One: Continue, increased activity okay. 
 
   Two: Pause of decrease intensity
 
   Three: Stop Now!
 
   14. OPPORTUNITIES/SPECIAL SKILLS
 
   Anything either party would especially like to try or explore? Yes____ No___
 
   Explanation:___________________________________________________________
 
    
 
   - Samuel -
 
   I could sense them watching us as we read the document. I didn’t even get through the first general paragraph without looking up at Irena wide eyed. 
 
   “Which part,” she asked, seeing my eyes, “read it out loud.”
 
   “Please,” I said, not wanting to read it again, let alone verbally. 
 
   “Samuel…” Her voice had a tone; we may not have agreed to this, yet, but that meant little, apparently.
 
   “Submissives are specifically prohibited from achieving orgasm unless specifically authorized by Dominants,” I read, my voice shaking.
 
   “I figured,” she nodded, smiling. “This applies to both of you, of course, though it's more important for you, Samuel than for Jill."
 
   I raised my eyebrows, she continued. "For both of you, generally, sexual denial leads to a heightened state of sexual need. Obviously, this circle is about sex, no? Second, it’s psychological—you both are, quite literally, giving us, the dominants, power over when, or even if, you have the ultimate pleasure a human can have. You control that yourself, now. Everyone does. Samuel, for example, even if Jill didn't want to have sex, you could always masturbate, so you control your own pleasure. But when you submit, you give up this control. Third, males are unfortunate in that, unlike women, they cannot have multiple orgasms, and worse, suffer a loss of libido when they do have one. That's why they tend to turn over and fall asleep after sex."
 
   Jill laughed out loud, I smiled.
 
   "See," Irena said. "And, since a male can only cum once without a period of rest, it's important for a dom, who controls a scene, to carefully control if and when that happens. It's up to the dominant, not the sub. And last, well…that’s something you’ll experience, something not easy to explain.”
 
   “We really can’t, um…”
 
   “Cum,” Thomas helped Jill with her question.
 
   “Not without permission,” Jill finished, quickly looking away from his face, clearly embarrassed at the word. 
 
   “No. Not without punishment, anyway. Either of you, but Samuel especially. And because you’ll lose your libido when you do, Samuel, if you do cum, without permission, your punishments will be harsher for disobeying than Jill’s. I promise.”
 
   I took several breaths in quick succession.  Punished, he said it like he meant it. I bit my lip, turning something over in my mind, something was trying to click. "Samuel," he asked.
 
   “May I ask a question? Sir," I added; it seemed like the appropriate thing to do. 
 
   "Yes," he nodded, a small smile on his face.
 
   “The part about," I bit my lip, "about orgasms, it's worded different than other parts, ‘during the entire term of this Agreement.’ Does that mean just during the weekends or…”
 
   “No,” Thomas said before I could finish. “I'm glad you brought that up. The other parts of the agreement, yes, you'll, if you agree to this, you'll only serve us from Friday evening until Sunday evening. But that part and it's very important, that means the entire time, from the moment you sign it until the conclusion.”
 
   What they asked slowly sunk in, they were asking me, because this specifically applied to me, not to cum, not to masturbate, at all, the entire time. “That means no…”
 
   “Masturbation,” Thomas said when I couldn't say the word. “No jerking your little penis without our permission at any time. That’s exactly what it means, Samuel.”
 
   We read through the rest of the contract in silence, generally looking up at one another wide eyed when we got to certain sections. Since Thomas and Irena were reading their own copies, and watching us read ours, it was obvious to them which sections had the most impact. Parts were innocent enough, such as medical history, 
 
   Parts made me blush. Fellatio. Cunnilingus. VAGINAL FISTING? Vaginal fisting? And cross-dressing? I know who they were referring to with that item. Me. Fucking me wearing women’s clothes.
 
   Vaginal intercourse. ‘Dominant to submissive’ was listed, ‘submissive to dominant’ crossed out. Wait, that meant…that mean we would all agree that Thomas could fuck Jill but that I would not be permitted to fuck Irena. 
 
   “Is a butt plug what I think it is,” I heard Jill ask, interrupting my contemplation of what was meant by vaginal intercourse limited to the Dominant (Thomas) doing the Submissive (Jill) meant to my fantasies about Irena.
 
   “It’s exactly what you think it is, Jill.”
 
   “Pain,” I mouthed.
 
   “Pain can be used for both punishment and pleasure,” Irena said. “And will be.”
 
   When we finished, we sat there silently, just staring at one another. My stomach was churning, this was all so...so formal, so clinical, even. Irena looked at me, squeezed Jill's leg while she spoke. "We've terrified you, I know. God, I knew it, fuck, fuck.”
 
   "A little," I said.
 
   "I can feel the tension in your wife's leg, are you too ready to run?" There was hesitation in her voice, concern. Why was she scared? She wasn't the one reading a fucking slave contract. God, I was sitting in a couple's living room reading a fucking slave contract!
 
   "It...it's a lot to take in," I said, voice quivering.
 
   Irena bit her lit, much like Jill did, much like I did when I was nervous and apprehensive. Why was she nervous? What did she have to be nervous about? "It is, Samuel," she said, "I know that, we know that," she said, gesturing to Thomas. "It's all negotiable, but..."
 
   "But that isn't it," Jill looked at me, reading my mind. "I mean, it isn't any one thing, it's..."
 
   "Everything," I said.
 
   "Yes," Irena sat up, took her hand off Jill's leg. Her eye drooped, her head tilted downward, and for the first time since I met her, she looked unsure of herself, even defeated. "We know, Samuel, we know this lifestyle isn't for everyone, believe me, we know. We just liked you two, very much, and hoped that you'd like this circle. It's hard to find people we like, especially a couple, who fit in both circles.”
 
   "There are lots of people who are into BDSM or D/S who are just, well, not people we like. And lots of people we like who have no interest in our...other interests. And I guess we hoped, well, we found a couple we both liked, who seemed, interested...and...this isn't your thing..." Her voice dropped off, resigned. 
 
   Jill and I kept looking at one another, she was chewing on her lip, communicating with me with her eyes. Which one of us would say it first? Either of us? Would the moment pass? Was it slipping away into the night? I raised my eyebrows, Jill didn't react for a moment, sighed, tightened her mouth, nodded ever so slightly.
 
   "Irena, we," I swallowed, afraid to say it. Consensual slavery? Did we want this? Could we do this? With her nod, Jill placed the decision in my hands. Irena looked at me with hurt, disappointed eyes. I glanced over to my wife, she sat there, her muscles tense, her eyes boring into me, waiting, waiting to see what I would say, what I would decide. "We…we want to try," I said.
 
   The three of them exhaled as one as I committed Jill and I so consensual slavery, consensual sexual slavery, to Thomas and Irena.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 5 – Consensual Ownership
 
    
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   Sam and I walked down the hall to our apartment hand in hand, each clutching a copy of the contract, the Temporary Contract of Consensual Ownership, signed by all four of us, in our other hand. 
 
   Temporary Contract of Consensual Ownership. I couldn't read the document in the cab or while walking, but I could see the title clear enough. My god, we signed this, we're doing this.
 
   Temporary Contract of Consensual Ownership.
 
   Sure, it didn't start until the following Friday (didn't really start, because part of it started already), but I couldn't get over the thought that we signed it, that we were actually going to do this.
 
   We...do hereby offer ourselves in consensual slavery to Thomas and Irena Petrova...
 
   Consensual slavery. Consensual sexual slavery, I thought, thinking of the wording.
 
   Submissives agree at all times to make their body readily available to Dominants for their use.
 
   Consensual slavery. Consensual sexual slavery.
 
   Strangely, it was so disappointing to leave their loft. The tension was high, sexual tension, but nothing happened, nothing. I would have thrown myself at their feet this very evening, but nothing. We needed to wait, they told us, a kind of cooling off period to make sure we really wanted to do this.
 
   Really wanted to? What the fuck did they think, I was so goddamn hot and bothered I would could almost make myself cum just clenching my insides. Yea, that made me blush, the whole no orgasm thing. I glanced over to Sam, he was looking straight ahead, biting his lip, lost in his own thoughts. I had a feeling this was going to be harder on him and he knew it. 
 
   We got into the apartment, stopped as soon as the door was shut and turned towards one another. My stomach was twisting every which way, I ached between my legs, and my skin was on fire. I wanted Sam, wanted him like I'd never wanted him before. He looked at me, at my eyes, then my shoulders, my breasts, then lower. God I wanted him. But when his hands moved up, moved to my waist, I took a step back and held up my hand.
 
   "Wait," I said, though everything inside me screamed not to wait.
 
   "What," he asked, biting his lip, frowning.
 
   "Sam, I..."
 
   Suddenly he looked ashen faced, hurt, confused. He dropped his hands, then raised them and ran them through his hair. "Did I make a mistake," he asked, "I...I assumed you wanted to...you signed it...you..."
 
   "Sam," I softened, stepped back towards him, "I did, I do," I touched his arm and rubbed it softly.
 
   He exhaled loudly, his body relaxed, and he reached for me again. I let him wrap his hand around my bare arms, my eyes fluttered when his skin touched mine, and I felt a tingling between my legs. Fuck, I knew I had to be careful if this is how I felt by mere contact with him. "Sam, no," I pulled back again, "we...we can't."
 
   "Jill," he said, narrowing his eyes, begging, even pleading.
 
   "Sam, they said no...," I paused on the word, it was weird to talk to Sam this way. Sure, we'd just signed a damn Temporary Contract of Consensual Ownership (sexual ownership), but I was not used to talking to Sam about sex. We did it, we didn't usually talk about it or describe it. But I had to say it, if we were doing this, really doing this, I had to say it. "No orgasms without…without their permission."
 
   Sam's breath quickened, I assumed his pulse, too. Not that it was the first time I'd said no to sex, not by a long shot, but it was certainly the first time I said no to sex when I wanted it as badly as he did. 
 
   "Jill," he whispered. It was like they were in the room with us, standing here, watching us, so strong was the bond we now had with them. "Can't we just…they won’t know…”
 
   I shook my head, no, no we could not. If we did, if we did anything, even kissed or touched, anything, I'd never stop, not until his mouth was on me or he was inside me, not until he made me cum. "Sam, we can't," I tilted my head down so he couldn't kiss me, "we can't, you know we can't, we...we promised them.”
 
   He sighed, defeated, but the look in his eyes told me he knew I was right. "Fine," he said, almost spitting the word, the way he did when I turned him down for sex, almost angry.
 
   "Sam, we agreed. Do you want to change your mind? Do you want to back out? We can..."
 
   "No," he hissed, eyes wide like I was trying to take something away from him. “No.”
 
   I laughed. He wanted it as much as I did, this unknown, this circle, this introduction to bondage and discipline, to submission, he wanted to unlock some dark place inside him, the same place that burned inside me. "My sweet husband," I touched his face, determined that I must be strong, for him, for us, for I knew Irena was right, his orgasms were different than mine, his needs were different than mine. "You want this, don't you? You want to submit to them?"
 
   "Yes," he whimpered.
 
   "Then we can't Sam, we can’t, you know we can’t.”
 
   - Sam -
 
   The week was agony, utter agony. I couldn't focus at work, all I could think about was Thomas and Irena, mostly Irena. Tied up by her, teased by her, tormented by her. All I could think about was touching her, fantasizing about her touching me, fantasizing about her touching Jill. And about Thomas touching my wife. 
 
   Until Thursday evening, when we were in bed, and Jill she asked me what I was fantasizing about. I told her, Irena kissing her or touching her, Irena making her cum. 
 
   "What about him?"
 
   "What," I asked, distracted by the vision of Irena touching my wife between her legs, feeling a stirring between my legs as my penis grew at the fantasy.
 
   "What about Thomas touching me?"
 
   "Thomas," I swallowed, thinking of Jill tied up in their gallery, helpless, tied to a post, men touching her, men teasing her.
 
   "What about Thomas making me cum,” she lowered her voice to a nervous whisper, “with his cock.”
 
   "Jill," I said, eyes wide, "I...don't...know..." But I did know, didn't I? I had to know, I read the contract, the submissives (us) were to devote themselves to the pleasures of the dominants. Not to Irena only, to both dominants, Thomas and Irena. It mentioned vaginal intercourse, we'd agreed to that, well, dominant to submissive, though not the other way. "He might...might..." I couldn't say the words.
 
   "I hope so," she said softly, big brown eyes looking deeply into mine as she touched my face gently, and stroked my chin. If she'd said it any other way, if she hadn't touched me, if she hadn't been so gentle and sweet and loving, I would have yelled. Or screamed. Or jumped up and called her a slut. "It...it was written in the agreement that he could touch me, Sam,” she offered, "you saw that, you saw what they wrote about how he could touch me. You signed it, you agreed to it. You have him permission to touch me, right?"
 
   I nodded. But still? She hoped so? She hoped he fucked her? She hoped he made her cum? "You really want him to...to…,” I asked my wife.
 
   "Yes," she said again, face twisted. “Since I first talked to him at the gallery I’ve fantasized about him, about him inside me. Is….is that wrong? Don't you want her to...to do things to you?"
 
   Yes, I thought, but the agreement had the line about vaginal intercourse from submissive to dominant crossed out. I had a suspicion I would not find myself doing to Irena what I wanted to do.
 
   "When we were at the gallery, tied up," she looked away quickly, "you watched men touch me." I nodded, yes, I did, I watched man after man touch her through her panties. "You never looked away, never once, Sam. I watched your eyes the whole time, you never looked away.” I breathed in and out, stirred under the covers trying to hide my growing erection. 
 
   "Should we talk to them about that part...about him..."
 
   "I...I don't know, Jill, I mean, I..." What was I supposed to say? Especially since she’d already said she hoped that he…”
 
   "When...when we were at the gallery, it made me so hot seeing you tied up..."
 
   "Ohhhh," I said, almost drooling onto the pillow.
 
   "Helpless."
 
   Breath in, breath out, breath in, breath out.
 
   "It made me so hot watching you watch men touch me, Sam. And not just playfully, they pressed their hands on me, let them roam on my panties. They said things to me. One man…he…he…he brought me so close to the edge and he kept repeating his phone number, told me if I ever wanted a real man."
 
   I was afraid to move, afraid simply shifting positions would drag the sheet across the tip of my erection and make me cum.
 
   "A man's supposed to protect his wife, but you were…you were in panties, bound, helpless to stop them."
 
   "Fuck, Jill..."
 
   "Weren't you excited, too, watching them, emasculated, watching men touch me, knowing you couldn't stop them, you were tied up...wearing my panties…feminized.”
 
   "Jill, dammit."
 
   "Don't you want to watch a man touch me again? Don't you want to watch Thomas touch me, don't you want to watch a man make me cum,” Jill asked, but fully aware of my raging week-old erection.
 
   I threw the sheet off my body, I had to be free, I couldn't have anything touching me, or I swear, I was going to explode that very instant.
 
   "Do you, Sam, do you, do you want Thomas to make me cum?”
 
   "Yes, dammit," I said, clenching my teeth, "yes, fuck, yes."
 
   "Oh lover," she said, putting an arm on my naked chest, "oh my poor, poor lover." 
 
   **********
 
   I don't think I've ever been as nervous as I was Friday evening at five minutes to six o'clock as Jill and I stood, holding hands, at the door to Thomas and Irena's loft. Nervous and excited, too. So excited that, but for the white sheer, embroidered lace low-rise bikini panties I wore under my grey slacks—Jill's panties once again—I would have had a raging erection. But I couldn't, her panties made sure of that. I didn't even wear them at Irena's direction, Jill said Irena did not say anything about wearing panties, instead Jill asked me to. And asked me to to tuck myself, like I was the night at the gallery. You looked so cute, she'd told me. So feminine.
 
   “You really want me to,” I’d asked her.
 
   “Yes, Sam,” she said softly, touching my chest, smiling shyly as she did. “I…I told you, it turns me on seeing you wear them, it’s like, you’re so vulnerable, so soft, so small, so…”
 
   “Un-masculine,” I said, frowning. Her blush told me I was right.
 
   Jill too wore pretty lingerie, far prettier than what I wore though, starting with a white lace and mesh soft cupped basque, matching brazilian thong panties, and white stockings with a deep floral lace band held up by the basque's garter straps. Over, she wore a lavender blue silk chiffon dress and four inch sandals with a dainty ankle strap. She had her hair pulled back, with wispy loose strands framing her face.
 
   Thomas answered the door, Jill squeeze my hand at the sight of him. He was wearing white slacks, a pink shirt unbuttoned two buttons more than I would do, and with his facial stubble, once again resembles a movie star. 
 
   "Don't you look beautiful," he said, kissed Jill, pulled her into the loft with me following. "Samuel," he nodded to me. 
 
   "Thomas...sir," I amend my greeting, trying to get my bearings, trying to keep my sanity. Dammit, Jill wants this man to make her cum!
 
   "Ahhh, they've arrived, right on time," Irena called out, walking into the large room from a hall. I don't know how it was possible, but she looked more beautiful every time I saw her. She was wearing a tight, body hugging deep red sleeveless jersey dress that showed off every curve of her body, her waist, her breasts. Her hose were dark, I suspected (correctly I soon found out) that they were stockings. She too approached Jill first, but rather than the soft, quick kiss Thomas gave her, Irena pulled Jill to her and kissed her firmly, for ten, fifteen seconds, on the mouth. A deep, wet, passionate kiss, a kiss of hunger, of sexual need.
 
   "Ohhh," Jill gasped when Irena finally let her go.
 
   "I know, I'm two minutes early but I can't help myself."
 
   "It's okay," Jill answered, wavering from foot to foot unsteadily, dizzy.
 
   "So," Irena looked at the two of us, a broad smile on her face, "here we are."
 
   "Here, we are," I repeated, shifting from foot to foot, quickly looking from one woman to the other, from my beautiful wife to the dominant woman standing next to her, her dominant husband in my peripheral vision.
 
   For a moment, the tension was so intense, so palpable, I wondered if we'd made some great mistake. For fuck's sake, we agreed to be slaves, we agreed to be their consensual slaves! What the hell were we thinking? 
 
   You know exactly what you were thinking, Sam, you were thinking that you want to see your wife get ravished by Irena—and you wanted the same thing for yourself. And you're thinking about the night at the gallery, tied up and helpless. You're thinking what you thought reading the agreement, the thing you couldn't get out of your mind night after night, that being helpless was the most erotic thing you could imagine. 
 
   "It's 6," Thomas said softly from behind us, "it's time."
 
   "Yes, Sir," I said as respectfully as I could manage to address a man like that, “What shall we do?"
 
   "Undress down to your underwear, stand with your hands behind your backs,” Irena said from in front of us, "you'll start with this each Friday at six, without being prompted. Start by exposing your bodies to us, symbolically as well as actually. Jill, you first.”
 
   Jill nodded, "Yes, Ma'am," she said, reaching up to undo her dress. While her answer and her movements were immediate, the look on her face said something else—uncertainty, apprehension, even fear. If these were the emotions she felt, they mirrored my own; clothes were symbolic protection against the world and by removing them, especially while Thomas and Irena remained clothed, their power and our submission would be amplified. I paused, knowing how uncomfortable I felt, and would feel, standing before them, especially given what I wore under my trousers.
 
   "Samuel," Thomas said standing to my side, "Irena ordered you to undress, surely you don't mean to disobey and be punished by me, do you?"
 
   Punished? Oh, god, how badly I wanted to get punished by Irena? But Thomas? That was another matter all together. Punished by a beautiful woman? Yes. But by a man? Was that really what would happen? Yes, of course. Did I want that? No! Yes, yes you do, Sam, yes you do. No, not yet, anyway, not quite yet. That would be too much, too fast, too intense. 
 
   "N...no, Sir," I managed to respond.
 
   "Good, then do as you were ordered, Samuel," he said gently. I untucked and unbuttoned my shirt, set it aside. Jill was finished, she didn't have much to do except take off her dress, and was standing quietly in her white lingerie and heels, head down, hands clasped behind her. Both of them were staring at her body.
 
   I took off my shoes and socks, hand shaking, reached for my belt. They had already seen me like this, naked but for panties, but that did nothing to decrease the humiliation and shame I felt when I was finished and stood there like my wife, naked but for lingerie, hands behind me.
 
   Irena smiled, spoke softly. "You wore panties without being asked."
 
   "Pardon me," Jill spoke up, "I...I asked him to, Ma'am."
 
   "Did you now, and why is that, my pretty?"
 
   "I...I thought it would make you happy, Ma'am."
 
   I looked to Jill, my brow furrowed. "Your husband looks confused, Jill, is there some other reason that you told him to wear panties?”
 
   Jill glanced at me, face slightly pink, a small blush. "I...I wanted him to because..."
 
   "Because...what did you tell him, Jill?"
 
   "That it turns me on seeing him wear them."
 
   "Oh, sweetie," Irena said, taking a step towards her, touching her face tenderly. "It turns you on seeing your husband emasculated and feminized? Does it really?”
 
   "Yes," Jill said. I'm sorry, she mouthed to me.
 
   "Don't be sorry, Jill," Irena said, "don't be sorry at all, in fact, I told you, I like my male slaves to be pretty, too, it brings out their inner sissy."
 
   Jill looked up at Irena., eyes wide.
 
   "Come, Jill, he's never been very masculine, has he? No real man looks so pretty wearing panties...could you imagine Thomas wearing them?" Jill laughed without thinking, I almost did, too. No, of course she couldn't, Thomas was a man. "Not that he'd ever fit in them," she said with a wink causing Jill to moan softly.
 
   Unlike you, a voice inside my head answered.
 
   "Samuel here, on the other hand," Irena said, sliding sideways to me, "looks absolutely adorable in panties. They're Jill's I presume," she asked me.
 
   "Yes...Ma'am," I said, looking down. 
 
   "They fit perfectly," she said as she reached forward and touched the front of my panties, making both Jill and I gasp at the same time, me in pleasure, her in shock, "not a hint of anything masculine, I'm very pleased. She leaned over towards my ear, the one away from Jill, whispered softly so Jill could not hear. "Panties always fit a sissy perfectly, Samuel."
 
   "I'm not..."
 
   "Oh, but you're much closer to a sissy than a man, Samuel, you'll see, you'll see," she said, whispering in my ear,  silencing my protest. Stepping back, she addressed both of us. "I'm glad you have him wearing panties, Jill, I expect it for the next four weeks. The entire time. Not just when you're here, understand? Always.”
 
   "Yes, Ma'am," Jill nodded. I felt my stomach tighten, she was crazy. But then, I felt my panties tighten, too, at her command, at the thought of wearing panties every day for a month, at the humiliation.
 
   “We’re clear on that, Samuel?”
 
   “Yes, Ma’am,” I said, didn’t even consider using my safe word.
 
   "Now, before we get started, since this is the first weekend, I want to go over a couple of things; I'm sure you're both anxious and nervous, being new to this, but excited, too." Jill and I both nodded. "While we're talking, Thomas is going to put cuffs on your wrists and ankles and bind your hands behind your backs like they were last week at the gallery, okay."
 
   Jill and I looked at one another, nodded. “Yes, Ma'am," we answered in unison.
 
   "Excellent. Now as you know, you've both consented to be our slaves from now until 6 pm on Sunday and signed an agreement reflecting that.” While she said this, Thomas came up silently behind Jill and buckled a pink, black trimmed leather cuff around each of her wrists. As he did so, I heard something jingle and click, the sound a padlock makes when clasped shut. Shit, this was different, they were locking the cuffs on us. "Under the agreement, the Temporary Contract of Consensual Ownership, you offered yourselves in consensual slavery to us from 6 pm Friday to 6 pm Sunday for four weekends.” Thomas was now kneeling at Jill's feet, buckling and locking identical pink and black leather cuffs around her nylon covered ankles, though he did not bind her ankles together like he did her wrists.
 
   "You both understand that you agree to obey us, to devote yourselves entirely to our pleasures and desires, and that you renounce all rights to your own pleasures, including orgasms, unless we permit it. Jill?"
 
   "Yes, Mistress," Jill said bashfully. 
 
   "Samuel?" I felt Thomas take my wrists in his hands, buckle the same color and style leather cuffs around them as he did to Jill, both heard and felt the locks click into place.
 
   "Yes, Mistress," I said, my voice cracked as Thomas attached one cuff to the other. Consensual sexual slavery.
 
   Irena smiled. "Don't worry, Samuel, you'll find things pleasurable, even if you don't orgasm when you'd like to. Thomas was at my feet now, buckling the cuffs around my ankles. "As you may have surmised, you can expect to be kept in bondage of some type the entire weekend? And you know you can expect some pain, too, as spelled out in the agreement, as a punishment, but to bring pleasure, too."
 
   We both nodded our agreement. Bondage. Pain. Pleasure.
 
   "You have safe words and safe gestures. Use them, please, if you must. And communicate. If there is something that you really want stopped, you must let us know. Red, yellow, and green, my pets. We do not want to make you use them, but we understand you're both new, inexperienced, so, red if you really must, yellow if you want to slow down, green if things are okay. Okay?" We nodded again. "Answer out loud, please."
 
   "Yes, Ma'am."
 
   “Excellent. Now, before we get started, before we go any further, do you have any questions? Anything?
 
   Jill and I looked at one another, exchanged that look a married couple has (though not one usually used when naked and bound before a couple), both shook our heads. "No, Ma'am."
 
   "Shall we start, then? Thomas?"
 
   Thomas took my bound wrists in his hands, tugged gently, walked me backwards towards the island between the kitchen and the great room until we were next to it. My stomach was churning, my mind racing wondering what was going to happen, what he or his wife were going to do to me. But it turned out nothing, for the moment. All he did was fasten my wrists to something at the bar (an eyebolt I later learned, something that was built into many inconspicuous parts of their loft in places perfect for immobilizing a slave). 
 
   "Promise to behave while we tend to your wife, Samuel," Irena asked.
 
   Wait, were they going to just leave me here? “But…but I…”
 
   Thomas chuckled. "We're just going to take her to the playroom and get her ready, don't worry, we'll be back for you in a few."
 
   The playroom? What the hell was the playroom? Oh, I would learn, I would learn most intimately what the playroom was over the weekend. I would come to hate it and love it and dread it and look forward to it.
 
   - Jill -
 
   Thomas took me by the upper arm, away from my bound husband, Irena was in front, leading the way out of the room, towards the playroom, whatever the fuck that was. I glanced over my shoulder at Sam, bound with his arms behind him as I was, secured to something at the bar, looked down at his waist, at the panties he wore—my panties. Irena said she expected it, him to wear panties, for the entire four weeks, not just when we were with them, the entire time, and when she said it, I felt an immediate pressure between my legs. My Sam in women’s panties for four whole weeks!
 
   "What...what's the playroom," I asked foolishly.
 
   "Oh, you'll see, darling, you'll see," Irena answered without looking back. We walked down a long, wide hall, twice as wide as a standard hall, towards a door in the brick wall at the end. She paused when she reached the door, turned to me. "Remember, Jill, safe words." She opened the door, leaned inside, flipped on a light and Thomas walked me through the door.
 
   "Fuck," I gasped softly as I looked around the large room. Two of the walls were brick, the other two were painted a deep, crimson red, the floors were dark wood. It was similar to the gallery where I’d been bound except sinister, so much more sinister. I hardly knew where to look, there were so many...things...kinky things...things from the pictures...things you dreamed about. Things 
 
   One wall was dominated by a large metal framed four poster canopy bed covered in black shiny sheets. Another wall had a large black leather X-frame in the middle, covered in buckles and metal rings. Next to the X-frame were cabinets containing god knew what. To the other side were shelves with pegs, hanging from which were whips, crops, paddles, straps, and other instruments of torture.
 
   To my left, one corner of the room was walled off with metal bars forming a small cage. Above me, black metal bars crisscrossed the ceiling with eye-bolts and small lengths of chain hanging from them. And there was other furniture besides the bed—a padded saw horse, a padded straight backed leather and metal chair, other padded black metal things I could only begin to imagine the purpose for.
 
   Everything, I knew from the photography exhibit, designed to immobilize and bound and detain a willing submissive.
 
   "Welcome to the playroom, Jill," Irena turned towards me with a hopeful smile on her face. "I...I don't mean to be melodramatic, but I've been fantasizing about getting you in here from the first moment I saw you flirting with my husband. You were being a very naughty girl that night, you know, I wanted to address that.”
 
   I swallowed, would have been terrified at her implication if not for her eyes. "What...what are you going to do to me…to us,” I asked, the safe words running through my mind—red, yellow, green, red, yellow, red, yellow, red, red.
 
   “With you? Lots and lots of things, my pretty, but mostly tie you up, spank you, and tease you until you're begging to cum."
 
   "Oh, god," I said, knees shaking. Red, yellow, red, yellow, red, yellow.
 
   "Oh, Mistress," she corrected. “And your pretty little husband? Much the same but for two small differences.”
 
   “What…what differences?”
 
   “I’m going to make sure he understands he’s not a man.”
 
   “Uummmm,” I gasped, felt a tingling between my legs.
 
   “And two? Unlike you, no matter how much he begs, no matter how good he is, he will not be allowed to cum until later Sunday.” My eyes went wide, he was going to go crazy! “Are you ready, Jill?”
 
   "I...I don't know what to do," I said softly, looking around, not sure how half, more, of the stuff worked.
 
   "Do, Jill? There's only one thing to do, really."
 
   "What, Ma'am," I asked wondering what the one thing could possibly be.
 
   "This will sound odd right now, I know you're overwhelmed, but I’m going to give you something to do, something to focus on, a goal for your evening...don't cum...don't you dare cum until I tell you that you can." I could see the gleam in her eyes, the recognition her words had on me, sort of a reverse psychological effect. Like telling a child, who might not notice a plate of cookies, that he couldn't have one—suddenly, cumming was all I could think about. "Don't cum, Jill, as bad as you'll want to when we start, don't, and I promise you when I finally let you, it will best orgasm you've ever had."
 
   I just stared at her, breathing heavily, feeling the heat between my legs. "I'll try, Ma'am."
 
   "You'll do more than try, trust me," Thomas said from behind me, unclipping my hands from one another. He immediately clipped them in front of me and and raised them over my head, connecting them to one of the chains handing from the ceiling, quickly and easily immobilizing me. 
 
   The sensation of being bound was, with Irena's admonition not to cum, more powerful than the week before, much more powerful. I was helpless before, but with other people around, and merely subject to bondage. Now I was their slave. By agreement, yes, but their slave just the same. To do what they wanted with, to serve, there for their pleasure. 
 
   "We're going to get you ready before we bring your husband in, okay?" I nodded.   "Red, yellow, or green, Jill," she asked.
 
   "Green, Ma'am, green." I said, thinking, don't cum, don't cum, even if I couldn't yet. 
 
   "Excellent," she said as she walked to the bed where she unzipped and stepped out of her dress. 
 
   "Ohhhh," I gasped without wanting to so struck was I by her beauty. Like me, she wore lingerie—a bra, panties, and garter belt, stockings, too—just her set was so much more elegant and pretty than mine, and black, sinister. All three pieces were made of the most exquisite tulle and lace, all made her look beautiful and sinister at once, a woman I would have done anything just to kneel before and touch. Or kiss.
 
   "Seems someone has a thing for girls, Thomas,” she said as she walked up to me, took my head in her hands, pulled my mouth to hers, and kissed me deeply and passionately, probing my mouth with her tongue. 
 
   "I think you're right," I heard Thomas agree from close behind me, though I was too lost in the embrace with Irena to ponder the man present behind me, too taken, too smitten with her soft lips to worry what he was doing. Until his hands touched my skin.
 
   "Ummm," I tried to protest, but Irena wouldn't have it, she held my mouth to hers, kept her tongue between my lips, intertwined with hers. To great effect, too, my mind raced back to the woman in front of me, my eyes closed, lost in the kiss. He was behind me, kneeling, his hands were on my hips, at the waistband of my panties, that much I could sense. His hands are touching you, Jill, Thomas's hands, his masculine hands; a man is touching you. I understood what he was going to do before he did it, he was going to remove my panties. Don't cum, don't cum, don't cum. I wouldn't, I couldn't, his hand were merely on my hips. But you’re already so close!
 
   But he didn't pull my panties down the way I would have, the way Sam had time and time again. He didn't tug at the waistband at my hips. Instead, as Irena continued her sensual kiss, Thomas slid his hands around, following the waistband, one hand moved to the small of my back where the thong left the crack of my ass. The other, a second later, moved towards the front, as he did, his fingers brushed across the crotch of my panties, brushed gently across my wet vagina. "Ohhhhh," I groaned the second his fingers touched me, teased me, stroked me. 
 
   His hands didn't stop, he moved the one on my ass inside the waistband and ran his fingers downward, and pressed in, pressed two fingers between my ass cheeks, letting his fingers push the thong out, teasing my ass as he did. But it was his hand in front that set my teeth to chattering. Like from behind, he slipped his hand down the front of my panties; I steadied myself, felt every nerve in my pelvis catch fire, waited, hoped, his fingers would again find my pussy, my clit.
 
   But they didn't. Instead his hand went over my pussy, cupped it, put pressure on it; he didn't move, but I did, I couldn't help it, I pressed my pelvis down, and while his wife kissed me, tried to hump his hands, tried to rub his hands against my ass, my clit, tried to get his fingers inside me.
 
   You fucking slut, a voice inside me mocked, but I didn't care, I needed it, needed her, needed him. Irena knew what I was doing, she kept the kiss going, moved her head up and down with mine as I humped her husband's hands. "Don't you dare cum," she hissed between kisses.
 
   It took every ounce of willpower I had to stop and I knew the inner voice was right, I was a fucking slut, I was desperate to cum. And not just cum, but cum from Thomas touching me and Irena kissing me. For half a minute, none of us moved. Irena kept her lips locked on mine, Thomas kept his hands pressed against my ass and pussy, and I just stood there, afraid the slightest shift in my weight would send me over the edge.
 
   Just when I was about to lose my mind, when I was about to hump him again for the three seconds it would have taken me to cum, Thomas slowly pulled his hands away, downward, pulling my panties down my legs. "Such a good girl," Irena said as she stepped back, looked in my eyes. "Oh, darling,” she laughed, “I hate to disappoint you, but you're a long, long way from cumming," she touched my face, reading the begging in my eyes. "Red, yellow, or green, my pretty?"
 
   "Green," I said without thinking, without pause, green, fuck, please, green, let me cum, make me cum.
 
   "When's the last a man made you cum," Thomas asked, standing up behind me.
 
   “Um, Sam and I..."
 
   WACK! The sharp pain made me jump, it was his hand, his bare hand coming in contact with my bare ass. “I asked when's the last time a MAN made you cum," he asked again, a sharp tone in his voice. "Not your feminine husband, I want to know when the last time a MAN made you cum?"
 
   Oh god, oh my fucking god. “I…I don't know," I stammered; I'd been married to Sam for two years and we dated for three years before we got married so...
 
   "When," he asked again, another smack on my ass for good measure. 
 
   Fuck, I couldn’t think straight. “Five…” I started to answer, five years ago, but that's not what I said. “Three years ago," I heard myself say. Fuck. Three years ago Sam and I broke up for a few weeks and I guy I was friends with was over one night and we were drinking and one thing led to another and...
 
   "Three years," he repeated, eyebrow raised. Fuck, why'd you tell him that? Did I tell him when we met? Did he understand what three years would mean to Sam? “And when's the last time a man made you this wet?"
 
   That was much easier. "At...at your gallery, Sir," I whispered.  
 
   "Any one in particular?"
 
   "All...all of them."
 
   "Open your mouth," he ordered me.
 
   For a moment I thought he was afraid he was going to stuff my wet panties in my mouth and while part of me revolted at the thought, another part of me was so beyond turned on I would have greedily sucked them if ordered. He saw the look in my eyes, smiled as if he knew what I was thinking, but it was Irena who gagged me, not with my panties, but instead with a pink rubber ball gag with a pink leather strap.
 
   "Okay," she asked?
 
   "Mgggffff," I grunted once and blinked once. Green means go!
 
   "Let's get you finished then so we can bring your husband in, he's probably dying with anticipation."
 
   "Ymmmffff." Yes, Ma'am.
 
   Once again, it was Thomas who touched me, his hands on my waist, setting my skin on fire. Thomas had something in his hands, a white rope with several knots tied into it. He made a loop, ran the rope through it, and wrapped it around my waist. I didn't understand what he was doing, grunted, watched him loop the ends of the rope again in front of me, the end with the knots, and felt him reach between my legs from behind. 
 
   Oh, fuck, he was going to..."Ohhhhh," I yelped through the gag as he pulled the ends of between my legs, pulled them tight so the rope pressed against my pussy, so that the knots pressed against my clit and the rest of my pussy, and went up between my ass like a thong. 
 
   "It's a crotch rope," he said pulling it tighter still, tying it off, "you'll find it quite devilish, especially in a minute."
 
   Devilish it was—the rope dug into my pussy, rubbed my outer lips, rubbed against my clit much like his hands, made it tingle, made every sensitive nerve come alive, but not enough to push me too far, not enough to make me cum. It walked me to the edge, but left me there, close, so close.
 
   Irena, the fucking goddess Irena in her sinister black lingerie, walked over to the wall of cabinets, opened one, took something out—a short silver chain—and walked up to me grinning. Thomas, still behind me, gave a tug to the crotch rope, which caused me to squeal through the gag. 
 
   Fuck, I wanted to cum, fuck, fuck, fuck, what was happening to me? I was a good girl, that's the way I thought of myself, a good girl. I always dressed properly and acted properly and I was friendly and dependable and loyal. I was a good wife, too. I loved my husband, I was his friend, I was as loyal to him as anyone, as any wife.
 
   And yet, I was standing in the middle of this couple's kinky playroom wearing scanty lingerie and heels, my arms bound together over my head, gagged, a fucking crotch rope around my waist and between my legs, dying for one of them to make me cum.
 
   "Ohggggffff," I moaned as Thomas ran his hands up my sides over the bustier, up my rib cage to my breasts. "Ohggggffffm," I groaned louder as he continued, took a breast into each hand and squeezed, firm, yet not harsh. He said nothing in response, simply kneaded my breasts making my legs turn to mush and my eyes flutter.
 
   "Thomas has a way with his hands, doesn't he," Irena said, watching her husband play with my breasts, watching his hands as they moved upward, slid down between the cups of the bustier and touch my flesh. “He know exactly how to make a woman forget about everything except his hands.”
 
   "Hmmmmm," I said, my tongue pressed to the ball gag in my mouth. He pushed his hands downward, pushed the lace cups down, and lifted my breasts, exposed them. I breathed quickly, panting, squirming, then shaking as he took my right nipple between his thumb and forefinger and rolled it between them, instantly hardening it. “Ohhhhhhh,” I moaned through the gag as once again I rushed to the edge.
 
   "Just perfect darling," Irena said, I thought to me, but to him. "Just hold it right there." She then addressed me, "Hold still my pet." She raised her hand, holding one end of the chain, and I saw for the first time that there was something attached to the end, some sort of clip, some sort of clamp.
 
   "Wwwaaaaaa," I yelped, trying to back away, unable to due to my hands bound over my head and Thomas's body pressed against me. Wait, wait!
 
   "Pet?"
 
   "Whaahhhh," I said, looking down at her hand. What's that???
 
   "What's this? Nipple clamps, my dear, don't worry, I see it in your eyes, they don't hurt like you think they will. I mean, they’ll hurt some, they're tight, but it's more like pressure. Though it's a whole different matter when they come off, of course, but you'll love it, trust me, okay?"
 
   Nipple clamps? She was going to attach those things to my nipple. Wait, to my nipples. Oh, fuck, oh, fuck. Red, yellow, green, red, yellow, green. I didn't make three grunts or three blinks, two either. Or one. I just stood there, waiting, afraid, trusting, scared, anticipating, shaking. Wet. She took my silence for acquiescence, it was, and with Thomas holding my nipple steady, attached the clip to it. I waited for a burst of pain, mentally prepared myself for it, but she was right, the clamp put pressure on my nipple, hurt a little, but it didn't bite, didn't sting, it wasn’t an explosive pain. If anything, it shot a jolt of electricity from my breast to my clit, and after a moment, I simply exhaled.
 
   "See," she said. "Now the other one." I looked down, expecting Thomas to take this nipple between his thumb and finger, too. But he didn't, he just held my breasts, lifted it upwards; it was Irena who hardened my left nipple.
 
   She leaned down, so quickly I had no time to register what she was doing, took my nipple between her lips, between her teeth, and licked and bit and teethed it. "Ohhhhhhhh," I moaned, delighted beyond belief, delighted at seeing a woman's mouth on my breast, licking and sucking and biting.
 
   My nipple hardened instantly, this time the jolt from my breast to my pussy was overwhelming, constant, making me throb. Involuntarily, I clenched my pussy, trying to make myself cum, but she knew what I was doing and would have none of that. "Owwwwww," I yelped as she bit my nipple.
 
   "No cumming, pet," she warned when she released my nipple from her teeth and attached the second clamp to my nipple, holding the chain in her hands. "These are special little clamps," she said, “simply constant pressure at first, but when you tug..." she pulled gently on the chain and the pressure immediately increased on my nipples, "that all changes for the better...for us. For the worse...for you."
 
   "Hmmmgggg," I moaned as she tugged the chain, tightening the clamps grip on my hard nipples, shooting more fire, more pleasure, more pressure to my clit.
 
   "Almost done, Jill," Thomas said as he released his grip on my breasts, and walked in front of me, eyeing my body hungrily. "Just a small detail to make things interesting." He walked to the same cabinet from which Irena got the nipple clamps, came back with another length of thin chain, this one with hooks rather than clamps on the ends. I squinted, tried to understand what he was going to do with it,  and found out quickly enough. He took one end of the chain and attached it to a hook over my head, about a foot or two in front of me. Then he took the chain attached to my nipples, took up the slack, but didn't pull it tight, and I suddenly understood and whined through the ball gag.
 
   The gap caused the whine, my immediate understanding of what it meant. Because my arms were over my head, I could only move forward so much, which I did, instinctively. But...but...the middle of the chain attached to my nipples and the hook at the end of the other chain he held were about six inches apart.
 
   "Closer, Jill," he urged me gently tugging the chain connecting my nipples. I scooted closer, as far as my cuffed hands would allow, closing the gap to two, maybe three inches, still not enough. "A little more," he urged me, this time pulling me towards him, towards the hook, by the chain, tightening the pressure on my nipples, flooding me with a tingling feeling, uncomfortable, yet intense.
 
   "Mfffgggfff," I moaned, I begged, I pleaded. 
 
   "Almost there, Jill," he said and pulled the chain closer to the hook, pulled my nipples, my breasts, my body, "another inch."
 
   "Pmmmffff," I said, please, please, please. The pressure on my nipples increased yet again, as did the pressure between my legs.
 
   Click. He got the hook on the chain and I was able to relax an inch, ever so slightly, but the pressure on my nipples remained and I realized how devilish the bondage was. If I moved forward, stretching my arms, the chain slackened and the grip of the nipple clamps softened, but if I relaxed, if I let myself pull back to a more comfortable position for my arms, the slack went away, the chains tightened, and the pressure burst through my nipples.
 
   If I pulled backwards to relax the pull on my arms, the chain connected to my nipples tightened, the clamps, too. "Ohhhfffggg," I groaned, dizzy from the sensations overwhelming me.
 
   - Samuel -
 
   For the first few minutes, I moved from foot to foot, pulling on the cuffs that secured me to a hook beneath the breakfast bar. Promise to behave, I was told, before they led my wife off to prepare her, what ever the hell that meant. Behave? How could I not behave? I was bound (quite securely), naked (save for Jill's panties), and helpless. I couldn't not behave, I couldn’t do anything but stand there and wait, stand there and let my mind dwell on what they were doing to my wife.
 
   As the minutes wore on, I began to wonder if they'd forgotten about me. I thought about calling out to them, thought better of it. Finally, after seeming to wait forever I heard the sound of heels coming down the hall that Thomas and Irena led my wife through earlier, I perked up, anxious, they were coming back for me, finally. But it wasn't both Thomas and Irena, it was only she who emerged from the hall, hands clasped behind her back, a vision of sinister beauty. "Wondered if we forgot about you, Samuel," she asked.
 
   My eyes were wide, seeing her dressed in black lingerie, my penis immediately flooded with blood and swelled as much as it could folded back in the panties I wore. "I...Irena," I mumbled.
 
   "That's 'Mistress' or 'Ma'am' to you, my pretty pet."
 
   "Mistress," I said, quickly correcting myself, cringing at being called pretty.
 
   She smiled, picked up on my discomfort, like she was waiting for it, hoping for it. "They always resist at first," she said to herself, walking slowly towards me, a seductive smile on her face. "My pretty pets, that is, thinking that I'll spare them if they tell me they don't like it, not knowing it does no good." I looked down from her eyes, though my eyes found nowhere to go, for escaping her look meant looking at her breasts, the skin of her stomach, her nylon clad legs and feet. She laughed. “Do you think she likes seeing you in panties as much as I do? Seeing you soft and pretty and...feminine?"
 
   I blushed, fuck, I fucking blushed, looked down at the floor now, shook. "I...I don't know, Mistress," I said.
 
   She walked behind me, around the breakfast bar. I heard her set something down, she must have been holding something behind her back, and then she climbed up onto the counter and I felt her breasts push into my back. Instinctively, I tried to move forward, away from her. She laughed. "There's nowhere to run, pet," she cooed in my ear, "you're mine, all mine. I felt something wrap around my neck, looked down, saw a flash of pink leather, a collar much like my cuffs. "You're lying, by the way."
 
   "Lying…Ma'am?"
 
   “Lying,” she said, buckling the collar closed.
 
   “I…I don’t understand.”
 
   “You don’t know if she likes seeing you in pretty little lace panties?”
 
   “I…”
 
   “She loves it,” Irena whispered in my ear.
 
   Irena climbed off the counter, walked in front of me, touched the front of my panties, chuckled. “Put a man in panties, he looks silly, like, well, a man in panties. But a sissy boy? It will make you forget he was born a male.”
 
   “Ohhhhh,” I groaned from her words, her touch.
 
   “You know you’ve never made her cum with this,” she said, still rubbing my trapped penis.
 
   “I…I have…she…”
 
   “She fakes if, Samuel, she fakes it because she loves you.”
 
   “I…I try,” I protested. She fakes it?
 
   “I’m sure you do, but you don’t have to worry about that this weekend, there’s a man for her now, you don’t have to worry about using this on her.”
 
   “Uuggggg,” I groaned again, her words were so erotically powerful, terrifying, but powerful. Isn’t this what she wants? Thomas? Isn’t this what I wanted, too?
 
   “This,” she flicked my penis hard enough to make me yelp, “will NOT be inside her while you’re serving Thomas and me. Know why?” I shook my head. She leaned into me, pressed her breasts to my chest, reached behind me. “Because sissies don’t get to fuck women, even their wives, that’s what men like Thomas are for.” She yanked me forward. “Come, sissy, let’s go see your wife ravaged.”
 
  
 
  



Chapter 6 – Pleasure and Pain
 
    
 
    
 
   - Samuel -
 
   The second Irena led me into the room, my eyes went wide, a mixture of shock and excitement at what they had done to my wife. I looked up at her, the tangle of chains and rope and bondage, at the gag in her mouth, the slight line of drool escaping from one corner of her mouth. I looked in her eyes, saw stress, saw torment. What had they done to her? Thomas was standing to her side, the side away from me.
 
   “Jill,” I gasped. I turned to Irena. “What…what have you done to her, she…she…” I looked down at the rope that ran between her legs, between the lips of her vagina, the knot. Jill moved forward slightly, the rope tightened, dug into her, she moved back, moaned. Her nipples! I understood now, move one way and the rope dug into her  vagina, move the other way, back so the rope slackened and the chain hanging overhead tugged her nipples. “Irena!”
 
   Irena laughed. “Blink for him, Jill, red, yellow, or green?”
 
   Jill looked at me, blinked one long, hard blink. Green means go, green fucking means go.
 
   “But…”
 
   Smack!
 
   The sound startled me, the sound of something hard meeting human flesh. My eyes tracked the movement, Thomas, he’d flicked his wrist, but he hadn’t touched her. Yet she’d jumped, forward then back, pressure between her legs then on her nipples, and she moaned, simply moaned.
 
   Smack!
 
   The same sound, this time my eyes picked up the movement, it wasn’t Thomas’s hand that touched my wife, it was something he was holding, something long, black and…Jill moved forward, I saw it…a crop, a riding crop, like what a rider used on a horse, Thomas used on my wife!
 
   “Hmmmmmm,” Jill moaned again. When the crop connected with her ass, she involuntarily jumped forward, the rope cut into her vagina, so she jumped back, the chain, the things on her nipples, the clamps, tugged at her nipples, at her breasts.
 
   “Jill,” I said again in fear for my wife. My god, what had we gotten ourselves into?
 
   But Jill just looked at me, blinked again, one long, hard blink. Green means go.
 
   “She doesn’t want your help, Samuel,” Irena said softly, “in fact you can’t help her, you can’t protect her, that’s something a man does, not a sissy.” Smack! Thomas flicked the crop again, emphasizing his control over my wife, his control over me. “She likes the pain, Samuel, it isn’t sadistic, it’s liberating. But it’s not all pain, of course, we give her pleasure, too.”
 
   As if orchestrated, part of a rehearsed ballet, Thomas moved again, though this time not to inflict pain with the crop, instead reached between her legs, cupped her, squeezed her lips between his fingers and massaged. Immediately, Jill began to shake, a moan escaped her lips, she was close to edge of orgasm faster than I’d ever seen her, close, so close.
 
   Smack! He had moved his hand away from her pussy, with his free hand, he wielded the crop with pinpoint accuracy, landed the tip right in the middle of her bare cheek. Jill’s eyes fluttered back into her head, she’d been so close, would have cum if he hadn’t moved. “Pleeeeee,” Jill moaned through the gag as she eyed Thomas.
 
   I felt my penis jump, strain against the crotch of the panties, as my wife begged another man to make her cum. Thomas looked me in the eyes, down at my panties, back in my eyes, smiled, his meaning clear. Listen to your wife beg, sissy, that’s how she begs a MAN to make her happy. Thomas turned back to Jill, smack, went the crop. “You haven’t earned it yet, Jill, besides she’s the one you should beg…tonight, anyway.” 
 
   Jill looked quickly at Irena. “Mena.”
 
   “Yes, pet, I’ll be handing out the orgasms tonight.”
 
   “Ohhh,” I gasped, thinking of Irena touching me, tasting me, stroking me.
 
   She laughed, mocked me, though I didn’t understand her amusement then, didn’t know it would be almost two days until I was permitted to orgasm, and even then in a way I never imagined. “Shall we trade, Thomas? I want a turn with her, you can secure my pretty pet here, can’t you?”
 
   “Of course, darling,” he said as he walked towards his wife, handed her the crop. “I assume you’ll want this?”
 
   “You know me too well.”
 
   “Don’t worry, Samuel, we have more,” he said as he took me by the arm.
 
   I turned towards Irena, but she stood still as Thomas led me, “Once you’re secure, pet,” she smiled.
 
   Thomas guided me towards something, contraption was the word that sprung to mind, sinister worked, too, torturous, perhaps. Or wonderful, given the throbbing between my legs. It was hard to describe, hard to fathom how it was used, though I had some idea, including that I was soon to be bound to it. It was a chair of some sort, obviously meant to immobilize, the back a large black cross, just under six feet tall, the horizontal arms padded. The seat, what there was to it, was similarly black, padded, but unlike the seat of any traditional chair. Rather than a seat to sit in, the ‘seat’ was’V’ shaped to support and secure the legs, but leaving the ass exposed, vulnerable. 
 
   Thomas stood me before it, unclipped my wrists, spun me around. “Sit,” he commanded, gently easing me downward, “legs there, that’s it, let’s get you secured.” I swallowed, looked at Jill, who stood still, watched, eyes full of lust. “Head against the back,” he pushed me back, I heard and felt a snap as he clipped my collar to the vertical of the cross, immobilizing my neck. “Safe word?”
 
   “Green,” I said quietly, as if there could be anything else.
 
   “Good. Here, arms up and out.” He secured one wrist to the horizontal crossbar, walked behind me, secured the other; my breathing increased, nerves, fear, excitement, unease at the unknown. “Legs, then one more thing.” Thomas knelt at my feet, secured each ankle to the base, leaving my legs spread wide, the actual vulnerability even worse than I imagined, it left me helpless, exposed, scared. “I’m going to gag you, remember the safe words, one, two, or three blinks or grunts for okay, slow down, stop?”
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I said, barely a groan, “I…”
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “I’m…I’m scared.”
 
   “You should be, a little, are you okay?” He opened a chest next to the chair, took something out, another crop, something else, too, shut the chest.
 
   “Are…are you going to hurt me?”
 
   He smiled. “A little…not as much as Irena is going to hurt her, though, but it’s only fair.”
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “Open wide.” I opened my mouth, he placed the pink ball gag between my lips, buckled it behind my head. “I mean it’s only fair she gets hurt more, after all, she gets to cum today.”
 
   “Tddyyy?”
 
   “Surely Irena told you, didn’t she?” 
 
   I shook my head, what did he mean? “Tllll mmmmggg?”
 
   He chuckled, reached down between my legs. I tried to move, tried to back away, but there was nowhere to go, nothing to do, his hand found it’s mark, my tucked, swollen, but still flaccid penis. I gasped the instant his hand touched the panties, touched my penis, rubbed like he rubbed Jill. My eyes rolled back into my head, then I remembered where I was and I looked up at her, met her eyes, even though his back was to her, she knew what he was doing and saw, too, what it did to me as it did to her.
 
   “She’s watching, isn’t she,” he said softly, quiet, just to me, while he continued to rub and I continued to moan. “Of course she is, any woman would wonder, curiosity would get the better of her, she’d ask herself, ‘how does my husband respond to a man touching him?’”
 
   “Hmggff, hgffmmff,” I moaned, thought about whether I should blink, how many, two or three, yellow or red, slow down or stop, but did neither, just looked my wife in the eyes, moaned, groaned.
 
   “What’s she see when she looks into your eyes? Revulsion? Does she see apathy? Or does she see her pretty panty wearing husband reacting…just…like…a…girl…having…her…clit…played…with?”
 
   “Hmmmmmmmmm,” I moaned, tried to stifle it, couldn’t, simply couldn’t. And then his hand was gone, I tried to push down, tried to find it, tried to keep contact with him, all while watching my wife, watching her watch me, wonder, shock, lust all on her face.
 
   “Just like a girl,” he moved to the chest, picked up the crop, sat. “Just like a girl,” he said louder, loud enough Jill could hear him. At he same instant, he flicked his wrist so quick I barely saw it, the end of the crop launched up between my legs, the end landed perfectly against my penis.
 
   “Ohhhhhhhhhh,” I yelped as the pain spread through me, not extreme, enough to be a shock, to sting, yet, yet…to feel so good, to feel so fucking good.
 
   “Your turn, Irena,” he said to his wife.
 
   - Jill -
 
   “Just like a girl.” Thomas’s words ran through my mind over and over. “Just like a girl,” he said to my husband as he touched him between his legs. “Just like a girl,” he told him while I watched my beloved husband wither in pleasure as another man rubbed his…it wasn’t a cock, it wasn’t even a penis, it was…a clit, just like a girl, just like a fucking girl. Everything echoed in my mind, the very thought going through my mind as I watched him rub Sam, tease him, stroke the front of the panties he wore. Sam was reacting just like a girl would to a man’s touch, he was on fire, he didn’t pull back from Thomas’s touch, he pushed into it…just like a girl, just like a girl.
 
   “Ohhhhhhhhhh,” I moaned through my gag as once again the pain exploded between my legs as Irena brought the crop down onto my pussy. At first, her blows were so painful I almost used my safe word, I almost couldn’t take it, certainly couldn’t imagine another and another as she promised me. But after every blow she paused, asked me if I was okay, then, to link pain with pleasure, she would reach between me legs and rub with her fingers, each time bringing me closer and closer, the pain mixed with pleasure so I hardly knew where one ended and the other started. 
 
   “Hmmmmmmmm,” I started to shake the second Irena’s fingers touched me, pulled and strained at the wrist and ankle cuffs that bound me to the padded cross, so carefully placed there by Irena.
 
   “Not yet, Jill,” Irena said softly, even as she continued to rub my soaked clit, “fight it, my pretty, fight it.” Fight the oncoming orgasm, fight the tumble over the cliff, fight the pleasure I wanted so badly, fight, fight until she told me I could cum. That was my task, fight, as badly as I wanted it, fight, fight, until she let me, until she was ready for me to cum.
 
   “Ohhhgggffff,” I groaned again as the crop struck my flesh, the pain almost pushed me over the edge, the sharp pain between my legs, the dull pain from the clamps on my nipples, the mental pain, the anguish I felt for Sam as he endured some of what I did, the crop from Thomas on his panty covered penis…on his panty covered clit…the feeling of Thomas’s strong hand. Just like a girl, just like me, just like a girl, just like a girl. My husband, emasculated, just like a girl.
 
   “Almost time, Jill, almost time,” Irena pinched the lips of my vagina, rubbed; if not for the gag my teeth would have chattered, I might have screamed. “Red, yellow, or green?” I blinked once, one long, steady blink, green, my god, green, I needed to cum, green, I didn’t care about Samuel, green, I wanted her, I needed her, green, green, green. She leaned it, licked my neck, up to my ear, kissed it, wet, delicious. “I’m so glad I get to do this first, I know he wants to fuck you, but you’re mine, at least tonight, this is mine, all mine.”
 
   My eyes went wide, of course he wanted to fuck me, of course he would, but still, to hear it, to hope it, and…and Sam, my dear Sam, my poor, emasculated husband. I looked at them, Thomas and Sam, the difference was so pronounced, the strong, confident, masculine man next to my weak, submissive, feminine husband wearing panties. 
 
   Smack, the crop stung worse than any blow so far. “Ohmmmgggg,” I yelled.
 
   “I told you, tonight I make you cum, not him,” she smiled, “tonight it’s my way.” I sensed it was time but she walked away, towards a cabinet in the corner, took something out, walked back.
 
   “Waffffftttt?” The object in her hands was long, white and blue, with a tennis ball sized sphere on one end, and electrical cord from the other. 
 
   “This, dear, is the Hitachi magic wand, the best fucking vibrator ever made and something I’m going to have a little fun with.” She knelt down, plugged it into an outlet between my legs, and turned it on. I heard a soft humming sound, looked at it, puzzled; it didn’t sound all that wonderful. Until she touched it to my pussy.
 
   “Ohhhhhhhhh,” I moaned immediately, stiffened as shockwaves rushed through my body. But as quick as it touched me, it was gone, the sensations ended. I tugged at my bonds, grunted, I wanted it back, needed it against me, that’s how intense my desire to cum was.
 
   “Not yet, pet, not yet, I just wanted to let you see how much you’ll want it.” I looked down between my legs, she had unfolded something from the backside of the cross, attached the vibrator to it, turned it on again, but it was too far from me. “Reach for it, pet, show me how much you want to cum.” 
 
   I pulled downward, my bound wrists did not give me much room to move, but I managed to lower myself an inch or two until the top of the vibrator just touched my clit and sent it’s powerful sensations through my lower body for the briefest of instants until she shut it off again. “Pllllleeeeee,” I begged.
 
   “No, no, my hungry little slut, it’s not going to be that easy, trust me. Thomas, a little help with the last part, please.”
 
   - Sam -
 
   Thomas stood, “I’ll be back in a minute, Samuel,” he said, walked towards his wife and mine. “Love to, darling.” He walked to the same cabinet I watched Irena take the vibrator from; Irena strolled casually over to me, sat down on the chest where he had been. 
 
   “We’ve been keeping an eye on you, sissy,” she crossed her legs, faced me. Thomas was slowly rummaging through the cabinet; I looked up at Jill, she was watching Irena and me. “And here I thought I was the one who had to seduce you, not Thomas.”
 
   “Nnnnnnn,” I moaned.
 
   “Now, now, Samuel, don’t lie, we saw how you react when a man touches. Shame on you, a supposedly straight, married man getting so excited from man’s touch.” I looked at Jill, couldn’t tell what she was thinking; she looked lost but was clearly watching, listening. “Pet,” she looked over at my wife, Thomas was next to her, a thin rope in hand, “did your ever tell you he liked a man’s touch so much?”
 
   “Nnnnnn,” I shook my head. I don’t!
 
   “No? Could have fooled me. Ever experiment in college, Samuel?”
 
   I shook my head again, fuck her!
 
   “Every go down on a roommate?”
 
   “Nnnnnn,” I shouted through the gag.
 
   “Ever suck a man’s cock? Sure you’re not gay? It’s okay to tell me. Lots of men get married just to keep from coming out of the closet. Maybe that’s why you can’t make her cum, you’re not attracted to women.”
 
   “Nnnnnnwwww. Nnnnww! I ikkkkk grrrlll.”
 
   “I don’t know…you like to wear pretty lingerie, you’re submissive, you like a man’s touch…if you’re not gay, there’s only one other thing you could be…you know what that is, don’t you?” 
 
   “Hmmmmmmmm!” I looked up at Jill’s yelp. Thomas had taken the thin rope, tied one end to the chain running between my wife’s nipples, tied the other to a hook in the ceiling so she had to srand very straight, very still, and reach up to keep any slack in the rope. If she lowered herself at all, any amount, the rope would tighten and pull her nipples and…
 
   “Nnnnnnnnnn, illlllll,” I moaned into the gag, I realized at once what Irena’s game was, Jill didn’t, not yet, she soon would.
 
   “Yes, sissy, you see now, don’t you, the predicament she’s in because she married a sissy.”
 
   - Jill -
 
   The rope tugged at the chain which tightened the clamps on my nipples, but if I stoop up, as if on tiptoes, there was no tug, no pressure, nothing like before. This was okay, this was tolerable, this was fine, why was Sam so…
 
   Fuck.
 
   Fuck!
 
   “Rena,” I shook my head. Please…please no.
 
   “Oh, pet,” Irena said walking back to me, “you have NO idea how wet it makes me hearing you beg.” Irena reached for the vibrator, flipped it on. “Touch it, Jill.”
 
   I started to reach for it, hardly seemed to move the slightest, when the slack tightened and the clamps bit into my nipples. “Hmmmmmm,” I groaned, straightened up. “I ant,” I said through the gag while my eyes begged. I can’t.
 
   “You can, pet, you can if you want to. If you really want to. But if you don’t want to cum…”
 
   I tried again, moved slightly farther, but pulled back up short of my touching the vibrator when the pain was again too much. “Eeeeese,” I begged through the gag. I wanted to cum, but the pain, dammit.
 
   “You disappoint me, Jill, here I thought you were a good slave and did as you were told. What color?”
 
   “Eeen,” I said right away, blinked my eyes once. It was okay, I controlled it. 
 
   “Reach for it, Jill, touch it,” she hissed, flicked me with the crop across the inside of my thigh. Fuck!
 
   I pulled down again, tried to think of the pleasure, tried to think of what the vibrator was going to do to my pussy, tried to ignore the pain in my nipples, which was oddly easier with my thigh stinging where the crop hit it. It helped, think of the pleasure. Lower, lower, please, where was it, lower, “ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” I screamed the second the vibrator  touched me, let it rest there for a second, two, five, ten, god, oh god it felt good, so fucking good, but then I stood, I could no longer stand the pain on my nipples, even if the vibrator felt so good on my pussy, even if I so badly wanted to cum.
 
   “You’re not trying hard enough,” Irena said, flicked the crop on my other thigh, “this is the only way you’re cumming today Jill. Do it, now, trust me, you don’t want to be denied like your sissy husband.”
 
   I looked at Sam, my darling husband, Sam, poor Sam, sitting there, bound, wearing panties, and worst of all, unable to cum, not allowed to cum, denied. Unlike me, he was helpless, all I had to do was lower myself to the waiting vibrator, endure the pain, and release was mine. I shouldn’t do it, I should be in solidarity with him, I should deny myself like he was denied, I shouldn’t…but I had to, I had to cum…I fucking had to cum…I needed to cum. I didn’t, couldn’t care about Sam, I needed to cum.
 
   I started to lower myself once again, this time instead of ignoring the pain, I focused on it, embraced it; I looked at Irena and was drawn to the obvious pleasure she got seeing me in pain. “Hmmmmmm,” I moaned again as the clamps bit into my nipples. Good, it was good, focus on it, it was good, the pain was good, the pain…felt good.
 
   “Almost pet, almost,” Irena touched my face, carefully, tenderly. I looked at Sam; he was staring at me, wide eyed. “A little lower, pet, you’re almost there.” She leaned in, kissed my neck, licked my ear. “Almost there, almost there, almost…”
 
   I moaned softly, the pain was good, welcome almost, it was pleasurable in its own. I have to be close, I have to be…and I was, suddenly the vibrator was touching me, sending it’s powerful sensations through my pussy, through my body. I curled my toes, clenched my hands into fists, oh god, oh fucking god.
 
   SMACK, the crop landed on my hip, hard, stung, startled me. “Did I say you could cum,” she asked wickedly. I started to rise up immediately, the crop landed again just as quick. “Did I say you could stop,” she asked in the same tone and down I went again onto the vibrator, this time afraid of it, afraid it would make me cum before I was allowed. What was I supposed to do?
 
   “Eese,” I asked softly through the gag, begging with my muffled voice, with my eyes as I tried to control myself, even as I knew I couldn’t. “Eeeeese.” The vibrator was doing it’s job and doing it well. The pain in my nipples helped hold off my orgasm, though just barely, because perversely, the pain in my nipples combined with the sensations from the vibrator to make me feel like I’d never felt before.
 
   “Look at your wife, Samuel,” she almost laughed at him, “she’s bound, helpless, on display. And just listen to her, begging me to let her cum, begging, like a slut. The innocent ones always turn out to be the sluttiest.” She turned back to me, a devilish smile on her face. “Are you a slut, Jill?”
 
   A slut? No…no! I was a good girl, I always was, always. I was proper and decent and…
 
   You’re tied up, half naked.
 
   A slut? No, no, I was a happily married woman, faithful, loving, a woman who never did anything improper.
 
   But you’re begging a woman to let you cum. You want her to kiss you and touch you, lick you, own you
 
   No, you’re innocent…
 
   But you want him to fuck you. Not Sam, not your husband. Him, the man sitting there next to the sissy. You want HIM to fuck you, you want HIM to make you cum. You don’t want him to make love to you, you want him to FUCK you. Fuck you like…like…
 
   “Are you a slut, Jill? Because I only let sluts cum.”
 
   Like a slut…a slut!
 
   The vibrator sent waves of pleasure through me, through my legs down to my toes, through my arms up to my fingers, to my breasts, my nipples, where pain mixed with pleasure. Everywhere. Fucking everywhere. I wanted to cum, I NEEDED to cum, I couldn’t hold back much longer, I…I…I was an innocent woman, I needed to cum, I was faithful to my husband, I needed to cum, I was a good girl, BUT I NEEDED TO CUM. Like a slut, Jill, you need to cum like a slut!
 
   “Esss,” I said softly through the gag, shaking at the powerful sensations running through my body. I didn’t care, I just fucking didn’t care, I’d say it, I didn’t care…because she was right.
 
   The blow from the crop on my inner thigh stung, but the sensations of pain and pleasure were so intermingled in my mind I didn’t know where one started and the other ended. “I can’t hear you, Thomas can’t hear you, your pathetic husband can’t hear you. Are you a slut, Jill? Answer me?”
 
   I looked at Sam, poor, poor Sam. Suddenly his eyes went wide and he pulled at his bonds; Thomas was touching him between his legs again and it was obvious he wanted to cum as badly as I, but he couldn’t, he was to be denied, only I could cum, and only if I admitted I was a slut. Which I was, there was no other word to describe me at that moment, what I was, what I was doing, what I wanted, what I let happen to myself.
 
   “Eesss,” I said louder, shaking worse, pain, pleasure, pussy, nipples, one, the other, close, so fucking close, “esss, esss.” Yes, I’m a slut, yes, I’m a slut, yes this married, good girl is a fucking slut.
 
   “You know, Jill, there are two things I love more than anything else, I mean, besides Thomas, of course. Know what they are?”
 
   “No,” I shook my head, tried to shift my pelvis so some, any of the pleasure was diminished, so I wouldn’t cum without permission. Please, please, please let me cum, please, I can’t hold back, please. I wanted to cum, I wanted to surrender to it, but was afraid as I wanted to please them, wanted to do it when they allowed it.
 
   She looked towards Sam. “The first is showing submissive little boys that they are not men, that they were never men, that there’s a pretty little sissy inside them dying to be set free.”
 
   “Hmmmmm,” I looked at Sam, groaned, curled my fingers and toes, tried to hold back, fought, resisted the looming orgasm. It wasn’t just the vibrator, it wasn’t just the nipple clamps, it was her words, too, the emasculation, the feminization of my husband, the implication that he was a sissy. Nothing like Thomas, a man, nothing like a real man.
 
   “And the second,” she reached for me, touched the lace at my hip, “is showing nice, proper, married girls that they are not innocent, that they are not good, that they are not faithful, that there’s a naughty little slut inside every one of them, a nasty little slut who will do anything to cum.”
 
   “Uggggggfffff,” I tugged, close to the edge, about to tumble.
 
   “Do you want to cum my naughty little slut?”
 
   “Esss, esss, ESSSSSSSS.”
 
   “Hmmm, in a moment, pet, I know it’s hard, but hold on for just another moment.” She ran her hand up my side, her fingers electrified my skin unlike the touch of any other person, Sam included. She touched the chain running from each nipple clam, the chain that pulled my nipples tight. “I told you pain can be pleasurable,” she grinned, “but I think it’s time to relieve the pressure on your poor nipples, no?”
 
   I nodded quickly, I wanted to forget the pain for a moment, focus only on the pleasures radiating from my groin, forget my nipples, think only of the vibrator, of the wonderful sensations. The pain was good, erotic, but I wanted only pleasure when I was allowed to cum.
 
   “You sure, pet?”
 
   “Esss, esse, esss.” Yes, please, yes.
 
   “Are you close, slut?” She pinched one of the clamps, increased the pressure on my nipple slightly.
 
   I moaned, nodded again, every inch of my skin was on fire, every nerve in by body was twitching, taught, eager.
 
   “I don’t know if you remember, but I warned you, these are worse coming off than going on. Much worse. Oh, and pet…you may cum.”
 
   I ignored what she warned for the moment, instead simply focused on the pleasure between my legs, relaxed, let it spread throughout my body. The orgasm started at my clitoris, isolated at first, then my vagina pulsated and it spread to my thighs, everything was hot, so fucking hot and I felt like I was going to explode. 
 
   “Better take a deep breath, pet,” she warned me. And then everything exploded. Just as the wave of orgasm started to radiate through my body, Irena released one of the nipple and pain fucking exploded in my nipple, the pain radiated downward just as the orgasm rushed upward and everything collided and overwhelmed me.
 
   “Ohhhhhhhh,” I moaned, louder than I’d ever moaned, pain and pleasure were everywhere, were everything, were overwhelming me. And then she took my nipple in her mouth and licked it so the pain and pleasure became one, so I couldn’t feel one without the other. Pain, pleasure, each sensation intermingled with the other.
 
   “Ready for the other one?”
 
   This was worse, this time I knew what was coming, this time I tensed up, this time the explosion came from my nipples and from between my legs all at once. I started to shake like I was being electrocuted, tugged at all my bonds, just shook and shook and shook with the most intense orgasm I’d ever felt. Ever. More powerful than I’d had with any man, far more powerful than anything with Sam.
 
   All from them, from Thomas fondling my panty-wearing husband, and from Irena, the wicked, beautiful Irena, touching me, tormenting me, making me her slut.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 7 – Deeper and Deeper
 
    
 
    
 
   - Samuel -
 
   They led Jill away first, still gagged, her wrists now bound behind her, her steps limited by the short chain between her ankle cuffs. Irena told me Thomas would be back for me momentarily; he needed to help Irena move Jill, who once freed from the cross, was barely able to stand.
 
   “Ill,” I called our to her as she passed me. She looked at me, blinked her eyes once, I’m okay, I’m alright.
 
   Green means go!
 
   Irena came back within a minute, a robe around her lingerie clad body. “I don’t like to leave a bound, gagged slave alone,” she said, “certainly not for any length of time.” She sat next to me, touched my leg. “Are you okay,” she asked softly.
 
   “Hmmm?” I raised an eyebrow.
 
   “Is my pretty little sissy okay with what just happened.”
 
   “Hmmm,” I grunted, blinked once.
 
   “Does that bother you, Samuel? Being called a sissy?”
 
   I blinked once. Paused. Blinked twice. I wouldn’t tell her it didn’t, but I wasn’t ready to ask her to stop, either.
 
   “I know you’re not ready to hear that, not ready to admit what you are, but It’s hard for me not to call you a sissy.”
 
   “Ont hve ooo,” I mumbled through the gag. You don’t have to.
 
   “Don’t have to do what? Feminize you? My sweet Samuel, but I love feminizing submissive little husbands, we wouldn’t want Jill still thinking of you as a man like Thomas, would we.” She reached between my legs, touched me through the panties. “As for being called a sissy, your little penis gives you away, and the more you say you don’t like it, the more I want to do it. That’s kind of how being dominant works, my pretty sissy.”
 
   I moaned while she ran her fingers over the soft pink material that covered and trapped me. “Eesee,” I begged, mimicking Jill’s begging, please let me cum.
 
   “You want to so badly, don’t you?”
 
   I nodded. “Es. Eesee,” I begged again through the gag, I wanted it more than I ever wanted it. 
 
   “Oh, Samuel, no, I’m sorry, but no. Sissies don’t get to cum as easily as a real woman. You see, when your pretty wife cums, she just wants it more and more, it actually increases her libido—the more she cums, the more she wants to cum again, and the more she’ll do to be allowed. But sissies,” she stroked, squeezed, teased, “when they cum, especially like a boy, they don’t want it anymore, it ruins them for hours and hours, sometimes days. So my sissy boys, my poor sissy boys, they just don’t get to cum, not when they want to, anyway.”
 
   Obviously my eyes showed my extreme disappointment, my sexual frustration. “Hmmmm,” I moaned, wishing for release, even to be allowed to hump her hand.
 
   “Sweetie, I’m not all cruel, I let sissies cum…eventually.”
 
   “Ennn,” I grunted. When.
 
   She laughed. “That all depends on how good you are. But let me warn you, if you cum before I tell you you can, if you touch that thing even once without permission, it’s going to be a long, long time before I let you cum again, you can be sure of that.” 
 
   I had a ‘you’ve got to be kidding’ look in my eyes, something she didn’t seem to take well.
 
   “I’m not kidding,” she said quite seriously. “First, I’ll know if you did, I’ll be able to tell just by glancing at the front of your panties, and regardless, even if I didn’t, you don’t want to ruin this, do you?”
 
   **********
 
   Irena took me to a guest bathroom, bound and gagged like Jill, who she said was in another room somewhere else in their apartment with Thomas. They were behaving, she told me, or at least mostly. “He’s not fucking her, if that’s what you’re wondering, Samuel,” she told me, “believe me, when he does, I want you seeing how a real man makes her feel.” That was enough to make my blood run cold—a man fucking Jill?—and hotter than hell—fuck, a man fucking Jill! 
 
   In the bathroom she released me from the bondage, told me to remove my panties so I could shower. The second I did, the second my penis was free, it jumped upward, filled with blood, hardened as fast as it ever did. It was humiliating standing naked before Irena, my erection bobbing up and down, it was unnerving watching her watch it bounce with a grin on her face. “Am…am I doing something wrong, Ma’am,” I asked nervously when she took the gag from my mouth.
 
   “Wrong? No, Samuel, I’d be surprised if you weren’t erect, it’s okay, I just like to keep a pretty boy’s small penis tucked away where it can’t disappoint anyone. Out of sight, out of mind, as it were.”
 
   I blushed, looked away from her.
 
   “Does that embarrass you?”
 
   “I…”
 
   “There’s nothing inherently wrong with having a small penis, Samuel, but you must realize you can’t give Jill physical pleasure like a man would able to.”
 
   “Like Thomas.”
 
   “I know women tell men size doesn’t matter, but the truth is, those are just words women say to comfort smaller men, the truth is, size does matter, to most women. Have you ever measured it?”
 
   I didn’t answer, bit my lip.
 
   “Samuel? I know you have.”
 
   “Yes, Ma’am.”
 
   “And?”
 
   “It…it’s almost five inches,” I swallowed.
 
   “Almost? What an interesting way to describe a precise measurement.” She reached out, touched it with her warm hands. “You know, sissy, you’ve never brought her to orgasm with your almost five inches.”
 
   “I…I try,” I said quite pathetically, unable to even claim that I had.
 
   “You’re adorable. Of course you try, Samuel, all wimpy husbands try. And she lets you, but for your sake, not hers. That’s how much she loves you, because it’s very frustrating for a woman to fuck knowing she won’t cum, knowing her lover will leave her unsatisfied. That’s a measure of the love she has for you.”
 
   “Thomas…”
 
   “Thomas is every bit the man, Samuel, every inch, as it were, and believe me, there are more inches. But I want to make something clear, what makes a man is not just size of his cock, there’s a mentality, an inner essence of masculinity that a man like Thomas has that separates him,” she ran her finger over the shaft of my erection, “from pretty boys like you.”
 
   I gasped, my erection jumped as I thought of Thomas, his every interaction with us, his natural dominance, his presence. He had an aura about him that radiated masculinity.
 
   “I saw it, Jill certainly did, too. That’s why she wants him, Sam, that’s why she wants to fuck my husband. And who can blame her?”
 
   She told me to shower, warned me again to be careful cleaning myself between my legs to avoid “having an accident.” The shower felt good, even great, the warm water was refreshing, cleansing, though it did nothing to diminish my erection as a shower normally would. Hard to get soft when a beautiful, strange, lingerie clad woman is watching your every move. Harder still when thinking of her husband off in another room, doing the same to your wife. 
 
   God, what were we doing, what the fuck were we doing? Experiencing the most fucking erotic thing we’ve ever done, that’s what we were doing. Fulfilling every fantasy we’d ever had. I took my time, slowly lathered the flower scented, feminine soap into my body, enjoyed it just for what it was.
 
   After I showered, Irena stood with a towel in her hands, I reached for it, but she pulled it back. “I’ll do it,” she smiled, and much to my surprise, she did, gently too, tender, even sweet. “You’re virtually hairless, do you exfoliate…shave?”
 
   “What? No, I’ve always been…like this,” I blushed.
 
   “Good, smooth skin is nothing to be ashamed of.”
 
   “For a girl,” I replied, walking right into her trap.
 
   “Or a sissy,” she smiled as she continued to dry my skin. “Samuel?”
 
   “Yes…Ma’am?”
 
   “Are you…are you okay?” She was behind me, drying my legs, moving closer and closer to my erection. “I want to check, I mean it, before we put you two to bed, I want to make sure you’re okay with what’s happened so far. This is as much for you as it is for us, and…”
 
   “It…I don’t know if I knew what to expect, it’s…” I paused when her hands found my balls, massaged them through the towel, dried them. She timed her question, naturally, so my answer came when she had her hands just where she wanted them.
 
   “It’s what, Samuel,” she asked as she dried my erection, carefully, very carefully, rubbing it, teasing it, so she excited me, but with nowhere near enough pressure to take me to the edge.
 
   “Intense.”
 
   “Intense. Yes, but then, it’s about pushing you to the edge, Samuel, farther still, is it too much, that’s the question?”
 
   I thought of Jill, bound, in pain, in pleasure, the look in her eyes, the excitement obvious on her face, just as obvious in my groin. I thought of my own sexual frustration, their emasculation of me in both my eyes and my wife’s. And I wondered what was still in store for us, what else they had planned. “No,” I whispered softly, almost ashamed, “no, no.”
 
   “That’s good, Samuel,” she said as she finished, “that’s perfect.”
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   I faced the bathroom wall, leaned against it, my hands above my head, while Thomas dried me. He was gentle, yet firm, tender, but dominant, seductive, yet willing to do only what he wanted. When he finished, he dropped the towel to the ground; I started to turn, but his left hand, on the back of my neck, tightened, held me in place; I almost moaned from his strong handling of me. 
 
   “You know you’re a beautiful woman, Jill,” he said as he ran his right hand slowly down the center of my back, making me shiver, let it come to rest on one of my ass cheeks. “Almost as pretty as my wife.”
 
   I doubt that, Irena is…amazing…fucking amazing. “Thank you,” I whispered, lost in the memory of Irena’s body, her hand on my skin, her kiss. His hand moved quickly, back, the blow on my ass startled me, but the pain set my groin on fire, even as it startled me from my erotic thoughts about his wife.
 
   “Thank you…what?” He spanked me again, the other cheek, harder.
 
   “Sir,” I swallowed as my fingers tried to claw into the wall, “thank you, Sir.”
 
   He landed one more blow then moved his hand between my cheeks, slid it down my ass, between my legs, over my lips, the moistness had already changed to outright wetness. “It’s taking all my self-control to keep myself from fucking you right now,” he growled. I could feel his warm breath in my ear, I could smell his masculine scent, and as his fingers found, then separated my lips and slid over my wet clit, I started shaking, the orgasm overtook me quickly, quicker than ever.
 
   “Please, Sir,” I groaned, pushed back against his fingers, “please,” I swallowed, his fingers were on the verge of slipping into me, “please…please fuck me.” The words just came out, I had to say them, I wanted it, as strange as it was to say something so vulgar. No stranger than submitting to a couple, Jill.
 
   “Not yet my pretty little slut, not yet,” he pulled backwards just before he entered me, coated his fingers with the wetness, switched hands, brought his left hand downward, his right up, not to my neck, but in front of me, to my mouth. I opened it, instinctively, took his fingers in my mouth, sucked. I knew his fingers were wet with my own juices, I didn’t care, I was too turned on, desperate for any part of this man inside me, so I sucked, pretending it was his cock, sucked, wishing he would take me. 
 
   “Please, Sir,” I begged, pushed against the hand he rubbed me with, sucked like I’d never sucked before.
 
   “You haven’t earned it yet…slut,” he pushed his fingers holding y pussy to the edge of entering my wet vagina once again, “and besides, when I take you, and I will take you, your pretty little husband is going to be there wearing his pretty panties and watch,” he pushed his fingers inside, “so he can see,” he pulled them out, “and learn,” pushed them in again, “what a man does to you. Learn why you want a man to fuck you, not him.”
 
   I moaned, I orgasmed again, and I thought, as much as I loved my husband, and I loved him very much, I wanted a man, I wanted this man, inside me, I wanted him to fuck me, I wanted him to make me cum, over and over. And I wanted Sam to watch, may he forgive me, I wanted my husband to fucking watch!
 
   “You want him to watch, don’t you, your sissy husband,” he asked, reading my mind.
 
   I moaned my answer, sucked his fingers, pretended they were his cock.
 
   “It’s helpful for a sissy husband to understand why he can’t please his wife, why she craves a man.” He pushed his fingers inside me again, I gasped, would have fallen to the floor if he hadn’t held me up by my pussy. “Do you want him to watch?”
 
   “Yyyyes…sssssirrrrr,” I answered, shuddering, sucking, humping his hand.
 
   He slowly withdrew his fingers, brought his hand to my mouth and I licked them eagerly, happy to taste myself, happy to suck anything of his. They’re right, Jill, you’re a slut, you’re a fucking slut!
 
   **********
 
   Thomas took me into the bedroom attached to the bathroom to get dressed for bed, went to a small dresser, took something out, handed it to me.
 
   “Pantyhose,” I asked, surprised, an odd thing to wear to bed.
 
   “Yes,” he smiled.
 
   “For bed?”
 
   “Just get put them on, you’ll see,” he pointed, almost snickered to himself.
 
   I sat on the bed, took the nude pantyhose from him, blushed as I started to put them on. It was odd, even embarrassing, to get dressed in front of him, but like everything so far, submitting to the task felt somehow good, shame and all. The hose fit well, but unlike the low waisted pantyhose I usually wore, they were high waisted, almost control top. 
 
   “Pull them up higher,” he instructed, “over your hips, as high as the waist will go.
 
   I did as he asked, ordered, pulled the hose up almost to the bottom of my breasts. When I was done, I stood before him, arms folded over my breasts, I felt strange.
 
   “Don’t,” he said.
 
   “Don’t what,” I asked nervously.
 
   “Arms down, now,” he snapped at me. “Don’t you dare cover yourself, your body belongs to us.” I blushed, lowered my arms to my side. He walked over to me, touched my arm, touched a breast. “A submissive should be open to her dominants at all times, Jill.” He moved his fingers to a nipple, squeezed. “To use how we want. When we want. We own your body, Jill, not you, and certainly not Samuel.”
 
   My eyes were closed, I was starting to shake, wondered if I could make myself cum from simply squeezing my pelvis, but before I could try, he squeezed my nipple harder. “No, no, pet,” he chastised me. He went to the dresser, took something else out, held it out to me.
 
   “Another pair?” I was confused as I looked at a second pair of pantyhose.
 
   “For your upper body and arms.”
 
   “My upper body? How can I…”
 
   He spread the hose out, the crotch was missing, carefully cut out.
 
   “For your head, your arms go in the legs, just like regular hose, you’ll get it.”
 
   The hose were as snug on my upper body as my lower, tight on my breasts and arms, my head barely fit through. This pair was were long waisted, too, so the overlap between the two pairs was fairly wide.
 
   “One more thing,” he had a last pair of hose in his hand, no, it was a single stocking, the same nude color. “For your head.”
 
   “My head?” He was going to put that on like a hat, a hood?
 
   “It’s called encasement, Jill.”
 
   Encasement? He wasn’t kidding, nylon was going to cover almost every inch of my body. He pulled the stocking over my head, it too was tight, though not uncomfortably so, worked it down so it covered my face, imprisoned me in a cocoon of nylon. “Am…am I sleeping in here,” I asked nervously, I wanted to be with my husband, I needed to talk to him, to make sure he was okay. To make sure I was okay, too.
 
   “No, Jill, you’ll get to spend the night with Samuel, don’t worry,” he promised, sensing my concern. “That’s the point of the hose, though, it’s symbolic,” Thomas grinned. “You can spend the night with him but you’re body is off limits to him, as his is to you. You can sleep with him, talk, but through our little barrier here.”
 
   “I want to see him,” I said softly. The truth was I needed to see him, I needed to talk to him, I needed to be with him.
 
   “I know,” he smiled. “Of course, we understand that, believe me. But before we go find Irena and Samuel, we need to finish getting you ready. You want to see him, talk to him, we know that. And you can, just on our terms.” 
 
   He went to the bathroom, came back with the leather wrist and ankle cuffs I’d worn earlier. Their terms. He attached the cuffs to my wrists and ankles, over the hose. Their terms. He cuffed my hands together behind me, my ankles together with a short chain. Sexual slavery. Then he opened the drawer a last time, took out something that matched the cuffs, a collar with a chain attached, a leash, fastened it around my neck. I was his slave. With a gentle tug, he led me out of the room, led me like a pet, like the slut I always fantasized I would be.
 
    
 
   - Sam -
 
   Irena had taken away every bit of masculinity I might have possessed. She had first given me a pair of pink panties to put on, reminded me to tuck my penis between my legs before I grew. The panties were tight, nowhere near as comfortable as what I’d worn before, I even complained to Irena.
 
   “Of course they are tight, they’re control panties, Samuel, shapewear. Women sometimes wear control shapewear to fit into tight dresses to please their man, but it’s quite effective on a sissy to control his little penis and remind him, and his wife, that he’s never been a man.”
 
   Over the control panties were hose, pantyhose, which covered my body. The sensations of the pantyhose were intense, like someone was touching every inch of my skin at the same time, everything, everywhere. Like Jill was touching every inch of my body, like Irena was touching me everywhere, and, I couldn’t help think it,  like Thomas was touching me everywhere. With every movement, I felt the nylon rub me, caress me, I felt the tug, like I was in a cocoon of femininity.  Of course, I literally was in a cocoon of femininity, the pantyhose covered every inch of my body, the first pair over my legs, covered my lower half, including my panty covered penis trapped between my legs where it couldn’t grow. The second pair covered my upper body, my hands, arms, chest. The last part a mask, covered my head and face. 
 
   Last, Irena pulled a pink chiffon babydoll over me, “just in case the hose aren’t enough to remind Jill what you are,” she smiled. As I felt the nylon caress my skin, rub against my panty covered penis, I wondered how a woman could wear hosiery everyday and resist masturbating fucking constantly. Irena seemed to know what I was thinking, reached under the hem of the babydoll, between my legs and flicked my trapped penis with the tip of her finger. “It seems someone likes being feminine.” I blushed, couldn’t even form words to deny it, as much as I wanted to. “Fight it if you want, Samuel, but this,” she flicked again, harder, “this never lies. I know it can’t grow, but I know it’s throbbing, pulsating, just like a woman’s clit.”
 
   I wanted so badly to cum, I wanted so badly to touch myself, to rub my nylon covered hand on my nylon covered penis. Not that I could, no, Irena made sure of that when she bound my wrists behind my back with the pink leather cuffs as soon as she had helped me into the hose. She also fastened cuffs to my ankles and attached them with a short chain and fastened a pink leather collar around my neck. “I think now you’re ready for bed, my pretty.”
 
   I looked back at the bed, “I…I want to see Jill,” I said on the verge of tears.
 
   “Samuel,” she touched my face, “of course, we didn’t plan on keeping you apart tonight, that would be cruel.” I sighed with obvious relief. “Samuel, dear, we’re not cruel, this is about exploring boundaries, not emotional torture.”
 
   “I…I just assumed…I just need to…to talk to her.”
 
   “Of course my pretty pet, you’ll be sleeping in the playroom with her, you can talk to her all night if you want, the bondage is, well, simply to keep you two from misbehaving—I don’t mind if she makes her self cum, but you on the other hand,” she laughed as she flicked my penis a third time, harder, “you don’t get that, no, no.”
 
   “I don’t think I’m the one she wants to touch,” I said with a hint of disappointment in my voice. After all, she got to cum today, Irena got to touch her, Thomas could do whatever he wanted. I was the only one explicitly prohibited from cumming. And it was obvious Jill wanted one or both of them, not me.
 
   “You’re jealous of the way she’s been looking at Thomas? It’s clear she wants him, isn’t it? But what woman wouldn’t, look at him…and wait till she’s had him.” I looked down, jealous, Irena’s words reinforced my feelings of emasculation and inadequacy. “You’re forgetting two things, Samuel.”
 
   “What?” If I wasn’t so desperate to orgasm, I might have used our safe word, might have yelled ‘red’ to stop this.
 
   “First, she’s never seen you as a man, not compared to other men, men like Thomas.”
 
   “Wonderful, and…?”
 
   “Do you know why she’ll be in bondage tonight? It isn’t to keep her from playing with herself, I don’t care about that, not like I do about keeping you from doing the same. She’s going to be in bondage tonight to keep her from playing with you!”
 
   “Me, but…but Thomas…”
 
   “You, Samuel. Seeing you in panties, seeing you helpless, seeing you feminized, seeing you submit…she’s seeing you for the first time with her blinders off, seeing the soft you, the submissive you, the feminine you…”
 
   “But she wants you, she wants Thomas…”
 
   “And she wants you, Samuel, she wants all of it. She wants her pretty, feminized husband now more than ever. And you’ll both be in bondage because she can’t have you, not tonight, not yet, however much she wants you.”
 
   “But Thomas…”
 
   “She wants you, Samuel, just not as a man,” she said. “Come,” she tugged the leash connected to my collar, “let’s go see if I’m right.”
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   I swallowed hard when I saw Sam led back into the playroom by Irena; he was dressed like me, covered from head to toe in pantyhose, though he wore a pink babydoll to emphasize femininity. He was cuffed like me, his hands secured behind his back and his ankles hobbled by a short chain; he was collared like me, led on a leash; and he was surely excited like me, though my excitement was evidenced by the dampness between my legs while his was obvious his eyes, darting everywhere, from his panting.. 
 
   “Hmmm,” I moaned, a mental reaction to the site of Sam as much as the physical reaction to Thomas’s fingers pinching one of my nipples through the hose covering my upper body. It was also a reaction to the obvious difference between the man standing next to me holding my leash connected to my collar, the overwhelming masculinity of him as compared to my sweet, submissive, feminized husband. The difference wasn’t simply how they were dressed or how they carried themselves, but something more, something that went to the very essence of a man. It was a difference between what I saw between my husband’s legs when he walked, not a cock, not even a penis, but just a small, nylon covered bump, compared to what I felt at my hip—Thomas’s thick erection pressed against my hose covered bottom.
 
   “Hmmm,” I moaned again, involuntarily rubbing myself against Thomas as a cat would her owner, as a bitch in heat would when she needed one thing, a good, hard fuck.
 
   “Careful, slave,” Thomas said softly in my ear, “you’ll find yourself thrown down on the floor and fucked like a dog.” 
 
   Could he read my fucking mind? “Please,” I responded, rubbed against him again, “I…I’d let you.”
 
   “Let me,” he laughed, pinched my nipple harder. “You’d have no choice in the matter…but tonight Irena gets me, you get him, the sissy in lingerie, not much a consolation prize, I know.”
 
   I rubbed a last time, my eyes fluttered under the nylon mask. “Please Sir, all I want is your cock inside me.” I didn’t realize I’d said it so loud until I saw Sam’s eyes widen in shock; I felt guilty, I did not mean for him to hear that, but of course he knew what I wanted and his moan told me he wanted the same.
 
   I looked again at the space, at the void, between my husband’s legs, where a cock should be, even a penis, there was nothing, just a flatness, a smoothness in the hose. Like a woman. I felt Thomas’s erection pressed into my hip and stared at my husband, born a male, but so clearly not a man. Yet, I loved him as much as I ever loved him, maybe more.
 
   “Jill,” he said softly, as his eyes went up and down my body, took in my nylon covered, feminine figure just as I took in his.
 
   “Sam,” I mumbled, this time it was Thomas who rubbed against me as if wanting to remind me the difference between him and my husband. Yet, as much as I wanted Thomas at that moment, as much as I hungered to feel his cock inside me, I wanted just as much to talk to my husband, to touch him, to comfort him, to tell him how much I loved him. I wanted to reassure him, I just didn’t want to fuck him.
 
   “She’s a bit distracted,” I heard Irena tell Sam. “What, with my husband’s cock pressed against her.”
 
   Sam looked at my hip, at the junction between Thomas’s body and mine.
 
   “Sam,” I started to say, to comfort, to justify, but the words were not needed, Sam didn’t react with disgust, he reacted with...hunger and lust, the same as I felt.
 
   He took a step towards me, but Irena tugged at his leash, tugged him back, away from me. “Not yet, Samuel, not quite yet.” She continued to pull on his leash, dragged him over to the bed that dominated one wall of the playroom. “Sam,” I called after him, took a step, towards him, away from Thomas, away from his cock. 
 
   “Not yet, Jill, not quite yet,” Thomas said the same words Irena spoke to Sam, tugged me back to him, back against him, back against his cock. 
 
   “Hmmm,” I gasped as his erection again pressed into my hip again, “hmmm,” I said, rubbed my pantyhose covered bottom against it. I didn’t mean to, my eyes, my heart, still went across the room, towards my husband, but my groin longed for a man, for a cock, for Thomas.
 
   Irena undid Sam’s hands, but his freedom was momentary as she bound his wrists together in front of him. She pulled back the blood red satin top sheet, undid the leash, pointed to the bed, and Sam did as directed, lay on his side facing the center. 
 
   I watched, still pressed against Thomas, as Irena quickly tied him to the bed. She bound his ankle cuffs together, used a rope that ran from the footboard to secure his ankles to the bed, leaving him able to bend his legs slightly, perhaps to turn over, but unable to move far. She did the same with his wrists, though she didn’t pull them over his head, the rope was longer, but he was only able to move them as far as his chest. He can’t touch himself, that’s what she did, he can’t touch between his legs.
 
   “He won’t be uncomfortable, Jill, he’ll be able to turn, but he won’t be able to reach between his legs, of course, if he’s tempted to misbehave.” I understood, he was tucked, flat, was going to remain flat, unable even to get erect. My poor husband, his penis to remain hidden, something he wouldn’t need, not tonight, who knew when.
 
   “Thomas, Sir, I...” I started to say something, couldn’t finish, too distracted by his cock, by my husband’s emasculation.
 
   “You’ll be secured the same, Jill. You’ll be with him emotionally, even physically, but not sexually, you know that’s forbidden between the two of you.”
 
   “Yes,” I whispered. Irena was finished with my husband, walked back to Thomas and me.
 
   “I’ll take her, my love,” she said to her husband. “Why don’t you go light some candles for us, I’ll be along in a few minutes.” She leaned over to me, whispered in my ear. “You see, what you want, Jill, to make love to me, to feel Thomas inside you, you don’t get those tonight. He gets me, I get him. And you get…that,” she pointed to Sam.
 
   “I...ohhhhhh,” I moaned when Thomas’s hand snaked between my legs, found my damp pussy.
 
   “He’s a tease, isn’t he?” Irena tugged the leash, led me to the bed, tied me down just like Sam, facing him. 
 
   “Two things, before I leave you both,” she looked down at us. “First, look over your heads, where the rope is secured.” We both looked up. “There’s a button there, see it? It’s for safety, if there’s a problem, touch it, either one of you, we’ll come right away, okay?”
 
   “Yes…yes, Ma’am,” I said. “And the other?” She reached for me, ran her hand over my nylon covered side, over my hip, my ass, between my legs. I moaned softly as her fingers found my damp pussy and rubbed me erotically. 
 
   “The other thing, my sluttly pet, is that unlike your pretty sissy husband, you’re allowed to cum as much as you want tonight. If you can figure out how.” I started shaking, my teeth clattered under the nylon hood, as she fingered me to an orgasm, as waves of pleasure wrecked havoc on my body. “See you two in the morning,” she laughed as she pulled her hand away, “try to get some sleep.”
 
   She shut the lights as she left the room, the only light now came from the soft glow of electric candles, enough light to see my husband as my eyes adjusted. Enough light to see the curve of his body, his trim waist, to see how the nylon enhanced his femininity. Enough light to see his cuffed hands, encased in nylon, inches from my body.
 
   “Sam,” I whispered even though we were alone, even though there was no reason I could not shout if I wanted to. He didn’t say anything, he just stared at me, eyes wide. “Sam, are you okay?”
 
   “Yes,” he whispered.
 
   His tone worried me. “Sam, are you sure?” I scooted closer to him, the bondage left enough room, I moved my legs, realized I could touch his legs with mine. He moved closer, too, I felt his nylon covered hands touch my breasts, as far as he could move them downward from the headboard. “Oh, Sam,” I moaned softly as he touched my breasts through the layers of nylon. “Careful, my…my nipples are sore,” I giggled softly.
 
   “They hurt you,” he said, tenderness in his voice, genuine concern.
 
   “A little,” I admitted
 
   “I…we shouldn’t have…”
 
   “Sam…”
 
   “Jill, they hurt you.”
 
   “Oh, Sam, I…I liked it, Sam, I…I loved it…” His eyes went wide, but he couldn’t have been surprised, he saw my reaction earlier. “Didn’t you?” He looked down, if the room was fully lit I know I would have seen him blush. “Sam?”
 
   “Yes,” he whispered, guilt in his voice.
 
   “You liked being helpless?”
 
   “Yes,” he said again, the guilt still there.
 
   “You liked submitting?” I rubbed my leg against his, nylon against nylon.
 
   “Fuck,” he moaned.
 
   “Feel good?”
 
   “Yes,” he said, “but…”
 
   “I like seeing you soft,” I kept rubbing my leg on his, rubbed nylon on nylon.
 
   “Jill…”
 
   “I like seeing you pretty.”
 
   “Ohhh,” he moaned as he rubbed my breasts, strained against his bonds.
 
   “I like seeing you…
 
  
 
  



Chapter 8 – Night and Morning
 
    
 
    
 
   - Sam -
 
   “Feminine.” As she said the word, she bent her leg as far as she could in the bondage. It was enough that her knee got between my thighs allowing her to touch my hose and control panty covered rub against my tucked, trapped penis. 
 
   “I feel like I’m rubbing against another girl, like I’m rubbing against Irena,” she said as she applied steady pressure to the thigh she had more or less straddled, “like you don’t even have anything between your legs.”
 
   “Jill, please,” I started to protest, but she obviously knew her words turned me on more than they humiliated me, she had to feel the throbbing in my crotch and she didn’t stop talking, didn’t stop rubbing me with her leg, didn’t stop pressuring my thigh, she whispered words a woman should never say to her husband. 
 
   “I want to kiss you,” I moaned, but in this position with her rolled partially up on my pelvis but her head to the side of my shoulder, I couldn’t move close enough for our mouths to touch, not without Jill also moving closer to me
 
   “And I want to fuck,” Jill responded as she continued to rub her knee against me, nylon gliding over nylon.
 
   “I…I can’t even untuck it,” I groaned. It hurt, blood flowed through me but I couldn’t grow, all I could do was throb with each beat of my heart as hormone fueled blood tried to rush to my penis to make it erect. Tried and failed.
 
   “Sam, oh Sam,” she laughed softly, “I don’t mean you…”
 
   “Oh,” I said. “You mean…”
 
   “Thomas,” she whispered, “I want to fuck Thomas, Sam, I want to fuck a man.” Before I could respond, she scooted closer so her face was pressed against mine, so her lips touched mine, so we kissed through the nylon barriers covering our faces. “Lift your leg up for me,” she said as she plastered chaste, restrained kisses on my lips, the nylon keeping our tongues from entering each others mouths. 
 
   I pulled my knee upward, I understood what she wanted, the same thing she was doing to me, my nylon covered thigh pressed against her crotch, rubbing her, teasing her, but I knew there was one critical difference—she could cum! “Ohhhhhhhh,” she moaned when I pressed my thigh firmly against her and started to rub, to thrust my thigh against her dampness, which made me want to rub faster, which made my penis strain against the tightness of my own pantyhose and her knee pressed and rubbing against me.
 
   “I wish…” I started to whisper but stopped when she started shaking as an orgasm ripped through her. So fast, so easy. Instead I kissed her, pushed against her with my thigh, touched her nipples, did what I could to make her cum harder, as best I could bound, constrained.
 
   “I love…I love…”
 
   “I love you too,” I whispered back.
 
   “No…yes,” she shook her head, “I love you, yes,” she shook again, “but I mean…I mean like this, I love cumming like this!”
 
   “Like this,” I asked, but I knew she meant my thigh, meant me feminized, I knew, I fucking knew.
 
   “Pretty.” Her hand touched my arm, her knee rubbed me.
 
   “Ummmm,” I moaned.
 
   “Feminine,” she said as she kissed me.
 
   “Jill…”
 
   “Soft,” she said as she rubbed her knee against my soft penis.
 
   “I…I want…”
 
   “Helpless.”
 
   “I…”
 
   “Submissive.”
 
   “Jill,” I moaned, dizzy, confused, torn.
 
   “Submitting to them.” She was shaking again, cumming again on my pantyhose covered thigh.
 
   “Jill, I want to…”
 
   “To what, Sam?”
 
   “I…I want to…I want to get hard, I want to be free, I…I want to cum.”
 
   “But I like it soft like this, Sam, soft and pretty and feminine.”
 
   “I…I want to cum,” I moaned as she rubbed forcefully against my thigh.
 
   “Oh Sam, Sam,” she said gently as we touched one another.
 
   “In…inside you,” I whimpered, “I…I want to be inside you.
 
   “Saaam,” she said seriously.
 
   “What?”
 
   “Do you? Do you really?”
 
   “I…” I tugged at the bondage, everything trapped me, the cuffs on my wrists and ankles, the ropes tied to the bed, the hose all over my body. Everything constrained my movement, stopped me from doing what I wanted to do. Everything was limited to what they wanted, Irena, Thomas, even from somewhere else in their apartment, they controlled us. Jill’s words ran through my mind, I like you feminine, I like you helpless, I like you soft. I was breathing heavily, almost hyperventilating. 
 
   “Sam, I can call for them, we can use our safe words, if…if that’s what you really want.” 
 
   You…if that’s what you want…it was clear that wasn’t what she wanted. “I want…” I knew what I wanted, what I needed. I looked up, they were seconds away, freedom was seconds away, mentally and physically, an orgasm was seconds away, they would free us and I could cum. “I want…” I wanted to be inside her, I wanted to feel Jill’s warmth slide over me, I wanted to be free, I wanted to cum inside her. “I want…” Did I? And what did she want? Not you, Sam, not you, not inside her.
 
   “Sam…”
 
   “I want…” My leg was still, but she humped it, rubbed against me, pleasured herself.
 
   “Say it, Sam, please, please…”
 
   “Jill, I want…” She was shaking, making herself cum as her nylon covered pussy rubbed against my nylon covered thigh yet again.
 
   I want to fuck you.
 
   I want to cum inside you.
 
   I want to be free.
 
   I want to go home.
 
   I want to make love to you.
 
   I want to be a man for you.
 
   I want to fuck you.
 
   I want to fuck you!
 
   “I want…I want him to fuck you,” I whispered, all the thoughts in my mind of fucking her myself forgotten.
 
   “Ohhhhhhhhhhh,” she moaned and started shaking harder and harder and harder as she humped my thigh.
 
   “I want him to cum inside you.”
 
   Her eyes went wide, she bit her lip to stifle a scream.
 
   “I want to be their slaves,” I said.
 
   Her teeth chattered, her body shook, she moaned, whimpered. 
 
   “I want to stay here, I want to touch you like this, I want to be feminine for you.” The words gushed out in a stream of consciousness. 
 
   “Hmmmmmmm,” she was in the beyond, barely focusing, withering, squirming.
 
   “I want him to fuck you, Jill, I want them both to fuck you.” That’s what I want, that’s what I need.
 
   For a minute, longer, she simply rubbed against me, her pussy firm and wet on my knee, her knee on my crotch, two slaves, bound, helpless, doing only what their dominants wanted, only what they allowed. Jill, permitted to cum, cumming hard fantasizing about Thomas fucking her, and me, denied, most excited, most frustrated, as I mentally surrendered to them, as I surrendered my pleasure, my wife’s body.
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   I slept, finally, slept with my legs touching Sam’s nylon covered legs, my hands touching Sam’s nylon covered hands, my facing gazing on Sam’s nylon covered face. I understood what they were doing, emasculating and feminizing Sam as a contrast to the masculinity of Thomas. Even without what they did to my husband, the contrast between the two was pronounced, but now it was absurdly clear, there was only one man present in the apartment, Thomas. Whatever masculinity my husband may have had was gone.
 
   The only man was Thomas. He was the man I wanted to fuck me, the man whose strength and dominance made me wet, made me want to submit, to beg, the man who turned me into a slut. Thomas, only Thomas.
 
   And his wife, too, the woman I wanted to touch me, the woman I wanted to kiss, to taste, to lick, to serve. The woman who I wanted to spank me, punish me, hurt me, feelings I’d never allowed myself to acknowledge even existed. Every orgasm I’d had thus far while I humped Sam’s leg, my sissy husband’s leg, well over a dozen, was more powerful than the last, more powerful than I’d ever experienced. And I still hadn’t felt Thomas inside me! 
 
   **********
 
   When I woke up, the room was still dark, dimly lit by the electric candles, but I sensed it was morning. I blinked, realized Sam’s legs were not touching mine, nor were his hands. I opened my eyes, the spot on the bed next to me was empty. I looked around, confused. Where was my husband? I started to sit up, but of course my bonds wouldn’t allow it. I glanced at the call button above me, but before I decided whether to use it, the door to the playroom opened, Thomas walked through, leash in hand, Sam behind him, still encased in hose, though the hood gone, hands bound in front. I looked up, he was walking normally, the cuffs were still around his ankles, but not bound together. 
 
   Thomas led Sam back to the bed, saw I was awake. “Sorry, didn’t want to disturb sleeping beauty,” he smiled at me, “bathroom?” I nodded, realized where he must have taken Sam, realized I needed the same. 
 
   “Let me just put your pretty husband back,” he tugged at Sam’s leash, put him back on the bed, tied him back down, tighter than before—he tied Sam’s hands over his head, his ankle cuffs secured directly to the bed, his legs apart, half spread eagled, tied snug so he couldn’t move, couldn’t reach me. After I used the bathroom he did the same to me, left the hood off, led me back to the room and tied me to the bed like Sam, each wrist and ankle cuff secured to the bed frame, all movement denied, able only to touch my toes to Sam’s.
 
   And then he walked back to the door. 
 
   “What…where are you going.”
 
   “To make breakfast,” he answered as he shut the door.
 
   Sam sighed, I looked over at him. “You still okay?”
 
   “Yea.”
 
   “You sure?”
 
   “Just frustrated.”
 
   “Sam,” I said, suddenly concerned whether this was too much, for his sake, but hoping it wasn’t, for mine.
 
   “No, not like that, Jill, I…you don’t know how bad I want to…you know.”
 
   “I know, love.”
 
   “He watched me in the bathroom, to make sure I behaved, to make sure ‘I didn’t stroke my little penis’ as he said; it was humiliating, even worse to sit and pee in front of someone.”
 
   “Sit?”
 
   “He told me to sit ‘like a girl.’ Only men stand to pee, he said.” 
 
   I could almost see him blush. “I’m sorry.”
 
   “No, he’s right, and…”
 
   “And?”
 
   “And he said it like he knew the humiliation would turn me on.”
 
   “Did it?” I knew the answer as easily as Thomas.
 
   “Yea,” he said softly. 
 
   Sam, my poor Sam. I felt for him, I did. “He teased me, too.”
 
   “What…what did he do? Did he touch you?”
 
   “No,” I said, the disappointment obvious in my voice. “He asked me if I wanted him to fuck me.” I didn’t tell Sam I said yes. Immediately, as soon as he asked. He knew, Sam knew what I wanted.
 
   “He didn’t, you weren’t gone long enough. For him to…” Sam knew I wasn’t gone long enough for Thomas to fuck me, maybe Sam, but not Thomas.
 
   “No. He laughed though. He said,” I paused, not sure I wanted to repeat it, it would humiliate Sam. But excite him, too, Jill. And somehow that bothered me, but I didn’t know why.
 
   “What?”
 
   “That I was so typical—the good, proper, chaste wife at home for her wimpy, beta husband who turns into a slut when a real man is around.” Sam breathed in sharply, I knew he would and I continued. “And that he was going to fuck me, but not until…until…”
 
   “Until?”
 
   “Until I…until I get wet just looking at him.”
 
   “What else,” Sam asked immediately.
 
   “Nothing.”
 
   “What else, Jill?” He was more urgent.
 
   “Sam.”
 
   “He…” Sam looked down, indecisive, then back at me. “He told me he was going to tell you something you wouldn’t want to tell me.”
 
   “Sam, please.” Damn him!
 
   “He said to tell you to tell me when you wouldn’t, when you were afraid I’d stop this. He…he said tell me and…and see what happens.”
 
   “I…” I looked up at the call button, Sam was right, Thomas was right, I was afraid Sam would call them, put an end to this, but I was afraid to hurt him too much. “Sam, I…they were his words, not mine.”
 
   “Jill, please,” he begged. Urgent. Need. Desire.
 
   I looked over at him, looked into his eyes as best I could in the dim light. “He…he asked me if you ever made me wet enough to…to fuck without foreplay, if…if…”
 
   “If…?”
 
   I hesitated. “If thinking of you inside me made me wet, made me ache for…for your…little penis.”
 
   “And,” he moaned. What did I say, what did I answer?
 
   “Sam, I love foreplay with you.”
 
   “Jill, what did you tell him?”
 
   “I love you, Sam, you know that.”
 
   “JILL!”
 
   Before I could respond, soft music began to play, classical, Bach, I thought, and before I could process the music, let alone my poor husband, the door to the room opened and she was silhouetted against the light from the hallway. 
 
   “Do tell, pet,” she said, she practically purred, “does your husband’s little quick trigger penis make you wet?”
 
   Holy fuck, they could hear us, they could fucking hear us!
 
   Sam and I both stared at her in shock, in awe. She was dressed like us, hose covered her from her neck down, pantyhose on her legs, pantyhose on her torso, her arms; she wore heels that clicked on the floor as she slowly walked towards the bed.
 
   And she carried a riding crop that she taped ominously against her leg as she approached the bed.
 
   “Well, does that little thing between his legs make you wet with anticipation, Jill?”
 
   “I…I…” I didn’t want to answer, I didn’t want to hurt Sam, but she seemed to know everything running through both our minds.
 
   She approached Sam’s side of the bed, ran the crop gently up the inside of Sam’s leg. He stared at her, but then so did I, she was amazing, the nylon hugged every curve, she was sinister, she was sexy, she was beautiful, she was…fuck!
 
   “You’re slut wife doesn’t want to answer, Samuel, you know why? She’s afraid she’ll hurt your feelings if she tells the truth.” Irena was rubbing the end of the crop between his legs, against his crotch, over his tucked penis. “Do you think this makes her wet, Samuel,” she asked as she rubbed him.
 
   “No,” my poor husband moaned. Irena flicked her wrist ever so slightly, flicked the leather tip of the crop against him with a soft, dull thud. “Uugh,” he groaned.
 
   “Do you think she gets wet dreaming of something that hardly fills her?” She was rubbing him again.
 
   “No,” Sam moaned again and she flicked her wrist again, another dull thud as the crop landed on him, another dull groan.
 
   “Do you think she gets wet fantasizing about the fifteen seconds you’re inside her before you cum?”
 
   “No,” Sam whimpered, he knew what was coming, just as I did, but still jumped. SMACK! She flicked him again, harder.
 
   “Do you think she gets wet when her small, emasculated husband asks her in a pathetic voice, ‘wwwaaa…wwwaaa…was it good for you?’”
 
   “He turns me on,” I said, compelled to support Sam, compelled because I loved him, because it was true.
 
   “Interesting, looks like someone else wants my attention,” she almost meowed as she walked around the bed to me, the crop held up as if in warning. I started to struggle, like I could move, like I could protect myself, like I could cover myself.
 
   “Nowhere to run, pet,” Irena smiled as she stood over me, ran the crop up my leg like she had with Sam, stroked me between the legs with it. “He turns you on, does he? How, pet, do tell, how does he turn you on? How does he make you wet?”
 
   “When…when he kisses me.” I braced for the blow, anticipated it, even hoped for it, but it didn’t come.
 
   “But that’s not using his penis, is it?”
 
   “No,” I answered. That was what she waited for, what she wanted, and with a flick of her wrist, she brought the end of the crop up then down against my pussy, hard, harder than she did on Sam. The pain exploded through my crotch, I tensed, yelped, but she started rubbing again and waves of pleasure chased after the pain, caught it, mixed until one became the other. Pain and pleasure, two became one.
 
   “What else, pet? How else does he make you wet?”
 
   “When…when he touches me.”
 
   “But that’s not using his penis, either?”
 
   “No,” I whispered, was again rewarded with an explosion of pain and pleasure in my pussy.
 
   “What else?”
 
   “When…when he licks me,” I said softly.
 
   SMACK! Another explosion of pain, she didn’t even hesitate, but I wasn’t ready, didn’t expect the blow yet. “Not his penis,” she demanded.
 
   “No,” I said, she smacked my pussy again and I shook, tugged against the cuffs as an orgasm ripped through me.
 
   “You hear that, Samuel, you don’t turn her on as a man, you turn her on like a woman! Know what, though? Just like you can’t make her cum like a real man would, you can’t make her cum like a real woman, either.” Irena smiled at me, climbed onto the bed, straddled me, her soft nylon covered legs touched mine and a million nerve endings in my body came to life. “So, what is it you think he does that makes you wet, pet?”
 
   I was shaking with anticipation, looked at her shyly. “When…when he kisses me,” I answered, knowing exactly what she was going to do, well before she did it, the anticipation intense, surreal. She leaned over me, her breasts touched mine, glided over mine as she moved, smooth nylon against smooth nylon, my nipples were hard, pronounced. She opened her mouth, found mine, wet lips on wet lips, tongues danced, flirted, probed, minute after minute until I couldn’t breath properly.
 
   “What else do you like that he does?”
 
   “When…when he touches me,” I croaked. Oh, god, oh, god.
 
   She sat up, moved her hands to my body, over my arms, down my sides, over my breasts, her nylon covered fingers danced over my nylon covered torso producing sensations I’d never felt before, sensations that filled me with desire, with hunger, and with need.
 
   She massaged lower, over my stomach, my thighs, grazed lightly over my mound, and I shook even at the lightest of touches. “You like it when he touches you like this?”
 
   “Yes,” I moaned softly. Oh, fuck, this was too much.
 
   “When his fingers dance over you?”
 
   “Hmmmmm, yes,” moaned.
 
   “Do you think he knows, Jill?”
 
   “Knows,” I asked, looked at her, confused.
 
   “Does he know that when he touches you like this you pretend it’s another woman touching you.”
 
   “I…” I moaned instead of answering.
 
   “That you like seeing him in panties because it’s easier to pretend he’s a woman than to pretend he’s a man?”
 
   “No, I…ugh, ughmmmm,” I couldn’t finish what I was trying to say, not with her fingers dancing over me.”
 
   “But you know he’s not a woman, Jill, just like he’s not a man, he’s neither, he’s a sissy. And just like he can’t please you like a real man, he can’t please you like a real woman, either.” She took my vaginal lips between her fingers, through the layers of nylon, pushed them together, squeezed, hard, so hard it almost hurt. “Squeeze your pelvis, Jill.”
 
   “What…what are you doing?”
 
   “Squeeze,” she ordered, pinched my lips harder.
 
   “That…that…hurts…,” I complained, “please, it…oh…oh fuck, ohhh…ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh, ohhhhhhhhhhh.” It did hurt, the pressure from her hands, but when I tightened my pelvic muscles, a sudden, powerful orgasm tore through me, intense, amazing. I squeezed again, contracted my muscles, moaned again, loud, embarrassingly loud. She released her fingers just a smidge. “Fuck, what the fuck, I…ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh,” I screamed again as she tightened them again. “Oh, god, what the fuck…”
 
   “What else turns you on Jill?”
 
   What was she doing to me, and how the fuck was she doing it? I had to say it, I wanted it. “When…when he licks me,” I said, eyes wide open, wishing, willing it to happen.
 
   She licked me, but she teased me, too, she started with my breasts, lightly licked me through the nylon, moved onto my stomach where she tickled me, made me squirm. And then she was between my legs, she ran her mouth over my inner thighs, planted light kisses closer and closer, but always avoided me at the last second, even when I pushed my hips upward, tried to touch her mouth, tried to press my pussy against her lips.
 
   “Do that again, pet, and it will be my crop on you, not my mouth,” she warned me. Sam gasped, I dropped, stared at her, breathed heavily. “You haven’t earned that yet,” she said, blew lightly on me, “but you can.”
 
   “How, please?” I wanted her mouth on me, I wanted her to lick me, to taste me, to make me cum. “Please.”
 
   “How do you think a slave earns her Mistress’s favor, pet?” Irena started to crawl up my body, slid herself seductively over me as she moved. The sensation of nylon against nylon was breathtaking, but more fascinating was her, her femininity, her secret place, moving closer and closer to my head, to my face, to my mouth! “Have you ever licked a woman, pet?”
 
   I shook my head. She moved closer, knelt over my breasts, I could smell her, the musk, her own desire. “You want to?”
 
   “I…” I hesitated, did I? Did I want to taste a woman, did I want another woman’s pussy over my mouth, did I want her? I wanted Thomas, I knew that from the moment I saw him, but a woman.
 
    And then I looked down from her face to where her feminine scent originated, and saw her naked pussy. The crotch of her pantyhose was missing, carefully cut away, so her moist, pink folds were a foot from my face. “Ohhhh,” I gasped in surprise and desire.
 
   “If you can’t decide, maybe I should let Samuel, I’m sure he’d be eager to taste me.”
 
   “Yes, yes,” Sam said instantly while I just stared.
 
   Irena looked over at Sam, chuckled. “You disappoint me, pet, I thought you wanted to make love to me and…”
 
   “I do,” I said urgently.
 
   “You want to taste a woman?”
 
   “Yes,” I said, swallowed the saliva building up in my mouth.
 
   “You want to lick pussy, Jill, do you really?”
 
   I was shaking, staring at her, at it. She touched herself, spread her soft, wet pink lips, slid her fingers down, up, got them wet. “Yes, please,” I whispered.
 
   “Do you want to taste me, Jill, do you want to please your dominant?”
 
   I swallowed again, nodded, “Yes, please.” I paused, I knew what to say. “Yes, please, Mistress,” I said. Those were exactly the right words, I saw it in her eyes, the proud look at the slave bound beneath her. Irena pushed her fingers between her lips, into herself, out, back in, out again. She slowly pulled them back, they glistened, wet, a small, damp string of it wet from her pussy to the tip of her fingers.
 
   “I have to warn you, pet, once you taste me, you’ll never be able to get enough. Never.”
 
   I moaned involuntarily, eyes focused on her wet fingers, stuck my tongue out, even though her fingers were out of reach.
 
   “Open your mouth, pet,” she ordered me as she moved her fingers to my mouth, “taste it, taste me.”
 
   I sucked eagerly, sucked like I’d never sucked anything, like I was a hungry virgin, which I was, for a woman anyway, for Irena. She tasted sweet, like honey, tart like musk, and erotic, sex, even exotic. I sucked her fingers, greedy, sucked and licked her juices.
 
   “Oh, my little slut, that’s it, suck, suck, just like it’s a cock,” she suddenly smiled, “or a little penis,” she giggled, looked over at Sam, “bet she’s never sucked your little penis like this, has she? This eager, this hungry.” 
 
   I glanced at Sam, I knew her words must sting him, they were true, but they made me suck harder, made me more greedy. “Smmmmm,” I moaned to him, tried to explain, tried to justify, but it was hard to talk while sucking her fingers and I didn’t want to stop.
 
   “Fantasize about it, sissy? Fantasize about your beautiful wife sucking you like that little thing between your legs like it actually turned her on?”
 
    
 
   - Sam -
 
   “Yes,” I whispered softly as I stared at Irena’s fingers moving in and out of Jill’s mouth like she was fucking her.
 
   “Wish it was you she was sucking?”
 
   “Yes,” I whispered again, mesmerized by the sight of Irena’s touching my wife, by the sight of Jill eagerly sucking, tasting.
 
   “Want to cum, sissy?”
 
   “Yes,” I moaned loudly, pulled at my bondage, “please…please…Mistress,” I added, because it worked for Jill.
 
   There was an evil grin on her face, she looked from me down to Jill. “He wants to cum.”
 
   “Hmmmm,” Jill moaned, her eyes darted to me, back to Irene.
 
   “You’re desperate,” she asked me.
 
   I nodded, “yes, please, Mistress,” I begged. She was right, desperate was the right word, I wanted to, needed to, soon, now.
 
   “Jill can decide, she can decide if you get to cum.”
 
   My eyes went wide, yes, fucking yes, damn fucking yes! Jill and I looked at one another, she felt the same relief I did.
 
   “You’d let him cum, wouldn’t you Jill.”
 
   “Sssss,” Jill said sucking, sucking.
 
   “You’ll do it?”
 
   Jill nodded, I stared at her mouth, started to imagine I was between her lips, the she was sucking me. My penis throbbed against the pantyhose prison, tried and tried to grow, to harden.
 
   Irena grinned, looked at me, then Jill. “He’s fantasizing about you sucking him, is that what you’ll do for him?”
 
   Jill shook her head slightly, looked over her head to her hands, Irena laughed. “No, you wouldn’t have to suck him, Jill, you could use your hands.” I didn’t care, hands, mouth, whatever, I just wanted to cum, was desperate to cum. “She’s going to say yes, isn’t she,” Irena asked me.
 
   My eyes were wide, I nodded my head, stiffened, I was anxious, expectant, I swear I almost could cum just from thinking about it.
 
   “She’ll rub against you, so soft, so tender, like a girl touching a girl. Go on, ask her, Samuel, ask her if she’ll touch you and make you cum. I’m sure she’ll say yes.”
 
   I looked at my wife, “Jill, can I…may I…cum?”
 
   Irena took her fingers out of Jill’s mouth, but as Jill was about to answer, she shoved them back in and Jill sucked them eagerly. “Before you answer, pet, I forgot one thing.” I exhaled loudly, my stomach sank, Irena smiled. “You thought it was going to be that easy, pretty boy?”
 
   “You…you said she could decide,” I groaned.
 
   “She can, my pretty, the decision is hers, totally hers. If she decides you can cum I’ll untie her and let her, I promise. But…but…there’s just one little thing…Jill, if you decide he can cum, you don’t get to lick my pussy.”
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   “No,” Sam moaned loudly in frustration. I looked over at him in the dim light, saw the torment on his face, the unmistakable desperation for release. I knew he was beyond the edge of need, he hadn’t cum in more than a week and had been in a constant state of arousal since we’d arrived. I knew my husband, knew he was way beyond horny, that desperation was the right description for his need. I felt guilty, I’d cum again and again since we’d arrived. I had orgasm after orgasm, so many it was greedy to want more. But…but…
 
   I looked into his eyes, exchanged a look with him, mentally surrendered. I knew it wasn’t fair to him, this was about both of us, not just me, him, too. Him. Sam. The man I loved. “I…I want…”
 
    
 
   - Sam -
 
   Him. Say it, Jill, say it. I urged her with my eyes, willed her to say me, begged her to let me free, to let me cum. Please, please. I mouthed the words. Please.
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   “I want…”
 
   “Pussy or penis,” Irena moved up, practically hovered over my face, close, so close to my mouth I could almost reach out and lick her, taste her. God, I wanted her pussy so badly. I glanced at Sam, penis, my mind said, penis, I want to make my husband cum, penis, penis, penis.
 
    
 
   - Sam -
 
   “I want…p…” 
 
   “Penis or pussy, pet?”
 
   Penis, she was going to say penis, I knew, I fucking knew. Fuck Irena and her fucking pussy hovering over my wife’s face. I wanted to see it, wanted to see Jill’s mouth pressed to it, her tongue lap it, just not now, later, just now right now. “I want…p…”
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   Penis, the word was on my lips, penis, Sam’s little penis. Penis, penis.
 
   “Penis or pussy, slut,” Irena demanded.
 
    
 
   - Sam -
 
   Yes, that’s my girl, say it, penis, penis, penis.
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   “Pussy,” I whispered softly, startled to hear the word, like someone else spoke it, not me.
 
    
 
   - Sam -
 
   “Pussy,” Jill whispered softly, no, NO, NO, NO, NO! What the fuck, no, NO. She was going to say penis, dammit, she was fucking going to say penis. Why didn’t she? I wanted to fucking cum!
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   No, penis, I wanted to say penis, for Sam, for my husband, for him. No. Penis, penis! “Pussy,” I whispered once again, shocked again to hear the word escape my lips—I tried to say penis, my brain did, I really did, but pussy was the word I spoke. “Pussy,” I repeated without looking back at Sam, instead I watched Irena lower herself, lower her pussy, lips found lips, wetness touched wetness, her taste strong on my lips, my tongue. Pussy, I thought, I want pussy, I wanted Irena’s pussy, that’s why I said it, I wanted Irena’s pussy, I needed her pussy. “Mstsssss,” I moaned as I licked, as I tasted her, mistress, my mistress, my dominant mistress. Pussy, I tasted pussy, the sweetest, most delicate taste in the entire world.
 
    
 
   - Sam -
 
   “Uuugh,” I groaned softly as Irena lowered herself onto my wife’s open, waiting mouth, as Irena’s pink lips touched my wife’s wet tongue, as Jill licked and tasted, feasted on Irena. I groaned because my tucked penis was throbbing, blood rushed to it, more than ever, my body tried and tried to get hard so I could cum. Like any male, watching my wife please another woman was something I’d fantasized about day after day, year after year, but this wasn’t like my fantasy. In my fantasy, while they licked and kissed, I liked and kissed too. I touched them. In my fantasy, I made love to them, too. In my fantasy, my penis was free, and I entered one, then the other, both begged for me, begged me to fuck them.
 
   In my fantasy, I wasn’t in bondage. In my fantasy, I wasn’t wearing pantyhose. In my fantasy, my penis wasn’t tucked and trapped.
 
   In my fantasy, I could cum.
 
   But here I was helpless. It was ironic, I’d never been more turned on in my life than I was watching my wife lick Irena’s pussy, I never wanted to cum more in my life. Never. But I couldn’t. The one time I wanted to, the time I most needed to, I was helpless, bound to a bed, left only to watch my wife make another woman cum.
 
   “Sissy.” The word was a whisper, I wasn’t sure I even heard it, I might have imagined it. “Sissy.” I wasn’t imagining it, it was Irena’s, talking to me. I looked up, her eyes were half closed, they fluttered with each lick of my wife’s tongue. “Your wife,” she said, a grin on her face, almost a laugh, “she belongs to me now. She’s mine.” As if to emphasize, she reached down and took Jill’s head in her hands, pulled it up, tight to her pussy as she rode her face to an explosive orgasm.
 
   Mine, sissy, she mouthed, she’s mine, all fucking mine.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 9 – Teased and Denied
 
    
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   The most disappointing thing so far was learning what a tease Irena was, for after I licked her to orgasm after orgasm, she refused to do the same for me. "But…but I thought I earned it," I protested, "didn't…didn't I do a good job?"
 
   She kissed me deeply, "If I didn't know better, I'd never guess it was your first time, pet, you did wonderful, but…well…I like to leave my pets in the lurch now and then.” When she got up, she went to one of the cabinets, came back to the bed with something in her hands. The pink ball gags. She gagged both of us, left us bound, told us they'd be back for us in a few minutes. But before she left, she reached over for Sam, reached inside his pantyhose, and untucked his penis.
 
   "Ohhhhhhhh," Sam moaned through the gag as his penis instantly flooded with blood, grew erect.
 
   "I prefer this flaccid, safely tucked away, but it needs to breathe for a bit.” Sam tried to hump Irena's hand, so she slapped his penis. "Don't get ahead of yourself, slave," Irena laughed, "you're not going to cum, not this morning, maybe not today and certainly not like this."
 
   **********
 
   They came for us one at a time, me first. Both were dressed. Thomas wore black linen pants and a navy fitted sport shirt that emphasized his muscular chest and his athletic waist. His sleeves were casually undone, pushed up, he looked the fantasy of a masculine, dominant man. Irena wore what was obviously a designer A-line sundress of finely woven cotton covered in a retro geometric pattern that matched the waist-defining belt and taupe pumps. They looked like they were dressed to go out to brunch, and for a moment I was afraid they were leaving us, but they said breakfast was ready in the kitchen.
 
   They untied me, helped me stand, but as before, my freedom of movement was short lived—Irena clipped my wrist cuffs together behind my back while Thomas knelt, attached the short chain to the cuff around each ankle. "Irena tells me you're quite proficient at cunnilingus," he looked up at me when he finished with the chain.
 
   "I—"
 
   “Pity she didn’t return the favor, I can smell from here how wet it made you.” He closed his eyes, exhaled softly, blew his warm breath on my hose covered crotch.
 
   “Ohhhhh,” I moaned, thought only of a mouth between my legs, his, hers, even Sam’s, it didn’t matter.
 
   He chuckled, stood, turned me around to face the Irena, the bed, Sam, she clipped a leash to my collar. “What are you staring at, pet,” he asked.
 
   “Smmmm.”
 
   “I don’t see? Where?” 
 
   “Bnnnn siss eggs.” Between his legs.
 
   I…I don’t see…oh, oh, I see now, looks like someone untucked him,” he looked to his wife. “Shame, something that small should be safely hidden away, out of sight, out of mind, don’t worry Jill, you don’t have to pretend to enjoy it anymore, I doubt that will be finding its way inside you any time in the near the future, if at all.”
 
   I looked at Sam’s erection trapped against his body by the pantyhose. Obviously the nylon emasculated him, but he was still my husband, something I felt compelled to point out to them. “Ess mmm hssnd.”
 
   “Of course, Jill, but that doesn’t make him your man and that,” he pointed at Sam’s erection, “no longer has any business being inside you or any other woman.”
 
   “But,” I struggled to speak.
 
   “But you love him, of course you do,” Irena touched my face, finished my thought. “You proved several times last night, there are many ways for a pretty little boy to make a love to his wife, we’d never deny you two intimacy, but tell me, pet, is that what you fantasize about when you think about a man inside you? Or is his little penis simply something you tolerate in your marriage and are secretly thankful when it ends quickly.”
 
   I blushed. I didn’t want to, but I couldn’t help it.
 
   “He knows, Jill,” Thomas said, “of course he knows. In some ways he’s relieved he doesn’t have to try do what he’s unable to and instead can focus on what he’s good at. Isn’t that right, Samuel, isn’t part of the reason your here, because you want a man to take care of your wife, sexually, you want a man to do what you’re unable with that little thing?”
 
   “Uuuuugh,” Sam moaned, tugged at his bonds, he was as helpless as I was, as eager as I was, eager for her, eager for him.
 
   “Thomas will unburden you, Samuel,” Irena looked at him, “he’ll free you from trying to be a man while I’ll teach you how to please her in ways more appropriate for a sissy.” She tugged my leash, led me from the room, from Sam, down the hall towards the kitchen. I stared at her as we walked, at her tone legs, at her ass, thought of touching her again, licking her, but it was Thomas I wanted, touching me now, inside me. Thomas’s critical comments of Sam’s penis only made me think more of Thomas’s cock, I wanted it in my hands, in my mouth, in my pussy.
 
   Irena had let the leash slacken, I moved without thinking about what I was doing, drawn to his cock, I needed it. I stopped, moved my hands as far up my back as I could so they were out of the way, waited the beat of half a second until Thomas ran into my ass, and rubbed against him. “Eese,” I moaned through gag, “eese uk eee.” Please, please fuck me. I could feel him harden under his pants as I slid my nylon covered ass over him. At least until Irena tugged the leash.
 
   “You slut,” Irena hissed. Her tug pulled my upper body forward, but my legs didn’t follow, Thomas had wrapped a strong arm around my waist, held my lower body in place. 
 
   “Not yet, pet,” he said so softly it scared me. The blow came so quick, I had no time to prepare, no thought to anticipate it, it was simply there, his bare hand spanking my pantyhose covered ass, once, two, three, four as he spoke, a smack a word.
 
   “Only. Little. Sluts. Who. Behave. Get. Their. Master’s. Cock. Inside. Them.” Eleven words, eleven smacks of his hand on my ass. Eleven hard smacks, pain, stinging pain. With the last one, his hand stayed on my ass check then slid between my legs, slid over the smooth nylon to my wet, pulsating pussy. I started to shake immediately, the orgasm started to come so quick, but just as it started to take me, he moved his hand again away, spanked me a last time, harder than the others. “Bad sluts don’t get to cum, Jill,” he said as he smacked my ass a final time, harder still than any of the rest, and released me at the same time so I stumbled forward into Irena’s waiting arms.
 
   “Do that again, slut,” Irena took my face in her hand, “and I’ll be the one spanking you, but I won’t use my hand, I’ll use my crop.”
 
   “Hmmmmm,” I moaned, almost drooled.
 
   “And it won’t be on your ass, slut, you’ll feel my crop on your pussy!” As she said this, she reached between my legs, smacked me between my legs. I exploded in pain, much worse than the pain from Thomas’s spanking, but the pain was laced with pleasure and again, every nerve ending in my body felt on fire. 
 
   They led me to the kitchen, sat me at a bar stool at a small, square, granite covered island in front of a placemat, threaded the chain between my ankles through the bottom of the stool, left me bound while they went to get Sam.
 
   I was still moaning, my ass and pussy were still on fire, my nerves still on edge. I tried to make myself cum, squeezed my pelvic muscles, but couldn’t bring myself over the edge no matter how hard I tried. I pulled at my bonds, it was erotic to be tied and restricted, and that brought me closer. I inhaled, Irena’s scent was all over my face, I dreamed of Thomas’s cock, of it inside me, filling me, but still I couldn’t get to the edge. I knew I was helpless, I knew I was theirs, a slave, bound to obey. I knew I was more, too, a slut, desperate for her, for him, for her pussy, for his cock.
 
    
 
   - Sam -
 
   While Thomas loosened my bonds, Irena sat on the bed next to me, ran her fingers over my stomach, lower, closer to my erect penis, closer, closer, but never quite touching it. “It’s ironic, you know.”
 
   “Wtt,” I asked through the gag as my eyes fluttered open and shut while I tried to will her to touch me. 
 
   “It’s ironic that the hardest a sissy husband gets, the thing that makes him quiver the most, is when he hears how useless his pathetic, little, quick trigger penis is to his wife or any other woman.” If I wasn’t gagged, my teeth would have chattered I was so turned on, I wanted Irena to touch me so badly. “Look at him, Thomas, he’d sell Jill to the Gypsies for ten seconds inside me.” She let her finger touch the tip of my erection.
 
   “Ohhhhhhh,” I moaned, pulled against the bonds.
 
   “Of course that would be five seconds more than you’d need, wouldn’t it, sissy?”
 
   “Eese, eease.”
 
   “What did you fantasize about more last week? A real man fucking your wife or slipping your little penis inside me?” She ran her finger over the tip of my penis through the pantyhose that trapped it against my skin.
 
   “Eese,” I moaned again.
 
   “Because one of those things is going to happen very soon. But one of them is never. Ever. Going. To. Happen.” She lightly flicked me as she emphasized each word.
 
   “Ease,” was all I could say, all I could think, please, please let me fuck you, please!
 
   “Sissy, sissy, sissy, don’t you get it yet? This,” she flicked me harder, “is never going inside me. Never. And as long as you and your pretty wife are our slaves, it isn’t going inside her, either. Oh, don’t look so sad, pet, you’ll get to cum, I promise, it won’t be how you want, but you’ll get to cum. Just not inside a woman, not while I have anything to say about it.”
 
   I was jerking up and down. Not my whole body, just my penis, it jerked against the pantyhose, involuntarily, like it was electrically charged.
 
   “See, just like I said, nothing excites a sissy husband more than hearing he can’t please a woman, like hearing he’s never made his wife cum.”
 
   “Mmmm…mmmm…mmmmm.” I wanted to say it wasn’t true, but it was, I was turned on beyond belief.
 
   “Red, yellow, or green,” she whispered in my ear as she helped me stand.
 
   “Eeen,” I moaned. “Eeeeeen.” Green means go, green means fucking go!
 
   “Such a good boy,” she touched my pantyhose covered ass, “or girl, as the case may be. Now let’s go eat breakfast, you’re going to need your strength later.”
 
    
 
   **********
 
    
 
   They bound me to a bar stool at the square island next to Jill who was bound as I was. Seated like this, we could look at one another, exchange a hungry look. They ungagged us both. “Hungry,” Thomas asked us, whether it was sexual or for food, I didn’t know.
 
   “Yes,” I answered, “starved, actually. How—?” I tugged at my bound hands as he set a small plate of fruit before both of us, worried we were going to have to bend down like dogs.
 
   He chuckled. “We’ll feed you, don’t worry, it’s something we like to do, we find it somewhat erotic for a submissive to be fed by a dominant.” Irena picked up a small remote, soft classical music began to play.
 
   “Beethoven,” Jill said.
 
   “Yes,” Thomas smiled, pleased. They took seats across from us, Irena next to me, Thomas next to Jill. He started to feed Jill, Irena waited so I could watch him move seductively with my wife. He started with a piece of melon, picked it up with his fingers, brought it to my wife’s lips and slowly fed it to her. She ate it eagerly, ran her tongue over his fingers as she did. Dammit, was it erotic.
 
   Slut, I thought. Well, two could play at that. Irena chuckled as she watched me watch Jill eat, then picked up a similar piece of melon and fed it to me. I mimicked what Jill did, ate the fruit seductively as I stared at Irena’s pretty face and licked her fingers clean, sucked them. Done, I looked back at my wife, smiled. Take that!
 
   Thomas dug a strawberry out of the bowl, it was bright red, plump, full of juice, too big to be eaten in one bite, obviously purposefully so. Jill was forced to take a bite, her eyes darted to me, the juices practically exploded from the berry onto her lips, and when she finished the second bite, instead of going for the napkin, he told her to hold perfectly still, leaned over to her, and licked the juices off her face.
 
   “Uugh,” I moaned when I felt my penis jump in the nylon. “Uugggh,” I moaned louder when Irena asked me if I’d like a strawberry, too. Like Jill, I had to take a small bite, had juices on my lips, and while I wondered if she’d do it…she did, Irena leaned over to me, licked my lips and face, kissed me.
 
   And then Thomas took a piece of banana out of the bowl. Not a slice, no, a whole banana; he moved it slowly to Jill’s lips, fed it to her end first, slowly, very slowly, the phallic symbolism beyond obvious. “Such a good slut,” he whispered as he pulled it back out before she could bite down, slid it back between her lips and mashed it deep in her mouth. “Such a good, good little slut.”
 
   I looked to Irena, knew what was going to be in her hand before she pulled it out of the bowl. I didn’t want that, not in front of my wife, was terrified of that, but there it was anyway, a phallic banana at my lips, ready to be pushed into my mouth like a cock into a woman. 
 
   “Open, sissy,” she whispered, “you said you were hungry.” I opened my mouth, couldn’t NOT open my mouth, let her feed me, like a cock into a woman, like a fucking cock into a fucking woman’s fucking mouth. “Shhhh, that’s it, suck it, such a good little sissy slut,” she whispered, “such a good, good little sissy slut.” 
 
   When the fruit was done, when I didn’t think mere breakfast could be more erotic, Thomas served the main course. Steel cut oatmeal with honey poured on top. He only brought one bowl, set it in front of Jill, but there was neither spoon nor fork in front of her and he couldn’t mean to feed her with his fingers. “Irena, I forgot,” he mimicked eating with a spoon, “will you get something to feed her with?”
 
   “Of course, darling.” She went to the main part of the kitchen, opened a drawer, and as I heard her heels click on the floor, I turned to her and saw it wasn’t a spoon she held in her hand, it wasn’t a spoon they were going to use to feed Jill, it was…a cock, a realistic cock dildo!
 
   I wasn’t a fool, I knew what a dildo was, I even knew they made them like that, like the dildo Irena held. What Irena had was realistic, made to look like an actual cock, with realistic veins that traced up the length of the meaty shaft, a gentle curve, and an exaggerated, bulbous head. It was realistic, but for it’s size, it didn’t even fit in her hand, protruded an inch from the bottom, two inches at least from the top, maybe more.
 
   “The looks on both your faces are priceless,” Irena laughed as she walked back to us, handed the dildo to her husband.
 
   “It…it’s big,” Jill mumbled.
 
   “It’s what you want, slut,” Thomas said.
 
   “I…”
 
   “It’s what you deserve,” Irena said.
 
   Thomas dipped the head of the dildo into the bowl, scooped up a large dollop of honey and oatmeal out, most of which stayed on the broad head of the cock. “Hungry?”
 
   “Yes, Sir” Jill answered as he brought the end of the cock up to her mouth.
 
   “How long’s it been since you ate like this?”
 
   “Too long,” she moaned softly, “too, too long.”
 
   “I’ll feed you, pet,” he said, moved the head of the cock to her lips, “you need never go hungry again.” 
 
   I moaned as she opened her mouth, took the head of the cock, the honey, the oatmeal between her lips, licked it, swirled her tongue around it, just like a porn star, like a woman who knew, instinctively, what to do with a man’s cock. Thomas pulled it out, she looked disappointed, he dipped it back into the bowl, brought another dollop of food to her mouth.”
 
   “Hmmmmm,” Jill moaned as she took more of the cock into her mouth the second time, ate the oatmeal, ate the cock, with desperation, need. With the third feeding (a cockful as opposed to a spoonful?), Thomas scooped more on the shaft which forced her to take more of it into her mouth, though she didn’t seem to mind, rather she relished in it, sucked with gusto.
 
   “I’m sure she always told you she didn’t like it, didn’t she,” Irena whispered into my ear, though not so quiet that we couldn’t all hear her. “I bet she told you she just wasn’t that into it, that every time you asked her to do that to you she said no with a disgusted look on her face. And the rare times she took this little thing in her mouth,” she touched my erection, “it was just for a few moments, without any passion.”
 
   “Mmmmmummm,” I mumbled as Thomas fed her another bite of her breakfast, the cock utterly coated in oatmeal and honey, as she licked it and sucked it with abandon.
 
   “She wasn’t lying to you though, she likes…no…look at her…she loves to suck COCK.” Irena flicked my erection with her finger. “She wasn’t lying, look at her, you think she’s faking that? You think she hasn’t done this before? She has sissy, she loves it, she just hasn’t done it with you.”
 
   “But…” I was mesmerized by the sight of the dildo going in and out of her mouth; Thomas simply held it still, Jill did all the work, sucking, licking, tasting, swallowing.
 
   “She ever let you cum in her mouth, slave?”
 
   “What? No…she…she’s never done that.”
 
   “Jill,” Irena got her attention, my wife looked at her. “Jill, darling, have you ever let a man cum in your mouth?” Jill didn’t have to answer, her look, her downcast eyes said everything. “Uh, oh,” Irena laughed, “someone’s been keeeeeeping seeeeecrets,” Irena sang. “More than once,” she asked.
 
   Jill, dildo half in her mouth, looked down again. Fuck, what???
 
   “More than one guy?”
 
   She didn’t look up. “Jill!” I was stunned, she…she lied to me!
 
   “This is so fucking fun,” Irena squealed, her hand still rested on my erection. “Jill, he’s pretending to be pissed, and he may be, but what you can’t see is that his little penis is absolutely throbbing.” Irena was right, Jill’s non-verbal admissions were pissing me off, part of me, but another part of me was burning with desire. 
 
   “How many boyfriends managed to get their cock in your mouth, Jill?” She didn’t answer, she just blushed, looked away. “How many, Jill?”
 
   “T…t…ten,” she said softly.
 
   “Ten,” I gasped. Ten? She given ten blow jobs? Ten? No, not ten all together, to ten different guys, my innocent wife had blown fucking ten different guys! Ten different guys had cum in her mouth. Ten, TEN!
 
   “Here’s a fun question,” Irena said as Thomas fed Jill a fresh bite from the bowl, “watch this, Samuel. Jill, have you ever been intimate with a guy who hasn’t cum in your mouth. Besides Samuel, of course.” Jill looked at me, the guilt was plain in her eyes, just as the desire was plain between my legs.
 
   “Oh, Samuel, looks like you’re the only one. Looks like her sweet, pretty husband is the only one who hasn’t cum in her mouth. Look at her, even a dildo gets a better blow job from Jill than you. And it feels to me,” she pressed against my erection, “that turns you on sooooo much. Just thinking, Samuel, thinking about all the men who have cum in her mouth.”
 
   “I…” I didn’t know what to say, how could I begin to respond, let alone try to deny it. Fact was, my erection was throbbing, be it from watching Jill suck a realistic dildo or from being teased about never having that done to me by my wife, it hardly mattered. 
 
   “The funny thing, Samuel, is that good, proper wives are often the best cock suckers. Not that their husbands would ever know. It’s something about an innocent girl letting go. Ironic, to be married to such a good cock sucker, but never get to experience it. You know, I wonder…” She looked at me, smiled, looked to Jill. “Who was the last guy to cum in your mouth, Jill?”
 
   Jill looked at Irena, not me, “I…”
 
   “Tell the truth,” Irena warned her.
 
   “Please,” begged softly. 
 
   “Uh, oh…” Irena giggled, “sounds like this might be a surprise.”
 
   “Please,” Jill begged again.
 
   “Look at each other,” Irena ordered us, “go on, I want you to see his reaction, Jill, it’s not going to be what you think, I promise.”
 
   “Sam, I…,” Jill looked at me, stammered.
 
   “What was his name, Jill,” Irena demanded softly. 
 
   Jill swallowed, her eyes begged forgiveness. “Brian…Brian Poole.”
 
   I felt like a truck ran into my chest, I wanted to yell at her, Brian Poole? Brian fucking Poole. But I didn’t yell his name, I said it, but I didn’t yell it, I moaned it instead. “Brian Poole?” The man she was messing around with when we met, the man she said she never did anything with, the man she stopped seeing when we started dating. She said she never even kissed him!
 
   Irena giggle again. “Isn’t this fun,” she asked with a squeeze to my throbbing groin. “He’s stunned, Jill, stunned, but look at him, look in his eyes, he’s loving it, his little sissy penis is twitching like crazy.”
 
   “I,” Jill started to say something, looked down.
 
   “Hmmm, Jill?” Jill looked up. “When did you suck Brian Poole’s cock?”
 
   “I…I don’t…”
 
   “When, Jill? When did he cum in your mouth?”
 
   “Please, I don’t rem…”
 
   “When? You know, a woman doesn’t forget the last time she swallowed a man’s cum.”
 
   Jill looked at Irena, back to me, then at Irena. “April 14, 2007.”
 
   The room started to spin the second she said the month, it spun faster and faster when she said the date. April 14? April fucking 14th? That was after our first date (April 6). That was the day after our second date (April 13). After. After!
 
   Irena sensed all of it, asked the obvious question. “After the first time you went out with Samuel?” Jill nodded, looked away from me. “A cuckold from the beginning, Samuel, from the very beginning.”
 
   She sucked cock after we went out, after we held hands, after we kissed, after…after.
 
   “Done, Jill,” Thomas asked my wife with a chuckle as she finished the last of her meal and left the dildo clean, save for her saliva.
 
   “Yes,” Jill answered softly between heavy, sexually charged breaths. 
 
   After…after….after…she sucked cock after
 
   He set the dildo down between them, stood, went back to the kitchen and prepared a second bowl of oatmeal. We all watched him, Irena, Jill, and I, carefully top it with honey; he took pride in what he did, it was obvious, even in something so simple as making breakfast. Then, much to my relief, he opened a drawer and took out a spoon, brought the bowl and spoon to the island and set them before Irena and me. “You said you were hungry,” he said.
 
   “Yes, Ma’am, I am.”
 
   “We don’t need the spoon, Thomas,” Irena said as she reached across the table for the dildo.
 
   “No,” I mouthed softly, “please, I…”
 
   “What’s the matter, Samuel,” she dipped the head of the cock into the bowl, swirled it around the honey, “I thought you said you were hungry?”
 
   “I…I am,” I said, “but…” I stared at the cock as she lifted it from the bowl, at the thin line of honey that trailed behind it, the glistening of the sweet, amber liquid on the head, Jill’s saliva on the rest. “That…that’s…”
 
   “A cock. So much different than this, isn’t it?” She smiled, reached between my legs again, touched me through the pantyhose. “So much different than the little thing between your legs. Open your mouth, sissy.”
 
   “Please,” I begged, glanced quickly at my wife. I didn’t want this, she couldn’t want this either, not to see this happen, not to see me eat like she did, sucking my breakfast off a realistic dildo.
 
   “Wimpy husbands are so predictable, pet,” Irena looked at my wife. “Husbands like Samuel worry their wives won’t see them as men once they’ve seen they’ve seen them with a cock in their mouth. They forget something, though, they forget that their pretty little wives never saw them as men!” Irena touched the head of the cock to my lips. “A husband who can’t make his wife cum isn’t a man.” She rubbed the cock on my top lip, let the honey coat it while her hand ever so gently teased me between my legs.
 
   “A husband who wears panties or pantyhose isn’t a man.” She moved the cock to my bottom lip, rubbed in both places. “A husband who stands by while his wife submits as a sexual slave to a man like Thomas isn’t a man.” She pushed the dildo against my lips as she spoke and I yielded, I opened my lips, let the sweet tasting cock head split my lips open, let her push it in, pull it back, push it in again just as Thomas had done to Jill. As she did, Thomas, to prove the point about who controlled Jill, walked behind Jill, took her pantyhose covered breasts into his hands and fondled her like she was chattel. 
 
   “So don’t worry, Samuel, watching you suck cock isn’t going to make her stop seeing you as a man, it’s only going to confirm what she’s known all along. You’re not a man,” she said as she pushed the head of the dildo farther into my mouth, several inches. “You never were,” she pulled it back, so just the tip was between my lips. “And you never will be.” 
 
   She pushed it back in, deeper this time, the honey was gone, but this wasn’t about feeding me now, this was about power, about dominance and submission. This was about proving a point to me, and more, proving a point to my wife, who stared at me, mouth open, like she was seeing the most erotic thing she’d ever seen in her life. This was about proving who was in charge, who would submit, and the lesson that even a realistic cock between my lips would not make me use my safe word. “Should I stop,” Irena asked me.
 
   “No!” Jill answered so quickly, she startled all three of us, caused all three of us to jump. “I mean, please no, Mistress,” she said softer. “Don’t stop. Please, don’t stop.” I heard the clink of Jill’s cuffs as Thomas unlocked them from behind her, only to re-connect them in front of her. He pushed her elbows up so her hands were across the table from Irena, who pulled the dildo, the cock, from my mouth, dipped it carefully into the bowl, coated the head of the cock only in honey, handed it to Jill.
 
   No, no! “Jill, please,” I begged, I didn’t, I couldn’t, though it wasn’t as if I had a choice. 
 
   Jill, who moaned, panted, while Thomas continued to massage her breasts and pinch her nipples, took the dildo into her hose covered, bound hands, lifted it to my mouth like Irena did, but she didn’t spread any of it on my lips, instead she put the head of the cock right between my lips. “Open,” she whispered. “I….”
 
   “Mmmmmm.” I kept my lips pressed together.
 
   “Open,” she repeated, finished her thought, “I want…I want to see it, see you do it.”
 
   “Jill,” I pleaded, but of course, speaking separated my lips ever so slightly and my wife didn’t hesitate, the moment I spoke she silenced me by pushing the head of the cock into my mouth. “Jllmmm,” I protested, my mouth full of silicone cock. My mouth watered involuntarily at the sweet taste of the honey, that’s why I opened my lips more, that’s why I let my wife feed me more of the cock, that’s why my eyes fluttered, all because the honey tasted so good. Because it can’t possibly have anything to do with the COCK your wife is feeding you. Because it can’t possibly have anything to do with the feeling of a bulbous COCK head in your mouth, because it can’t possibly have anything to do with ENJOYING SUCKING COCK!
 
   “He…he’s so hungry,” Jill said with a mesmerized look on her face. I felt her leg touch mine, felt her pantyhose glide against mine, not just nylon against skin, but nylon rubbing against nylon, softness caressing together, feminine on feminine.”
 
   “They often are the first time, Jill,” Thomas said, “just like a woman when the blinders have been removed, taboos lifted.”
 
   Jill pulled the cock from my mouth, dipped it into the bowl, scooped up a large dollop of honey and oatmeal. I tried to speak, tried to tell her I wasn’t hungry, not for what she was offering, anyway. I tried to say the words, yellow at least, even red. I tried to tell them this was too much, that sucking cock, even a dildo, was way beyond what I was comfortable with. But I couldn’t form the words, all I could do was open my mouth, close my eyes, and let my wife feed me. The oatmeal.
 
   And the cock.
 
   She was gentle, unimaginably so, she carefully fed me the creamy oats, the sweetening honey, like a mother feeds her babe, but with each lick, with each swallow, with each taste, she fed me something else, too—inch after inch of the long, thick cock. In and out, in and out, a little bit out, a little bit more in, until inch after inch was in my mouth, three, four, five, six, in and out, inch after inch. Until she wasn’t simply feeding me oatmeal, but until she was feeding me cock. Until I wasn’t simply eating the thick oats, but until I was actually sucking cock! Even when it came out clean, Jill pushed it back in, over and over and over.
 
   “A natural,” Irena touched me between my legs, “just like your wife, a natural at sucking cock.”
 
   “Nnnnnn,” I tried to deny it but didn’t bother to turn my head to spit out the cock, instead took it into my mouth once again, deeper, deeper, eyes locked on Jill’s.
 
   A natural.
 
   A fucking natural.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 10 – Clubbing
 
    
 
    
 
   - Samuel -
 
   When Irena walked into the room, my eyes went wide, but my reaction to Irena, as beautiful as she was, was nothing compared to seeing my wife. Irena wore a sleeveless black wrap dress with a V-cut front and back, wrap around front with tie and flowing hemline that ended just below mid-thigh, and black four inch ankle strap sandals. She would easily steal the eyes and hearts of any man—but for the stunning creature Irena trailed behind her with the thin leash—my darling, innocent wife.
 
   Where Irena’s club dress was pretty and sexy, Jill’s brought one word to mind—slutty—and I didn’t know where to look first. The red, all-sequin, low-cut, cowl neck dress was short, so mini it was well above mid-thigh (when she turned around, it could be best described as so short it barely, just barely covered the curve of her ass). It was so low cut, so extremely low cut, it bared Jill’s chest, half of each breast, and all of her stomach ending just above her bellybutton.
 
   Not that the dress hid her breasts, quite the opposite, the dress drew attention to them. So too did the four sterling silver chains ran from the rhinestone collar around Jill’s neck and were connected two to a side at the other end to her nipples. Unlike Irena, who was bare-legged, Jill wore nude hose and her strappy heels were silver.
 
   “Fuck,” I whispered.
 
   “You like,” Irena asked me as she dropped the leash and spun my wife around. My eyes went wide, the back of the dress was, well, backless. The cowl neck tied at the top, halter style, her back was bare down to the waist of the dress, so when her hair covered the halter, she looked like she was topless, wearing only the smallest of miniskirts. 
 
   “Fuck,” I whispered again. The contrast between the two women was fascinating, dictated by their personalities. Irena exuded sexy confidence in her revealing dress—in her stance, in her mannerisms, in her look—whereas my wife seemed uncomfortable to show so much skin, though to be fair, she showed much more of it. Because she was uncomfortable, Jill looked timid, shy, yes, submissive.
 
   “Not by you,” Irena grinned, “but I’m sure she’ll be the hit of the club tonight.
 
   The club, Pulse, the nightclub they were taking us to tonight. We’d read about Pulse in the alternative weekly a few months back, the article described it as sexy, erotic, entertaining, exciting, free-spirited, sensual, a place were nothing was prohibited and everything was encouraged. A dance club for “sexy lifestyle couples, single women, and powerful men who can handle all of them.” It was described as a club where “sexy and erotic are not just allowed, but are required.” There was no question Jill would fit right in the way she was dressed, as would Irena, both looked sexy, both looked erotic. Thomas, too, dressed in cut dark suit, dark shirt, the very vision of a powerful man.
 
   But me? After Irena and Jill were dressed, they took me to the bedroom and dressed me. I wore pants, a shirt, and a tie, just nothing like Thomas would ever wear, or any other man for that matter. And panties, of course, panties to cover my penis, panties to tuck it away, panties to remind me ’that I wasn’t a man’ as Irena was happy to say. 
 
   The white hipster brief panties were made of soft, sheer tulle with what even I had to admit was pretty, vintage French lace and satin bows that decorated and framed where my penis would normally be. The waist was decorated with delicate frill elastic and a peachy/ pink satin trim around the leg line that matched the little bows. On Jill they would have looked incredibly sexy, but on me? They are adorable, Jill had said, they made me look so…pretty…my pretty husband.
 
   When I started to pull the pants up my legs, I noticed they had a subtle stretch to them, but thought nothing of it until I pulled them over my panties, realized they were tightly cut in the hips, thighs, waist, and crotch. I thought nothing of it as I zipped them, but when I went to fasten the clasp and two buttons, my fingers fumbled. “What the…” I looked up at Jill, but quickly moved my gaze to Irena. “These are…” It dawned on me…women’s pants!
 
   “Yes,” she smiled, reached into the closet and pulled out a satin shirt carefully hung. The shirt was made of gleaming lavender satin with button-down collar and wide bow tie. “And so’s this.”
 
   “But we…”
 
   “Only three kinds of people get into Pulse, Samuel, powerful men like Thomas, sexy women like your wife, and pretty little boys like you.”
 
   “But I could…why can’t…I dress like Thomas? I mean…”
 
   “Like a man,” she laughed. “You think you can pull off powerful man, Samuel? The door staff is quite discriminating.”
 
   “I…I could try…”
 
   “And if you can’t, you won’t get in and I guess this pretty little thing will be left to play with just Thomas and I.” I sighed, held my hand out for the blouse, but she didn’t hand it to me just yet, instead she opened it up on the hanger and handed me what was underneath, a white camisole that matched the panties I already wore, with similar lace and bows. I took it with a sigh, what use was there resisting, what was the point with the rest of what I was to wear, and I tried to ignore the throbbing between my legs as I slipped it over my head. Only then did she hand me the blouse; she helped me with the buttons, on the wrong side of course, helped me tuck the blouse into the black pants. After putting on socks, which were suspiciously like the trouser socks Jill wore, and shoes, Irena beckoned me to her.
 
   “What’s that,” I asked her, looking at the rosy pink chunky chain mail choker she held in her hands.
 
   “A slave collar, like your wife’s wearing, without the nipple chain, of course. It let’s the other patrons know you’re a slave, that you’re taken, that you have an owner.” As if my clothes said anything else
 
   **********
 
   We took a car service to the club, thank fucking god, because neither Jill nor I were dressed to walk far in polite company. Pulse had the typical red rope across the entrance, a line to get in, there were no pretty women in line, no powerful men either, just men who looked like me, submissive, beta, weak, but who were dressed like Thomas. Pretenders. Men who pretended to be powerful men. Pretenders. Men who thought they were like Thomas but were not. Pretenders. Men who wanted women like Jill. Pretenders.
 
   When we got out of the car, all eyes turned to Jill, naturally, she was practically naked, and to me, since I was dressed like, well, like a fucking sissy. Irena clipped a leash to Jill’s collar, another to mine, told us to hold hands and led us down the rope line past pretender after pretender as if to say, yes, this little slut and her sissy husband belong to me.
 
   Inside the club, both Thomas and Irena were warmly welcomed by the owner of the club at a host station inside the door. Thomas with a handshake, Irena with a hug. He was more flamboyantly dressed than Thomas, less so than I, but by his mannerisms, all masculine, all man. “What do we have here,” he asked as he looked behind Irena to Jill and me.
 
   “Jill and Samuel, our new submissives,” Thomas answered.
 
   “And by new, Bernard, he means new to us and new to the scene,” Irena added.
 
   “Oh,” Bernard raised an eyebrow, walked out from behind the stand. “Fresh meat, you know how I love fresh meat, she knows how I love fresh meat,” he gazed at Jill, lifted his hand to the chains between her breasts, tugged them gently but firmly until she moaned, then groaned. I looked to Irena to stop him, but she just stood, watched, a half smile on her face. “Pantyhose,” he growled, disappointment in his voice. “Fuck, Irena!”
 
   I was surprised by his tone. “She’s new, Bernard, I told you, even Thomas hasn’t had her yet.”
 
   “Pantyhose signifies that her owners will let her be fondled but not fucked,” Thomas whispered in my ear to my soft moan. Fondled? Jesus!
 
   “Shut up,” he exclaimed. “She’s in fucking heat? You brought her here in heat? They’re going to go ape shit over her when they find out,” he laughed. “You better keep a good eye on her, pantyhose or not she’s liable to wind up with a cock inside her no matter what you want.”
 
   “She…she’s not like that,” I blurted out; I felt compelled to defend my wife’s honor. 
 
   “Not like that,” Bernard laughed at me, looked me up and down. “I know she’s never acted like that for you, but your wife’s a bitch in heat, she’ll be begging for cock before the night’s over just like any other slut.” He dropped the nipple chain, ran his finger down her chest and stomach to the V of her dress. 
 
   She stood perfectly still while he touched her and she shuddered when his hand continued down the front of her dress and slipped between her legs. “If Thomas gets bored with you, slut, though I don’t know how he could, come down here any time you need cock, I’ll take care of you.” Jill’s teeth were chattering, in just the few seconds his hand was pressed between her legs she was having an orgasm, albeit a brief one. He turned to me, smirked. “Not like that, huh,” he shook his head as he waived us into the club. “A bitch in heat…good luck.”
 
   “She…she won’t…right,” I looked at Thomas as we walked by Bernard, worried at Jill’s reaction.
 
   Thomas turned to look at me, gave me his confident smirk. “Bernard’s a bit crude, but he’s fairly accurate with his description of your wife’s mental state.” I breathed heavily myself, bitch in heat, begging for cock. “Don’t worry, Samuel, she’s all mine this weekend, when my submissive craves a man, I take care of her needs, we’re here to let her have some fun, to let loose, but in the end, she’s mine.”
 
   I breathed a sigh of relief, ironic to be sure, relief that this man was making sole claim on my wife, on her body, sole claim on the right to have sex with her. He leaned over, I could smell his cologne. “Don’t get too relaxed, Samuel, Bernard was right about something else, too, she’s going to be blood in the water to the sharks here.” He picked up his stride, caught up to Jill and Irena in time to take Jill’s leash from Irena and open the second set of doors, to the club proper, to the hedonism they brought us to that night.
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   The club was part bar, part dance club, part strip club. There was a long, black topped bar along one wall bathed in blue and yellow lights, a large dance floor in the middle, several smaller, raised dance floor scattered about, and VIP like couch seating along the other three walls and scattered about the large room, complete with dance poles and raised platforms. Thomas slowed down, in part to let Sam catch up, in part to slowly walk me through the crowd of scantily dressed women, sharply dressed men, and a few scattered patrons dressed in my style. 
 
   Style. It wasn’t all that difficult to tell roles of each, almost like each had a uniform, certainly their own style. Female submissives were obvious by their collars, their clothing skimpier like mine compared to Irena’s sophistication, though some dominant women were as near naked as their subs. There were a few males submissives, collared too, dressed like Sam. The dominant men were by far the most conservatively dressed, few bared skin like the women or the submissive men. They were sexy, sexual, like Thomas was, by sheer force of personality, presence, gaze. 
 
   Thomas led us to a U-shaped couch, sat us next down next to one another, Irena sat on the corner next to me, Thomas said he was going to go arrange for a waitress. For a moment, I just looked around at the people at the bar, on the dance floor, sitting around us. I glanced over at Sam, he was doing the same, though at the moment his eyes seemed locked on a woman in a red dress as short as mine.
 
   “Don’t worry about him,” Irena leaned over and whispered in my ear, “he won’t be playing with any of the pretty girls here tonight…or any night so long as you two belong to us.”
 
   I took my husband’s hand in mine, squeezed. He broke his gaze, turned to me. “I love you,” I whispered, leaned over, kissed him, hoped Irena wouldn’t complain, but she didn’t, quite the opposite, I felt her hand on my back, felt the heat on my bare skin, felt her push me forward, towards Sam’s mouth.
 
   I took my husband’s hand in mine, squeezed. My poor husband, I thought, all he wants to do is cum, all he wants to do is fuck me. Irena must have read my mind, she whispered in my ear again. “If that’s what he really wanted, pet, he’d take you home right now and fuck you silly, but instead he just sits here, waiting to watch what the bitch in heat is going to do…or what’s going to be done to her.”
 
   Sam broke his gaze from the woman walking by, oblivious to Irena’s words, turned to me, a guilty look was on his face. “I love you,” I whispered again, leaned over, kissed him again.
 
   “Tell him what you want, slut,” Irena said into my ear, “tell him what you need.”
 
   “I…I want…” I glanced back at Irena, looked her in the eyes, looked back at Sam, “I want to be used.” Sam responded immediately, kissed me harder, deeper. “I need to be touched.” He moaned softly between kisses, his body melted back into the couch.
 
   “By whom, pet, tell him by whom.” I felt her hand move down to the small of my back, down to my ass, between my legs
 
   “Men,” I groaned as her fingers found the crotch of my pantyhose and rubbed me between my legs. Sam responded as I did, with moans of pleasure, though it was only me that felt her touch, only me that was at the edge of orgasm, only me that was even close to getting what I wanted.
 
   No, Jill, no, he wants what you want, he wants you to be touched, he wants to see you fondled, he wants to see you used like a slut, he wants it, my husband wants all of it, that’s why he’s here, that’s why he’s hot, that’s why he’s kissing you with such passion. He doesn’t want to fuck you, he wants to see you fucked!
 
   “Let’s go, slut,” Irena practically lifted me off the couch, took me by the hand, and led me onto the dance floor, right past Thomas talking to another patron. I looked back at Sam, at the sad look on his face, our eyes met and he blinked at me, once, a long, hard blink. 
 
   Go, it said, go, green means go. Green means fucking go.
 
   We were ten feet onto the floor, the music was louder, pulsating, each beat reverberated through me, touched me, made my body tingle, made the wet spot between my legs throb. I started to move with the beat of the music, took small steps, swayed my hips. Irena moved more naturally, certainly with less inhibition, circled around me, put her hands on my hips, leaned into my ear. “Ever been the life of the party, pet,” she asked, “ever had every man’s eye on you watching your every move?” 
 
   I shook my head no, glanced around, she was right I saw fifty sets of eyes stared at me, maybe more, fifty sets of eyes, a woman or two, fifty men, all stared at me. I felt like a gazelle let lose among lions, fifty sets of eyes wanted to touch me, molest me, I understood the looks, fifty cocks wanted to fuck me. “Nnnnoooo,” I moaned over my shoulder.
 
   “Ever had fifty different men who wanted to fuck you, slut?”
 
   “Hmmmmm,” I grunted.
 
   “He sees it too, Jill, your sissy husband sitting over there by himself, he sees how every man here wants you, and he just sits there watching, just sits there waiting, so ashamed at his inadequacies, so ashamed he can’t please you, so ashamed at his wife dancing like a bitch in heat.”
 
   “Sam,” I whispered, took a step towards him, but Irena didn’t let me, wouldn’t let go of my hips.
 
   “No, pet,” she spoke in my ear, you’re right where you want to be, right where he wants you to be, too.”
 
   “But I…”
 
   “You want cock?” Her hand moved off my hip and between my legs, rubbed me. My knees almost buckled, it wasn’t fair, she wasn’t being fair. “Slut, I asked you if you wanted cock,” she demanded as she took my lips between her fingers and thumb, squeezed.
 
   “Yes,” I moaned, but I don’t know if she heard me, she pulled her hands back and started to dance around me, close, dirty, swaying her hips, her ass in front of me, backing up, grinding into me, her ass pressed against me. My inhibitions slowly melted with every sway of her hips, with every grind, with every pump, bump. If every man wasn’t watching us before, every man was now, every single one.
 
   She turned to face me, “what do you want, pet, tell me?” I swayed with her, hip to hip, she reached up, took the nipple chain between her fingers, tugged gently. “What do you want?”
 
   “I…I want…” She increased the pressure on the nipple chain, just slightly, but I danced lower, straddled her leg so I was practically riding it, grinding. “I want you,” I said, eyes locked on hers.
 
   “What else, pet, what else do you want?”
 
   I looked over at my husband, his hand was hovering over his crotch, inappropriately so. He’s not allowed to touch himself, he’s not allowed to cum. I saw Thomas approaching him and was relieved, for I knew Thomas would take care of things, would make sure Sam behaved, would make sure Sam didn’t have an accident. God, what kind of wife thinks like that? What kind of wife am I hoping my dominant master stops my husband from touching himself? I knew, though, I knew exactly what kind of wife I was. The kind that wanted cock! “I want cock,” I said, too soft to be heard over the music.
 
   “What did you say, pet.”
 
   “I…,” I raised my voice, “I want cock!”
 
   Irena smiled, let go of the chain, I staggered backwards a step, would have fallen, if not for the strong arms that caught me, if not for the rock behind me. His hand were on me to catch my fall, his left arm was around my upper body, his strong hand slipped into the void between my dress and skin and cupped my right breast. His right arm was lower, around my waist, his hand was between my legs and cupped my pussy through my pantyhose. He caught me like he planned it, like he was waiting for Irena to push me into his arms. 
 
   I looked at Irena, she smiled, beamed. She had planned, whoever he was, had she planned to push me into his arms. I looked at Sam, his hand now rested on his crotch, he rubbed himself slowly, his eyes were locked on the man’s hands touching me. Sam liked it, he liked watching whoever this strange man was stroke me. I wanted to shout to him to stop, but Thomas was about to turn his attention to him, was sure to put a stop to it.
 
   “I might have what you want,” he growled in my ear as he used the hand he had between my legs to pull my hips backward so I pressed against him, against it, against the erection nestled against my ass. I locked eyes with Sam, I was overwhelmed, frustrated, excited, helpless, desperate. “I assume that twinkie over there with his hand on his pants is yours?”
 
   I felt a pang of guilt; part of me was ashamed by my husband who showed himself to be effeminate, weak, Sam would never do this, grab a woman like this, be so forward, so dominant, so strong. I looked at his hand resting on his trousers, pictured the panties he wore beneath, he wasn’t a twinkie, that implied gay, but he was soft and feminine and submissive. Yet I loved him dearly just the same and even if he wasn’t an alpha man, he was mine, totally mine. “I…I love him very much.”
 
   “I’m sure you do, but it isn’t him you want tonight.”
 
   “No,” I moaned as his fingers fondled me, breast and pussy, as his cock pressed against me, it wasn’t Sam I wanted, it was cock, it was to be fucked by cock.
 
    
 
   - Samuel -
 
   I didn’t know who he was, I just knew he had his hands on my wife and fondled her like he owned her. He wasn’t even pretending to dance with her, he wasn’t trying to be playful or seductive, he simply groped her, groped her breast and pussy, possessively. He looked at me with a mocking grimace, it was obvious he knew I was her husband, and when our eyes met, I didn’t stand up and challenge him, I didn’t try to protect my wife, I quickly looked away, as submissive a gesture as possible. And worse, I realized my hand was on the front of my trousers touching my tucked, trapped penis because seeing my wife groped by a stranger, seeing her press against him, fucking excited me.
 
   “If you want permission to cum anytime in the future, slave, I’d move that hand of yours.” I looked up, Thomas stood there arms crossed, a stern look on his face that matched the tone of his voice. “Now!”
 
   I quickly moved my hand away, ashamed to have been caught as much as I was ashamed why I had felt compelled to touch myself. “I…I’m sorry…Sir,” I added hastily. 
 
   Thomas looked at the dance floor, saw Jill staring at us, dancing with the man with one hand on her breast, his other between her legs, saw what I saw, the look of pure lust and desire on her face. “Do you know what a cuckold is, Samuel?”
 
   I looked back to him, shook my head. “No, Sir,” I answered softly, trying to be docile, ashamed at being caught touching myself. 
 
   “A cuckold, slave, is husband who submits to his wife’s sexual infidelities and actually derives sexual pleasure and gratification from it.”
 
   I swallowed, aware what he was implying. “I…I don’t know that I…”
 
   He laughed before I could finish my thought. “You don’t know, Samuel? You don’t know if you’re a cuckold? I’d say any husband who sees his wife doing that,” he pointed to Jill, her eyes were closed as she rubbed her ass against the strange man’s crotch while he fondled her, “and his reaction isn’t to walk over and kick that guy’s ass, but instead to rub his little panty covered penis, is without question, a cuckold.”
 
   I stared at Jill for a moment, watched her face, knew there was no way the guy wasn’t erect, knew his cock had to be pressed against her, knew she liked it, loved it, but that didn’t mean Thomas was right. This was just something we were doing, a game, exploring. 
 
   “Samuel,” Thomas’s voice cut through the music, my fog. I looked up at him, tried to hold his gaze. “Samuel, I’m going to fuck your wife and you’re going to watch. And it’s going to be the most exciting thing you’ve ever done, sexually. And that, Samuel, makes you a cuckold, whether you know it or not.”
 
   I stared at him, almost shaking, scared and excited at the same time. “Thomas, I…”
 
   “That what you want, Samuel, isn’t it?”
 
   I swallowed, nodded. “That…that’s hard to admit, Sir” I said meekly.
 
   “That you want to watch a man fuck your wife? Of course, but you want it just the same.”
 
   “It’s just that she’s…she’s…innocent…”
 
   Thomas looked over at my wife, she was still humping whoever he was, half bent over now, her breasts practically free from her dress. “Innocent?” He leaned over, whispered in my ear. “Samuel, if she didn’t have pantyhose on right now to protect her, he’d have his cock buried in her, fucking her, right now, right here, and your innocent wife would fucking beg him to do it.”
 
   “No,” I said, though while my brain revolted, my hand started to move back to the front of my trousers.
 
   His hand moved faster than mine, grabbed my wrist, held it firmly. “Yes, Samuel, she’d cuckold you right here, right now, in front of everyone. I have half a mind to let her, I know him, he loves women like your wife, pretty little slut wives, horny, begging to be fucked by a real man.”
 
   “Ohhhhh,” I moaned softly, visualizing her bent over slightly more, fucked like a dog, hard, fast.
 
   “She wants it Samuel, look at her she wants it, and so do you.”
 
   “Please,” I begged, though I couldn’t say if I begged him to let her or begged him to stop.
 
   “But Erik’s not going to fuck her, not tonight anyway, she’s mine first.” He pulled my hand behind my back, told me to hold it there, walked slowly but confidently onto the dance floor. He nodded to Irena, walked to Erik’s side, whispered something in his ear. 
 
   Erik laughed, pulled my wife upright against him, reached up to her neck and undid the clasp of her dress, and let it fall to her waist exposing her breasts and the nipple jewelry and chain that ran between them. He spun her around to face him, took one breast into each hand, looked over Jill’s shoulder at me and smiled while he fondled her breasts. He wasn’t done, through, he dropped her breasts, reached behind her to the waist of the skirt part of the dress, lowered the zipper and let the dress drop to the dance floor.
 
   Jill stood before him, head down, wearing just her pantyhose and heels. Erik spun my wife back around so she faced me, put his hands back on her, one on a breast, one between her legs, teased her, toyed with her, whispered in her ear. He looked at me, said something to her, her eyes met mine, glassy, lost. Erik laughed, motioned to me with his finger, a come over here gesture, pointed to the dress. Come get it, cuckold, he seemed to say, come get it sissy, come get your pretty wife’s dress while I play with her breasts and her pussy, come get her dress while she rubs against me and begs for my cock.
 
   I stood slowly, meekly, looked at Jill, but we both quickly lowered our eyes, both too humiliated to look at one another, too turned on to do anything but obey. When I got to her, I realized that though the music still played, no one danced, no one moved, all watched her, him, me, us. When I reached my wife, I knelt down before her, reached for the dress still gathered around her hose covered legs, her heeled feet, knelt, reverently helped her step out of it. Jill leaned against him for support, rubbed against him as she did, her pantyhose covered ass caressed his cock through his trousers and she moaned. Whether it was his cock, his hands on her, or her seeing me, I could not say, but the moan was real, I needed only to look up and see the dampness on the crotch of the pantyhose to know her arousal was total and complete.
 
   Erik waggled his finger again, another come here gesture; he pointed to Jill’s damp crotch, placed his finger on the top of the damp spot, on her clit, called me forward, rubbed while I leaned in and reverently placed a kiss below. She’s so wet, she smells so hot, so excited. Jill’s hands went to the side of my head, pulled me deeper into her crotch, so that every time Erik moved his finger up and down, it slid over my lips, touched my tongue. I wanted to balk, to jump back, the symbolism was overwhelming, his finger moved in and out of my mouth like a cock, but Jill’s hands held my head steadily against her, and him, while she shivered in ecstasy from the caress of his finger and the kisses of my mouth.
 
   “Yes,” she moaned, “yes, yes, yessssssss.”
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   Being led off the dance floor was a blur, so was the walk from the club to the car, and the ride back to their place, the prelude to all that followed that night.
 
   When Erik dropped my dress and let if fall around my ankles, I was incredibly humiliated, everyone was watching us, everyone, as I stood there, bare breasted save for the nipple chains, wearing only pantyhose and heels. I wanted to melt away from their eyes, from their stares, but there was nowhere to go except into Erik’s arms, nowhere to go except to press against him and the erection that pulsated against my ass.
 
   “You want me,” he said, not a question, but a statement of the obvious.
 
   “Yes,” I whispered as I rubbed my ass against him. I wanted him, yes, but I wanted cock, I wanted to be fucked, I wanted to be taken
 
   “He’s watching, he wants it too.”
 
   “I…I know.” I saw Sam watching us, knew inside he was as excited as I.
 
   “Does it make it more exciting or less, slut, your wimp husband watching a man tease you.”
 
   “More,” I moaned when my eyes met Sam’s, “more, more.” Sam stood, our eyes met again, we both quickly looked away when he started to walk towards us. Then he was kneeling before me, his eyes level with my pussy, with the hand touching me, massaging me, the hand dancing me to the edge or orgasm. “Ohhhhh,” I moaned when he leaned forward and kissed me while Erik fondled me.
 
   I grabbed his head, pulled it deeper into me, lost in the moment. I knew everyone watched us, I knew they knew he was my husband, submitting, not only didn’t I care, it made it more exciting, I fucking wanted this, wanted Sam here, watching, participating.
 
   And then suddenly Irena was there with the leashes. She pulled Sam’s face away from me, clipped one leash to his collar, dropped it, left him kneeling before us. She clipped the other leash not to my collar, but to the nipple chains—the leash had a small chain itself that actually clasped onto one chain that ran to each of my nipples—so that when she tugged it, when she handed it to Thomas, the leash pulled my nipple chains taut. But I couldn’t move to lessen the slack, Erik held me tight against him, so Thomas’s tugged pulled my nipples, hard, so that pain now mixed with the sensations from Erik’s hand between my legs.
 
   Pain and pleasure. Like before, the pain enhanced the sensations between my legs, the pain intermingled with the pleasure, made it more powerful, more intense. “Oh, oh, oh,” I quivered as I shook until Erik finally stood me fully upright and the sharp pain ended, replace by a dull throb. 
 
   His hand stayed at my crotch, pulled my ass back against his cock one last time. “I’ll see if I can borrow you sometime, I’d love to get you alone.”
 
   “I…my husband.” I looked down at Sam, unsure what to say, even how I felt. Alone? This was about the two of us, not just me, not alone.
 
    He laughed as he pushed me towards Thomas. “Just you wait, slut, you two have no idea.”
 
   Sam started to hand me my dress, but Thomas shook his head. “No,” he said sharply as he tugged at the leash while Irena led my husband. But not back to the couch, instead, they led us back towards the entrance to the club. I started to ask what was happening, thought better of it, though instead of talking to Thomas, I looked around and again realized everyone was staring at me. Involuntarily, I started to move my arms to cover my breasts, but a harsh rebuke from Irena stopped that.
 
   “Hands behind your back, pet,” she hissed, “I want everyone looking.”
 
   So everyone watched us leave, well, watched me, anyway. They watched me led from the dance floor by a leash attached to a chain that ran from my collar to my nipples. They watched my naked breasts, thrust forward by the way I held my hands behind me. They watched my long, hose clad legs and ass, some even stared at the damp spot between my legs. They watched me like I was cattle or chattel, a pet, a slave. 
 
   And I was. Willing, but I was just the same.
 
   Bernard was still at the door, looked surprised as we approached. “Thomas,” he said, eyes wide as he stared at my chest. “You just arrived.”
 
   “Plans changed, my friend, look at her, I’m not sure I can keep her controlled any more.”
 
   “I warned you,” Bernard looked at my crotch, laughed, reached out and touched me between my legs. “Look at her, I’m surprised she didn’t attack someone back there. Who did this to you?”
 
   I looked down, ashamed to admit what happened, how badly I wanted to be fucked, how badly I needed cock.
 
   “Erik,” Irena answered for me.
 
   “Erik, well, I’m not surprised. You would have liked Erik,” he said as he rubbed me and listened to me moan. “Well, maybe next time, maybe after Thomas has broken you in he’ll share you.”
 
   “Please,” I moaned, meant to say please, no, meant to say, please, I want my husband, but my moan didn’t come out that way. Just the opposite, it was, please, fuck me, please, take me, please, use me.
 
   Thomas tugged the leash again and I stumbled forward, only then I realized they meant to take me outside like this, half naked, past the line of men waiting to get in, into the street. I wanted to protest, I wanted to refuse, but knew if I didn’t keep up, he’d tug harder and the leash, tug harder at my nipples. And part of me didn’t care. I wasn’t an exhibitionist at heart, but part of the reason I was so wet was the thought of everyone staring at me.
 
   And they did, stare at me, everyone outside the club in the cool air as Thomas led me past them, every eye turned to me and followed me and watched me with lust. The car wasn’t there yet, so we stood under the covered walkway at the street, Thomas next to me, leash in hand, while I stood meekly, head bowed, hands behind my back, practically panting with desire. Sam was next to me, holding my dress, his head was tilted forward, too. My eyes darted to him, my husband wearing clothes no man would ever wear, such a contrast to the man to the other side of me. Masculine to one side, feminine to the other, man to one side, sissy to the other. I wanted one to fuck me and one to simply kiss me and hold me and love me.
 
  
 
  



Chapter 11 – Taken
 
    
 
    
 
   - Samuel -
 
   The car finally arrived, different than the first, a limo instead of a town car. The driver came around, opened the door for Thomas, watched with everyone else as he got into the car and pulled Jill in with him. She bent over to climb in, giving me and the crowd a view of her hose covered ass and all I could think was how beautiful she was. Not what the fuck were we doing, but how fucking beautiful she was, how sexy in her submission.
 
   Irena was next, climbed in, then tugged my leash for me to follow. I started to climb in, but Thomas stopped me with a sharp word. “Dear,” Irena asked him.
 
   “He’s overdressed.”
 
   “No,” I said softly afraid of what he wanted me to do, “please.” I looked around, all the people, all watching us still.
 
   Irena leaned into the door so I could see her. “Thomas is right, you’re overdressed,” she said. “Down to your intimates, like Jill.”
 
   “Please, everyone,” I said softly, “they’ll see.”
 
   “Would you rather it be naked?”
 
   I swallowed, blushed, felt the throb between my legs again, I hated it, I loved it, I wanted it to end, now, but never, ever. Of course I obeyed, I had to, needed to, so I undressed down to the matching camisole and panty set, handed each article of clothing to Irena as I did, the blouse, my shoes and socks, the trousers themselves. I stood there like Jill had, half naked, I felt small and insignificant, soft, helpless. Feminine. Submissive.
 
   Just like Thomas and Irena wanted.
 
   Those waiting in line to get in all watched me, some snickered, some smiled appreciatively, a few, likely slaves themselves, looked apprehensive. Sissy, I heard someone say, twink, another, pretty boy, slave, dickless, eunuch, neutered. I heard laughs, mocking laughs, and they humiliated me deeply, but made my penis, tucked safely away in my panties, throb and throb and throb.
 
   Finally, Irena slid back and motioned me inside. Thomas and Jill were on the back seat, though she wasn’t seated next to him, she sat on him, on his lap, half moving on top of him as he touched her like Erik had, one hand on a breast squeezing and massaging, one between her legs, rubbing her, masturbating her. Irena sat across from them, I moved to sit next to her, but she chuckled, pointed to the floor. Slaves on the floor, her eyes said. I sat between them, looked up, mostly at my wife, met eyes with her again. She could only hold my gaze for a moment, her eyes fluttered in pleasure as Thomas played with her. I love you, she mouthed to me as he fondled her, I love you.
 
   I love you, too, I mouthed back. I love you, too.
 
   “Ohhhhh,” Jill suddenly moaned loudly, her foot shot forward to brace herself as he made her cum, but her heel didn’t find the seat next to Irena, instead she braced her foot on me, at the top of my chest, above the camisole. I looked down, lowered my head, kissed her toes softly as she shook and wiggled on Thomas’s lap.
 
   Irena reached over, patted my head like a dog, “Such a good sissy,” she said, “such a good, good sissy.”
 
   **********
 
   When we got back to their apartment, it was Thomas who took charge of me, took my leash and led me to their playroom, leaving Jill to Irena, who led her to a bedroom. “Where…where are they going,” I asked him, afraid Irena was going to go have her way with Jill again, this time without me there watching, but he didn’t answer, he kept walking down the hall, leash in hand, forcing me to keep up with him. God, I felt so foolish, must have looked even more so, the slim, lithe, almost hairless submissive boy walking meekly behind the tall, muscular, dominant man. It didn’t matter where I was going, where Jill was going, they were the dominants, our dominants, we were the submissives, their submissives, they led, we served, we had surrendered to them, mind and body.
 
   In their playroom, Thomas led me to a pole, unfastened the leash from my collar, spun the collar around, connected it to a hook on the pole, effectively immobilizing me where I stood. “You can stand okay,” he asked. 
 
   “Yes, Sir,” I nodded, realized he was making sure I was safe. “Where did they go,” I asked, but he ignored me, went to the cabinet, came back with the now familiar pink wrist and ankle cuffs, which he fastened on me. He clipped my hands together over my head, attached them to the pole, undid the clip to my collar, and spun me around.
 
   “Spread your legs, slave” he ordered me with a hard smack on my panty covered ass. 
 
   “Ohhh,” I jumped, but did as he ordered.
 
   “It doesn’t matter where they went,” he smacked my ass again.
 
   “Maybe to make love all night while you’re here with me.” Smack.
 
   “Maybe to my bed while you’re here left all alone.” Smack.
 
   “Maybe back to the club to finish what she started with Erik.” Smack.
 
   “It doesn’t matter to you.” Smack.
 
   “It doesn’t concern you.” Smack.
 
   “It doesn’t matter if Irena fucks her.” Smack.
 
   “It doesn’t matter if Erik fucks her.” Smack.
 
   “It doesn’t matter if I fuck her.” Smack.
 
   “All it matters is you want someone, anyone, to fuck that sweet wife of yours.” Smack, smack, smack.
 
   “Am I right?” Smack.
 
   My ass was on fire, “yes, yes,” I said, but my words morphed into a moan because he slipped his hand between my legs and rubbed my throbbing but trapped penis. No, no, don’t fucking moan, dammit, don’t moan when a man touches you, do not fucking moan when a man touches you. But I couldn’t help it, as much as I wanted to beg him to stop, I said nothing, worse still, I pressed back against his hand, my actions begged him to touch me. 
 
   “You’ve been a naughty slave tonight, Samuel, don’t think we don’t know it.” He spanked me again, slid his hand back between my legs. 
 
   No, don’t touch me, no, no. “What, no, no.” Naughty? What the hell had I done?
 
   “If I didn’t want your wife first, I’d have half a mind to send her back to Erik’s for the rest of the weekend and keep you locked up here by yourself.”
 
   “Thom…Sir, I…I didn’t do anything.”
 
   “Didn’t you now,” he asked, spanked me twice, harder than before, resumed stroking me ever so lightly. 
 
   “No,” I grunted at the physical pain of his spanking, but also at the turmoil I felt for being fucking excited when a fucking man touched me. Dammit, this doesn’t feel good, it’s terrible, oh fuck, fuck.
 
   “Every time you look at her, it’s obvious.”
 
   “At…at Jill?” Obvious I wanted Thomas to fuck her? Of course, why was that naughty?
 
   “At Irena.” SMACK. “At my wife.” Smack, Smack, Smack, caress on my penis.
 
   “But,” I started to protest, understood. No, I was careful, he didn’t see, couldn’t have.
 
   “Every time you look at her it’s obvious you want her, it’s obvious you want her to touch you like this,” he said as he squeezed my penis. “Every time, it’s obvious you’re fantasizing about her doing things to you, it’s obvious you’re fantasizing about fucking her. Am I wrong?” He spanked me five or six times, each one hurt, but each one made my tucked penis jump, throb.
 
   “No,” I whimpered softly, “no, no.” No, please don’t…please don’t stop.
 
   “I’m thinking maybe I should finish you, you want Irena to touch you like this, maybe I should instead.” 
 
   He massaged me, masturbated me, I wanted him to stop, now. “No, no, please,” I begged, tried to will my penis to stop throbbing and jumping, but it wouldn’t.
 
   “You claim you want a woman’s touch, yet your little penis is throbbing when a man touches it. Does Jill have any idea.”
 
   “Any idea?” He confused me, idea about what?
 
   “Any idea that her pretty little husband gets so hot and bothered when a man touches his little sissy penis.”
 
   “No, no.”
 
   “She doesn’t know how much it turns you on to have a man touch you.”
 
   “No, please,” I begged, “it doesn’t, it really doesn’t.” 
 
   But your body says otherwise, his look said before he laughed, smacked me one more time. “Poor, poor Samuel, doesn’t know if he’d rather have a man or a woman touching his little penis. You were a bad slave staring at Irena like that, maybe I should finish you off and when she comes back with your wife and finds you soft I can tell them I was going to save you for Irena but that you begged me so nicely to cum from a man’s touch.”
 
   NO! NO! NO!
 
   Thomas laughed, touched my penis again, but didn’t stroke it. “You’re telling yourself no, Samuel, you’re telling yourself you’re not turned on by a man’s touch, but your penis betrays you, it’s screaming yes.”
 
   “No,” I whimpered softly.
 
   “Yes,” he answered back, “yes, yes, it screams. Just like a sissy cuckold.”
 
   “No,” I whimpered again, weak, pathetic.
 
   “Should I make you cum, Samuel, should I untuck your little sissy penis and make you cum in your sissy panties?”
 
   I didn’t answer, but he kept rubbing. 
 
   “Samuel?”
 
   “Please,” I begged.
 
   “Please what,” he chucked, “please stop or please make you cum?”
 
   “Please…”
 
   “Stop or cum, sissy,” he demanded.
 
   I was shaking, I wanted to cum, needed to cum, I didn’t care if Jill did it or Irena did it, truth be told, I didn’t care if I got to fuck one, sucked by one, or touched by one. But they were women, and Thomas, Thomas was a man. But….I just needed to cum, I fucking needed to cum. “Please,” I begged, struggled to speak, “please…please make me cum,” I finally said, the shame of begging a man to make me cum overwhelmed by my desire to actually cum.
 
   “You want a man to make you cum, that’s it then?”
 
   “Yes, please, please,” I begged again, ashamed, disgusted, turned on, helpless.
 
   He laughed, pulled his hand away from my crotch and spanked me one last time. “I would, slave, but I promised you to Irena. Don’t worry, though, your little secret is safe with me…for now.”
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   I looked at myself in the mirror, except for the missing bridal bouquet, every detail was exactly as it was the night I married Sam. The same sheer white flirty babydoll, the same matching panties, the same white lace top thigh high stockings. Everything I wore now, I wore on my wedding night for my husband. The same white heels, the same veil, the same garter on my leg (the one Sam’s best man put back on my leg after he caught it and made my thighs tingle with excitement when he did.) After our honeymoon, I had packed them all carefully away, planned to surprise Sam some night, some time, had all but forgotten them until Irena asked me if I had my wedding lingerie and told me to bring it all to her. My wedding lingerie, I’d asked her, yes, why? 
 
   Because that’s what you’re going to wear when Thomas fucks you, she told me. My knees went weak at that, just as they were now. Samuel saw you the first night you were married dressed like a virginal bride, and he’s going to see you the first night of your new marriage dressed the same.
 
   “You’re beautiful, Jill.”
 
   “Sam…”
 
   “Sam will think you’re beautiful, too,” she said, lightly touching my stomach through the babydoll.
 
   Of course he would think I’m beautiful, just as he did the first time he saw me in this, but still, my wedding lingerie? Wasn’t this somehow sacrosanct? “But I…”
 
   “How long did he last that night,” she asked, interrupting me.
 
   “It didn’t matter,” I said, my face was red at the memory.
 
   “Didn’t it,” she laughed. “The consummation of your wedding, the first time you made love as husband and wife,  and it didn’t matter? How long did he last after he saw you like this? How long was he inside you? Five or six minutes, enough to let you relax and find that special place you need to go to cum?”
 
   “No, but…”
 
   “Well, four or five then, that’s quick, but you were in the mood to be fucked, you could have easily gone over the edge if you focused.” I shook my head, looked away, ashamed, as if I’d done something wrong. “How long Jill, how long until he shattered the illusion he was a man? He was on top? Okay, so he kissed you, and groped you and found his little penis pushed against your wetness; how long did he last, after the first thrust? You remember it, his slender body on top of you, his little penis slipping into you? How long, tell me?”
 
   “I…three,” I blushed at the memory, “three.”
 
   “Three minutes? That’s almost enough time.”
 
   I shook my head again, refused to look up in the mirror to avoid her piercing gaze. “No, not three minutes…three…” I couldn’t say it, didn’t want to admit it.
 
   “Thrusts? Are you fucking kidding me? Only three thrusts?”
 
   “He…”
 
   “Only three thrusts, Jill, on his fucking wedding night?”
 
   I nodded, yes, damn my husband, only three fucking thrusts before he fucking exploded inside me, only three fucking thrusts before he was done, yes, on our fucking wedding night. Only three thrusts until he was done.
 
   “He finished you with his mouth, then, at least.”
 
   I looked at her dumbstruck. “No, he…he didn’t wear a condom.”
 
   “So?”
 
   “His…you know…his cum was inside me.” 
 
   “Oh, pet, you poor naive pet, if he’s not going to act like a man you don’t treat him like a man, if you married a sissy, you treat him like a sissy.”
 
   “What do you mean,” I asked, eyes wide, “I should have…”
 
   “Done what any reasonable woman would have done, you should have sat on his face and made him lick you until you were done.”
 
   “But he would have…”
 
   “Eaten his own cum, yes, as a submissive husband should.”
 
   “Irena, he’d never do that if I asked him to,” I said.
 
   “Ask,” she laughed. “Jill, you don’t ask a sissy to clean up his cum, you fucking tell him!”
 
   I turned to look at her, what she said was crazy. Telling him to eat his own cum? But if it was so crazy, why was I on fire, why was I wet, why was I weak in my knees? “Thomas…”
 
   “Thomas,” she threw her head back and laughed harder. “Of course not, Thomas is a man, men don’t do that, but Samuel, my dear girl, Samuel is a different matter entirely. Pretty little boys like Samuel always clean up their wives. Maybe I’ll show you when Thomas is done, maybe we’ll start to train him properly.
 
   My eyes went wide and suddenly I was very wet and very horny, suddenly the prospect of Thomas fucking me took on an entirely different meaning. “You don’t mean…”
 
   “That’s exactly what I mean.”
 
    
 
   - Samuel -
 
   Before Irena came back with my wife, Thomas ‘prepared’ me for what was to come. He unbound me from the poll, but immediately bound me, bent over, on some contraption, a platform on wheels, some sort of cart that was on the wall across from the bed. The bottom on which I knelt was red, padded, with eye bolts in each corner. I was bent over a smaller, raised platform, also red and padded, that supported my upper body at a slight upward angle, from shoulders to stomach. No part of the platform touched my groin, I tried to move so I might rub against it, but Thomas had secured the wrist and ankle with no slack so I could not move an inch. 
 
   After he tied me down, he blindfolded me, which only enhanced my other senses, especially my sense of touch, and I jumped every time he touched me. He laughed, but he didn’t touch me between my legs again, much to my relief. Except for that part of me that wanted nothing more than to be stroked and made to cum! After I was tied down, he pushed the cart, spun it, moved it across the room, I judged the movements, knew it now faced the bed.
 
   “If you’re good,” he said, “maybe Irena will take off the blindfold and let you watch.”
 
   “Hmmmm,” I moaned, already picturing it, Thomas, Jill, intertwined, on the bed, sex, hard sex.
 
   After some time, I heard the door open, two sets of heels on the hard floor, knew it was Irena and Jill entering the room, but neither said a word. I heard some movement, soft footsteps, Thomas, I presumed, the rustling of something, clothes. Then I heard a soft squish, Jill moan softly, squish, moan, squish, hmmmm, hmmmm, then footsteps, heels. One of the women was next to me.
 
   “Smell,” Irena’s voice commanded. I inhaled, took in the scent of whatever was in front of my face. It was a scent I knew intimately, my wife’s scent, her pussy, her sweet wetness. “She’s soaked, Samuel,” Irena said, “she’s fucking soaked, she wants it so badly, she’s like a bride on her wedding night, she’s that excited and he hasn’t even touched her yet.” She leaned to my ear, whispered. “Except unlike her wedding night, there’s a man here to take care of her tonight.”
 
   “Ohhhhhh,” I moaned.
 
   “You’re smelling her on the gag I’m about to put in your mouth, I ran it all over her pussy to get it nice and wet, open, so you can taste her, I want her taste in your mouth.” 
 
   I didn’t want to be gagged, but there was no question I wanted to taste her, so I opened my mouth, expected the ball gag as before. I was so focused on the smell and the taste of Jill, so fucking enthralled by the taste of my wife, for a moment I didn’t realize the gag wasn’t what I expected. I didn’t realize until it was buckled and secured around my head. I didn’t realize at first, I was sucking furiously to taste my wife’s pussy juices, I didn’t realize it wasn’t a round ball gag, but something larger, thicker, deeper in my mouth. Something like…
 
   “Suck it, taste her,” Irena cooed in my ear.
 
   I didn’t realize as I ran my tongue over it that the gag was oddly shaped, somehow familiar. I didn’t appreciate yet, what it was, what it meant. It was like…
 
   “Lick it, taste her, suck it, lick the head.”
 
   The head? The head? The head of what? The head? The head! The head of…fuck, oh fuck, it was…it was shaped like…like a… “Mgggffffmmmm,” I yelled through the gag. It was shaped like a cock!
 
   I sensed Irena close to me, she whispered in my ear. “No? Is that what you’re trying to say? You’re sucking pretty heavily for someone who wants to say no. Don’t be afraid to enjoy it, you wouldn’t be the first husband I’ve trained to suck cock.”
 
   “Nnnnnn,” I shook my head. No, no!
 
   “Yes, sissy, yes. And Jill wouldn’t be the first wife I made wonder if maybe that’s why her husband was so bad in bed, maybe it’s that he likes men, not women, maybe his wife is just the beard, the cover so he can pretend he’s straight.”
 
   “Nnnnn, nnnnnnn.”
 
   “No? Oh, don’t tell me you’re not curious, slave, Thomas said you begged him to make you cum. Begged.” She didn’t whisper this time, but spoke loud enough so Jill could hear; I felt her hand between my legs, jerked, startled. “He said you little penis just simply throbbed when he touched you.” 
 
   I didn’t say no this time, I couldn’t, her accusation was true, I had begged him, and I was afraid I would again, this time with Jill listening, if Irena forced the issue. If you deny it, Samuel, she’ll make you say it again and you know you will. You know you’ll beg him to touch you, you know you’ll beg him to make you cum.
 
   “And here I thought it was me you wanted, sissy, I had no idea it was really my husband you lusted for, just like Jill.” she said with a laugh. “Nothing to say? Maybe I should take the gag out so Jill can hear you herself.”
 
   “Nnnnn,” I said, shook my head.
 
   “No? Look at your husband, Jill, he hasn’t had a cock in his mouth but for two minutes and he already won’t let it go.”
 
   “Nnnnn,” I moaned. That wasn’t what I meant!
 
   “You look surprised, Jill,” Irena said, “but it would explain so much, wouldn’t it? Why he has trouble getting an erection. Why he cums so fast…anything to get it over with, right? Oh god, the look on her face is priceless, Samuel, she’s wondering if I’m right, she’s wondering if maybe her husband is a little gay.” She laughed. “Don’t worry Jill, he’s not gay, a submissive little cuckold, perhaps a sissy, certainly not a man. But not gay, gay, trust me. Maybe a little curious, is all, but so many sissies are, they wonder what it would be like to be a girl, to make a man happy.”
 
   “Eeeeese,” I begged through the cock gag.
 
   “Samuel, you don’t understand, Jill doesn’t see you as a man, she never has, and after Thomas has her, she never will. It doesn’t mean she doesn’t love you, though, in fact, seeing you in pretty panties, seeing you helpless, seeing you in the same room as the man who’s going to fuck her, you’ve never made her more excited. Never. It’s almost humorous, she looks so innocent right now,” Irena said as she fiddled with the blindfold over my eyes, “like a bride on her wedding night. Of course, this bride doesn’t want her husband, not after your actual wedding night, tonight, she wants a man, tonight she wants Thomas.”
 
   Irena dropped the blindfold and my eyes went wide as soon as they focused on what was in front of me. Fuck, oh holy fuck, the lingerie, the fucking lingerie, the lingerie she wore on our wedding night! The sheer babydoll, the matching panties, the white lace top thigh high stockings and heels. She even wore the veil and garter. The only difference between her now and last time I saw her wear this lingerie was the white lace cuffs and white lace collar and the slim metal chains that connected the three. Even the shy look on her face was the same as the look she had on our wedding night, though the look was for Thomas, not for me.
 
   “Ellll,” I moaned, hardly realized that I sucked the harder and harder, hardly realized my penis throbbed, and hardly realized I was shaking with anticipation. She looked up at me, seemed almost shy, bit her lip, quickly looked down again. There was a swish, a sharp pain on my ass, THE CROP! “GGMMMFFF,” I yelped through the gag
 
   “Don’t talk to her, she’s forbidden from speaking until after she’s given herself over to him.”
 
   I looked over at Irena, my eyes went wider still, I moaned in fear, excitement, anticipation. She was dressed like something from the movies, a dominatrix, a woman who hurt men, women, enjoyed it. She wore a black latex teddy, long sleeved, high cut on the legs, low cut at her breasts. The teddy was worn over black pantyhose and her legs ended in high, ankle strapped heels. And in her hand she carried a black riding crop. “Oggggffff,” I moaned, a pathetic response, gagged or not.
 
   She grinned, flicked her wrist, the crop landed on my panty covered ass. “It’s not polite to stare at your mistress’s pussy,” she said. I quickly lowered my eyes, stared at her legs instead, an equally appealing part of her body.
 
   “So what have you brought me, my love,” Thomas’s voice. I looked to the other side, he leaned casually against the wall, shirtless and barefoot, wore just his linen pants. Though an older man, he had the body of someone half his age, athletic, a muscular chest, a tapered waist, toned arms, the body of someone who ran and lifted weights, the body of man, the kind of man I was not, would never be.
 
   “She’s beautiful, no,” Irena responded.
 
   He pushed off the wall, walked slowly, confidently to my wife, stared at her hard, appraised her, snorted as he looked his prize over. “She’s wearing white,” he said, “she’s married though.” He turned to my wife, touched her chin, lifted her face to look her in the eyes. “Have you been with a man since you married? Has any man consummated your marriage?”
 
   Jill looked at me, confused.
 
   “A man,” he snapped at her, “not a sissy, have you been with a man since you’ve married?”
 
   “Nnnno, sir,” she said quietly, her eyes darted away from me, ashamed.
 
   “This should have happened on your wedding night with him.”
 
   “I…he…I thought he could…we tried…”
 
   “Do you want me to take you?”
 
   “I…I do,” she answered, then her eyes went wide as she realized the symbolism of her answer.
 
   He smiled. “Do you give yourself to me, freely?”
 
   “I do.”
 
   “You body?”
 
   “I…I do.”
 
   “Your sexuality?
 
   “I do.”
 
   He was behind her, took her face in his hand again, turned it to me. “Look at him,” he said softly. She did, our eyes met. “Do you give your marital virginity to me?”
 
   “I…I do.”
 
   Several things happened at once. “Then you’re mine,” Thomas said, slapped my wife’s ass, hard, “your body,” he said and slipped a hand down her panties, “and your sex. Not your husband’s anymore, mine.”
 
   I moaned into the gag as he spoke, but my moans grew louder when Irena knelt beside me, pulled my panties down, and my trapped penis sprung free. “Do you want me as much as she wants him?”
 
   “Hmmmmm, essssssss,” I started to shake even though she wasn’t touching me, just the freedom to swell was enough to drive me towards the edge.
 
   “Do you want me to touch you and stroke you and guide you inside me?”
 
   “Essssssss, esssssss,” I moaned, “eeeesssseeeee.” Louder, louder, her hand found my balls, I jerked, tensed against the bonds. God I wanted her.
 
   “Kneel,” Thomas ordered my wife. She did, but since her hands were connected by the chains to her collar and not totally free, she did so carefully, yet gracefully, so she was eye level with his groin.
 
   “Is that what you want, to put this little penis inside me,” Irena whispered softly in my ear as Jill reached up to him, as far as the chains would allow, enough, just enough.
 
   “Esssssssssssssss,” I groaned as I sucked on head of the cock gag in my mouth, tried not to think of it, unable to stop sucking no matter what it was. I stared at Jill, hoped she’d look my way, but she didn’t, she was too focused on him, too focused on what was in front of her.
 
   “Can I tell you something, something important while you watch your wife?” She squeezed my balls, not enough to hurt, it felt good, but not good enough that I could cum.
 
   “Hmmm, hmmm,” I moaned, as I watched Jill lower Thomas’s zipper, watched her reach inside the opening, pull it out, eyes wide, stare at the long, hard, thick cock in front of her face and in her hands.
 
   “Your little penis,” she whispered, squeezed, massaged as Jill opened her mouth, closed her eyes slightly, stuck her tongue out, and leaned forward. 
 
   “Is never,” she licked my ear, as Jill licked too, and wet the head of his cock, my wife licked someone else’s cock! I was jerking and straining, wanted Irena to reach forward, touch me, all of me, stroke me, use me. But more, I wanted Jill to lean forward, to take him in her mouth, the head of his cock, take it, suck it like I sucked the cock gag in my mouth.
 
   “Ever.” Jill’s mouth opened, her lips touched the head of his cock.
 
   “Going inside me.” Jill took him into her mouth, the bulbous head of his cock parted her lips, slid in easily, like it belonged, like her mouth was designed to suck cock, made to suck cock.
 
   “Never,” she said as I groaned and moaned and shook, my eyes locked on the image in front of me, my wife, cock in her mouth. “Not in my mouth, not in my pussy, not in my ass, not even in my hands, never, ever.”
 
   “HmHmHmHmHm,” I panted through the gag, watched my wife, watched her like I never had before, mesmerized by the sight of the cock going in and out of her mouth.
 
   “Women like cock, sissy, I like cock, look at her, Jill likes cock, she loves cock, but they don’t like, don’t want, things like this.” She squeezed me, hard this time, I moaned, grunted. “You’re never going inside me, Samuel, never, and trust me, after she has him, after Thomas is inside her, Jill will never want you inside her either.”
 
   That should have terrified me, never being inside my wife, but I couldn’t form a coherent thought, I was too distracted by the sight of Jill sucking him, by the gag that filled my mouth, by the pain in my own balls, by my desperation for release.
 
   “You want to cum so badly, don’t you,” Irena asked. “I think I’ll let you, but not the way you want.” I assumed she meant not inside her, which is what I wanted. I assumed, too, she wouldn’t suck me, I couldn’t be so lucky, but, I thought maybe she meant she’d stroke me. But I was wrong. I was very, very wrong.
 
   She let go of my balls, stood, walked away from me, and for a moment I missed her touch, but only for a moment, so focused was I on what Jill was doing, sucking Thomas, greedy, hungry, sucking his cock like she loved sucking cock. I thought she didn’t, she always told me she didn’t like it, but it was clear she did, clear she loved it, clear she absolutely loved sucking cock. Just not with me!
 
   Thomas took her head between his hands, looked down on her, smiled. “Such a good pet,” he grunted, half fucking her mouth, gently, but controlling the speed and tempo just the same.
 
   I had a sudden memory. 
 
   “Don’t, Jill snapped at me the one time I tried to do that and threatened never to take me in her mouth ever again, rare as those times were.
 
   What, I’d asked. 
 
   Don’t, she hissed at me, don’t hold my head, that’s degrading to a woman, it’s like you’re trying to fuck her mouth like she’s…like she’s an object. Don’t ever do that to me, I don’t like it, don’t, don’t!
 
   Well she clearly didn’t mind it now as Thomas gripped her head like he owned her, I saw it, it was true, he used her, she didn’t tell him no, she let him, wanted him, she wasn’t just tolerating it, she fucking liked it, she liked him using her, like an object, like a slave, like his property, and…
 
   “Hmmmmmm,” I yelped through the gag and jumped when I felt something cold and wet touch me from behind. What the fuck? What the fuck was she doing? What the hell was she…
 
   “Gmmgggffff.” I screamed louder, what ever she was rubbing on my ass wasn’t just on the outside, she pushed a finger, then two inside me, pushed whatever cold, wet substance she had into my ass. Jill looked over at me, Thomas’s cock deep in her mouth, her eyes went wide, first in shock, then with amazement, and then she started sucking Thomas’s cock with renewed gusto, obviously turned on by whatever Irena was doing.
 
   What the fuck, what was Irena doing. “Gmmfff, hmmmmm,” I yelped when I felt Irena pull my panties down, felt something hard press against me, tried to scream, tried to tell her no, tried to think of anything to say or do, but then, incredibly, I got distracted. Yes, I was distracted from whatever Irena was doing to me because Thomas pulled my wife’s head back, unclipped the chains running from her wrists to her collar, and told her to go to the bed and bend over. No, that’s not quite right, he didn’t tell her, he ORDERED her to go to the bed and bend over. 
 
   Ordered her like she was a slave—which she was.
 
   Ordered her like she was a slut—which she was.
 
   Ordered her like she was a whore—which she was.
 
   Ordered her like she was an object—which she was.
 
   Ordered her like she was his—which she was.
 
   She was all those things, my sweet, innocent wife, a slave, a slut, a whore, an object, his, his, she was fucking his! “Hmmmmmmmmmm,” I moaned, I knew it was going to happen, I knew he was ready, he was going to take her, he was going to fuck her, my wife, he was going to fuck my wife, on his own terms, fuck her the way he wanted, with her bent over before him.
 
   As she stood, I was entranced by the line of saliva that ran from her mouth to Thomas’s cock, the way it connected them, sexually, man and woman, dominant and submissive. I stared at Jill’s mouth, stared at the lips that were wrapped around his cock, wondered how I’d ever kiss her again without picturing Thomas’s cock in her mouth. 
 
   And then I yelled. Irena pushed whatever she was holding against me into my ass, and since I was wet, it moved easily. “Oooooooooo,” I yelled through the gag as she pushed it forward, as it split me open, as it filled me like…like…like a cock fills a pussy! I tried to move, tried to avoid it, but I was tied tight, there was no wiggling, no evading, there was just the pressure as the tip of it opened me up and filled me, deeper and deeper and deeper.
 
   “No use fighting it,” Irena laughed as she slowly pushed it deeper, “because I think you like it, because every sissy likes the feeling of cock, feeling what a woman feels.”
 
   “Nnnnnnnooooooo,” I yelled into the gag, that’s what it was, that’s what it was shaped like, that’s why Jill’s eyes went wide, she saw what Irena had, she knew what she was going to do with it. Jill saw it, so she knew, she knew. It felt like a cock, like the gag in my mouth, it must have looked like a cock, too. She saw it and how did she react? She sucked Thomas’s cock with abandon. She knew what Irena was going to do, she knew she was going to push a cock up my ass, and Jill got excited, she got fucking excited. She got excited when she saw something that looked like a cock ready to go in my ass! 
 
   Just like you got excited when she was ready to take a cock in her mouth.
 
   Just like you’re excited now with a fake cock filling you.
 
   No. No. No. “Nnnnnoooo,” I moaned again.
 
   “Yes,” Irena said as she pushed it deeper, “don’t deny what you know is true, if feels good, it feels so good.”
 
   “No,” I moaned again, cock in my mouth, cock in my ass, but she was right, I didn’t want to admit it to myself, let alone Irena, certainly not to Jill, but then she pushed it deeper, as deep as it must go and it touched me, touched something inside me and she asked me if I liked it and I screamed.
 
   Not no, I didn’t scream no, I screamed yes, I was shaking and I didn’t know why, I didn’t know what she’d done to me but the sensation was nothing like I’d ever felt. Ever.
 
   And then Jill moaned. It was a soft, subtle moan, but loud enough for me to open my eyes, forget, for a moment, about Irena behind me, even to forget about the cock like object that filled my ass. I looked up at Jill in her wedding night lingerie, white, pure white, virginal, innocent. But there was nothing innocent about what I saw, the virginal white lingerie was almost a farce, with the way she was bent over the bed, her nylon covered legs straight, her ass in the air. She moaned because Thomas, now naked, had his hand between her legs and squeezed her wet pussy while he whispered something in her ear.
 
   “Ohhhhhh, yes,” Jill moaned, “yes, yes, I’m yours.”
 
   He whispered again, grinned, squeezed harder. 
 
   “Yes,” Jill moaned again, “please I want it so bad.”
 
   What, I saw his lips move.
 
   “Your…your cock,” she said softly, almost ashamed at her use of the word. “I want your cock.” My wife, my sweet, innocent wife, begged for cock. Not mine, of course, but Thomas’s. She begged for Thomas’s cock. It was a word she rarely said, a sediment she rarely expressed, but there she was, bent over the bed, her pussy, wet, spread on display, begging for cock.
 
   Thomas would have none of it. He smacked her ass, hard, smacked her pussy for good measure, she jumped, it hurt, but she moaned, too, moaned just like I did. “Louder, not like a good girl, louder like the slut you are, louder like a whore, louder.”
 
   “Cock,” she said louder, “I want your cock, please, please.”
 
   He smacked her again, this time just on her pussy, once, twice, three times, four times, five, each one brought a half yelp, half moan from my wife’s lips. “Look at him,” he ordered her, “did you beg like this on your wedding night?”
 
   “No,” she said softly, she looked ashamed, but she shouldn’t have been, there was only pure lust in my eyes.
 
   “You see it, don’t you, his hunger, his lust?”
 
   “Yes,” she said, “yes.”
 
   “Not because he’s going to fuck you, because I’m going to fuck you…and…what’s in his mouth, Jill?”
 
   “Cock,” she said softly.
 
   “And what’s in his ass?”
 
   “Cock,” she said again.
 
   “And why does he like it?” He maneuvered behind her, waited for her to answer.
 
   “Because,” she stammered, “because he…he’s…a…”
 
    
 
   - Jill -
 
   “Look at him, slut, because he’s a what? Answer me!” Thomas spanked me again, hard, but before the sting of the pain wore off, I felt him against me, felt the tip of his cock against my wet, swollen lips.
 
   I locked eyes with Sam, was afraid to say it, but the look on his face was one of pure desire. He knew what was coming, he wanted it, more than he wanted me on our wedding night. “Because…because he’s a sissy,” I moaned softly, but then the tip of his cock found that special place and I lost all control, he didn’t even push into me, he simply rubbed his erection against my clit and I started to shake, to get dizzy, to moan. I kept my eyes on my husband, it was hard, but I did so, I managed to keep our eyes locked as the first orgasm of my real wedding night washed over me, I managed to communicate that what was happening was real, that it wasn’t a fake orgasm like I’d done so many times with Sam, no this wasn’t fake, this wasn’t to stroke someone’s ego, this was real, this was fucking real, but it was only the beginning.
 
   Thomas pulled his cock back, dragged it across my clit again, put the tip against my lips, against my wet opening, and waited. For an agonizing minute, he waited. And then he pushed forward, slightly, ever so slightly, just the tip, just the head of his cock, no more, and my teeth started to chatter because again orgasm took hold, again the sensations overwhelmed me, and I looked at Sam and knew I could never do this with him again. And I saw it in his eyes, his realization of what I thought, what I knew, but he didn’t say no, he didn’t blink red, instead he sucked the cock gag in his mouth, pushed against the cock Irena held in his ass, and moaned in ecstasy as loud as I did.
 
   Thomas took his time woking the head of his cock between my lips, so unlike my husband who would push his little penis into me as soon as I said yes, who would fuck me with urgency, like a scared rabbit, afraid that any second I’d tell him to stop before he could make himself cum. That was my Sam, afraid to cum too fast for fear of disappointing me, yet afraid to last too long, to even go thirty seconds or a minute, for fear of hearing me ask him, are you done yet, now, now? 
 
   But not Thomas, not Thomas at all. Thomas moved his hips slowly, agonizingly slow, but with every millimeter he pushed himself forward, his cock touched different nerves inside me and caused me to shake harder and harder and harder until I was whimpering uncontrollably. Somehow I’d forgotten what it felt like to have sex with a man, forgotten the feeling of being filled, forgotten the emotional force of being taken, not made love to, but taken like an animal, like an object, like a slut. Bent over and taken, treated like a whore, and loving it.
 
   Women lie when they say they like romance—no, that’s not true, we like it, we love it—but we lie when we deny wanting something more. We lie when we say we don’t like to be objectified. We lie when we say we don’t like being treated like a slut. We lie when we say we don’t like being bent over and fucked from behind like a bitch in heat. I don’t know why we lie, why we pretend sex is all about romance and flowers and tender touches. I just know it’s all a fucking lie!
 
   Why?
 
   Because I didn’t love Thomas. I didn’t want to kiss him. I didn’t want to walk on the beach with him. I didn’t want to cuddle him in bed on a cold winter night. I didn’t want to talk to him about my feelings and hopes and dreams. I didn’t want to laugh with him or hold his hand or share a look across the room. I wanted those thing with the soft, gentle sissy I married, the tender creature I loved and cherished. Those were the things I wanted with Sam—soft, tender, sweet kisses, almost like a girl.
 
   What I wanted from Thomas was his cock. What I wanted from Thomas was to get fucked. What I wanted from Thomas was the thing Sam NEVER gave me. I wanted him to fill me and pump me and fuck me and use me. I wanted him to bend me over, like he was now, and fuck me long and hard and fast, not tender in the least. I wanted him to fuck me like an animal.
 
   And I saw in Sam’s eyes he wanted the same thing!
 
    
 
   - Sam -
 
   I knew Jill’s eyes were on me, I knew she watched me, watched my reaction, but I had to look away. Not because I couldn’t take watching her reaction, if anything seeing the lust in her eyes drove me wild. No, I had to look away because there was something else they drew my attention, something else that drove me equally wild with desire.
 
   Thomas’s cock sliding into her pussy. Slowly at first, then more and more, it seemed to go into her fucking forever, inch after inch after inch of thick cock splitting her open until his balls pressed against her. How did it fit, how the fuck did something that big, that long, that thick fit inside my wife? 
 
   I was conscious what it did to her, aware that she was cumming harder and harder, with more intensity, more passion, more urgency than I’d ever seen. I was aware that he made her cum harder with a single thrust than I’d ever made her cum no matter what I’d done to her. She threw her head back, finally looked away from me, and just moaned and shivered and shook and shuddered while he held his cock firmly inside her.
 
   “Please,” she begged, her word almost incoherent, almost a slobber. But what he was doing to her was on his terms, not her’s, not mine, his, the dominant, his, the master, his, the man. He fucked her how he wanted to, not her. When I thought she’d pass out from the sensations of continuous orgasm, he pulled out, as slow as he had pushed in, and she babbled and squirmed and…
 
   POP, his cock pulled out with an audible sound and she shook harder, went weak in the legs, and almost fell forward to the bed so overcome was she. But it was nothing yet, nothing like either of us were about to experience.
 
   That’s when Irena touched me from behind again, that’s when she pushed on the cock in my ass and somehow tilted it so it touched me different inside and I tensed against the bondage, whatever she did was so powerful I almost passed out from pleasure. And as I yelled into the gag, the cock gag, Jill yelled too because he pushed back into her, she moaned in pleasure, I moaned in pleasure, we both moaned louder than we’d ever moaned in our lives.
 
   I wanted to be inside my wife, but I wanted Thomas inside her more. I wanted to be inside Irena, or at least I wanted to feel her hand on my erection, but as she manipulated the object in my ass, I knew the sensations of being filled were leaps and bounds ahead of the sensations I felt inside a woman.
 
   Thomas didn’t go slow this time, once he was all the way inside Jill, he immediately pulled back and without pausing, shoved back in, out, in, out, in, out, and like that, he was fucking my wife harder and harder and harder, grunting with each thrust into her. Like an animal, like a man who wanted nothing more than sex, hard sex, a man who wanted it and took it. Like a man, like a dominant man.
 
   “You better cum before he does,” Irena whispered in my ear. “But then, maybe not.”
 
   I looked back at her, eyes wide, why, why? She giggled, I was afraid, tried to push back to find her hand, hoped she’d touch my throbbing erection, but she just laughed again. “Not like that, sissy,” she said, “you don’t get to cum like a man, no, no, no, you’re a sissy, you cum like a girl or you don’t cum at all.”
 
   I was confused. “Grrl?”
 
   She pressed on the plug again, I moaned again, fuck, what the fuck was she doing to me? It felt good, almost too good—I was ashamed, humiliated to feel like I did by having something inside me, like a girl, by having a cock in my mouth, like a girl, by being bound and helpless and taken, like a girl. But as good as it felt, HOW THE FUCK WAS I SUPPOSED TO CUM???
 
   “Hm ant,” I moaned, but she would have none of it.
 
   “I’m not touching you sissy, so you will or you won’t.”
 
   “Fuuuuucccccckkkkkkk,” Jill hissed and I turned back to look at her. She was still bent over, but Thomas held her by the arms, pulled her back against him with every thrust of his hips, hard, almost violent, and loud, his thighs slapped against her, his cock slurped with her pussy, and she moaned and moaned and moaned. “Fuck,” she said, “fuck, fuck, fuck, fuck,” over and over, lost in pleasure, gone, looked over at me, gone. “FUUUCCCKKK!”
 
   He slowed for a minute, each time he pulled back, he paused for a heartbeat, then slammed into her again. Back, pause, slam, and Jill’s moan.
 
   Back, pause, slam, moan.
 
   Back.
 
   Pause.
 
   Slam.
 
   Moan.
 
   Back, hard.
 
   Pause, grin.
 
   Slam, harder.
 
   Moan, louder.
 
   Somehow, incredibly, each thrust seemed to go deeper than the thrust before, deep until Jill shook uncontrollably, until her teeth chattered, until her orgasm went on and on and on. I thought she was moaning strange, both a long wail and short bursts of rhythmic grunting but then Thomas looked and me and grinned and I realized only the long moan was Jill’s, the other moaning was mine, the short burst of grunting were me.
 
   Mine as Irena pushed a cock into me from behind.
 
   My moaning as I watched Thomas fuck my wife.
 
   My pleasure at being fucked while I watched the same with her. 
 
   My pleasure at cock everywhere, in Jill, in my mouth, in my ass.
 
   My surrender, our surrender, bondage, discipline, sadism, and masochism.
 
   Thomas’s face tightened and he fucked her harder, faster, and I knew what was happening.
 
   “Ohhhhh,” I moaned from the cock in my ass and the sight before me. “Ohhhh,” I moaned as I suddenly knew what came next. “Ohhhhh,” I moaned, I wanted it, yes, yes, YES!
 
   Jill knew it, too, I could tell from the way she panted, from the way she shook, I could tell from the way she tried to hold him inside her. She knew and she wanted it, she needed it, and she was going to have it. I felt Irena move beside me, lick my ear, whisper.
 
   “I love watching the first time Thomas fucks a new pet, I love watching an innocent girl discover the real pleasures of sex, of learning how good it feels to get fucked. I love watching her realize what a slut she is, deep inside. I love this moment now, when he’s about to cum inside her. She knows it, knows a man’s touch, knows she’s about to be filled with a man’s seed. She wants it, Samuel, she wants his cum, she wants it in a way she’s never wanted it before. When you cum inside her, it means nothing, it’s just a sticky mess to be cleaned up after unsatisfying sex. But not now, now it’s a man inside her and all she wants is to feel his cum deep in her pussy.”
 
   I swallowed at the word, every time she said it, cum, god, cum, fuck, cum! In her, filling her, cum, a man’s cum, a man was fucking filling my wife with his cum!
 
   He practically screamed with the last thrust, he was a beast, grunting, an animal fucking; it was sex in it’s purest form, not love, not tender, but sex, hard, deep, animalistic sex, pleasurable like only sex can be, to both of them. Pleasurable in a way I never experienced. 
 
   I watched him thrust deeply into her, hold there, shake with pleasure, pull back, thrust again, held deep inside her again where he stayed while they both shook in orgasm.
 
   “Cum,” Irena whispered in my ear. “He’s filling her with his cum.”
 
   Jill’s head was hung low, she surrendered to it, shook again, moaned, sweat glistened on her skin. He pulled back once more, pushed in a final time and held there again just like a man, just like an animal, pushing his cum as deep inside Jill as he could, an involuntary action, an instinctive need to fill her with his cock and his seed, an instinctive claim of ownership, of her her body, of her pussy, of her.
 
   Irena unbuckled the gag and pulled it from my mouth; drool covered it and my face. Thomas looked at his wife, nodded, practically shoved Jill off his cock and onto the bed, flipping her on her back. “Wait,” she begged as his cock plopped from her wet pussy, “please.” She wanted him, wanted to revel in the feeling of his cock inside her, but he ignored her, pulled her legs down to the floor, spread them, so her pussy was on the edge of the bed facing me.
 
   At the same time, Irena pushed the platform I was bound to forward, pushed me forward, towards the bed, towards Jill. “No,” I whispered softly when I realized what was going to happen, “please, I…” 
 
   But I said no more, I was too transfixed by what was in front of my eyes, too focused on my wife’s body, the soft, white virginal lingerie, the implied innocence contrasted with the actual evidence of what just happened. She was a virgin, fucked for the first time on her real wedding night, taken by a man, used, and she loved it. 
 
   Jill raised her head, first to look for Thomas, but then she saw I was being moved towards her and she must have realized it too, what Irena meant to do. She met my eyes, hers went wide, saw the hesitation in mine. “Please, Sam” she said softly to me, to me alone. “Please,” she said, looked down between her legs. “Please,” she said, begged me to be with her, to share with her. “Please.”
 
   How could I say no? How? Easy, because it was the most disgusting, degrading thing in the world, something no man would ever willingly do.
 
   But how could I say no? How? Because she was full of him, full of his cum, full of his seed.
 
   I loved my wife, more than anything in the world, how could I say no? How, just say the words, call her a fucking slut, call her a whore, she fucked a man, right in front of you, she fucked him and liked it, loved it.
 
   My brain shouted no, my brain tried to close my mouth, but the closer I got, the more I wanted it, the wider I opened my mouth, the more I anticipated it.
 
   “Ohhhhhhh,” Jill reached down and touched my hair just as I could smell it, musk, sweat, sex, hers, his. And then my lips touched her, my tongue went out, I didn’t want it to, but it did, and I licked, and licked, and licked and tasted a taste I’d never tasted before but knew I would have to have again and again and again.
 
   “Ohhhhhh,” Jill moaned as my tongue separated her lips and the thick substance oozed from within her into my mouth and there between my wife’s open thighs, I surrendered as much as a man could surrender. 
 
   “Ohhhhh,” she moaned louder as I focused on licking, her pussy as much as what was inside it and dripping out. I felt her clench, push, another dollop of the mess oozed out onto my tongue and I tasted it, his cum, sucked it, his cum, swallowed it, his cum, enjoyed it, his cum, surrendered to it, his cum. I surrendered to him as I liked my wife to orgasm.
 
   And then I felt a sensation unlike one I’d ever felt before—Irena moved the dildo from my ass, back and forth, thrust it, in and out, fucked me with it. “Hmmmm,” I moaned, finding as much pleasure in getting fucked as I did in licking Thomas’s cum from Jill’s pussy. As Jill continued to squeeze her pelvic muscles, as Thomas’s cum continued to ooze into my mouth, I started to shake, I started to get light headed, my skin started to tingle, my eyes started to roll back into my head, and I started to moan like Jill did when Thomas fucked her. I started to moan, not like Thomas, not like a man fucking a woman, I started to moan like my wife, like a woman getting good and throughly fucked.
 
   Then I throbbed, my poor penis jumped, throbbed up and down. “Oh fuck,” I started to say, but barley got the words out as Jill pulled my face back to her pussy just as the largest glob yet of cum squeezed from between her lips. “Oh, oh, oh, oh,” I shook as the sensation swept over me, touched me everywhere, not just between my legs, but starting deeper from within me and spreading everywhere. “Ohhhhhh,” I whimpered again as I felt a throb, a jump between my legs, something weird, wet.
 
   “Such a sissy,” Irena said softly with pride, “such a good sissy.”
 
   I realized what I felt, the orgasm, cum leaking from my neglected penis, I realized cum was dripping from me, not because a woman was touching me, but because I was getting fucked. With a dildo. In my ass. I realized I was cumming, not like Thomas, not like a man, but like Jill, like a woman. I was licking cum, like a woman, as I dribbled cum, like a woman, as I orgasmed, like a woman, as I moaned, like a woman, as I shook, like a woman.
 
   **********
 
   Afterwards, after I cleaned everything from Jill, after I licked every bit of cum she could force from her pussy, every bit of Thomas’s seed, his claim on her. Afterwards, after I finished dribbling, leaking, after, Irena untied me and they left us alone and I crawled onto the bed an into Jill’s arms. “Jill,” I whispered as I rested my head on her breasts, “I…”
 
   “I know,” she said softly, ran her fingers through my hair. 
 
   “I…” I didn’t know what to say, I was in a weird place, I was still incredibly turned on, incredibly horny, as if I hadn’t had an orgasm, though I had, as if I hadn’t cum, though I had. I wanted sexual release as much as I had all week, all weekend, even more. But I couldn’t because I couldn’t get hard, I was no longer erect, and even though I was free, even though my penis was no longer tucked or trapped, it wouldn’t grow. 
 
   “She said it was going to be like that,” Jill comforted me. 
 
   “But I…I mean…I know that I…”
 
   “I know, Sam, I saw it, you did. It wasn’t a lot, it came out so slowly, but you did.”
 
   “It didn’t feel like it, though. It felt good, but…disappointing.”
 
   “She said you’d feel that way, too.”
 
   “I…I want to, still, I just…I can’t…I can’t get…”
 
   “Hard,” Jill kissed the top of my head. “Shhhh, it doesn’t matter, Sam, I…he can…I mean…I don’t…I don’t need that.”
 
   I looked down, blushed, god I was still so horny, the orgasm was so weak, so unfulfilling, good, yet, but…ruined.
 
   “He was,” I asked, sure that he was, but I needed to hear it.
 
   “Amazing,” she said shyly. “Amazing.”
 
   “I…I liked it,” I admitted. “I liked seeing you…”
 
   “Cum,” she giggled, “he was…fuck…amazing.” I thought of it again, him inside her, his cum inside her, I blushed, looked down. “Sam,” she said gently.
 
   “Jill, I…” 
 
   “Sam,” she said again.
 
   “I’m your husband, Jill, he…he fucked you and he…inside you…”
 
   “Sam,” she pulled my chin so our eyes met.
 
   “Jilll, I…I…” I fucked tasted it, I fucked licked it up, I fucking…
 
   “Sam, that was my favorite part…sharing it with you. Feeling your mouth on me, so gentle, so tender, licking me, tasting me, tasting…him.”
 
   “Jill…”
 
   “We’re their submissives, Sam.”
 
   “Yes,” I said softly. “They’re our dominants.”
 
   “Yes,” she answered.
 
   “I…I love you.”
 
   “I love you, too, Sam, I love you so much.”
 
   “We’re their submissives,” I said.
 
   “They are our dominants,” she answered.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Bondage.”
 
   “Discipline.”
 
   “Sadism.”
 
   “Masochism.”
 
   “I love you, Jill.”
 
   “I love you, too, my pretty, I love you, too.”
 
    
 
    
 
   The End.
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
   From Sara
 
    
 
   I hope you all enjoyed this book. A special thanks to George S. for help in editing this.
 
    
 
   My blog: saragirlsissyconfessions.blogspot.com
 
    
 
   Email me saragirl@gmail.com
 
    
 
   Sara Desmarais
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